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        He was hoping to catch something big. He had no idea.
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I rode my ATV up to the bank and parked. The sound of the water plunging over the falls was thunderous. It would be dark in an hour and a half and I wanted to be ready. I got my big rod off the ATV and opened the top of the bucket strapped to the back. The aerator was working well and the suckers in the bucket were lively and doing fine. I tied a 3/0 circle hook to the 60 pound braid and caught a sucker. I hooked him just under the dorsal fin and cast into the deepest part of the pool. It was probably fifteen or twenty feet deep there. The two-ounce sinker settled to the bottom and I pushed my rod holder into the moist earth, engaged the bait clicker and went to get my chair.
I got an Augustiner Bräu Lagerbier Hell out of the ice and pried off the top, settling down into my chair with a sigh of contentment. It had been a tough day. I had fired my wastewater treatment manager after a spill at the plant that I was going to have to explain to the city and the EPA. I'm the plant manager of a company that makes dehydrated food. We use huge quantities of water and it has to be treated before it goes back into the environment. I didn't yet know how serious it was going to be and at the moment, I didn't care. I was going to catch a huge flathead catfish.
This stretch of river runs along the back of my place for over a mile, and I knew it well. The hole below the waterfall was a quarter of that and big fish lived in it. I had seen a huge fish in the shallows three days earlier and if it was hungry, I was going to catch it. They tend to feed at sundown and sunup. Sunup was out of the question since I planned to sleep in. This was a prime time.
I had finished my first beer and was into a second when I heard the reel click a few times. It was one of the big Penn Squall reels, and I eased the rod out of its holder. There were a few more clicks and then the line ran out in a steady ratchet. I took off the clicker and engaged the reel. As the line tightened, I felt the weight and the battle was on. This was a huge fish! It felt like at least 50 pounds and it was all I could do to hold it. The line screamed off against the drag and I held on for dear life. In the fading light I saw what looked like a log come over the falls. I didn't pay much attention until a bright blue kayak came over and then another.
Damn! I had the fish of a lifetime on! The log drifted closer as the kayaks were caught in the backwash under the falls. I looked closer and it wasn't a log, it was a person! I dropped the rod and it instantly disappeared into the river as I sprang down the bank. The water was only about waist deep and I grabbed the woman by the hair. It was a woman and her hair was about three feet long! I reeled her in and moved to the bank as quickly as I could. I laid her on the grass and put my ear close to her mouth. Shit, she wasn't breathing!
I quickly rolled her face down and jammed the heel of my hand between her shoulder blades, giving her a few quick pumps. Water spewed out of her mouth and I rolled her back over. Damn it, how long had it been since I had a CPR refresher? I knew they didn't do mouth to mouth anymore, but this little lady wasn't breathing! I felt her neck and there was a weak pulse. Thank God! I pinched her nose and breathed into her mouth. I would give her a few breaths, watching her chest rise and fall and then stop for a few seconds. The time stretched out interminably as I kept breathing for her. Shit! I sat her up, sharp thump between the shoulder blades and more water came out. I eased her back down and breathed for her again. I felt her body spasm and she was choking and jerking under me.
I rolled her onto her side. She puked, water, and other things spewing as she convulsed. Her eyes opened and the softest, warmest brown eyes I had ever seen looked at me vacantly. Lucidity dawned in them slowly and she struggled to sit up. I helped her and she looked wildly around.
"Kara!" she screamed. "Kara, where are you?" She scrambled wildly to get up. I helped her and held her in my arms as she struggled to get away.
"Easy, sweetheart," I said. "There's no one here but you and me."
Her hands came up to cover her face and she wept bitter tears. "Oh God, oh God," she cried over and over. "She's gone! What am I going to do? She was drowning and I couldn't... I couldn't get her out! What am I... Mom... how am I going to tell her? Oh God!" Her emotions overcame her and she sank to the ground, weeping hysterically.
I gathered her up in my arms and carried her to the ATV. She was so light it felt like I was carrying a small child. She clung to me desperately and I could feel her wracking sobs all the way back to the house. She was shivering uncontrollably. I carried her inside and into the bathroom, sitting her on the edge of the tub. "I'll be right back," I told her. Her face was buried in her hands and I don't know whether she heard me or not.
I still had a few of Cybill's clothes and I found a pair of shorts, a t-shirt and a fluffy robe. I took them into the bathroom and she was still unresponsive. "Sweetheart, you need to get out of those wet clothes," I told her. "Do you think you can change, or do you want me to help you?"
She didn't move or respond, just crying, huge gulping sobs with her face in her hands. I got the dry t-shirt ready and raised the one she was wearing. Gradually and slowly, I slipped it up and she moved her arms enough to let me pull it over her head. I tried not to look at her. I dried her off a little with a towel and pulled the new t-shirt on her. It was too big, but that was good. It went on easier over her wet skin. All she had on down below was a bikini bottom and I stood her up so I could get it off. Averting my eyes as much as possible, I lifted her feet and pulled the shorts up, tying the drawstring when they were on. I put her arms in the robe and tied the sash.
Her hands were still covering her face and I picked her up and carried her into the spare bedroom. I laid her down on the bed and put a pillow under her head. "I'm going to go make you a cup of hot cocoa," I told her. "I'll be right back." I couldn't tell whether she heard me or not.
She was still in the same position when I got back. I sat her up and scooted in behind her. She let me take her hands away from her face and I put the cup in them. That seemed to register with her and she whispered, "Thank you," as she sipped.
"I'm going to call someone," I told her. I started to move away and she grabbed me with one hand. "No, don't leave me." The desperation in her voice broke my heart. This little lady was hurting badly.
"I'll just get my cell phone and come right back," I assured her.
"Okay," she whispered. When I got back, I climbed in behind her and she rested her back against my chest and belly. I called the sheriff's department and explained what had happened.
"I think there's another girl in the river," I told the dispatcher. "You better send a search team."
"Who's Kara, honey?" I asked her.
"My sister," she whispered.
"There is definitely another girl, the sister to the one I've got," I said.
They told me a team was on the way and they'd send an ambulance to my house. I ended the call. I wrapped my arms around her and held her. She was a tiny little thing.
"Honey, can you tell me what happened," I asked her.
"We... it... there was a log... she was trapped," she couldn't go on. She wept uncontrollably for about five minutes. "I tried to help her. I couldn't... I couldn't get her out! I couldn't!" Her voice was full of agony. "I dove and dove, but I was too... too weak! I got tired, but I tried and tried! I knew she was... was drowning. Oh my God, what am I going to do?" It was a wail of despair. "I tried until I couldn't swim anymore! I went under... you saved me, didn't you? Why?" she beat on me with her tiny fists. "Why didn't you just let me die? Why couldn't it have been me? How can I... what am... Oh God, I just want to die!" She was hysterical and I wrapped her in my arms and just held her.
"I know, honey," I petted her hair and just whispered to her. "I know. It's awful, just let me hold you, you're safe. It hurts, I know. Be strong, now. Kara would want you to be strong. What's your name?"
She didn't respond for a minute, just burying her face in my chest and crying uncontrollably. "Dara," I finally heard a choked reply.
A terrible thought darkened my brain. Could they be twins? Jesus Christ, it was bad enough the way it was; that would just be nightmarish! I held her shaking little form for about twenty minutes, just talking to her quietly, and I heard sirens in the distance.
"I'm going to go down and let the EMTs in," I told her. "I'll be right back."
They pulled up just as I opened the front door, and I led them upstairs. I told the leader of the rescue team to check the rapid and the bend up above my place. I knew a lot of people got pushed up against that bank when they were floating. They checked her over and tried to get her to go with them. "No!" she fought and struggled with them. Her eyes met mine and I could see the despair. "Help me!" it was a choking call.
"Guys, guys, stop!" I finally had to yell. I went and sat by her. She clung to me desperately. "I'm going to take you to the ambulance, Dara," I told her.
She nodded. Those huge brown eyes looked up at me pleadingly. "Don't leave me!" she begged. "Don't let them take me."
I looked at the guy beside me. He nodded. "I'll go with you," I told her. "I won't leave you."
"Thank you," she whispered. "What's your name?"
"Canyon, Canyon Granger," I told her. "What's your last name, honey? Should we call someone?"
Her chin quivered. "My name is Rockwell. Mom, we should call Mom. What am I going to tell her, Canyon?" She broke down again and I squeezed her tiny body tightly.
"We'll figure something out, baby. Just hold on," I said.
I sat her down so we could climb into the ambulance. The EMTs didn't put up a fuss and we were on our way. I got her to punch the number into my phone and I called while we were on the way.
A woman answered on the third ring. Her voice sounded tense and worried. "Mrs. Rockwell?" I asked.
"Yes, may I ask who's calling?" her voice shook a little.
"Ma'am, you don't know me," I said. "My name is Canyon Granger. I live over near Greenville and I just need to ask you to meet me at the hospital."
"The girls!" I heard the pain in her voice. "Are the girls with you? Did something happen to my girls?"
"Mrs. Rockwell, I should tell you about this at the hospital," I told her. "I will tell you that I'm with one of your girls now. Please, just meet us there, okay?"
"I'm on my way." The line went dead.
"She's on her way," I told Dara. I could see relief and anxiety on her face at the same time.
The EMT covered her up with a warm blanket and I saw one little hand worm its way out and reach toward me. I took it and it was like holding a child's hand. He asked her a bunch of questions and she answered them in a very subdued voice. When he was finished, there was a silence for a minute. I felt awkward so I thought I should say something.
"Do you mind me asking you how old you are?" I said.
She looked up at me with those warm, sad brown eyes. "I'm twenty-three," she said. "How old are you?"
"I'm thirty-three," I said.
"Where is your wife?" she asked.
"How do you know I'm married?" I wondered. She held up our hands and I could see her fingers on my wedding ring.
"Ah, you're a detective," I said.
A smile flickered across her features and it was as if I had been struck by lightning. God, she was cute!
"Cybill passed away three years ago," I told her.
Tears trickled down her cheeks. "I'm so sorry," she whispered. "What happened, if you don't mind talking about it?"
"No, I don't mind," I said. I squeezed her hand. "She was on her way home from work one day. She was a schoolteacher. A deer jumped out in front of her and she swerved to miss it. Her SUV turned over and she slid into a ravine. It was a steep drop and she... she didn't make it."
She pulled my hand to her face and kissed it. "I can tell you really loved her," she said.
"I did, and I still do," I said. "I honor her memory by living life the way she would want me to. I don't honor her if I live my life in regret. She loved me and she wanted me to be happy."
She sobbed a little and held my hand against the soft skin of her cheek. I stroked it with one finger and she smiled at me through her tears. "Thank you, Canyon," she said. "I'll remember that. It's going to help me a lot."
We pulled into the hospital emergency entrance and they wouldn't let me go back with her. I told her I'd be in the waiting room and she reluctantly let me go. I had been there maybe five minutes when a woman came rushing in. She talked to the girl at the desk and they buzzed her in. I thought it was probably Dara's mother; she looked a lot like Dara. I waited about twenty minutes and she came into the waiting room.
"Dara wants to see you," she said. I could tell she was on the verge of collapse herself. She had obviously been crying. We walked down the rows of beds and she stopped me.
"I want to thank you, Mr. Granger," she said. "Dara told me that you saved her life and what happened. I don't know how you happened to be where you were but I'll always be grateful to you. I don't think I would have survived if I had lost... if I had lost both my babies."
Sobs shook her and she started to sink to the floor. I caught her and hugged her to me. She put her arms around me and wept bitter tears into my chest.
"I know it hurts," I stroked her hair. "You're hurting and it's okay to cry. We'll just stay right here until you feel better. You are going to have to be strong for Dara. She's going to need you badly."
She was a short, cute, little chubby thing, probably about ten years older than me. You could tell she had been very cute when she was Dara's age. She sniffed and looked around for some tissues. I saw a box on a table and steered her over there.
"Thank you, Mr. Granger," she said. "We shouldn't leave her alone for very long."
"You'd make me very happy if you called me Canyon," I told her as we walked. She stopped and pulled a curtain back. Dara was lying in the bed, still wearing that fluffy robe I had given her. She saw me looking at it and smiled weakly.
"I wouldn't let them take it," she said. "I'm not wearing one of those stupid gowns that show your butt. There's nothing wrong with me, Mom. I want to go home."
A guy in scrubs came in and overheard her last remark. "Ms. Rockwell. I think you should stay overnight so we can observe you," he said. "We've given you a mild sedative and that should help you."
"I don't want to stay here overnight," she said. "There's nothing wrong with me. I want to go home. Mom and Canyon can 'observe' me and bring me back if something happens."
"I would advise you to stay," he said.
"Look, Doc," I said. "Is she injured?"
"No, but..."
"She wants to go home," I said. "Is there some medical reason she can't?"
"Well, no but..."
I cut him off again. "Since that's what she wants and you say there's nothing wrong with her, just release her and we'll get out of your hair."
He didn't like it, but he signed the papers and cut her loose. They insisted that she ride out in a wheelchair and I pushed her. She felt as light as a feather. Her mother pulled up to pick her up. She was driving a Cadillac SUV, one of those Escalades. I helped Dara in and she grabbed me and held on.
"Mom, Canyon doesn't have a way home. He came with me in the ambulance. Do you think he could stay the night with us and we could go tomorrow and pick up my car? I'll take him home after we get my car. We need to get..." she began to cry. "We need to get Kara's car too."
I held her and she cried a few minutes before she could stop. "Of course," her mother said. "Canyon, I'm Julia. Everyone calls me Jules. Get in, please. I think Dara needs you right now. I know it's an imposition, but would you do us this one more favor?"
"Well, tomorrow's Saturday and I don't have to work," I said. "If one of you girls will run me home tomorrow, that'll be fine."
I climbed in the back and we drove about ten minutes to their house. It was in a cul-de-sac and it was one of those nice clone houses you see. You know the kind; they all look alike except for the trim. It was large, brick, and had a three-car garage. Dara took my hand and led me in. It was a miserable night. I had two incredibly sad women on my hands. They finally fell asleep, leaning against me on the sofa. I eased them over onto pillows and found throws to cover them up. I slept badly in a recliner and only woke up to the sound of the doorbell. The women were still asleep and I hurried to the door to stop that bell.
It was the sheriff. He wanted to talk to Julia. I told him she was sleeping and I didn't want to disturb her. He said it was urgent and I told him he was welcome to come in if he would do so quietly and wait until they woke up on their own. He came in and I found where they kept their coffee. I made a pot and he and I sat around for an hour or so, waiting for them to wake up. I knew him from back in high school. He was two years ahead of me but we'd played on some of the same teams. We both played football, but I was a wrestler and he was a baseball player.
I heard stirring in the living room and Julia came in. I sat her down at the bar and got her a cup of coffee. She was acquainted with the sheriff and they talked a bit.
"Julia," he finally got around to it. "I hate to tell you this. The rescue team found Kara. She was trapped by the current against a logjam. It was very difficult to get her out. There's no way Dara could have saved her. It was just a freak accident, honey. You need to talk to the funeral home and make arrangements. This is a terrible tragedy and I'm very sorry."
She was weeping uncontrollably and I went around to stand by her. She wrapped her arms around me and cried out her broken heart. I held her soft little form close and after about fifteen minutes, she managed to get some control.
It was a very long week. I spent every minute I could with them. The funeral was on Thursday and it was very emotional. The girls were very well liked and a huge crowd gathered at the services. I went home with them after the service and there was a gathering of their family at the house. Everyone brought food and we had a hard time finding a place for it all after the crowd left. I only stayed long enough to help them clean up. They were exhausted and they staggered off to bed before I left, turning the dishwasher on before going out through the garage and closing the door behind me.
I had to meet with EPA people all day Friday and by that time, I was frustrated, angry and I just wanted to have a beer and unwind. I called and talked to Dara at about 8:30 for a while. She seemed really despondent and I tried to cheer her up as best I could.
I slept late Saturday morning. It was 10:30 when I went out on the front porch to drink coffee and sit in the sun. When I opened the door, the first thing I saw was Dara, sitting in my porch swing. I went back and got another cup of coffee and half a loaf of poppy seed bread. I cut it into two big chunks and put it on a plate. She hadn't moved when I came back and I could tell she hadn't noticed I'd come out.



"Hey, sweetheart," I greeted her. I handed her a coffee mug and sat down by her. "You hungry?" I offered her one of the chunks. She smiled up at me and took it, looking like a little lost girl.
"Kinda hungry," she said. "I'm sorry, Canyon. I'm trespassing but I needed to see you. I'm sorry I just barged in here like this."
"Dara, you can come here any time you like," I said. "You can come every day if you want to."
She smiled up at me again gratefully. "Thanks, Canyon," she said. "I may do that."
We ate our bread in companionable silence. I set the plate on the deck when I was finished, and used my free hand to pull her over against me. She folded her legs up and snuggled in.
"You feeling any better?" I asked her.
"Sometimes," she said. "God, I miss her, Canyon. People that aren't twins don't know what it's like. We had this connection. It's like part of me is missing, like someone took away a piece of my soul."
"I can only imagine," I said. "I will tell you that it gets better. You never stop missing them. I miss Cybill every day. I was a mess for a while. I couldn't get my head around it. She was so full of the joy of life. She had all this energy and love and then it was gone. I finally figured it out. The sharp pain went away. I remember the good things now. I remember all the times we laughed or cried, all the adventures we had together, all the experiences we shared and they're happy memories. When you lose someone like that, it's easy to be angry. I was angry at life, angry with God, but I figured out that just hurt me. You'll get better."
Tears were streaming down her cheeks, but she wasn't sobbing. We finished our coffee and I asked her if she wanted to go for a walk. She stood up and held out her hand to me. I sat there for a minute and just enjoyed looking at her. She really was tiny. She couldn't have been much over five feet and I knew she didn't weigh much over a hundred pounds. She had a little pointed chin, beautiful lips, the cutest little nose imaginable and her eyes were huge. Her hair was blonde on the outside and very dark brown underneath. I wondered which her natural color was. It was the blonde, as it turned out. She added the brown. It was very long, fine and silky. She was slender, but curvy. There was no doubt she was all girl. She had tiny little breasts but they fit her perfectly. Her butt was just fantastic. She looked a question at me. "What?" she said.
"Damn, you're cute, Dara!" I said. I took her hand and let her pull me up.
"Thanks," she said, blushing adorably. "You're quite a hunk yourself, Canyon. Do you have a girlfriend?"
I laughed. "Well, no. I date some, but nothing serious. Are you applying for the position?"
She laughed. "I might. Maybe after I... I... "
I hugged her. "It's okay, kitten. I was just teasing you."
She took my hand and we walked down the trail through the trees. "I know. Thank you for being my friend, Canyon. I don't know what Mom and I would have done without you this last week. You've just been a rock. You didn't even know us and now it's like you're my best friend."
"It's an honor to be your friend," I told her. "You're the sweetest girl I know."
She stayed all day and we ate a late lunch. She left just before sundown and I was sorry to see her go. Julia called me Sunday afternoon and asked me if I would meet her for a cup of coffee. We met at the diner on Fourth Street. She came in and gave me a big hug. We sat and talked for about two hours. We had a piece of pie and drank gallons of coffee.
She told me about her life. She had the girls when she was twenty-three. She divorced her husband when they were four. She caught him in bed with the baby sitter and that was it. She sold insurance and had her own business. Three other agents worked for her and she was doing well. I told her I'd give her my business if I could get competitive rates and she promised to give me quotes. I could tell she wanted to ask me something, but she seemed to be reluctant. Finally, she got around to it.
"You've made quite an impression on my daughter," she said.
"Well, the way we met was pretty unusual," I said.
"I know, that's what I'm worried about," she hesitated a moment. "She's very vulnerable right now, Canyon. I know you're not trying to take advantage of her or anything, but just remember that, okay?"
"I will," I said. "I promise that I won't hurt her in any way. I was thinking about taking advantage of you, though."
She laughed. "Well, God knows I would let you, but thank you. You're her hero, Canyon. I'm so grateful to you and she needs you right now."
"Do you think I should kind of keep my distance, just put a little space between us?" I asked her.
"God, no," she said. "I didn't mean that at all. Please don't do that. I was just meaning... if you don't... hell, I don't know what I mean. I just don't want her to fall in love with you because you saved her life and then you not have any feelings for her like that. Do you think you could have feelings for her?"
"I like her a lot," I said. "She's very young, Jules. She's just a baby. I love everything I know about her but I hardly know either of you. Things like that take time for me."
"You're wrong," she said. "She's a woman. I understand what you're saying, but for some people, it doesn't take a long time. She has a bond with you. You were there for her when she desperately needed someone. That kind of thing doesn't happen often, and I don't think either of us knows how strong that bond is. Will you just go slow and see what happens?"
"I think I have some idea," I said. "I feel it, too. We've shared something deep and emotional and I feel like I've known her for a long time. You don't have to worry, Jules. I'm not a monster. I'd rather cut off my arm than hurt that girl. Do you trust me?"
Her soft brown eyes bored into my soul. "I think I already have," she said. "I didn't have a choice about that and you didn't let me down. Yes, Canyon, you've already shown me that I can trust you. Please don't be upset with me."
I took her hands in mine. "How could I be upset with you? You're a mom, looking out for your baby. I understand completely."
She visibly relaxed. "Thank you," she said. "Will you have dinner with us Wednesday evening?"
"Yes, I'd love that, but only if you come to my place," I said. "I'm not going to load you up with work making dinner for me. Let me do that for you."
I paid the check and walked her to her SUV. We hugged and she drove away. She was quite a lady, I thought. That husband of hers must have been nuts. The days flew by and I took Wednesday afternoon off. I had fired up the smoker that morning and we were having ribs, outside on the back deck. I made potato salad and coleslaw and put baked beans in the smoker too. Dara came over about three and we hung out, drinking beer and lounging around in the back yard. I have a nice hammock hung between two trees and we cuddled in there for most of the afternoon. I got up, tended the fire now and again and got more beer, but mostly, we talked.
She was in her final year of undergraduate school. She was majoring in biochemistry and she wanted to do medical research. Medical schools were hard to get in, but she had already been accepted. She told me stories about her and Kara, what she had been like, things they had done together. They were happy stories but I could tell they made her a little sad. She was still grieving. Julia got there about six and she came around and smiled when she saw us snuggled up in the hammock.
"Hey, kids," she called. "Sorry I'm late. I made a pie."
She wasn't late and the pie turned out to be delicious. It was apple, and we ate it with vanilla ice cream. After dinner, we took the truck and drove down to the river. They wanted to go, but I was more than a little apprehensive. I had gone down and rescued the kayaks the first time I came home and they were pulled up on the bank.
I helped them out of the truck and we walked down to the edge of the water with my arms around their shoulders, just squeezing them a little. They both cried some but there wasn't the meltdown I had feared. We talked about the kayaks and Dara didn't want anything to do with them. We talked about that for a while and I think she realized that the accident had nothing to do with the kayaks. I saw something shiny about ten yards out in the stream, caught between two rocks. We walked over to get a better look.
"My rod!" I exclaimed. I had to explain to them what had been going on. It had a bad effect on Dara. She started crying again and talking about how she had made me lose that big fish.
I hugged her tighter and made her look at me. "Dara, I'd throw away every bit of tackle I have and everything in my house for the chance to meet you, much less save your life," I told her. "I'm sorry about the circumstances, but I'll never be sorry I helped you or sorry I met you."
She stared at me for a minute. Her hands reached out and locked behind my head as she pulled me down. The softest, fullest lips I'd ever imagined crushed mine and I could feel the smoke rising off my head. She broke the kiss and molded herself to me, nuzzling her face into my chest. I looked over at Julia and she mouthed "slow" to me. I nodded and just held that tiny little thing in my arms, never wanting to let her go.
I waded out and got the rod and we loaded the kayaks up in the back of my truck. We went back to the house and they left. They both hugged me and Dara gave me another one of those kisses. I promised to bring the kayaks by, and when Dara was getting in her car, I called out for her to wait.
"Would you like to go to a concert with me Saturday?" I asked.
"I'd love to." She smiled up at me.
"Okay, we'll be gone pretty much all day and get back pretty late," I told her.
"Perfect," she said. "What time will you pick me up and what should I wear?"
"I'll pick you up at ten in the morning," I told her. "I'll bring you something to wear. What size are you, if that isn't rude?"
She laughed. "If I was a big gal it would be. I'm a two."
She drove away and I felt lonely for the first time in years. That little girl was getting to places that hadn't been touched in a while.
Friday rolled around, and I took the day off. The EPA was satisfied and I had found a water treatment guy with whom I was very happy. It was time to get rolling on my date. I got the bike out of the garage. The 2002 Harley-Davidson VRSCA hadn't been ridden for a while. Some of the Harley purists hate it because it's water-cooled, but no one ever tried to kick my ass over it. I was in love with it. A dirt dauber had built a nest on one of the pegs and I cleaned it up, put fuel in it and fired it up. It throbbed under me as I pulled on my helmet. It was off to go shopping, now. I knew the perfect place. I have a friend that rides and his wife runs a shop that caters to women riders.
She helped me out. I wanted black or red to set off that beautiful blonde hair and she found me the whole outfit in red. She even had it in a two. "Are you sure, Darlin'?" she asked me. "This is mostly for young girls."
I held up my hand at about five feet and drew an imaginary figure in the air for her. She agreed that was probably what I needed and I bought it. Leather is expensive and I just dreamed about how she was going to look in it when I paid.
I had it wrapped and went to bed early that night. It was a beautiful morning when I got up and I saw the curtain pull back when I pulled up at their house. Dara met me at the door with a hug and I handed her the package. "Is Jules home?" I asked.
"No, she's doing a claim," she said. "There's coffee on. Is this what you want me to wear?"
"It's a fashion show and then a bike ride," I told her.
She giggled and went upstairs to change. She was gone about twenty minutes and when she came back down, I was just stunned. Those red leathers fit her like a glove. She laughed at the look on my face and came to stand in front of me. She turned, giving me the full treatment and she looked spectacular. She was tiny, but shaped like something out of a fantasy artwork.
Her ass was the roundest, tightest thing I'd ever seen. She had small breasts, but she was a small girl and they looked just perfect on her, high, perky, pointed and making noticeable bulges in the leather. Her waist looked like I could circle it with my hands and she swelled out from there, every line saying "sexy," in nineteen languages. She was just a living doll. She even had on over the calf black leather boots with three-inch heels that showed off her incredible legs. She was little, but perfectly proportioned. Topping it off was that angel face and those huge brown eyes, her amazing hair floating around her and down her back below her butt.
No one had tried to kick my ass over the bike, but someone might to take her away from me. I prepared to do battle. This one was mine! I knew right then that I was prepared to do nearly anything to be with Dara. I felt like I was under some spell and I liked it.
We went out to the bike and I gave her her new helmet. She tucked her hair up inside and she looked like a badass biker chick, or at least a smoking hot one.
It was "Blues, Bikes and Barbecue" weekend in Northwest Arkansas, and we had a two-hour ride ahead of us. She wrapped her arms around me and I could feel all that smoldering heat against my back, hard little breast mounds pushing against me. I could have ridden for days.
We spent the afternoon, ate good food and listened to good music. We even danced a little. She was a ton of fun. We rode from place to place and we'd pull up beside some guy on his bike. Dara had her hair down, a blonde flag streaming in the wind, and they'd do a double take and give me the thumbs up. I knew it wasn't the bike from most of them, so it had to be that angel sitting behind me.
I should make it clear that I'm not into the whole "outlaw biker" thing. I'm not into drugs, crime, skanky women or guns. The whole "brotherhood of the road" thing is without appeal to me. I like motorcycles and that's the sum total of my attraction. For other people, riding is a way of life. I'm happy for them. For some reason, the "way of life" crowd seems to like to refer to women as "old ladies" and think they should be available to share.
I've never liked sharing that much. One of our stops got a little dicey when a couple of tattooed fat guys in vests and no shirts decided they'd get friendly with Dara while I was getting food. She was leaning up against a tree waiting for an open spot to sit while I got our barbecue. I heard a slap like a pistol shot. I turned around and Dara was facing those two morons.
"Keep your hands to yourself, asshole," she hissed.
I left my place in line. "Everything okay, baby?" I asked when I reached them.
"Yeah, this douche bag just grabbed my ass," she said.
"Your old lady got an attitude," one of them said. "Bitch needs to learn her place."
She stepped back behind me. The two guys looked me up and down. I'm a big guy. I'm six three in my socks and I played inside linebacker on a NAIA team that played for the national championship. I had D I size, but not speed. It paid for my education. I stay in shape. I lift weights with the steroid crowd at the YMCA and I hold my own without the steroids. I'm about 240 now and I'm not Mr. Universe built but I have very big arms and pecs. Evidently, they decided that two against one evened the odds. The alcohol they had consumed didn't help their decision-making ability.
"Your bitch ain't very friendly," moron number one said.
"She is to me," I said. "It's the other bitches she doesn't care for much."
It took a minute for that to sink in. "Did you just call me a bitch?" he asked.
"That wouldn't be friendly," I said. "How long you two been married?"
Moron number two got it and decided to open the festivities. He thought he'd end it in one punch. He was slow. I leaned back and his big fist sailed two inches in front of my face. I had him by the wrist and he was off balance with the force of missing. I locked his arm under my armpit and broke it.
He screamed and fell, clutching his elbow and I kicked number one in the thigh with the heel of my boot. I felt something give in there and he was down too. I took Dara by the hand and we got out of there. She was looking up at me with those wide brown eyes as big as saucers.
"You destroyed those guys and didn't even try," she said.
"Yeah, well they were assholes," I said. "I want a pork shoulder sandwich, but I don't like the company here."
We rode down the street and found a little vendor that had some of the best pork shoulder I'd ever tasted. It had just the right amount of crunch to it and Dara loved it. I didn't like his sauce, but the pork was top notch. I'm not a big Memphis style sauce fan. Kansas City is more my thing. She hung on my arm the rest of the day and I was the luckiest guy there.
We left for home after nine, and it was nearly midnight when we pulled up at her house. I killed the bike and she got off, pulled her helmet off and shook her hair down. She came and leaned up against me while I held her.
"I had the time of my life today, Canyon," she said.
"Me too," I said. "If I take half a day off Wednesday, will you come and hang out with me?"
"I'd love to," she said. "You know, Canyon, I didn't like that guy grabbing my ass, but you can if you want to." Her eyes were down and I could see her blush in the security lights. I pulled her up against me and slid my hands down that leather, feeling the swell of her hips and I cupped her ass, pulling her up against my leg between hers. I squeezed that round, gorgeous ass and it felt sensational: tight, hard and resilient. She flexed it, giggling, and I could feel steel in there. Her lips against mine were alive, promising Eden in a tiny package.
She pulled back, burning me with the heat of her eyes. I reached my hand to her face, cupping her cheek and she nuzzled it into my palm. Then she was gone, the door swinging shut and leaving me restless and hungry.
The days dragged. She called me every evening at eight and I found myself watching the clock, waiting for eight to roll around. We talked for a long time, just nothing and everything. I discovered that I loved the sound of that little voice, the inflection of her words, the lilt she gave even the most inane conversation. She teased me, flirting outrageously and, laughingly, telling Julie to mind her own business a couple of times.
I was very eager to get my work out of the way Wednesday morning and I was gone by 11 AM. There was an art show down at the museum and when she got to my house, I made us a quick lunch and we went. I don't think she was six inches away from me all afternoon. I kept an arm around her shoulders and hers was around my waist. I'm not much of an art critic. I like it, but pretty much only the stuff that actually looks like something. I've always felt like any chimp with a brush can paint formless blobs. This was the stuff that I could tell what it was. We went downtown and window-shopped for a while, just holding hands and having a good time.
I had tickets to a dinner theatre and it was a good one. The play was a farce and the food was excellent. Dara was alive and vibrant, just sparkling when she looked up at me laughing. They had an intermission and a band played. We danced three times, two fast numbers and one slow one to finish. I pulled her up against me and she pushed her cheek into my chest as we swayed. When the play was over, we walked slowly to the car. I had my arm around her shoulder and she had hers around my waist. We were pressed closely together and when I opened her door, she turned in my arms and kissed me. She had to stand on tiptoes and pull my head down to reach me. It went on for a very long time, her little pointed tongue poking inside my lips and wrestling with mine. I crushed her up against me and her hot little body felt so good against mine that I never wanted to let her go. She broke the kiss with a sigh and looked up at me. Her eyes were half closed and she had a dreamy look in her eyes.



"Take me home, Canyon," she said. "I have to go talk to my advisor in the morning. Do we have plans for this weekend?"
"I want to have plans," I said. "Will you go out with me Friday night?"
"I don't want to go out," she said. "I want to stay in. I'll rent some movies and we can cook dinner. Is it okay if we use your house?"
I couldn't think of anything I'd like better, so we agreed for her to come over at five and I took her home. She scorched me with a kiss and danced her way inside. I went by the grocery store on the way home and picked up some things. I had shrimp, chicken and beef marinating and I was putting butter on Italian bread to put in the oven when she came in. She had a hash brown casserole and a strawberry cobbler with real whipped cream. I put her to work washing and setting up single red lettuce leaves and romaine while I stir-fried the meat in a ginger sauce with red pepper and onions. The bread was finished and we rubbed fresh garlic on it and made pigs of ourselves. We rolled shrimp or chicken or beef up in the lettuce leaves and ate bunches of that too. I had a nice Cabernet Sauvignon breathing and we drank that with our meal.
We got cobbler and put the whipped cream on it. Coffee at first and then a dry rose as we watched the first movie she had rented. It was Clint Eastwood's Gran Torino and it was hilarious and moving. She was crying as it ended and I held her as she snuggled into me. The next movie was romantic and quite sexy. About halfway through there was a very romantic scene and when I looked down at her she was looking up with speculation in her eyes.
"What?" I asked.
She paused the movie. "Canyon, I need to tell you something." She moved to straddle me with her knees beside my hips and that fantastic ass against my thighs. She put her arms around my neck and pulled our faces close together.
"I think I'm falling in love with you," she said. "It seems really fast to me, but I feel like I've known you all my life. The way we met, all that emotion, how you were such a rock I could just hold on to; that all adds up to a hell of a big part of my thoughts since I've met you."
My heart nearly stopped. Here was this tiny little angel telling me she was falling in love with me. Feelings that I thought I'd never experience again came boiling up and exploded in my brain. I wanted to tell her how I felt, but my vocal cords were paralyzed. She punched me in the chest. "Say something, dummy," she said. "I just told you I love you!"
I started when she punched me and opened my mouth. A croak or two came out and I could see tears welling up in her eyes. I quickly pulled her down and held her. "No, baby, don't cry. I'm sorry; I just couldn't talk there for a minute. God, I feel the same way you do. I've been falling in love with you from the moment you opened those big brown eyes down there on the riverbank. You're so beautiful and so sweet, Dara. I'm the luckiest guy in the world. Here, let me kiss you before I say something stupid."
I pulled her around and she crushed my lips with her full, puffy ones. We kissed for minutes and then she pulled away. "Are you sure you love me?" she asked.
"Positive, why?" I asked.
"Because it makes it easier to do this," she said. Her hands caught the hem of the top she was wearing and she pulled it over her head. She wasn't wearing a bra, not that she needed to. She had the most amazing breasts. They weren't large and on a bigger woman, they would have been on the smallish side. On her tiny frame they looked bigger. Her areolae were small and brown, just a little thicker and making a little cone shaped feature, capped by brown nipples about the size of the end of my little finger and just a shade darker. They were as hard as little bullets and I just had to stare at the perfection of her.
I tentatively reached my hand and my fingers caressed baby soft skin, grazing her nipple and producing a shiver and goose bumps that roughened her silky smoothness for a moment. She moved forward, offering one nipple and pressing it against my lips. I felt the softness of her back under the fingers of my left hand as I held her right breast, squeezing it gently and taking that little bullet into my lips. I sucked on it gently and flipped its firmness with my tongue.
She went wild! She was moaning and saying unintelligible words as she crushed her breast into my face. I quickly switched to the other firm nub and she continued in what could only be an orgasm! This little lady was hot! I'd never seen a woman cum from breast play like that. She slumped against me and I lost the nipple I was loving.
"Want more?" I whispered in her ear.
"God, yes," her voice was husky with arousal. "Let me recover a bit." She giggled and those amazing little breasts bounced tantalizingly in front of my face. I nipped at one and she giggled again.
I wondered if I could stand up with her on my lap. It turned out I could. It was actually easy. It felt like carrying a child, but those breasts didn't belong on a child. I carried her into the bedroom. "How long do I have?" I asked her.
"At least all night," she grinned mischievously up at me. "I told Mom not to wait up. Maybe the rest of our lives. How long do you have?"
"Years," I told her. "What did Jules say when you told her that?"
"She said to have fun," she giggled.
She was lying there on my bed, bare from the waist up and all that blonde glory spread out over the pillow. She had on jeans and bright pink athletic shoes. I pulled the shoes off without bothering to untie them. I moved to the button of her jeans and she squealed and grabbed my wrists. "No, you first," she said.
I slipped my shirt over my head and kicked off my flip-flops. When I unbuttoned my jeans, her eyes followed as they slid to the floor, leaving me in my boxers. There was quite the tent in there and I saw her eyes widen and she glanced up at my face. "Jesus, Canyon, is that for me?"
"No one else here," I said. "Just a little blonde angel and me. Your turn."
She undid her jeans and wiggled around, pushing them down off that tight ass and over the curve of her hips. She had on tiny little yellow lacy panties and they didn't leave much to the imagination. She kicked her dainty little feet and I helped her pull the jeans off before crawling up beside her on the bed. I pulled her to me and the feel of her skin against mine was intoxicating. We kissed for a long time until I felt her hand trailing down my stomach. She was tentative and she seemed very hesitant to take any initiative.
"Have you ever done this before, baby?" I asked her.
She blushed. "No," she whispered in my ear. "I've kind of played around outside clothes, but I've never actually seen a real one. Just like on TV and the internet. I'm kind of afraid, Canyon."
"It's okay," I told her. "We'll go slow and gentle. Touch me, Dara."
Her tiny little hand pushed under the waistband of my boxers and I think she expected to find hair. I don't keep any. Cybill shaved me the first time and I liked it so much I've never gone back. I felt her hot little fingers close on me, and she jerked back as if she had been shocked. She reached back down again and her grasp was firm this time.
She sat up. "I want to see," she said. She tugged at my boxers and I rose up so she could pull them off. She gasped when she got her first sight. "Is it supposed to be that big?" she giggled.
"Yeah, I think so," I laughed. "What would you have to compare it to?"
"We need a banana for scale," she said.
We both burst into laughter at the internet meme. That took a lot of tension out of the moment and she wiggled around until her face was right next to my cock. "I think it's bigger than a banana," she said. "I want to play with him, Canyon."
"Okay, but only if I get to play with you," I said.
"No," she was insistent. "I don't want you distracting me. I want to remember everything about this." Her hot little hands were all over me, stroking and sliding, testing the weight, the textures, everything she could. She cupped and massaged my balls, gently and then she surprised me by leaning down and giving the head a lick. My cock twitched and she giggled. "He can do tricks," she said.
She gave me another swipe with her tongue and then she swooped in, plunging me inside her mouth and sucking as if she was eating a lollipop. Her head bobbed and she pumped me with her fist as she moved. Those TV and internet things she'd watched must have been pretty graphic! She was a natural. She loved on my cock for about three minutes and she had me ready to blow. I tried to pull her up.
"Dara, I'm going to cum if you don't stop," I warned her.
Her lips popped off for a second. "I want you to," she said. She swallowed me again and I think she felt the tension rising in me because her hand became a blur and she began to swirl her tongue around the head of my cock, driving me wild. My hips lurched up, burying four or five inches in her mouth, and I felt her gag a little as the head hit the back of her throat. Then, I was exploding in her hot little mouth. She gagged again when the first burst hit the back of her throat, but she wasn't about to give up. She backed up off me a little and I could hear her swallowing and slurping away. I have no idea how she kept from choking, as inexperienced as she was, because it felt like I spurted a gallon of cum. She kept at it until the last spasms were gone and her eyes never left my face the whole time. She raised her head, gobs of cum running down her chin, and she looked like a little messy angel.
In one of the most erotic motions I've ever seen, she cleaned her chin with her finger and then stuck it in her mouth, cleaning her finger. She swallowed and I pulled her up, trying to reach her lips.
"No," she protested. "Let me go rinse my mouth."
"There's no way I'm letting you out of this bed," I told her. "If it was good enough for you, it's good enough for me." I crushed her to me and claimed those puffy lips as my own.
I rolled her onto her back and kissed my way down her neck, nipping her exposed throat and nuzzling into the sensitive hollow between her collarbone and neck. She shivered and moaned. I kissed the hollow at the base of her throat, making my way down to her breasts. When I began to kiss those delightful little mounds, her moans grew and when I took one little bullet nipple inside my lips, damned if she didn't cum again! I worked them until I thought they were becoming sensitive before continuing my way south. I nibbled and kissed my way down over the arch of her ribs onto the flat plane of her belly, dipping into her tiny little navel with my tongue. It was the cutest little elongated oval and she had a piercing there with a small diamond stud. It was very sexy and I nibbled lower until I reached the dainty little panties. I tugged at them and she raised her hips so I could slide them down. I just froze as I looked down at her.
She was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. She stretched and arched her back, looking like an erotic doll. She was smooth and bare, not a trace of hair and her skin was baby soft as I kissed my way down, tickling the top of her cleft with my tongue and tasting her sweet and tangy slickness. She was dripping wet and I could see little droplets clinging to her labia. I lifted her legs, sliding around and placing them over my shoulders. Her pussy lips parted and I could smell her now, the faint muskiness of aroused girl mixed with the scent of the soap she used. I lapped up the nectar and she began to moan out her pleasure. Her inner thighs began to tremble as I tongue fucked her, dipping inside as far as I could reach and wiggling my tongue around.
My hand was on the muscled plane of her belly and I could feel the trembling reach there, too. The tension built as I reached up and cupped her breast, rolling a nipple between my fingers and then it snapped. She shrieked and bridged up off the bed, shaking in her orgasm until I could hardly maintain my position. She bucked under me and I moved my hands to cup the round, hard cheeks of her ass, holding her in place.
As she began to relax, I licked my way up to the tiny button of her clit, stroking it with the tip of my tongue before sucking it inside my lips and manipulating it. She went off again, writhing in her pleasure and giving tongue, her voice getting a little hoarse. She was beginning to come back to earth when I inserted my finger into her hot, moist channel, curling it upward to find that little bundle of nerve endings on the upper wall of her pussy. She convulsed again, crying out unintelligible words as she kept cumming again and again.
"Please, Canyon," she groaned. "You're killing me! Stop, baby, please, I can't... I can't..."
I slid up over her tiny form until I could reach her lips. Her breasts were heaving as she struggled to regain her breath and the look on her face was pure passion fulfilled. She kissed and licked all over my face. I knew she must be tasting herself but she didn't seem to mind. I could feel her wet warmth against the head of my cock and she, evidently, felt it, too.
"Easy," she murmured, "I've never had a man before."
I was shocked. Here was this absolutely gorgeous woman, ripe like a peach, and she'd never had a man? It seemed impossible in this day and age. I knew Dara would never lie, though. God, she must really love me, I thought.
She gasped as the head of my cock slipped inside. I didn't feel any barrier, so at least that was gone, thank God. We sure didn't need any more pain than necessary. She was a tiny little thing in every way. She was all woman, though, and a very passionate one at that. I wanted to see her, and the missionary position wasn't going to let that happen, given our size difference. "You be on top," I whispered in her ear. She nodded and I held her and rolled us over.
She straddled me and I held that tight little ass in my hands. It filled them perfectly and she began to rock, taking more and more of me inside her. I'm no porn star, but it was easy to tell that she'd never been with a man. She groaned, gasped and finally stopped with about two-thirds of me inside her.
"God, Canyon, I can't take any more," she gasped. "I'm sorry, but you're just too big."
I squeezed that exquisite body against mine. "Nothing to be sorry about, baby," I said. I kissed her forehead. "This feels right to me. This is the most incredible feeling. You feel amazing! I'm totally happy. It couldn't be any better."
It really couldn't. I'd loved Cybill with all my heart. I had planned to spend the rest of my life with her. The fates had intervened. Making love with her had been something out of a dream. We fucked like bunnies the whole time we were married. Neither of us had been virgins, and she was a fantastic lover. This little doll was something else. She was giving something new and precious to me.
I held her closely for a while until I could feel the fire building in her. She sat up. God, she looked hot! Those little teacup breasts, her slender but muscled body, her baby-smooth golden skin. She rose up a couple of inches and sank slowly back down. Her heat was incredible and it felt like nothing else in the world. She repeated the motion, building a little rhythm and her breath grew rapid and ragged.
Small moans and wordless cries began to escape and I could see a flush, stealing over her features and down her slender neck. Her movements became faster and the moans, louder. I began to match her motions, thrusting up into her as she came down and became accustomed to the pace. Our pubic bones touched and I realized that she had taken me fully into her tightness. The sensation was incredible and the sight was mind blowing. Her inner lips clung to my cock, stretching down as she rose and then reversed direction, disappearing as she plunged back down.
Her movements became uncoordinated and she groaned in frustration. I pulled her down, cupping her tight little ass in my hands and rolled us over. I held her and began to plunge into her tight little pussy, my motions still gentle and fairly slow. She matched my thrusts with motions of her own and I could feel the tension begin in her entire body. I increased the pace and she began to tremble. She screamed and thrust up into me as the tension broke and she was throbbing, pulsing beneath me as she came. I slowed and held deeply inside her as she shook and convulsed in her ecstasy. She shuddered her pleasure for long moments and finally came back to earth. Her eyes opened, glistening dark pools and she grasped my head, crushing her lips to mine fiercely.
"My God, Canyon, that was incredible," she gasped. "Did you cum?"
"I'm not through," I told her.
"Oh, God!" her moan came as I thrust into her again. "I don't know if I can stand any more, Canyon. Oh, God!" She was nearly sobbing now.
I withdrew and flipped her over, spreading her legs and gaining a view of the most erotic sight I'd ever seen. She was gaping a little, her pussy lips reddened and a little swollen with excitement. Her little clit was fully erect and I had to give it a swipe with my tongue. She jolted at the contact with her little nubbin and I moved up, entering her as she groaned, half in ecstasy and half in discomfort. I eased in and held at full sheath, my heavy balls against her clit and her hard round cheeks against my groin. It was an incredible sensation and I held there, allowing my excitement to recede and hers to build. When her groans changed to moans, I began to thrust into her, starting slowly and increasing the speed and power gradually.
"Oh, oh, oh God, oh God," she groaned, beginning a mantra that climbed in volume and pitch as I began thrusting in earnest. "Oh my God! I'm cumming some more. Fuck, Canyon, oh Christ, I'm cumming!" She shuddered out her orgasm and I powered through, my belly slapping on her fantastic ass cheeks, and her words became incoherent.
I was cresting toward my own orgasm and she began to beg. "Please! Please cum, Canyon. I... I... I can't cum anymore!"
She was wrong because I felt her begin to tense up again. "Are you cumming?" I asked her. "Tell me when you cum."
"Yes, yes, I'm cumming again! Oh, oh, oh God I'm cumming!"
"Can I cum in you, baby?" I whispered in her ear.
"Yes, oh, my God, yes," she sobbed. "Please cum, Canyon, please cum in me; fill me up!" Her voice broke into incoherent moans.
I kept fucking her, thrusting away rapidly now, drilling that tight little pussy and she sobbed and groaned yes three more times before the sight, sound and feeling of this living doll writhing and moaning under me as I made her cum, over and over made me explode into her, my soul pumping into her. She screamed when she felt the first blast inside her and every muscle in her body went rigid. Her head was turned to the side and every cord in her neck was tight. Her face was a mask of ecstasy and her face was flushed. Her hair was in complete tangles, clinging to both our wet bodies and I thought I would never stop pumping hot cream into her hot little pussy.
I collapsed on her; totally drained, kissing the exposed parts of her face and she lay, languid and moaning under me. I rolled to the side so as not to crush her and brought her with me; my cock still embedded in her tightness, and held this tiny woman in my arms. Her head was pillowed on my left bicep and my forearm was across her chest, cupping one hard little breast in my hand. My right arm wrapped her flat belly and my hand slid down to explore our joining. I caressed her gently and our breathing slowly calmed.
We whispered and laughed and I just held that little angel in my arms, marveling at the silky, firm feel of her. She began to yawn after a bit.
"Am I boring you?" I whispered.
She giggled and kissed me. "No, but I'm very tired, Canyon. Let's get under the covers. Will you hold me if I fall asleep?"



"As long as you let me," I told her.
We wiggled around and got the covers over us. She snuggled back up into my arms and in ten minutes her eyes closed and she was gone. I stayed awake for a while, just reveling in the feel of the naked angel in my arms. I watched her sleep, the moonlight playing over her gorgeous features, feeling my heart swelling with the powerful emotions she stirred in me. They were emotions that I thought I'd likely never feel again. I wondered what Cybill would have thought of Dara. I was pretty sure she would have loved her. I knew I did. I kissed her forehead and drifted off, holding her close as wonderful dreams filled my mind.
That was the beginning of something that grew and became my life. Dara practically lived with me through the summer until school started again. I saw less of her as she focused on her classwork, but every weekend we went somewhere or just stayed in and made love. I was more in love with her every day. She was mine and she never hesitated to let me know. She was very demonstrative with her feelings and I could tell my feeling were also hers.
There were plenty of tears the day Dara left for medical school. We had found an apartment near campus for her, and most of her stuff was already moved in. All that was in her car was a suitcase with clothes, her computer and her daily essentials. She clung to me just as hungrily as she had on the day I pulled her from the river.
"You can do this, Babe," I reassured her, tenderly stroking her hair. "Just don't forget about me."
"Never, Canyon. Don't even think it. As long as I'm breathing, I'm thinking of you."
"Me, too, sweetheart. Me, too."
I finally got her seated in the car, and Julia and I watched it recede in the distance.
Dara planned to come home every other weekend. I had known that after spending almost the entire summer together, going without her for two weeks would be hard. I had no idea. The two weeks before her first weekend home felt like two years. I spent some time with Julia; she was having a rough time, too, as she was alone now and still mourning Kara. It made the time pass, and I think it helped her, but the one person who could help me was Dara, and she wasn't there.
There was no more doubt about what I wanted: I wanted Dara, and I wanted her for the rest of my life. The bad thing was I began to doubt what she wanted, or would come to want. She was ten years younger than I was. She was beautiful, driven, top-of-her-class intelligent, and was spending her days in intensive work with a group of men who were all of that, and nearer her age. What did I have to offer her, to compete with them?
We had agreed to daily phone calls, but once classes started, Dara said it was too much. "They're trying to kill us with work here," she told me. "They even admitted it. They told us they would try to break us, because if we're going to break, it's better that we do it now rather than later when we could kill someone. They also said they wanted to put pressure on our relationships, because that would happen, once we graduated, too. I think they're lying. I think what they really want is for us to be miserable and monkish, like those medieval guys."
"Miserable and monkish? That's pretty much how I feel," I said. "Don't you want to share my pain?"
"Ha! I don't have time to feel anything. I haven't even had time to get groceries since classes started. I'm glad you made me stock up beforehand. Canyon, love, if I thought I could bear to call you and hang up after five minutes, I could call every day, but I just can't. Please, let's make an appointment, so we can really have some time?"
We agreed on that, with the proviso that if I got desperate I could call her, too, even though it would go to voice mail.
Friday evening finally came. I was doing anything I could think of to avoid looking like I had been sitting on my front porch, waiting for her for hours and failing miserably. I heard a car throwing gravel in my driveway, the slamming of a door and a voice crying "Canyon!" I saw a blur with long blonde hair trailing behind it, and then something slammed into me, knocking me to the ground and landing on top of me. I'm a lot bigger than Dara, but you have to remember that force is the mass times the square of the velocity.
Well, for the next several minutes we rolled around on the grass, crying, laughing, saying each other's names and generally making fools of ourselves. There was nothing and no one else in the world, and we weren't letting each other go for anything.
After we caught our breath, I took a good look at her. With her damp eyes, crooked smile, and tangled hair, she was more than ever the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen. (Sorry, Cybill, if you're listening; I have to tell the truth.) When I looked closely, though, I could see signs of the strain she was under: the beginnings of circles under her eyes, and a thinness in her face.
Dara hadn't been kidding about the rigors of med school. She started yawning at 9:00, a ridiculously early hour for her. I was fine with that; I'd been aching for the next time I'd have Dara in my bed. The only problem was, she was asleep as soon as her head touched the pillow, with only a mumbled "love you, Canyon." I watched her sleep, thinking again how lucky I was. My cock was thinking something else.
I had planned all sorts of things I thought she would enjoy for our weekend together. Hardly any of them happened. In addition to needing to catch up on her sleep, she had to study, a lot. Before I knew it, it was Sunday evening and I was watching her taillights disappear down the road. At least she had some groceries; I had seen to that.
Dara called me Monday evening. She was pleased and proud of herself. Where most of her classmates were sleep-deprived and ill prepared for the surprise examination (no pop quiz, this: it took three hours), she was fresh, bright-eyed, and prepared after her weekend with me. "I have Canyon, and they don't," she gloated.
The next few weekends were a repeat of the first one, except Dara's greetings became slightly more restrained. She caught up on her sleep, visited Julia, and studied in the little study room I'd fixed up for her. I didn't hear much about what she did at school. I could tell she was feeling the strain, but that only increased her determination to succeed. Over a dozen of her classmates had already dropped out, she said.
Dara got a four-day weekend for Thanksgiving. She decided she wanted to spend Thursday and Friday with her mom, and Saturday and Sunday with me. I had been hoping for more, but Julia missed her just as much as I did, especially with Kara gone, so I didn't have the heart to argue. I even made most of the dinner and brought it over, so they wouldn't have to cook. Both of them liked my barbecue, so I barbecued the turkey, which went over quite well.
Dara came over Saturday, and went straight to her study room. "I swear, these people can't even spell the word 'holiday'," she groused. "Every single teacher said 'You'll have a long weekend, so you can read this, and this, and this'."
She dumped her books and laptop on the table, and turned to me. "Canyon, this study room you made me is a lifesaver. It's the best place in the world for study, better than my apartment or the library. Thank you, Canyon!" She pressed herself against me and gave me a toe-curling kiss. She pirouetted away from me and into the room, pointing to the wall above the desk.
"See, you're right here with me even when I'm studying." Sure enough, there I was in all my glory (?), dapper (???) in my fishing gear, but with all my love in my eyes. She'd taken the picture on one of our "see what we can catch for dinner" expeditions the previous summer; I didn't know she'd had it blown up and framed.
"Now I have to get to work. These books won't read themselves," she said, obviously quoting one of her teachers, and closed the study door. She must have gotten herself sandwiches; I didn't see her again until bedtime.
She finally emerged Sunday afternoon, a couple of hours before she was to head back to school. I had done grocery shopping for her while she studied, and packaged plenty of leftover turkey for her. ("Everyone will have turkey leftovers, but they won't be barbecued like this. They'll all be jealous," she had said.)
"Want to go for a walk?" I asked. She had always liked our long walks and I thought it would be a nice memory for her to take back to school.
"No, thanks, I think I'd just rather sit here with you. My energy is sort of low right now."
I finally snapped. "When is Dara coming back?" She turned to me, her eyes wide. "Every time you've come home, I've planned something we could enjoy doing together: walking in the woods as the leaves turned, fishing in the creek, a concert I'd thought you would enjoy. None of it has happened. You've studied and slept, or slept and studied. You've barely had the energy for sex. I want to know: when does this end?"
I saw tears in her eyes. "I'm sorry, Canyon. I knew this would be hard for both of us, but I had no idea how hard it would be. It's just as hard for me. I didn't know about the things you'd planned, but I should have, because I know you, and that's what you would do. Babe, I have to do this. It's something I wanted before we met. When you saved my life, it became even more important. Now, my life really had to count for something, because I was saved for a purpose. Can't you see? It has to be that way. I couldn't live with myself otherwise. To answer your question, I think the first year is the hardest, while they're trying to weed us out, so it should slack off some after that. I don't know, though. It could be like this all four years. Can you handle that?"
"Dara, I've barely made it through three months. I live for the next time you come home, and then we barely exchange five sentences before you have to leave. I don't know who your teachers are, what classes you like or don't like, who you spend your time with, anything."
"There's no time to spend with anyone. Yes, the first year students are together a lot, we're all in the same classes, and we're all looking for the same stuff in the library. I don't even know the names of the cute guys in the class." She chuckled. I didn't share her amusement.
"Yeah, but I bet they know yours," I muttered.
"Canyon, don't be this way. You know, you're reacting like a child whose cookie has been taken away."
"Is that all you think you mean to me, Dara? A cookie?"
"Well, maybe more like a barbecued turkey. The point is, you're not being fair, Canyon. You already have your degree, your life path. I don't. I need to do this, and you need to let me. If you can't handle that, maybe we don't have as much together as I thought we did."
Things went downhill fast from there, and ended with her running into the study and slamming the door. I could hear her crying in there. I wasn't any better in the living room, as I tried to figure out how to live without Dara. It was clear the only choice I had was whether we were separated temporarily or permanently, and I wasn't sure that I even had that choice. I slumped forward in the chair and buried my head in my hands.
I felt a feather-light hand on my shoulder. "We've had our first fight, haven't we?" I looked up at her. She stood next to my chair, utterly forlorn, her face streaked with tears. I gathered her onto my lap, held her close and we cried together. When we were calm, she spoke.
"Am I worth it to you, Canyon? Can you do this for me?"
I gazed into my bleak future: three and a half more years, effectively without Dara, and who knew whether she would still want me after that? God knows she would have choices. Still, when this was finished, she might come back to me. Was that possibility worth it?
"I don't know, Dara. You're worth it, you're worth anything I can do, but I don't know if I'm strong enough. All I can tell you is that I'll try."
"You were strong enough to pull me from the river, Canyon. I'm betting on you. I'm betting the life you saved on you." We held each other quietly until it was time for her to go.
Medical schools don't run on the same schedules as the rest of the University. Dara only got a week and a half off for Christmas, and would have first semester finals less than a week after she got back. I anticipated the worst, but I was pleasantly surprised. She had worked like a dog, she said, and she was far enough ahead that we could take some time for ourselves. We didn't do anything fancy: we drove around to look at Christmas lights, took long walks in the snowy woods and went to concerts of Christmas music by local choirs. We talked. Finally, we had time to talk to our hearts' content, about school, profs, everything. She assured me she was so busy she didn't have time to think about a social life, though she did know the names of the cute guys now. I began to think that yes, I could do this after all.
We agreed that the two days after New Year's would be Dara's catch-up study time before she went back. "The medical term is managing your withdrawal," she informed me brightly.
"More like easing the sucker into it, or out of it," I muttered after the door closed behind her. I guess it depended on how you looked at it.
Dara's second semester was even worse than her first. By the end of February, she'd canceled two of her four weekends at home. She sounded tired and drawn on the phone when we talked, which was seldom: maybe half an hour a week. She even snapped at me when I asked if she was eating right, saying she didn't have time for gourmet cooking. I worried: Dara was burning a lot of energy, and that little body had no stored-up fat whatsoever.
That gave me an idea. We had scheduled a phone call for 7:00 on a Tuesday night. I specifically asked if she would be at home then. She was a little snippy and wanted to know why that mattered, but humored me and said yes, she would be home. I started my plan early that day, barbecuing a brisket in the smoker just as she liked it. That afternoon, I shopped for greens and staples, and made the sides. I made enough to feed Dara for about three weeks. At 5:00, everything was ready, loaded into my truck and I headed for her apartment.
At five to seven, the table was set with my good china and silver (from my parents, not Cybill) and candles. The salads were on the table, the wine was open and breathing and the brisket and sides were keeping warm in the oven. I had divided the rest of the brisket and sides into two-meal sized portions, labeled them, and put them into the freezer. I was ready.
Seven o'clock came and no Dara. 8:00, 9:00, the same. No phone call, either: my cell was with me, and it was the only phone I had. At 9:30, I gave up. I took a picture of the table, and then cleared it. The salads, now limp and disgusting, went into the garbage. The wine had been open too long; down the drain with it, just like the rest of the evening. I packaged the brisket and sides and put them in the refrigerator. I printed my picture on Dara's printer, put it in the middle of the table and blew out the candles.
I was almost finished drying the dishes when I heard the key in the lock. It was almost 10:00. I heard Dara's laugh, joined by a masculine chuckle. Dara's apartment had a little entryway with coat pegs, angled so that if you were standing in it, you couldn't see the rest of the apartment. They didn't know anyone else was there.
"That was awesome! I so needed that," I heard Dara say, still laughing.
"So did everyone else, I think," the masculine voice replied, also chuckling. "He's been asking for that since the beginning of the term; if I hadn't given it to him, someone else would."
"Yes, but I still think you were awfully clever to think of doing it that way. I hope you don't get in trouble."
"Don't worry; it was worth it to see you laugh. Besides, if I keep my grades up, there's nothing he can do. You'll help me do that, won't you?" Her reply was too soft to hear. I heard footsteps, then his voice.
"Umm, Dara..." I heard lighter footsteps, then a gasp, and "Oh, crap," from Dara. I made my entrance from the kitchen, a towel over my shoulder and the last of the plates in my left hand. Dara was staring at the picture on the table. I walked up to the man and extended my hand.
"I'm Canyon," I said.
"Brick," He replied, shaking hands. "I'm in Dara's class. She's told me a lot about you." We sized each other up, the way guys do. He was ruggedly handsome, I guess you'd say, and he had two or three inches on me, but we weighed about the same. His hands were huge, but he surprised me by not testing my grip.
Dara turned to face me. "Canyon, this isn't what..."
"Save it. I'm not in the mood for clichés. If you'll excuse me, I'll finish cleaning up. I want to leave your kitchen as I found it."
I went to the little kitchen, finished drying, and packed everything away. Dara and Brick were talking, too low for me to hear. I had stashed my coat in a corner of the kitchen. I'd put it there so she wouldn't see it on the coat peg and spoil the surprise. I'd parked away down the block, too. I put my coat on and collected the candles from the table. Brick looked awkward.
"I think I should go," he mumbled, heading for the door. "Good to meet you, Canyon. Dara, I'll see you tomorrow." He was gone, after a meaningful look at Dara. It wasn't directed at me, but I read its meaning and was not pleased.
"Canyon, please don't go. We need to talk. This isn't..."
"You need to study, and if I stay, I'll probably say something we'll both regret later. The brisket and sides are in the fridge; there are packages of both in the freezer. The other groceries are put away. You should have enough to last you a couple or three weeks until you come home. I'll see you then." I turned to go.
"Canyon, I'm sorry. I love you." Her voice was soft but intense. I felt like looking her in the eye, and asking "Enough?" Instead, I tossed an "I love you, too" over my shoulder, and carried my basket and my heavy heart out into the cold night.
I turned my cell phone off. I meant what I said about not wanting to say anything un-fixable. I intended to leave it for a day while I thought through things.
Dara and I weren't married. We weren't even engaged. I knew I was more in love with her than I had ever been with Cybill, and I wanted nothing more than to spend the rest of my life with her. I had thought she felt the same way. When it came down to it, what had happened tonight to indicate anything different? She forgot that she was going to call me, and she was with a guy in her class that she liked. That's all.
So why was I feeling as if she'd, well, cheated on me? Was it because my cookie, the surprise fancy dinner we were supposed to share, had taken away from me? I could tell Brick wanted Dara, and would take her if he got the chance. Would he get the chance? That was the question, wasn't it?
I went to work the next day with my phone still turned off. When I got home, Julia was on my doorstep. "There are some things you need to know," she said, "and your cell was turned off. They're important enough I came here to tell you."
It turned out that Julia had heard about Brick before. Shortly after New Year's, Dara had slipped and fallen into the street, knocking the wind out of her, and Brick had carried her to safety. He had worked as an EMT before starting med school, so, like Dara; he was slightly older than the class average. Dara said he had very gentle hands. As he checked her over, Dara had kept repeating "Canyon! Canyon!" which didn't make any sense to Brick, so he had wanted to take her to the ER. She talked him out of it.
She was grateful enough to have him in for coffee. He seemed like a nice guy, and they had most of the same lab sessions, so they became study buddies. Dara said she didn't know how far Brick wanted to go, but she wasn't about to give him anything. (Of course, that's what she would tell her mother, I reasoned.)



That Tuesday night, the most obnoxious of their teachers had called a special mandatory study session from 6:30 to 9:30. Late in the session, Brick had caught the teacher out in a wrong answer and made him look foolish. That's what he and Dara were laughing about when they came in her door.
Julia also said Dara was nearly frantic, and was desperate for me to call her and tell her we would be okay. I thought about it after Julia left, and I wasn't quite so sure. Brick had walked Dara home; that was fine. She hadn't asked him into her apartment, though; they both just assumed he was coming in, and he had led the way into the apartment. How had he gotten to be so at home there?
I had turned on my phone and cleaned out the messages (14 from Dara, 2 from Julia), when I received a call from an unknown number. I answered and got a surprise.
"This is Brick. I know I'm not the person you most want to talk to right now, but there are some things you need to know." Why was everyone telling me that?
"First, Dara loves you. I can tell from the look in her eye when she talks about you, and she talks about you a lot, that she's totally in love with you. I would never try to take her away from you. For one thing, I don't want her that way, and for another, I would fail. However, I do want to have sex with her, soon and often, and at that, I think I'll succeed."
"Why tell me?" I asked. "Are you asking my permission or do you just have a death wish?"
"Look, you guys aren't married; you aren't even engaged. What would it really cost you if she had sex with me? If after she finished med school, she was faithful to you, as I know she intends to be?"
"Listen, asshole," I said. The question you should be asking yourself is what it would cost you. It would cost Dara everything. Are you the kind of dipshit that will mess up that girl's life permanently just to get your dick wet?"
"Sir, if I had sex with her now, she'd be terribly conflicted, thinking she had betrayed you. She wouldn't have, because she would still love only you, but that's how she would feel. If you could somehow let her know that, well, it wouldn't mean the end of you two if she had some fun and blew off some steam with someone else..."
Where do these idiots come up with the idea that sex with other people's partners is "Fun" and "blowing off some steam?" "It would grease the skids for you, wouldn't it?" I was growling at him now. Nice guy, indeed.
"Well, yes, I admit it would."
"I thought you first year students were too busy to have a social life," I said.
Brick seemed to consider his answer seriously for a moment. "That's true, of course. We sure don't have time for dates: nice dinners, movies, and so on. That dinner you made for Dara smelled great, by the way. She's sorry for the mix-up. Did she tell you what happened?"
"I know what happened. I don't give a damn. This conversation is over."
"Wait," he said, "It's true we're too swamped to date, but there's more to it than that. One of the doctors who recommended me told me I would always remember my med school classmates, because we were in the same foxhole. I didn't understand then, but I do now. The teachers are trying to weed us out, kill us, as it were. We're all under fire together, and it creates a bond between us. The other thing is the pressure. In addition to the time pressure, there's the pressure not to flunk out, the pressure to get good enough grades to get a top job. The teachers add to the pressure too, intentionally. By the middle of the semester, we're all desperate to blow off steam. The time-honored, and still the best, way to do it is sex. We don't have time to go looking for it, so we do it with the people we spend all our time with, the people we've bonded with: our classmates. I don't think Dara has done it yet, but I'm sure she will. We're not even a year in, and there are four years. She'll give in to the pressure eventually: both the pressure of school and the pressure from the guys because she's the best-looking girl in the class. Pretty much everyone else has given in already. We have six decent looking married women in the class, and they've all done it."
"They've cheated on their husbands?"
"Well, you could look at it that way, I guess. The way I see it, they've blown off steam with people they trust, gotten their needs met so they could go on with their studies, while their husbands weren't available. I don't think that's cheating. The thing is, when Dara finally does give in and do it, she loves you so much she'll feel guilty and it will affect her performance in school, unless she thinks you'll be OK with it. That's what I'm asking for, sir, and it's for her sake as well as for mine. The truth is, sir, she's very upset over just what happened last night. She stumbled over her answers a couple of times in class today, and if it happens again, the teachers will be all over her. At the very least, please tell her you're okay after last night."
I told him to kiss my ass, and hung up. I called Dara, getting her voice mail as I had expected. I told her I understood what happened the previous night, that we were okay and I loved her and knew she loved me, and anything else we would talk about next time we were face to face.
Give Dara a pass so this ex-EMT with huge gentle hands could help her blow off steam? No. Never. Not happening. His other points, however, deserved consideration. He was obviously exaggerating in order to get me to see Dara's infidelity as inevitable, but he was probably telling the truth, mostly. More than that, it showed him to be rather perceptive, which would make him even slicker in his pursuit of Dara.
The next morning, there was a message from Dara on my machine asking if she could come home this weekend. Like I was going to say she couldn't?
We had our talk on Saturday evening. Dara told me the same things she had told her mother about how she met Brick, and what had happened Tuesday night. For the last six weeks or so, he made a habit of walking her home from nighttime labs or study sessions, and she usually invited him in for coffee. She grudgingly admitted they had kissed, but insisted there was nothing more.
She was aghast when I told her Brick had called me. She was furious when I told her he was sure he would eventually have sex with her. She stood and paced back and forth like a caged tiger. I'd never seen her so angry. Suddenly she stopped and looked at me.
"That's what you saw that night wasn't it? You saw that he was seducing me, that it was working, and you didn't see me doing much of anything to stop him. Oh, Canyon, no wonder you were so upset. I'm so sorry. I guess I've just been concentrating so hard on my studies I forgot to keep my guard up. It won't happen again."
She sat on the sofa next to me and curled up under my arm. We talked about the other things Brick had said. Dara confirmed what he said about the pressure and the bonding, and to a certain extent, the sex.
"I've spent a lot more time on my own than most of the med students, because I study better that way. You know I've never been a group study person. Now I'm glad of it. Still, I do feel the pressure he talks about."
We decided what Dara needed was an opportunity to "blow off steam," as Brick called it, while she was at home every other weekend. The time she spent studying had kept her ahead in her classes, but had done nothing to relieve the pressure. Now, each weekend home would include some simple activity to take the pressure off Dara, and, of course, good sex. On her side, she promised never to cancel another weekend home.
We came up with the idea together, and I must say, it worked like a charm. I could see Dara becoming more relaxed, and losing some of the gauntness that had begun to worry me. She was still determined in her studies, but she was less obsessive.
I don't remember what caused it, but once when she was home, suddenly we were laughing uncontrollably, our faces twisted and tears in our eyes. When one of us would stop, our eyes would meet and off we would go again. When we finally settled down, I looked at her.
"You laughed," I said. Her look said, "Thank you, Captain Obvious," but I continued. "You haven't really laughed since Christmas. That should have told me there was a problem, long before that night in your apartment. I'm sorry, Dara. I need to be more attentive, more in tune with you. I promise I'll work on that." We made long, sweet love that night. We were connected, more closely than ever.
Oh, yes, I got another phone call from Brick, or rather a voice mail: "All right, sir, you fixed my wagon but good, as my grandfather would say. Dara won't touch me with a ten-foot pole, but there are almost 100 male students in this class, and one of them is going to get your pretty Dara in bed. When he does, I will take the pleasure of letting you know, and saying I told you so." I played it for Dara; just so I could watch her eyes flash, and hear her snarl through her teeth about arrogant assholes. I loved it.
Dara and I had gone for a walk through the woods that spring, and were sitting on the porch swing when she turned to me.
"Oh, I have some news for you. You remember my old buddy Brick, don't you?" She giggled when I growled at her.
"You should be nicer to him, Canyon. The poor boy has had a pretty rough week." The glint in Dara's eye belied the sympathetic expression she painted onto her face.
"It seems that one of the women with whom he's been, what did he call it, blowing off steam, is the daughter of one of our teachers for next fall. The poor boy didn't catch on because her last name was different: she was married. Anyway, somehow or other her husband found out. After which, her father found out. After which, poor old Brick was informed (discreetly, of course) that his chances of passing neurology next fall are about as good as those of a hurricane in Alaska. My, ahem, sources tell me that come fall, he will no longer be among those present in our jolly little troupe."
I didn't even bother to sympathize. "It couldn't happen to a nicer guy," I opined.
"Oh, but there's more," Dara continued, her glee now undisguised.
"Several of us knew that Brick had a girl back home. It's one of the reasons I thought he was safe as a friend. He told anyone who asked that they'd talked about his, um, activities, and she was on board with them. Something must have been mixed up somewhere, though. A couple of days ago, a somewhat incendiary Dear Brick letter showed up on his Facebook page, accusing him of several misdeeds and telling him she hopes he rots in hell. Pretty much everyone in the class has read it." She smiled at me and folded her hands together demurely in her lap.
"Dara," I looked her in the eye, "You wouldn't have had anything to do with these events, would you?"
She plastered a cherubic look onto her face and simpered, "Who, me?"
Suddenly, she was deadly serious. "Canyon, he took advantage of my gratitude and friendship to try to get me to do something that would hurt you and me terribly. Even if you never knew, it would have changed my heart. I'd have never been the same again. Part of it was my fault. I should have known better than to lower my guard. He was right in a way; the single-minded focus on my studies was getting to me. I didn't even realize he was seducing me until that night you came to my apartment, and I should have. He even kissed me, for God's sake. I'm so very sorry for that, and for what you felt that night, Canyon. I do know how to protect myself. I was twenty-three when I gave you my virginity, and you know that doesn't happen by accident. I know what to do; I just didn't do it. That won't happen again, ever."
"It's okay, Baby. We're past it." I hugged her tightly.
"I wasn't going to let him get away scot free," she said. "He tried to come between you and me. I don't think he saw it that way; I think he really believed that crap he said to you on the phone. I don't care; that doesn't matter. The truth is, if he'd gotten what he wanted, it would have destroyed us. Canyon, I'm yours, completely, and for as long as you'll have me. Not just because you pulled me from the river, either, I love you more than I ever thought I could love anyone. Anyone who tries to come between us had better look out, because he or she will get everything I can find to throw at them, as hard as I can throw it, right where it will hurt the most."
Her small body was quivering with intensity, and there were tears in her eyes as they met mine. I think there was something I wanted to say, but the words wouldn't come out, so I took her in my arms and squished her. That probably worked better anyway; she was pretty squishy.
Dara was offered a summer internship with a small pharmaceutical lab near where we lived. It was ideal for her, because she wanted to go into research, not practice, and she could live at home. Of course, she was ideal for them, too, with her top grades and her bent for research. There was only one snag, which neither one of us anticipated.
"Your hair? They're saying you won't work out because of your hair?" I was stunned.
"Yes, there are areas in the lab where you can't have any exposed hair. We have to wear long sleeves tucked into our gloves, and long pants tucked into our socks. The problem is none of their hairnets can hold all my hair. They want me to cut some of it off."
I think I mentioned that her hair is thick, wavy, shining blonde, and hangs to the small of her back when she wears it loose. "We can't have that," I said. We went out that evening to a food supply warehouse and found some industrial-strength full-coverage hairnets that would work. They looked more like big socks to me, but they would hold all of Dara's hair, and that's what mattered. We called them hair socks, and they worked fine all summer.
We had decided Dara would spend weekdays with Julia and weekends with me. She was worried about her mother. We had both hoped that she would go out more as the pain of Kara's loss faded, but she didn't.
"She won't talk to me about it, Canyon," Dara told me worriedly. "She says it's not the sort of thing you talk about with your children. What can we do? She's all alone over there, and that can't be good."
"No, it's not," I agreed. "I've been alone like that, and I know what it feels like. It's thanks to you that I'm not that way anymore." I took time out to give her a squeeze and a nice long kiss before returning to the subject at hand.
"Would you like me to try to talk with her about it? I'm over there from time to time fixing things anyway, so it would happen pretty naturally."
"Would you, Canyon? I'd really appreciate that. Though," she went on, "you'd better be careful just what you fix, and just what happens naturally. She's a fine looking woman, if I say it myself."
"Well, you had to get it from somewhere, didn't you?" That earned me a punch on the arm. "Seriously, Dara, I do like your mom. I think your dad had to be an idiot to let her go. If she went out at all, she could have her pick of men: anyone but me. I am definitely, thoroughly spoken for and not interested. Which I guess makes me perfect for the job: she won't think I'm just saying things trying to put the make on her."
Julia and I talked, but it wasn't very productive, so Dara and I began to take her out with us. We tried not to tease her too badly about how often she was hit on, but sometimes we couldn't help it, like the time we thought a couple of guys were going to fight over who would get the next dance with her. It wasn't always smooth, though. One poor fellow had no idea why everyone started crying when he followed Dara and me back to our table and asked Dara if it was okay for him to dance with her twin sister. I excused us, took Dara and Julia to my truck, went back, explained briefly to the guy, and drove us all to Julia's house. His heart was in the right place: he sent Julia a very nice card with an appropriate message.
All of this reminded me that I had a few things to do, as well. It was finally time for me to say a permanent good bye to Cybill. I'd known for months that I loved Dara more than I ever loved Cybill. Maybe it was because I was more grown up or more capable of love, maybe it was Dara herself, but it was true. Still, I needed to get Cybill out of my house and my heart before I could ask Dara to spend her life with me. So began the Grand Cleaning Out Project.
I had never thrown out or given away anything of Cybill's since her death. It was all still there. I began with her clothes. Dara was so much shorter than Cybill that she couldn't use any of it. I donated all of it, and I must say, somebody got some pretty good stuff out of the deal.
Cybill hardly ever wore jewelry so she didn't have much, but there were our wedding rings. I asked Dara what she thought I should do, and as usual, she was right. I gave them to a local minister, and asked him the next time he was counseling a couple who were in love and completely committed, but couldn't afford rings, to give them Cybill's and mine. He said he already knew the perfect couple. They were ecstatic, and invited Dara and me to their wedding. We went, and we're still friends.
Aside from the occasional advice, Dara wouldn't help with the Project. It was something I needed to do by and for myself, she said, sensing that it was cleaning out my heart just as much as my house. As the Project (and it was definitely a capital-P Project) went on, however, I thought I noticed Dara becoming more distant. I asked Julia if she knew anything. She had noticed something, too, but didn't have any more idea what it was about than I did. I decided to try to get Dara to talk. This was something new for me: with Cybill, and up until now with Dara, I had pretty much kept quiet and let them bring up anything that was troubling them. After missing the signs of Dara's school-related stress, however, I decided I had to be more proactive.
The results weren't positive at first: she looked at me, said "Nothing," walked into her study and closed the door. It was productive in that I now knew for sure something was wrong, but it would take a better detective than me to figure out what. I waited in increasing anxiety for what the clock said was thirty minutes, but I knew was a hell of a lot longer. Just as I resolved to knock on her door, she reappeared. Her face was drawn, and she had been crying.
"What..." was all I got out.
"Canyon, please let me ask this." She sat down in the chair opposite me. She never did that. I could see her nerving herself up for something.
"If I had a magic wand, and could bring Cybill back to life, and we were standing here together, which of us would you choose?"
I made some noise or other about what kind of question was that.
"Canyon, I've seen you staring at walls where there used to be pictures of her. I've seen you holding things, meaningful things from your time with her, and crying. I know you loved her, and I know you're trying to say good-bye to her, but... Canyon, I'm afraid. I'm afraid you're... I don't know, going back to her or something. Wishing you could have her instead of me. I know it sounds silly, but that's what I feel." She broke down in tears.
I stood up and took a step toward her chair. She held up a hand to stop me.
"Canyon, please wait. I love to cuddle just as much as you, but I don't think we can cuddle this away."
I sat back down. "Dara, do you know how I knew it was time to start this Project: start cleaning out Cybill's things?"
"No."
"When I realized that I love you more than I ever loved her. Ever. From the day we met until the day she died, I never loved her as much as I love you now. I was waiting for that before I started this Project: this final goodbye to her."



"Then why do you look sad and wistful when you handle her things, or things you shared together?"
"Dara, I'm not the sort of person who could be married to a woman for all those years and then completely lose all feelings for her. I don't think you'd want me if I were. It's time for me to clear out the place that once was hers, and move on. I'll always remember her kindly, fondly even, but she's not here anymore."
"I can't compete with her, Canyon. She died tragically, and she'll never hurt you or wrong you again. I will. I won't be able to help it. In fact, I already have. Can you promise you won't wish you were back with her?"
"Yes, I can. I can promise you, but that won't convince you."
I thought a moment. I stood and took an old-fashioned spiral-bound notebook from a shelf.
"Do you know what I keep in here?" Dara shook her head.
"Us."
"Us?" She was puzzled.
"You remember when I apologized to you for not having paid you enough attention, and missing things about you that I should have noticed? That night, I started keeping this journal. I've never kept one before in my life, so I'm sure it's pretty bad, but at least it's honest. Every time you've been here, after you went back to school or back home, I wrote in it. I wrote what I saw, what I felt, about you and about us. I never intended you to read it, but now I think that maybe you should. You may not want me any more after you read it, but you'll know what I was thinking in my heart when you weren't here."
She said nothing as she took the notebook and retreated to her study. I tried to remember what I'd written. I knew there was some stuff in there about what Brick had said. Would that make her break up with me? What else was in there? Crap, I couldn't remember. What was taking her so long? Was she writing me a Dear Canyon letter? At least it wouldn't be posted on Facebook; I didn't have an account. I paced and worried, finally slumping onto the sofa.
"Canyon, come to bed." Her soft voice startled me awake. She stood by my chair, tears in her eyes but the sweetest smile on her face, holding her hand out to me. Bless her heart, I did need help standing up, but if I'd pulled on her hand, we'd have both ended up in a heap on the floor.
"Hold me, please." We were snuggled together in bed.
"I was so afraid, Dara, so afraid."
"Afraid of what?"
"Afraid that I'd written something in there that would make you leave me."
She rolled in my arms to face me. "Never. There's only one thing you could write that would make me leave."
"What's that?" She hesitated.
"I don't know, and if I did, I wouldn't tell you." She smiled, snuggled back into me, and we slept.
After breakfast, Dara went to her study, retrieved the notebook, and gave it to me.
"You were right, Canyon. This was exactly what I needed to see. I'm afraid it may take me a while to get rid of the idea that Cybill is a threat to me. Still, you've shown me how much you trust me. I don't know if I'd have been that brave in your place.
"I needed to read this for other reasons, too. As I read it, I could feel how much you hurt every time you watched me leave for school. I don't think I really understood until now how much you were sacrificing for me. I promise you I won't underestimate that again, and I'll be grateful it for the rest of my life.
"I agree that we need to communicate better. Maybe communicate is the wrong word, maybe just be in tune with each other, like you said. These last couple of weeks, I was getting more and more worried about Cybill, and didn't say a word to you until you made me. That was untrusting, and unloving. I'm sorry, and I won't do that again." She heaved a sigh.
"The idea that love takes work is brand new to me. I'll learn it, though, because I love you, Canyon. Do you love me enough to put up with me while I learn?"
I thought the correct answer to that would be a great big kiss, but I was wrong. She gently pushed me away.
"Canyon, if you start kissing me, I'll get distracted like I always do. I need to hear this in words, in your voice, so I can remember it when I'm far away and I need it."
"Dara, I love you more than I know how to tell you. We'll both work at it, we'll teach each other, and we'll learn together. I can put up with you a lot easier than I can put up without you. Now can I kiss you?"
Well, that answer was no, too. She smiled like the sun, flung her arms around my neck, and kissed me until my toes curled.
Monday morning Dara was gone, off to her internship, and would spend the night at Julia's. I pulled out my journal and thought about the weekend. When I opened it to write, I discovered that Dara had written in it, too. She had commented on almost every entry, and even added a couple of entries of her own. Sometimes she explained things I had wondered about, or didn't completely understand. Sometimes she sympathized; sometimes she just drew a little heart next to what I had written.
We had promised each other we would talk through the things that bothered us or made us uneasy. The rest of the summer, we talked a lot, especially as the time drew near for her to leave for her second year of school. I finished the Project, and felt good about it: everything was swept and cleaned for a fresh start. I knew I wanted to marry Dara, but I also knew that wouldn't happen until she finished med school. Should I propose now, and have a three-year engagement, assuming she said yes? Should we wait, and have some kind of pre-engagement thing in the meantime? Should I just take my chances that she would still want me in a couple of years? Unfortunately, that was one problem I couldn't discuss with Dara, or even Julia.
Julia was finally starting to come out of her doldrums. The guy who had asked to dance with Dara's sister, whom Dara and I called Mr. Oops (in spite of Julia's protests), asked her out a couple of times. I came over one evening for some Dara Time on a weeknight, and saw Julia dressed to kill and on her way out. Before we even had time to talk, Mr. Oops drove up and whisked her away. "Don't wait up, kids," she told us with a broad wink as she sashayed out the door.
We couldn't let that one pass. When Julia came in just after eleven, looking flushed and happy, she saw Dara standing in the living room, hands on her hips, tapping her foot. I was right behind her, glaring at my wristwatch. We were both wearing the most forbidding expressions we could muster. (We had practiced.)
Poor Julia's face turned white in an instant, and her happy expression crumpled into worry. Dara and I couldn't take it; we laughed so hard we almost cried, and we enveloped Julia in a hug that restored her good humor. I got us some drinks and we talked and laughed together. It was beginning to look as if Mr. Oops might in fact be Mr. Right: he was sensitive and kind, could hold an intelligent conversation, and treated Julia like a queen. They both wanted to take it slowly, but there were definitely possibilities.
The day came all too soon. I had tried ignoring it, cussing at it (in private, of course), and rationalizing it away, but just like old King Canute, I couldn't slow it down by a particle. Dara had to go back to school. I helped her pack her car, and Julia helped me stay upright as we waved good-bye. Knowing more about what was in store for me than I did at this time last year was supposed to help, I think. You couldn't prove it by me.
What did help was finding the little cards. Dara had hidden them, like Easter eggs, all over the house. Some were pretty easy to find, others were hidden with diabolical cunning, so that I would keep finding them for about a week. They all had handwritten messages reassuring me of her love, saying she was always thinking of me, and promising she would stay true and come home to me. The eighth and last one I found was in the garage, in a place she knew I only went once a week when I put out the garbage. Its note said, "You've found all eight now. (You have found all eight, haven't you?) Please keep them and read them whenever you miss me or feel blue. Let them tell you that I always carry you with me in my heart, and I will do everything to make you proud of me, and nothing to grieve or hurt you. I love you every moment, and always will." Did I bawl like a baby when I read that? You'd better believe it.
It was Dara's first weekend home, and I waited for her on the front porch. I was grinning like a fool and walking to meet her as she pulled into the driveway. The car door opened, and she stepped out. The grin was wiped from my face and my jaw dropped. Her hair, that three-foot-long sheaf of blonde beauty that flew out behind her like a flag when she ran, was gone. It still gleamed in the twilight, but stopped short at the base of her neck.
"Am I that ugly, Canyon?" Dara was almost in tears, and recalled me to myself. I hurried to her and held her.
"Dara, you're the most beautiful woman I've ever known. You'd be beautiful even in a fright wig. I'm glad you're home; I've missed you. Come on, let me get your gear and let's get inside."
We snuggled up together on the couch.
"I couldn't decide whether to tell you or not," Dara explained. "I knew it would be a shock for you, and you'd probably hate it, and I'm sorry, but there wasn't any choice." She paused a moment.
"You remember I said I was going to have an ICU rotation this semester, and I would need to cover my hair."
"Yes, I remember," I said. "I thought your hair socks from this summer would work."
"So did I, but they told me the weave wasn't tight enough. No one had any nets big enough, so it had to be cut." She stopped again, and looked at me.
"Do you really hate it that much?" she asked.
I looked at her closely. "She did a good job," I admitted. It was true; it was a cute style and looked good on her. Dara's delicate features and slim neck stood out more, and her hair curled prettily around each ear. I would have been enthusiastic about it, had I not known her with her beautiful long hair.
"He," Dara corrected. "He said I had such beautiful hair it was a pity to cut it off. I told him why it had to be done. He washed it and rinsed it, and then he took it in one hand and his scissors in the other. I couldn't help it, Canyon, I cried. He asked why I was crying, and I told him how much you loved my hair, and how much I enjoyed you loving it, and how sad I would be to see it lying dead on the floor.
"He stepped around in front of me and asked if I'd ever heard of 'Locks of Love.' I hadn't, so he told me. Canyon, when children have cancer or some other disease and lose their hair, it's devastating to them. Decent wigs, especially the best ones that use real hair, are very expensive, and many of these children's parents can't afford them. Locks of Love, collects hair from salons and gives it to wig makers, who don't charge for making the wigs. Then they give the wigs to the patients free. The stylist told me he has some regular customers who grow their hair out for three years or so, then have it cut short and given to Locks of Love, and start all over again. He told me my hair would be ideal, and asked if I was willing to donate it. Of course, I said yes. When he cut off my hair, instead of letting it fall on the floor, he carefully coiled it and put it into a pouch.
"'That will be the best I've ever sent them,' he said. Then I gave him the picture of how I wanted my hair done, and we went from there. Afterward, I went to the front counter to pay, but he told me there was no charge. 'You gave a gift that cost you something, to someone you'll never know,' he said. 'Because of that gift, some poor child going through chemo is going to feel beautiful, when she thought she never would again. Probably more than one, your hair is so thick. The least I can do is not charge you for making such a beautiful gift.'" [Author's note: Locks of Love is real; see http://locksoflove.org ]
I began to feel a little selfish and ashamed of myself, now that I knew where Dara's hair had gone. I took her face in my hands, turning it back and forth in the light. Her eyes never strayed from me. I played in her short hair; there was just enough to twirl around a finger. I teased a lock behind her ear. She smiled; she could feel me getting used to it.
"It took me a while, too," she admitted. "It was days before I could wake up and look in the mirror and not cry. The Locks of Love thing helped me a lot. Is it helping you?"
"Yes," I had to say. There's a Jewish proverb: "When you have no choice, at least be brave." I could tell Dara missed her hair just as much as I did; the only difference was that she'd had longer to get used to it. I did my best to be brave for her.
"I'll get used to it, I guess, but there's one test it has to pass before I accept it."
"What's that," she asked apprehensively.
"The bed test," I answered, hoisting her in my arms and bearing her smiling happily off to the bedroom. We made slow, gentle love that night, reconnecting after two weeks apart. It was awkward at times; I would move to sweep her hair out from under her or fan it out on the pillow or arrange it over her, as I always did, and it wasn't there. I think we both cried ourselves to sleep that night.
Saturday was her study day, and she went at it all day and into the night. The rumor that the teachers would cut them some slack now that they were past the first year turned out to be false. I sat in the back yard Sunday afternoon to wait for her.
Dara came out to join me mid-afternoon. She broke the silence: "The hair is still a problem, isn't it?"
"Yes." I couldn't deny it. "Of course, you've had longer to get used to it."
"Yes, but I don't think that's what's bothering you. Tell me, Canyon."
"I don't know," I stammered. I didn't want to. I was afraid she would think I was selfish.
"Remember, we promised." She was right; I had no choice now. I was as nervous as a man approaching a possibly live grenade, awaiting an explosion at any moment.
"I'm sorry, Dara. You're going to think I'm terribly selfish, and the 'Locks of Love' thing helps, but I can't help thinking... feeling, really... that... well, this is just one more thing med school has taken away from me, from us." The expected explosion didn't come.
"I thought that might be it. I wouldn't have understood if you hadn't shared your journal with me. We're both making sacrifices, but I'm getting something out of them: a medical degree. Besides, it was my idea, not yours. You didn't sign up for this, you're not getting anything out of it, but you have to hurt and sacrifice anyway. You do it out of love for me, and I'll never forget it." The look she gave me was - well, if I knew the words to tell you, I'd be a poet.
I almost didn't go on, but we'd promised, so I had to. This was going to be rough.
"There's something else," I said. "I've never gone into much detail about the day... well, the day we met. There never seemed to be a need to do that, but when I pulled you out of the river, the only thing I could really grab onto was your hair. That's how I pulled you out. Ever since, it's been sort of a symbol, a connection between us. That's why..."
I was interrupted by an unearthly scream. Dara had turned deathly pale. Without a word, she sprang up and ran into the house. I heard a door slam; she was in her study.
Now what, I wondered. What had I said? I proceeded to beat myself up through the long minutes until Dara reemerged. She was still pale, and looked like she'd been crying. She sat down next to me, touching, but not leaning into me as she usually did.
"Remember I told you I gave the stylist a picture of what I wanted my hair to look like?" I nodded.
"This is the picture." She handed it to me. It was Dara, with her new short haircut. Then it dawned on me.
"Oh, God, no," I said. I reached for her, gathered her in and held her while she sobbed out her anguish. Gradually, through her broken sobs, the story came out. They were sophomores in college when they decided they didn't want to look like twins any more. One of them would cut her hair short, but which one? Giggling, they had drawn straws; Kara got the short straw, so she got the short hair. Dara had given the stylist Kara's picture.
"That way I thought my haircut would be good for Mom, too; that was part of how I dealt with it. In a way, she'd have her Kara and Dara too. Now..." she broke down again. "It was supposed to be fun. The short straw wasn't supposed to matter, and now... now it killed her!" She wailed and sobbed on my chest.
"Dara... Dara, no, it's not like that," I tried to console her. "Remember, Kara was trapped under the log. Even if she'd had her long hair, you still wouldn't have been able to move her, and I couldn't have gotten to her. Long hair wouldn't have saved her. If your hair had been short, it would have been harder to save you. I might have gotten you out, I might not have, we'll never know. It doesn't matter now: you're here, and I'm here. It's up to us to make the most of what we've been given." I accented the 'us' and the 'we:' it was going to be us, together, as long as I had anything to say about it.
We sat silently for a long time. Dara finally spoke.
"This just makes it more important," she said. "It's even clearer now that I was saved for a purpose. It's bigger than you and me, Canyon. We're part of it, but not all of it. The best way I can put it is there are things I'm meant to do. The first one is med school. I don't know what comes afterward. I do know whatever it is, I'll never give less than my best and I'll never give up."
"Where does that leave me?" I couldn't help asking.
"Canyon, without you, I'm not even here." She flung herself onto my chest. "Whatever I'm intended to do, we're in it together. Without you, I don't even have a life. You're first in everything, and I'll never give you less than my best, and I'll never give up on you."
I looked into her eyes. "I'm betting everything I have on you, Dara."
We held each other until it was time for her to go. I didn't bother trying not to cry as I watched her taillights disappear from view.
I shuffled back to my bedroom. I looked at Dara's cards, which I'd lined up on the dresser in the order I'd found them. She had been right: I could sort of feel her there with me as I looked at the cards. I knew those cards would be read a lot over the next three years. That gave me an idea. Turnabout was fair play, I figured. So I bought a half dozen cards or so, some serious, some funny. My favorite was the one with a very homely rhinoceros on the front, saying, "I'm yours forever!" You opened up the card and it said, "You'll have to pay to have me towed away!"
I wrote messages in them, just as Dara had. I told her I understood what she had to do, and why, and for the first time, I think I really did. I spent the next two evenings writing those messages, over and over, well past midnight, until I got them right. I told her I would support her in every way I could. I told her how proud I was of her, and how confident I was in her. I told her I trusted her completely. I tried to tell her how much I love her, but how on earth do you do that in words? I'm not much of a words guy anyway, but I think even if I were, I couldn't express how dear she was to me. I still can't, in words.
Finally, I was ready. I knew she had her clinical Thursday afternoon, so I took the afternoon off. I bought groceries for her, as we'd been too caught up in the hair thing to take care of that on the weekend, and took off for her apartment. I unloaded the groceries and put them away, and set about hiding the cards. I didn't have any particular order in mind for them, and she was much cleverer than I was at hiding things. I didn't care about that so much; I just didn't want her finding them all at once.



I thought that at least one of them should go in her bedroom. I got a shock when I turned on the light. There on the wall opposite the bed was the same picture of me she had mounted in her study. She never told me about it. It was no objet d'art, that's for sure, but that's not why I cried when I saw it. It was positioned - intentionally, if I knew Dara - so it would be the first thing she saw in the morning and the last thing she saw at night. If she wanted to see my ugly mug at those times, the only explanation was true love, and lots of it. The only other picture in the whole apartment was a smaller one of Kara and Julia hugging, laughing, and looking into the camera.
I barely made it out of the apartment before 5:00, the time Dara's clinical ended. I would have been okay with her finding me there, as I had the excuse of the groceries. Still, I would rather keep the surprise, so I beat it out of there. I couldn't wipe the smile off my face as I showered and got ready for bed. There was a message from Dara on my voice mail thanking me for the groceries and saying she loved me. I smiled at that, too.
Dara left a message each time she found a card. She laughed at the rhinoceros; she cried (I hope they were happy tears) when I said I was proud of her, and she couldn't believe I had the audacity to hide something in her underwear drawer. (Why not? She hid one in mine. What was this, a double standard?) I saved one of her messages; I have it still.
"Canyon, thank you for doing this. Last weekend was so hard on both of us. You doing this, tells me you really do understand and you truly believe we're going to be okay. We're going to work hard and make it together. You're my hero and you're my lover, and you're the best man I know. I love you."
I had hoped the card trick, even though it was borrowed, would lower the tension from the weekend and get us closer to normal, and it seemed to have worked. I wasn't sure what to expect on Dara's next weekend home, however. I had meant to take some pictures of her with short hair so I could get used to seeing her like that, but there didn't seem to be time. I definitely needed to do that this visit.
I never would have expected what I saw when Dara's car door opened. This large ball of multicolored fuzz slowly emerged. Viewed whole, it seemed about four feet wide and projected well above the roof of the car. When it started walking toward me, I could see Dara's laughing face looking awfully small in the middle of it. She seemed to be walking funny, whether because she was laughing so hard at me or because of the weight of that thing on her head, I couldn't tell.
It was a wig, all right, the worst I've ever seen. My mouth gaped open as I contemplated the atrocity. If she paid more than $4.95 for it, she was criminally overcharged.
"Well? Aren't you going to kiss me?" She could barely get the words out for laughing.
"Kiss you? First, I have to find you. Get that thing off, if you can." I thought it might require power tools and a derrick, myself.
"No way, Buster. You said I'd look beautiful even in a fright wig, and I'm holding you to it."
"Not fair. I had no idea anything like that existed outside of a nightmare."
"Fair. There's more in heaven and earth than is dreamt of in your philosophy, Horatio. Now shut up and keep your promise."
I know when I'm licked. I took my Dara in my arms, and did what she told me, repeatedly, to both of our satisfaction. Besides, I knew she'd have to take the thing off before we went into the house: it was too wide to fit through the door. It did its job, though: every time I thought about missing her long hair, a picture of that abominable wig came into my head, and I found I was quite satisfied with her current style, thank you very much. That Dara, she's pretty smart, isn't she?
We didn't talk about much serious stuff that weekend. We went for a long ride Sunday, and just had fun together and smiled and laughed a lot. I did get my pictures, which I printed and put on my dresser next to the cards after she left.
By Thanksgiving, Jim (formerly known as Mr. Oops) was enough a part of Julia's life to be invited to the festivities. Dara stayed at my house, and I brought the barbecued turkey again. Jim turned out to be a good guy, and the four of us had a great time together. It had snowed, and I took them all sledding out near my house.
Saturday was still study day, and I'd invited myself over to Julia's to keep myself out of Dara's way, and quiz her about developments with Jim. I'd begun to feel sort of responsible, as if I were part of the family. I fully intended that to happen, but I still wasn't sure about the timing.
Julia put me in my place when I asked about Jim. "I'll tell you when you need to know," she said. Then she smiled and added, "Maybe. I still owe you two for that horrible shock you gave me last summer. It wasn't even eleven o'clock, for crying out loud!" We both laughed.
"So when are you going to propose to Dara?" she asked. I stammered and turned red. "Maybe I should start to question your intentions toward my daughter, young man."
I mumbled something, I have no idea what, but whatever it was, it amused Julia. "Maybe you'd better get your own love life in order before you pry into mine," she said tartly. Her smile took the sting out of the words, but she did get me thinking. Dara and I both assumed we were together for the long haul. We'd pretty much said so to each other. Maybe it was time to make it official. When I watched Dara's taillights as she headed back to med school, the "there goes my heart again" feeling decided it for me.
It was pretty conventional after that. I asked Julia for her permission (I'm old school enough for that); in return for her assent, I made her go ring shopping with me. We found a good one and had it sized. I proposed Christmas Eve in front of a roaring fire, after a long, quiet walk in the snow. The bit where I tripped on an imaginary crease in the rug was not planned, but it did get me on my knees in sort of the right place, and it made Dara smile. Somehow, I managed not to lose the ring. Yes, she said yes.
I hadn't thought it would make much of a difference, but when I saw Dara off the day after New Year's, I realized it did. Somehow, we were both more sure of each other than we had been before. Not to the point of taking each other for granted, but just surer. I liked it.
A couple of things stand out from the rest of Dara's time in med school. During her next to last semester, I got a call from someone who said they were the assistant dean, and she wanted to talk to me, preferably in person. I asked Dara what was going on. She didn't know; all she knew was that the assistant dean had wanted my phone number. I showed up, and actually put on a tie for once. I figured you did that for assistant deans of med schools.
We greeted each other, sat down, and she got right to the point. "Your time is valuable and so is mine, so, let's not waste it. Dara is the best student in this class, and she'll make the best doctor. She's determined and caring, she's stable, she's empathetic and she's incredibly smart. She's always said she wants to go into research. She'll do well there, of course, but I think it's a waste of her talents. Have the two of you ever talked about her going into practice?"
We hadn't, and I said so.
"I hesitate to ask this, because I don't usually interfere in our students' lives to this degree. Dara's such an exceptional case, though, that I feel I have to. Could you broach the subject with her, and encourage her to consider it? She's ideally suited for general practice or any other direct care specialty. The money's better in research, I know, but there's a real need for people with her skills, and I have to try."
I thought for a moment. "Dara's commitment to research isn't something she takes lightly," I said. "She's thought about it a lot, both before and during her time here. In addition, she has a very strong sense of being called to research, as if it's something she has to do. I can't explain it completely, but it's there and she won't go against it."
"Ah," she responded, "a vocation, in the literal sense. You aren't Catholic, are you?" I shook my head. "I wondered because some Catholics think of vocation like that: something you're called to do. Well, that's that, I guess. If she feels like she has a call, it's not for you or me to interfere. Too bad, she'd have made a great GP. Still, I'm sure we'll be hearing from her, one way or another."
She briskly ended our conversation and ushered me out of her office.
I had arranged that I'd take Dara out to dinner, since I was already there. I shared the conversation with her.
"I wouldn't have thought of the Catholic thing," I said, "but I think she's right. I knew a Catholic couple some years ago, and they had that same understanding of a call. I don't think I really understood it until the Weekend of the Hair, but I think I got it then."
The other event I remember was Dara's Commencement. Julia, Jim and I watched her, shortest in her class, lead them all in to receive their diplomas and hoods. Yes, she finished first in the class. One of her friends had told her about a tradition they had in her law school: graduates could put a paragraph in the Commencement program about someone who they wanted to recognize as they graduated. Dara had proposed it for the med school Commencement, and it had been accepted. She had written:
"Canyon, my hero and my best friend, my rock, my support, my inspiration. Without you, I wouldn't be here. With you, I can do anything."
We had to wait a week after Commencement for the wedding, because Julia and Jim wanted a double wedding with us. We decorated Kara's grave the day before, that is, Julia and Dara decorated; Jim and I dug, carried, heaved, got dirty and pulled out credit cards. We each had our part. It was something they felt they had to do, and when that happened, Jim and I both knew better than to argue.
That was three years ago. Dara got a job at the pharmaceutical lab where she'd interned. She fit right in, and the lab was making great strides; she was being considered for Head of Research before her thirtieth birthday. Then she felt another call.
Yesterday, I could barely see through my tears as the maternity nurse carried our beautiful twin girls in and laid them gently in their mother's arms. Dara held those precious bundles as they nursed, and looked up at me with tears in her eyes. "I just wish Kara could see them," she whispered.
"I think she can, baby," I told her. "I think she can."
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Do you believe in hate at first sight? If you believe in love at first sight, can the opposite also happen? I hated Talbot McCoy the first time I saw him. It wasn't that he was ugly or weird, quite the contrary. He was tall, well built, and I would discover, very smart, too. He had tons of curly dark hair, a face off a fashion magazine and all the other kids at school loved him. I hated him.
My name is Livingston Brookes. Don't call me Livy, either. I hate that name. I seem to start out here hating a lot of things. I'm really not like that. Just as many people loved me as loved Talbot. I'm a bit like him in a lot of ways. I'm tall, athletic and smarter than he is. The biggest difference between us is that I'm black and he's white. That doesn't matter to me. There were only nine black kids in our high school and I didn't care for most of them. A white family adopted me when I was little and I love my parents. I just point that out as a matter of fact, not to indicate that I hated him because he was white.
I moved to the school I was attending between my sophomore and junior years. I was number one in my class at my old school. When I got to the new school, I was number two. You guessed it; Talbot was number one. What pissed me off was that he never worked at it. He took blow off classes and aced them. It didn't hurt that all the teachers loved him. Hell, my mom and dad loved him. My mom was a science teacher and my dad was the football coach and taught health and PE.
I took dual credit, college and high school, classes and I worked my butt off to get those grades. Talbot played defensive end on Dad's football team and he was all state three years in a row. I played volleyball and ran track. Talbot did track, too, but he threw discus. I was out there running my ass off trying to break the school record in the 400 meters. He would be leaning against the fence. He'd push off every now and again, go throw three or four times and then hold that fence up again for a while. What made it so infuriating was that he won state our junior and senior years. So did I, but I busted my ass and he goofed off.
By taking those weighted classes, I passed him in the class rankings. He never seemed to mind. He was always happy and cheerful. He talked to me every day. I had him third hour in art three my junior year, and when I walked in the first day he introduced himself and hugged me. He hugged me every day for two years. It wasn't special; he hugged everyone. He'd be going down the hall and everyone he hadn't seen yet that day would stop for one of those hugs until he'd be late for class. The teachers never counted him tardy.
We had the same conditioning class first hour our senior year. He was ten minutes late on the days he bothered to show up at all. Dad taught that class and he never counted him tardy or absent. When I told Dad I wanted to sleep in and miss his class, I got this lecture about responsibility and being the best I could be. When I mentioned Talbot, he got this huge silly grin on his face. "Talbot is just special," he said.
"What about me?" I asked. "I'm your daughter! Aren't I special?"
He snatched me up and squeezed me until I could hardly breathe. "Of course you are, Honey. You're my baby girl. Your butt is getting fat, though, so you need the conditioning."
Beating on him with my fists didn't faze him a bit. He just spanked me on my fat butt and kissed me. My butt isn't really fat. Phat, maybe, but not fat. I have one of those sprinter butts and guys can't keep their eyes off it. It's hard and round and I work on it a lot. Dad knows that and he loves to tease me about it.
Our senior year, I decided to run for student council president. Guess who was running against me? I was eating lunch, and Talbot came and sat down beside me.
He hugged me, of course. "Livy," he said. "I don't want to run against you." Of course, he would call me that. "I know you'll beat me. You're the class president and more people like you than like me. Do you want to be both things?"
I thought about it. "No, I don't really have time to be both. Talbot, how many times have I told you not to call me Livy?"
"I'm sorry," he said. "I always forget. I just call people nicknames. Think about this. You decide which one you want. If you want to be student council president, I'll drop out and run for class president. If you want to be class president, you drop out and run for that."
I wanted both just to rub his nose in it, but I'm not stupid. I doubted more people liked me than him anyway. "Okay," I said. "I'll drop out of the class president race. You take that."
He hugged me again. "Good choice," he said. "You'll be a better student council president than me anyway."
"Stop that," I told him. "Why do you always do that? We aren't friends, Talbot. Stop being so nice to me, and stop hugging me!"
I'd told him that a thousand times and he never paid the slightest attention to me. He just laughed. "I'm wearing you down," he said. "Someday you'll admit that you're in love with me."
He talked to me all the rest of lunch hour and the next morning he actually showed up for conditioning. The first thing he did was hug me. He was infuriating.
When we graduated, we both made speeches and he actually thanked me for pushing him to be better. He said I had been a wonderful inspiration to him because of my work ethic and he admired me. It nearly made me puke.
We wound up at the same university and he made it a point to talk to me every day. It was the same old hugging routine, and people actually thought he was my boyfriend. No one would ask me out because they thought I was with Talbot. Since we were on the track team together, he made it a point to sit by me on the buses or airplanes and it seemed like I couldn't get away from him. He was such a nice guy that I couldn't be mean enough to him to drive him away, and it just got worse and worse. I had thought that high school was bad enough, but college was even worse.
People would invite me to parties by asking if Talbot and I were doing anything Friday. I would tell them I had no idea what Talbot was doing, but I'd be happy to come to the party. They would look at me as if I was weird and ask me if we had broken up. It just wasn't worth it to straighten them out. He would even ask me things like, "Hey, Calvin asked if we were going to the lake with them, are we?"
I got so sick of it that I stopped going anywhere. My roommate thought something was wrong with me. "Are you sick, Livingston?" she asked me one evening.
"No, I'm fine!" I shot at her. "Leave me the hell alone."
"Jesus, girlfriend, I was just asking," she said. "I'm worried about you."
"I'm sorry, Allie, I didn't mean to snap at you," I said.
"You need to relax," she said. "There's a party at the Wilsons'. Let's go."
I grumbled around a while, but she dragged me off to the party. I actually had a good time and there was no sign of Talbot. I smoked a couple of joints (it's legal here) and had way too much to drink. The next thing I knew, I was away from the lights, fighting off two douche bags from the baseball team who were trying to get me naked.
"Come on, baby, you know you want it," one of them kept telling me. I managed to get one leg free and I made a mess of his nuts with my knee. He screeched like a banshee and that pissed the other one off. He slapped the shit out of me and my head was spinning. I heard a kind of roar, and when I could see straight, I saw Talbot, mounted on top of the one that hit me, and he was turning the asshole's face into mush.
"I'm going to kill you, you motherfucker," he was screaming over and over. "You hit her, you son-of-a-bitch! No one touches Livy!" He was driving one fist after another into the guy's face.
I was scared to death and I ran over and tackled Talbot off the guy. "Please, Talbot," I begged. "Don't kill him! Don't hit him anymore. Take me home, please, Talbot!"
He had kind of a wild look in his eyes that faded when he saw who it was. Of course, he jumped up and hugged me. He tilted my face up so he could look at it.
"Are you okay, Livy? I saw that asshole hit you. I just got here and I didn't know you were coming."
"I'm okay, Talbot, just take me home. Stop calling me 'Livy'," I begged.
He had ridden his motorcycle, and I had to make him stop once on the way back to my apartment so I could puke. He held my head while I heaved my guts up, and cleaned me up with his handkerchief. I mean, who carries a handkerchief these days?
I don't remember going into the apartment or getting in bed. I woke up the next morning and my mouth felt like rats had taken up residence in it. There was a trio of blacksmiths banging away on anvils inside my head and I felt like fried shit. I could smell bacon and Talbot stuck his head in.
"Hi, Livy," he was all smiles. "Get that cute little black ass out of bed and come and eat breakfast."
I moaned. "Talbot, you are the bane of my existence. What are you doing here?" I didn't wait for an answer. I needed to puke! I jumped out of bed and made a run for the stool. I shrieked when I realized I was in my bra and panties and they were really small panties. I made my offering to the porcelain gods, and there was Talbot with a cool wet washcloth, cleaning me up.
"Damn, Livy," he said. "You were really messed up. I've never seen you like that before." He picked me up and carried me like a baby back to bed. I was too weak and too sick to protest. He covered me up and went away. I just laid there and suffered. He came back with a bottle of water and four ibuprofens. I was very glad to have them. I drank the whole bottle of water, took the pills, and collapsed back on the bed.
"What are you doing here, Talbot?" I asked him again. "Did you take my clothes off? If you groped me I'm going to kill you."
He grinned. "I was afraid to leave you. You were messed up bad, Livy. Your clothes had puke on them, so I took them off and put you in bed. I kept checking on you. I didn't grope you, but I wanted to. You're pretty gropable. I'm bringing you your breakfast."
I didn't want breakfast; I just wanted to die in peace, preferably, somewhere far away from him.
He brought back a plate with scrambled eggs and bacon on it, and a glass of milk. I didn't want it, but he fed the eggs to me, anyway. By the time I finished them, I was feeling better and I ate the bacon, too. It was salty and I was very thirsty, so I drank the milk.
"Why did you go to that party without me?" he asked. "You know I would have taken you, and I wouldn't have allowed you to get that high."
"Jesus Christ, Talbot!" I exploded. "Why do you do this to me? You know I don't like you. You're not my boyfriend! Why can't you just leave me alone?"
He looked very hurt and I was instantly sorry. I wasn't about to tell him that.
"That's something I've never been able to figure out, Livy," he said. "Why don't you like me? You're as sweet as an angel. You love everyone. You're even nice to me and I bug you all the time. Why don't you like me?"
"For one thing, you insist on calling me Livy and you know I hate it," I yelled.
He grinned. "I just do it to pull your chain," he said.
"Well, it pisses me off," I told him. "You're just too perfect, Talbot. Everything about you is just perfect and that pisses me off, too. You just slide along; you never put any effort into anything and everything you touch turns to gold. You just affect me like nails on a chalkboard. Why won't you leave me alone?"
"Too perfect?" Talbot sort of snorted. "Does it help if I brush my hair backwards?" He ran a hand through his mop of curls. It made no difference whatsoever.
"Nope, that doesn't change a thing. You're still too perfect."
"You're the one who's perfect, Livy... I mean, Livingston. Have you looked at yourself lately? Well, maybe not this morning, but how about yesterday? You're the sweetest person I know, at least when you're not around me, and the smartest. Don't you get it yet? I'm trying to keep up with you!"
I looked at him, expecting to have my headache made even worse by his blinding smile. Instead, he was looking at me seriously, puzzled and a little exasperated. Maybe if I pushed him now, he really would leave me alone.
"Go tell it to the Marines, Talbot," I snorted. "I have to work damned hard for every grade I get, and for the shape this body is in. I have to work hardest of all to be nice enough to you to keep up my sweet reputation. You just sit there, not having to work at a thing. You were born perfect, Talbot, you live perfect, and you'll die perfect, and you do it all without even breaking a sweat. Worst of all, now I owe you for last night. You make me sick."
"No, that was the booze you put away last night," he grinned.
"Don't try to be funny, Talbot. This isn't the time."
"Okay, then. If you hate me so much, why do you talk about me as if I were Jesus?"
My mouth fell open. I couldn't say a word. "Because He's the only one I've ever heard of who's that perfect. You don't hate Him, do you?" I still couldn't speak, so I just shook my head.
"Then why do you hate me? Would you like me better if I treated you like those two assholes did last night, so I wouldn't be perfect anymore? I don't think you really want a guy to bash you over the head with a club and drag you back to his cave, and I'm not really made like that, but if that's what you want, I'll try. Would that make me less perfect? Or, would that make me even more perfect? I've tried doing one thing to be less perfect, like calling you Livy, and that doesn't work either, because you still think I'm perfect. How can I be perfect if I call you by a name you hate? Am I trying too hard not to be perfect and ending up being perfect? Does perfect mean what I think it means?" He heaved an exasperated sigh and ran a hand through his hair. It didn't make any difference; it was still perfect.
"You do realize, don't you, that all of this is total nonsense, and now you have me doing it, too?" He looked as if he'd just been told the sun would rise in the west tomorrow, and he just couldn't handle it, and was asking me to make it all better.
Okay, I did feel just a little bit sorry for him just then. It was probably my weakened condition, and the fact that I did owe him for last night. Don't get me wrong, though, I still hated him.
"Talbot, I know it doesn't make any sense. It doesn't make sense to me, so I don't know why it would to you. You know what Mark Twain said: 'We don't reason where we feel, we just feel.' All I know is, every time I'm around you, I just want to scream and run the other way. You make me angrier than anyone or anything else I know. I don't know why, and I've never felt that way about anyone else in my life." He got that hurt look again.
"I know that isn't what you wanted to hear, but it's true. For some reason, you're just ... like nails on a chalkboard to me. So thank you for last night, but please, Talbot, please just leave me alone."
He got serious. "I can't, Livingston."
"Why the hell not?" I asked.
He smiled and those white teeth flashed. "Because I love you," he said.
My mouth fell open and I just sat there dumbfounded. I shook my head. I couldn't have heard that right. "What did you just say?" I asked.
"I said, I love you," he repeated.
"Jesus H. Christ!" I blew up. "Of all the stupid things anyone has ever said to me..." I didn't get a chance to finish because he was kissing me. I was totally mortified, indignant and pissed off beyond belief. I struggled to get away but he was way stronger than me.
My lips felt like they were being bruised and he smelled really nice. I could feel the muscles flexing in his arms and shoulders beneath my fingers. That big mop of curly hair was fascinating and I just had to tangle my fingers in it. My heart was pounding and I felt his hand on the bare skin of my belly. I needed to gasp but he had my mouth. I panted a little through my nose and his fingers trailed fire up to my right breast. For some reason, my nipple was as hard as a little pebble and he pinched it, rolling it between his fingers. I reacted, involuntarily arching my back so he would take the whole mound into his hand while he played with the nipple. He pushed my bra up over it and suddenly he shifted until he could take the other nipple between his lips. He scraped it gently with his teeth and it made me groan. My pussy flooded and I was losing control.
"No," I said. "Stop Talbot. Stop it!" I was insistent and he stopped and looked up at me.
"You don't like it?" he asked.
"Yes, I do, and that's the problem," I told him. "I'm not doing this with you, Talbot. Put my bra back down."
He did and then he took me in his arms and just held me, his fingers tracing up and down the bare skin of my back, giving me goosebumps.
"Thank you for what you did last night," I told him. "What did you mean, 'Nobody touches Livy'?"
He blushed. "I should have said Livingston," he apologized.
"That's not what I was talking about," I said. "Why can't anyone touch me?"
"You didn't want them to," he said. "You were fighting them. You messed Alex up pretty bad. He's in the hospital having his nuts treated." He chuckled. "You're quite a tiger, Livy." He was immediately contrite. "I meant Livingston. Why do you have a boy's name?"
"That's what my parents named me," I said. "Do you envision yourself as my guardian angel, Talbot?"
"I'm not going to let anyone hurt you or make you do anything you don't want to," he said. "If you hadn't been fighting them I wouldn't have interfered. It would have broken my heart, but I'd have just walked away."
I kissed his lips, just a quick peck. "Thank you for looking out for me," I said.
"I want to do way more than that," he looked into my eyes.
"I can't imagine why," I said. "I've never been anything more than civil to you, Talbot. I've never given you the slightest hint that I thought you were anything but an asshole."
He laughed. "I know. Do you know that you're the only girl I ever wanted that couldn't stand the sight of me? I've never been turned down for a date unless the girl was already involved and I didn't know it. I've loved you from the first day you moved here and you've never given me anything but, 'drop dead, asshole.' I've never been an asshole to you, though."



"I know, it's just me," I said. "I know you're a great guy, Talbot. Half the girls here get wet panties every time you walk by. Why don't you go after one of them?"
"Because I'm in love with this fantastic little black girl," he said. "She has this hair that looks like mine except it's about a foot longer, these huge eyes that just drown me every time I look in them, the most luscious lips imaginable, the most incredibly firm tits I've ever seen, an ass that makes me weak in the knees and legs that are just spectacular."
"Please, spare my blushes," I told him. "It's me, remember? I look in the mirror every day."
"That's what I love most about you," he said. "You have no idea how incredibly hot you are."
I snorted. "Thanks for the flattery," I said. "Now, I want you to go home, Talbot. I'm going to sleep for about 24 hours. When I wake up, we're going to forget all about these two days. Thing are going to go back to the way they were before. No, they're not. You're going to stop tormenting me. I don't mind seeing you around a couple of times a week, but you get on my nerves any more than that. Do you understand?"
He grinned. "Sorry, no can do. I'm going to remember everything. I'm going to remember exactly how those little chocolate nipples taste and how firm your ass is under my fingers. I'm going to remember everything. And, I'm going to see you every day. I love you and I can't stay away."
"I'm going to tell the campus police you're stalking me," I told him.
"Okay," he said. "Do you think they'll arrest me?"
"I don't want them to arrest you, I just want you to leave me alone," I told him.
He didn't and I didn't tell the police. I transferred at semester. I told the coach I had a problem with my boyfriend and I couldn't attend that school anymore. He released me from my commitment, and I didn't have to sit out a year for track. I got an even better scholarship, and I absolutely forbade Dad and Mom from telling anyone where I was.
My life gradually reached some semblance of sanity. I went on dates like normal girls, I went to parties, and I went to school. I didn't go home for six years. Dad and Mom came to see me and I missed the hell out of them. After I graduated, I was accepted into law school at SMU. I passed the bar and got a job offer back in Portland. I was a criminal defense attorney. I'd done internships in the prosecutor's office in Ft. Worth and Dallas and I hated everything about it and everyone that worked there. What kind of people persecute others for a living? Yes, I said persecute. They were corrupt, self-aggrandizing, politically upwardly-mobile, full of self-importance and did I mention corrupt? I heard that at law school before I took the internships. The only people that went into prosecution were would-be politicians and the incompetent, people that couldn't make it in private practice.
No, I wanted to make sure people that were on the wrong side of the political spectrum got a fair shake. They wanted me bad at my firm, and they gave me a pretty sweet deal. My first case was defending a teacher accused of molesting the little girls in his second grade class. Some fat ugly skank in social services got carried away. Her methods were outlandish and she coerced tales out of those kids that were impossible. I mean, they were anatomically impossible. There was not a shred of physical evidence. It all rested on the testimony of second grade children. We got independent experts to examine the children and they all confessed that they made the stories up to keep the skank off their case. As long as they made her happy, she left them alone. If they tried to tell the truth, she threatened them.
When I showed up in court, who do you think the assistant District Attorney was? It was none other than Talbot McCoy. My instincts were right. No wonder I hated him. He called all his witnesses, played ridiculous videos and put the skank on the stand.
In the meantime, the good man, the dedicated teacher who had spent a year in jail, lost his wife, been denied the right to see his kids and had his life ruined, sat by me and sobbed. I took the skank apart. She was blubbering on the stand about being molested by a teacher when she was six, and repressed memories, by the time I got through with her. A jury of 12 of his peers declared him not guilty after two hours. Talbot came over to congratulate me after the show was over and, of course, the first thing he did was hug me.
"God, you look good, Livingston," he said. "Where have you been? I looked everywhere for you. Your parents wouldn't tell me where you were. Did you know I'm volunteering for your Dad as an assistant coach? Damn, I've missed you. Would you like to go to dinner and catch up?"
"No, Talbot, I wouldn't," I said. "You have the nerve to come over here and ask me to have dinner with you after what you just tried to do to my client? The man was obviously not guilty and you and that fat bitch tried to railroad him."
He looked like his feelings were hurt. "I don't get to pick my cases," he said. "If the DA gives me a case, I have to make the best of it. I'm just doing my job, Livingston."
"Well, your job sucks," I told him. "Do you realize you just gave me the same excuse the Nazi prison guards gave for slaughtering people? Don't speak to me outside professional bounds again. You need a new job, Talbot. Are you thinking about running for office?" I could tell by the embarrassed look on his face that he was. I was disgusted. "Jesus Christ, Talbot, what happened to you?" I walked away and left him standing there.
The next day we filed suit against the county, social services and the skank. They were very sorry and offered to settle. My client wanted it to all just go away. I didn't think that was in his best interests. I wanted the skank's license pulled, her public humiliation, a wrongful imprisonment against the county, a malicious prosecution against social services and the DA's office and a huge cash settlement. They amended their offer several times. Finally my client took it against my advice. I got him everything but the DA's office.
Three weeks later, I went to dinner at Mom's and Talbot was sitting at the table when I walked in. I started out the door and Mom ran after me. She threw herself on me and begged me to stay. "I'm sorry, baby," she was crying. "Your father and I love Talbot. He told us he had something he needed to say to you and you blocked his calls and refused to speak to him. I'll make him leave if you want me to. We'll never see him again. I'll make your father fire him. Don't shut us out, honey, please."
I held her tightly. "That will never happen, Mom. I owe you my life. You took me in off the streets and I'll love you and Dad forever. I just... he makes me crazy, Mom. I think he is crazy. What could he possibly have to say to me?"
"I don't know, honey. He wouldn't say." She hugged me and wiped the tears that were running down her cheeks. "Maybe you should just let him have his say. I'll make him leave right after dinner."
I kissed her on both eyes. My lips were wet with her tears and I kissed her lips. "Don't cry, Mom. I'm sorry I made you cry. Don't break my heart."
She held me very tightly. "It's your Dad and me that owe you everything," she said. "You know we couldn't have children. Then we got you and our lives were complete. You made us happy, Livingston. You're my heart."
We were both crying now, and it took us a minute to compose ourselves. Dad came looking for us and found us leaning against my car and blubbering. He came and held us and we straightened ourselves and went in. Talbot, of course, gave me a hug, and we started eating. Conversation was all football for a while, but Talbot kept glancing at me. Finally, Mom threw up her hands.
"For heaven's sake, Talbot, spit it out."
He cleared his throat a time or two. "Livingston, you were right," he said. "You were right about everything. I thought about what you said about the Nazi death camp guards. I can't imagine what could have happened to me to cause me to make that statement. As I thought, I realized I didn't like myself very much. At first, I was furious at you. The more I thought about it the angrier I got. Then I figured out that it wasn't you I was angry with, it was me. I don't know what happened to me. That was exactly what the Nazi death camp guards said, 'I was just doing my job.' I had a talk with your father and I quit the DA's office three days after you said those things to me. Thank God you got that man acquitted. I don't know how I'd live with myself if I had won that case. That's what I wanted to tell you."
"What about politics?' I asked. "What are you going to do?"
"I joined the public defender's office." He grinned ruefully and that playful boy that I'd always known was back. "I need some experience before I hang out my shingle. I'm going to get it right this time."
Damn, now I was going to have to treat him decently again. "Okay, that's good. I'm proud of you," I told him.
"I'm sorry, Livingston. Do you forgive me?"
"You didn't do anything to me," I said. "It's yourself you were killing. Yes, I forgive you."
"Does that mean you'll have dinner with me?" he looked hopeful.
"Jesus Christ, Talbot, give it a rest," I told him. "I still don't like you."
"I can't," he was grinning at me.
"Wipe that stupid grin off your face," I told him. "What the hell do you mean, 'you can't'?"
"I'd kind of like to know that myself," Dad said.
"Coach, I'm in love with your daughter," Talbot said. "I have been since we were juniors in high school. She hates me, but I can't help it. I'm crazy about her."
"See, Mom, I told you," I said.
"No, I don't see," she retorted. "Why do you hate Talbot?"
"He annoys me," I said. "He's a supercilious bastard and he always has been."
"No he's not," Dad said. "This has something to do with you, Liv. Are you not telling us something?"
"What is this, an inquisition?" I asked. "I'm defending myself in my own home to my own parents?"
"No, no, of course not," Mom said. "If you don't want to talk about it, we won't. You men are going to leave Livingston alone."
They knew better than to argue with Mom. We had dessert and we played party games for a couple of hours. It was a hoot and I had a good time. When I got up to go, Talbot got up, too. He walked me to my car and opened the door for me. He knelt in the door with his eyes level with mine.
"I'm not going to give up, Livy," he said. "Have dinner with me."
I laughed. "You're a persistent son-of-a-bitch, Talbot. I'll think about it. Don't pester me, I mean it. It just pisses me off."
"I won't," he promised. "You better tell me soon, though, or it will have to be McDonald's. We Public Defenders aren't highly compensated."
I laughed. "I think you're going to be just fine. You'll hit the ground running. You've succeeded at everything you've ever done. State champ, remember?"
"Yeah, you're right," he said. "I'm the champ. So are you, Livy. Thanks. I'm glad you aren't married."
"How do you know I'm not?" I asked. His eyes fell to my hand and didn't see a ring. I laughed. "Got you there."
He chuckled. "Call me," he said, and he shut the door.
I drove home and forgot about it. I was very busy for the next three weeks, and I never gave Talbot McCoy a thought. I was in a meeting with an assistant DA and she was very short with me. I asked the guy that was with me what had her panties in a bunch and he said it was probably she had heard Talbot was crazy about me and she had designs on him herself.
I texted him and told him I'd meet him for dinner if he'd let me buy. He called after ten minutes. We agreed on the place and I told him I'd meet him there.
"Christ, Livingston, give me a chance here," he said. "Let me pick you up and take you on a date. Let me take you out for a drink and a dance afterward. I haven't danced with you since we were prom king and queen. It didn't kill you then, and it won't kill you now."
I had to laugh. "Okay, Talbot, you can pick me up." I gave him the address and forgot about it. I didn't forget Friday, and I was ready to go. The traditional little black dress doesn't do that much for us dusky maidens, but a white one really makes my complexion pop. Talbot's eyes nearly fell out of his head and he croaked something at me. It was very amusing.
"Close your mouth," I said. "You look like a fool."
He grinned. "I feel like a fool," he said. "I don't know why I do this to myself. I must be a masochist."
"I figured that out a long time ago," I told him. "We're a perfect match, because I'm a sadist."
"No, I know better than that," he said. "You're perfect, Livy. You've always been perfect."
"Talbot!" I warned him. "If you call me Livy one more time, I'm going back in and you can go eat at McDonald's by yourself."
He laughed. "Sorry about that. I keep forgetting. I'll try really hard."
I liked his car. It was an old MG, in perfect shape and I thought it would be fun to drive. We drove about five minutes and he pulled into McDonald's and parked. I just looked at him. It was my turn to look like a fool with my mouth open.
He burst out laughing and nearly choked. "You should see the look on your face," he wheezed. "You really thought I was taking you to McDonald's, didn't you?"
The man was infuriating! "Okay, ha, ha," I said. "Very funny, Talbot. Where are you taking me?"
"Only high class for my girl," he said. "We're going to Wendy's." That set him off again. He wiped his eyes with his handkerchief. Who has a handkerchief these days? Then, I remembered. Talbot always carried a handkerchief. That was what he had cleaned me up with that night when he rescued me when I was puking my guts out. I remembered what had happened the next morning, too.
"Talbot, did I ever thank you for rescuing me that night I got so wasted at the party?" I asked him.
"Yeah," he gave me that boyish grin. "You kissed me and let me feel you up, remember?"
I blushed furiously. Yes, black people can blush. "You asshole," I half yelled. "You practically raped me! I've been traumatized ever since. Where are we eating? I'm starving!"
"Someplace with a salad bar," he said. "Your Dad told me your butt is getting fat and you're worried about it."
I hated him. I hated my Dad, too. He was going to catch hell for this. "Well, you and Dad can both kiss my fat ass," I told him. "I want fish, and pasta! Get moving."
He took me to Joe's, and it was very good. I was having a good time, too, in spite of being in the company of a creature I hated. He was as witty and charming as ever, smoking hot, too. Those big brown eyes, all that hair, those huge muscles and still as smart as ever.
He told me about how work at the public defender's office was going. He was defending homeless people, drug addicts and immigrants. He thought it was very rewarding and he was feeling very good about himself. I was happy for him and very gratified that he was enjoying his position, especially since I had made it impossible for him to stay in the persecutor's office and live with himself.
He took me to a club and we had a great time. That is, until we ran into some asshole that had a problem with us.
"What's a fine sister like you doing with white bread here?" he asked. "Let's you and me get out on the floor, bust some moves and LaMartin make you forget all about white boy."
"Drop dead, Asshole," I told him.
I turned back to Talbot. "Want to dance?" I asked him. "We haven't danced since high school prom."
"Yeah, I know," he said.
"I'm talking to you, bitch." LaMartin was still alive. I had told him to drop dead; he hadn't listened. That was a mistake.
I stood up. "Well, since you're such a dominant, intelligent man, how can I say no to that?" I said. "You brothers sure know how to talk to a sister and get her all hot and bothered."
He smiled like a fool, oblivious to my sarcasm, and took me by the elbow, pulling me up against him. I used the momentum and kneed him in the balls with everything I had. My father is a football coach and I've been lifting weights every day since I was 12. LaMartin was going to need help. I held out my hand to Talbot and he took it with a grin. "I've seen that move before," he said.
We stepped over LaMartin, and moved to the dance floor. "I don't think we should go back to that booth," he said, nodding in that direction. There were a couple of bouncers dragging LaMartin off, and a third one looking around, trying to spot whoever was responsible for Lamartin's condition. I ducked my head into Talbot's chest and giggled.
"God, you're sexy, Liv... Livingston," he said. "You have the cutest giggle. I've always loved it. Why didn't you knee me in the balls that morning I 'practically raped you'?"
"I was off my game," I grinned up at him. "I was hungover, badly, remember? Besides, you made me breakfast."
"I'd like to make you breakfast again," he said. "Spend the night with me and I will."
"Are you nuts?" I couldn't believe he said that. "Jesus Christ, Talbot, just when I was beginning to think you got it."
He looked shocked. "Got what? What's wrong? I just told you I'd like to have you spend the night!"
"Why would I want to spend the night with someone I can just barely tolerate?" I said. "You may have weaseled your way into Mom and Dad's hearts, but not mine."
I think that finally pissed him off. "I don't need this," he practically dragged me back to our table. "I've never been anything but nice to you, Livingston. For some reason, you've hated me since the minute you set eyes on me. I've tried and tried, I've hung around for years, treating you like a princess and your feelings about me haven't changed a bit. Well, I've had enough. I thought you would have grown up by now, but, no. You're still the same spoiled little brat you've always been. If you're through with your drink, I'm taking you home."
Well, he was finally waking up. It was about time. I signaled to the waiter and he brought our check. I left a tip and Talbot settled up.
Our drive home was silent and hostile. That suited me just fine. When he pulled up at my apartment, he didn't even get out and that suited me, too. I went in and answered some emails, took a bath and went to bed.
The next Monday at work, Thomas Beck asked me out for Saturday. I liked him, but I'd turned him down a dozen times. I was feeling differently now. I said yes, and I felt pretty good about it. He was an up and comer and seemed like a nice guy. He was a little arrogant and brash, but he had some reason. He did tax law and wasn't really a courtroom kind of guy, but there are probably more billable hours in that than anything else. I knew he was getting close to junior partner and I wanted that, too. I figured I was a lock after the publicity with the schoolteacher case. The senior partners had been making a point out of coming by to congratulate me.
Saturday rolled around and I was feeling pretty good. I worked out, had a light lunch and I was ready for the big date. It was a bit of a disappointment. Dinner and a movie, sort of uninspiring. I had a good time, though, and I kissed Thomas goodnight, thinking I might have something going on.
I hadn't been dating much, concentrating on my education first, and then later, on getting my career off to a good start. This felt pretty good and I agreed to a second date. That was a nightmare. We went to a club, he had too much to drink and turned into Mr. Octopus Arms. For some reason, he felt like it would be a great idea for him to put his hands all over me. It wasn't a very good idea.
I suppose he thought I should be impressed with his greatness and be grateful that he wanted to maul my breasts. I do enjoy a good mauling every now and again, but only from people I invite to the party. I reached over and stroked the front of his pants. He had an impressive hard-on. I slid the zipper down and reached in. He had a disgusting smirk on his face. "You like that big dick, don't you, Baby," he growled.



"Oh, yeah," I said. "Let me get that out for you, 'Baby'." When I did, I twisted it up like a dishrag and dug my nails in. He tried to jump up, but the table was in the way.
"What the hell is wrong with you!" he yelled.
"Touch my tits again and I'll rip it off," I told him. I stood up and walked out. I got a cab and went home. I got some funny looks at work that Monday, but no one said anything about it.
I went on five more dates that month and they were all disasters. On the last one, we went to a jazz concert and I was trying to listen to the music while the idiot I was with was speaking into my ear, telling me all about how great he was. I looked across the room and I saw a huge guy with a big mop of dark curly hair sitting over there. There was some blonde bimbo with fake tits and a nose job hanging all over him. I was a little taken aback. It was Talbot McCoy. My heart started to beat faster and I started getting angry. I had no idea why, but this didn't feel right. He could do better than that. She was superficially pretty, yes, but anyone vain enough to do what she'd obviously done to herself, had to be some kind of narcissist.
I pulled my idiot up. "Let's dance," I said. He was happy to get a chance and I realized that I could do better, too. Suddenly it hit me. I was jealous! Here I was, dancing with an asshole and sitting across the room was a great guy that had been crazy about me for years. I had been a bitch to him for years and now he was moving on with that blonde skank. I started feeling kind of panicky. I had to go over there. I left my date standing there on the dance floor and walked over to where Talbot was sitting.
"Hi, Talbot." I tapped him on the shoulder.
He started and looked up. When he saw me his face lit up with that big smile, but then it sort of faded. "Hi, Livingston," he said. "What are you doing here?"
"I'm on a date," I said. I introduced him to the non-entity who had followed me over. "Talbot and I have been friends since high school," I told our dates.
Talbot looked a little confused. "We have?" he asked. "Oh, well, yeah, Liv... Livingston's Dad was my high school football coach."
'Nice save,' I thought. "Mind if we join you?" I asked.
The bimbo, obviously, wanted no part of me, but she didn't have a choice. Talbot looked a little reluctant, but he displayed his usual gracious gentility. He stood up while I slid in, followed by my vacuous date. I compared the two men in my head and I began to get a little clarity. Here was Talbot. He was hotter than hell, smart as a whip and probably the most athletic big man I'd ever seen. Then, there was my date. Successful, yes he was. Driven, and so in love with himself he made Narcissus look emo. He was an empty shell of a man and I was his counterpart. No, I didn't have his devotion to self-worship, but I was just as driven and missing something vital in my soul.
Talbot and I monopolized the conversation, reminiscing about old times, high school triumphs and defeats and our dates grew increasingly bored. I finally took pity on them. I made my excuses and kissing Talbot on the cheek, we left. I told Talbot to call me and he promised he would.
He lied. The bastard lied! I waited two weeks and never heard a peep. Now I remembered all the reasons I hated him and I was moving on. I didn't. I dated and I partied and I worked my little ass off, but I thought about Talbot about once a week for nine months. I never saw him and no one even mentioned his name once. I thought I would probably see him in court, but since the schoolteacher case, I was getting some cases that were pretty plum. I was assisting on some very high profile cases and you don't see public defenders much on those types of cases. The dirt bags I was defending had money.
Public defenders are usually either fresh out of law school, washouts from firms, or just people who don't know what they're doing. When you cannot afford an attorney and one is provided for you, you don't get the cream of the crop. Even a very good public defender loses about 80% of the cases she tries. In that environment, I was sure Talbot would shine like a star and rise like a rocket. Sure enough, it wasn't long before he was getting cases that made the news, and winning more than his fair share of them. Of course, his perfect looks and charisma didn't hurt, I thought. Well, I had all that, too, and we would just see.
Several of the partners had made it a point to come by my office now and again and talk to me after I won the schoolteacher case. One morning, one of them pointed out an article in the newspaper to me.
"That young man is in a spot of trouble," he told me, pointing to a picture on an inside page. The man in the picture was indicted for several counts of drug trafficking, various kinds of assault and some money laundering as well. Our firm had gotten him off from similar charges about a year before. Rumor had it that the money we were paid with was somewhat tainted, but there was never any real evidence.
"The fact that he has a PD this time instead of our jolly group of knights errant makes me think that his, ah, employers seem to be throwing him under the bus. Making him take one for the team, as it were. I'm afraid he's in for it. There is just no honor among thieves." He shook his head and made a tsk, tsk sound.
"Who's defending him?" I liked to keep current with the criminal law practice in town.
"Let me see," he consulted the paper. "Ah, McCoy. It seems someone over there doesn't like how fast he's rising. This will slow him down for a while." He smiled, I smiled, and he left.
The same partner stopped by a few weeks later. He'd made a habit of stopping in from time to time. He wanted to check out my tits and look at my legs; I wanted his vote when I was up for junior partner. It was all good.
After some chatting, he produced another newspaper. It seemed that Talbot McCoy was doing such a brilliant job of making the case, that the people behind his client were the real wrongdoers, both in court and in the public eye. The partner looked troubled.
"This young man," he pointed at Talbot's picture, "may wish to tone things down just a bit. He's defending his client, yes, and that's as it should be. He might wish to restrict his activity to the courtroom, however. The people he's calling out are not to be trifled with, and there's only so much of this sort of thing they'll put up with. Sometimes it's better just to go ahead and lose the case. We all know he's going to anyway."
"What do you mean?"
"Look, Livingston. We all know the defendant is guilty as sin. He probably was last time, too, but there was enough sloppy police work we were able to get him acquitted. That's not the case this time, probably because the people he was working for did most of the cops' work for them. His only hope is to find someone guiltier than he is and focus attention on them. These people don't like being focused on, and when things happen that they don't like, they aren't very civilized. This young McCoy will tone it down, if he knows what's good for him."
All right, I admit it. I was jealous. I had gotten some great publicity out of the schoolteacher case, and had gotten it by beating Talbot. For once in my life, I was ahead of him. Now he was going to fight the mob, or the drug cartels, or whoever it was our partner was hinting at, to get off, not a pillar of society, but a mobster. He was going to one up me, and I was jealous. I never for a moment dreamed that anything really bad would happen to him.
Barely a week later, our whole firm was abuzz. An attorney had been attacked and beaten within an inch of his life, carried to the steps of the courthouse and left there for dead. Obviously, the beating was related to a case and meant to send a message. I wondered who the attorney might be. No, that could be the case.
My friendly partner stopped in with his newspaper. He looked subdued this morning, but not so subdued he forgot to ogle me. Discreetly, of course, but it was plain he approved of what he saw.
"I knew this young man should have just taken his losses," he said, pointing to the story about the beating. "His client will be convicted in spite of his efforts, and it may be quite a while before he can practice law again."
"Talbot!" It was a strangled whisper, dragged from me as my heart sank to my toes.
"Yes, Talbot McCoy, that's who it was. Hard luck on him, of course, but really..."
"I'm sorry, sir, I have to go." I was out of my chair in an instant and on the way to the door. I was halfway down the hall before I realized I didn't know where I was going. I didn't even have my purse. I dashed back into my office, where the partner was just heaving himself out of my guest chair. I snatched his newspaper, scanned the article for the name of the hospital, and handed it back to him. I snatched up my purse.
"Thanks," I said, smiling brightly at him so he would think I still had some manners, and dashed off again.
Why was I doing this? I had no idea. It was pure instinct, just like everything else I'd done with Talbot as long as I'd known him, and made just as little sense. Did I still hate him? Of course I did. What would I do when I got there? What would I say? I had no more idea than a rabbit. I only knew I had to get there. Now.
My emotions were in such turmoil I knew I'd never figure anything out, so I just concentrated on getting to the hospital and getting to wherever Talbot was. My headlong rush came to a screeching halt at the hospital's information desk. Mr. McCoy was in surgery, he would then go to the ICU, and would not be able to have visitors until at least the next afternoon.
Now what? I didn't know what else to do, so I drove back to work. Fortunately, I had court appearances that afternoon, so I could put off dealing with my emotions. I worked late, forcing myself to think of other things, but I had to go home eventually.
What the hell was I thinking? I hated Talbot McCoy. I'd hated him from the first day we met. I fully expected to go on hating him until one or the other of us died. "Till death do us part," as it were. So, did I want to gloat over him? No, I wasn't that kind of person, even with him. Why did I want to see him, then, and so urgently? I heard myself saying to him, from long ago, "We don't reason where we feel, we just feel." I shrugged my shoulders and went to bed.
The next afternoon's hearing dragged on and on, with little nitpicky objections clogging up the works. I was only assisting, but it was one of the partners' cases, so I had to pay attention, but oh my, was it hard. The second the judge's gavel came down, I was out of there like a shot. (So was the judge; it was after 4:00 and he was more than ready for the adult beverage waiting for him in his chambers.)
This time, I got a room number and a pleasant smile from the Information Desk. He must not be dying, then, I thought to myself. On my way to his room, I tried to think of what I would say. It was hopeless. I decided to do what I usually do, and just wing it. I was a lawyer, after all.
I found his room, walked in the door, and halted as if I'd walked into a wall. It wasn't Talbot's poor mangled face, piteous as that was. It was the blonde sitting in the chair by the bed, holding his hand and leaning over him. She turned to face me; they both looked at me.
I've never had a particularly high opinion of blondes; they so often turn out to be bimbos. Of course, I'm nice to them because I'm nice to everyone. This was no bimbo. Slim and elegant, with a classically beautiful face, she would be tall when she stood up, maybe even taller than I was. She was dressed plainly, but you could tell she was all woman under there. The blue eyes were intelligent.
Genius that I am, it occurred to me that someone should say something. "H-hi," I stammered. Silence descended again. I could see Talbot trying to make his mouth work in order to speak.
"Monica, Livingston," he croaked out. At least, that's what he was trying to say, being his usual gallant self. Hearing that once vibrant masculine voice reduced to such a pitiful whimper would have made a stone weep.
"Monica" stood, smiled at him (proprietorially?) and turned to me with her hand extended.
"I'm Monica, Talbot and I have been seeing each other for a while." We shook hands. "You're Livingston? What a great name! I've heard so much about you from Talbot." She had? Then why was she still smiling?
She pulled up a chair for me from the other side of the room, and we sat and talked. Talbot's condition was still guarded, she said, but the medical staff was more hopeful than they had been yesterday. Still, no one was talking about when he might be released.
I watched Talbot as I listened. His eyes were on Monica almost the entire time. She looked at me as she talked, but every now and then, she would meet Talbot's eyes and smile that secret smile that lovers know.
I didn't stay long. I couldn't. I took Talbot's hand, the hand that had so savagely beaten the asshole who attacked me, all those years ago, now so terribly weak, and told him goodbye and good luck. I told Monica I was glad to meet her, even though I had no idea whether or not I really was, and I fled into the hallway. Tears stung my eyes. I had to stop and wipe them to see where I was going, and cursed as I did so.
What the hell was wrong with me? I hated Talbot McCoy! Here I was, stumbling down a hospital hallway, blubbering like a baby. I had to pull myself together. I noticed an open door ahead. It read, "Chapel" on the square sign on the door. I peeked in, and luckily, it was empty. I closed the door behind me and sank down on a pew in the cool darkness. I looked up at the statue of Jesus and breathed a quick prayer, both for Talbot and myself. For some reason, I felt better. I leaned back in the pew and closed my eyes. What was wrong with me? I examined my emotions and they were rolling like a troubled sea under purple clouds. Suddenly the clouds parted and a blinding ray of light shone through, illuminating my soul.
I didn't hate Talbot McCoy. I was in love with him! I had been in love with him since the first day of Art class our junior year of high school! My own insecurities had blinded me. I knew Mom and Dad loved me, but I had never really understood why my birth parents hadn't. I had always felt that there must be something in me, some flaw, some hidden defect, that had made my birth mother so disgusted with me that she gave me up. All that hurt had drawn me up inside a hard shell that had allowed only Mom and Dad inside. I was afraid to let anyone close enough to see the real me. I knew they would see what my birth parents had seen, that I was deeply flawed and they would be disgusted with me.
The insight staggered me to my core. Illusions I had sheltered myself with for years were sloughing off like dead skin, peeling after a sunburn (yes, black people do sunburn!). I was raw and hurting inside, the fresh skin sensitive to the wind of truth blowing over me. I sobbed. I was in love with Talbot McCoy; he was upstairs in a hospital room fighting for his life and there was a beautiful, sensitive, caring woman sitting beside him, obviously in love with him. She was healthy and whole and he had looked at her with love in his eyes. I felt as if I were suffocating. I was in love with Talbot McCoy! I had been trying with all my might for 12 years to push him away so he wouldn't see that terrified little three-year-old girl, walking reluctantly into that room at the orphanage to meet the man and woman who would become her parents; knowing that as soon as they saw her, they would realize that she was broken and unworthy of their love.
My heart broke for that little girl, and Livingston Brookes, the rising star of Goldblum, Perry and Tate, the valedictorian of her class, the confident courtroom shark, was that little girl and she was lost. I needed my mother.
I found a restroom, washed my face and put on my sunglasses. I drove my car straight to my parents' house and when I went in, there was my little mother, just getting a chocolate pie out of the refrigerator. She took one look at me and I thought she was going to break her pie dish getting it set down on the counter. She rushed to take me in her arms and I sobbed out the anguish of my heart. All I was able to get out for some time is, "I love him, Mom; I love him!"
She just held me and whispered her words of love in my ear. "I know, baby; I've always known. I hoped someday you'd figure it out, too. It's okay, baby."
"No, you don't understand," I sobbed. "He's met someone. She's beautiful and kind and smart and I hate her."
"No, you don't hate her, Livingston. You aren't able to hate anyone. I know you. You're as hard as nails on the outside, and I understand why. Inside, you're gooey and sweet and soft. Dad and I are the only ones that get to see that, but you can let Talbot in, baby. He'd never hurt you."
"I know," I sobbed, "I've fucked everything up, Mom. I killed his love for me by being a bitch to him. What am I going to do?"
She clucked at my language, but she knew. "Win him back," she said. "He's loved you for years. That didn't go away. The spark is still there. Fan it and make it come to life."
"How?" I wondered. "I don't know how to make someone love me. I've never tried. I have no clue about love."
"Just be yourself," she said. "Do what you do, Livingston. Everyone who knows you, loves you."
She fed me pie and we snuggled until Dad came home. I was so ashamed of myself I couldn't look at him. God, what a bitch I'd been for all these years! He knew right away that something was wrong and the whole story came tumbling out. He was dumbfounded. He sat there with his mouth open like a... man, until Mom prodded him. "Thomas Brookes, close your mouth and say something! Livingston is dying over here and all you can do is gape at her like a fool?"
He sprang to his feet, pulled me up and crushed me. "I had no idea, Liv. I thought you hated Talbot."
"So did I." My voice was breaking again. I was not going to cry again! "I was wrong and now he's in the hospital and I don't know how to get him to love me again."
"In the hospital!" They were both shocked. I explained what had happened and I saw the wheels start turning in Mom's head. "Livingston, have you done any pro bono work lately?" she asked.
"No, why?" I wondered.
"You're going to your boss tomorrow and telling him you want to be assigned to this case," she said. "You're going to do some pro bono work so the firm looks good. You're going to work with Talbot and you're going to get his client acquitted. That will put the two of you together and then you just wait and see what happens. You can't treat him as if he has leprosy anymore, though. I want him to see my sweet little angel. Do you understand, Livingston?"
"Well, yes," I said. "The problem is I don't really want the guy acquitted. He's a scum-bag."
"Half the people you represent are scum-bags," Dad said. "Do you believe that scum-bags have the right to be represented by counsel at a fair trial?"
"Well, yes," I said. "He's human. He has rights."
"See to it that he gets them," he said. "Now, take us down to the hospital so we can see Talbot. We're going to stop on the way and you're going to get him some nice flowers."
That's exactly what we did. My friend at the Information Desk informed us politely, but firmly, that visiting hours would be over in five minutes, so we might as well wait until tomorrow. That wasn't happening. I already knew Talbot's room number; so while Dad engaged the Desk in conversation, Mom and I headed purposefully for the elevator. When the doors opened, Dad gave the Desk his patented male "Oh, well, what can you do?" shrug and ran after us.



All three of us were shocked at Talbot's condition, including me, and I'd seen it already. Whoever had done this to him clearly didn't care whether he survived or not. Mom and I just sort of gaped at him; Dad, bless his heart, sat down next to Talbot and started a one-sided conversation about pretty much anything except law, hospitals, and people getting beaten up.
I was trying to figure out how in the world I'd managed not to admit I loved this man, and what I was going to do about it, when through the fog of my thoughts I heard Dad say, "Livingston brought you something." I put the flowers on his bedside table while I tried to think of something to say. Did Talbot's eyes mist up, or was that my imagination? Maybe it was the pain he must be in. Come on, Livingston Brookes, you hot shot lawyer, say something!
"Talbot, I'm taking your case." His eyes widened, and I could see him trying to shake his head.
"No. Danger," he finally managed to croak out. I took his poor weak hand in both of mine.
"I know, Talbot. Of course, you know this proves you were right all along. Bandini is guilty as sin, we all know that, but it's the people who hired him who need to be put away. I intend to make that happen, and you know I can do it."
He tried to smile. His mouth didn't cooperate, but I saw it in his eyes. "Fence," he croaked.
"Fence?" I was puzzled for a moment. "Oh, you mean defense. I always do defense. You're right, I'll probably hate myself for the rest of my life for being on the wrong side of the courtroom, but if it means nailing the bastards who did this, it's worth it." I spoke with all the conviction in my heart. I hated them far worse than I'd ever hated anyone, including Talbot.
His eyes looked a warning at me. "Ain er," he said again.
"I know, Talbot. It will be dangerous, and I know you can't rescue me this time. I'll be careful. Some people at my firm have connections, and I'll be safe."
"Ohbuhee utch ivvy," he said. "Nobody touches Livy," I interpreted.
"Talbot..." There was steel in my voice. Love him or hate him, I was NOT 'Livy!'
I could swear his eyes were twinkling just like they used to. Whatever those bastards had done to his body, he was still Talbot, through and through.
"Eee ill oo ard," he croaked. I heard my Mom give an unladylike giggle/snort behind me just before I figured it out. "Three syllables, too hard." I laughed; I couldn't help myself.
"All right, I'll give you a pass this time. But my name is Livingston, and don't you forget it!" I smiled as I said it, so it wouldn't sting.
"Sure thing, Liv," Dad piped up behind me. I turned to glare at him, only to see him and Mom smiling at me with their arms around each other and all their love for me in their eyes. I mean, talk about unfair, but what was I going to do? I just smiled back at them.
Talbot was obviously getting tired, so we got ready to leave. I told him I'd visit often and keep him posted on the case. Dad told him he was betting on him. It would have sounded hokey coming from anyone else, but it seemed to encourage Talbot. We said goodbye.
The moment we were out of sight of Talbot's room, Dad turned toward the nearest wall, leaned against it with his head on his arm, and sobbed. Great, silent, heartbroken sobs like I never could have imagined. He'd been a rock when we were with Talbot, now we could see how he really felt. Mom hugged him from one side and I hugged him from the other while his body shook with his sobs. We could hear hospital people going by us in the hallway. I guess they were used to this sort of thing.
Dad quieted, then straightened up. He looked a thanks at both of us, then led the way to the elevators with a steady stride and a grim face. We drove home in silence. It had been a long day.
When we got into the house, my parents looked at me, then they put me in between them and squeezed me, just like they did when I was that scared little girl. I'm half a foot taller than Mom is now, so you might think it would feel different. It didn't, not one little bit.
"Never gonna let you go, girl," Dad rumbled at me.
"Nope, never gonna happen," said Mom. Just as always, when we broke apart, we had tears in our eyes and big grins on our faces.
"Livingston, you're going to nail those sons of bitches," Dad said, with that voice and look that makes you sure you can do anything, the same one he gave Talbot. He really was a damn fine coach.
"Liv, you'll get him back," Mom told me.
"How do you know?" I asked.
"Because he wants you to." She just stood there with that "Mama knows" look on her face, and I couldn't help believing her. Have I mentioned how amazingly awesome my parents are, and how much I love them? It wasn't until I was home, getting ready for bed, that I realized that was the first time I'd ever heard Dad curse.
I'd thought a lot about how I was going to wangle a temporary assignment to the public defender's office. I knew Mr. Tate, the managing partner, slightly. He was pretty sensitive about the firm's reputation; we weren't exactly known for sticking up for the little guy, so I figured I could sell him on some high profile pro bono work. It all went perfectly until he asked why I wanted to go to the public defender's office.
"I want to take the Bandini case."
"WHAT?"
I stuck my chin out and repeated. "I want the Bandini case, and I think I can win it."
"Livingston, you know good and well he's guilty. The only way you'll get him off is by nailing the people behind him. After what happened to poor McCoy, we all know who they are."
"Yes, sir."
"Are you under some sort of mistaken impression that they'll take it easy on you because you're a woman? Hell, Livingston, they'll just... you know ..." He couldn't bring himself to say it.
"Rape me first, then beat me? They'll have to catch me first, and I don't intend to be caught."
"Neither did McCoy." He sighed and looked at me sadly. "Look, Livingston, I know how you feel. We all feel that way. We talk a lot about how hard we fight in court, and our take no prisoners attitude, but that's all figurative. What happened to McCoy was real. We never dreamed something like this would happen to one of us, an attorney, over a case.
"You haven't been here very long, but everyone here, from me down to the janitor, likes you and respects you. We're proud of you, and you have a great future here. We don't want to see that future put in jeopardy over a scumbag like Bandini. More important, Livingston, we don't want to see you hurt, or even killed. That's a real possibility, you know."
He paused. I could tell he was truly concerned about me, and I was touched, but I knew what I had to do.
"Do you still want to do this?"
"Yes, sir."
"All right, then, I'll make the arrangements." He coughed into his sleeve.
"There's one more thing, Livingston. You're going to need help." I bristled at him, but he snapped at me before I could get a word out.
"There's a one word description for the Lone Rangers who go after people like this by themselves. That word is dead. Now shut up and listen." It was an order. I listened. His face was sad again.
"There's a man I know. We were best friends long ago, way back when we both had ideals. He's a cop. Nobody in this town knows more than he does about the mob. Treat him right, and he'll help you. At least, he'll get protection for you, and you'll need it." He took a blank card and wrote a name and phone number on it from memory.
"That's his private phone. Mention my name before he hangs up on you." I took the card and tried to pronounce Joseph Przybylowicz. I failed miserably. He stood and offered me his hand.
"Good luck, Livingston. Let us know if there's anything we can do for you."
"Thank you, sir. I'll make you proud." I almost felt like I was saying it to my Dad.
"Yeah, just don't make me have to say it at your funeral." I started to smile, then I realized he wasn't kidding. There's one thing that's always safe to say to a senior partner.
"Yes, sir." We shook hands and I left his office.
I'd never thought of Mr. Tate as someone who cared much about the people at the firm. Cared about them as people, I mean. This was the first time I'd had more than two sentences with him, and I was surprised how much he seemed to care about me. Maybe my hard shell had deprived me of more than Talbot? Oh, well, I would think about that later. I had work to do.
I didn't bother to wait for the paperwork. I went straight to the head public defender's office, told her who I was, what I was doing there, and that I wanted the Bandini case. She looked at me funny.
"Why that one?"
"I have my reasons. Any reason I shouldn't have it?"
"None at all. No one else around here will touch it with a ten-foot pole, so if you want it, it's yours. Bring me the paperwork when you have it, and I'll release the files to you."
Check that one off the list. I was on a roll, so I headed to the District Attorney's office for a conference with my opposite number. I could have done this by phone, of course, but I thought the personal touch might be more effective. Especially since I'd dressed for a senior partner. I saw a couple of male heads pop up over the cubicle walls when I said "Bandini" so very clearly. Sure enough, I didn't even have to wait half an hour before one of them came round and introduced himself as Devin Williams, ADA on the Bandini case.
It's usual to let the prosecutor lead off at these meetings, and he gave me the usual stuff about how bulletproof his case was, and how I might as well plead my client guilty and save the taxpayers money. I asked what I would get in return, and we danced around that for a while. I hadn't been practicing long, but I could already do this part in my sleep. I spent the time polishing what I would say about the real business of the meeting.
I wanted to postpone Bandini's trial while we went after his bosses. I built a case including the attack on Talbot, which any attorney should hate regardless of which side they were on. I said all we had to do was get something on one of Bandini's bosses, and then Bandini would testify himself. Once the bosses were settled, we could let the small fry go free. I was going pretty well when he interrupted me.
"No."
"What?"
"No. McCoy put the same thing to me, and it's no deal."
"Why? Nailing a big boss like that would make your career. Heck, I'd even help you do it, and I'm a defense attorney. What's the problem? You aren't afraid, are you?"
"No, Ms. Brookes, that's not it, although it would make sense if I were afraid: I don't know where McCoy, and now you, get off thinking you're a match for these people. You're not. There are two reasons my answer is no.
"First, this case will make my career as it is, and it's a slam dunk. You either plead him guilty to all the charges, or you get trounced in court. This is the surest thing I'll ever have. I'm not giving it up. Second, my boss told me not to."
"What? But why? I thought he was trying to make a reputation as a big mob fighter so he could run for Congress."
Devin looked thoughtful for a moment. "McCoy asked me the same thing, and I'm still not sure why, and yes, I do know Bandini's bosses are throwing him under the bus for some reason. But," he became brisk again, "that isn't important. What matters is he gave me my orders, and told me it's as much as my job is worth to disobey them. So I said 'yes, sir' and 'one mobster conviction coming right up, sir'."
There didn't seem to be much to say after that. There wasn't anything more I could do without the paperwork, so I went back to my office and gave thanks for a door I could close. I hate cubicles.
The interview with my client went even worse than the meeting with Devin. He knew he'd been set up, he'd been paid to do what he did, but he wouldn't say anything else. I threatened, I cajoled, I told him nailing his bosses was the only hope we had of getting him off, and all he did was ask me how long his sentence was going to be. It was the most frustrating experience of my life. Even Talbot at his worst hadn't been this bad. Or, maybe he had, but I didn't look at it the same way anymore.
I was running out of options. It finally occurred to me to find out who had been investigating Talbot's beating, and see if they'd come up with anything. I did, and it was the guy whose name Mr. Tate had given me. At least I thought it was. The first name was Joe, and the last name was long and sounded like a Polish sneeze. That was close enough for me. Reluctantly, I decided to call him.
I've never liked cops. It's not a race thing; I don't like black cops either. People who go out and get a job where they tell other people what to do just rub me the wrong way. I haven't had any terrible experiences with cops, like some people I know. In the experience I've had, they either do the wrong thing, or try to do the right thing and screw it up, or show up too late to do anything at all. I don't like cops.
I knew what this Polish Joe character looked like before I even dialed the phone. Balding, short, fat, out of shape, double chinned, disgusting man-boobs making dents in his too-tight shirt, and narrow squinty little eyes focused on my tits. I shuddered as I dialed the phone.
"Yeah?" The voice's owner clearly wished I would go away.
"Mr... um, Prize-blow-..."
"Yeah, who's callin'?" I introduced myself, told him Mr. Tate had referred me, and that I had taken on the Bandini case. The only response was low, heavy, slightly asthmatic breathing. Oh, crap, a perv on top of it all, I shuddered. I was trying to decide whether to repeat myself, ask if he was okay, or just hang up.
"Why?" It felt like the query was shot from a gun.
"What?" I reacted.
"Why. Why - would - you - take - that - case?" He acted as if he was talking to an infant with water on the brain. I began to explain about the firm wanting to polish its image, my wanting to do some pro bono work.
"Bullcrap. You get one more chance 'cause you're a babe. Why?" The statement snapped like a whip. With a passing thought that this guy would be murder in an interrogation room, I decided to tell him the truth, or most of it.
"You know Talbot McCoy, the PD who was on the case? He and I went to school together, and my dad was his football coach, so we've known each other forever. Well, for a long time, anyway. It just seemed like I should do it." More silence. I hated myself for feeling, and sounding, so insecure.
"All right, fair enough. We'll talk." He gave me a time the next day, and complicated directions to a secluded place in a public park. "Got that?" He hung up before I could answer.
I was proud of myself for arriving exactly on time, and for dressing down: my professional clothes would be out of place here. He arrived at exactly the same time from another direction. He looked exactly as I imagined, except his eyes were constantly in motion, and hardly ever on me.
"We have five minutes. I talk, you listen. If Bandini is anywhere but jail now and for the next few years, he's a dead man. That's why he won't squeal or cooperate with you. He wants to be convicted. Your only hope of getting to the guys behind him is through the attack on McCoy. I'm working on that, but it's slow going. Witnesses to this kind of thing have a habit of turning up dead.
"I'm going to arrange protection for you. You'll give me your address and a phone where I can reach you. I'll handle it from there. Don't get that high and mighty look with me, or I turn around and walk away and you take your chances. You've been visiting McCoy at the same time every day. Stop doing that. Change it up. Don't be predictable.
"If I get something, I'll call you on the phone you used last night. If you get something, call me on the number Tate gave you. Only use the phone to set something up, not for other stuff. Questions?"
"Thank you, Mr. Priz-bile-..."
"You'll never get it right, you ain't Polish. Just call me Jopie."
"Wait, what?"
He sighed. "Jopie. You know, Joe P. Got it?"
I got it. I gave him the address of my apartment. I tried to thank him, but realized I was talking to his back and gave up. I slumped down on a bench to think for a while. I never thought I would meet a competent cop. Now I had: if this 'Jopie' didn't know what he was doing, I was a blonde. I was aware that I was entering another world. Jopie's and Bandini's world. The partners at my law firm, Devin Williams, and even Talbot didn't know it existed, not really. The 'shadow world' thing was supposed to make me afraid. Well, good luck with that, I thought. I squared my shoulders and went to see Talbot.
I thought Talbot's color looked better today. Maybe that was just wishful thinking. He was still almost completely covered with wraps, casts, bandages and so on. He did look like he was glad to see me. Monica was there, so I couldn't get too personal. I just filled him in on the news. I told him that I'd struck out with the DA on the Bandini case, just as he had. I thought Monica gave me a funny look when I said that, but I could have been imagining that, too.
I couldn't stay long. Seeing him helpless and hurting like that, and seeing him look lovingly at another woman was tearing my heart out. I couldn't let him see that, of course, so I just smiled at him as hard as I could, told him to get better and left.
I paused at the end of the hallway to collect myself. I'm not a crier. When I get hurt, I don't weep. I get even, and more if I can, and I was fighting mad. Whoever did that to Talbot, no, whoever ordered that to be done to Talbot, was going to wish they hadn't, if it was the last thing I did.
Before I could turn and stride away there were quick footsteps behind me and a light hand on my shoulder. I spun on my heel to see Monica. She handed me a card. "Don't read it here," she whispered. She turned and was gone.
At home that evening, I pulled out the card Monica had given me. "Monica Bennet, CPA, Audit Division, Latham & Revere, Investment Bankers." There was a downtown address and a phone number. On the back was written, "Please call," and a different phone number. It must have been her personal cell; the area code was out of state. I was pretty sure she wanted to talk about Talbot. That was the last thing I wanted, but the 'please' was underlined twice, so I shrugged and dialed the number.
Monica wasted no time on pleasantries. We needed to talk; it couldn't be at her place or mine, or at either of our offices. She proposed a conference room at the public library, the next afternoon. I agreed, and she hung up. That was odd, I thought. What could she say about Talbot that had to be so hush-hush?
I was punctual to the minute. Monica ushered me into the room, dimmed the lights, and started a movie playing on the computer. Finally, we shook hands and she thanked me for coming. She talked so low I could barely hear her over the movie.
She had been hired almost straight out of business school into the audit division of Latham & Revere, which she described as the biggest investment bank that no one had ever heard of. A few months ago, she had run across some well-hidden transactions that looked suspiciously like money laundering. She traced them, and after a lot of winding and doubling back, one of those transactions ended in a payment to Goldblum, Perry, and Tate for legal fees relating to one Sam Bandini.
"There were rumors at our place about that, too. Why didn't you tell Talbot?"
"I was going to," she answered, "but that was the night he was attacked. Do you think there's a connection?"
"Hell, I don't know." I knew someone who would, though. "There's a guy who's helping me with the case. Let me put it to him and see what he says."
"Thank you, Livingston." She paused, and blushed a little. I knew what was coming next, or thought I did.



"You love him, don't you?" No, that's not what I expected. While I goggled at her and spluttered, she smiled this serene smile at me.
"It's okay. He talked about you a lot, you know. He always said you loved him, and you'd figure it out someday. I guess now you have." She looked away from me, and collected herself. When she turned back toward me, she was friendly, but all business.
"I'm so glad to have met you, Livingston. I'm glad to think we'll be working together on this, and Talbot will be pleased, too."
"I'll pass along your information and tell you what my contact says. I'm sure he'll be interested. I'll be in touch," I said.
"Thanks again, Livingston. I'll look forward to hearing from you." It was a standard professional sentence, but I could see that she really meant it, and not just for the case. Damn it, why do the people I try to hate always like me?
We stood, shook hands (no, Talbot's girlfriend was NOT going to get a hug from me, no matter how smart and beautiful and kind she was) and parted. Shake hands, come out fighting, and may the best girl win, I thought, as long as it's me.
I was pretty sure Jopie would be interested in Monica's news, but he called me before I had a chance to call him. We met in a squalid little interrogation room at the jail where Bandini was being held.
"Why here? Don't you guys record every conversation that goes on in here, whether you tell the sucker or not?"
"Yeah. That's how I can make sure this one isn't recorded." Well, I guess that made sense.
Jopie had found a witness who saw the car from which Talbot had been dumped on the courthouse steps. He traced the car back to a guy named Silvio, who was some kind of boss in the same outfit as Bandini. Jopie had one of his guys take what he called an unobtrusive little look at the inside of the car. It had been cleaned recently, but they had missed a spot. A blood spot that matched Talbot's.
I was ecstatic. We were finally getting somewhere! Jopie set me straight.
"For a hotshot lawyer you're pretty dumb. If Silvio were your client, you'd tear that to rags, wouldn't you?" I had to admit he was right.
"Listen to me. This ain't some football game where you cheer for every first down. Every time you think you're getting somewhere, you stop and look around, cause all you've done is increase the odds they're gonna do something nasty to you. Believe me, I know." He looked away to hide the sudden pain in his eyes, and then glared at me.
"The only time you get to cheer is when they're dead. And even then, you better be looking out for their replacement, 'cause they're sure as hell looking out for you."
I felt like a scolded kindergartener, but I knew he was right. Then I remembered Monica's message.
"You remember my firm defended Bandini last time, and some people thought there was some funny business about how we were paid? This accountant, Monica Bennet, traced the payments. She thinks they were laundered."
"Monica Bennet? Who's she? How'd she meet you?"
"She's an accountant at this investment bank. I met her ... well, I met her in Talbot's room."
"She his girlfriend?" I couldn't bring myself to say it; I just nodded. For a moment, I thought I saw a flash of pity in Jopie's eyes. I must have imagined it.
"What firm?"
"Latham & Revere."
"Oh, shit."
"What?"
"Shut up, I'm thinking." Which he did for a few long minutes.
"How long has she been there?"
"I don't know, about a year, maybe."
"She blonde?"
"Yes, how did you..."
"Shut up." I did.
"All right, what neither of you know is that Latham & Revere," he pronounced the name with undisguised bitterness, "is a wholly owned subsidiary of our buddy Silvio's crew. They thought they were hiring a dumb blonde who would say the right things to the Feds and not ask questions. She's on their radar twice: at L&R and for being McCoy's girlfriend. You tell her... no, wait, when she calls you, tell her to keep her head way, way down. I'll try to arrange some protection for her, but I can't do anything inside L&R." He thought another minute.
"What do you think of her, Brookes?" He saw the look on my face. "No, not that. Has she got brains? Courage?"
"Brains, definitely. Courage? Don't know yet."
"Fair enough. Stay in touch with her if you can do it quietly. Don't talk with her about anything in McCoy's hospital room. Act like... like normal women. Hell, I don't know. Just remember his room, and probably his entire floor, are monitored. Okay?"
I told him how we'd met at the library; he approved. I felt an irrational glow at having done something that pleased him.
Monica called me two days later. We met at the student union at the local college. She was good: you'd have thought we were a young prof and an underclassman discussing research.
I passed along Jopie's concern. "I'd been wondering about that," she nodded. "It fits with what I've found so far."
"I haven't traced any payments all the way back; I don't think I can do that without asking questions. I've seen enough to know it's definitely money laundering, and I have six names of people I know are in the chain." She handed me a piece of paper. I read it, or tried to read it.
"What is this, some kind of code?"
She smiled. "Sort of. I wanted to make it a little harder for them to figure out what I'm up to, so all my notes are in old church Slavonic. My great grandfather was an Orthodox monk, if you must know. Here, I'll transliterate them for you." She quickly wrote the six names in good old ordinary American.
I had to admit, that was smart.
"There's one more thing. Two of the payments I've traced ended up in politics. Our crime-fighting DA is running his campaign with money funneled through L&R."
I told Jopie about it the next day. His reaction surprised me.
"Well, that's that," he said philosophically.
"What?" I seemed to say that a lot around him.
"The attack on McCoy will never be prosecuted now," he explained. "I'll never go for the small fry, unless I can make them sing, and the DA won't touch Silvio."
"What do we do now?" Jopie thought for a moment.
"How are you with RICO?" RICO is the Federal Racketeer Influenced and Corrupt Organizations act, a sort of hate crimes act against mobsters. I told him I hadn't studied it in a few years, but it wouldn't take me long to get it back under my fingers.
"Here's what we do. You and Bennet are going to build the money laundering case. You know the law; you tell her what financial stuff you need. She gets it for you, and you pass it to me. I'll take care of chain of custody and all that."
"Why can't she meet directly with you?"
"We want her to survive." He paused and let me think about it. "Strike one, they're keeping their eye on everyone in internal audit who they think might be honest. Strike two, she's McCoy's girlfriend. Meeting me would be strike three, and she's out. Understood?" I nodded.
"Anything you need that isn't about the money, contact me. When we've got enough, we'll wrap it all up in a nice neat package and put a pretty little bow on it, and drop it on the Federal Prosecutor's doorstep in the middle of the night, and walk away."
"Why do we walk away?"
"We get off their radar, or rather you and Bennet do, and we all live longer. Especially her." He thought a moment.
"One more thing. Tomorrow, you go talk to the ADA, and you open a nice long complicated negotiation about how you're going to plead Bandini."
"WHAT? Why would I do that?"
"Brookes, please try to get this. You're on these people's radar now, just like I am, just like Bennet is. This is not a good thing. You can't get off it as long as you're on the Bandini case. So you try to act like you're not going to cause them any trouble, and you hope they believe it and ignore you."
He stood up. "Follow me, there's some stuff you'll want in my desk."
I followed him to a dark corner of the squad room. It made Talbot's cubicle in the PD's office look like a partner's office by comparison.
"Hey, don't turn up your dainty little nose. I worked fifteen years to get this corner office." Well, he was right, it was in a corner. That's about all that could be said for it.
I looked around while he pulled files out of a drawer. There was one picture on his desk, of a younger Jopie with a stunning dark-haired woman, slightly taller than he was.
"Who's that?" I asked, when he had finished pulling files.
"My ex." He spoke bitterly. If he was still that upset at her, why was her picture on his desk?
"I'm sorry."
"Yeah." He turned from me and busied himself with the files. Realizing he'd been rude, he pointed me to a chair, and sat down. He didn't look at me; he told his story without emotion, staring off into the distance like a middle-schooler reciting in class.
"Silvio came to my house one afternoon. He knew I wouldn't be there. He just knocked on the door. She opened it a little, he forced his way in. He brought three guys. Two to hold her, one to run the video camera. She was terrified, begging and pleading with him not to hurt her.
"'No, I won't hurt you this time,' he said with this smarmy grin. 'This ain't about you. It's about your husband. I have a message for him.' He pulled out a knife. Silvio loves knives. Slowly, deliberately, he proceeded to cut every stitch of clothing off her body. One button at a time. He never touched her, and didn't touch her clothes except with the knife. It took more than ten minutes. When he finished, she was just standing there quivering while the two goons held her up.
"He took his knife, put it between her breasts. The point just touching the skin. 'Message time,' he says. He cut the letter S right into the skin between her breasts. Not deep, barely enough to draw blood, and leave a scar."
I shuddered. "Jesus, Jopie, I'm so sorry."
He shrugged. "He examined his handiwork and put his knife away. She was about to faint. 'Don't forget to give hubby my message,' he said. She did faint then; the goons laid her down on the floor. 'On second thought,' he said turning to the camera, 'I'll deliver it myself.'"
"The recording was delivered to me right here, in the squad room. Of course, I went straight home, and took her to the ER. Two weeks later, I came home to a note. She had left; she couldn't handle the danger. She loved me and respected me and wished me well, but she couldn't handle... and I couldn't protect her..." He stopped. I saw his shoulders shaking.
I couldn't help it. I put my arms around him and pulled him into me, and he cried into my shoulder. I meant to kiss the top of his head; I swear that's all I meant, like my Dad does to me. The next thing I knew, we were kissing. For real. Deep tongue, the whole works. He kissed my eyes, he kissed my chin, he nibbled on my lips, and he even kissed my nose. I was no less voracious than he was. My pulse raced, my breathing was shallow, I could feel my nipples erecting, trying to push their way toward him through the fabric of my bra. My hands were behind his head, running through what little hair he had, caressing him; I didn't remember telling them to do that. I could smell my arousal. His fingers were buried in my hair as his strong hands held me in place while he ravished my face. Time stopped.
He pushed my face away from his, ever so gently. "Thank you," was all he said. I couldn't speak. My legs had turned to jelly and my heart was still galloping madly; I had to use my hands on his desk to push myself up. I nodded at him, and set off on wobbly legs for the exit sign. I forgot about the files.
It was one confused girl who came home to my apartment that night. The idea that I loved Talbot was taking some getting used to, but I was making progress. Then there was Monica. She loved Talbot, that was clear, and she was worthy of him, too. I was the competition she never wanted. Why did she like me, and why, as hard as I tried to hate her, couldn't I? I know Mom said I couldn't hate her, but she's Mom; she's supposed to say things like that. What if she was right, though? What became of the protective covering that the scared little girl who still sometimes lived in my skin so desperately needed? "Just be yourself," Mom had said. How did I even do that? I got nowhere with that, so I found something else to think about.
"Something else" was worse. I had kissed a cop. I mean, really kissed him. While I was in love with Talbot. I didn't even have the excuse that he was good looking, or charming, or anything. How on earth had that happened? I didn't love Jopie. I wasn't sure I even liked him. In so many ways, he was the stereotypical cop I'd always hated. Something about him connected with me, though. It went deeper than his story, horrible as that was. I began to think he lived inside a hard shell just like I did, and my trivial question about a picture on his desk had gotten through his shell and revealed his profound loneliness. Whatever it was, I knew, and I knew he knew, he could have had a lot more from me than he took. I was ready to do something we'd both have regretted; he, this stereotypical Polish Joe of a cop, had the self-control to stop before it could happen.
My brain ached. I'm not good at introspection, and I avoid it whenever I can, but the day's events seemed to leave me no choice. I was just thinking that I could do without any more days like this, when the doorbell rang. I was surprised to notice it was almost 10 pm. I looked out the peephole to see a uniformed police officer holding up his ID. I opened the door, leaving the chain on.
"Ms. Livingston Brookes?"
The guy looked about 16; I found myself wondering if he'd started shaving yet. The ID was genuine, though, so I said "Yes?"
He handed me a small plain envelope with my name handwritten on it. Then he reached down and picked up a slender glass vase containing a single flower: the most beautiful white rose I'd ever seen. He handed it to me.
"You have been served." My jaw fell open. Mr. Junior Officer smiled and winked at me, then closed my door for me.
I tore open the envelope.
"Livingston," I read.
"Thank you. You will never know how much I needed what you gave me. Be assured it will never be repeated, but will be treasured and gratefully remembered for the rest of my life." It was signed with his full name: Joseph Przybylowicz. My eyes began to sting with tears. That settled it. I needed my mother.
I could tell she had been asleep, but she never said a word of reproach. She's like that. I told her everything: Talbot, Monica, Jopie, the whole mess.
"What do I do now?" I wailed.
"You do exactly what we talked about. Be yourself." I thought about that for a moment.
"How?"
I heard Mom's familiar chuckle. "You'll know. Don't over-think it, Livingston. You're an amazing, wonderful person. Your Dad and I have known that since you were three, and that scared little girl bravely walked across that room into our arms. Now, everyone who gets to know you falls in love with you. One of these days, you'll realize that." She had that "Mama knows" tone in her voice. She always did know, too. Have I mentioned she's awesome?
"Mom, what does a single white rose mean?"
"It means innocence, Livingston." I tried to think about that, but my brain had closed down for the time being, and we said goodnight.
I decided to take my medicine first thing next morning. I went to the DA's office, requested a meeting with Mr. Devin Williams, and prepared to plead my client, but take my own sweet time doing it. I understood the objective: string them along, make them think I wasn't a threat, until we were ready to drop an anvil on their head, figuratively, of course. When I thought about what they'd done to Talbot and Jopie, though, I wouldn't have minded someone doing it literally. That didn't make the smug expression on Mr. Williams' face, or his remark about my coming to my senses, easier to take.
I called Jopie and asked to see him, partly because I wanted some good news and hoped he had some, and partly to reconnect with him after the day before. I struck out on both counts. The hard shell was back in place; yesterday might as well not have happened. He didn't have any good news, and he was sore about that, too. When our brief conference ended, I wasn't sure whether to cry or tell him off. Usually when we finished, he just turned his back and walked away. Today he looked at me a little funny, and held out his hand. Grumpily, I shook his hand, and then he stalked off. Something was in my hand: a single rose petal, slightly crumpled, but pure white. I understood.
They finally began to peel off the bandages and whatnot from Talbot. His jaw was still wired, so it was still hard to understand him, but he had more stamina now, and better control over his lips and tongue. I visited him every day, being sure to vary my times as Jopie had told me. Sometimes, Mom or Dad, or both, came with me. We couldn't stay long, because he still tired easily. The doctors told us that his body needed all its energy to rebuild muscle and heal bones; they were very pleased that he was sleeping 16-20 hours a day. We didn't talk about the case.
I didn't talk much about my discovery that I loved him, either. The doctors told us to avoid upsetting him, and besides, I had no idea how one did this sort of thing. "I've hated you for twelve years, but I didn't really, I was only acting that way, I really love you?" Not so much. I couldn't help giving him little affectionate touches from time to time, though, and even drugged up as he was, I knew he was starting to figure some things out.
Mom and Dad were there with me when they removed the bandages from the top part of his head. You remember he'd had this mop of curly hair just like mine, only shorter? Not anymore. They'd shaved it all, and now he only had stubble. I cried inside. Talbot saw it and looked sad, so I went over and kissed the top of his head, and ran my hand over his stubble. He liked that, so I did it every time I said goodbye to him, except when Monica was there.
Mom and Dad met Monica when she happened to come in while we were there. She was varying her visit times, too, after I passed along Jopie's message. They were both impressed with her. After we got home, I asked them what they thought of her. Dad didn't say anything, but I was pretty sure I knew what he thought anyway. Mom didn't disappoint me.
"She's a wonderful girl, Livingston. I'm so glad you have her for a friend. You've never really had a best friend, you know, and she's absolutely perfect for you." She paused, just to tease me, I think. She knew that's not what I wanted to know. Well, it was, but it wasn't, if you know what I mean.
"She loves Talbot, but she knows now that it's over, or almost over, between them. She knows long term that you're his girl. The wonderful thing is, she's happy for you."
"How can she do that? Why doesn't she hate me?"
"Part of it is how much she likes you. Mostly, though, she loves him, so she wants what's best for him, and she knows that's you."
Monica and I were meeting three or four times a week. Working with her was amazing. RICO is pretty complex, but I never had to explain anything to her more than once. She always brought me all the information I asked for, never said anything about it being hard or getting her in trouble, and had good ideas on her own. I never asked how she did it, and Jopie told me I didn't want to know anyway, but I could tell he was pleased with how things were going.
The more we worked together, the better I liked her. She was straight as an arrow, and had no more back down in her than I did. She was nowhere close to as strong as I was, physically, and didn't get angry as easily, but I wouldn't have wanted to fight her over something she cared about. There wasn't a dishonest bone in her body; she couldn't even lie about what she and Talbot had gotten up to before the attack. I liked prodding her to talk about Talbot, and it was fun watching her blush. She got me back, though, by repeating things Talbot had told her about me.



After one of our meetings, I was startled to realize that Monica was probably the best friend I'd ever had in my life. I hadn't had a close girlfriend growing up, and this brilliant, beautiful, kind and honest blonde girl had made it obvious she thought I hung the moon. She was well on her way to becoming the sister I'd never had. When this was over and we could relax, we were going to have some great times together.
I had started to think of us as the Three Musketeers, battling Evil in our somewhat unorthodox way. I was spending ten to twelve hours a day putting together what we knew, figuring out what we needed next, and documenting everything for an airtight case against Silvio. Once a week, I turned myself into Silvio's defense attorney, and tried to find the holes in our case. My hatred for him hadn't abated a bit, but instead of a hot rage, I was coldly calculating, as Jopie taught me. Every now and then, I met with Devin Williams, just to keep him interested and show our foes I was playing nice. Jopie came through with physical evidence, catalogued everything, and documented the chain of custody. I had mostly stopped telling Monica specific things we needed: she knew the law now, and knew L&R's (we'd taken to calling them "Lousy & Rotten" between ourselves) finances like the back of her hand, so I trusted her to bring me what I needed.
I was meeting with Jopie late one afternoon. The case was almost finished: I was going to meet with Monica that evening, and if she came through as usual, I thought we would have everything we needed. I would turn defense attorney one more time, then go through everything once more with Jopie. If everything passed, we would give the Federal Prosecutor the best Christmas present of his life. We were discussing how to package and deliver it, when my phone rang. It was Monica, canceling our meeting. I didn't think much about it, until I told Jopie and saw the look on his face.
"Why?" The query snapped at me.
"She didn't say. Why, do you think something's wrong?"
"Yeah, Brookes, I always think something's wrong. That's why I'm still alive. Has she canceled on you before?"
She hadn't. As I thought about it, I began to be nervous as well. I knew her well, now, and I knew she had courage. I knew she hated Silvio as much as Jopie and I did. She knew how close we were to the finish line, and she wouldn't cancel without a good reason. Jopie told me to go home, and he'd try to find out what might be going on. I looked into his eyes; I saw the same worry and determination that I felt myself.
I had just gotten home when Monica called again. She had been asked to stay after closing to meet with one of the partners, and something didn't seem right to her. She was about to say something else when she whispered, "Someone's coming," and hung up.
This was serious. Monica knew who we were up against, and didn't scare easily. I was out of my apartment, into my car, and on my way downtown in about 90 seconds. I drive a hybrid. Now you might not think I'd get there very quickly, driving a hybrid, but you'd be very wrong. When you graduate at the top of your class from a top-ten law school, firms are falling all over themselves to recruit you. I got a huge bonus when I joined the firm. You probably wouldn't believe how huge if I told you. Well, it's none of your business. Anyway, I wanted to own a Porsche since I was old enough to know what a car was. I was one of the 297 lucky people in the US to get a 918, Spyder. It's powered by a 4.6 liter V8 that makes 608 horsepower. The hybrid part is two electric motors that give it an additional 279 horsepower. I can go from zero to sixty in two and a half seconds and I didn't stop at sixty. I called Jopie as I drove. "Trouble, L&R," was all I said. He was even briefer: "Yup."
I didn't get pulled over as I pulled every stop out, flying around corners and throwing myself into every turn. I parked in the block behind the main entrance of Latham & Revere and jumped out of my car. I saw no one as I made my way around to the front of the building.
They weren't being subtle. Four, no, five men in almost identical suits emerged from the front door, surrounding Monica. She was limping on one of her high heels. She didn't see me. Accidentally or on purpose, the other shoe buckled under her and was left on the ground. There was a break in the circle of thugs as they reacted.
"Run, Monica!" Our eyes met as she dashed toward me through the small break. She was about twenty yards from me when she stumbled slightly in her bare feet on the sidewalk. She didn't fall, but it slowed her enough for a couple of the goons to catch up to her. She screamed as they swept her legs out from under her and swung her up into the air. As they carried her away from me, the other three caught up.
My part was obvious: create enough havoc that they couldn't get away with Monica before Jopie and the cavalry showed up. My pleasure, thought I. I picked the goon on the end who was fumbling for some kind of weapon, led with my shoulder, hit him going full speed, and drove him into the ground. It was a textbook tackle, just like Dad taught me. His head made a sort of crunchy-squishy sound as it hit the pavement; I didn't think I'd have to worry about him anymore. I popped up, ready for more mayhem. Goon number two was turning around to face me. I remembered watching a football game on television with Dad, and seeing him cringe when it looked like one player intentionally took out another player's knee. He called the guy the dirtiest player in football. I'd practiced that move a few times. It's called a leg whip. I went down on my butt, got one leg in front of his and rolled, kicking him with everything I had in the knee. Nasty sounds happened in that knee and he went down. I kicked the knee again with my heel, and he was curled up in a ball. I made it to my feet, just in time to be caught from behind in a chokehold. Dad had demonstrated what I should do in that situation: head butt the guy in the face with the back of your head, as hard as you can. I went and did likewise, smiting them hip and thigh and two in the balls. The second thug I kicked in the balls crumpled. He was stronger than I thought, and as he went down, he got an elbow around my neck and took me down with him. I'm strong, too, though, and I head butted him until I got a clear shot at his balls. I took it, and jumped free.
I saw a half dozen guys come around the corner of the building, running full tilt for us. The cavalry. Stupidly, I waved and called to them instead of keeping my guard up. I felt a searing pain in my lower back and something crashed into the side of my head. Darkness filled my vision, and as they say, I took no further part in the proceedings.
I didn't know what was happening to me. There were flashes of strobe like intensity, like an old fashioned film, starting and stopping. I had brief glimpses of a bank of lights over me and people in blue masks bending over me. I saw Dad and Mom, sitting in chairs across the room, Mom's face glittering with tears, Dad's arm around her. I even thought I saw Talbot, his face etched with concern and imagined his lips on my forehead. The flashes began to last longer, and things finally began to swim back into focus. I tried to sit up, but some idiot had put a cloth belt across me. One of my arms was in a cast and the other was strapped to the bed with a bunch of tubes running into it.
I looked around as best I could. There was another bed in the room. It was occupied, but I couldn't make out who was in it. There were too many machines in the way and the person appeared to have as many tubes and wires attached to them as I did. Mom was sitting in the chair I had the memory of from before. Her eyes were closed and she looked drawn and worn. My beautiful little mother, sleeping in a chair in a hospital room nearly made me cry. I tried to say something, but all that came out was a hoarse croak. Her eyes snapped open and she leaped to her feet, hurrying to the side of my bed.
"Livingston, are you awake, sweetheart?" she asked, concern written in her warm brown eyes.
I croaked again. Well, this wasn't going as well as I'd hoped. My throat was as dry as a thousand year old mummy. "Drink!" I managed to gasp.
"No, you can't drink, baby," she said. "Here, suck on some of this ice."
She put a spoonful in my mouth from a Styrofoam cup, and I melted it on my parched tongue. The blessed coolness drizzled down my throat and I opened my mouth for more. She shoveled it in like I was a baby bird and I finally got a little relief.
"Mom, what happened?" I asked. "Where's Dad? Is Monica okay?"
"Yes, she's over there in the other bed," Mom nodded toward the festooned person. "Your father went to get something for us to eat and drink. He'll be back in a minute."
"How long have I been here?" I asked.
"Three days, honey," she said. "You talked to us a couple of times."
"What happened?" I asked her. "Why am I here?"
"You were stabbed, Livingston," she said. "You have a fractured skull and a broken arm. You're going to be okay, baby. You just need to get some rest and recover."
"What about Monica?" I asked.
"She's going to be okay, too," Mom said. "She just has some broken ribs, a concussion and some bruises and scrapes."
"Did the police get the guys that did this?" I asked.
"Yes, baby, but don't worry about that," she said. "That rude policeman has been here to see you several times. He's been talking to Monica. He's not as rude to her."
I wanted to laugh, but I had a terrible headache. "He's rude to everyone, Mom," I told her. "If he's rude to you, I'll punish him."
She gave a little chuckle. "He's a little afraid of your father."
"He should be," I said. "Mom, I'm really, really sleepy now. Would you mind..." I faded to black.
I slept for hours and days. Every time I woke up, I hurt, and the nurses would come and give me pain medication, which put me out again. I thought the cycle was never going to end. I don't know how many days that went on but finally I woke up and, although I still hurt, I didn't want any more drugs. I opened my eyes after a bit and Monica was sitting in the chair beside me.
"Hey, Wonder Woman," she said.
I had to laugh a little at that. "Wonder Woman is a white girl with giant tits," I told her. "I always pictured myself as a Selina Kyle."
She raised one immaculate eyebrow. The scrape over it ruined the look. "Cat Woman," I said.
She laughed. "Livingston, you can be any super heroine you want," she said. "You saved my life. You'll always be my hero."
"You doing okay?" I asked.
"I've been better," she said. "I'm getting out of here tomorrow. You're losing your roommate. You haven't exactly been a brilliant conversationalist, anyway."
She was funny! "What are you going to do?" I asked.
"I think they're going to make me disappear," she said.
"What about Talbot?" I asked. "Aren't you... don't you... he's in love with you."
She laughed. "What makes you think that?"
"Get real," I said. "I've seen the way he looks at you. He's crazy about you."
"No, he's crazy about you," she looked a little wistful.
"Why would he even look at me when he's got you?" I said. "I mean, look at you. You're the hottest, smartest, sweetest woman I've ever met. I'm about half in love with you, myself."
She laughed again. "Well, you should have seen him when we got to this room," she said. "I was awake and I saw it. He made the nurses bring him down in a wheelchair. He didn't even look at me. He got up out of that wheelchair and held you in his arms and sobbed his heart out." She smiled. "He just kept saying over and over again how sorry he was and that he's never going to let you go again. I practically had to scream at him to get him to even look at me. Then he just asked me all about what happened to you. I might as well have not been in the room."
I was stunned. I had been so sure they were in love and that I'd lost him. "Really?" my voice quavered quite a lot. I was not, not going to cry.
"Really," she said. A tear formed at the corners of those beautiful eyes. "I do love him, you know," she said. "He loves one of us, but it's not me. I'll never stand in the way of the love he has for you. He loved me as a fill-in, when he couldn't get you. He's loved you from the first day you met. I owe you my life, Livingston. Are you going to throw him away?"
I couldn't believe this woman! God, she made me feel like a wretch. I could feel my own eyes leaking. "No, Monica, I'm not. I don't know what to say. Do you know, I think I love you?"
Her breath caught in a sob and she was hugging me. "I love you, too," she said, her cheek against mine. "How could I not?"
"Monica... Monica... you're hurting my back." I hated to mention it, but it was excruciating!
She sat on the edge of my bed and cupped my cheek in her hand. "You're amazing," she said, laughing. "Here I am getting all mushy and your back is hurting."
"Yeah, well, getting stabbed in the back hasn't exactly been salubrious to my health," I said. She gasped and I hurried to correct the misapprehension. "Not you," I said. "Those assholes that were kidnapping you."
"Oh," she said. "Those. The guys you saved me from."
I took her hand and pressed it against my cheek. "Monica, don't disappear," I told her. "I need you. Stay here. You can stay with me. I'll hire 24-hour protection. All my life, I wanted a sister. My mother and father couldn't have children. That's why they adopted me. I always wanted them to adopt a sister for me, but they said I was enough for them. They wanted to lavish all their love on me. You could be my sister."
Tears were running down her cheeks again. "Livingston, there's nothing I'd like better, but I can't."
"Why not?" I asked.
"Don't you see?" she said. "I need my own life, Livingston. I can't be just an extension of yours. I'd see you and Talbot every day. I'd see how happy you were together and my soul would die a little every time I saw that."
"She's right, you know." I turned my head and Jopie was leaning against the doorjamb.
"What do you know?" I practically yelled at him. "You're a... a... man! You're a freaking policeman. You don't know shit!"
"I know she's right about this," he said, unperturbed at my emotion. "Look, you're a hell of a tough brave lady. I know that, you know that and Monica knows that. You don't have to keep proving it to everyone."
I wanted to curse at him, spit at him. "You don't know anything about me!" I snarled.
"Sure I do," his voice was gentle. "White roses, remember, Livingston?" I blushed and opened and closed my mouth several times. Nothing came out. "I know how hard you'd try," he said. "You'd kill yourself trying and you'd drive Talbot like a slave. No matter how hard you'd try, Monica would always feel like number two. She'd always be second fiddle. She's a hell of a woman, herself. Livingston, she deserves to be someone's number one. I've arranged for her to go somewhere, start her life over again. You've got to let her go."
"No, please, Monica," I was begging, unashamed and without remorse. "Don't go. We can make it work."
She leaned down and kissed me, her lips soft against mine. "I'm sorry, Livingston. I can't. Maybe in another life. Remember, don't sell yourself short. You're gorgeous; you're the most beautiful person I've ever met on the inside, too. Take care of Talbot."
She left me, holding out my hand with my face wet with my tears, Jopie in her wake. I got a tissue off my bedside table, dried my tears and blew my nose. I had just discarded the tissue when another voice spoke.
"Hello, pincushion," he said. "Been in any stabbings today?"
I sniffed. "No, not yet. Why? Was there someone you wanted stabbed? My knife is in my purse. Where is my purse?" I started to cry again.
He was beside me in a flash, pulling the pole with his IV on it behind him. His arms went under my head. He held it to his chest and whispered. "Don't cry, Livy. It's okay. I can't stand to see you cry. I've never seen you cry before."
"I'm not crying," I said. I sniffed. "Hand me a tissue, Talbot."
He got me one, but his left hand cupping my bandaged head never moved. I took the tissue and dabbed at my eyes. "It's okay to cry, sometimes," he said. "I've been crying, too. God, Livy, I thought I'd lost you and I never got a chance... I never... God, Livy, I love you so much and I thought you were going to die and I'd never get the chance to apologize and tell you I love you."
I dabbed at my eyes with the tissue. "Talbot, if you call me..."
He cut me off. "Take that tissue away from your face and hold still."
I dropped my hands. "Why?"
"Because I'm going to kiss you, now, Livy."
He did, and for the life of me, tied up to that bed like I was, I couldn't get away. I bowed to the forces of the universe and kissed him back. It went on for a long, long time, but something was wrong.
"Um, Talbot?" I murmured against his lips.
He pulled away a half an inch. "What?" he asked.
"You're pulling the bandage off my head," I told him.
A horrified look swept over his features and he jerked away. "Damn! I'm so sorry, Livy."
I grabbed him by his right ear. "Talbot!"
"Sorry, Livingston. If I don't tear off any bandages or hurt you, can I kiss you again?"
"No, I need to tell you something first," I said. "Sit down, Talbot."
He pulled the chair around and sat down where he could hold my hand. "Shoot," he said.
"Talbot, tell me why you've kept after me all these years."
He shrugged. "Easy," he said. "I've loved you since the day I met you."
I looked into those big brown eyes. "Me, too," I said.
A look of confusion passed over his face. "W... What?" he was stammering a little.
"Do you remember that first day when I started school with you?" I began. "I walked into art class and the only empty seat was at your table. You stood up and hugged me and introduced yourself to me. Do you remember?"
"How could I forget?" he asked. "You were the hottest girl I'd ever seen."
"That's the day I started falling in love with you," I told him. "You hugged me every day, no matter how many times I threatened you or told you to stop."
He looked at me, dumbfounded. "That can't be right," he said. "You hated me for years. I tried like hell to get you to like me but everything I did just pissed you off."
"That's what I wanted you to think," I said. "Talbot, you don't know me very well, because I never let you. I was afraid. You don't know what it was like for me. My birth mother didn't want me. She gave me to an orphanage. Talbot, I figured out some things recently. The reason I thought I hated you was that I was afraid of you. No, that's not right either. I was afraid of me. I have issues. I've always had trouble letting people get close to me. I've always been afraid that if I let people get close, they'd figure out what it was that was wrong with me, what made my birth mother give me away. I'm sorry, Talbot. It was never anything about you. It was me."
He looked at me for a long minute. "Livingston, that's the saddest thing I've ever heard," he said. "God damn! I can't imagine what it must have been like for you. I swear, that makes me love you more than ever. I just want to take that little girl in my arms and never let her go." His eyes twinkled. "The big one, too. Can I kiss you, now?"
He did. He obviously wanted to go farther than that, and I wanted just as badly to let him, but we both had so many wires and tubes and bandages it wasn't practical. So we practiced up on our kissing. We became very good at it, if I do say so myself.
I used to think that the world's fastest jungle telegraph and rumor mill was a girls' sleepover. I was wrong. It's a hospital. I was amazed how soon everyone from the stuffy pompous chief doctor down to the pimply-faced orderly knew that Talbot and I were in love. What's more, they all acted as if it was the best news they'd heard all month. It was beyond embarrassing. Talbot and I spent every moment we could together. We probably weren't supposed to, but the hospital staff seemed to turn a blind eye to us whenever we needed it. If I had to put up with a few knowing winks and smiles in return, hey, it was worth it.



Jopie visited me every day and kept me abreast of the case. The Federal prosecutor was handing down indictments right and left; I guess he liked our Christmas present. There was 24-hour protection on the hospital, even though Monica was gone and my name had been kept very quiet. I kept trying to get him to tell me where Monica was, and all he would do was look worried. Finally one day he put his head down close to my ear and told me.
"A guy who owes me some favors has been keeping an eye on L&R for me. He says there's some out-of-towners around there who've been asking some questions about how the Feds got all that accounting stuff. They don't care about saving Silvio's ass, but they're very interested in making sure it doesn't go any farther. They might trace it back to her; they might not, but since she was discharged from here, she might attract their attention, and they might come after her."
"What's she in, some sort of witness protection program?" I was frantic. If that was true, I had lost her forever.
"No, no, Livingston, nothing that bad. We just needed to get her out of sight for a while, until she falls off their radar."
"We? So you do know where she is?"
"Sort of. I know the first couple of stops on her way, anyway, and I heard yesterday she was safe. That's all I can tell you except she loves you." He touched my shoulder gently as he said it.
"Will I see her again?" I would not, would not, would not let him see me cry!
"Here? I doubt it. Maybe someday, after they're convinced neither of you is a threat, it will be safe for you to know where she is." We shared a hug, and he left. I suddenly noticed that he wasn't calling me 'Brookes' any more: I was Livingston now. Maybe Jopie's hard shell was opening a little, just as mine was.
Talbot was "visiting" me the next day when Jopie came by. Okay, so we were practicing kissing again and had barely gotten ourselves disentangled when he entered the room. Jopie was actually smiling, looking like a man without a care in the world who had just bowled a 300 game. (All Polish cops bowl, right?) I barely recognized him. It turned out poor old Silvio and a couple of his chief lieutenants had been unable to make bail. His bosses had cut off his money, and he was inside for the duration. They were doing to him exactly what he'd done to Bandini.
"Couldn't happen to a nicer guy, Mr. Przybylowicz," Talbot said, rolling it off his tongue as if he was half-Polish himself. I rolled my eyes at him in disgust.
"Nice try, McCoy, but it's Jopie to you."
"Ha!" I stuck my tongue out at Talbot.
"What do you mean, 'Ha'?"
"You're McCoy. I'm Livingston. And HE never calls me 'Livy'." I smiled at Jopie, who turned a gratifying shade of red, then I changed the subject.
"What do you suppose our friend Bandini thinks about all this?"
We discussed that for a while. Jopie still looked like the cat who ate the canary. He was just leaving when Mom and Dad came in. He walked right up to Mom.
"Mrs. Brookes, I owe you an apology." Mom's eyes widened a little. "I know I was rude to pretty much everyone here, and I'm sorry. I was afraid that Silvio might find a hole in our precautions and get to Livingston, and well," his smile faded and he stared at the floor, "I was worried and when I'm worried I'm rude. Ruder than normal. She can tell you." He waved a hand in my direction and fell silent. His ears were bright red and the flush extended halfway up his bare scalp.
Mom, as always, knew exactly what was going on. She smiled graciously at him. "Of course I understand, and I accept your apology. Thank you for looking out for my Livingston." She offered her hand to shake, then took Jopie's right hand in both of hers, and used it to pull him into a gentle hug. He turned even redder. I heard Talbot start to chuckle and I didn't dare look at him, or I'd have burst out laughing. That would not have been good for my stitches.
Jopie extricated himself and recovered some of his dignity by going over to Dad.
"Good to see you again, Coach." They shook hands and Jopie left the room. I didn't know it then, but it would be years before I saw Jopie again.
"Coach? What was that all about," I asked.
Dad chuckled. "Joe played for St. Thaddeus back when they had a football team. They were all like him: all the heart you could ask for, never give up for anything, and no size or speed whatsoever. We trounced them every year, but we respected them in the morning. I guess he hasn't changed much."
Finally, about a week later, Talbot and I were both down to just IVs. Mom and Dad had just left and I was sitting up in bed, drinking one of those stupid white sodas they insisted on giving me when Talbot came in, dragging his IV pole.
"Hey, sexy," he said.
I snorted. "Yeah, right. No makeup, my hair is a mess, and this gown has got to go, Talbot. I'm getting tired of showing my ass. I told Mom to bring some real pajamas tomorrow. How come you get pajamas and I don't?"
He laughed. "I bribed the nurses," he said. "I like you showing your ass. It's the most fantastic ass I've ever seen. Livingston, you don't need makeup and your hair looks as beautiful and messy as it always does." He came over and lowered the rail on my bed, took my Sprite out of my hand and sat on my bed. He was looking at me oddly and it was making me nervous. He scooted over a little and swung his legs up on my bed.
"Um, Talbot, what are you doing?" I asked.
"I'm getting ready to kiss you," he said. Well, that was okay, I guess.
He put his arm around me and pulled me up against him. That kiss was a scorcher and it just went on and on. I could feel his free hand as it moved down to my knee, slowly stroking up until he pushed the stupid hospital gown up to my thighs. I felt him pull the tie around my neck and it fell away, exposing my breasts. For some reason, my nipples were throbbing and as hard as nails.
"Talbot," I whispered. "Someone is going to come in here and this is going to be really embarrassing."
He laughed. "You have a very low opinion of my bribery skills," he said.
He kissed me again and I felt his hand sliding up over my belly until it cupped one breast. I moaned into his mouth. He left my lips and kissed his way down my neck until he could capture one nipple. I felt my pussy flood and he had me moaning and writhing under him.
"God you're beautiful, Livy," he murmured. "I've wanted to taste one of these little chocolate kisses again for 11 years. God, you have the most beautiful breasts!"
They aren't huge, but they do sit up nice and high and firm. I wanted him to stop talking and love them some more so I slid my hand into his pajamas. Oh, that was very nice! There was something big and hot and soft/hard in there! I'd had no idea! I wanted to see it, but he was sliding my gown down, his hand moving down to cup between my legs. I felt one big finger part my lips and sample the moisture leaking out of me. He used it to coat my clit and teased me until I was trembling and wild.
"Talbot... I want... I need..." I groaned.
He slid over me and I reached down to position him. He slid into me and I groaned again as he stretched me, filling me up with that incredible cock. God, it felt good. It had been a long time for me. I tried to bring my hand up from between us but something was wrong. Talbot winced and I felt something pulling on my hand. I glanced down and my IV tube was under his balls, pulling them up as I tried to raise my hand. He looked down and we both collapsed, laughing. That kind of threw off our groove, but we got going again.
I'm not at all promiscuous; Talbot was the fifth time I'd had sex, and he was driving me wild. It was sweet and slow, lots of kisses and whispers, and he must have told me "I love you, Livy," a thousand times. "I'm never letting you go," he breathed in my ear. I had never felt so secure and loved in my life. I was in the arms of the man I had loved nearly all my adult life. I had been brought back from Purgatory and this was Paradise. I was never going to let him go, either. I knew what I wanted; I wanted Talbot McCoy.
I could feel the tension starting to build and I was going to have a huge orgasm. I worried about tearing the staples out in my back and that broke my concentration enough that I became aware of an annoying beeping sound. I tried to ignore it and I pulled Talbot into me. The mood was slipping away, eroded by that infernal beeping as I pumped against him frantically. I came and it was sweet and the most romantic thing ever, but not that explosion I had felt building.
Talbot came and I could feel him pumping into me, filling me with his warmth and love. He kissed me passionately and we looked in each other's eyes. The beeping sound intruded. I looked at him and we burst out laughing.
"Is that you, or me?" I gasped. "One of us has a kink in our IV or something." We laughed for about five minutes.
"Well, it's not the romantic jazz I would have planned for our first time," he said. "Somehow, the sound of heavy machinery backing up just doesn't set the tone for me. God, I love you, Livy. There's no one else in the world that would laugh with me about something like that at that particular time."
I frowned at him. "Talbot!"
He kissed me. "Sorry, Livingston. I do love you, though. When we get out of here..."
"Yeah," I said. "I'm going to be ready for that soft jazz. Wine and candles, Talbot, I want to be romanced."
"Well, maybe we should call a nurse," he suggested. He pushed the call button.
I was horrified and began to wiggle frantically, trying to get him off me so I could tie my gown. He weighed a ton and he just kept me pinned. I snatched the covers over us as I heard the door open. Our nurse burst out laughing when she saw us. Was my face ever red! Well, sort of a brownish pink, actually, but you know what I mean.
I was the one beeping. The unfortunate scrotum lassoing incident had caused a kink in my line, and she quickly got it sorted out. I gave him a good pummeling once she left. "If you ever do anything like that again..." I threatened.
He didn't seem in the least intimidated. He was going to learn!
Talbot seemed a little down when he came to visit me the next day. "They're going to send me home tomorrow," he said.
"What's the matter with that? Don't you want to get out of here?"
"You won't be just down the hall any more. I can't just think, 'Oh, I want a kiss from Livy-ying-ston' and come down here and get one. What am I going to do?" Poor man, he really did look woebegone.
"Well, until last week, you went without for about nine years, and it didn't seem to bother you."
"That's how much you know."
"Well then, you'd better just get that face of yours over here and start stocking up on kisses." He did. I thought he was trying to wear my lips off. God, that man can kiss!
I was released a couple of days after Talbot. He came with Mom and Dad to take me home. My little apartment had never looked so good to me! I was supposed to take it easy and not go back to work for a week. Talbot had to go back to the PD's office the day after I was discharged, so I had a lot of time to myself.
As I've said before, I'm not a very introspective person, but those days I was home by myself, I couldn't help it. I mused about how I'd changed. Oh, you'd still recognize me: fiery, competitive, in-your-face, kick-your-ass if I have to, remember my name, Livingston Brookes. It seemed that the hard shell I'd used to fend people off and protect the scared little girl was showing some cracks.
It had to be some sort of cosmic justice, or maybe a cosmic joke. I'd always hated blondes and cops. Now, of course, the closest people in my life except for Mom, Dad, and Talbot, were a blonde and a cop. I wanted to make a name for myself as a defense attorney; the biggest triumph of my career so far was a prosecution for which somebody else would get the credit. Worst of all, I was head over heels in love with the guy I'd done my best to hate for twelve years. I mean, somebody up there must be laughing their ass off over all this.
After I'd thought about it for a minute, though, I had to laugh, too. I was happier than I'd ever been in my life. I'd always been happy with Mom and Dad, of course. Now I had Talbot, too, and Monica and even Jopie. I was sure we'd be together again, sooner or later: you can't break up the Three Musketeers that easily. Even if nobody else ever knew, I knew. I had used my talents and skills to help bring down the worst kind of scumbag out there: someone who hurt people for profit. That scared little girl could rest now, safe and sound, loved and wanted and secure, forever. She smiled.
The entire staff of Goldblum, Perry, and Tate, right down to the janitor, was there to welcome me on my first day back. It wasn't exactly rock star treatment, it was more personal, somehow, but it was definitely noisy. I remembered Mr. Tate saying that everyone there liked me and wished me well. It seemed like he was right.
Speaking of whom, there he was, beaming at me from the edge of the crowd, signaling that he wanted to see me in his office. I looked at the people hemming me in and shrugged my shoulders; he laughed and mouthed "Later" at me. It's a good thing I'm not short, I never would have seen him.
It was after eleven when I finally got to Mr. Tate's office. He stood and seated me, then closed his office door. He looked at me closely.
"Welcome back!" he said. "I'm glad to see you show no ill effects from your, ah, secondment." His eyes twinkled at me.
"Thank you, sir. I'm completely healthy and ready for anything."
His smile faded. "Anything is a big word, Livingston. I'm not sure any of us can say that." He paused. "However, that's a later discussion. There's something I need to show you first. Come around where you can see it."
I walked around to his side of the desk and looked at his monitor to see what he wanted me to see. It was a picture of Jopie and Monica! They didn't look intimate, but they were clearly happy and comfortable together, in spite of the fact that she was a good three inches taller than him. Jopie still had the relaxed, almost carefree look he'd had the last time I'd seen him.
"Well, of all the..." I didn't know just what to say. Mr. Tate laughed.
"No, I didn't expect it either. It seems Joseph's bosses thought he had done such a good job that he, too, should be sent away and kept out of sight. Someone needed to keep an eye on Monica, they'd gotten acquainted while you both were in the hospital, and there you have it." Mr. Tate smiled and motioned me back to my chair.
"Livingston, you probably know my old friend Joseph is not an easy man to impress. He's no fan of attorneys, either: I'm afraid we all have me to thank for that." He looked away from me sadly for a moment. "Anyway, you should know that a couple of days after you were, ah, hospitalized, he came in here raving about how smart and brave and strong you were, and if I let anything happen to you he'd deal with me personally. Then he got nose to nose with me and said you were worth more than any three other lawyers he'd ever met. Including, especially, me."
Of course, I was elated over the praise from Jopie; he certainly didn't hand out compliments lightly. I wasn't so sure about his telling my senior partner I was worth more than he was. Mr. Tate sighed and continued.
"You see, back in high school, Joseph and I were best friends, and we knew exactly what we were going to do. He would be the cop, I would be the prosecutor, and together we would clean out the baddies and make the place safe for moms and little kids. Sort of like 'Law and Order,' I guess. That's how we started out, too. Then, after a couple of years, we discovered the worst bad guy we had brought down was a third-offense drunk driver. I couldn't handle it, Livingston. I was going nowhere, I needed more money for my family, and the wicked were flourishing more than ever. I left the DA's office and joined Goldblum & Perry, and never looked back. Joseph called on me once, and told me what he thought of me. Ichabod, he called me. As you know, unlike me, he stuck it out."
I thought about Jopie. His best friend gave up the fight, then he lost his wife. No wonder he had that hard shell. I thought of our kiss: I was gladder than ever that I'd given it to him. "She deserves to be someone's number one," he'd said of Monica. Well, so did he.
Dad's words in the hospital room came back to me: "All the heart you could ask for, and wouldn't quit for anything." Mr. Tate looked at me oddly; I hadn't realized I'd spoken the words aloud.
"Sorry. My dad coached against his football team, and that's what he said about Jopie. Joseph, that is."
Mr. Tate nodded. "Yes, that's Joseph, all right. You see, what he was really telling me was that you are the lawyer he had hoped I would be. I think he's right."
Now I was completely confused. Livingston Brookes, crime-fighting DA? Not in a million years. Or, was I already halfway there?
Mr. Tate came back to the present. "I know your specialty is defense, Livingston, and you're very good at it. You're also all the things Joseph said you were. We want you here in the firm for the rest of your career. Now that you're back, I'll be meeting with the other partners to decide on an offer to you that we hope you'll find attractive. Meanwhile, if it's acceptable to you, you will report directly to me." His eye twinkled as he said it. It took a moment for me to remember that everyone who reported to Mr. Tate was a partner. I grinned at him.
"I take it we can regard that as settled, then?"
"Yes, sir." I said it with enthusiasm.
"Very well, then. Your secondment to the public defender's office is terminated effective immediately."
"WHAT?" After all of this, he was taking Bandini away from me? How could he?
"You needn't worry about Mr. Bandini. The firm will defend him. I am taking the case." He looked at me as if I should read more into what he said. After a moment, I got it.
I mentally took off my hat to my friend Jopie. You know the scene at the end of "Casablanca" where Laszlo tells Rick, "Welcome back to the fight; this time, our side will win?" That's what it was like. I stood up; Mr. Tate stood up; we shook hands.
"Jopie told me he had someone keeping an eye on L&R. I wouldn't happen to know that someone, would I?" I kept my voice low, as Jopie taught me. My new boss just met my eye, and shrugged.
I'd been back at work a couple of months. Talbot was going to propose that night. How did I know? Unlike me, he's completely straightforward and uncomplicated, and he can't keep a secret for anything. When we have kids, I'll have to do all the Christmas presents myself, because sure as a gun's iron, he'll spill the beans. I love him just as he is, and I'm sure I have enough complications for both of us.
Anyway, I thought this would be the night for a certain little white dress I'd been saving up for just such an occasion. It and slutty weren't in the same area code, but he wouldn't have to look twice to know what I had for him. It was exactly what I wanted.
I opened to Talbot's knock on my door, and smiled innocently at him as he gaped, goggled, stuttered, and all but drooled, all in a most gratifying way. I lifted his chin back into place with my finger, let him show me to his MG, then turned him to stone again as I got in and seated myself. Short skirt, low-slung car, and long legs: yes, I was taking advantage, but just ask him if he didn't love it!
He took me to this barbecue place. It had a huge open fire pit right down the middle that they cooked on. Their meats were as good as any I've had, and their sauces were to die for. They had them from every region: Kansas City, North Carolina, Georgia, all over. Fortunately for my white dress, they also had oversize thick cloth napkins. Talbot and I are both hearty meat eaters, and I tied one of those napkins around my neck and we set to.



We had nothing but bones in front of us and had just ordered dessert. It was time. He cleared his throat, whipped off his napkin, and knelt by my chair. People nearby were starting to notice, and nudge their neighbors and point.
Suddenly, a horrendously loud bell started clanging. It sounded like one of those old-fashioned fire alarms. At first, I thought Talbot had set it up to make it memorable, but that didn't make sense. He wouldn't have been able to keep the secret. Besides, he was looking just as confused as everyone else was.
"I'm sorry, ladies and gentlemen, but the fire has jumped the pit and we must evacuate." Our waiter was trying to shoo us out. I looked back and sure enough, one of the wooden decks next to the fire pit had caught fire. The cooks were setting up hoses while the waiters moved people toward the exits. They all looked as if they'd done it before and it was no big deal. We joined the mass exodus and headed for the car.
We sat in Talbot's MG and looked at each other, and suddenly started laughing. We laughed until we cried. Then Talbot pointed to the big white napkin that was still tied around my neck, and I used it to wipe the streak of barbecue sauce off his face, and we laughed some more. I guess people might have thought we were crazy; I didn't care. My man and I were together. Nothing else mattered. When I could stop laughing, I leaned over the stick shift, took his head between my hands, and gave him the works.
"What was that for, Livingston?" There was still sort of a pause after the 'Liv,' but he was trying. I just smiled at him. He got it. He smiled back at me, and drove us to my apartment. The little white dress didn't see a dance floor that night. That was okay; there would be other nights. Besides, the one person I was wearing it for had already appreciated it. I was ready for him to appreciate something else, now.
We washed up. I put the white napkin away carefully: I wanted it to show my grandchildren. Then Talbot McCoy knelt on the floor of my living room, produced a beautiful ring from his pocket, and asked me to marry him. I had toyed with the idea of teasing him, but looking into those big brown eyes, I just couldn't. I simply said, "Yes." He put the ring on my finger, and then swept me up in his arms. He held me like a baby as the kiss went on and on.
My eyes were heavy with lust, my nipples were aching and my panties were soaked. "I'm not sure I can walk," I told Talbot.
"Where do you want to be?" he asked.
"Bedroom," I said. He carried me in and stood me up at the foot of the bed. "Wait right here," I told him. He sat on the end of the bed and I went into my closet, selecting what I was looking for out of a box on my top shelf. I carried it into the bathroom, concealing it from him.
I stripped and put on the things from the box, looking at myself in the mirror. I thought he would like it. It was a satin and lace teddy, red, with a pair of matching red satin panties. The lace of the teddy cupped my breasts, a small thickening of the lace barely concealing my nipples. They engorged even more as I looked in the mirror. I thought he would enjoy this very much.
I opened the door quietly, leaning against the doorjamb, hip-shot and one arm bent over my head, half concealed in my hair. Talbot was looking at a small picture album off the nightstand by the bed. I cleared my throat softly and he looked up. His mouth opened and he croaked out some unintelligible sound. He licked his lips and tried again.
"My God, Livingston, you look... you look... Come here, you twilight goddess!"
He didn't wait, but met me about halfway across the room. He held me at arms' length and just looked at me. "You are a goddess," he breathed. I slowly raised my hands until they were cupping my breasts. "Are you just going to look, or do you want to taste?" I asked him.
"Oh, I want to taste, all right," he said. He raised my arms, turned my hands palms up and made a show of examining them.
"Um, Talbot..." I said.
"Just checking to make sure you aren't going to rope my nuts," he said.
By the time we finished laughing we had both collapsed on the bed, wiping the tears from our eyes. He rolled over, half on top of me, and he was deadly serious. "Livingston, I'll never be able to tell you how much I love you and how happy you've made me," he said.
My heart was a big gooey mass. "Show me," I whispered.
He leaned in and kissed me, his lips moving against mine, soft, and then firmer as they insisted on my response. My heart was open and I knew that this was my man and I would never let him go. That scared little girl inside me was enfolded in love and I belonged to Talbot. I opened up, he came in and I knew my life was never going to be the same. That shell vanished in a puff of smoke and there was only Talbot and Livingston.
My fingers fumbled at the buttons of his shirt and he helped me, shedding clothes until there was nothing between us but the lace and satin of my teddy. I was trembling, on the verge of crying, I was so overwhelmed by my emotion. His lips left mine and he kissed and nibbled down my neck, nibbling at my earlobes until I shivered and goose bumps covered me. He pushed back my mop of hair to gain better access and his lips on my neck were driving me wild. I had never felt so alive and he was claiming me, inch by slow inch. I belonged to him, and he belonged to me. When his lips reached the lace covering my breasts he continued to nuzzle me and took one nipple between his lips, using his teeth inside to squeeze it gently and then more firmly.
"Take it off," I whispered.
He nuzzled his way down the satin to the lace border, tickled my navel with his tongue, making me shiver again, and pushed the teddy up with his nose, his lips tracing a line of fire up my belly. I arched my back and he used his hands to push the back up. It hung for a moment at the stiffness of my nipples and then he was pushing it off and up over my head.
His eyes never left my face and as he moved back down I felt myself begin to tremble, waiting for the explosion of sensation when he reached my nipples. I was on fire with an agony of anticipation and he nibbled and kissed all around my nipples. I could feel my areolae crinkle and I was going crazy. He continued to tease me until I tangled my fingers in his perfect hair and thrust at him with my nipple. I was groaning with arousal and frustration.
When his lips closed around my little bullet I felt it, swelling inside me, as he tugged with his lips and laved it with his tongue. This was what I'd been waiting for all my life, this moment, this man, and I was where I belonged. When he kissed his way to its twin and scraped it with his teeth, I came, pulling his head close and moaning out my pleasure. He sucked it in and tremors exploded through me.
"Talbot, oh, God, Talbot!" I cried. "Jesus, baby, oh, my God!"
As the explosion passed, he continued to love my breasts and I ran my hands up and down his back. I pushed against him. "Let me..." I gasped.
He let me push him over and I repeated his journey, paying as much attention to his nipples as he did mine. He was smooth and powerful beneath my lips and fingers and I kissed my way down to his boxers, tugging at them until he raised his hips and let me pull them off. That beautiful cock sprang free and I captured it with my hand. He was uncircumcised, the first of those I'd ever had. I never really got a chance to get too personal in the hospital but I was going to now.
It was as hard as iron, but strangely soft at the same time. I pulled back his foreskin and gave the head a swipe with my tongue. He jumped and I giggled before swooping down to take him in my mouth. He groaned as my lips slid down. There was no way I was going to be able to take all of that. Maybe someday, with a lot of practice. I planned to get a lot of practice. I loved that cock. It was mine and I was establishing my claim.
I was a little tentative at first, but I quickly found out that he liked me running my tongue around the head while sucking up and down that fat shaft.
"Livingston... God, I'm not going to last... I'm going to cum, Livy!"
That was exactly what I wanted. I felt the head swell and the heavy sack tightened under my fingers. He groaned and I felt the heavy vein along the underside pulse. His hot milky cum spurted into my mouth and I tried to swallow it all. There was no way I could keep up.
I looked up at his face as I did my best and the look was indescribable. I couldn't believe the rush of power and emotion that swept over me. I nearly came again as I watched him, groaning out his pleasure as he emptied himself. I kept swiping the head with my tongue, sucking away like a baby until he pulled at my arms.
"Stop, Livingston! Too sensitive," he gasped. He pulled me up beside him and I lay my head on his chest, listening to his heart pounding. After a half a minute or so, he pulled me up and on top of him. He kissed me all over my face, even as I struggled to pull away.
"No, Talbot," I protested. "I'm messy."
"You're my messy little dusky queen and I get to kiss you any time I want to," he growled. I guess if he didn't mind, I didn't. He rolled us over and looked into my eyes. "My turn," he said.
He began that trail of fire down my body again until he was prone on his belly between my thighs. "So beautiful," he murmured. "I've been waiting for years for this moment."
I was beside myself. I could feel his hot breath on my bare mound. He nipped at the thin strip of black curls above and then bit me on the inner thigh, letting me gently feel his teeth. I started and then moaned as he placed a kiss right in the center of my pussy. I felt his tongue tickling my labia and then he was running it up one side to the hard little nub of my clitoris and then repeating with the other side. I could feel my thighs begin to tremble as he worked on me like I was a fine instrument and he was the master, bringing me higher and higher, strings quivering in harmony with his movements. His thumb and forefinger pulled back the hood of my clit and it felt half an inch long as he teased it with the tip of his tongue. I cried out, thrusting myself forward, seeking more contact.
When his lips closed around my button and his tongue lashed against it I exploded off the bed, cumming more powerfully than anything I'd ever experienced. I felt a finger penetrate me and just as I began to relax from that giant orgasm, he curled his finger up inside me, finding a magic place that I never knew existed and sending me into orbit again.
The pleasure was excruciating and every muscle in my body contracted as I felt my nectar flood over his hand. I gasped and shuddered my way over the crest and his tongue on my clit grew almost painful. It was my turn to protest and pull him up. "No, Talbot, I... I can't..."
He let me pull him up and I threw my arms around that powerful body, clinging to him and weeping out my love for him. "I love you Talbot," I sobbed. "God, I love you. Please don't ever leave me."
He silenced me with a kiss. "Never going to let you go," he said. "Never!"
I could feel his throbbing maleness against my dripping opening and I pulled on his butt, desperate to draw him in, to have him claim me with that beautiful cock. "Love me, Talbot," I whispered. "Make love to me."
I felt the head slip between my lips and he sank deep inside me, stretching me wonderfully. He drew back a little and then that beautiful fullness was back. I felt his balls pressing against my cheeks and he was inside, sheathed in me, and it was the most incredible feeling on earth. The man I loved was in me, part of me, and I could feel his love for me in every pore of my body. He moved, slowly and gently, allowing me to adjust to his size and I could feel the head of that amazing shaft touch gently against the back of my pussy on every exquisite stroke.
"You're mine, Livingston," he whispered. "Don't you ever forget." He increased the length of his plunges into my depths, but kept the same slow sweet rhythm. It felt like hours that he was inside me, building a slow fire that was consuming us both. It crested in small orgasms for me, building into something I knew was going to be life changing, shattering, and as I finally crested and the wave swept me away, I heard myself calling his name, as if from far away, and his answering shout of completion as I came with an overwhelming power.
I felt him pumping into me, the scalding pleasure of the man I loved filling me as I was meant to be filled, destined to be filled. He slowed to a stop, the ripples of aftershocks shaking me as my pussy continued to spasm around the shaft filling me. His great weight, on me and in me, filled me with a sense of love and security that I'd never known.
When we caught our breath enough to kiss it was the sweetest, most fulfilling moment of my life. He rolled off me, pulling me with him until he slipped out, leaving me empty and longing for the next time I would be filled. My cheek rested on his chest and I again heard the hammering of his heart.
"Livingston," he murmured.
"Hmmm?" I couldn't muster the energy for words.
"Remember when you told me I was too perfect?" he asked.
I nodded on his chest. "Well, if you were more perfect, if this moment was more perfect, I would just die right here," he said.
I murmured my agreement. Not about my perfection, I knew how far I had to go, but about the perfection of the moment. We drifted off into the best sleep of my life. I knew in the morning, he would be there. We would make slow sweet love and I was going to call in and skip work. I was in love, and I doubted I'd ever get out of bed again, as long as Talbot McCoy was in it.
*****
I was as big as a house. Bigger. I was sure I was the biggest pregnant woman in the history of the world. Mom just laughed at me, and the doctor insisted I was perfectly normal. Talbot? He insisted on calling me sexy and beautiful and kissing me all over, and I do mean all over. He even had the nerve to say I got more beautiful every day. He was infuriating, and I still had three weeks to go.
I was leaning back in the recliner in the living room and Talbot brought in the mail. He had tossed most of the junk when he opened a small envelope.
"What the ..." He handed it me a small card. It had a single white rose on the front. I opened it, and there was some kind of writing on the inside. I thought I remembered seeing something like it before, but I couldn't remember where. Then I thought of the white rose, and it clicked.
"Talbot, I need you to take me somewhere."
"Is this another one of milady's whims of expectancy?"
"What if it is? You know you're going to do what I want anyway." I smirked at him; he heaved an exaggerated sigh, and then our eyes met. We smiled a lovers' smile.
We went in the side door of the old Russian Orthodox church. I showed Talbot an ikon; he recognized that the writing on it matched the writing on the card. "But how..."
"Shhh," I said. "We're in church. I'll explain later."
The old priest was surprised when he opened the little card, but gladly translated for us. "Blessings be upon you, and your baby. We will meet again. Love always, Monika and Joseph."
*****
Do you believe in love at first sight? I do, I fell in love with Talbot McCoy the moment I laid eyes on him. Looking down at that little dusky bundle of love in my arms, I knew my life was never going to be the same. Love at first sight, yeah, I'm a believer.
"What's her name," the nurse asked.
"Anderson," Talbot said. "Her name is Anderson." He tickled her under the chin. "Hi, Andi," he cooed. "God she's beautiful. She looks just like you, Livy."
"Talbot!"
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The regular sound of the movement in the grandfather's clock outside our bedroom door and the soothing hiss of the rain on the tile roof made me snuggle deeper into the covers. I glanced at the alarm and it read 3:46. I couldn't imagine what woke me, but I was going back to sleep. I heard it again, the sound that must have dragged me from the warmth of my dream. I didn't identify it at first, but then I realized that it was the alert sound from my husband's phone. I slid over until I could hook his pants with my toe.
I pulled the phone from his pocket and pushed the mute button. I was almost asleep when I heard it again. He must have set it to go off on a timer when he had a text. Now I was perturbed. He wasn't moving, the sound of his heavy breathing telling me that nothing short of a bomb going off outside the window was going to awaken him. I sighed, reached down and snagged his pants again.
I knew his swipe pattern. I'd seen him do it a million times. The screen said he had a text with an attachment. Idly, I tapped the attachment. It was a picture and it changed my life. It was from someone calling themselves, "girlofyourdreams." I had thought, mistakenly, apparently, that I was the "girl of his dreams." Evidently, I had been laboring under a misapprehension. The picture showed someone's vagina, leaking cum, and the text said, "Can't wait until next time."
It was obviously some white chick. Evidently, some of those clichés are true. I knew one that wasn't. It had to do with size and Calvin sure gave the lie to that one. I eased out of bed, got dressed quietly and started working. I was as quiet as a mouse and in thirty minutes, I had him packed and his stuff in his car in the garage.
The house belonged to me. I owned it before I met Calvin and I had a prenup to protect it. I found my fighting sticks in the hall closet and went back up to the bedroom. He was snoring slightly and I gave him a love tap on the nose. He shot upright in the bed and I flipped on the light.
"What the hell, Sahara!" He held his nose. It dripped a little and I threw him the box of tissues. He staunched his drip and I tossed him his phone, striking him just where I intended. "You have a text," I told him as he groaned and clutched his groin.
"Shit," he said as he saw the message. "Listen, babe, I know this looks bad, but she kept coming on to me! I just... I finally just gave in. It was just one time. I'm sorry. It won't ever happen again."
"You're right about that," I said. "It may happen again, but not while you're living with me. Get up, get dressed and get out, Calvin. Don't call, don't drop by and don't send a candy-gram. Just disappear. I'll be filing tomorrow."
"Wait! Just let me tell you why."
I cut him off. "No, you're through telling me things. I'm telling you, now. I don't care why. Get up, get dressed and get out. You told me why last time and I forgave you. You were drunk; it was a mistake; it won't happen again. Well, it did. You're a stupid man, Calvin. Get moving."
"It's four fucking o'clock," he complained. "Where the fuck am I supposed to go?"
"I don't care where you go," I said. "Away, that's all I care about. Go find your slut. She's dreaming about you. Your ride on this train is over. Do you want me to break your arms?"
He took a look at the sticks and decided he should move. It was a wise decision. As pissed as I was, I probably wouldn't have stopped with his arms. He got up and went to the dresser. "Where's all my shit?" he asked.
"In your car," I told him. "I left you a pair of shorts and a t-shirt. I suggest you put them on quickly. Your nuts are looking awfully tempting there."
He hurried. In ten minutes, he was gone. I was getting more furious by the minute. It's a good thing he wasn't here, or I would have committed several felonies on his sorry-ass person. I didn't need to do jail time, but he'd left some pictures and shit, so I visited my wrath on them. Finally, it was light enough to go out. I went for a run so I'd be calm enough to talk with my rock: my Mama. I called Mom at nine and told her what had happened. "You're better than that sorry excuse for a man, anyway, baby," she told me. "I never wanted you to marry that man."
"Well, you were right, Mama," I said. "You told me so, okay? You happy now?"
"No, baby, I'm so sorry." I could hear tears in her voice. "That's not what I was saying at all. I'm just saying I'm glad you kicked his sorry ass out."
"Thanks, Mama," I told her. "I'm sorry I was a smartass. I'm just a mess. I'm pissed off and I feel like I've been pissed on. How are you feeling, Mama?"
"I'm okay, baby," she said. "You want to come and stay with me for a while?"
I did, very much. So much that I sold the house a month later and moved in with her. Just me and my little mother, exactly the way it had been all my life, as if Calvin had never happened.
Six months later, I pulled out onto the highway and stopped. I had no idea where I was going, but I just knew it was away from Atlanta. Atlanta is a shit hole. I had been there all my life and I was heartily sick of it. My mother had passed away three days before. She was a little old doll, as healthy as a horse and as chipper as a sparrow. I never knew my father, but I heard he was killed in a robbery attempt when I was five. Mom told me she was feeling funny and then she clutched her head and collapsed. It was a massive stroke and she just kept having them over the next two days until there was nothing left. She was still breathing, but that was it. They told me we needed to remove the tubes and let her go. It was the hardest thing I ever had to do.
There was nothing tying me there anymore. I went home after Mom stopped breathing and cried for four hours. I thought about getting drunk, but decided that was pathetic. I made her arrangements. She wanted to be cremated, and no funeral. Her ashes went into the burial plot she had picked out and I made the arrangements to put the house on the market, have all our stuff packed up and taken to storage and I pawned my engagement and wedding rings.
I had four suitcases and a bag in the back of my Super Bee. I'm a hot rod girl. My Super Bee isn't stock. It's a 2007 with the Detonator Yellow and Flat Black paint job. I swapped the engine out for a 6.4-liter hemi the year after I got it. It was making 470 horsepower out of the crate. It's over 700 now. I put a supercharger on it last year. The supercharger is a 145 cubic inch twin-screw IHI unit with integrated charge coolers, and makes 11.6 psi of boost. I love pulling up next to the Mustang owners and just crushing them at the stoplights.
I sat there for a minute and decided to head west. I put the throttle down, and thank God for traction control. I shot out of there like a scalded dog, and I was on my way. I didn't know where I was going to wind up, but it was going to be a hell of a ride.
I'm a writer. You may have read some of my books. I don't have a number one bestseller or anything, but I've cracked the top 100 three times. I didn't have to be anywhere special to do my work and I wasn't in any hurry anyway. You wouldn't recognize my name; I write under a pseudonym. My real name is Sahara Wright. I just turned 28 and I'm a graduate of Georgia Tech and Auburn. I have a Ph.D. in Education Administration and another in English. I've never used them, but there they are. I drove west.
I didn't know where I was going to end up, but I knew I'd recognize it when I saw it. I stayed in Austin, Texas, for five days. I really liked the area, but it was having growing pains and I moved on. I was running through Arizona on I-40 when I saw the San Francisco Peaks for the first time. They were mesmerizing to me. A Georgia girl just isn't used to something so spectacular. I pulled into the Little America Hotel in Flagstaff and they had a suite. It was beautiful, a kind of Retro French Provençal look, and I flopped down on the bed. It felt good so I went down to the lobby and looked around. It was nice. I wanted to check out the local scene so I asked around for a good place to eat. The people at the desk recommended the Cottage Place Restaurant. They got me a reservation and I tipped them. They gave me the address and I punched it into my phone's GPS. I loved the place when I got there, but they had reserved me this room with only my table in it. That wasn't what I had in mind at all, and I told the hostess I wanted to be around people.
She apologized and went away. When she came back, she had the owner and his wife with her. They seemed like a really nice couple. I told them I was new in town and thinking about staying. The woman apologized for putting me off by myself and told me she had an idea if I was up for it. I guess I was up for anything, so I told her to go ahead.
They left and in a few minutes, they came back with two women. She introduced them to me. Their names were Rosaline and Ellen Beck and they were sisters. Rosaline was this cute little brunette and Ellen was a tall thin blonde. She seemed very shy, but the owner asked if they could join me. They were both college students, and she told me they could tell me all about the town. I liked them right away.
We ordered before we had much chance to talk. I had a ribeye with green tomatoes and stuffed squash blossoms and it was delicious. They got a Chateaubriand for two and Ellen gave me a bite. It melted in my mouth and I wanted more, but my smoked ribeye was just as good.
They were going to Northern Arizona University and they told me all about the school. Rosaline talked a mile a minute, but Ellen didn't say much. I couldn't stand her being shy around me, so I wiped my mouth, got up and went to kneel by her chair.
"Ellen," I told her, "Do I look like I bite?"
She giggled nervously, "No, I think you're nice, Sahara."
"I am," I told her. "Do you not like black people?"
She looked horrified. "Oh, no! It isn't like that at all. I think you're beautiful, and I think I could like you a lot. I'm kind of... a nerd, Sahara."
Rosaline laughed. "Sahara, Ellen is really socially backward. Don't worry about it. Once she gets to know you, she's a blast. You just have to give her some time."
I looked up at her. "Okay, but you have to hug me," I told her.
She glanced around but there was just the three of us in that room. "You're embarrassing me, Sahara," she said. "Stand up and I'll hug you."
I did and she was kind of stiff. She tried to give me one of those awkward side hugs but I was much stronger than she was and I just squeezed her around until we had a good hug. I held her for an embarrassingly long time, and she relaxed and laughed. I kissed her cheek and she blushed. "I love little blonde girls," I told her. "Especially little shy ones. Now just relax and tell me a joke." I sat back down.
"Okay," she said. "Why do black men have bigger penises than white men?"
"Tell me," I said.
"White kids had toys to play with when they were little," she looked at me expectantly.
I burst into laughter. "Oh, my God," I nearly peed my pants. "I can't believe you said that, Ellen. You're amazing. That's a myth, you know."
"What?" Rosaline asked. "You mean that black men have bigger penises than white men?"
"Yeah, trust me on this," I told her. "Black men do tend to have larger penises when they're soft, just hanging there, but they don't grow all that much when they get hard. White men start out smaller but they grow more. I think you see more size variation in black men. Some of them are pretty small and then there are these freaks. They work in porn. They're rare. Huge isn't good, Ellen, unless you have a big, sloppy pussy."
Their mouths sort of hung open. "Well, I can tell who we need to invite to a party," Rosaline said.
I laughed. "I'm not a slut, girls. I just know lots of black girls and they talk about stuff like that. I'd love to go to a party with you, though."
"I don't go to parties much," Ellen said.
"Well, just the two of us can have a party," I told her. "Three, if Rosaline wants to join us."
"Are you going to be staying?" Ellen asked.
"I will for a while if you two will hang out with me," I said.
"What do you do?" Rosaline asked. "Can you afford to just stay here and not work?"
"I can work here," I told them "I'm a writer and I can do that anywhere. I have an advanced degree in education, too. I've never used it, but I could teach."
"Hey, Professor James is retiring at the end of the semester," Ellen said. "Maybe you could teach at school."
The idea was intriguing. I had never really thought about teaching, but the more I thought about it the more I liked it. "Will you take a class from me if I do?" I asked.
"I'm in Pre-Med, so I'm through with all my English classes," Ellen said. "Rosaline is in communications so she needs more English, she can probably take some with you. I guess I could take one as an elective."
We had a great time the rest of dinner and I invited them to go with me to a club. Rosaline was down, but Ellen wouldn't go. "I can't," she said.
"Why not?" I asked. "I'll take care of you."
"It's not that," she said. "Sahara, I can't believe you haven't noticed. I'm... different."
"I did notice, baby," I told her. "I'm different, too. I don't know if you noticed, but I'm black. I know what autism is. I don't give a damn. Do you care if I'm black?"
"No," she laughed. "You're different, Sahara. I like you, but I can't go to a place like that. It would give me sensory overload and freak me out."
"Okay, we won't go, then," I said. "Let's go back to my hotel. We'll play music and dance and have a drink or two. How does that sound?"
Rosaline just looked at me for a while. "Sahara, I think I'm going to fall in love with you," she said. "You are amazing! You're just gorgeous and you're a wonderful person."
I laughed. "Tell that to my ex-husband. He didn't seem to have a problem blowing me off."
"I'm so sorry," Ellen said. "He must have been nuts."
I just shrugged. "His loss," I said. "If he hadn't, I wouldn't have met my two little sweethearts, would I? It's an ill wind that blows no good."
"Hey, you liked Ellen's joke," Rosaline said. "What you just said reminds me of one. Do you know what the definition of oboe is?"
"Hit me," I said.
"It's an ill wind that no one blows good." She giggled hysterically. It was pretty funny.
They had come in a cab, so I drove them to the hotel. They fell in love with the Super Bee right away.
"Oh my God," Rosaline exclaimed. "I can't believe this is your car! I would be afraid to drive it. It might get scratched in the parking lot or something."
"It does," I said. "I use my cars. If they start looking bad, I paint them. There's nothing as useless as a car you can't drive, except a man you can't trust."
"That makes sense," Ellen said. "Let's go fast."
At the next stoplight, I turned off the traction control. When the light changed, we just smoked the tires and they were laughing and giddy when I backed off. I turned it back on and at the next light, I pinned them back into the seats. They were like little girls with a new pony. I loved being around them. When we parked, they came up to the room with me and they loved that, too. I put on some music, got drinks and we had a party. Ellen wouldn't drink alcohol, but Rosaline and I did. We didn't get drunk or anything, but we got a little buzzed. I danced with both of them. Ellen didn't want to, but we made her and she didn't seem to hate it once we got her moving.
It was getting late, or rather early, so I called them a cab and they went back to the dorms. I was off to a good start in Flagstaff. I decided to stay a while and see what happened. I went to IHOP for breakfast and I was getting in the car to leave when the sound of a serious cam lope through some Thrush pipes made me turn my head. I couldn't move. It was a 67 Shelby Cobra GT500. That meant it probably had the 428 in it. It had the red and white color package. When it parked, it was two spaces away. I had to see it.
I walked over and a guy got out. He made me weak in the knees. I'm a tall girl, almost six feet, but he was easily four inches taller than I was. He was white, with dark hair and fair skin and just gorgeous. He wasn't hugely muscled but he was big and obviously fit.
"I love your car," I told him. "Can I look under the hood?"
A big smile lit up his face and white teeth flashed. "That's why I have it," he said. "I keep showing the engine to smoking hot women."
I laughed. "You must be pretty lonely then. You meet a lot of women that are gearheads?"
"Just you, so far," he grinned. "I don't think I'll be looking for any more after meeting you."
He popped the hood and I admired that 428 and the Holley four barrel setup. It was all chrome and clean paint. He had headers and it was just gorgeous. "Fire it up for me?" I asked.
It was a beautiful rumble. "You had the horsepower tested?" I asked.
"Yeah, it's around 480," he said. "I'll bet you've never ridden in anything this fast."
I laughed. "You want to line them up?"
He looked around, but the Super Bee was behind a truck with a camper on it. "Sure," he said. "What are you driving?"
I led him around the truck and he saw the Super Bee. "Oh, my God," he said. "I love it, but it won't hang with the Mustang. That 5.7 hemi is a nice engine, but it just doesn't have the horses."
"The Super Bees came with a 6.1," I told him. I was playing him, but he didn't know it and I wasn't about to pop the hood.
"Okay," he said. "Follow me. I'm going to crush your heart though, and I hate to do that to someone who looks like you do. The loser buys breakfast."
"I've already eaten," I said. "Dinner for the winner and two friends; how does that sound?"
"Do they look like you?" he asked.
"What makes you think they're female?" I asked.
He laughed. "Okay, if they're not I've just got my work cut out for me. Let's go."
I followed him for about ten miles and we came to a small airfield. He got out and unlocked a gate and we drove in. There were two parallel runways and we each pulled onto one. He rolled down his windows and I did too.
"Third horn blast," he said.
I nodded and waited. When I heard it, he got a little jump on me. I expected that, because he knew when he was going to do it. He smoked the tires a little bit and I never saw him again. I didn't know where the quarter mile mark was, so I ran it up to 170 and then pulled it back down. The two runways joined at the end and I pulled up beside him and got out. He got out shaking his head.



"You suckered me," he laughed. "There's no way that huge hunk of iron ought to go like that. What's your name?"
"Sahara," I told him. "What's yours?"
"Merlin," he said. "Okay, Sahara, pop that hood and let me see that rocket."
Of course, when I did the first thing he saw was that big blower. He laughed and shook his head again. "Okay, Sahara, you got me. I should have kept my big mouth shut. Now, can I drive it?"
We traded cars and I loved that little pony right away. It was an antique, but it sure sounded sweet and it rode like a logging truck. When we got back to the gate, we parked and traded back.
"What's the top end on this thing?" he asked.
"I have no idea," I told him. "I'm afraid of it. I hit 170 there. That's as fast as it's ever been. Theoretically, somewhere around 210, but I'll never know."
"Jesus Christ, Sahara, that's some beast you've got there. Who built it for you?"
"I built it myself," I told him. "I'm a pretty good mechanic. I had help with the blower, but I put the engine in myself. It's a 6.4 liter hemi, by the way."
"You run quite the con game, don't you?" he chuckled. "This has got to be about the baddest boy on the planet that's street legal."
"Yeah, and it gets more than 20 miles to the gallon if I keep my foot out of it," I told him. "It drops to four cylinders when I'm cruising."
"Modern miracles," he said. "It still doesn't sound as good. Where do you want to go for dinner and where will I pick you up?"
"You won't, and I want to eat Italian," I told him. "You're the local; you pick the time and place. I'll bring my friends and we'll meet there. I just met you today and I'm not sure about you yet. Is that okay?"
"Absolutely," he said. "I understand. I could be Freddy Krueger for all you know. I'm not, by the way. I'm a detective."
"Well, then I'm afraid I'll have to cancel that dinner," I told him.
"Why? Do you mean because I'm a detective?"
"Yes," I said. "I'll never go out with a policeman."
He laughed. "Well, it's a good thing I'm not a policeman, then. I'm a private detective, Sahara. What do you have against the police?"
"It's a long story," I told him. "Why don't we go back to IHOP, you can eat breakfast, I'll drink coffee and I'll tell you my tale of woe."
He ordered and I got coffee and I explained. "I don't know if you noticed, but I'm black," I told him.
"Yeah, I kind of got that," he chuckled. "You don't look very black to me though."
"Dad was white," I told him. "I don't remember him, but that's what Mom said. Anyway, black people don't have quite the same experience with the cops as white people. For instance, suppose you and I are with a group of hot rodders on a cruise. We're all in a line, the speed limit is 70 and we're all doing 80. There are a dozen of us. A cop sees all these hot rods and comes crawling up the line deciding whom he's going to pull over. Who do you think that's going to be?"
"Let me guess," he grinned. "It's going to be you, because you're black."
"You catch on quick," I pretended to admire him. "Do I need to tell you that has happened to me a hundred times? I've been pulled over because cops assume that since I'm black, I must have stolen my car. I've had my ID checked going to my mailbox because the cop thought I didn't belong in my neighborhood because I'm black. No, Merlin, I don't want anything to do with the police. I believe that they're as corrupt as the people they arrest. If you want to protect and serve, join the fire department."
He sat there for a minute, just eating his eggs. "Well, I'm not black, but I have the same thoughts about them as you do," he said. "That's why I'm in private security. A lot of the things I do bring me into contact with the police, and I probably know more about corruption than you can imagine."
"What does a private detective do these days," I asked. "Snoop around and get information on cheating spouses?"
He chuckled. "I don't actually do that myself at all, anymore. It was making me a cynic. I have a couple of old divorced guys who think everyone's a cheater anyway. They do all of that kind of stuff. I'm actually working on something now that you might like. I might tell you about it, but we don't have time this morning."
I gave him the hotel number, he gave me a business card and we agreed to meet at seven for dinner. As soon as I could, I called Rosaline and Ellen. I told them I had met a cool guy, but I needed wingmen to cover for me (wingwomen in this case). They agreed to go and I worked for a while on my computer. In the afternoon, I decided to check out the real estate situation and dropped by the university to check out the job market. The position was in the English Department, and they were very impressed with my resume. They didn't have a published author in their department, and I could tell the Department Head was very interested in me. I didn't know if it was my boobs or my resume he was most interested in, but I know how to handle that sort of thing.
I don't have huge boobs, but they look pretty nice. I work out a lot and I still have that sprinter's butt I had in college. I ran 400 meters and I was tenth in the nation. That probably doesn't sound that impressive, but out of 30,000 female runners, I was tenth.
I looked at a couple of condos, and it was time to get ready. I showered and put on a little white dress. It showed off my skin pretty well, and it was low in the neck and high in the hem. The girls looked very nice when I picked them up, and we took off. I told them about racing Merlin and winning dinner for us, and they laughed.
Ellen told me I was awesome. "I've never met anyone like you," she said. "You're just so full of life and you have so much fun."
She was sitting in the front with me and I pulled her over for a hug. "You're pretty swell, too, kiddo," I told her.
"Hey, what am I, chopped liver?" Rosaline piped up from the back seat.
We were stopped at a light and I turned around, pulled her up through the gap between the seats and kissed her. I put quite a lip lock on her and didn't let her go until the car behind us got impatient and honked. I let her go and she slumped back into her seat. Ellen was looking at me as if I had a third eye, and Rosaline was all flushed. I laughed for a long time.
"I think she's trying to shock us, Roz," Ellen said.
"She can shock me any time," Roz said.
We pulled up at the restaurant and Merlin was already there. I introduced him to the girls, and I could tell he was charmed. Ellen did her usual disappearing act, and Roz just blossomed. We had a nice dinner and Ellen gradually became visible again. She mostly talked to Roz and me, but she answered questions when Merlin talked to her. When we got ready to leave, he walked us out and asked me if I would go out with him the next Friday.
"I'd rather go Saturday and spend the day," I told him. "Take me to the Grand Canyon, and I'll go."
He agreed, we parted with hugs all around and the girls and I went back to my place. The girls really liked him and even Ellen talked about him some. We watched a movie on pay-per-view and giggled a lot together and I took them home.
I had a good week. I settled on a condo that was close to the University. I had been called in three times for an interview, and they offered me a contract. The money wasn't good, but it wasn't bad either. I would be teaching English literature, film as literature and creative writing. The school had a literary magazine and I would be the advisor. They told me that the Dean of Instruction would be retiring soon and hinted that I could have the job if I wanted it. Since my degree was in administration anyway, I thought that would be a good fit for me.
I went out with the girls Wednesday evening and we had a blast. Merlin took me to a shooting range Thursday afternoon and that was fun, too. I didn't have a gun with me since I had no permits in Arizona, but he told me it wouldn't be a problem. When I got the condo, I called the moving company and had them get my stuff out of storage and bring it out. The Grand Canyon had to be postponed, because I was moving into the condo. Merlin had a pickup and he and the girls helped me move in. We had a lot of fun arranging things and we sent Roz to get Chinese carryout while we finished up. We all watched some cheesy movie Merlin had rented and drank beer. Ellen even drank one and she sat by me in a big chair. I petted her and she seemed to like it. Merlin looked a little jealous but I stuck my tongue out at him and he laughed. Roz was getting pretty comfortable with him on the sofa anyway, and I don't think he minded having a very cute 20-year-old cozied up to him like that.
I invited the girls to spend the night when Merlin left and we all wound up in my big king sized bed for a sleepover. Ellen took me to church Sunday morning, and introduced me around. It was fun and uplifting and the condo seemed empty after I took them home. Oh, well, I'd been by myself before.
As I spent more time with Ellen and Roz, I noticed several things: First, of course, was how close they were, closer than any sisters I knew. I also never saw them with any guys. I don't just mean boyfriends; they never seemed to hang out with any men. I don't know what they did at school, but when they were with me, there was never the excited chatter about guys that you would expect from college girls.
On the other hand, they always seemed to be especially excited to see me, and even Ellen was coming out of her shell more, and seemed to be more welcoming towards my hugs. I began to wonder if there might be more to their relationship than met the eye.
Ever since I became aware of myself as a sexual being, I have been equally attracted to both men and women. It wasn't until Sex Ed that I knew that there was a term for people like me: bisexual. I was definitely attracted to both Roz and Ellen, but I was worried about upsetting the apple cart. I valued their friendship, and didn't want to scare them off, and Ellen seemed especially sensitive. I also had Merlin to consider. He seemed like a really nice guy, and I didn't want to mess up whatever might happen with him. I decided that I would be patient and see what developed.
The matter was taken out of my hands when Roz was at the library doing some research, and Ellen and I were lounging on my bed watching some mindless Rom-Com, while I was trying to multi-task, jotting down some notes for my next book. Suddenly, Ellen looked up at me and said, "You like me, don't you, Sahara?"
I was startled by her question, and babbled something like, "Of course I like you, and Roz, too."
"No, I don't mean like that," she said, "I know we're friends and all. I mean like the guy in the movie likes the girl."
"Um," I said, showing my brilliant command of the English language.
"Because..." she said, crawling sensually over to me, looking deep into my eyes, "I like you that way." Then she took my face in her hands, kissed me full on the mouth until our lips parted and our tongues danced together.
I'd had four women lovers, but I didn't know about Ellen, and despite her kiss, I was wary of pushing her too far, too fast. I hadn't expected shy, awkward Ellen to be so forward.
I needn't have worried!
As soon as we broke the kiss, she started a trail of very gentle kisses, like the touch of a butterfly, down my neck until she reached my collar. When she started to unbutton my blouse, I asked what must have seemed like one of the dumbest questions: "Are you sure you want this?"
She just laughed and said, "Do you see anyone holding a gun to my head?" as she caressed my breast over my shirt, before continuing her task of unbuttoning it.
I just sighed, put my head back and gave myself over to the moment. When she reached the waistband of my jeans I helped her loosen them to finish removing my shirt, then I pulled her shirt over her head, noticing for the first time that she hadn't been wearing a bra. She had lovely breasts, I guessed about a B cup, nice and firm, with a distinct perkiness to them. They had fairly small areolas that formed their own little miniature cones, with tiny pink nipples that were hard and erect.
Ellen quickly evened things up, removing my bra, gazing at my breasts with obvious admiration and desire. My breasts were a little smaller than hers, a full "A" cup, with larger areolas a little darker brown than the rest of my skin, with dark brown puffy nipples, like little Hershey's Kisses.
"Oh, my God, Sahara," she sighed. "You are even more beautiful than I could ever have imagined!" she said, as she leaned forward to take one of my nipples in her mouth, while softly caressing my other breast.
I gently pulled her closer, fondling a breast with one hand while gently stroking her back with the other. She began running her free hand up and down my spine, sending chills through my entire body.
I decided that it was time for me to take charge a little bit, so I gently disengaged, running my hands down her sides until I reached her pants. I quickly unfastened them and pulled them down, along with her panties. I couldn't help noticing how she smelled, and I breathed in the heady musky scent emanating from her pussy.
Her mons was totally bare, with just a landing strip above. I could see that she was excited, and her clitoris was already erect and peeking out. I leaned in and gave her a slow lick from the bottom of her pussy all the way to the top, feeling her shudder as I did.
I pulled back for a minute and quickly removed my jeans and soaking wet panties, and she grabbed my shoulders and pulled me in for a kiss.
"Wait," I said, "let me wash my face."
"I don't care," she said, "I need to kiss you, and I need to kiss you now!" and she did just that.
When we broke the kiss, Ellen continued to pull me up, pulling my pussy towards her mouth. I had given up resisting her desires, and moved up on the bed until my pussy was hovering over her face.
"Your pussy is just beautiful!" Ellen said. "I've never seen one totally shaved, Roz likes hers furry, she just gets a bikini trim in the summer."
She was very good, much better than I'd expected. She teased me, gently biting at my inner thighs and making me squirm. The teeth were replaced by feather kisses over my skin and she had me on fire. I could feel her little pink tongue, tracing the corded tendon up my inner thigh until I felt her breath, hot and steamy against my lips. The little tongue darted out, teasing the outer lips until I thought I would scream. She pushed it up inside me, licking away at the girl cum that was dripping from me. I was incredibly aroused and the thought of this sweet awkward girl making me feel like that was mind altering.
She traced a little circle around my clit and I was getting frantic, waiting for her to finally let me cum. I felt her slim little fingers cupping my ass and then the incredible sensation of her thumb, slipping into my dripping pussy from behind. My clit was throbbing as her tongue circled the base, fully erect and seeming to be an inch long. When she finally closed her lips around it, lashing the tip with her tongue, I went off like a bomb. Every muscle in my body went tense and then spasms of pure pleasure were ripping me apart. It was as intense an orgasm as I'd ever had and when she pushed one finger inside the clenching ring of my ass, it just started all over again.
She worked on my clit, sending pulses of pure ecstasy shooting through me and the thumb in my pussy and finger in my ass just trebled the sensation. I came like a bomb and rode it until I thought I was going to pass out. I was becoming oversensitive and I began to pull away. She tried to hold me there, but it was becoming almost painful to keep cumming like that and I twisted away to lay beside her, my head swimming and my pussy pulsing with the aftershocks.
As I came down from my high, I realized that I hadn't given Ellen an orgasm; I didn't think that the shudder when I licked her pussy counted.
When I started to move down her body, Ellen asked me what I was doing.
"I'm returning the favor!" I said with a smile.
"Please," she said, "You don't have to do that."
"I know, but I want to," I said, "It makes me feel good when you feel good, baby!"
Ellen seemed a little irritated. "Really," she said, "I'm fine, let's just enjoy the moment."
I was a little perplexed, but I didn't want to put a damper on things by pressuring her. I figured if this relationship was going anywhere, there would be plenty of time to figure this out later.
We cuddled together and I idly played with one little nipple while she stroked my belly.
As we lay in each other's arms enjoying the afterglow, I noticed the time and realized that Roz could be home at any time.
.
"Hurry, we've got to get cleaned up and dressed before Roz gets home," I said.
"Why?" asked Ellen, "What's the problem?"
"This!" I said, waving my arms at our scattered clothing and the rumpled bedding, wrinkling my nose at the scent of sex still in the air.
Ellen laughed! I couldn't believe it, she just laughed aloud! I don't think I'd heard her laugh like that three times since I'd met her.
"Why are you laughing?" I asked. "This is serious. What will Roz say if she finds us like this?"
Ellen gave me a strange look. "You really don't know, do you?" she asked.
"Know what?" I said, "I wish you would just tell me what the fuck you're talking about!"
Ellen got a little flustered but settled down, and took both of my hands in hers. "Sahara," she said, "If Roz came in right now, she would probably want to join us!"
Suddenly, a light bulb lit up in my brain! The unusual closeness I had noticed between Roz and Ellen suddenly made sense.
"Y... You mean that you and Roz, you and Roz are lovers?" I said.
"Yes, Sahara," she said. "That's exactly what I'm saying. Maybe I should explain."
"Yes, I think that might help," I said.
"Growing up, I had a very hard time relating to people," Ellen said. "Autism was still poorly understood, and often misdiagnosed. Roz and I were very close; she was my protector, keeping the bullies at bay.
"Then Roz hit puberty, and had the natural urges that went along with it. It was very hard on both of us. I didn't want to let go, and she wanted to go out and experience what every teenager did, but she felt guilty as if she was abandoning me. We went back and forth and up and down, sometimes one or both of us angry with the other, sometimes crying in each other's arms.
"A year or so later, I hit puberty and it seemed like things weren't twice as bad, they were ten times worse!
"A few months later, our parents went out. To this day, I don't know if it was just a night out or if they wanted to escape our squabbling. After a tense supper, we took our showers and we were still wrapped in our towels, when something set us off. I don't remember what it was; I'm sure it was something stupid. One thing led to another, our towels fell off and we were wrestling naked!
"As soon as we realized what we were doing we stopped and grabbed our towels, holding them in front of ourselves, panting; then Roz dropped her towel, reached out, grabbed me and started kissing me! As you can probably imagine, I was shocked, and started to push her away, until I realized, 'This feels good!' and started to kiss her back.
"This was all new to both of us, and we didn't know when our parents would be home, so we pulled ourselves together and cooled it." She looked up at me with those beautiful shy blue eyes. "Do you hate us, now, Sahara? Do you think I'm creepy?"
I gathered her lithe little body up in my arms. "No, baby, I think you're so beautiful and you're so special to me. I could never hate you. I love you, Ellen. I love everything about you. I've never known anyone like you. I'm surprised, yes, but not in a bad way. I don't think you're creepy at all. I promise. So you think Roz... she won't... she'll be okay?" I was drawn back to what we'd been talking about.



"You don't think she'll have a problem with this, with us?" I asked. "She won't be jealous?"
"If she's jealous, she'll be jealous of me," Ellen said, "because I got you first!"
"B... but why?" I stammered.
"Come on, Sahara, "Ellen said, "you have to know how hot you are!"
"Well, yeah, I guess so," I mumbled, "I try not to be too full of myself, so I kind of suppress it. You really don't think Roz will mind sharing you... sharing me?"
At that point, we heard Roz outside the door and Ellen said, "It looks like we're going to find out!"
The door opened, and Roz came in, looked at the room, looked at us and put her hands on her hips. "You little bitch!" she laughed, "You just couldn't wait for me!" She jumped onto the bed, wrestled Ellen away then looked at me with hooded eyes. "So, I see my little sister has spilled the beans," Roz said, "and it doesn't seem like you have much of a problem with it!"
"No, no problem at all," I said, "I've always been attracted to both men and women, but I have to tell you, I've never been with more than one person at a time."
"That makes us even," Roz said, "Because we haven't either! We can learn together."
"Ooh, that sounds like fun!" Ellen said.
"There's one other thing," I said, hesitating.
"What is that?" Roz and Ellen said almost simultaneously.
"As I said, I'm attracted to both men and women, and I've been seeing Merlin, and I really like him, and I don't know how he might react to this... this... whatever this is!
"For that matter, what about you two? Would you be jealous if I got into a relationship with Merlin?"
"I don't really know," Roz said. "We've never been in a relationship with anyone besides each other. Even when I would go on dates, we never really progressed to the 'relationship' stage, and Ellen was more concerned with my not being with her, than whom I was with."
"Speaking of that," I asked, "just how much experience with sex do either of you have, other than each other?"
Ellen seemed to withdraw a little, clearly becoming uncomfortable with where the conversation was going.
Roz hesitated until Ellen nodded the slightest bit: her okay to continue.
Roz began. "When I first began going out, it was the normal teen-age girl stuff, a little flirting, a little kissing, maybe if the guy was especially cute or nice, a little petting outside my clothes. It was always a little awkward when I came home. Ellen was angry at being left alone, jealous of what I was doing and curious all at the same time. As soon as she was old enough, I tried to set us up on double dates, Ellen's social awkwardness would frustrate her date, and he would usually drift off in search of other targets. Ellen would get upset and I would have to get my date to take us home.
"As I'm sure you can imagine, it didn't take long for word to spread, and I found it harder and harder to get any dates at all. Even if it weren't a double date, the guy would figure that I would eventually want to include Ellen, and my offers dried up.
"I think that's when our squabbles really started to take off. I was mad at Ellen, blaming her for my lack of a social life, she was still jealous and angry, but also sad and blaming herself for my dating woes."
"It was around this time that the fight I told you about happened," Ellen said. Turning to Roz, Ellen said, "I told Sahara about our 'wrestling match'!"
"Whew!" I said, "That's a lot to take in. I assume that neither of you has had sex with a man?"
They both shook their heads no.
"Well," I said, "I think we've got a lot to think about and sleep on, but right now I think that Roz is kind of overdressed, don't you, Ellen?"
Ellen and I ganged up on Roz, stripping off her clothes. She mock-fought with us, trying to keep us from getting her naked. I held her down and got Ellen to pull her jeans off, down over those gorgeous legs and off her tiny feet. Ellen began kissing her way up the struggling legs and I could see the look in Roz's eyes change. It went from playful to hungry in about a minute. I had her wrists pinned to the bed and I turned them loose, rolling off her until we were side by side. Her big brown eyes sought mine and her hand reached out, tangling in my hair.
Her lips were slightly parted and she pulled me toward her, her tongue flicking out to moisten those puffy lips. I had kissed her once before, but this was on another level. Her lips were full and soft and her gasps told me that Ellen was doing things we couldn't see.
The kiss went on and on and I moved my hand to the buttons of her blouse, popping them one by one until it was lying open and her lacy red bra was exposed. I felt the front and it had a catch there. I deftly opened it and it fell to the sides, exposing her to the air. I had to see.
I kissed my way across her cheek to her ear, nibbling as she shivered and then moaned, as Ellen worked away down below. Down the column of her neck to the little hollow where her collarbone joined her neck, and she shivered again. I kept moving lower and there they were. Roz had beautiful breasts.
She wasn't as fair skinned as Ellen, but she also had a tan and there were those olive-skinned mounds, paler than the surrounding skin, but still, darker than Ellen was. She had delicious looking nipples, little pebbles in the center of puffy areolae, begging for my lips. Her breasts were slightly larger than Ellen's, and I had to taste one.
I traced little circles around the nipples, making her areolae pucker and her nipples stand up like little mountains. When I took one nub in my mouth, I could feel her begin to tremble.
"Oh, God, Sahara, you're... Ellen... you're going..." The trembling grew stronger and I felt her beginning to tense as her orgasm approached. Whatever Ellen was doing was driving Roz wild and she bucked, her body bridging up off the bed as she came explosively, her cries filling the bedroom as she groaned out her pleasure. God, she was beautiful when she came. The spasms left her weak and trembly, and I slid my hand down her flat belly, pushing between her pussy and Ellen's face and slipping one finger into her. She stirred and moaned and I could feel the contractions of her silky walls as the aftershocks of her orgasm continued. I kissed those full lips and whispered in her ear.
"Let's make love to Ellen."
"She won't let us," she whispered back.
We'd see about that. I reached down and tangled my fingers in Ellen's silky blonde hair, tugging gently, and she slid up between us. I kissed her, tasting Rosaline's sweet juices on her lips. I felt Roz slide down and capture one of Ellen's nipples and I continued to kiss her.
She kissed me back, enthusiastically, and I pinched the nipple that Roz wasn't sucking before sliding my hand down to cup Ellen's pussy. To my surprise, she wasn't at all wet.
"You okay, Baby?" I asked.
She nodded. "Yes, do you mean because I'm not wet?"
I kissed her again. "Yes, are you not turned on, Baby?"
"I really don't know what that means," she said. "I like what we are doing. I love making you and Roz feel good and I like to be loved on, but I don't really get wet like you guys."
That was a stunner, but I should have expected it, I guess. "Does it feel good when I play with your pussy or your nipples?" I asked.
"Yes, but it feels just as good if you play with my belly button or my ear," she said. "I like for you and Roz to touch me, Sahara, but I don't get like you do. You both have those orgasms and I love giving them to you, but it's never happened for me."
That nearly broke my heart. I was falling very much in love with these two and Ellen was the sweetest person I'd ever met. Life just isn't fair, sometimes. "Can we try to give you an orgasm?" I asked.
"Yes, but Roz has tried ever since we started making love," she said. "I think if anyone could, it would be you, Sahara. You're so gorgeous and I love you so much. You can do anything you want to with me, as long as I can do you, too."
It was a total fail. She enjoyed every minute of it and we did manage to get her a little wet, but nothing. This was going to be tricky and I needed to think. I also needed lube. The biggest reaction was when I was licking her clit and slipped a fingertip into that tight little ass. She gasped when I did that and seemed to respond a bit, but I didn't have any lube and that was going to keep us from exploring that angle until I could get some.
I did a scissor position with her and came like a bomb while I was diving for treasure in Roz's beautiful little muff. We slept, tangled up in a knot of satisfied girl. We made love again in the morning before they had to go to class and I was left alone in an empty house. I missed them, already.
They came over every night that week except Wednesday and we were forming quite a bond. I could easily see what was happening, and I knew we were falling in love. I imagined what life would be like with them as my lovers. Everything I imagined seemed like something awesome and beautiful. I had no intention of giving them up, but there was Merlin. I could see storm clouds on the horizon there.
We settled into a routine. I went out with him on Saturday night and the girls were all agog to hear about our date. I let him kiss me and it had been smoking hot. I wanted more.
Now that I was all moved in, Merlin and I were finally going to the Grand Canyon for that date we'd postponed. Merlin had obtained a use permit, and we were going to hike the Bright Angel Trail and camp by the Colorado River at the Bright Angel Campground. Merlin warned me that it would be an arduous hike and to wear durable comfortable shoes and that we would need to bring plenty of water, even though there were water stations along the trail.
Merlin picked me up in his Shelby, and I couldn't believe how much gear he had crammed into it.
"How in the hell do you expect us to lug all that down into the Canyon?" I said.
"Don't worry," he said, "It looks worse than it really is, crammed like that into my car. Once I get the gear situated and balanced between our packs, it won't be that bad."
We got to the parking lot at the trailhead, and Merlin pulled out the gear and started sorting things out.
Fortunately, we were both pretty big people and Merlin took a little more onto his shoulders. As we hoisted the packs onto our shoulders, they were surprisingly comfortable.
Merlin looked at me and must have read my mind. "Don't get too cocky," he said, "It's nine and a half miles to the campground, and tomorrow we're going to have to climb back up, so take it easy and don't be too proud to ask for a break!"
He had some walking sticks that we decided to use; some parts of the trail were pretty steep, and we could use the help to keep from falling on our faces going down and for some extra purchase when climbing back up.
I've done a fair amount of hiking in my time, but very little in terrain like this; I was a little taken aback, but said, "Don't worry, I will."
With that, we took big drinks of water and headed down the trail.
The first part of the trail wasn't too steep, and I was already amazed at the vista when we went through the first tunnel. When we got to the first switchback, we hadn't even gone a half-mile, but had already descended 300 feet! We saw families with young children turn around and head back to the trailhead while we forged ahead as the trail got steeper.
We went through the second tunnel at the three-quarter mile mark followed by more steep switchbacks.
Finally, after a mile-and-a-half we reached the first rest house and took advantage of the opportunity to get off our feet for a few minutes. We used the restroom and replenished our water, and just looked around, taking in the views with our arms around each other. I was amazed that we had already descended over 3,000 feet, with another 3,000 feet over the next eight miles to go. One thing for sure, this would be a good test of our ability to face adversity together!
We hoisted our packs back up and continued down into the Canyon until we got to the three-mile rest house. After getting more water, I was watching many other hikers heading back toward the trailhead. I was already getting nervous about the climb back tomorrow!
In another mile-and-a-half, we reached Indian Garden, and it was absolutely beautiful! There was a pretty stream and some actual greenery! We used the rest rooms again and had a nice lunch using the picnic tables there. After refilling our water bottles, I was beginning to have second thoughts. "Merlin, honey," I said, "This is a lot harder than I thought, do you think we should maybe head back?"
"Sahara," he replied, "I understand that this might be a little more than you bargained for, but you are a strong, tough woman, I wouldn't ask you to do this if I didn't think you could handle it. Please trust me, it will be worth it!"
"If you say so, Merlin," I said, "But it better be!"
We hiked a little over three miles until we reached the River Rest House and our first close-up view of the Colorado. I could hardly contain my excitement when Merlin decided he had to be a killjoy!
"I know this is a special moment for you, Sahara," he said, "But we still have a mile-and-a-half to go to the campground. The sooner we get there, the sooner we can make camp and relax."
I knew he was right, so off we went. It was an easy hike, walking along the river, then crossing over on the Bright Angel Suspension Bridge, stopping to take some pictures of the river along with some selfies, then on to the campground.
We checked in and grabbed a campsite as close to the river as we could get. We smiled at each other as we set up camp, I think we were both thinking of the fun we would be having later that night!
Freed from our heavy packs, we left the campsite just strolling around, holding hands, enjoying the scenery and each other's company.
Getting back to camp, we were ravenous and ate a hearty dinner before retiring to our tent. We had zipped our sleeping bags together and we stripped down, me to a tank top and boxers, Merlin to boxers, and slipped into the sleeping bag.
We were certainly tired from the hike down, and under normal circumstances would have wanted nothing but to go to sleep. However, these were far from normal circumstances, and we were not about to waste this opportunity to get to know each other more intimately.
Merlin was gently stroking my hair, looking lovingly into my eyes as he said, "Sahara, I have never known a woman like you! You are incredibly beautiful, strong yet feminine, and you know more about cars than most men I know!
"I know we haven't known each other that long, but I can feel myself falling under your spell. I think I love you and I know I want to make love to you, right here, right now!"
"Merlin, I understand," I said, "I feel the same way, but tonight? I feel so grubby from the hike. There are no showers here; all I had to clean up was the slop sink outside the men's room. I didn't even think to pack deodorant!"
"I don't care, Sahara!" he cried, "Hell, I'm just as bad! Your scent is arousing, I want to hold you, taste you, love you like you've never been loved before!"
Call me a mean bitch, but I couldn't help thinking back to my sessions with Ellen and Roz and thinking, "You've got a real challenge on your hands, Big Boy!" I wisely kept those thoughts to myself as I stroked his scratchy cheek and said, "I want that, too, Merlin."
I began the action by taking his face in my hands and giving him a gentle kiss on the lips, giving him just a little bit of tongue. I continued kissing down his neck, already picking up traces of his manly scent while my hands were stroking his chest. He wasn't overly hairy, just enough to show that he was a real man!
I continued kissing down onto his chest, tasting just a little of the residual saltiness from the sweat that he wasn't able to wash off.
When I reached his nipples, I was in for a bit of a surprise. None of the men I had sex with before were particularly turned on by nipple play, but Merlin seemed to get into it as much as any woman I have ever known. As he stretched his arms up I got a bit of a whiff from his underarms, and, strangely, it didn't gross me out, in fact, I lifted my face up and buried it in his underarm.
That seemed to get his attention. He pulled me up, and disregarding where I had just been gave me one of the most passionate kisses I have ever had.
He reached down and pulled my tank top over my head. As I raised my arms, I noticed another grooming issue: While I had shaved this morning, my hair grows fast; a razor was something else that I failed to pack, and I had noticeable stubble.
Either Merlin didn't notice or he didn't care, because he followed my example and just buried his face in my armpit, then gave it a big lick while his hands began to work my breasts and nipples. Just as I thought that things couldn't get much better, he moved his mouth to my nipples. While my nipples are very sensitive, I don't usually get very turned on by nipple play, but I was dangerously close to having an orgasm just from Merlin working on my nipples.
Then I thought, "Well, why the hell not?" and gave myself over to a sweet orgasm.
As I came down, I looked over to see Merlin smiling at me. "I've never done that before," he said.
I decided to be a smartass. "What, give a girl an orgasm?" I asked with a smirk.
"No, you bitch," he laughed, "I've never given one just by playing with her nipples."
"Well," I said, "I seem to be ahead in this game. Looks like it's time to even up the score." I pulled down his boxers revealing a very nice circumcised cock. While Merlin would certainly never star in any porn movies, it was definitely more impressive than Calvin's, once more disproving the myth.
I discarded Merlin's boxers and proceeded to attack his cock, licking up one side and down the other, stopping only to lick around the head a few times. As I stroked his shaft with one hand, I played with his balls with the other, sending chills through his body.
I shifted position so that I could take his cock in my mouth while continuing to play with his balls.
"Sahara," he moaned, "I'm not gonna last long if you keep that up."
I just smiled at him around his cock and gave him a sly wink. Him not lasting long was precisely my plan; I wanted him to last longer later on!
Merlin's moaning was getting more desperate, and he was shaking his head back and forth, when I unleashed my secret weapon. I got my index finger good and wet, and just as I increased the pressure with my mouth, I stuck my finger up his butt and he came like a racehorse. It was difficult, but I was determined to take his entire load in my mouth, and I did.
As his cock slipped out of my mouth, I made a point of showing Merlin my mouthful of cum before swallowing it with obvious gusto.
"My God, Sahara!" he cried, "I've never cum like that! You've drained me dry."
"I certainly hope not," I replied, "I've still got plans for that. But while he's recovering, why not put your mouth to good use," as I slithered out of my boxers and spread my legs wide in an obvious invitation.
You can say many things about Merlin, but he's no fool and he dove between my legs, grabbing my ass cheeks with both hands, alternately squeezing and stroking them.
While he was playing with my ass, he was kissing up the insides of my thighs, then all around my bare pussy lips. Sometimes he would gently lick around my clit, sometimes wrap his lips around it and suck on it, constantly varying the pressure. I won't say that he was the best at eating pussy that I ever had, but he was certainly one of the best men I ever had at it. When he stuck two fingers up my cunt, stroking my G-spot I almost took off, but he backed off, wagging his finger at me saying, "Uh, uh, I have a better use for that."



I wasn't sure what he meant until I looked down and saw that his cock had fully recovered.
He moved up my body and began kissing me, and I eagerly kissed him back, with no care for all my pussy juice on his lips.
While he didn't ram his cock home, he wasn't especially gentle either. He was just forceful enough so that I knew that I was being taken, that he was claiming me as his.
His cock felt just right, not stretching me painfully, but leaving no doubt that I was filled up.
Because of his earlier orgasm, he was able to last a long time, giving me two orgasms before I felt his building. I really wanted us to come together, so I started playing with my nipples, trying to build up to another one.
"Stick your finger up my ass," I gasped.
"What?" he asked, pausing in his fucking.
"Don't stop," I said, "But stick your finger up my ass, it will help me cum!"
He did what I asked, sticking his index finger all the way up my ass while pounding my pussy with abandon.
Just as I thought I couldn't take any more, I started cumming, just as I felt him shoot, filling me up.
As we came down, we lay there panting, looking lovingly into each other's eyes, then we gently kissed and drifted off to sleep.
When I woke up in the morning, I gave a languorous stretch and smiled down at the still sleeping Merlin. I knew it was still very soon, but I could see myself falling in love with this man!
I thought about Roz and Ellen, and my budding romance with them. I was in a real quandary! Would they accept my being in a relationship with Merlin? How would he take my involvement with them? I couldn't even fathom the idea of all of us together!
Merlin began to stir, and I reached over to him expecting to continue what we had started the night before, but he, surprisingly, pushed me away!
"What's wrong?" I asked, "Didn't you enjoy last night? Don't you want to go again?"
"More than you can know, Sahara," he replied, "But we have a long hike ahead of us, uphill this time. We need to get an early start and get as much as possible done before the sun gets too strong."
I shuddered, remembering the hike down, dreading the hike back up.
We had a quick breakfast, drinking down a bottle of water, and broke camp. Refilling our water bottles, we hit the trail.
Except for a few more shots along the river and on the bridge, we didn't hesitate much, trying to cover as much distance as we could while the sun was still low.
As both the sun and the trail climbed, we took frequent breaks, making use of stops to take more photos of the spectacular scenery and each other. When we got back to Indian Garden, we took off our shoes and socks and lay right down in the stream, getting good and soaked. We knew we would dry off quickly in the heat. We dried off our feet, put our shoes and socks back on, and continued up the trail. We even took some selfies of us together with the canyon wall as backdrops. We had to stop once to let a burro train go by, waving at the tourists, feeling just a little jealous of their rides, then finished our climb.
The sun was already starting to set as we reached the trailhead, exhausted but still able to tease each other over who held us up the most on the climb up.
We took a few more pictures of the sunset before loading up the car and heading back to Merlin's place.
The first thing both of us wanted to was take a nice hot shower to wash the sweat, dust and grime off. Merlin kindly let me go first, but after giving him a chance to wash off, I got back in to give him a hand.
Once he was nice and clean I got down on my knees, took his cock in my hand and gave him a blowjob that I was sure he would remember for a long time!
After drying each other off with big fluffy towels, we slipped into his king-size bed, grateful for the firm but soft mattress after sleeping on the ground.
As tired as we were, we made sure we made sweet love to each other before slipping off to sleep.
Merlin had made arrangements to take the next day off so we were able to sleep in, but this time it was Merlin who woke up first.
I was initially disappointed that he wasn't there beside me until I heard and smelled breakfast being made.
I was dying for a decent meal, and padded naked to the kitchen to find Merlin in his boxers, frying up some bacon; I guess he was afraid of spattering grease!
I helped by getting the toast going, and poured myself a cup of the coffee that Merlin had already brewed.
Merlin fried up some eggs in the bacon grease and we sat down for a quiet breakfast, both of us thinking about the weekend and how our relationship had progressed. I had the additional burden of figuring out how I was going to tie the two halves of my life together.
I knew that, eventually, I was going to have to open up to Merlin about Roz and Ellen, but I was afraid. I had no idea how he would react; would he be jealous? Would he be turned off or disgusted? Would he want to play with us, maybe decide he liked one of them more than me?
Now, that thought truly terrified me! I was falling more and more in love with all of them, and to lose any of them would surely destroy me.
I just couldn't work up the courage to rock the boat and risk what I had, so I just pushed all thoughts of revealing my relationship with the girls to Merlin to the back of my mind and tried to stick with the status quo.
I knew I was probably deluding myself, but for a while, I thought I had the best of both worlds. I played with Roz or Ellen, sometimes both, during the week, and spent the weekends with Merlin.
Then, the other shoe finally dropped.
Merlin and I had been dating for a few months when it happened; Merlin asked me to be exclusive!
Although we had never spoken about it before, I think that Merlin knew I wasn't seeing any other men. He knew about my friendship with Roz and Ellen, but he thought we were just girlfriends; he simply had no idea just how close that friendship really was.
When Merlin asked me to be exclusive, I desperately wanted to say yes; but I knew if I did, I would have to tell him about the girls and that thought scared me shitless.
Merlin and I had talked about our sexual history and he knew that I had been involved with women, but he thought that was all in my past.
Finally, after a great date and a passionate session in bed, Merlin turned toward me and looked me in the eye. I thought I knew what was coming and I was right.
"Sahara," he sighed, "You know I've been wanting us to be exclusive. I believe that you want that, too, but something seems to be holding you back. Please, Sahara, I'm falling more and more in love with you. You have to believe that you can tell me anything."
"Merlin, you can't know how much I want to believe that," I said, "But I'm afraid that what I'm about to tell you will be the end of us, and that terrifies me."
"Oh, come on, Sahara," Merlin said, "I think I know you pretty well, I can't believe that whatever it is can be that bad. Please, just tell me."
"Okay," I teased, trying to lighten the mood, "Here goes nothing, I hope!"
Merlin gave me an odd look and I continued.
"You know how close I am with Roz and Ellen?"
He nodded and motioned for me to continue.
"Well, I'm afraid it's a bit closer than you realize," I said, "We're lovers, and we plan on continuing in our relationship."
Merlin just stared at me with his mouth agape, and I was almost going to crack a joke about catching flies before I realized that this was no time for jokes.
We just sat there staring at each other for a couple of minutes. Finally, Merlin shook his head as if trying to get rid of an idea that he just couldn't grasp. He got out of bed and started getting dressed.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"What does it look like I'm doing?" he barked. "I'm getting dressed, getting out of here, getting away from you!"
"B... But it's the middle of the night," I cried.
"So what?" he said, "That makes it just about perfect for the nightmare this night has become!"
With that, he stomped out, slamming the door behind him and I heard the roar of his engine as he started it up and the tires squeal as he sped off, hopefully not out of my life.
I just curled up on my bed and cried until sleep blessedly claimed me. I felt a little better in the morning. Roz came over while Ellen was in class and I cried on her shoulder for a while. I hadn't really delved into what I was feeling with Merlin with either her or Ellen.
I still had no idea how I was going to balance out all these conflicting emotions inside me, much less what I was going to do with the emotions they were all going through. I knew that I had fallen hard for Roz and Ellen and that Merlin had become necessary to my happiness, too. I just didn't know how to put all the pieces together.
"Roz, I'm going to lean on you here, and I'm trusting you completely," I said.
"You know I love you," she told me. "I can see that you're really upset about something and I want to help you in any way I can."
"Okay, I'm going to unload," I told her. "I'm very confused, Roz. I love you. That would be perfect if it were just you and me. I'd be yours for life if you wanted me. We have Ellen, though; the two of us have her. I love her, too. You love her and she loves and needs both of us, you, maybe, more than me. So, we all love each other. That's so special and so beautiful to me that I don't want to screw it up."
"So, what's the problem?" she asked. "It's Merlin, isn't it? What happened?"
I took a deep breath and felt as if I was about to jump off the edge of the Grand Canyon without a parachute. "I think I'm in love with Merlin." I said. "He, he asked me to be exclusive last night," I finally managed to get out, "I knew I had to tell him about us. I was so hoping that he would understand, that he could trust enough in our love to at least try to work things out." I burst into tears. "I told him I'm in love with you and Ellen and that's why I'm so upset." I waited for a reaction.
"What happened then, Sahara?" Roz asked.
"He exploded," I cried, "that's what happened! He wouldn't even talk about it; he just got dressed and left. He called it a nightmare."
She just sat there, staring at me with those huge brown eyes. I could see love there, but also pain, confusion, maybe a little anger. "Say something, baby," I begged.
"What do you want me to say?" she asked. "I won't pretend I'm happy about you being involved with Merlin, Sahara. I think we have something special, too. I thought we had a relationship between the three of us. I knew you liked Merlin and that you were dating. I don't know what I expected. I know you like men, too, but so do Ellen and I. Should we be looking for someone to bring in and change our relationship? Are you going to be having relationships outside of ours, that don't include us? I'm not sure I can live with that."
Every time I tried to speak, I just started crying again.
"Don't cry, Sahara," Roz said soothingly, cradling me to her breasts, "I can't stand to see you miserable like this. I'm here now, it will be hard, but we'll work it out. Everything's going to be all right."
"No! It's not going to be all right," I said, sitting up and pushing her away, "It's never going to be all right ever again," as I collapsed back down in tears.
Roz seemed to get it. Just then, Ellen came in, took in the scene and just stood there, not sure what she should do. Roz got up and went over to Ellen, filling her in quickly about what had happened.
"Don't worry, Sahara," Ellen said, now taking her turn consoling me, "We'll figure something out. You'll get him back, trust me."
I wanted so much to believe her, but she hadn't seen Merlin, seen the look of utter disgust on his face. I just rolled back over, crying into my pillow, wishing I could just die. As I fell into a fitful sleep, I could hear Roz and Ellen quietly talking. I couldn't make out what they were saying, but I was sure they were talking about me and my situation.
For the next couple of weeks, I was in a terrible funk. I could barely write; when I looked at anything I managed to write, I just had to toss it; it was less than worthless.
Ellen and Roz tried their best to get me out of the dumps, trying to seduce me, separately and together, and I tried, I really tried, to play along, and then I would see Merlin's face in my mind, his look of disgust, and all of my passion would just drain away.
Then, Ellen and Roz came up with a plan. I had very little hope that it would work, but I had no other ideas. It was either this or nothing.
We ruled me out right away; if Merlin had any inclination to talk to me, it would have already happened! Very quickly, we decided to go with Ellen. Despite his reaction to my announcement, Merlin was a gentle soul, and would be kind to Ellen. This was a big step for Ellen. While she had come a long way since we met, she was still kind of shy and withdrawn, and uncomfortable in social situations, especially without Roz or me as backup.
We chose a Friday afternoon, with optimism that if things worked out we'd have the whole weekend to play. Roz and I each gave Ellen a big hug and kiss for luck and sent her off to talk to Merlin while we got ready to do our part.
We had it all planned. Ellen would talk to Merlin; get him to, at least, discuss the situation with us. When she was, hopefully, successful, she would send us a text so that we would be ready for their arrival.
Roz and I did a quick pick up around the condo, then we each took a shower and shampoo (not together) and shaved down. I kept my bald pussy and Roz kept her full bush, though she did give it a light trim.
We went back to the bedroom and got into bed. We didn't want to get ahead of ourselves, but we did want to be warmed up and ready to go, so we started kissing. At first, they were just light, sweet kisses, but we soon were dueling with our tongues as we began caressing each other's breasts.
We were both becoming very horny, and I could smell our mingled musk as our pussies dampened. We needed to back off a bit, so that we would be ready for the big show.
Fortunately, we didn't have to wait too long for the text from Ellen, and it was good news! She and Merlin were on their way over.
Roz and I gazed deep into each other's eyes and took some deep breaths. This was it, all or nothing.
I lay down on the bed, positioning a pillow under my butt, angling my pussy up, and getting my head comfortable on another pillow, while Roz positioned herself over me in a sixty-nine.
We were almost overwhelmed by the sight and smell of our pussies, and we were both immediately soaking wet. We were eating each other out with gusto when we heard the front door open. We paused for just a moment, listening to Ellen and Merlin entering the condo, then returned to our most pleasant chores.
I half heard them come into the bedroom and heard Merlin give out a small gasp.
"Beautiful, isn't it," Ellen said, "Sexy even?"
I couldn't hear anything, but Merlin must have been nodding.
"Wouldn't you like to play with them," she said, "With us?"
If she was following the plan, Ellen was dropping her dress, revealing her naked form beneath. Merlin might have been a big, tough man, but he was still a man, and the sights in front of him had to be having an effect.
I chanced a glance over and saw Ellen pulling Merlin's head down for a passionate kiss while she was stroking his obvious hard on through his pants.
As she started to unbutton his shirt, I was thrilled to see him start to undo his belt and remove his pants.
Once he was naked, he turned to Ellen, I'm sure he thought he was going to be fucking her, but she wasn't quite ready for that yet. She gently led him over to the bed, placing him on one side while she stood on the other.
"Isn't it beautiful?" she repeated, reaching out a hand and stroking Roz's back and ass, encouraging Merlin to do the same. That smoking hot college girl just under his fingers was just what the doctor ordered. He seemed mesmerized by all the sensations when Roz disengaged from me, crawled to the edge of the bed, took his cock in her hand and began stroking it, before bending lower and taking almost its entire length into her mouth in one move.
I've often heard the expression, but never saw it before. Merlin actually went weak in the knees and seemed to be having trouble staying upright.
I shifted over a bit, giving Roz room to lie beside me, raising her knees and spreading her legs, crooking her finger for Merlin to come to her.
Merlin hesitated, looking from Roz, to me, to Ellen and back again. We all smiled and nodded our okays at him before he climbed up on the bed. As turned on as he had to be, as we all were, he didn't immediately ram his cock into Roz. He began by gently kissing her neck while gently massaging her breasts, then started kissing her on the mouth a bit more aggressively while having some more fun with her breasts.
By this time, Ellen had joined me on the bed and we spooned while watching Merlin and Roz.
Just before he penetrated Roz, Merlin looked over at me. "You're sure about this?" he asked.
"More than sure, baby!" I said. "I love you, we all love you. I know you love me, and it would mean the world to me, to us, if you could love all of us."
Merlin shook his head, trying to take this all in.
"You've given me a lot to think about, Sahara," he said, "But I'm not really in a position to think right now. Too much blood is going to the wrong head."
We all chuckled at his bad joke.
"If it's okay with everyone, I'd like to finish here, then we can talk."
"It's more than okay," Roz said, "In fact, you'd damn well better finish, I'm dying here!"
With that, Merlin plunged his cock deep into her sopping wet pussy while Ellen and I just cuddled together and watched, enraptured. I slid over, running my fingers up Merlin's legs, feeling between them, exploring their joining. He was probably very big for her. I knew she didn't have a hymen, we'd used enough toys and fingers to make that certain, but I knew that this was the first live cock she'd ever had. I could feel the inner lips of her hot wet pussy, pushing inside her as he plunged in and stretching outward in a tight ring as he withdrew. She was gasping and I heard her groan.
When I looked up, I saw that Ellen had moved forward and was now loving Roz's nipples, stretching them out with her lips and letting them pop free, sending ripple effects through her beautiful breasts. I cupped his balls, feeling them begin to draw up in preparation for an orgasm. I whispered in his ear.
"Cum in her, Merlin. She's safe, and she'll love it."
I nibbled on his ear and slid my hand between them, feeling Roz's erect little clit and pinching it, circling my fingers around it, hurrying her along. I could feel her tensing, the trembling in her thighs and belly, signifying that she was about to explode.
"Now, Merlin," I hissed. "Cum with her."
Roz gave a strangled groan, her body attempting to bridge up off the bed and then she became very vocal. "Oh, oh, oh my God, Sahara! I'm... Jesus, Ellen, it..." Her voice trailed off into an unintelligible half-scream as her orgasm tore through her. At the same time, Merlin made a groan.
"Tight!" he moaned. "God, she's squeezing all around me! Roz, God, Roz!" His movements became irregular and I milked his balls, feeling them contract as he pumped into her. It seemed like they came for minutes, but I knew that wasn't possible. I felt like a cat in heat, myself. I glanced over at Ellen and her eyes were shining, I cupped her pussy and played with her.
I was dying to taste her, and started to go down on her. "No, Sahara, wait," she pulled me up and kissed me. "We need to talk."
Roz and Merlin were locked in a passionate kiss and when it ended, he withdrew, reluctantly, it seemed, and rolled off to lie beside her. They were still catching their breath and I pulled on Ellen, coaxing her to crawl up and lay on top of him.



With Ellen's frank blue eyes staring into his and sandwiched between Roz and me, he wasn't going anywhere. We had to do it, so I broke the ice.
"Merlin, you do know that everyone in this bed loves you?" I asked him.
He glanced over at Roz and she nodded. His eyes locked on Ellen's and she gave him a kiss that made me weak. "I guess I do," he finally admitted. "I knew Roz and Ellen loved me, just as a friend, but I thought you were 'in love' with me, Sahara."
"I am," I told him. "I love you as a friend and as a lover, Merlin. Let me ask you something, do you have more than one friend?"
"I see what you're saying," he said. "I'm just trying to get my head around having more than one lover. Let me ask you something. Is this going to be like next month, Roz finds a guy she wants, or you do, or I find a woman?"
"Hey," Ellen protested. "What about me?"
He laughed and kissed her again. "I think whatever you do is perfect, Ellen. It's these two I'm worried about."
"Roz, what do you say about that?" I asked.
"I would have been perfectly fine with just Ellen," she said. "Then Sahara came along and we both fell in love with her, just like you did, Merlin. The difference is, we always knew we were going to share her. By the time any of us knew how our relationship was going to go, she had met you and she was falling for you. You hadn't made love yet, and we just sort of fell into each other. What did Ellen tell you?"
He chuckled. "She sort of gave me the business," he said. "She was... Ellen. She told me Sahara was miserable and she didn't appreciate me making someone she loves miserable. She said that neither one of you was any threat to me and Sahara being together, that you weren't trying to take her away from me, but you were starting to feel like I was trying to take her away from you."
"I told him that every one of us loved him," Ellen said. "I said that we were willing to share her if he was willing to share her, and himself, with us. I told him that we were all attracted to boys, too, and I... I..."
He laughed. "She kissed me and groped me! She took my hand and put it on her breasts. I know she doesn't like to be touched by anyone she doesn't love and feel comfortable with. That told me more than any words could have."
"I told him I wanted him to come home with me, give us a chance to show him that he could have Sahara and more," Ellen finished. "I told him I needed a ride, anyway. He brought me in the Mustang, Sahara!" I could tell she liked that.
"Back to what I have to say," Rosaline laughed. "I'm not looking for any relationship with anyone who's not in this bed. Not only am I not looking, I won't have one and I won't accept any of you having one, either."
Ellen nodded her agreement. "No, I don't want that either," she said. "Sahara?"
"I never dreamed I'd find anyone like any of you," I said. "Merlin, when you said you wanted us to be exclusive; I wanted to say yes, more than anything. I would have said yes in a heartbeat, six months ago. That was before I met Ellen and Roz. I love them, Merlin, don't you see? I love them just as I do you. I'll never give you up if you love me, and them. They're part of me, just as I want you to be part of me and part of them. Why should any of us have to give up any of the rest of us? We all love each other. I know they aren't as in love with you as I am, but they will be, if you give them a chance. You'll fall in love with them, too. Tell me you don't love them."
He shook his head. "No, I do, it's just..."
"What?" Roz demanded. "Don't tell me the thought of fucking two hot college girls and the hottest woman in the state doesn't turn you on?"
He laughed. "No, I admit that it does. God, Roz, you were fantastic." He reached down and cupped Ellen's tight little ass. "I can just imagine what making love to this angel will be like, and Sahara is the hottest woman I've ever seen. She rocks my world, too. I already love all three of you. Each one of you is special in ways that I'm just finding out. Won't you be like, jealous, or something?"
"How can you be jealous of someone you love?" Ellen asked. "I think you're afraid, Merlin. You think we're going to be too much for you to handle."
He laughed. "I think any one of you would be too much to handle!"
"It's a good thing you've got all three of us then and we're into each other," I said. "Seriously, though, I think we can all just keep it between the four of us, right? If one of us decided to do something else, they are free to move on. That's true in any relationship."
"Yes, I guess it is," he admitted.
"Listen, when I got here, I was hurting," I told them. "I was married to a cheating asshole. I divorced his sorry ass and then my mother passed. I came here looking for a fresh start. I'm not a cheater, and I don't think any of you are. Do you think it's possible to just love each other, look out for each other and see where the road leads?"
They all agreed that they were willing to give it a shot. Merlin apologized for the way he'd stormed out without really understanding, and Ellen slid off him and onto Roz. "I think you two need some make-up sex," she giggled.
She slid down and engulfed him. She seemed to have no gag reflex at all, taking him into her mouth soft, and keeping him fully embedded, even when he was, obviously, in her throat. She worked him diamond hard and tugged on my arm, urging me to climb aboard for a ride. That was something I was happy to do, and I rode him until I had nothing left.
He finished off in Roz again, and Ellen and I cuddled and watched him blow her mind and then his nuts in that smoking hot girl.
While Merlin and Roz recovered, Ellen and I showered, barely restraining ourselves from starting all over again. We then changed the bed linens while Merlin and Roz showered, and while there was some giggling, they were good and didn't get out of control.
We all cuddled around Merlin for a blissful night's sleep, and it seemed like I had just fallen asleep when I awoke to an empty bed and the smell of bacon cooking. I went to the bathroom, then padded naked to the kitchen, quickly realizing that I was rather underdressed.
Ellen and Roz were in their bathrobes at the kitchen table sipping coffee while Merlin was frying up bacon in his boxers. I just thought, "Fuck it!" got my coffee and sat down in all my glory. The girls just looked me up and down, barely containing their laughter.
"I guess someone didn't get enough last night, and must have wanted to get a head start this morning," said Roz with a smirk.
"Well, excu-u-use me!" I said, "I didn't get the memo that this morning's breakfast was formal dress."
"Now, now, girls," Merlin said as he put a plate of bacon on the table, "I think we're well past the modesty stage here," as he dropped his boxers exposing his impressive half-mast erection.
Ellen and Roz exchanged glances, Roz stood up and said, "I guess we should join the club," dropped her robe, and Ellen did the same.
We ate a remarkably normal breakfast, if you could ignore the fact that we were all naked, and went into the living room. Ellen, Roz and I squeezed onto the sofa while Merlin sat in the easy chair.
We sat in an uncomfortable silence, none of us willing to address the elephant in the room.
Finally, Merlin took the bull by the horns. "Well, ladies," he said, "That was certainly the most fun that I can ever remember having, but where do we go from here?"
We all looked back and forth at each other until I decided that I'd better speak up.
"Well," I said, "To call this a unique situation would probably be the understatement of the century."
A nervous laugh went around the room.
"I know this is a lot to hit you with in a very short time," I said. "Ours is certainly an unconventional relationship!"
I looked around the room at three heads nodding slowly.
"As much fun as last night was," I continued, "I'm looking for more than hot, kinky sex.
"I love you all, and feel that I'm falling in love with you all. I don't want to give any of you up."
"Neither do we," Roz said, with Ellen nodding her agreement. Merlin just sat there with a bemused look on his face.
"Ellen, Roz and I obviously have formed a bond," I said, "As have you and I, Merlin. The only missing pieces are you and the girls."
Merlin seemed a bit befuddled. "What can we do about that?" he asked.
"Dates!" I said to more puzzled looks. "I think you should take Roz and Ellen on some one-on-one dates to get to know each other better, without the rest of us complicating things."
There was a brief pause as I could practically see the gears turning in their brains, then almost all at once they were bouncing up and down saying that was a great idea.
Roz in particular was practically drooling. "Well, I certainly wouldn't mind taking him for another test drive," she said.
"Roz!" I said, "Get your mind out of the gutter! I'm not saying that sex is out of the question, but that is secondary, the primary reason is to learn about each other, see how compatible you are."
"I knew what you meant, Sahara," Roz said, "I was just teasing." She may have been teasing, but I noticed an evil glint in her eye.
We didn't discuss "play time" for the four of us. I decided to just go with the flow and let whatever would happen, happen. As Roz and Merlin went off, I assumed, to make plans for their first date, Ellen approached me nervously.
"C-can I talk to you, Sahara?" she asked.
"Of course, honey," I said, "You can always talk to me about anything. What is the problem, sweetie?"
"It's Merlin," she said softly.
"Merlin?" I asked, "What's the problem with Merlin?"
"Well," Ellen said, "It's not really just Merlin. I've never been with a man before. Last night was the closest I've ever come to having sex with a man."
"Oh, Ellen," I said, "I'm so sorry, I knew that, but I wasn't thinking. I knew you led kind of a sheltered life, but I somehow thought that you had some experience."
"No, none."
"Okay, Ellen, first of all, you don't have to do anything that you don't want to do or that makes you uncomfortable," I said. "If you want, I can talk to Merlin, explain your situation to him, make sure he doesn't inadvertently put undue pressure on you."
"Thank you, Sahara, I'd appreciate that."
"Second, you obviously got a crash course on male-female sex last night, but you're going to need more than that to become comfortable on your own with a man, especially when it's time for intercourse."
Ellen nodded her agreement.
"Let's try this," I said, "When Roz and Merlin go out on their date we'll have our own 'Sex Ed' class! You can ask me absolutely anything, and I will try my best to get you ready to have sex with Merlin, but only when you're ready. Meanwhile, you can go out on dates with Merlin, get to know each other, feel what it's like to relate to a man."
"Yes, Sahara," Ellen said, "I like that idea."
"If you ever feel that you would rather talk to Roz, or to both of us together, just say so," I said, "You won't hurt my feelings. Deal?"
"Deal!" she said, and we hugged on it.
Just as we broke the hug, Roz and Merlin appeared holding hands, Roz was blushing and giggling, and I think they were doing a bit more than planning! Seeing Ellen and me, they quickly let go of their hands, not as if they were fooling anyone, and came over to join us.
"Merlin," I said, "We've got some things to talk about. Why don't we go for a ride; I think we can trust these two by themselves for a few minutes!"
"Okay," he replied a little tentatively, not sure what I had in mind.
We got in my Super Bee, headed for the local park and sat down on a secluded bench.
"All right, Sahara," he said, "You called this meeting. What's on your mind?"
"It's Ellen," I said.
"Ellen?" he asked, "What do you mean?"
"Well..." I hesitated, "I'm sure you've noticed that she's a little different..."
"Are you talking about her shyness?" he asked, "Of course. Lots of people are shy. Why this big discussion?"
"Merlin, I'm afraid that it's a bit more than just being shy," I said, "Ellen is autistic."
"Autistic? I always thought that was like mentally retarded. I don't know if that is the correct term. She certainly doesn't seem that way."
"No, Merlin," I said, "The term you're thinking of is intellectually disabled, but autism is different. She's probably smarter than all the rest of us put together. She has a genius level IQ. People with autism usually have problems relating to other people; that's reflected in Ellen's shyness. The key thing for you to keep in mind is to go slow, let her take the lead as much as possible. Back off if she seems to be uncomfortable."
"All right, Sahara, I think I understand," Merlin said, "I know I can sometimes come on strong, I'll make an extra effort to ease back. Is there anything else?"
I took a deep breath before I continued.
"Actually, there is," I said, "Ellen has never been with a man..."
"You mean that she's a..."
"Yes, Merlin, she's a virgin," I said, "As a matter of fact she's only had sexual relations with me and Roz. For now, I suggest you try to put last night out of your mind. We may play like that again soon; it may be a while. I can assure you that between Roz and I you won't exactly be going without!"
"Okay," he said with a small smile, "But what should I do for right now?"
"Just take it one step at a time. Back things up a bit, as if you had just met. Take her out to dinner; go to the movies, walks in the park, things like that. Don't take her to clubs; the crowds and the noise are too much for her. Go slow on the physical contact, hold her hand, put your arm around her, and be ready to back off if she seems uncomfortable. Follow her lead."
"Whew," he said, "That's a lot to take in, but Ellen's a special woman and I'm sure that she's worth the effort. What about kissing?"
"Again, follow her lead," I said. "You're a bright guy, I'm sure you've had to decide when a date was ready to be kissed before, I think you'll figure it out. Who knows, she may take things into her own hands!"
With that, we got back in my car and headed back to the condo. Merlin decided not to come in, he wanted to go home and think about all that we said.
When I came in, Roz and Ellen were concerned that Merlin wasn't with me, but I assured them that we had a very good talk, and that he just wanted some time to take it all in.
"Now, my dear," I said, looking at Ellen, "It's your turn!"
Ellen gave me a bit of a deer in the headlights look, looking back and forth from Roz to me.
"Relax, Ellen," I said, "I'm just teasing you. Now, would you be more comfortable if Roz joins us, or would you rather start out just the two of us?"
"I... I think I'd like to start out just you and me, Sahara," Ellen said, "If you don't mind, Roz?"
"Of course I don't mind, honey!" Roz said, "I want whatever makes you happy and comfortable."
A short while later Merlin called, inviting Roz out to dinner and a movie and she accepted, giving Ellen and me the condo to ourselves.
After a light supper, we went into the living room and sat together on the couch, just relaxing until we were ready to begin. When the tension got to be too much I took Ellen in my arms and gave her a gentle kiss, then I began.
"Ellen, I know I don't need to explain the mechanics of man-woman sex to you, especially after Merlin and Roz last night!"
She blushed sweetly and gave me a small nod.
"Most of the sex with a man isn't really all that much different than with a woman, except that a man is usually stronger and they aren't as soft as a woman.
We began kissing and making out until things started heating up, and we moved into the bedroom, where we undressed each other and slipped into the bed.
"Besides the obvious physical differences, there are two parts of sex with a man that are not done with a woman. The first, obviously, is intercourse and the second is fellatio. You saw Roz do that to Merlin and you gave it a go. Do you remember that, Ellen?" I asked.
"Y... Yes," Ellen replied, "I don't think I'm very good at that."
"You looked like you were doing pretty good to me," I said. "Let me explain a few things about that. You know how good it feels when Roz or I go down on you?"
"Uh-huh," she said.
"Well, it feels just as good for the man when it is done to him, maybe even better, especially if you let him finish."
A look of horror came over her face, and I chuckled.
"Don't worry, Sweetie," I said, "As much as they may want to, most men worth having respect their partners too much to insist on it. Some women don't care to perform oral at all, and while their man may go along with her wishes, most men will resent it, especially if she expects oral from him. Our arrangement may actually help you in that regard, because both Roz and I love it, so if you really can't do it, we can help you out."
Ellen giggled at that.
"You never know," I said, "In time, you may decide you like it, but there will be time for that later. Before we go any further, I need to be sure; you do want to make love to Merlin, right?"
"Oh, yes!" she said, "Definitely. But I'm afraid."
"That's what I'm here for, baby," I said. "First, let's warm you up."
With that, I began kissing down her neck while caressing her breasts, slowly moving down her body until I was facing her sweet pussy. I was surprised to see some moisture on her pussy lips; until now, she had been dry as a bone. Maybe our proposed arrangement was exciting her even more than she realized.
I licked up one side and then the other, trying to add my saliva to her juices, and her labia parted a little and her clit started to peek out. I sucked on my fingers to get them nice and wet and gently teased her lips open while circling her clit with my tongue.
For the first time since I knew them, she was responding to vaginal play, and I continued my oral attack on her clit while continuing to probe a little deeper with my fingers. She didn't have a large hymen but I did notice her wince a couple of times. I leaned up close to her face and said gently, "Don't worry, Ellen, it's perfectly normal to feel some pain your first time. Would you like me to help make it easier for you when the time comes?"
"Yes, please, Sahara," she said.
I reached over to my nightstand drawer and got my lube and my smallest dildo. I lubed up the dildo and returned my mouth to her pussy to get her turned on again. I coated my fingers with lube and lubed her up as best I could.
I leaned back a bit and said, "This is going to hurt some, baby. Please feel free to pull my hair, beat on me, cry out, whatever you need, okay?" She nodded her okay, but I could see some tears in her eyes.
I resumed sucking on her clit while gently rubbing her labia with the tip of the dildo until I decided I couldn't put it off any longer and gently but firmly pushed the dildo home.
She gave a gut-wrenching moan while pulling my hair with one hand and beating on my shoulder with the other, but she soon settled down as I gently stroked the dildo in and out.
When she seemed calm enough, I got up and went to the bathroom to get a warm washcloth and clean her up.
I changed the sheets and we spooned together and fell asleep.
I never heard Merlin and Roz come in, but when I got up in the morning I saw them snuggled, still asleep, in the guestroom.
By the time I got out of the shower and put the coffee on, the others were stirring, and we were soon gathered around the kitchen table having breakfast. Ellen and I, by some unspoken agreement didn't share what we did, but Roz and Merlin apparently had a grand old time!
At first, I was concerned because Ellen seemed a bit more quiet than usual, and I was afraid that I had pushed her too far, too fast, but as the day wore on, she was back to her usual self. I was pleasantly surprised when she accepted Merlin's invitation to dinner.



I was careful not to get overly optimistic, but I was hopeful that we just might make this thing work.
When Merlin picked up Ellen for their date, I told Roz about my night with Ellen, and she could hardly contain her excitement. I had to calm her down, remind her that this was just a first step, and we didn't want to ruin things by getting ahead of ourselves. She reluctantly agreed and we had a simple dinner, before cuddling on the couch to watch some television, but neither of us had any idea what we saw.
We both nearly jumped out of our skin when Ellen closed the door and leaned against it with a goofy grin on her face. There was no way in hell that things could have gone so far so fast. We wanted to get the straight scoop from Ellen, but she was going to have to settle down first, so we sent her to take a nice hot shower and join us back in the living room.
We thought about opening a bottle of wine, then thought better of it: we needed to keep our wits about us, so we put on a pot of coffee while we waited on Ellen.
Ellen came into the kitchen wrapped in a fluffy robe, still with a glow on, and sat down at the table with Roz and me.
"Okay, Sister, spill," Roz said. "You obviously had a good time!"
"It was just wonderful!" Ellen replied. "I was so nervous, but Merlin was so sweet and patient. We went to a fancy restaurant with valet parking. Merlin was not about to entrust his Mustang to any valet, so we parked in a lot around the corner. He ran around the car to get my door and helped me out, and held my hand as we walked to the restaurant. I don't know how he knew it was my favorite, but he ordered chateaubriand for two. I told him I didn't drink alcohol, so he ordered us each a sparkling water.
"It was a little strange in a way. On one hand, it was a warm intimate dinner; on the other, it was so intense, he was gazing into my eyes as if he was looking right into my soul. If it had been anyone else, it might have been uncomfortable, but with Merlin it was just so warm and loving that I didn't want it to end. I wish I could tell you that we had some sort of deep meaningful conversation, but the truth is, I can barely remember it. It was mostly Merlin asking about me and Roz and our lives. I tried, but wasn't able to get him to talk much about his work.
"Eventually we headed back to the car. Merlin reached for my hand, but I wrapped it around his waist, instead, and he put his arm around my shoulders. When we got back to his car he opened my door and helped me in, then got behind the wheel. I felt it in the pit of my stomach when he fired that beast up, and as he pulled into the traffic he asked me if I was ready to go home.
"I think I shocked him when I said, 'No, let's go to your place for a while.' He gave me a bit of a double take, and then headed to his place. I turned down his offer of coffee, he put on some soft music, we just sat quietly for a few moments with our knees gently touching and my warm feeling returned.
"I'm not sure exactly what came over me, but I put my arm around his neck, turned his head toward me and gave him a kiss. I'm not sure who was more shocked, him or me, but as he kissed me back I could see what you meant, Sahara. It was definitely different from when I kiss you or Roz, but not bad different, just different. I could feel the scratchiness of his stubble, and while his lips weren't as soft as either Roz or you, it was still very pleasurable.
"After too few minutes I began to feel that I was losing control of myself, and if I didn't bring things to a halt I would go further than I felt ready to go. I reluctantly asked Merlin to take me home, and here I am!"
Roz and I just stared at each other, stunned. We never expected that Ellen would move this fast; we were sure that it would take months of gentle urging to get her anywhere close to this, and she went and did it on one date.
I noticed that Ellen seemed a little antsy, then I realized she had gotten herself all wound up with Merlin, and now she was nearly exploding from sexual tension.
I took Roz by the hand and walked over to Ellen. "You look like you need some help," I said, as I stroked the back of her neck. She was practically purring as Roz and I led her to the bedroom and relieved her of her clothes. We caressed her from both sides, and as Roz moved up to lock lips, I went down to make love to her sweet pussy.
I had never seen her so wet, and almost before I was ready she had her first ever orgasm. It wasn't earth-shattering or anything, but it gave me great joy to be her first. We were too spent to get cleaned up, we just spooned together, Ellen between Roz and me, and had a blissful night's sleep.
During the next few weeks, we became more and more comfortable with this foursome idea. We had just one more mini-orgy with the four of us, more or less the same as the first one, but we could tell that Ellen wasn't entirely comfortable; we put most of our energy into getting Ellen comfortable with the idea of sex with Merlin, and were careful not to push her.
Despite the success of their first date, we knew it couldn't be that easy, and it wasn't. More than once Ellen came home from a date with Merlin in tears. It wasn't anything that Merlin did; she was just frustrated and horribly awkward. Merlin took my advice completely to heart, and was very careful not to push her too far.
No, the problem was Ellen herself. She desperately wanted to make love with Merlin, but was also terrified of the idea. Even though they were taking baby steps, once in a while Ellen would push herself a little too far out of her comfort zone and would break down.
It would sometimes take hours with Roz and me comforting her before she would be able to get to sleep, and Roz and I would question the whole enterprise. We dated and played in various configurations, and Roz and I didn't play together with Merlin if Ellen was home; we didn't want her to feel pressured or left out.
About two months after she brought Merlin back, Ellen decided that she was ready to try again. She still wasn't sure if she was ready for intercourse, but wanted to see just how far she could go.
After talking to her to reassure ourselves that she was ready, we made our plans. I went to see Merlin to clue him in and remind him to follow our lead, while Ellen and Roz started the dinner preparations.
It was a tense dinner as we tried to keep things as normal as possible, even though we knew this was about as far from normal as you could get. After dinner we sat around nervously, nobody wanting to make the first move. Finally, it was Ellen who stood up and said, "If we're going to do this before I die of old age, I think we had better get started!"
The rest of us stood up and followed Ellen into the bedroom, where Roz and I undressed Ellen while Merlin got undressed. As Roz and I got undressed, Merlin and Ellen stood there staring at each other, the heat simmering between them until Ellen took the big step up to Merlin throwing her arms around his neck and laying a passionate kiss on him as he reached around her to grasp her tight little butt.
This was a big step for Ellen; as far as I knew this was the first time she and Merlin were in bodily contact while naked. Roz and I just sat nervously on the bed, one arm around each other, the other hands clasping each other.
Merlin released one of her butt cheeks and began caressing a breast and teasing her nipple while he lowered his mouth to Ellen's other breast as a small moan escaped from her lips.
Roz and I shifted a little as Merlin and Ellen stretched out on the bed stroking each other gently. I looked at Merlin's rock hard cock with concern; it was definitely larger than any of the dildos that Roz and I had used on Ellen.
Ellen reached down and touched his cock for the second time, and began gently stroking it. Merlin must have been on a hair trigger, because he suddenly shot all over Ellen's hand and belly. She was momentarily taken aback, but then brought her hand in front of her face to examine it. She gave it a small sniff, then a tentative lick. She made a bit of a face, then shrugged her shoulders, wiped her hand on the sheet and resumed kissing Merlin.
Merlin went back to kissing down her body, spending a long time on her luscious breasts. Roz and I were getting so turned on by the scene in front of us that our pussies were dripping, but we didn't want to take our eyes off Ellen and Merlin so we just played with ourselves while Merlin worked his way down to Ellen's pussy.
Ellen's head was thrashing back and forth, and I didn't think that she would be able to hold out very long, and I was right; she had the biggest orgasm that I had seen her have, and it set both Roz and me off and we exploded.
Roz and I lay down next to Ellen, gently stroking her hair as she came down, telling her how well she did. I glanced down at Merlin's cock and it was still hard as steel. He got up on his knees and moved between Ellen's legs, spreading them wide as he began to position his cock at her opening.
Ellen suddenly sat up with tears in her eyes. "I'm so sorry, Merlin, I'm just not ready!" She buried her head on my shoulder and began crying.
"It's okay, Ellen," he said, "I understand." He was gently touching her shoulder and wincing as she flinched away. "I think maybe I should go home now." He gathered up his clothes and left the bedroom.
"Wait a minute," Roz said, rushing after him.
I could hear them going into the other bedroom where Roz made sure that Merlin wouldn't go home with a bad case of blue balls. I cuddled and comforted Ellen, while the sounds we heard left no doubt Roz was enjoying her mission of mercy. I heard the front door close and Roz came back to bed and we both held Ellen as she fell asleep, still snuffling.
In the morning, Ellen came shuffling into the kitchen with her eyes still red from crying. Roz and I both tried to comfort her, telling her that it was all right, that Merlin understood and that we all still loved her, but she resisted.
"No!" she said, "It's not all right. I've ruined everything!"
"You did no such thing," I said, flicking my eyes at Roz, hoping she got my message. I think she did, because a moment later she was on the phone, and few minutes later Merlin was at the door. Ellen sat in her chair like a frightened rabbit, wide-eyed and ready to flee.
Merlin walked over and knelt down beside her chair, but she couldn't meet his eyes until he reached up and gently turned her face to look at him. He gently wiped away her tears with his other hand.
"I... I'm s... so sorry, Merlin," she sobbed, the tears starting up again.
"Shh, sweetie," Merlin said, "You have nothing to be sorry for. We all knew this was going to be a process, probably a slow process, and I can be as patient as I need to be. I love you, we're all in love with you, and would never ever hurt you or ask you to do anything that makes you uncomfortable."
Roz and I nodded our agreement and Ellen launched herself into Merlin's arms, crying again, but this time they were tears of joy.
I was losing that spiraling out of control feeling as we wrapped our heads and hearts around this crazy-to-anyone-else situation. As we all got more comfortable with it, and each other, I realized I had been neglecting my writing. After a fairly intense spurt of work, I had put the finishing touches on my latest book and submitted it for editing.
I knew it would be a little while before I would get the edits back, so I decided to brainstorm ideas for my next book. Unfortunately, my brainstorm was little more than a sun shower, until a lightning bolt of inspiration struck me: Merlin!
Merlin was always very reticent about his work, but I got the impression that it involved some sort of industrial espionage. I made up my mind that he was going to open up at least a little bit to me, at least enough to plant a seed of inspiration.
While the girls were in school, I invited Merlin over to lunch and explained what I wanted to do. He was still reluctant, saying that it was too dangerous, until I convinced him (wink) that we could make it work.
Merlin explained that his client needed a security clearance to keep their government contracts. Someone was trying to breach their security in a way that would cost them their clearance.
He didn't know if it was simply a competitor seeking an advantage, or enemy agents. The former, while not without risks, should be relatively safe. The latter, however, it could become a real life or death situation, and he didn't want me anywhere near that.
It took some doing, but I got him to agree to take me on a ride along, just to get a flavor for what he did. I was surprised when he pulled up in his Mustang.
"What are you trying to do, be subtle?" I said. "I thought that we'd be using one of those nondescript sedans you see in all those detective shows."
"Yes," he said, "Everyone always thinks that, so who would expect someone undercover to be driving a car like this?"
He had a point; I grabbed my camera and iPad, got in the passenger seat and we hit the road.
He started out driving through some of the scummier parts of town, just to give me a little "flavor" he said. Quite a few heads turned as they heard the rumble of the exhaust, but nothing seemed suspicious.
As we approached the headquarters of his client, I saw Merlin tense up. "What's wrong, Merlin?" I asked.
He took a deep breath and pointed out a man leaving the building heading for the parking lot. "That's one of our prime suspects," he said. "We're pretty sure he's involved, but we haven't been able to pin anything on him.
"We've searched his car and his apartment, but haven't found anything yet. I want you to keep your head down; I'm going to follow him, see if he leads me anywhere useful."
We followed him to a warehouse district. I was concerned that Merlin's car might attract too much attention here, but he was hyper-focused on his task and didn't seem worried.
Merlin's target pulled up to a warehouse. "Take down this address," barked Merlin, "325A Harrison Ave."
As I finished typing, just before Merlin pulled away, I saw the suspect look at us suspiciously and speak nervously into a cell phone. A moment later another car pulled out from behind the warehouse and seemed to be following us.
"Merlin!" I said, nervously, "I think we're being followed!"
"Don't worry, Sahara," he said, "I'll lose him."
Merlin threw the car into a hard left turn and stomped on the gas. I looked back and saw the other car make the same turn, but Merlin made several other turns, seemingly at random, and in just a few minutes the other car was no longer in sight.
I consider myself a pretty strong person, but I have to admit that I was shaking like a leaf.
Merlin glanced over, and the asshole chuckled! "Now maybe you'll see why I didn't want to get you involved in my work."
I wanted to slap that silly grin off his face, but I was still too shaken as he pulled up in front of the condo to drop me off. I wanted him to come in, but he said he had some work to do, and took off.
Just as Merlin pulled away, Roz and Ellen pulled up. They could tell that I was shaken up and wrapped their arms around me in concern,
"What happened?" asked Roz, "Did that asshole break up with you, with us? I'll kill him if he did!"
"No, no," I said, "Nothing like that. I asked him to show me some of what he did, and it was going pretty well until someone started following us."
"What?" they both exclaimed.
"Yes," I said, "But Merlin pulled off some fancy driving and got away from them."
They helped me into the condo, and we just cuddled on the couch for a while until I settled down. None of us felt like cooking so we ordered in some Chinese, then crawled into bed and drifted off to sleep.
The next Tuesday, Merlin called me to see if I was available for lunch. Well, I was always available for lunch with him, so I met him at Chili's. We had a nice conversation and a nice lunch. I asked him how the case I had done the ride-along with him on was going.
"It's a little weird," he said. "I think they should just fire the guy, lock him out of the systems and move on. They seem to think he already has some secrets they want back. I'm closing in on some things. He's been in touch with a buyer, and it looks as if he's ready to make a move. I've been putting some pressure on the buyer. I'm pretty sure if he tries to make a deal, the buyer will sell him to me. We'll have to see how it works out."
"I had no idea these corporate espionage things were so complicated," I said. "How could 'secrets' be so valuable?"
He thought for a minute. "Suppose you're writing your new book," he began. "Let's say it is going to be a runaway best seller and you expect to make millions. Think about how your rival could make out if he could steal the draft copy of your book, sell it and maybe get a movie deal or something."
"I'd cut off his balls," I told him.
He laughed. "Yes, I believe you would. Remind me never to steal your book, Sahara."
We finished eating and he asked for a ride back to his office. His Mustang was being serviced and he had taken a cab to meet me. I was happy to hang onto him as long as possible and we were about halfway back to his office when the Super Bee notified us that he had an incoming call. We had paired the Bluetooth a week earlier so I could call him, hands free.
He answered and the voice on the phone sent us into a tailspin. "Merlin Ansel?" the voice asked.
"Yes, who is this and what can I do for you?" he said.
The voice was, obviously, heavily disguised, and sounded like a robot. "You're working on a case for Adams Industries," the voice said. "You are going to drop them as a client. If you don't, we have your girlfriend and she'll be the one to pay the price."
The call disconnected and when I stopped at the next light, I looked over at him. "I thought I was your girlfriend," I said. "They don't have me, so what the hell, Merlin? You know how I feel about cheating!" I was sort of pissed off, and sort of scared at the same time.
"Yes, I do, and I feel the same way," he snapped. "The guy is nuts," he snapped. It's obviously some kind of bluff. I'm not backing off an inch. I think the buyer must have tipped our guy. Shit! Now I'm going to have to make some fast moves."
He was visibly shaken, and so was I. "What are you going to do?" I asked.
"I have no idea," he said. "The first thing is to make sure you're safe. They may not have you, but they might try to snatch you."
I parted my thighs just enough to show him the little .380 in my thigh holster. "He laughed. "That won't be any fun for them," I said.
We pulled up in front of his office and he got out, walked around the car, gave me a kiss and squeezed my breast. "I know you're tough as hell," he said. "I want you to go home and wait for me, okay? Do it for me, Sahara. Just let me feel secure about this, okay?"
I started to agree, when the phone sounded again. It was Roz. "Hey, baby," I said. "I'm on my way home. Just about to leave Merlin's office. You need anything?"
"Sahara!" she was crying. "Ellen didn't come home from school at 1:30 like she was supposed to. I've been texting her and calling her, but she isn't answering. What should I do?"
I was frozen with horror. I looked up at Merlin and he was as white as a ghost. He leaned into the car. "Hey, honey," he said. "It's me. Don't worry, Roz, Sahara and I will go get her. You know how she is. Sometimes she doesn't notice her phone buzzing. We'll bring her home."
We managed to get Roz calmed down and he told me to wait a second. He ran into the office and came back out carrying a bundle under his arm and a box in his hands. He threw the box in the back seat and opened the bundle. There were two flak jackets in it. He handed me one.



"Put that on," he said as he got in.
"My God, Merlin," I could hardly speak. "Do you think they have Ellen? Is she your girlfriend that guy was talking about? Merlin, what are we going to do? I'll just die if anything happens to our baby! Please, we've got to do something!" I was practically yelling and I could feel myself starting to panic.
He took my face between his hands. He held me there for a minute. "Get a grip on it," he told me. "I don't know anything and neither do you. We are doing something. She may have just stopped off at the bookstore or for a cup of coffee. We're going to that warehouse and if Ellen's there, we're going to get her back. Can I count on you?"
I took a couple of deep breaths. "Yes, but it anything happens to that girl..." The more I thought about the possibility that Ellen was in danger, the more I was ready for some mayhem.
"Nothing is going to happen to her." he insisted. "Now let's get moving."
We flew through the streets, squeezing every erg of horsepower we could get out of the Super Bee. He opened the box in the back seat and took out four pistols. They looked big. He screwed silencers on the ends and loaded a dozen clips.
"You shot these with me at the range," he said. "I know you're a good shot. If it gets nasty, don't miss."
"I've never shot anyone!" I yelled at him. "I've only shot targets. I don't even know if I can!"
"What if they're going to hurt Ellen?" he asked. That settled it. I decided I could easily shoot someone who was hurting Ellen.
As we approached the warehouse, he told me to slow down. We parked about four blocks away and made our way into the alley. We moved in the shadows as much as possible, taking advantage of dumpsters, differences in the buildings and any cover we could find. We must have been about a block away when two guys passed the mouth of the alley. We could hear them talking, but couldn't make out any words.
Merlin hissed at me to get my attention from across the alley where he was behind the wall of a building that stuck out a bit farther than its neighbor. I was crouching behind a foul-smelling trashcan and he made hand motions for me to stay put.
Shit! It had to be here. It smelled as if someone had cleaned fish and put them in that garbage a week ago. I knelt there, trying not to retch. I kept motioning to him to move but he just kept telling me to stay put. I knelt there for what seemed like twenty minutes, becoming one with the miasma and the two guys walked back by the alley.
As soon as they were out of sight, he motioned for me to come over. He pulled me into the cover with him. "They're walking a patrol," he said. "We'll move down by those barrels and take them out next time they come by." He sniffed. "Jesus, Sahara, you smell like shit!"
If I hadn't needed him, I'd have killed him myself. We hurried down to the barrels and crouched behind them. At least they didn't smell like rotten fish. "What do you mean, 'Take them out'?" I asked. "Did you mean kill? We can't kill them, Merlin! Jesus Christ!"
"No, I didn't mean kill them," he said. "That's not what we're trying to do, anyway. If they die, I don't give a shit, do you? What if they've got Ellen in there? We'll injure them and make them talk. You take the one in the brown coat, okay?"
I stared at him. "Are you nuts? He's as big as a house! Dude will eat me for lunch. I'll take the other guy."
"That one looks dangerous," he said. "Big guys don't usually know how to fight. People are afraid of them and they never get in fights. Beat him with your gun. You can do it."
I was glad he thought so. The guy looked about nine feet tall. When they came back, we let them get a little ways past us and slipped out behind them. I hit my guy in the back of the head with the butt of my gun and the other guy must have sensed something because he bounced away as if he had springs in his shoes. My guy dropped to his knees, and I kicked him in the nuts from behind, as hard as I could. He let out a wheezing scream and pitched over on his face, his lunch spewing from his mouth.
I looked back at Merlin and the other guy and saw that they were still fighting. The guy was hurt; evidently, Merlin's first blow had got him on top of the shoulder and hadn't done him any good. His arm was hanging loose, but it hadn't affected his feet. He jumped up in the air and kicked Merlin in the chest. He went reeling back into the wall of the building and when he bounced off, the guy kicked him in the thigh so hard Merlin's leg buckled and he went down. I shot karate man in the ass.
He went down as if he'd been hit by a truck and he stayed down. The sound of the shot was muffled, but still pretty loud.
"Damn, Sahara, why did you do that?" Merlin got up. "I was going to take him."
I snorted. "Yeah, you were going to beat on his feet with your body until he surrendered, right?"
He gave me that rueful grin. "He knew kung fu or something," he said. "We need to get them in the alley and get down there before someone misses them."
His guy was unconscious and Merlin dragged him off by the heels. Mine was curled into a fetal position, holding his nuts and moaning. I grabbed his foot and tried to drag him. Damn, the man weighed a ton! By the time I got him in the alley, his weight had doubled to two tons.
Merlin pulled a roll of duct tape out of his jacket pocket and trussed them up like Christmas turkeys. The kung fu guy wasn't going to be talking any time soon. That left the mountain. He wasn't listening.
"Listen, asshole, we don't have time to fuck with you," I told him. "You want me to stomp your nuts again?"
He listened, but he didn't know anything. He claimed that he was just a security guy and he'd never been inside the building. He said he hadn't seen a girl and I started feeling better.
I still don't know what happened. Maybe they were supposed to check in on a schedule or something, but by the time we got to the warehouse there were three of them outside. Merlin got one of them with his first shot but the other one was hunkered down behind some concrete steps and the other was scurrying toward a white van. I thought we could ignore him and we ducked into the doorway of the warehouse, keeping the other guy pinned down. It was a mistake.
One of us, I'm not sure who, got the guy behind the steps in the foot. He screamed and rolled out. Merlin shot him. I was still focused on him and I heard Merlin shout. "Run for the back, Sahara!"
I didn't argue, I just ran. He was right behind me and he threw himself on top of me when we got to the back wall. Then, everything went black for a while. When I woke up, Merlin was climbing to his feet. I looked at the front door where we'd come in and there was a gaping hole. There was a guy with a green tube outside, lying on the ground. The building was on fire and I could hardly see.
"What the hell?" I said. At least I think I said that. I couldn't hear a thing. Merlin didn't even look at me until I grabbed his arm. He looked at me and I mouthed, "What happened?"
"RPG," he mouthed back at me.
So that was it. Our missing playmate had gotten himself a rocket launcher from the van, and had managed to blow himself up while setting the building on fire. I'd done the same thing many times myself, but only in video games.
My hearing started to come back and it was hot! It was getting hotter all the time. I could hear the flames crackling now.
The front of the building was a raging inferno and there was no way we were going back out that way. There was a stairwell off to our right and we made for it. I was still woozy as hell and Merlin wasn't much better.
We climbed up to the second floor and the fire had spread up the front of the building. We'd be fried before we could get out the windows up there, and there weren't any in the back. When we got to the third floor, there were two windows in the back. It was five miles to the ground. Merlin was looking around as if he'd lost something.
"Merlin, we've got to get out of here," the crackle of the flames was all around as I was getting ready to kick out the window. The three-story drop was better than being roasted alive.
"I thought I heard a voice," he said. I listened, but the roar of the fire and the sound of glass breaking as I kicked out the window, quickly drowned whatever it was. "Ellen's in here," he told me. "Wait under this window."
"Asshole, you're going to die in here," I said. "We don't even know if she was ever here. There's no one alive in here. We need to get out. I'm not going to explain to Roz why you're a cinder in this shithole."
"Stay down there," he told me. "I may find something I need you to catch." He kicked open the door into the hallway. The heat nearly killed me. I picked the glass out of the window frame, crawled through, hung down as far as I could and dropped. I started rolling as soon as I touched the ground but it was a hundred-mile drop and the bottoms of my feet hurt.
After it was over, he told me what happened. "I heard it again; it was a woman's voice from down the hallway," he said.
"'Someone help me, I'm trapped!' It was faint and she was clearly in trouble. I pulled my jacket over my face and ran down the hall. The flames licked at my clothes and I could feel my eyebrows crisping. I put my shoulder hard into the door and it opened about a foot. I could see a figure cowering inside. She had a bedspread pulled over her and she was huddled in a corner. 'Ellen,' I called. She peeked out from under the bedspread, and it was her. I was incredibly relieved and scared to death at the same time. There was a beam cracked somewhere overhead and the whole doorjamb was sagging. I wiggled around until I got my chest between the door and the frame and my arms against the frame. I pushed with everything I had. I'm a strong guy. I won't brag about my bench, but I lift with the big boys and I don't wear a shirt.
"I thought my eyes were going to pop out of my head before I felt that door give. Damn the people that built that place! Why couldn't it have hollow doors? Failing that, why didn't it have a stronger structure? Well, I guess an RPG into the place hadn't helped. The door gave, groaning nearly as much as I was and I shouted at Ellen. 'Follow me and I'll get you out of here.'
"She wrapped herself up in the bedspread and we made a dash down the hall. It was as hot as the seven gates of hell, and I thought I was going to pass out. She wasn't going to make it and I had to drag her into the room. I slammed the door behind us and dragged her over to the window. I looked out and thanked God that you were still there.
"'Climb out the window,' I told her.
"She shook her head fearfully. There wasn't time to argue so I just took her and leaned out the window. You know what happened after that," he said.
I did. "Sahara," he shouted. "If you drop her I'll kill you myself!"
It seemed like two hours had gone by when Merlin finally appeared at the window. His clothes were singed and ripped, but he was holding Ellen. "Are you ready?" he asked. Talk about a dumb question.
"Hell no, but what choice do we have?" I could see his grin three stories away.
"Here she comes!" He pushed her out the window holding her wrists, then let her fall. He told me later that letting her drop was the hardest thing he'd ever done in his life.
I didn't drop her. She hit me like a piano being dropped on me and I heard her cry out. I dragged her out of the way so Merlin could follow. The door behind him exploded and it was time to go. He dropped and rolled off to the side. He got up limping, but he didn't think anything was broken.
"We've got to get the hell out of here," I said, trying to pull him to his feet. Ellen was rocking back and forth in pain and I could see that her leg was probably broken. He wasn't walking too well either, but we dragged the three bodies to the door and threw them inside. He picked Ellen up and we beat feet toward the Super Bee.
Ellen and I were both crying and I felt bad for her. She couldn't understand what had happened. I hardly knew myself. We began to hear sirens and two police cars, an ambulance and a fire truck roared past. I sat back with a sigh. I had a minute to check Ellen and other than her leg, she seemed to be okay.
"Did you kill those men?" she asked.
"Yes, I'm afraid we did, baby," I told her. "They were trying to kill us. You may have noticed that they tried to blow us up and destroyed the building."
"What are you?" she asked Merlin.
"I'm a security contractor, Ellen. Do you know what that is?" he asked.
She nodded. "You're a mercenary."
"Hey, that hurts my feelings," he said. "Such a dirty word."
"We didn't intend to kill anyone," I told her. "Roz called us and told us you were missing. We got a phone call, telling us you'd been kidnapped. We came to get you and they tried to kill us. One of them got outside and got that RPG. He got off a round and blew himself to hell. I'm very sorry. She needs a doctor, Merlin."
"I know a doctor that will fix you up," he said to Ellen. "He won't tell anyone and it won't cost us anything. Sahara can drop us off at the office and I'll take you there, okay?"
She looked uncertain, but she nodded.
"What the hell happened back there?" I asked him.
"I don't know," he said. "This was supposed to be a simple job. Just get the computer he had stolen back. The guy's name was Rick Carpenter, and he was a thief. He stole valuable things and sold them. There was no way he could crack the encryption on that computer, but he didn't know that. The computer belonged to my client, but I have no idea what was on it. It was just a laptop. My client wanted it back badly and they paid me a lot of money to get it. Carpenter thought he was tougher than he was. He and two of his buddies are now turning into cinders back there in that burning building. Where in the hell did he get an RPG? I have no idea what he hoped to accomplish by taking Ellen. Maybe he was using her to get me to back off."
I took them to Merlin's office and helped him get her into one of his Suburbans, and then I called Roz. I told her Ellen was with us and that everything was okay, then Merlin took off with Ellen and I headed home.
Merlin knew a doctor who owed him big time. Merlin got his daughter out of a bad situation a couple of years back and it was time to call in that favor. He was with a patient when they arrived, but when he was done with her, he took them back. Merlin explained the situation and he got his PA to come in and do some x-rays. It wasn't a bad break, and there wasn't a lot of swelling. He put a small cast on her and got her some crutches, then Merlin brought her home.
It was easy to tell that Ellen had never tried to use crutches before. Her mobility was very limited and they made their way slowly to the Suburban. The crutches were collapsible and they fit in the back so they weren't flopping around back there.
When they got home, Rosaline and I were waiting. We helped Ellen inside and she had some difficulty.
They sat down and I got some juice for Ellen and a beer for the rest of us. Roz took her away and helped her bathe. She looked as cute as a month-old kitten when she got back. Her silky blonde hair was starting to fluff up and she looked fresh and clean. We talked for a minute and she never took her eyes off Merlin. I wondered what she was thinking.
Merlin and I got our turn in the shower, and I could finally wash that fish stench off me. I didn't know what could get it out of the Super Bee; I'd have to look that up on the Internet. We didn't even play around like we usually would, we just held each other, glad to be alive. When we rejoined the others, Ellen stood there on her crutches for a minute, and when Merlin sat down, she asked Roz and me to join her in the bedroom.
We wondered what she wanted, and were concerned that something was wrong. I asked, "Is everything all right, Ellen?"
"I...I think so," she said, "There's just something I need to talk to both of you about."
I turned to Merlin. "I hope we won't be long, you'll have to take care of yourself for a while," I said. I reconsidered when I saw his goofy grin, "Just don't take care of yourself too well."
He gave me a fake pout, picked up his smartphone and began playing some game.
The three of us went into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed, Ellen between us, and Roz and I each holding a hand.
"Okay, Ellen," Roz said, "What's the problem, Sweetie?"
"It's not really a problem..." Ellen started.
"Then what is it?" I said, a little impatiently.
"Take it easy, Sahara," Roz said, "Give her a chance!"
"I'm sorry, Honey," I said, "Go ahead, take your time."
"Well," she said, "I'm not sure, but I think I'm ready to make love to Merlin!"
Roz and I exchanged meaningful glances, and I took knelt in front of her, taking both of her hands in mine.
"Ellen, that's wonderful," I said, "but this is a big step, so you really have to be sure."
Roz nodded her agreement as she hugged Ellen to her breast, giving her a gentle kiss on her forehead.
"But I've never felt like this before!" she cried. "How am I supposed to know?"
""I guess you're right; there's no real way to know for sure. You just have to go with what feels true to you and hope for the best."
"But how do I... what do I do?" she asked.
Roz and I laughed, and Ellen started to get upset, then Roz said, "We're not laughing at you, Ellen! Men are pretty simple. You've heard the expression 'You can lead a horse to water, but you can't make him drink'?"
She nodded her head yes.
"Well, you lead a man between your legs and the problem will be getting him to stop 'drinking!'"
We all laughed at that, I wondered what Merlin must be thinking.
Ellen pulled herself together, Roz and I helped her up onto her crutches and we returned to the living room.
Ellen hopped over to him. "Move your hands," she said.
He opened his arms and she eased herself down on his lap, dropping her crutches and wrapping her arms around him. He looked at me, asking if it was okay. I nodded and he gathered her in, kissing the top of her head. She squirmed around a little and got comfortable. I looked at Roz and she gave me a wink.
They whispered together for a moment, then Merlin stood up with a little difficulty, holding Ellen in his arms like a baby and carried her into the bedroom.
He gently laid her on the bed and began to undress her, slowly, kissing her lovingly as he went, while Roz and I just stood at the foot of the bed with our arms around each other, getting all misty-eyed.
"Ellen," I said, "Would you like us to leave?"
"N... No," she answered, "I'm still a little afraid and you and Roz give me strength."
We smiled at them. I would not interrupt this beautiful moment again.
After he tenderly disrobed Ellen, Merlin moved back up to her face, giving her sweet little kisses while gently stroking her cheeks and neck. I knew that Merlin was a caring lover, but I was seeing a side of him that was gentler than I had ever known possible.
His patience as he slowly worked down her body was wonderful and excruciating at the same time. I could tell that Ellen was getting anxious as well, she was thrashing slowly side to side in her need, when Merlin suddenly flipped her over, ignoring her needy pussy.
Ellen started to protest until Merlin straddled her body and began to give her a sensual massage; gently stroking her neck, then more forcefully kneading her shoulders before slo-o-owly making his way down her back to her tight ass. He was good at this! The bastard had been holding out on us, and we were definitely going to be making up for lost time!
Ignoring Ellen's protests, he rolled her back over and returned to kissing her face while gently massaging her breasts before, once again, making his way down her body.



He kissed his way down the graceful column of her neck, making her shiver and make sounds like a kitten. Stopping where her neck flowed smoothly into her shoulders, he tickled the little hollows, giving her goosebumps. Her eyes were tightly shut and she was arching her back, trying to get more contact between her nipples and his chest.
He trailed kisses down her upper chest and it was easy to see that her need was mounting. As he licked and nibbled the sides and underswells of those gorgeous breasts she kept shifting, trying to get him to take her nipples into his mouth. He avoided them, sucking and licking everything but those amazing little pink nipples.
"Please, Merlin," her voice was husky with desire. "My... my nipples, please, Merlin!"
The path of his lips up the side of her left breast was agonizingly slow and I began to feel lightheaded as I watched. My panties were soaked and I could feel Roz doing a slow writhe against me. When he finally latched onto her nipple, her eyes shot open and the startling blueness was blazing with a cool fire. She arched her back and her head twisted from side to side.
I was afraid she was becoming overwhelmed and I took a step toward them, Roz staying pressed against me. She noticed my motion and her eyes flew to my face. She held out her hand toward me and Roz and I knelt on each side of the bed, holding her hands as she squeezed the life from them.
"Roz... Sahara... I... I'm running away!" Her voice was a groan of ecstasy. "Merlin, it's so... so... so good!"
He must have spent five minutes on those little nipples and Ellen was doing a slow dance, her face, neck and shoulders becoming flushed with her arousal. We stroked those slender white arms and Merlin began to move downward again, across the flatness of her belly, dipping his tongue into her navel as her stomach fluttered in and out with the heaviness of her breathing.
I was sure that he wouldn't ignore her pussy again, and I was right. She was more than ready, so Merlin didn't waste any time before diving into her.
Obviously, I couldn't see, but from Ellen's reaction, his tongue was doing its job and it felt as if she were going to break my fingers. I could tell she was building to a peak, still nervous, but as ready as she was going to be.
Somehow, Merlin had managed to shed his clothes, and as he crawled between Ellen's knees, I swear his cock looked larger than ever. I was afraid that she wouldn't be able to handle it, but Merlin was so gentle as he eased into her, her soft moans were obviously of pleasure.
She released our hands and her slender arms wrapped tightly around his back, his moving body between her thighs.
When he was fully inside her, slowly rocking back and forth, I turned to Roz and nodded toward the door.
We went into the guest room and just sat on the bed fully clothed, kissing and stroking each other until we heard the sound of their orgasms. Ellen's sounded like nothing we had ever heard from her before; we hoped that was a good thing!
The shower was running and it had to be Merlin so we went back into the bedroom. There she lay, with Merlin's cum running out of her and a smile on her face like we'd never seen before.
We jumped up and pulled her back on the bed between us.
"How was it, honey?" I asked. "Are you okay?"
"I'm much, much better than okay," she said with a wistful smile. "I never dreamed that it could be like that!
"Roz, Sahara, please take this the right way. I love when we make love, it is so loving and special, and I would never, ever want to give it up.
"But the feeling of being filled by Merlin's cock, so hard yet soft, and then being filled by his cum, it just sent me to another level. You aren't upset with me, are you?"
"Of course not, sweetie," Roz said, "We love you, and want whatever makes you happy."
I nodded my agreement, then hearing the shower still going, I gave her a kiss on the cheek and said, "I think Merlin might need some help washing his back, why don't I take care of it?" I left my precious sisters cuddled together on the bed, and went to show our man just how proud I was of him.
The next morning Ellen seemed depressed, and I couldn't figure it out. She should have been flying high! I tried to talk to her about it, but she shut me out and I didn't want to push it.
While Ellen was in the spare room studying, Roz came over to me.
"Sahara," she said, "Did Ellen seem off to you this morning?"
"That and a half!" I said, worried, "but I couldn't get her to open up to me!"
"I had problems with that, as well," Roz said, "I was able to pry out a couple of bits of information. Ellen is desperately in love with Merlin..."
"So?" I asked. "We're all in love with Merlin."
"Yes, but with Ellen there are complicating factors. Before you and Merlin came into our lives, Ellen was never 'in love'. Yes, she loved me, but despite our sex play, it really wasn't significantly different than sisterly love.
"Then, first you, and then Merlin came into our lives, and opened the door to a whole new world. I was prepared for it, but Ellen really wasn't. I know it didn't seem like it, I barely noticed it myself, and I've known her all her life, but she was walking a very fine line.
"When she was kidnapped, she nearly lost it. It was only the thought of the three of us that kept her from just retreating totally into herself.
"When Merlin came smashing through that door it seemed to her like he was Superman coming to rescue Lois Lane. She's gone from love to full blown hero worship, and she doesn't believe that she is worthy."
"That makes me nuts...sorry, poor choice of words." I said.
"That's okay," Roz said, "I know what you meant. We're going to have to tread very carefully and talk her through this."
"Of course," I said, "I'll help in any way that I can, just tell me what I should do,"
"Just follow my lead and your heart; I'm sure that you'll do fine!"
We went to the bedroom and Roz knocked gently.
"Go away!" Ellen said.
"Please, Honey," Roz said, "Sahara's with me; we just want to talk."
"I can't," she said, sobbing, "Please leave me alone."
"Ellen, please, it's me, Sahara. I can't leave you like this."
She didn't say anything, but I could hear her snuffling and her feet shuffling towards the door.
The door opened slowly, and there she was. She looked so miserable, like her dog had died. I tried to give her a hug but she backed away, avoiding my eyes.
"Ellen," I said, "Why won't you let us help you? We love you and..."
This just started a new wave of tears and she buried her face in her hands.
Roz and I took the opportunity to go to her and sit with her at the edge of the bed, wrapping our arms around her, feeling her shuddering sobs. We refused to let her go until she settled down enough to talk to us.
"Ellen," I asked, "What's the problem? You were so happy after you and Merlin made love. We all were."
"I-I was," she said, "A-and I felt so wonderful waking up in his arms. Then I realized what I was doing and I was so angry with myself."
I was puzzled. "Why were you angry with yourself, Sweetie? You and Merlin had done something beautiful, you should have been happy!" Roz nodded her head in agreement.
"Don't you see?" she sobbed, "He's your boyfriend, you're my best friend and I was stealing your boyfriend. I'm a terrible person!"
"Baby, you've got it all wrong," I said, hopefully reassuringly, "I thought we had this all worked out. All of us, you, me, Roz and Merlin, we love, are in love with each other, share each other. You can't steal what you already have!"
She gave a shuddering sigh and seemed to settle down a little bit, but Roz and I kept holding her until she fell into a fitful sleep. We stretched her out on the bed, covered her and quietly returned to the living room.
After closing the bedroom door, we both leaned against the wall and slid down until we were sitting on the floor.
"Whew," Roz said, "That was intense!"
"Tell me about it!" I said. "Do you think she'll be okay?"
"I'm not sure. We've never been in a situation like this; I've never seen her like this!"
"I think we need to get Merlin over here," I said. "This certainly involves him, and maybe he can help."
"Good idea." Roz said.
She got up to call Merlin, and I put the coffee on. I had a feeling we were going to need it.
In just a few minutes, I heard the distinctive rumble of his Mustang's exhaust and soon after there was a knock on the door.
Roz let Merlin in with a big hug while I put out the coffee and we all sat down at the kitchen table.
"Okay, ladies," Merlin said, "What the hell is going on? All Roz would say is that there was some trouble with Ellen. Is she okay?"
"Well, yes and no," Roz said.
"Yes and no? What the hell does that mean?" His voice was sharp with his worry.
I said, "She's not sick or anything, but she's upset about what happened between you two..."
"Why? What did I do?"
"Relax, Merlin," I said, "It's not anything that you did; you were absolutely perfect, but Ellen has gotten it into her head that she's stealing you from me. We're going to all have to re-explain our relationship to her, and we're going to need your help."
There was a pregnant pause, and then Merlin said, "Well, that certainly complicates things."
"No shit, Sherlock!" Roz said, "Why do you think we called you over here?"
"No, no, that's not what I meant," he said as he pulled a blue velvet box out of his pocket and opened it to show us a beautiful diamond and sapphire engagement ring.
As Roz and I stared at it, speechless, he continued, "I was planning on asking her to marry me tonight, and I wanted to talk to you to first, to make sure you were all right with it. I think I should probably hold off for now."
"Yes," Roz said, "Holding off is probably the right thing for now; I don't think that Ellen is emotionally ready for something like that. I believe that I can speak for Sahara that we are cool with that, when the time is right."
I agreed, then asked, "Just out of curiosity, what made you choose Ellen, rather than Roz or me?"
"Well," he said, "I don't consider myself some great psychology expert, but I thought it might help her to have a sort of anchor."
Roz nodded her head. "I didn't think we'd be moving this fast, but that would have been my suggestion as well."
"Tomorrow's going to be a big day," I said, "I think we should probably get some rest."
They both agreed, and after taking care of our bathroom routines, the three of us climbed into the master bed. Except for a little titty-grab, we behaved ourselves and fell into an exhausted sleep.
It seemed I had barely fallen asleep, when I was awakened by a tight little body cuddling up to me.
"So, are you three holding out on me?" Ellen asked, looking a little down.
"In case you forgot," I said, "You kind of laid quite a load on Roz and me yesterday, then you kind of flaked out on us."
"I know," she said, "I'm sorry."
I turned and gave her a kiss on the forehead. "There's nothing to be sorry about. This is an intense situation for anyone, and as soon as these two get their asses out of bed and we get some coffee and breakfast, we're all going to hash it all out."
Ellen lowered her eyes and I said, "It's not your fault, baby. We all moved into this kind of fast; we obviously should have talked things over more, and we're going to address that situation today."
We had a leisurely breakfast, partly because we were enjoying the good food, but more to put off the difficult conversation that was to come.
After clearing the table, we could put it off no longer, so we took our beverages of choice and moved into the living room. Roz and I sat on the couch with Ellen between us. Merlin moved an easy chair to the other side of the coffee table.
We all glanced around nervously, nobody wanting to open the discussion. I finally decided that since I was the one in the middle of this, this, whatever "this" was that I would have to step up and take charge.
"Ellen, Honey," I began, "Do you remember when Merlin and I had our break-up and you brought him back here?"
"Of course," she said.
"Tell us what happened."
"Well," she began tentatively, "I was upset that he'd run out on you and made you cry, and I told him so. A lot, and not very nicely." She gave Merlin a rueful little smile, then looked back to me.
"Then I noticed he wasn't saying anything back, he was just sitting there looking sad, with tears running down his face. I felt awful, like I'd been kicking a puppy dog, so I ... I just had to go over and hug him. I know it wasn't like me, but I had to. I asked him what was the matter. He told me about how he met you, and about racing your cars, the whole story, and how the more he got to know you, the more he fell in love with you. He told me how he wanted you to be each other's one and only, for ever and ever, and he finally told you that night. Then you told him the three of us were lovers.
"He wasn't upset because you're bi, Sahara. It wasn't even so much that you were already in a relationship, though he was upset that you hadn't told him. He felt like you'd led him on.
"What really hurt was the loss of his dream of living with you. I could tell how much it had meant to him, and I could somehow ... I don't know, feel his loss. His pain. He was grieving, you know? I held him and we cried together." She paused for a moment. Her voice grew stronger and more confident as she told her tale.
"I told him how much you loved him, and I asked him if he could take a big risk on a different dream, one that involved all four of us. He wondered how it would work, and I told him we didn't really know yet, but we loved each other enough to try to figure it out. I, well, gave him a little sample to help convince him." She blushed prettily, and Merlin gave her a tender smile.
"I could see it was hard for him, but he agreed to try it. Then we came back here."
In the silence, Merlin came over and knelt before Ellen and me. He took one of each of our hands, and held them between his big paws. I stared, marveling at the joining of the contrasting hands.
"Ellen, did you feel that you were coming between me and Sahara that night?"
"No, but now..."
"Are you willing to take a big risk on a dream that involves all four of us?"
"I just don't want to betray you, Sahara. I know you love Merlin and I feel like I'm coming between you."
"That's not true," I said. "Tell her, Merlin."
"No, it isn't," he said. "Ellen, it's just like you said that night. You couldn't come between us if you wanted to, and all of us know that's not what you want to do. You're part of what Sahara and I have together. She and Roz are part of what you and I have together. I know she'll never give you up. If I want her, you're part of that. If I want you or Roz, I get the package deal and I just happen to think it's a hell of a package."
He turned to Roz. "Tell Ellen how you feel about me," he said.
She blushed a little. "I'm in love with him," she told Ellen. "I'd sell my soul to the devil to keep him."
Well, I hadn't known that, not really, but it made a lump come up in my throat and I could hardly speak. That's what I had been hoping for, and here it was, just like I'd dreamed. I took Roz's hand and joined it to Ellen's, Merlin's, and mine.
"See, honey," I said. "None of us are going to be happy without the rest of us. You can love Roz and me at the same time, why can't you accept the fact that we all love you? There's no you and me, there's us. All of us are in this together and if you're unhappy, all of us are unhappy. Do you understand, baby?"
"Yes, I understand," she said.
"Well, okay then," I told her. "I think you ought to drag Merlin off to the bedroom and fuck his brains out."
She turned beet red. She couldn't look at him. He stood up, walked over and picked her up like a baby, gathering all that gorgeous sweet girl up in his arms and carried her off into the bedroom. The sounds she made had me going nuts and Roz and I spent the next hour doing our best to turn each other into quivering jello. Well, chocolate pudding, in my case.
Three months went by and things had returned to our normal when Merlin came over to take Ellen out to dinner.
While Ellen was finishing getting ready, Merlin pulled out the ring box and showed us the ring again.
"If you ladies think that she is ready, I'm going to pop the question to Ellen tonight!"
"Oh, Merlin," Roz said with tears in her eyes, "She's probably as ready as she's going to be."
"Good luck!" we said together.
Merlin quickly put the ring back in his pocket as Ellen came into the room. She was absolutely stunning, a real vision. She was wearing a classic little black dress ending just a few inches above the knee, sparkling with sequins on the lower portion with a modest v-neck showing just a little cleavage. As she spun around Merlin almost lost it when he saw that it was nearly backless; she was obviously not wearing a bra.
Her hair was in a simple up-do and her make-up was nicely understated.
As Merlin picked his jaw up off the floor, he held out his arm and Ellen took it as they went out. Just before closing the door, Merlin turned and gave us a sly wink. It was all that Roz and I could do to restrain ourselves until they were gone before falling into each other's arms crying tears of joy.
We wanted to go to the bedroom and "celebrate," but decided to wait for the big announcement.
We heard Merlin's Mustang pull up earlier than we expected, then Ellen ran through the room in tears, straight to the bedroom and slammed the door. As the door was rattling on its hinges, Merlin came in, looking shell-shocked.
Roz and I were angrier than I ever thought possible; we jumped up and started beating on Merlin.
"What did you do?" "What did you say?" "What kind of man are you?" we were screaming, never giving him a chance to reply.
Somehow, he managed to get an arm around each of us, yelling at us to be quiet as we were kicking at him. When we finally ran out of steam, he tossed us onto the couch.
"Are you ready to listen to me?" he asked, "or do want to continue with your tantrum? Because if you do, I'm outta here!"
As we caught our breath Roz said, "Go ahead, Merlin, I guess we owe you that much."
"Gee, thanks for the vote of confidence!" he said.
Roz and I looked at each other guiltily. "We're sorry, Merlin," I said, "We're really on edge, but I guess you are, too. Please, tell us what in the hell happened."
Merlin sat down wearily, put his head in his hands and let out a big sigh.
"As you know," he said, "I was planning on proposing to Ellen tonight."
We both nodded.
"We got to the restaurant, and things were going beautifully. The atmosphere was romantic, the meal was fantastic and we had the most delightful conversation. The trouble began after we ordered dessert. I had my hand on the ring box in my pocket and was just getting ready to kneel beside her and ask her to marry me. I even had the violin player standing ready to serenade us. Suddenly, with no preamble, Ellen says, 'Merlin, let's get married!'
"Needless to say she took me completely by surprise, and she must have misread my expression because she burst into tears and ran out of the restaurant. I recovered my wits, threw some bills on the table and ran after her.
"I found her on the ground next to the car and got her in, then headed here. I tried to get her to talk to me, but she just curled up crying facing the window. As soon as we pulled up here she ran into the condo, and here we are."
We all just sat there in a state of shock, then realized that we had to see to Ellen.
The door wasn't locked, but we didn't want to barge in, so Roz gently knocked and Ellen let her in.



Roz led Ellen out and sat beside her on the couch. This time, I sat on the easy chair on Roz's end of the coffee table and Merlin sat on the opposite chair.
It was hard getting the story out between her sobs, but the gist was that Ellen still thought that she was betraying Roz and me, especially me, by wanting to marry Merlin.
On an intellectual level, she was able to understand that we were all in love with each other, but she just couldn't seem to grok it emotionally.
As Roz and I sat back drained, unable to come up with an argument to convince her, Merlin got out of his chair and knelt on the floor in front of Ellen.
"Ellen," he said, "Do you know why I asked you out tonight?"
She looked puzzled. "Why, I thought it was a date. We go on lots of dates."
"That's true, Honey," he said, "But this was going to be a very special date." He pulled the ring box out of his pocket and showed her the ring. "Tonight I was going to ask you to marry me, but you beat me to it," he laughed.
Ellen took the ring and looked at it in awe, then got all weepy again. "But what about Roz and Sahara?" she asked.
Merlin reached into another pocket and pulled out another box. "That's what these are for." He opened the box and showed Ellen two matching rings that were similar, but not identical to hers, and told her that they were for Roz and me. "Would you like to give them their rings?" As she reached for them, he said, "First, you have to take your ring."
She held out her shaking left hand and let Merlin put her ring on. He then gave her our rings and she knelt before us in turn, placing our rings on our left ring fingers. She then turned back to Merlin and with tears in her eyes launched herself into his arms saying, "Yes, Merlin, yes I'll marry you!" Merlin had been kneeling, and ended up flat on his back on the floor with Ellen on top of him, still in her little black dress. I don't think he minded.
I moved over the couch, hugging Roz and whispered, "Looks like we have a wedding to plan!" She just gave me a big smile.
We decided on a July wedding. Ellen didn't really have a preference and I think she was so frightened at the idea of standing up in front of people that she really wanted nothing to do with much of it. Roz, Merlin and I all thought it would be much less traumatic and less likely to overload her if the wedding was outdoors.
Flagstaff has a lovely garden called The Arboretum, with a beautiful wildflower area and we got permission to use it, if only the wedding party was going to be in the meadow. I thought the girls' parents might like to attend; other than them and the people who worked for Merlin, we weren't having many guests. Merlin's parents were gone. He had a brother, but they didn't keep in touch. Roz and I were bridesmaids and one of those bitter old men who worked for Merlin was his best man.
His name was Carl, and he wasn't all that thrilled with the idea of Merlin getting married, but I think he fell in love with Ellen the moment he met her. I didn't blame him a bit; I was in love with her, myself.
We had a blast shopping for our dresses. Well, Roz and I had a blast; Ellen was just along for the ride. We weren't all that interested in wedding dresses, and Ellen certainly wasn't. We got matching dresses we thought we could wear at nearly any formal occasion. They were yellow mermaid with open backs and off one shoulder, with a silver ribbon running diagonally down from behind the shoulder, across the front and ending at the other hip.
We modeled for Merlin and I thought the man was going to have a heart attack. He gathered us all in for a group hug. "My God," he said. "I think I must have died and gone to heaven! I can't believe how hot you all look!"
Ellen blushed, Roz giggled and I was my usual smartass. "I remember not too long ago you were all pissed off about us," I shot at him.
He looked suitably chastened. "I'm so sorry about that, Sahara." He pulled me in and nearly bruised my lips. "I was an idiot! The only thing I worry about now is my health. I have no idea how I'm going to keep up with three smoking hot women, especially since two of them are ten years younger than I am."
"You can't," Roz said. "It's a good thing we love each other. That's your only hope of survival." He laughed, but she was right. I'd never found a man who could keep up with me, much less me and two more horny women.
Ellen wanted them to write their own vows and Merlin was as helpless as a week-old puppy. Roz and I wound up giving him most of his ideas. For some reason, he kept deleting the "I promise to obey" line we kept putting in.
It was a beautiful sunny afternoon and Ellen was radiant. Merlin and I got to meet their parents for the first time. June and Albert were as charming as their daughters. I don't think Albert had a clue what was going on, other than Ellen was getting married, but June let us know right away that she was onto our little secret. It turned out that she had always known about Roz and Ellen, and she could tell by the way Ellen wrote about me in her emails that I had joined the circle. She fell in love with Merlin the first day they were in Flagstaff when he picked her and Albert up and took them out for breakfast.
The ceremony didn't last long, the minister was, mercifully, short, and the kiss was everything I'd hoped it would be. There was a limo waiting to whisk us away and we checked back into the Little America Hotel, the place I'd stayed when I first got to Flagstaff.
We had champagne and roses delivered, and a fondue with pineapple, strawberries and sweet cherries. We put on some big band music and took turns dancing with Ellen and each other until she complained about being dizzy. Merlin scooped her up and carried her to the bedroom, Roz and I trailing along. He stood her at the foot of the bed, and we fumbled with buttons, zippers and hooks until all four of us were naked. We eased Ellen down onto the bed on her back and I had an idea.
"No one move until I get back," I said. I dipped all the different kinds of fruit in the chocolate, put them on a plate and went back to the bedroom.
"You rotten cheaters!" I couldn't believe it. "I told you not to move!" They were all on the bed and Roz and Merlin looked up at me, guiltily, from where they had been feasting on Ellen's nipples. "Get away from her," I said. "You don't get any of this! Tell them to get away, Ellen."
She got each of them by an ear and pulled them up. I moved in, lodging a chocolate coated cherry between her gorgeous little pussy lips and taking a strawberry and a chunk of pineapple I fed her half of each.
"Yum," she said. "Got any more ideas?"
I took the half strawberry and pineapple chunk and rubbed them on her nipples, smearing them with chocolate and juice from the fruit. I did the same with my nipples and fed her one. She nibbled and sucked until the flavor was gone and I did the same to her. She was getting very turned on and I slipped down to claim my cherry. Roz moved in as I vacated and they started playing with the chocolate and fruit. I was really getting into devouring Ellen's cute little clit when I felt hot breath behind me, blowing on the fire burning between my thighs. Merlin's tongue pierced me like a knife, causing me to groan into Ellen's juicy depths, making her moan, in turn. I felt Roz's head beside mine and we took turns, trying to drive Ellen wild. She was straddling Ellen's head and all I could see was the fan of her pale hair on the bed.
Merlin's lips left and I moaned in protest. It was quickly replaced by rising pressure and then his amazing cock was sliding into me, filling me with heat, stretching me in that familiar way. I swear to God, it felt like every time he entered me, he was bigger than the last time.
I was wet and ready and he embedded himself deep inside me in one long, smooth, slow stroke, robbing me of any ability to think coherently. All rational thought fled and there was only pleasure, beautiful bodies, soft lips, and hard cocks until I slept, content and secure in the arms of my loves.
Epilogue:
The day that Klabin was born, we were all at the hospital, holding Roz's hands. She wasn't in any pain, thanks to the epidural, and when that beautiful little girl gave a gasp and a squall, there wasn't a prouder group of people on earth. She had that dark complexion from Roz and Merlin, but her hair, and there was a lot of it, was as white as cotton. I thought she'd look like a darker Ellen when she grew up. Sloan was playing over in the corner, but when she heard her sister crying, she came toddling over and Merlin knelt down with Klabin so Sloan could get a good look at her. The contrast between the little dusky girl and her half-sister was beautiful.
Sloan looked up at me with those huge green eyes. "I love her, Momma," she said. I snatched my daughter up and squeezed her tight.
"Yeah, me, too, baby," I said.
It has been five years since that day in the meadow. I think the four of us are even more in love than we were that day. I've been working at the University and I got that Dean of Instruction job for which I had been hoping. Ellen is doing biomedical research at the university hospital and Roz is working with Merlin, keeping the business running smoothly. He promised to stay away from those industrial espionage jobs, and we're pretty sure he's keeping his promise. He's a sneaky bastard, though, and we have to keep a close eye on him. Roz being there keeps a lid on his foolhardy bravado. He's got a family to take care of now. I think he gets it. I know I do. I don't know about anyone else, but we work. It just seems natural for us and I'm looking forward to watching our children grow up together. Ellen makes an awesome aunt, but she doesn't think she wants any children. She's happy loving the ones we have. She's just as sweet as the day we met and Roz, well, she just keeps getting hotter all the time. Sometimes I feel a hundred years old. Then I surprise one of them looking at me and the love just glows in their eyes. I guess we all found ourselves in Flagstaff.
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She was at one of those standup tables when I saw her, eating hot wings. I had just pulled out my chair at a single. There were only three singles in the place. Most of the tables were quads, and three of them were standup. She was by herself, and my eyes just slid over her without even registering what I was seeing. Then I did a double take. She was gorgeous!
She had long red hair, that sort of flaming orange you see sometimes. She had on a tight skirt and top that showed off all her advantages, and she had plenty of advantages. Some loser wandered over and tried to strike up a conversation with her. I saw her give him the brush-off. She was gorgeous! She was also lethal and deceptive, and she would break your heart. I knew because I'd been married to her for five years. Her name was Ripley, she worked for a huge radio station as their star attraction and I hoped she wouldn't see me.
I ordered my pizza. The Cellar had a wood-fired pizza oven and they made good hot wings, too. I got a basket of the wings, a good dark beer and I was enjoying them, watching the Razorbacks play basketball on one of the big screens. I sensed danger, and when I looked around, there she was.
"Hello, Kaine," she said. "Mind if I pull up a chair?" Her voice was everything I remembered, low, husky, sounding like she was giving you oral sex just by talking to you. It was good whiskey, a Dominican cigar and Nat King Cole on the stereo.
"Yeah, I kind of do, Ripley," I said. "I'm trying to enjoy a good meal here."
"Tough," she said. "What's it been, three years? How many times have I tried to call you? How many times have I showed up at your house, camped out at your office, tried to talk to you?"
"Way too many," I told her. "I don't have anything to say to you, Ripley. Why don't you just leave me alone? If you try to sit down here, I'm leaving. They'll stick you with the check."
She threw back her head and laughed. It was a low, thrilling sound and at one time, it would have sent a jolt through me like nothing else in the universe. Now, it just made me sad. "I don't mind that," she said. "I think my credit card can stand it." It could, too. She was probably making more than I was.
"You're not stupid; you know I want nothing to do with you. What do you want, Ripley?" I asked her.
"I want to talk to you, find out how you're doing, tell you what I'm up to, ask how Kelly and Sam are doing, how Atlas is getting along and tell you some things. What would it hurt? Am I that ugly that you can't stand the sight of me? Are you still that mad at me? Do you still hate me that much?"
"Why?" I asked. "Why do you give a damn about Mom and Dad, or my dog? I'm not interested in what you're doing. We're not friends, Ripley. I'm sure you aren't interested in my life and I damn sure am not interested in hearing anything you have to say. Leave me alone, Ripley, or I'll tell the manager you're stalking me."
She cocked her head to one side and raised one eyebrow in that gesture I knew so well. She sighed. "Okay, Kaine. Have it your way. I guess I'll just have to break out the big guns. Don't move, now." She went back to her table and I saw her get her phone out of her purse. She took the purse and went to the restroom.
I had no idea what the big guns were, and absolutely no interest in finding out. My pizza came and I told the guy to put it in a box, I was leaving. I followed him up to the counter, paid and left. Jesus, another evening shot to hell. I went home and took my pizza out by the pool. I put "Rubber Soul" on and got a few beers, throwing them in the cooler with some ice. I was enjoying the hell out of the pizza, leaning back on the lounge chair, listening to the Beatles when I heard the gate close. I have a wooden privacy fence and the gate has a spring on it to make sure Atlas doesn't get out. I opened my eyes and groaned. It was her. What the hell was with this woman? Of course, she knew where I lived. She kept track of that. Then I realized something: she wasn't alone.
There was a little shadow behind her. It had a mop of curly black hair about a foot long, fair skin, like Ripley's, very blue eyes, and she was the most beautiful little girl I had ever seen. She seemed very, very shy. She tried to avoid letting me look directly at her by hiding behind Ripley. When Ripley stopped in front of me, the little shadow went around on the other side of her and held her hand. Ripley knelt down beside me and gently led the little shadow forward so that I could see her. Her eyes were looking at the ground and Ripley slowly tilted her little chin up with one finger so that our eyes met.
"Kaine, I'd like for you to meet Makenna," she said. "Makenna, this is Kaine."
I really had no idea what to say, so I stuck out my hand. What an idiot! Little girls don't shake hands. This one did. She put her tiny little chubby hand in mine. I could see the baby dimples on the backs of her knuckles. "Hello, Kaine," she said.
"Hello, Makenna," I said. Brilliant, right? I've never known what to say to kids. Most areas of conversation that you would have with adults are just closed. "So, where do you work?" I asked her. She giggled. Now that was worth dying for. I wanted her to do it again.
"I don't work, silly," she said. She had the cutest little voice imaginable. It was low and sort of breathy, just a little bit hoarse sounding. I thought she was going to sound a lot like Ripley when she grew up. "I'm too little to work."
"How old are you?" I asked. She held up three of those perfect little fingers. "Three, huh," I said. "Wow, that's a perfect age. You're a very beautiful little girl, did you know that?"
She blinked those impossibly huge blue eyes. "Yes, I know," she said. We both laughed. I looked up at Ripley.
She was watching us with the oddest expression on her face. "This is the big gun," she said.
"What in the he... what are you talking about, Ripley?" I asked.
"Look at her," she said. "See her."
I looked. She was gorgeous. I still had no idea what Ripley was talking about. She spoke. "Kaine, can I go swimming in your pool?"
"Um, sure, Makenna," I said. "Right now?"
She nodded. "Your dress would get wet, honey," Ripley said.
"Take it off?" Makenna suggested hopefully.
Ripley glanced at me. What the hell? I shrugged. "Okay, honey," she said. "I'll just stay here and talk to Kaine."
Shit, now I was stuck. "Makenna, see that black three painted on the side of the pool?" I asked.
She looked. "What's a three?" she asked.
I took one of those chubby little hands and traced the number in the palm. "It looks like that."
She nodded. "Yes. I see it."
"Don't go past there," I said.
"Okay," she said. "Why?"
"It's too deep for you past there," I told her. She nodded again, kicked off her shoes, pulled her little white dress over her head and handed it to Ripley.
"Hold this, Mamma," she said. She ran giggling to the steps in her panties and was splashing away in seconds. I was frozen. She had called Ripley "Mamma."
When I could think again, Ripley was easing herself down into the chaise next to mine, one of my beers in one hand and a slice of my pizza in the other. "What the hell are you doing?" I said.
"Do you like her?" she asked. "She's beautiful, isn't she? She's very sweet, too. I know you're going to love her, Kaine."
I sputtered for a minute. "Yes, she's gorgeous. Mamma? She's yours, Ripley? When did this happen?"
"Well, three years ago, obviously," she laughed. "Yes, she's mine, Kaine. She can be yours, too, if you're interested."
My brain was very stupid. "What's that supposed to mean? What's going on here, Ripley? Why did you bring her over here? Why are you here? You left me, remember? You needed to 'find yourself.' Why can't you leave me alone?"
She laughed again. "Which one of those do you want me to answer first? How about this: I brought her here so she could meet her father. I've been trying to do that for three years, but you're too big a coward to face me so I could introduce you. If you hadn't run away at The Cellar, you'd have seen Kelly drop her off."
I was going into panic mode. "Her father? I'm not... what the... fuck you, Ripley. I'm not a coward; can't you get it through your head I don't want to be around you? I think it's time for you to leave."
"I'm not leaving," she said. "You'll have to call the police to get rid of me. Do you really want to get rid of her?" She nodded in the direction of the pool. "You are her father, Kaine. Look at her; can't you feel it?"
That little wet beauty had found some pool toys and was happily playing with them. "I better get her some towels," I said. There was a huge lump in my throat and I could feel myself beginning to lose the control I so desperately needed around Ripley. I got up, went inside and got some big fluffy towels. Atlas eyed me, sleepily, heaved himself to his feet and ambled out after me. He saw Ripley and his stump of a tail began to wag furiously. Then, he spotted Makenna and he began to wiggle all over. He trotted over to Ripley and she threw her arms around him.
"There's Mommy's big guy," she crooned. He licked her face, his huge pink tongue nearly covering it. She looked up at me, a bit of drool hanging from her chin and laughed. "Is one of those towels for me?"
I couldn't help but chuckle. All mastiffs drool. The Neapolitans drool more than most. Atlas is a 160-pound male Neapolitan Mastiff. I got him as a puppy when Ripley and I were still married. "Yes," she cooed at him. "Mommy does love you. She's been missing you very badly."
That soured my mood. I seemed to remember that she'd been the one who left. If she'd missed him so badly, she knew the cure. Makenna saw him and shrieked with delight. She came splashing up the pool steps and I wrapped her up in one of the towels. "Is that Atlas?" she asked. "Mamma told me about him. Can I pet him?"
"Yes, he'd love that," I told her. She ran on her tiptoes over to him and her mother and threw her arms around his neck. He panted with joy, all that loose wrinkly skin jiggling with the effort. She looked up at her mother.
"I want him, Mamma," she said. Ripley looked at me and raised that eyebrow. She dried Makenna off, slid her dress over her head and watched her scamper away, throwing Atlas's ball for him to chase.
"I don't believe you," I told her.
"Yes, I know," she said. "I'll get proof. I'll get a DNA test done. I was never unfaithful to you, Kaine. You know that."
I didn't know that at all, but it didn't matter. "I'll need to see that proof," I told her.
Her bottom lip came out in a pout. It was adorable and made you want to kiss her and suck on that puffy lip. Until she broke your heart, that is. "I figured you'd say that. You'll have to cooperate. I'll need a cheek swab. I'd have done it long ago if you didn't run every time I tried to talk to you. I began to lose hope that I'd run into you. You've been hiding pretty well."
"Ripley, you left me, remember?" I said. "You weren't happy. That's what you told me. We got married too young, there was all of life waiting for you out there and you wanted to explore. That's what you said, and that's what you did. You tore my heart out. I loved you with everything I had. That wasn't enough for you. You wanted more. I don't know what the hell you wanted. I only know you moved out, went on your merry way, 'exploring' or whatever. Fine, you had every right to do whatever the hell you wanted. It's been three years. Why are you here? Don't give me any bullshit."
"Kaine, did I divorce you?" she asked.
"No, you just left me," I said.
"That's right," she said. "You divorced me, not the other way around."
"What did you expect?" I asked.
"Not that," she said. "Why do you assume I didn't mean exactly what I said, Kaine?"
"Well, there was the fact that I saw you at the White Rhino with 'The Big Dog'," I said. "He has dark hair and blue eyes, doesn't he?"
"You bastard," she practically spat it out. "So do you. Charles is a colleague, we were there doing a live show, and he's the biggest asshole on the planet. What, did you think I would ever voluntarily be with him anywhere?"
"Looked like you were having a good time to me," I said.
"I'm a performer," she snarled. This was the Ripley I remembered.
"So, how's the search going?" I asked. "Did you find yourself?"
"Jesus, you can really be a prick sometimes, Kaine." She drew in a deep breath. "I didn't come here to fight with you, the opposite, in fact. I need to explain some things to you."
"I don't want to hear it," I said.
"Well, that's too bad," she shot back. "You have a daughter, Kaine. I'm her mother. She's our daughter and you need to listen to me. She needs her father in her life."
"Maybe the 'Big Dog' would be interested in hearing your story," I said.
She sighed. "Kaine, there are some things you need to know. I never intended for this to turn out as it did. I never intended to hurt you so badly. I was 24 years old, for God's sake. We got married when we were 19. I felt as if I was suffocating. I wasn't leaving you; I just needed some space for a while. I tried to explain it, but I'm afraid I didn't do a very good job. You went all nuclear and divorced me. You moved to Alaska, for God's sake. Alaska, Kaine, really? Is that the place you thought would be the greatest distance you could get from me?"
"Yes, as a matter of fact, it was," I said. "You moved out, left me. We were talking about starting a family, and then in one month, it all went to shit. You left. Your choice."
"Yes, I moved out," she said. "I was scared. I was losing myself. The idea of having a baby scared me to death. I just panicked. I know it sounds to you like a bunch of shit. It does to me, too, now that I'm not a stupid immature baby. I felt like there was no me, there was only us and I felt like I was losing my identity. I panicked and got stupid, okay? I never meant to really leave you. I just wanted a little space, a little time to figure out who Ripley really was and what she was all about. I thought I'd see you every week; make love to you, that it would be like we were when we were dating. I wasn't leaving you, Kaine. I didn't want another man; I wanted us to stay exclusive, but you were too busy shouting at me to get that. I was just trying to establish myself as my own person. I thought it would be a few months and I'd move back in. I loved you, Kaine. I still love you. You hurt me a lot when you went nuts like that. I know I hurt you, too, and I need to tell you how sorry I am for that. I'm sorry, Kaine. I fucked everything up. I didn't mean to do that, but I did."
I thought back to our last conversation. I was yelling, furious and frustrated. She had told me she was moving out a week before and my anger, hurt and insecurity had been building all week. When she pulled up with the truck, and I knew she was really leaving, it all came boiling out. It was not pretty and it had been the last time I had spoken to her. Oh, she'd tried. I just wasn't in any mental state to have anything to do with her. I wasn't in any state to do so that day, either.
"What do you want from me, Ripley?" I asked. "It's all good, Ripley? I don't believe a word you say. You realize that, right? I think you've been out 'finding your identity' by sleeping your way around town. I don't know what your game is here, but I think you should leave."
She gave an exasperated sigh. "I expected all this, Kaine. That doesn't make it any easier to hear, but I did expect you to feel exactly like this. You never gave me a chance to explain what was going on. You never showed up at court, you've avoided me like the plague and you run every time I track you down. You know the court ordered counseling, don't you? The problem was, you were in Alaska and couldn't be reached. I finally just gave up and let it go through. Give me a chance, that's all I'm asking for. Let me come and talk to you. Let us come and talk to you. If not for me, do it for her." She nodded toward Makenna, walking toward us with her arm over Atlas's broad back. "What about her, Kaine?"
I couldn't say anything because Makenna was standing beside me. "I love Atlas," she said. "Kaine, when you're my daddy, will I get to stay here and play with him sometimes?"
Now that wasn't fair. There was no way in hell that was fair. It got even worse when she climbed up on my lap and laid that curly little head on my chest. "Hold me," she said. She curled up as if she was settling in. I looked daggers at Ripley but she only laughed. She knew damn well that little girl was irresistible.
"I have a couple of errands to run," she said. "It should only take me a couple of hours. It looks like Makenna is sleepy. Can she stay with you?"
"No, I..." That gorgeous little face tilted up at me and sleepy blue eyes melted my soul.
"Please, Kaine. Mamma does boring stuff and I'm very tired."
"I... well, let's go inside," I said.
I carried her and she was as light as a little feather. Ripley carried the leftover pizza and the cooler. I sat on the sofa and Makenna curled up in a little ball on my lap. "Cold," she complained.
I grabbed a throw off the back of the sofa and put it over her. She wiggled around until she was comfy and her breathing grew slow and deep. I heard Ripley puttering around in the kitchen, putting the pizza in Tupperware and then into the refrigerator. She brought me a beer and opened it, setting it on the table where I could reach it. Damn the woman, she waltzed into my house and made herself at home, as if she had every right to be here, and she got away with it because she knew Makenna would have me wrapped around her little finger in nothing flat.
She looked at us for a long moment and I could see tears welling up in her eyes. I hadn't expected that. The brilliant green of them started sparkling and she turned, grabbed her purse and started for the door. "I shouldn't be long," she said over her shoulder. Her voice sounded sort of funny, and I could see her wipe her eyes as she closed the door.



I watched some sports on TV and drank my beer. Makenna sighed softly in her sleep from time to time and then Ripley was kneeling in front of us, watching us. I woke up a little and Makenna was still asleep. Ripley noticed I was awake and reached out, cupping my cheek in her palm.
"Carry her to the car for me, Kaine."
I stood up carefully, trying not to disturb my weary cargo, and carried her out. Ripley opened the back door of her Escalade and I put Makenna gently in her car seat. There was a little pillow on the seat beside her and I used it to prop her head up. I couldn't help myself. I kissed her tiny little cheek. She sighed and shifted a little into a more comfortable position. I stood up, Ripley took a step toward me, pressing all that hotness against me, and she kissed my cheek.
"Thank you, Kaine," she said. "Can we come over some evening after you get off work? I really need to talk to you. I'll bring the stuff for a DNA test. I'll bring her. Please?"
"Friday at six," I told her. "I'll cook." I didn't trust myself any longer, so I pushed past her and went in the house, not looking back. I stood with my back against the closed door for a minute, then shook my head to clear away the cobwebs. It had been a hell of a night.
I was worthless at work for the rest of the week. My mind kept playing over that feeling I had, sitting on the sofa and holding that little angel on my lap. Visions of an incredibly sexy and passionate redhead filled my dreams at night and I woke up exhausted. There was something bugging me, too, something Ripley had said that I couldn't quite remember, but was important.
It finally came to me on Thursday. She'd said something about if I'd stayed at The Cellar, I'd have seen my mom drop off Makenna. What the fuck? I visited my parents regularly, and they hadn't said one word about either Ripley or the little girl. Ripley, I understood: I'd made it clear I didn't want to talk about her. A little girl who might be mine, who they're babysitting? That was another story altogether. I invited myself to dinner at my parents' that night with the four famous words: We Need To Talk.
I was still upset when I got to the house, but dinner and talking about other things settled me down to the point where I could listen. Mom said they hadn't told me about Makenna because they didn't want to look like they were pushing me to get back together with Ripley. Well, that was fair enough, I guess, and I had been pretty vehement about not wanting to talk about her.
It seems they'd been in touch with her, Ripley that is, right along. She'd given them the same bullshit she'd told me about finding herself and seeing if she could make it on her own. It still made no sense to me: her career was all on her own, and that was going great guns. Besides, weren't married people supposed to do things together? I still thought the real reason was she wanted to try out somebody else or more than one somebody else, before we started having kids. That was the only reason that made any sense to me, and I said so.
"I don't think that's it," Mom said. "I know what she said is off the wall crazy, but I think she was really sincere. She thought you'd just live apart for a few months, and then she'd move back in. She had every intention of being faithful to you, and as far as we know, she was, until the divorce was final."
"You mean you two bought that bunch of hooey?"
"No, son, we didn't," Dad said. "We told her that was about the stupidest thing we'd ever heard of anyone doing. When she came to us in tears because you'd left, we asked her what she expected after pulling a stunt like that. Do you know, she actually said she expected that you'd be upset for a while, but would settle down and wait for her to come back? By the time we finished talking with her, she knew she'd screwed up royally, but none of us knew what to do to fix it. We didn't even know where you were."
"We hadn't the heart to tell her to go away," Mom took up the tale. "We tried to help her get her head on straight; I'm not sure how much success we had. Then she told us she was pregnant. She swore the baby was yours, but we didn't quite believe her. Still, we tried to help her prepare to be a responsible mom. She's really done well, Kaine. She's changed from an entitled, flighty princess who would act on any stupid idea that came into her head, to a responsible adult capable of raising a child. Did you know she cut back to half time on the radio, and cut out almost all of her outside appearances, when Makenna was born?"
I hadn't known that.
"Kaine, I know how much you loved Ripley, so I know how much it hurt when she left. I don't blame you for what you did," Dad put in. "Ripley was totally selfish and unbelievably stupid when she left you, but she isn't the same girl any more. Your mom and I see a lot of good in her, especially when she's with Makenna. I think it would be in your best interest to give her a chance to show you how she's changed. If you don't, and she decides you're never going to, she won't be on the market long."
I didn't think it was worthwhile to point out to my parents that Ripley is, by her own admission, a performer. She's good at fooling people. On the other hand, my parents were pretty good judges of people. Stupid is one thing; lying is another, and they were convinced she'd just been stupid. At least she was consistent: she'd told them the same things she told me. I had a few things to think about, so I took Friday off to go fishing.
I've always found the process of finding the perfect spot for a fly to land cathartic. I'm alone in my head, just the sound of running water, the motions of the rod and line working together to make the perfect cast. I caught two big rainbows and a brown and I felt much better. Maybe, I was even confident enough to face Ripley and Makenna. I stopped by and picked up some shrimp and the ingredients to make a shrimp Alfredo Linguini. I steamed some vegetables, tossed a salad and opened a bottle of wine. I had apple juice for Makenna and I hoped she liked it.
I hated the thought of exposing myself to Ripley again. I still felt the pain and rage from the last time, and now I was letting her open up the cracks again. I almost threw dinner away. I had the pot of pasta in my hands, but I set it back on the stove. I thought about just leaving and not being there when they showed up. On the other hand, maybe my parents were right, and I did have the wrong idea about what she'd done.
I saw Atlas lift his head and those little ears swivel back and forth. He got up with a groan and went into the living room. That usually means he hears a car outside, so I combined the Alfredo sauce, pasta and shrimp and stirred it all together. I needed to add the Parmesan cheese, but I'd do that just before putting it on the table. The doorbell rang and I went to answer it.
There they stood. Makenna was hiding behind Ripley again, but when she saw Atlas, she danced forward and hugged him. He's never liked me hugging him, but he didn't seem to mind her doing it. In fact, he wiggled all over. She was even more breathtaking than the last time I saw her. She had on a pretty little red dress and all that curly hair framed her face like a halo.
Ripley, well she was just Ripley. She had on a dark green dress, and she was stunning. She's tall and slender, but she has curves in all the right places. Her waist is long, slender and supple. Her hips flare dramatically, and she has the roundest firmest ass imaginable. My eyes slid up across the heart-stopping swell of her breasts. They were showcased and showing a bit of cleavage. There was a gold chain plunging into that valley with the tiny jade dagger I'd given her for her eighteenth birthday attached to it. My eyes slid up to that face. It's heart shaped, high cheekbones, a slender patrician nose with a sprinkling of freckles on it, those huge emerald eyes and her puffy red lips had curled into a smile. She had a cream pie in her hands. "Hi, Kaine, do we pass inspection?" She laughed, and I felt that old thrill sweep through me.
"Um..." I cleared my throat. "Yes, you two would stop a train. Come in." I stood aside and she went into the kitchen and put her pie in the refrigerator. She seemed right at home. I knelt in the floor in front of Makenna.
"Hi, Honey," I said. I tried to make my voice as gentle as possible. "Did you have a good day?" I asked.
She stopped hugging Atlas, took a step toward me and threw her arms around my neck. I could feel her soft little cheek against mine. She pulled back and looked into my face. "Hi, Kaine," she said. "Yes, I went to daycare and they took us to a thing. What was it called, Mamma?" she called to Ripley.
"The science center," Ripley said, walking back into the living room so she could see us.
"Yes, they took us there," Makenna said. "I liked it. What did you do?"
"I went fishing," I told her. "Do you like fishing?"
"Don't know," she said, shrugging her shoulders. "Mamma never took me fishing."
"Well, we'll have to fix that," I said. "Would you like to go fishing with Atlas and me?"
"Yes," she said. "When will we go?"
"We'll have to work that out with your mother," I said. "Are you hungry?"
"Yes, starving," she said. "Mamma made a pie."
"I saw," I said. I scooped her up and carried her into the dining room. There was a problem. My chairs were too low. I went and got some cushions for her to sit on and we were good.
"Anything I can do?" Ripley asked.
"Pour drinks," I said. "We're ready." I put the cheese in and stirred it until it melted, took everything to the table, and by the time I finished, Ripley had drinks and we sat down to dinner.
Makenna chattered happily the whole time and kept it from being awkward as we engaged her. She seemed to love my cooking efforts and asked for more of the pasta. She ate everything, even the veggies, and we all had a piece of pie. It was chocolate, and very good. Ripley had picked up some new skills. She burned toast when we were married, so I did most of the cooking.
After our pie, we went into the living room and Ripley put an animated movie on for Makenna. We sat on the sofa and Makenna snuggled up on one side of me while Ripley kicked off her shoes and curled her legs up under her in that impossible way women have.
"That was delicious," she said. "You haven't lost your touch in the kitchen."
"Thanks," I said. "Ripley, I hate to ruin the mood, but what is it, exactly, that you're doing?"
"I'm throwing my hat back in the ring," she said. "I've been trying to explain myself to you for a long time. I came over to sit down and talk to you three days after I moved out. You were gone. You disappeared. After I heard you were back, I tried to talk to you. I don't know your phone number, so I couldn't call you. You blocked me so that I couldn't email you. I must have sat outside your office a hundred times, once I found out where you worked. I don't know how you did it, but you never came out."
"I had the security guard tell me when you were there," I said. "I went out another door."
She gave a sad little smile. "I thought it was probably something like that. I came here and parked down the street. I saw you leave, sometimes, but I couldn't ever tell if you were home. You never came home while I was here."
"I always checked," I told her. "If I saw your car, I just went somewhere else."
"Well, that's why I never got a chance to tell you about Makenna," she said. "You were gone all the time I was pregnant. I brought the test kit, Kaine."
"Just leave it when you go," I told her. "Assuming you're telling me the truth, now what?"
"I need my husband," she said. "Makenna needs her father."
"What the hell?" I said. "You drop a bomb on my life, move out, after giving me some psych mumbo-jumbo, waltz right back, drop another bomb and tell me you 'need' me. Well, I needed you, Ripley. You didn't give a da..." I glanced down at Makenna. She was enrapt in her movie. "You didn't care at all about me needing you. Why should I care about you needing me?"
"You're wrong about that," she said.
"Okay, you tell me where I'm wrong," I said. "What, was my co..." I looked down at Makenna. She was still absorbed in her movie. "Was I not big enough for you? Did I not do it for you?"
Ripley looked horrified. "Oh, no, Kaine, don't ever think that. Se... that, was never a problem for us. You know that. No, you rocked my world. You're huge! I never... Jesus, Kaine! What's wrong with you? You're such a man! Why do men think things like that? Do you think every woman is a size queen? Do you think we're all panting for a ten-inch dong?"
"Are you a queen, Mamma?" Makenna piped up. Damn, she was listening!
Ripley laughed. "No, baby, but you're a princess." Makenna giggled. Nice save, I thought. I reached down and squeezed her knee. She smiled up and me, and my vision got blurry.
"I want her, Ripley," I said.
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"I mean I want to be with her," I said. "I want her to stay with me, I want her on the weekends, I want her for Christmas."
"Okay, I thought you'd feel that way," she said. "I know how you feel. The problem is, I want her, too. We can work things out."
"I want her to spend the night," I said.
"We're sort of a package deal, Kaine," she said.
"Makenna, would you like to spend the night with me and Atlas?" I asked her.
"Yes," her curly little head bobbed.
"Baby, do you want to stay with just Kaine and Atlas?" she asked.
She shook her head, this time. "No," she said. She was very emphatic. "I want you to stay, too, Mamma. I might need you."
"You just can't think about you, Kaine," Ripley said. "She's more important than that. You have to think about what she would want, too. I'll work with you and you can have her nearly any time you want, but you have to be sensitive to her needs, too."
That made sense, so I nodded. It didn't sound like the old Ripley, either. "I get that."
"This isn't what I wanted to talk to you about," she said. "Kaine, I need to ask you something. When I told you what was going on with me, I was 100 percent honest with you. It had nothing to do with... you know what. The idea of you not being big enough is ridiculous. Ten-inch dongs are something men are interested in, not women. You've been reading too much porn."
"What's porn, Mamma?" Makenna asked. We both burst out laughing.
"It's nothing, Makenna," I told her. "Um. It's kind of like corn except yucky. You aren't ever going to have anything to do with it."
Ripley was nearly in hysterics. "This is too much," she gasped. "Anyway, it wasn't about that, Kaine. It was about me not being a very mature person. I was so in love with you. I still am. I felt like I was being swallowed and there wouldn't be anything left of me and it scared the hell out of me. I panicked and did something stupid, okay? I thought I needed to get away from you for a while. I never meant it to be permanent. I thought we'd get together a couple of times a week and I'd..." she looked at Makenna and giggled, "I'd knock your socks off. I know this all sounds like BS. It does to me, now, but it didn't at the time. I was an immature child and I thought like one."
"Why didn't you say that?" I asked. "It sure as he... heck seemed like you intended for it to be permanent to me."
"I did say that," she insisted. "I said exactly that, but either I didn't say it very well or you weren't listening very well. Did I ever, once, say, 'I'm leaving you, Kaine. I don't want to be married to you anymore'?"
"No, you said, 'Kaine, I don't know how to say this, but I'm moving out. I have a place over on Pine Street and I'm moving in next Saturday. I need some time by myself. I need to find my own 'identity', or some stupid sh... junk like that." My voice got a little louder and Makenna looked up at me.
"It's okay, sorry," I said. Her eyes went back to the TV, but I knew her ears were on Ripley and me. This wasn't working.
"This is too awkward," Ripley said. "I want you to be able to say what you want to say. Are you doing anything tomorrow?"
"I was going to watch some basketball, drink some beer and wash and vacuum the car," I said. "Why?"
"Can I come and pick you up and take you somewhere?" she asked. "I'll get Mom to watch Makenna. I want to say some things to you. I want you to be able to tell me anything. Will you do that for me, Kaine?"
I was very suspicious. "Where are you taking me?" I asked.
"Jesus, Kaine, stop being such a... wuss," she said. "Do you think I'm dangerous? Do you think I'm plotting to bump you off and throw your body in the lake?"
"Yes, and no," I said. "I don't think you're planning to bump me off, but I do think you're dangerous. You're the most dangerous person I've ever met."
She laughed at that. "Please, I'll be here at ten. I'll help you wash your car afterward, okay?"
The credits were rolling on Makenna's movie. "Okay," I said. "Don't get your hopes up, Ripley."
"I won't," she promised.
I played with Makenna and Atlas for a bit and it was time for them to go home. I got a big hug from Makenna, and a hug and a kiss on the cheek from Ripley. I was buckling Makenna into her car seat.
"When are we going to spend the night with you," she asked, "and when are you going to take me fishing?" She had a memory like a steel trap!
"Do you have a date for Sunday?" I asked her.
She giggled. "No. I don't go on dates. Why do you want to know?"
"If it's okay with your Mom, I'll take you fishing Sunday," I said. "We'll have to talk about when you can spend the night, okay?"
"Yes," she said. She was nodding vigorously and her curls bounced. "I really want to spend the night, though. Can Atlas sleep with me?"
"I don't allow him to get on the beds," I told her. "He gets kind of stinky. We can bring his bed into your room and he can sleep on the floor by your bed."
She thought about that for a minute. "Okay," she said.
"Ripley, is it okay for her to go fishing?" I asked.
"Of course," she said. "I'll see you at ten."
I had nightmares that night. A little dark haired girl was being eaten by a giant fish and I was running to save her. I was running in molasses and it was taking me forever to get there. I shot upright, my heart pounding. I was sweating profusely and it was four AM. I got up and toweled off, adrenaline pumping through my veins. I lay back down. It took a while to get that image out of my head, but the next thing I knew it was nine and the alarm was going off on my phone.
I got up, took a quick shower, got dressed and ate a muffin. I was on my second cup of coffee when Atlas got up and went to the door. It rang, right on cue, and Ripley was there. "Want a cup of coffee?" I asked her. "There's one left. Don't want to throw it out."
"Got a to-go cup?" she asked. "I want to get started."
I rummaged around and got two. I poured hers and then put mine in the other. "Can Atlas go?" I asked her.
"Of course," she said. "Um, would you mind getting him a blanket or something? We'll have two cars to clean up if you don't."
I got the old quilt I used in my car and we followed her out. She had on khaki shorts and a green shirt with the tails tied up, leaving her navel peeking out. It had a little diamond stud in it. That was new. She filled those shorts out to perfection and the way she bounced, I could tell she didn't have a bra on. She caught me looking and shot me a wicked grin.
One thing we had always had in common was a love of cars. She wasn't driving the Escalade that day. This must have been her 'just her' car. I was impressed. It was silver and I knew it was a Mercedes, but that was it. "What is it?" I asked.
"It's a 2003 CL coupe," she said. "Twin turbos, Kaine. 830 ft/lbs of torque."
"Can I drive?" I asked.



She laughed. "Hell, no. When you let me drive the 442, I'll let you drive this."
"Okay, you can drive it," I said.
She cocked her head and raised that eyebrow. "Right, like I'm really trusting you here. You've never let me drive it. I'll let you drive and you'll renege, I know you."
She opened the door and spread the blanket out in the back seat. She stood back and Atlas climbed slowly in. He was already panting and two white strings were hanging from his jowls. She wiped them away with a corner of the blanket.
She started it up and turned the air on high. It wouldn't matter. He always panted in a car. We drove for thirty minutes, and I knew where we were going.
"Hey, you really are going to kill me and dump my body in the lake," I said. "Atlas will bite you if you hurt me."
"No, the puppy would never bite Mamma, would he," she cooed. He panted happily. It was freezing in the car. I could feel frost forming on my mustache. I looked over at Ripley and her nipples were trying to tear holes in her shirt. She saw me. She glanced down and giggled. "Kind of cold, isn't it? You wanted to bring him."
I didn't mind looking at those little buttons at all, but I wasn't about to let her know. I just grunted and looked away. I looked again after a minute, when I thought she wasn't watching. We pulled up at the marina and she parked and popped the trunk. I got out and let Atlas out. I snapped his leash on. Most people are a little intimidated when they see a 160-pound beast walking toward them unless he's on a leash. Ripley got a big basket and a cooler out of the trunk. I grabbed one handle of the cooler and she carried the basket. We walked down onto the marina and she nodded to the left. We walked about fifty feet and she indicated a nice cabin cruiser tied up there.
"This is it," she said. We climbed aboard and helped Atlas on. A worker cast off the lines and Ripley idled us out of the no wake zone before she pulled the throttles back and the big boat leaped up on plane. She ran us about five miles up the lake and pulled up into a cove. "Tie us off to that tree," she said.
She killed the engines and I tied us off. "Whose boat is this?" I asked.
"It's mine," she said. "I've had it for about six months."
"Doing pretty good for yourself, aren't you?" I said.
"I signed a pretty big contract," she said. "This is my signing bonus."
"Jesus, Ripley, you're running with the big boys," I said.
"Want a beer?" she asked. I took one and we moved up to the front deck. We sat facing each other on the cushions and I knew the heavy hitting was about to begin.
"Okay, I'm going to give it to you," she said. "You might not like it, but if you'll just listen to me, I'll listen to you, deal?"
"You expect me to just sit here?" I asked.
"No, I'd like that, but I don't expect it," she said. I snorted.
She leaned back against the cushion and stretched those impossibly long legs out. "Kaine, I love you," she said. "I've loved you since our first date. I never stopped and I don't think I ever will. You're the only man I've ever loved. You're the one for me. When I came to you and told you I needed to get away for a while, I never meant permanently. I wasn't even thinking of another man. I was still as much in love with you as ever. I thought I was too much in love with you. I was wrong. I didn't know it at the time, but I was."
"I hate to say this, Ripley," I said, "but this sounds like buyer's remorse. It sounds like you went out and got what you thought you wanted and it didn't turn out like you thought it would."
"No, you're wrong," she said. "What I regret is the way I did it, not that I did. I grew up, Kaine. I was a stupid, callow girl. I'm a woman now. I did what I needed to do and if you hadn't run away like you did, it would have been so much easier for both of us. I'm not sure it was a bad thing. "
"You're not sure it was a bad thing? It was sure as hell a bad thing for me; I can tell you that. You're telling me you don't regret leaving me?"
"I didn't intend to leave you, Kaine, I keep telling you. I moved out. It's not the same."
"That's bullshit, but have it your way. You had something you 'needed to do', so instead of trying to work it out together, you just moved out. And now you're telling me everything would have been okay if only I had sat at home all alone and waited for you to decide to come back to me?"
"I didn't say I was smart, Kaine, and I've already told you I'm sorry for hurting you so badly. I can't really regret it, though, because while I was away, I did grow up. When I found out I was pregnant, I had to grow up in a hurry."
"When did you find out?" I asked.
"Not for a while," she said. "I really didn't think about missing my periods. The first thing I noticed was being a little nauseated in the morning. I just thought I had a bug. It didn't go away and I went to the doctor. That's when I found out. I was nine weeks along."
"Did you know she was mine?" I asked.
"Kaine, there was never a doubt," she said. "You are the only man I ever allowed to touch me in an intimate way from the time we started dating until the day our divorce became final."
"Couldn't wait for the ink to dry?" I asked.
She looked at me and she was angry. Her eyes flashed. "No, and I never touched anyone until after Makenna was born, either," she said.
It sounded as if she was playing games to me. "What are you saying, Ripley?"
"I'm just telling you that there was, and is, no question who Makenna's father is," she said.
All right, we could leave that alone for now. "Okay, go on," I said. "I'll try not to say anything unless I have a question."
She nodded. "Kaine, I wasn't leaving you. I wanted to be your wife. I've wanted nothing else since our first date. I just wanted a chance to see if I could make it on my own. We'd been together since my second freshman semester. I lived with my parents, had one semester living in the dorms and then I moved in with you."
"Ripley, that doesn't make sense. You already were making it on your own. Hell, you were a celebrity by the time you were 21, and it wasn't as if you were part of a team or anything. It was just you."
She thought for a moment. "Yes, I guess it would seem like that. Kaine, the Ripley O'Keefe who everyone thinks they know doesn't really exist. She's a character I made up, and I play her very well. She has a lot in common with me, but she's not me. A lot of performers are like that, I think. My career, all this stuff," she waved her had around the cabin cruiser, "is her, it's not really me. When I was out in public, people always expected to meet her, not me. I started to wonder if there really was a me any more. You know, I never really lived on my own."
"I wasn't much different," I told her.
"Yes, I know that," she said. "The difference is I thought you would be just fine without me. I didn't know how I would be if I didn't have you. I needed to learn to trust myself. It really had nothing to do with you or us, it was me. I needed to trust me, that I was capable of standing on my own two feet. I fucked it up. I'm very, very sorry. I never intended for anything that happened to happen. I didn't understand how upset you were, I didn't understand how I was affecting you and hurting you. I knew you didn't like the idea, but I needed to try it on my own. I was young and stupid, Kaine. I found out just how stupid when you left."
"Well, it just sounded like psychobabble to me," I said. "It sounded to me like you were telling me I wasn't enough for you, that you were looking for an upgrade, and that I wasn't what you needed."
"No, no, it wasn't like that at all!" She had tears in those impossibly huge eyes. "I needed you more than ever! I needed you to be there for me, help me see that I was a person, on my own. I just needed to find the right words to tell you how much I loved you and that I wasn't leaving you, that you had done nothing wrong, that it was me, but when I got myself together, three days later, you were gone."
"I thought you wanted me gone," I said.
"No!" She fell to the floor on her knees in front of me and held my hands. "I never wanted that. God, Kaine, I searched everywhere for you. I called everyone I knew. I went home and cried. Christ, I cried so damn hard. Your parents didn't know where you were; you quit your job; you just disappeared. I didn't go to work for two weeks; I spent every minute thinking about you, looking for you, trying to track you down. Then I got the divorce papers in the mail."
"I thought that's what you wanted," I said again.
"Well, you were wrong," she said. "That's when I found out you were in Alaska. Your attorney told me. I went to court and asked for counseling. The judge agreed, but there was no way to get you here. I could have explained everything. Then I found out I was pregnant!"
"What did you do?" I asked.
"I went to pieces," she said. "I wondered how this could happen. I was on the pill, for God's sake. You were the only man that had ever made love to me. I knew it was our baby, but I'd fucked everything up so bad that I didn't know what to do. I went to your mom and dad.
"I told them everything. I told them how stupid I had been. They agreed with me, I could tell, but they never said one bad word to me," she said. "They took care of me for a week. I stayed with them. You have wonderful parents, Kaine. They went to childbirth classes with me, took me to doctor's appointments, your mother was there in the room with me when Makenna was born. She was the first one to hold her. I'm not even sure they believed that she was ours, but they were my rocks."
I sat back, trying to take this all in. I didn't know what to think or what to do. "What do you want, Ripley," I finally asked. "What do you want from me?"
"You know exactly what I want," she said. "God, why are you such a fucking coward, Kaine?"
I jumped to my feet. "That's it," I yelled. "If all you can do is call me names, when you're the one who fucked up and left, this is finished. Take me back, Ripley."
She just knelt there, looking up at me. "No," she said.
I stormed over to the driver's seat. The fucking keys were missing. "Where are the keys?"
"I'm not giving them to you," she said. "We're staying here until we're done."
"I'm done now," I told her.
"Running away again?" she asked. "How has that been going for you, Kaine? You're miserable. What are you going to do? Are you going to bail on Makenna? Move back to Alaska? Why don't you try Siberia, this time? Sit down and stop proving my point. Your solution to problems is to bail. That isn't going to work this time. You're not the sort of man to abandon your daughter. Didn't you promise to take her fishing tomorrow?"
I felt incredibly weary. I went back and sat down. She had me trapped here. "I'll ask it again. What do you want from me, Ripley?"
"I'm here, Kaine," she said. "I'm right here. I love you with all my heart. I always have. I think you love me. I'm asking for a chance. That's all I want, just a chance. I'm asking you to let me prove that I've grown up. Take Makenna fishing. I know you love that and I'm sure she will love it, too. Get to know her. Fall in love with her. She'll make your life special again."
I had to smile at that thought. "I'm sure she will. I want to do that, Ripley. That's it?"
"No, you know that isn't it," she said. "I'm making the first move here because I fucked everything up. I'm asking you out. There's a charity function I have Tuesday night. I want you to take me. After it's over, I want you to take me dancing. Not late, because we have to pick up Makenna. Your parents have agreed to keep her. Then I want you to let us spend the night at your house. We'll stay in your guest room. I'll cook breakfast in the morning. Will you?"
I thought for a minute. "I have a condition," I said.
She looked dubious. "What?"
"I cook breakfast," I said.
She laughed and it gave me that same old thrill. "Maybe that's better," she said. "I do cook, now. I have a baby to feed. I had to learn."
"So, what now?" I asked. "Are you going to hold me hostage here?"
"Yes," she said. "I'm feeling like a swim. You up for it?"
"I forgot my trunks," I said. "You didn't mention we were going for a boat ride."
"Remember when you took me canoeing on Labor Day the first year we were married?" she asked.
I did remember it. It was pretty memorable. We'd stopped at a gravel bar for lunch. She'd stripped and enticed me into the water. We wound up making love, first on the blanket, and then with her bent over the canoe we'd turned upside down on the bank. "Ripley, I don't think..." I started.
She stood and slowly began unbuttoning her blouse. My throat was dry and I took a swig from my water bottle. She pulled the tails of her blouse open and those phenomenal breasts were displayed in all their glory. I was right; she didn't have on a bra. They were just as mouthwatering as the last time I'd seen them. More so, I believe. They looked bigger. They were still perfectly shaped globes, sitting high and proud on her chest. The tops were sprinkled with the freckles I remembered so well, fading to a clear creamy white. Her nipples were erect, cherry colored bullets, topping areolae that were a little puffy, forming miniature peaks of their own. I licked my lips and she laughed, sending ripples bouncing through the heavy mounds.
"I see you still like them," she said, glancing down at the rising lump in my shorts. She was joking, of course.
Ripley exudes more sensuality than it is possible to describe. Everything about her just screams sensual in foot high neon letters. She's gorgeous, but that's not it. She has the ability to make men into fools. We're pretty much fools when it comes to women, anyway, but Ripley is in her own class. The first time we went out was on her eighteenth birthday. I took her dancing and gave her the jade dagger. She moves like a cat, lithe, sinuous, gliding as her weight shifts. She got up at one point and danced for me, just standing by our booth.
Two guys were walking past about five feet from where she was dancing. They had both seen her when they were about twenty feet away. They couldn't take their eyes off her. They walked toward each other, so hypnotized by Ripley's dance that they crashed into each other, sending them both sprawling on the floor. That's the effect she has. That's with her clothes on.
All the time we dated and all the time we were married, friends, strangers, people at the gas station, all asked me who she was. When they discovered she was my girlfriend or wife, they asked inappropriate questions or made stupid comments. "Is she as good as she looks? You're tapping that? Damn, dude, how did you get that?" It never ended. At first, it offended me and I told them to shut the fuck up. After the thousandth time, I just ignored them. I would have been in a fight every day of my life if I hadn't just passed it off.
The amazing thing was she didn't give a damn. Sure, she knew the effect she had, but she didn't particularly care for it. That lush body held all that promise and excitement but I was the one that got to unwrap it. The new decoration in her navel seemed to tell me that had changed.
The first time we made love was a spiritual experience for me. The feel of her was otherworldly. She was soft as a kitten, but steel underneath. She worked out religiously, and it showed. She started slowly. She loved foreplay, but sex was a little painful for her, the first couple of times. She was so tight and so incredibly exotic that I'm afraid I didn't give her time to really get into it. The third time, I knew it was coming and I got hard in the shower before our date just thinking about it. Stroking myself off in the shower before our date relieved a little of the excitement and I got her off twice with my mouth before sliding into all that tightness and heat. She was ready, dripping wet and flushed with excitement, her face showing that slack look of prolonged sexual arousal. I stroked her, slowly at first and then bringing her up to a boil. When she reached her peak I slowed, leaving her straining there for long minutes before plunging into her, taking her over the edge and she screamed out her ecstasy, cumming, writhing, bridging up against me as I pounded into her.
She never looked back, becoming a dynamic, aggressive lover, initiating sex as often as I did, coming into the full promise of that luscious body and becoming a sexual partner that most people would have trouble imagining. I shook my head to get rid of those memories. I had to nip this in the bud.
"Ripley," I said, "keep your clothes on."
She looked puzzled.
"What? Why?" she asked, "You've never turned me down before."
"Ripley, this is too important, Makenna is too important. This is serious business; it's not going to be solved between the sheets. Sex was never our problem, at least, not that I know of," I said. "Yes, you're as sexy as hell. You know that. I'd love to just take you and go for a ride down memory lane. It would be crazy good, but when it was over, I'd still be pissed at you for walking out on me and you'd still be pissed at me for not just taking it."
She looked thoughtful, and then started to button up her shirt.
"You're right, Kaine, I shouldn't have tried to manipulate you like that; but what are we going to do?"
"You tell me, because I haven't a fucking clue," I said.
She sat there, lost in thought for long minutes. I got up and got us both a beer. She leaned back against a boat cushion, looking like a flame-haired angel. God, she was so beautiful she made my soul ache. Her chin was in her hands and she had that same look on her face as that "Thinker" statue. She glanced at me from time to time and then she sat back again.
"The first thing we are going to do is remove Makenna from the equation," she finally said.
"Remove, what's that supposed to mean?" I was upset by that statement, more than I could have believed. "You aren't going to let me see her?"
A look of horror flashed over her features. "No, no, Kaine, it's not that at all. Never think that. Kaine, What I meant was I'm very sorry that I made her part of you and me. I should never have done that."
"I understand," I said. "No, she shouldn't be a part of anything else other than being loved and given everything that a loving mother and father can give her."
She nodded. "Yes, that's what I meant. I didn't like involving her at all, but I had to do something to get you to talk to me."
She thought a moment. "There's something else. I'm not sorry for barging into your place the other day, but I am sorry for... well, acting as if I owned the place. You know, swigging your beer and swiping your pizza. That wasn't right, but I was just so happy to finally be with you in your house, I was almost giddy with it. Can you understand?"
I did. I opened my arms and beckoned to her. She smiled, wistfully, and came crawling over to sit between my spread legs on the deck. She leaned back against me and I wrapped her in my arms. It felt so right and so good that I wanted to stay like that forever.
"Will you go to the charity event with me?" she asked.
"Well, it isn't as if my social calendar is packed," I chuckled. "Sure, Ripley, I'd love to go."
We sat there, talking quietly, and finished our beers. I had forgotten how good it felt to just sit with her and talk. There was something I wanted to ask, and I finally figured out how.
"Ripley, you know how every fall, Lucy tells Charlie Brown to run up and kick the football while she holds it for him?"
She laughed and interrupted me. "And every year she pulls it away and he lands on his ass?"
"Yeah, and the next year she tells him why it won't be like last year, and then it is?" We chuckled together, and then she looked at me seriously.



"You're wondering if you can trust me not to pull your football away again, aren't you?"
"Yes, Ripley, except it's a little more important than a football."
Ripley was lost in thought. That was new, I thought. The Ripley I remembered would have said the first damn fool thing that popped into her head, and tried to fix it later. She finally spoke.
"Will I leave you again for some stupid reason? The short answer is, I've been there, done that, and paid way too much for the t-shirt. I paid four years without you, and Makenna paid three years without her father.
"The true answer is, you won't know. Just as I won't know that you won't up and run away again when I do something stupid. There aren't any guarantees. I wish there were.
"Kaine, I'm not asking you to live with me, or marry me again. I'm asking for a chance. I'm successful in my career, I have all the rich-people toys, but even with all of that, I think what you and I and Makenna could have together would be the best thing in my life."
We thought about that a while, then we got caught up a bit on what had been going on in our lives and it was just like two old friends who haven't seen each other in a while. There were awkward silences, but not many, and I think we were both feeling in a better place by the time the sun was setting. She got up and stretched, looking for all the world like a big cat. I got the kinks out of my legs and she hugged me.
"Okay, now that we have that settled, let's go back; I have a fishing outing to get ready for."
I untied the boat, Ripley started it up and we motored back to the dock.
Sunday, Ripley dropped Makenna off, and I took her fishing. She wasn't up to the sort of fishing I like to do, fly fishing for trout, but I knew of a small stream in the national forest that is chock full of all different kinds of sunfish. I set her up with her fishing gear and she danced with delight every time she reeled in a fat bluegill, rock bass or green sunfish.
When she reeled in the first one, I asked her what she wanted to do with it. It was a tiny long-ear, brilliantly colored in orange and blue. "Can we keep him in a fish bowl?" she asked.
"We could keep him in an aquarium," I said. "They aren't very happy there, though."
"What else could we do?" she asked.
"We could turn him loose," I told her. "If we catch bigger ones, we could eat them."
She had to think about that one for a while. "Turn this one loose and eat the big ones," she finally decided.
That's what we did. We stopped fishing long enough to build a small fire and roast hot dogs and marshmallows for lunch. She owned my heart by the time we got to the stream. By lunchtime, I was her slave, and by the time we carried a large stringer of pan fish back to my truck, I knew that my life had changed forever. This was what I'd been born for, to be Makenna's dad. She fell asleep in her little car seat on the way home, and my eyes got moist every time I looked at that sleeping little angel.
When we got back, Atlas was all over us; I don't know if it was us, or the fishy smell that he was more interested in.
While Makenna played with Atlas, I cleaned some of the fish, steamed some veggies and fried the fish.
Makenna was a little unsure about the fish at first, but then got intrigued by the idea of eating food that she had caught herself, tried it and really enjoyed it. Of course, she probably enjoyed the ice cream sundaes we had for dessert more, but heck, she was only three.
Ripley had packed her a small bag so that she could stay over, but she asked if her Mamma could stay, too.
There was no way that I could say no to that little cherub, so I called Ripley and invited her to come over and spend the night. Before she got her hopes up, I made it clear that she would be sleeping with Makenna, not me.
Over breakfast, she reminded me about escorting her to the charity function, and I told her I had already committed. Tuesday, I picked her up and immediately felt all of my resistance to her melting away.
She was stunning! She had her red hair tied back with a single ribbon at the nape of her neck, and then flowing freely down her bare back. Her dress was a simple halter style with a plunging V-neck displaying her generous cleavage. I swear that if the back went any lower you would see the sexy mysteries below. The skirt was a modest knee-length, loose and flowing.
By the time I returned from checking our coats, she was already flitting from one group to the other. I might as well have been invisible for all that my presence seemed to matter.
I felt like the forgotten man. She came and got me for the first dance and my spirits soared with this vision in my arms. When we got back to our table, she was immediately asked to dance again. The rest of the evening, I saw mere glimpses of her from afar, plying the potential donors and schmoozing with the social elite. I was becoming more frustrated and impotent feeling by the minute. Finally, I had enough. I walked over to where she was chatting up yet another potential donor, took her by the elbow and steered her to a corner where we could have some relative privacy.
"What the hell do you think you're doing, Kaine?" she whispered angrily, "You embarrassed me out there. That was a major donor that I was talking to."
"What am I, chopped liver?" I asked, "You're the one who wanted me here, I didn't even want to come, and now I wish that I hadn't."
"We can't be having this conversation here," she said, "Come with me."
She dragged me out a side door to a small park.
"What is it with you, Kaine? You're acting like a child."
"So what if I am! You're the one that wants me back, you're the one that dragged me to this foolish thing; I would think that my feelings would be more important."
"God, you are so selfish; here I am trying to help raise money for sick children and you're pouting because I'm not holding your hand enough."
"Yes, of course, it's always about you! First, you had to 'find yourself,' and now you've got to 'save the children', What will it be the next time, 'save the puppies'?"
She sighed. "Kaine, you're not some hick. You know how these things work. My job is to make all these people with lots of money feel good about themselves, and good about the children's hospital, so they'll give more money. You know all that. I'm trying to be as efficient as I can, so we can get out of here and go dancing, and you're still pouting about what happened four years ago. Why don't you grow up, already?"
That tore it. I didn't even go back for my coat, I just turned away and went back to my car to go home, ignoring her cries for me to wait.
I hadn't been home an hour when I heard a cab pull up and she was knocking on my door.
"Kaine, open up, you forgot your coat."
'Damn, I guess I'm going to have to let her in.'
No sooner did I open the door than she was blowing in like a force of nature, dumping my coat on the nearest chair.
"You are such an ass!" she said. "Do you have any idea how embarrassing it was for me to try to make up some lame excuse for why I had to leave so suddenly?"
"I'm sure they'll forget all about it by the next fund-raiser."
"Grrr, you're just hopeless," she said. "Come on, you need to take me home."
I grabbed my keys and drove her home in stony silence.
As we pulled into her driveway I asked, "If I'm so bad, why are you trying so hard to get me back? Why not just leave me in peace?"
She didn't answer as she got out of the car, but then she turned and leaned into the car.
"Because I love you, you asshole!" she said, slamming the door and storming into her house.
I just sat there stunned for a few minutes before heading home, shaking my head. I mean, who says, I love you, you asshole?
When I got home and undressed for bed, I found the checks for both of our coats in my pocket. How had she gotten the coat check person to give her both of our coats? I guess being a celebrity counts for something, but then why did she bring mine to my house? Why not just hold onto it until the next time we met? It didn't make sense that she would take a cab to my house just so she could call me an asshole.
I thought about what she had said. Maybe she really was trying to be efficient: if I'd tagged along with her, she'd have had to introduce me to the people with whom she was schmoozing. That would take time, and be awkward, too. The more I thought about it, the more I thought she might have been right. I had acted like an asshole. I really should call her and apologize.
Next morning, I was all set to call her, when I discovered I didn't know what to say. I just wasn't used to apologizing. I mean, I could just say "Hello, this is asshole," which might make her laugh, but what did I say after that? What made it worse was that over the last week, Ripley had apologized to me several times. It was as if she knew how to do it, and I didn't. That made me more nervous, so I dithered around and didn't call. It didn't help that they published the list of the top donors to the children's hospital in the paper, and at the top of the list was Ms. Ripley O'Keefe.
We didn't speak again until Friday morning to schedule Makenna's second visit. This time, Ripley wasn't staying over. Makenna was excited, and I was nervous.
Ripley dropped Makenna off; she immediately ran off to find Atlas.
"Here are the DNA results, Kaine," she said, "As you can see, the probability is 99.9% that you're the father."
I gave them just a cursory glance. I already knew; I could feel the connection between us. There was something more important I had to say. I knew I would probably get it wrong, but I had to try.
"Ripley, um, about Tuesday night..." I could see her face harden, but I stared at the floor and persevered.
"I, well, you were right. I acted like an asshole. I'm sorry. I hope I didn't screw things up for you too badly." I stood there looking at the floor. Ripley waited me out. When I finally raised my eyes to look at her, she had this warm look on her face, and a gentle smile. I just about melted.
"Thank you, Kaine. I appreciate that." Her hand reached out and caressed my cheek. "It was partly my fault, too. I should have told you in advance what you were in for. I guess I still don't explain things to you very well. I'll work on that."
We made arrangements for me to drop Makenna off, and Ripley left.
Once I was able to pry Makenna away from Atlas, I washed her off and asked what she wanted for supper. Silly question.
"PIZZA!"
I'm still not sure why, but I took her to The Cellar.
I wasn't really paying much attention as I was paying for our order, so when I turned to leave I was stunned to see Ripley, deep in conversation with some strange guy who was holding both of her hands in his.
I was ready to explode, but Makenna sensed something wrong and tugged on my hand with a worried look on her face. "What's wrong, Kaine?" she asked. I quickly calmed down and took her to my car. She was still upset and it took me a few minutes to calm her down. Fortunately, she didn't ask me again why I was upset, and she and Ripley didn't see one another.
I was still seething inside, though. She had almost convinced me that she really wanted to get back together, and then here she is, out with another guy at practically the first opportunity.
We got home and ate our pizza, Makenna pretty much wearing hers, and I had to make sure that she didn't give Atlas too much.
We were both tired and hit the hay early, though I didn't go to sleep, I was still so keyed up by what I saw, and was just about ready to tell Ripley to just forget everything, when I heard little feet shuffling.
"Kaine," she said, "Kaine, I can't sleep. Can I sleep with you?"
"Of course you can, sweetheart," I said as I leaned over and picked her up. I was glad that I had decided to wear PJs to bed.
Makenna quickly fell asleep, her gentle snores easily drowned out by Atlas's. The last thing she said to me completed my enslavement. Just before she dropped off, she whispered, "I love you, Daddy."
I didn't have much to say to Ripley when she picked Makenna up the next morning. I asked if I could have her the next Saturday, and Ripley agreed. She looked disappointed when I didn't ask her to stay to breakfast, but didn't say anything about it. The week flew by and I could hardly wait to get Makenna again. I picked her up, this time. We were going fishing and for a picnic on the White River, and Atlas was coming along.
We got set up under a huge oak tree. Makenna and Atlas were playing happily on the bank and the giant trout were waiting. I waded out about knee deep and began false casting, just getting some line out on the water.
I had been fishing for about twenty minutes, talking to Makenna as she splashed around near the bank. There was a log, sunken below the surface and a deep pocket of water behind it. I made the perfect cast, twitching the fly as it floated over the log. There was an eruption and a huge brown made a strike on the fly. I set the hook. Nothing. Now I was intent on the hunt. I must have made a hundred more casts, trying to tease another strike out of that monster. It was a one-shot deal. The huge fish was done. I got ready to move upstream and called to Makenna.
She didn't answer. I recalled that I hadn't heard anything for a while; I had been busy concentrating on the monster fish. I turned, and there was no sign of either her, or Atlas. I hurried to the bank. "Makenna," I called. "Where are you, baby?"
Nothing.
There was a line of tall switchgrass, nearly as tall as my head, which lined the bank about twenty yards from the water. Beyond that was woods, deep and thick, stretching for who knows how many miles into the distance. I found a trail through the switchgrass and a little Spiderman toy lying in a patch of mud on the trail. It was Makenna's. Further along, I saw a footprint left by her little sneaker and one of Atlas's footprints.
I threw my rod into the grass, stripped off my waders and began to run. I searched frantically, calling both her and Atlas until I collapsed. Panic filled my mind as I thought about that little angel, lost out here in the woods. I called until my voice was hoarse and fading. When I finally collapsed from exhaustion, I began to think rationally again. I pulled out my phone. Great, there was no service. I crashed back through the brush, through the grass and ran to the truck. I drove to the top of the hill and was relieved, at last, to see two bars.
I called the sheriff's department, and reported what had happened. They promised to send a search party immediately. Then, I had to make the most difficult call of my life. I had to call Ripley and tell her that I'd lost our daughter. I felt lower than worm shit. It took me five minutes to work up my courage. When she answered, I just blurted it out.
"Ripley, I need you. I was fishing and not paying attention. Makenna and Atlas wondered off and they're... I... I lost them, Ripley. Oh, God, I'm so sorry. I'm such an idiot asshole!"
"Kaine, stop it," she said. "Call the sheriff's department."
"I already did," I was hardly able to speak. I was sobbing like a baby. I'd lost my baby!
"Well, go and look for her," Ripley said. "I'll be there as soon as I can."
I drove back to the lot we had parked in, hoping that I'd see a little doll standing there waiting for me with a giant black dog. My heart fell when I saw the empty lot. I ran frantically through the woods again, calling their names, searching everywhere I could think to look.
I was on the point of collapse again when I heard the sound of a helicopter approaching. I ran back to the parking lot and arrived just in time to see five men jump out of the chopper. I told them what had happened, feeling like the world's biggest fool, no, worse than that, like a stupid monster who lost his daughter because he was fucking fishing!
I could see the contempt in their eyes. They asked me to stay in the lot in case she came back and they quickly disappeared into the woods as the chopper took to the air. I stood there helplessly, my tears flowing down my cheeks for probably ten minutes and I saw Ripley's Mercedes coming down the hill. I ran to the car as soon as she stopped, jerking at the door handle impotently until she unlocked it and started to get out.
"Ripley, I'm so sorry," I began. "I'm such an ass, I just didn't watch..."
She cut me off. "None of that matters, Kaine. Let's go find our daughter. Where did you last see her?"
I took her to the trail through the tall grass, running along until she told me to stop. "We're not running," she said. "Let's go slow and watch for signs."
We walked along, parallel to the tall grass looking everywhere for any clue. I was clutching the Spiderman figure in my hand. Eventually we came to a small spring that ran between switchgrass lined banks down to the river. We went up the stream, climbing steadily for probably half a mile. We were in dense woods, but there was a path. There was a small steeper rise ahead, a clearing of sorts and the switchgrass had encroached into the meadow. As we came out of the woods, I gave a hoarse cry.
Atlas was lying in the grass and there, panting happily and asleep, with her head resting on his warm side, was Makenna. I ran to them and my head began to swim. I fell to my knees and gathered her tiny form in my arms. She stirred and woke, snuggling into my chest. Her eyes opened and that indigo blue peeked up at me.
They popped open when she saw my face. "What's wrong, Daddy?" she asked.
I couldn't speak. "Why are you crying, Kaine?" she asked, touching my cheek and wiping away a tear.
"I thought I'd lost you, baby," I croaked. "I couldn't find you anywhere. I... oh God... I thought I'd lost you. I love you so much, Makenna, it would kill me if anything happened to you."
I felt Ripley's hand on my shoulder. I looked up at her and tears were flowing down her cheeks.
"It's okay, Daddy." Makenna reclaimed my attention. "Me and Atlas were sploring and I got tired. We got a drink from that little water and we were just resting for a minute. You aren't mad at me, are you?"
"No, baby, no," I assured her. "I can never be mad at you. I'm mad at myself for not watching you better. I won't ever do that again."
"I was okay," she told me. "Just a little tired. Can we eat our picnic now?"
"Of course," I said. "Can your mother stay and eat with us?"
She was ecstatic for Ripley to stay.
I called the sheriff's department and they called off the search. No doubt, I'd be paying a hefty bill for this little fiasco. I didn't care; I would give everything I had to get Makenna back safe and sound.
I carried Makenna back to our oak tree and she was asleep again by the time we got there. I sat down with my back against the tree, just holding her, never wanting to let her go. Ripley sat on the blanket in front of me, those impossibly long legs crossed, giving me occasional glimpses of seafoam green panties. My thoughts were all over the place, mostly on what an ass I'd been, and that view wasn't helping.
"Kaine, are you okay?" Ripley asked.
"You mean aside from feeling like an immature ass?"
"Yeah, aside from that," she said, with one of those laughs of hers.
"Well..."
"Hungry," interrupted the little bundle of love in my arms. We laughed, and the feasting began.
We cleaned up our picnic and went to Ripley's house. Together, we put our tired little angel to bed, delighting in her sleepy smiles. Ripley poured us some coffee and we sat down to talk.
"Ripley, I've got to say... well, I mean, I think I can tell you," I heaved a sigh and went on, "You've done a great job raising Makenna. She's just perfect, and you've obviously been a great Mom."
Damn, I'd forgotten what Ripley looked like when I said nice things to her. The glow on her face was so bright it made her hair look dim. That made it harder, but I had to go on.



"So why do you want me to be her daddy? You can't take me in public without me acting like an immature asshole. You leave her with me and I get her lost in the woods. I love her to pieces, Ripley, but I'm afraid I'll..." I couldn't finish. I hid my face in my hands as the tears came again.
I felt Ripley's hands on my wrists. I opened my eyes; she was kneeling in front of me. Her own eyes were wet.
"Kaine, you are her daddy. You know it, I know it, and most of all, she knows it. I had to do a lot of growing up to be a Mom, but I did it. I had to: she was depending on me. Now it's your turn. You'll have some bad moments, like today. I did, too. But you'll have something I didn't have."
"What?"
"I'll be right here with you, as much as you let me, as long as you let me. I'll help you, like your parents helped me. We'll do it together."
Our eyes met, and we both wanted the same thing, but there was something else we had to deal with first.
"Can I ask you something?"
She leaned her elbows on her knees, cupping her pointed little chin in her hands. "Shoot," she said.
"Last Saturday, I had Makenna," I began. "She wanted pizza for supper and I called in to The Cellar to get it."
I saw the light go on in her eyes. "When we went to pick it up I saw you there with some guy. You were holding hands and it looked like you were pretty serious. Who is he, Ripley?"
"An asshole," she said. "His name is Jeff, Jeff Conley. He's the station manager over at The Eagle. I went out with him for a while. He was much more serious than I was. I quit going out with him after I finally got you to talk to me that first time at the pool. He was pretty upset about that and I agreed to meet with him and tell him why it was over. He didn't take it well."
"He was holding both your hands, and it looked like you were about to kiss him from where we were standing," I said. "Are you lying to me, Ripley?"
Her eyes flashed dangerously. "What the hell is wrong with you, Kaine?" she spat out. "No, I wasn't going to kiss him."
"Then why was he holding both your hands, if you were telling him it was over?"
She sighed. "I told him I would let him have his say. It wouldn't change anything, and I thought he'd get it over with quicker if I let him hold my hands. I was telling him not to call me anymore. He's been practically stalking me. Are you jealous? Well, you don't need to be."
"Are you still wearing the diamond he gave you?"
"What? What on earth are you talking about?" She was totally confused.
"The diamond stud he gave you for your belly button. Are you still wearing that?"
"Kaine, will you for once get your head out of your ass? Did it ever occur to you that I might have bought it for myself? I can afford things like that, better than either he or you can, so why not? I saw a friend wearing one, thought it looked cool, and bought one."
Okay, now I really felt stupid. Before I could say anything, she went on.
"And then you pulled your usual trick of running away. If you'd stuck around a little while, you'd have seen him spit in my face and call me a 'ball-breaking bitch'. You'd have seen me slap the asshole and walk out. Did you see that, Kaine?"
"No, I didn't," I said. "I wanted to get Makenna out of there before she saw you."
"Oh," she said. We were both sitting there feeling stupid, then our eyes met, and we were laughing together.
"He spit on you? Jesus, Ripley, that's some boyfriend."
She smiled wryly. "Yeah, I can pick them, right? The man I love moves to freaking Alaska to get away from me. Then I get a creepy stalker who spits in my face."
"I'm sorry, Ripley," I said. "I shouldn't have run away like that. I was hurting, okay?"
She reached out and ran her fingers down my cheek, trailing fire that burned long after the touch was gone. "I know," she said softly. "I'm sorry I caused that hurt, Kaine. I've been thinking about that. I know I told you I didn't regret moving out, but I'm not sure of that any more. I do know that from here on, I want us to deal with everything together, if you'll let me. Can we get past all that hurt?"
"I don't know," I admitted. "Do you want to try?"
"More than anything," she said.
Our lives began to fall into a pleasant routine. I had Makenna on Monday, Wednesday and Saturday. We tried to do something together as a family at least twice a week. We still had our issues and awkward moments, but they were getting fewer and farther between.
Ripley and I were dating again. We still hadn't gotten very intimate. We'd had some hot make out sessions, but we hadn't jumped in the sack. I think we were both being cautious, not wanting to push ourselves, or each other. We'd been dancing around it and I had a perpetual case of blue balls. I think we both knew it was just a matter of time, but we wanted it to be just right.
Ripley had a Saturday off, and we took Makenna to a movie at the mall in the afternoon. We took her to the food court for one of those orange smoothie things and we were sitting at a table watching her eat it. I saw Ripley glance up over my shoulder, and she leaned down, hissing at me.
"Uh, oh," she said. "Here comes trouble. Jeff Conley is coming over here." We both stood up and watched him approach.
"Jeff," Ripley said, "What are you doing here?"
"What do you think, bitch?" he said, "I'm here to take you and the brat back where you belong."
"Jeff," Ripley said calmly and slowly, "I told you, I found my ex-husband, and I'm trying to work things out so that we can get back together."
"Well, I'm telling you that we're not through until I say we're through, so pick up the little brat and let's go. You can't just dump me anytime you want. I dump women, they don't dump me."
He moved toward Ripley, and I felt her bristling, so I got in between them. "Listen, Mr. Conley," I told him. "This is my wife and no one talks to her like that. I think you should calm down and leave. She and Makenna aren't going anywhere. You don't want to cause any trouble."
"Trouble?" he sneered. "You don't know what trouble is, wimp boy."
He reached into his pocket and pulled out a straight razor! Who the fuck even has a straight razor anymore?
Before I could react, he was taking a swipe at me, and Ripley came flying in between us, getting a nasty gash on her arm. She screamed and crumpled to the floor, blood gushing from her arm. I think he was a little shocked and I took advantage, grabbing his wrist pulling it under my armpit and getting a good lock on it. The razor fell to the floor and I dropped, putting my full 220 pounds on that arm. I heard some tearing and he screamed, falling to the floor behind me. I rolled, keeping that arm locked up and he gave a thin shriek. That ended quickly as I elbowed him six times in the face. He went limp.
I looked at Ripley. Her face was white, and blood was gushing out of the wound.
Makenna was screaming. "Mamma! My Mamma's hurt!"
I pulled off my belt to make a tourniquet.
"Somebody call 911," I yelled as I knelt beside Ripley, wrapping the belt around her arm.
One of the passersby was a nurse, and took over the tourniquet.
"Take off your shirt," she said.
"Huh?" I asked, confused.
"Take off your shirt," she said again, "and apply pressure to the wound."
I did as she said, then I noticed all the blood, and wondered how she could survive losing so much blood.
She must have sensed my unease.
"Don't worry," she said, "it looks worse than it is."
I wasn't sure if she meant it, or was just trying to reassure me, but I had no choice but to believe her; the alternative was too horrible to imagine.
It seemed like it took forever, but finally the paramedics arrived to whisk Ripley off to the hospital.
Makenna and I had to wait for a few minutes while the police hauled Conley off and I gave them a brief statement, promising to come in to the station as soon as I made sure that Ripley was going to be all right.
By the time we got to the hospital, Ripley was already in surgery. Makenna and I went to the waiting room and I spent the next few minutes calming her down, then I called our parents so that they could come down, as well.
While I waited for our parents to arrive, I had time to really think about our relationship, going all the way back to our break-up until today.
I couldn't imagine the Ripley who left me to "find herself" throwing herself in front of a lunatic swinging a straight razor. Could she really have changed that much? I certainly hoped so. I wanted Ripley and Makenna in my life. Would that mean re-marrying Ripley? That was a question for another day.
My parents and Ripley's parents arrived at about the same time. Fortunately, I'd had a chance to clean up and the hospital gave me a smock to wear.
Makenna ran right over to her grandparents, and they took turns holding her on the other side of the room while I told them what happened.
The doctor came out with good news. While the wound was deep, and Ripley had lost a lot of blood, it wasn't serious otherwise and she should make a full recovery.
She was still unconscious in Recovery, but should be able to have limited visitors soon.
Makenna wanted her mother, but she was very tired. My parents lived closer, so they took her home, and Ripley's parents and I sat down for our nervous vigil.
It was only a couple of hours before a nurse came out.
"Is there a Mr. Kaine here?" she asked.
"I'm Kaine," I said, but it's just Kaine, that's my first name."
"Well, Kaine, Ms. O'Keefe is awake and she's asking for you."
I stood up to follow the nurse; as her parents stood up the nurse said, "The patient only wants Kaine for the moment."
Her parents weren't thrilled, but complied with Ripley's wishes.
As I looked into the room, she looked all washed out, but when I walked in, she brightened right up.
"Oh, Kaine," she said, "I'm so glad you're all right. I was so worried about you."
"You were worried about me?" I asked, flabbergasted. "You took that slash on your arm for me, I was afraid that I was going to lose you again."
"Kaine, the only way you're ever going to lose me is to run away again."
"Ripley, I'll never run away from you again. I still love you; I've always loved you and never stopped loving you. I tried to stop, to make the pain go away, but it didn't work. Now I love you more than ever. All I want is for you and Makenna to be in my life."
"Kaine, I hope by now you realize that I've always loved you. I haven't always been smart, or acted like a grownup, but I've always loved you. All that I've ever wanted is a second chance to show you just how much I love you. I'll never love anyone else or leave you again."
I leaned over and gave her a soft kiss.
"Makenna went home with my parents, but yours are here, and I know that they would love to see you. I'll send them in, then I'm going to get some rest and bring Makenna and my folks in in the morning."
"Okay, Kaine, just promise me that you'll come back."
I gave her another kiss, a little harder this time.
"You can count on it, babe," I said with a wink.
I went back to the waiting room to give her parents the news. I called my folks, and then went home to clean up and get some rest.
I got up early, had a quick bite and went to my parents' to pick up Makenna.
My parents followed us to the hospital, and we had a nice visit with Ripley. The look of pure joy on her face when she saw Makenna gave me a thrill.
That little cherub went running across the room and threw herself on her mother. "Mamma, I was so scared," Makenna said.
"I'm sorry, baby," Ripley said, "Mamma didn't mean to scare you."
"It's all right; Nana and Grampa made me feel better."
Ripley mouthed, "Thank you," to my parents.
Ripley was going to have to stay in the hospital for another day, so I excused myself to take care of some business.
I went down to the police station, but it was just a formality: between the mall's security cameras and all the witnesses, they had Conley dead to rights and he was going away for a long time.
I got together with her parents to make my arrangements, then went back to spend the afternoon with Ripley, Makenna and the constant stream of visitors.
As we drove to the hospital to pick up Ripley the next day, I turned to Makenna.
"Remember, baby, this is a big secret, okay?" I made a "zip the lips" motion, and Makenna giggled and copied me.
The nurses brought Ripley to the car in a wheelchair, and as I helped her into the car, Makenna couldn't seem to stop giggling.
"Okay, you two," Ripley said, "what are you up to?"
Makenna just giggled, and I smiled like a sphinx.
I had told Ripley that she would be staying with me during her recuperation, so she wasn't surprised when we pulled into my driveway.
As we approached my door, Makenna said, "Close your eyes, Mamma."
As soon as I closed the door, Makenna told her to open her eyes.
Ripley gasped and broke down as she saw our parents standing in front of a big homemade sign:
"WELCOME HOME!!"
Ripley looked around, and saw many of her things placed around the living room, and Makenna's handprints on the sign.
She hugged her parents, then mine, and I saw my mother whisper, "Welcome home" with tears in her eyes.
I cooked up some burgers and dogs on the grill, and after we ate, our parents congratulated us on getting back together and left.
Makenna was getting sleepy so we put her to bed and since it was a special occasion, we let Atlas up on her bed.
We sat in the darkened living room sipping our wine, alone in our thoughts; Ripley snuggled into my shoulder.
"Tell me the truth, Ripley," I said. "Did you ever really think that we would get back to this?"
"Honestly?" she said, "I suppose in my wildest dreams I did. But realistically?"
I nodded.
"Realistically, I just hoped that we could be friends, that we could get along well enough to co-parent Makenna. Anything else is just icing on the cake."
I dropped my arm beside the couch.
"Well," I said, "I don't have any icing, but I do have this can of whipped cream!"
I brought my arm up and squirted some on her nose and licked it off, then chased her into the bedroom.
She must have still been weak, because I caught her just inside the door. I swept her up in my arms and carried her the rest of the way, our lips locked together.
I was careful not to hurt her arm. I set her down on her feet at the end of the bed and she slid into my arms, our lips meeting as we devoured each other. Those full puffy lips I remembered so well, that had filled my dreams since I first tasted them, were everything they promised, and more.
I crushed her against me and her arms went around my neck. We kissed for long minutes, our breath growing heavy and short. She pulled back a couple of inches and began tugging at my shirt, pulling it over my head and throwing it in the direction of a chair. She kissed her way down until she was kneeling before me, her hands opening my belt and sliding my jeans and boxers to the floor. I was rock-hard; the anticipation was almost too much.
She looked up at me with those shocking eyes, her lips formed a plush red cheerio and she planted them firmly on the tip of my cock. Slowly, the cheerio spread apart and slid down the shaft a couple of inches. I could feel her tongue, squirming energetically, teasing the sensitive area just under my head, swirling to the same area on top as she turned her head.
Her eyes never left mine, and she took more. I felt my cock bump against the back of her throat and she gagged a little. She backed off a fraction and then advanced again. I felt her swallow a couple of times, convulsively, and then she was moving forward until her nose was touching my belly. Somehow, she managed to get her tongue out, and it tickled my balls for a second. God, she was good! She pulled off for a second and gasped, then she attacked me, her lips sliding, using incredible suction and her tongue going mad. In two minutes, she had me on the edge.
"Ripley, I'm..."
Her hand came up and milked the portion of my cock not in her mouth and I exploded. I nearly collapsed as the sensation overcame my rational mind and I floated on the sea of ecstasy, just my cock and Ripley's hot mouth existing in my universe. She drained me dry and I had to sit on the edge of the bed. She let my wilting member slip free and I pulled her up for a kiss. She knew from experience that I didn't mind kissing her after she blew me. After that loving gift, it was the least I could do.
"God, baby," I breathed. "You nearly stopped my heart there."
"Just wait, there's much more," she murmured.
I stripped her, reveling in the soft firmness of her spectacular curves and valleys. I stood, picked her up and carried her to the side of the bed. I lowered her gently to the sheets and her hair surrounded her like a halo. "Don't move," I told her.
I went to the bathroom and found some scented massage oil. Perfect. I went back to the door and stood there, admiring the perfection that was Ripley. Her face was turned away from me and her eyes were closed. She looked like a fire goddess. "Ripley," I called softly. I had to see those eyes.
I saw them open and her head swung toward me, slowly and robotically. "God, Ripley," I breathed. She took my breath away with her beauty.
"There is no Ripley, only Zuul," she said, in a low demonic growl. I stood there for a second as she gazed at me, then we both burst into hysterical laughter.
I ran and pounced on her. She winced and I was instantly contrite. "I'm sorry, baby; did I hurt your arm?"
"Yes, but not much," she said. I put my nose against hers. I looked deeply into her eyes and we both burst into laughter again. God, how I'd missed this woman, this absurd, funny, brilliant and beautiful woman.
"Relax, beautiful," I told her when I could speak again. "I'm going to make your day."
"You already have," she said. "I'm home, Kaine. That made my decade."
"Mine, too," I said, rolling her to her stomach. That perfect ass jutted up at me and I gave it a spank. She squealed and I poured the oil on it, soothing and kneading the steely softness.
Epilogue:
Marley was scooting across the floor as fast as her eleven-month-old crawl could take her. Yeah, we have a fondness for M names for girls. Atlas rolled his eyes and saw her coming. He snorted a little, but didn't move anything other than his eyes. She crawled up and put both hands on his belly. One foot came up and waved feebly in the air, careful not to knock her off balance. She slowly pushed herself up, using him for a prop until she was standing. She wavered uncertainly for a moment and plopped down on her diaper with a little squeal. Makenna giggled from where she was cuddled up against my side. We were reading a book.
"She's silly, Daddy," she peeked up at me with those impossible huge blue eyes.
"Yeah, she is," I said.
The door opened and she stood there, backlit by the setting sun. She was gorgeous!
That long red hair fell down around her like a flame. She had on a tight skirt and top that showed off all her advantages, and she had plenty of advantages. She was gorgeous! She was also lethal and deceptive, and she would break your heart. She could also mend it, and I knew mine was safe in her care.
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Chapter One
The rain was turning to snow, and Sawyer was very frightened. She had no coat, and the men pursuing her could be no more than a couple of hours behind. She was very tired and hungry, and Flagstaff was a town to which she had never before been. She looked wistfully across the street toward the diner. She had no money and her experience with begging had not been fortunate.
She was shivering and rapidly becoming desperate. According to the sign on the door, the supermarket would close in an hour and it was already dark. If she didn't do something soon she would freeze to death. She was reluctant to use her abilities to coerce someone to help her, but she was running out of options.
A high school was located just down the street, and the thirty or so cars that had been parked there were beginning to pull away. Football practice was over, and the boys were leaving. One pulled into the grocery store parking lot, a young man got out and walked to the pop machine near the bench where she was sitting.
He was tall and very solid. She could see huge muscles swelling the tight cold gear he had on his upper body. His mop of curly hair was tied up in a topknot on top of his head with a rubber band. He looked like a samurai, Sawyer thought. She also thought he was very good looking. His clothes were soaked with sweat, and steam rose off him in the chill of the night. He noticed her sitting on the bench under the overhang.
He nodded at her. "Hi, how you doing?"
"Good," she replied. She hoped he wouldn't try to talk to her, but at the same time, she desperately needed to talk to someone. He hesitated, and then made up his mind. She was very cute, and he was very interested in cute girls. He took a chance.
"You from around here? I don't think I've seen you at school before. I thought I knew everyone."
"No," she sighed, "I'm new here."
"Hey, you want a soda?"
She did. She was very thirsty, but she was embarrassed to tell him.
"It's on me. Consider it a welcome to town. What kind you want?"
"I'll take a Mountain Dew," she told him. She had never had a soda, but the cool green liquid on the sign beside her looked delicious.
"No cans of that," he said. "We'll have to get a bottle. Hold on a minute."
He walked back to his car, opened the door and retrieved his wallet.
"The bottle machine only takes bills," he told her. He pulled out two dollars and fed the machine. After a second, the bottle fell with a clunk.
He collected his change, walked over and sat beside her on the bench. He twisted the top loose and handed her the bottle.
"My name's Lawson Sloan," he told her. "What's yours?"
"Sawyer Raleigh," she said. "Thank you for the soda, Lawson."
"My pleasure. I'm glad to meet you, Sawyer. I've never met a girl named Sawyer before, at least not her first name. You'll probably see me around school. I'm a captain on the football team and everybody knows me. I'm a senior, how about you?"
She took a drink of her Mountain Dew and it was the coldest and most delicious drink she had ever tasted.
"I'm a junior," she said.
"Well, that makes you what, seventeen, eighteen?"
"I'm eighteen," she said. "I turned eighteen last month."
"My birthday's next month. I'll be nineteen. Hey, you're shivering," he noticed. "It is starting to get kind of cold. A fat guy like me doesn't feel it much, but wet as I am I'm getting kind of cold, too. You want to sit in my car while we finish our sodas? We could listen to the radio."
Sawyer reached out. She didn't know how she did it, but she could tell things about people. That had been the beginning of her problems. Dr. Watts knew she could reach out, but she couldn't tell him how. He believed she was hiding her secret from him and that's when the violence began. She felt she could trust this boy.
"I don't think you're fat," she told him. "You look very muscular to me and I would like to get out of the cold for a minute."
"Come on then. I'll get the heater running."
They climbed in his Blazer and he turned the heater on high. "I guess I'm not really fat, but I am pretty heavy. I weighed 296 at the beginning of football last year. I played nose guard and I got used to being a fat guy. I'm actually kind of proud of being a big guy, but I joke about it. I'm down to 262 this year. Coach wanted me lighter and faster. But look at you. You don't look like you weigh a hundred pounds."
"I'm heavier than I look, then," she laughed.
"So why were you sitting out there in the cold?" he asked.
"I don't want to talk about it," she told him.
"Why not? Are you okay? Why didn't you just go home?"
"I don't have any place to go." She choked back a sob.
"I don't understand." Lawson looked over at her. "Where do you live? I'll drive you home if you want. You don't have to walk in the snow."
Sawyer's control broke and she burst into tears.
Lawson didn't know what to do. A girl he had just met was sitting in his car, crying her eyes out.
"Hey, I'm sorry, Sawyer. I didn't mean to make you cry. Usually girls have to know me a while before I make them cry."
"It's not you," she sobbed.
"I can't stand this. Scoot over here." He lifted his center console and pulled on her arm. She slid across the seat and he put his arm around her. She felt very small and she was obviously very frightened. "Sorry I'm all sweaty. Sawyer, are you in trouble?"
She nodded and sobbed into his chest as he patted her shoulder. "You're still shivering," he said. "How long have you been sitting out there?"
"About two hours," she choked out.
"Good God, you must be freezing. Let's go across the street and I'll buy you a cup of hot chocolate. Are you hungry? How long has it been since you've eaten?
"Two days," she sobbed harder.
"Two days! Jesus, Sawyer! You must be starving. Let me call my dad and tell him I'm going to be a little late. We'll go over to Iggy's over there and I'll get you something to eat and some hot chocolate. That'll warm you up."
"Why would you do that?" she asked.
"Because I can and because that's the way I was raised," he said.
Sawyer reached out again and was amazed to discover that he was telling the truth. She had never encountered anyone like him. He genuinely cared about her. She probed for an ulterior motive. There was nothing. She saw only concern and a bit of curiosity.
He took his arm from around her for a moment to shift gears and drove her across the street to the diner. He reached in the back seat and got a box of tissues. "Here, use these," he said. "We can't have you going in there looking like I just broke your heart. It's embarrassing. I can't have people thinking I've been mean to you."
Sawyer dried her eyes and looked at herself in the mirror. Huge brown eyes, a little button nose and a full mouth, framed by her medium length blonde hair, looked back at her. Her eyes were a little red and she had obviously been crying.
Lawson opened his glove box and came up with a bottle of Visine. "You look like maybe you could use this."
Sawyer had no idea what to do with the small bottle he handed her. She reached out to him just to see what she was supposed to do with it. In his mind, she saw that it was for red and tired eyes and how she should use it. She put a couple of drops in each eye and used another tissue to pat them dry.
She took several deep breaths. "I'm ready," she said.
He tilted the wheel up and slid out. He reached into the back seat and got out his letter jacket. He waited and held out his hand for her. She took it, slid out and he hung the jacket over her shoulders. It swallowed her slight form but it was warm. He took her hand again and she held on to it as they entered the diner.
"All my girlfriends are going to be jelly," he said.
A waitress greeted them at the door. "Hi Lawson, booth or table?"
"Booth, Kristen," he said.
She took them to a booth and Lawson stood while Sawyer slid in. He pushed her over and sat beside her. Kristen smiled and gave them menus. "New girlfriend Lawson? She's really cute." Sawyer blushed.
"She hasn't made up her mind yet," he laughed.
"Well, he's a great guy, sugar. I used to babysit him and I've known him all his life. All the girls at school would give their right arm to go out with him. Now, what can I get you kids to drink?"
"Dr. Pepper for me, and hot chocolate for her," he said. "Keep the chocolate coming."
"Sure, Lawson, did you win Friday?"
"No, I caught two touchdowns, but they caught four."
"I'm sorry. Maybe this week."
She went away to get their drinks and Sawyer opened her menu.
"Get anything you want," Lawson said. "It's on me. My way of apologizing for making you cry."
"I told you, it wasn't you."
"You need to learn how to let someone be nice to you, you know that, Sawyer? Just smile and say, 'Thank you, Lawson.'"
"Thank you, Lawson."
My pleasure," he said. "Still no smile, but I've never brought a girl in here as cute as you."
She blushed again and looked at her menu. "I think I'll have breakfast," she told him.
"Good choice," he said. "They do a really great western skillet here. It's huge. I'm going to have a bacon cheeseburger, tater tots and a butterscotch malt."
He smacked his forehead. "I forgot to call Pop. Hold on a minute Sawyer." He got out his phone and stepped away from the booth over by the door. She heard him talking but couldn't make out the words. She didn't feel any danger, so she relaxed and sipped her chocolate. She stopped shivering.
Lawson's father, Rawlins, answered the phone and Lawson explained the situation. "I think this girl is in trouble at home, Pop. She may be a runaway. Is it okay if I bring her over after we eat? I'll try to find out what's going on."
"You're a good boy, Lawson," Rawlins said. "Help her if you can. If she needs a ride to the moon, call me before you take the spaceship. I'll see you when you get home."
"Okay, bye, Pop," Lawson ended the call as he slid back into the booth beside Sawyer.
The waitress returned while Lawson was on the phone and looked expectantly at Sawyer. She grew uncomfortable, having no idea what she was supposed to do. She reached out and discovered that she was waiting for Sawyer to order food. Sawyer realized that this was going to be her life, reading people for instructions until she learned to function in the real world.
"I ordered for both of us while you were gone," she said when he returned. "I hope you like your burgers medium rare." She reached out and found out he did. She was a little alarmed to discover that he intended to take her home with him, but she sensed nothing but concern and so she didn't worry.
Their food came and the skillet was a huge mound of eggs, potatoes, ham, cheese and veggies. It came with two silver dollar pancakes and she was on her second cup of chocolate.
Lawson watched in awe as she devoured the food. He ate his own burger, and by the time she finished, the third cup of chocolate had arrived. She leaned back with a sigh of contentment and sipped her chocolate. She felt Lawson's eyes on her and she peeked up at him.
"I know you're dying to ask me, so I'll just tell you," she said.
"I would like to help," he said, "but you don't have to tell me if you don't want to. Where did you put all that food Sawyer? You're no bigger than a minute."
"I was starving, and I don't want to tell you," she said, "but you deserve to know. Are you going to eat those potatoes?"
He pushed the plate over to her.
"I ran away from a very bad place in Nevada and two men are looking for me. I bought a bus ticket here, but I didn't have enough money to go any further. If they find me it's going to be very bad for me."
"Are you related to them? Is one of them your father?"
"No," she said. "I never knew my parents. I was raised at that place in Nevada and I don't ever want to go back. Those men are going to force me to go back and I'd rather die."
"My God," he exclaimed! "Why were you there? Do you think you can get away?"
"It's a long story. I won't be able to get away unless someone helps me," she said.
"Well, I'll help you, Sawyer. What kind of help do you need?"
"I just need a place to hide for a while," she said. "Once they lose the trail I'll figure out what I'm going to do."
"Is it okay if I tell my Dad about this? He's a very smart guy. He could help you a lot if you think you can trust him."
Sawyer sensed that Lawson believed his father could help. She caught images of a man that was a nearly a god to Lawson. "Do you trust him, Lawson?"
"Yes I do," he said. "He's never let me down. Ever since Mom died, we've been very close. I don't always tell him everything, but I've always felt like I could. He's a good guy, Sawyer. He isn't very healthy. He has a heart condition, but most of the time you'd never know it. I think he'd be glad to help. I think he could hide you from the FBI if he wanted to."
She studied him for a moment. She could sense that he was telling the truth. "Let's go talk to the man," she said. She smiled and the flash of white lit her face up.
"There's that smile I was looking for."
Lawson paid the check and they walked to his car. He opened her door and drove the six blocks home. The Sloans lived in a large two-story stucco home surrounded by a wrought-iron fence. It was obviously very old, but it was well maintained and a small guesthouse stood in a garden on the property.
Lawson pulled into a carport and killed the engine. He opened Sawyer's door and held her hand as he unlocked the back door. He led her through the kitchen, through a living room and knocked on a set of double doors on the other end of the house.
She heard a voice man's voice tell them to come in, Lawson opened one of the doors and they stepped into an office with a blazing fire burning in a fireplace. The room was dark except for the fire and the illumination of a computer screen where a tall dark haired man was writing something.
He took his letter jacket and put it on the arm of a chair. "Pop, we have a guest. This is Sawyer Raleigh. Sawyer, this is my father, Rawlins. Sawyer needs our help, Pops. She was in a bad situation and she got away. There are two men chasing her and they aren't her parents. She needs a place to hide for a few days. You think we can help her?"
Rawlins turned away from his computer. He stood up and walked to Lawson. He embraced his son and shook Sawyer's hand.
"Let me look at you." He turned on a lamp and looked in her face for a moment.
He nodded. "Sawyer, are you a criminal?" he asked. "I don't mean to be rude, but if you're running because you've committed a crime, that's a whole new ball game. We might still help you, but I need you to be honest with me."
"My only crime is wanting to be free, Mr. Sloan," she said. "Those men will take me away and lock me up, not because of what I've done, but because of who I am. I'm an asset to them, a lab rat. They want to do tests on me. I'm a weapon to them and they are completely without mercy. You may get in trouble for sheltering me. It may be dangerous."
"Are they going to be able to trace you here?"
"Yes, they'll find out that I left the diner with Lawson and they'll come here. They are very good at finding people and they're very dangerous."
"How long do you think we have?"
"Maybe an hour?"
"Then we'd better get busy. Lawson, go get the Navigator out and we'll join you around front.
Lawson went around and got the Lincoln out of the garage.
"Sawyer, I know you're not telling me everything," he said. "That's okay for now. You're right to be cautious. There are a lot of bad people out there. I hope you can learn to trust me, but I want you to know that if you deliberately try to hurt my son, life is going to be very difficult for you."
Sawyer began to sob. "Now don't cry, honey." He put an arm around her. "I don't mean to scare you. I'm just telling you how much Lawson means to me. He's all I have and it's my job to look out for him. I told you we'd help you."
She nodded. She could feel Rawlins's compassion. This was a man who would never betray a friend and he would die for his son.
"Do you need anything before we go?" he asked.
"I need a restroom and a coat," she said.
"First door to the right, and I'll find you a coat."
She went into the bathroom and Rawlins looked in the hall closet for something for her to wear. When she came out, he was holding a duffle bag and a black Denver Broncos hoody.
"Go back in the bathroom and get some stuff," he said. "I noticed you didn't have a bag. There are new toothbrushes and toothpaste in the top drawer on the left. There are combs, make-up and face cream and stuff in the second one. That was Lawson's mother's drawer, and I just never cleaned it out. Get anything you think you might need." He handed her the bag.
She quickly grabbed a few things, put on the hoody and they walked out the front door where Lawson was waiting in the Navigator. The hoody was much too big, but it was warm.
"Go to Target," Rawlins instructed. "They're still open."
Target was only a couple of miles away and they soon pulled in and parked. "Sawyer, go in and buy some clothes," Rawlins told her. "Lawson, go with her. He pulled out a money clip and peeled off three hundreds. "Get enough changes to last one week. Get practical stuff, jeans, tennis shoes, sweatshirts, underwear; stuff like that. This isn't a fashion statement; it's just stuff to keep you warm. Hurry, please; we're running out of time."
He was dialing his phone as they got out. It took Sawyer 15 minutes to select the things she needed and they checked out and rejoined Rawlins in the car.
"Now drive to the bus station," Rawlins told Lanston. The station was across town and a bus was idling in the lot when they pulled up.
"Here's what we're going to do." He outlined his plan. "Sawyer, Lawson is going to take you in and you're going to buy a ticket to Albuquerque. When you get there, a car will be waiting for you. It will be a white limousine. The driver's name is Mike. He is going to take you to the airport and there will be a plane waiting. Mike is a pilot and he is going to fly you back here. When you land, he is going to take you to a complex of offices. Lawson and I will be waiting for you there. Is that okay, honey?"
Sawyer reached out and she felt nothing but honesty and concern. There was some doubt in Rawlins's mind, but it was about the fact that he knew next to nothing about her. He believed her story with some reservations, and she saw that he intended to do some checking, but there was no danger for her in the man. He really did intend to help her, and she saw that he had made all the arrangements he had mentioned.
He noticed her hesitation. "I'm going to give you some money," he said. "You might be tempted to take it and try to disappear. If that's what you decide, that's okay with me. We want to help you, and I hope you can learn to trust us, but I understand if you don't feel like you can."
"No, I trust you, Mr. Sloan. I'll do what you said."
"Hey Pops, I understand we're leaving a trail for them to follow, but why doesn't she just buy the ticket and get on the bus? I could distract the driver while she gets back off and we could just keep her here."



"No, she has to be seen getting off the bus in Albuquerque. We have to be able to make her disappear there, not here. If she disappears here, they'll never stop looking. The limousine is going to be parked around the block behind the bus station, Sawyer. Make sure no one follows you and sees you get in. I hope to see you in the morning."
Rawlins pulled out his money clip again and peeled off five more hundreds. He tucked the money into her hand and the two young people got out and went into the station.
Sawyer bought the ticket and Lawson walked her to the bus. "Bye, Sawyer, see you soon." She picked up her bag and turned to get on the bus.
"Hey, Sawyer," she turned back. "I forgot something," he said. He took an iPod from his pocket. "You can borrow this," he told her. "It will help pass the time. And there's one more thing I've wanted to do ever since I saw you on that bench."
"What is it?" she asked.
He put his arms around her and tilted up her chin with one finger. He bent over and kissed her full lips. They tasted like chocolate and cinnamon. She stiffened for a moment and then relaxed into his arms and pressed her lips fiercely into his. It was her first kiss, and she never wanted it to end.
"Time to go, kids." The driver mounted the steps and Lawson reluctantly let Sawyer slip away. She looked back on the top step and gave him a little wave. He lifted his hand and walked back to the car.
Sawyer found a seat and collapsed into it. She felt very alone, but then, she had been alone her whole life. The bus was nearly empty. There seemed to be only about five other passengers. She figured out the controls, made a playlist on Lawson's iPod and leaned back in her seat. Her heart was pounding from that kiss, but weariness soon overwhelmed her and she slept, Joe Satriani's Flying in a Blue Dream filling her ears.
Lawson and Rawlins drove home. "I don't know what just happened there, Son, but I don't think it's over," Rawlins said. "I hope we don't regret this."
"What was I supposed to do, Pop? She was freezing on a park bench down at the store. She didn't have anywhere else to go. I couldn't just leave her there."
"I know, Lawson. I wasn't suggesting that. I'm proud of you. You could never pass up a lost puppy. How many of them have you brought home in your life? This isn't a puppy. I'm afraid this girl is going to be risky. She's hiding something, Son. I don't know what it is but it might be something really bad."
Lawson got in the shower and Rawlins finished the report he was working on. Three hours passed. It was 11 PM when the buzzer on the front gate sounded.
"Yes?" Rawlins responded.
"This is agent Calston with the National Security Agency," a voice said. "I'm sorry to bother you at this hour, but could we speak with you, Mr. Sloan?"
"Of course," he said, "I'll buzz you through."
He opened the gate and walked to the front door as a black SUV pulled up. Two men in dark suits got out and he invited them in.
He escorted them to the living room and seated them on the leather sofa. He sat in his recliner. "What can I do for you, Agent Calston? May I see some identification?"
The two Agents produced laminated ID badges and Rawlins turned to his laptop on the end table beside him. He entered some information and then turned to the two Agents and handed the laminates back. "You check out," he said. "Now what can I do for you?"
"How were you able to 'check us out?'" Agent Brown asked.
"I design weapons targeting software for the US military," Rawlins explained. "I have a TS/SCI Umbra clearance. I have access to personnel records at NSA."
"I see, we had no idea," Brown said. "Well, Mr. Sloan, we are looking for a fugitive; a young woman named Sawyer Raleigh. She stole sensitive information from a top-secret NSA installation and we understand that she made contact with your son. They were seen at together at a diner not far from here and we were wondering if he might be able to help us locate her."
"Yes, I think he can," Rawlins said. "He brought her here to our house. They stayed for a minute then he took her somewhere and dropped her off. She didn't seem like a spy. She must be a talented young lady indeed to penetrate one of your installations."
"She is a computer hacker with a lot of skill," Calston said. "She penetrated a system and took sensitive information. May we speak with your son?"
"Of course," Rawlins walked to the stairs and called up. "Lawson, could you come down here please?"
"Just a minute Pops, I'm drying off now. Let me throw some clothes on."
Rawlins returned to his chair. "May I offer you gentlemen something to drink? I'm having a very old apricot brandy, would you like a taste?"
The agents agreed, and Rawlins poured from the decanter. "Very good, what is this?" Calston asked.
"It's a Hors D'age from Remy Martin," Rawlins informed him.
Lawson came galloping down the stairs and Rawlins introduced him to the two agents. "These gentlemen are with the NSA. They want to ask you some questions," he told Lawson.
"We're looking for a young lady you were seen with tonight," Agent Calston told him. "We understand you bought her dinner and left the diner with her. We were hoping you could give us a lead on where she might have gone?"
"What do you want her for?" Lawson asked.
"Never mind that, Son, just tell the Agents if you know where she went."
"Well, yes I do," Lawson said. "I took her down to the bus station and she bought a ticket for Albuquerque."
"How did she pay for the ticket?" Brown asked.
"Well, to tell you the truth, I paid for it. Was that bad?"
"No Lawson, you had no way of knowing she was a fugitive. Right gentlemen?"
"That's right, Lawson," Calston assured him. "You aren't in any trouble. You seem like a very kind young man and she's pretty clever at getting people to do what she wants. Well, we have the information we need so we'll get out of your hair. I know Lawson has school tomorrow. By the way, Lawson, I understand you're quite a football player. I hear USC has offered you a scholarship. I played there 15 years ago and if there's anything I can do for you, your father knows how to get in touch with me."
"How did you know?" Lawson asked. "I haven't told anyone but Coach Weathers and Pop."
"We're the NSA, son," Brown said, "We know everything." He winked at Lawson and Rawlins escorted them out.
Rawlins closed the gate and Lawson exploded. "Dude, the NSA? What kind of trouble is Sawyer in?"
"Very serious trouble," Rawlins mused. "They told me a bunch of lies about her being a computer hacker. The NSA doesn't go after computer hackers. That would be the FBI's job. Lawson, you've never caused me a minute's trouble in your life. I guess you were saving it all up to drop on me in one big bundle; or, I guess I should say, one very small bundle. That girl is dynamite in a small package."
"Yeah, but did you notice how hot she is?" Lawson whistled.
"Yes I did, son. I've always deplored your taste in girls, but this one is as cute as a month old kitten. I saw what you did at the bus station. Very smooth, Lawson."
"I've got game like that," Lawson laughed.
"Yes, I guess you do." Rawlins eyed his son dubiously. "I never suspected such subtlety. Let's try to get some sleep, Lawson. We'll need to be at the complex by eight in the morning. I'm sorry, but you're going to have to miss school tomorrow."
"Coach Weathers will make me run if I miss practice." Lawson complained.
"I know. It will be good for you. I'll call the school and tell them we have a family emergency. Maybe we can get you back by noon, that way you can still go to practice. Good night son, I love you."
"Love you too Pop, 'night." Lawson took the stairs two at a time. He had a little trouble falling asleep. The thought of those soft lips clinging to his ran through his head and he missed his iPod. He always fell asleep listening to music. He got up, made a set list on iTunes on his desktop and soon drifted off to the sounds of Flying in a Blue Dream.
Chapter Two
Sawyer woke when the bus stopped in Albuquerque. It was four in the morning and it was still very dark. She got her bag, walked up the sidewalk and waited for the two passengers who got off to disperse. The air brakes hissed as the bus pulled away and she quickly walked back the other way and around the corner. She walked up the block to the next corner and looked around. The street was deserted. She turned the corner and walked half way down the block. She looked around and there was no one in sight. She extended her awareness and felt only sleeping minds except for one man across the street. She turned and saw the form of the white limousine in the alley. The window opened and a man's voice spoke.
"Over here, kid."
She hurried across the street and a burly man got out and opened the back door for her. She climbed in and he closed the door behind her. He got in and closed the door. He turned to look at her with his right arm on the back of the seat.
He was middle aged, his head shaven and his eyes were glints of black in his rugged face. "I'm Mike and you're Ms. Raleigh," he said. "As long as you follow my instructions we're going to get along just fine. Mess with me and I'll put duct tape on your mouth, hands and feet and put you in the trunk. Got it?"
Sawyer nodded. "Yes, Mike, I understand."
"Good. You're a smart kid. Just relax; we've got a little ride ahead. You like music, Miss Raleigh?"
"Yes, Mike, I do."
"Good." He put a flash drive in the stereo and the voice of Frank Sinatra filled the big car.
Sawyer curled up in the big leather seat and went back to sleep.
Mike drove an hour to an executive airport. He got out and swiped his card. The gate rolled back and he drove to a hanger. He got out again and punched in a code. The hanger door rolled up and he drove in and parked. He looked in the back seat and noticed that Sawyer was still asleep. He smiled a little and left her there. He walked to the Learjet 45XR parked inside, boarded the craft and did his pre-flight checks.
He walked back to the limo and opened the back door. "Miss Raleigh, time to go."
She sat up, stretched and rubbed her eyes. She looked like a kitten waking up from a nap, he thought. Mike liked this girl instinctively.
"Hello, Mike. Where are we?" she asked.
"This is Mr. Sloan's hanger at the airport. We need to get on the plane."
She collected her bag and they boarded the jet.
"Buckle in," he told her. "This won't take long."
He walked to the cockpit.
"Mike?" He stopped.
"What is it?"
"Do you think I could sit up front with you?"
"Sure, just don't touch anything."
"I won't," she promised.
They buckled in and the engines whined to life. Mike taxied to the runway and got clearance to take off. He eased back on the throttles and Sawyer was crushed back into her seat as the jet clawed its way into the sky. She clutched the arms of her seat nervously as the ground receded.
Mike glanced over at her. "First time flying?" he asked.
She nodded. He reached over and patted her arm. "It's okay. This baby can do nearly 600 miles an hour. We'll be there in 20 minutes. Just relax."
Sawyer reached out. Mike was a very simple man. He had absolute loyalty to his code. Get the job done you're paid to do. He loved three people in the world, his sister, Rawlins and Lawson. He was fanatically loyal to Rawlins and would gladly take a bullet for him. Lawson was like the son Mike never had. The things Mike had done! She was shocked, but it was all according to his code. She felt a huge loneliness in his burly body. He put on a bluff exterior but he was a marshmallow on the inside. It was heartbreaking.
She stretched out her hand and laid it on his. "Thank you for taking care of me, Mike. I'm very grateful."
He looked over at her. He squeezed her soft little hand with his hard, callused one. "You're all right, Ms. Raleigh. No need to thank me, though, part of the job."
Almost before they reached cruising altitude, they were descending again and Sawyer's ears felt full of cotton. "Yawn some. Your ears will pop and you'll feel better," he told her.
She stretched her mouth open and her ears popped, just as he said. They touched down and taxied into the hanger. Mike switched off the engines and the whine of the jets wound down.
They got off the plane and walked to a cargo van with the letters RLK emblazoned on the side. Mike threw her bag in the back and opened the passenger door for her. She climbed in and he slid behind the wheel.
"Mike, what is RLK?" She asked.
"Mr. Sloan's company," he told her.
"What does it stand for?"
"It stands for Rawlins, Lawson and Kimberly,"
"Who's Kimberly?"
"She was Rawlins's wife and Lawson's mother," he said. "She died four years ago. She went in for a dentist appointment and they did some sort of surgery. She had a blood clot and never woke up."
Sawyer could feel that Mike had loved Kimberly like his own daughter. "I'm sorry, Mike. Did you love her?"
"Very much. She was a great girl. She was so full of kindness and love. She called me Uncle Mike." His eyes misted up a little. "We all miss her every day."
She patted his arm. "It must be nice to have such good memories of her," she said.
"It is, but it's kind of painful too. What about you? You got parents?"
"I never knew them," she said. "I'm an orphan."
"Well, that's a tough story kid. If you're going to be spending time with the Sloans, you'll never meet better people. Rawlins seems to think you're going to be here a while. I'm sure they'll fall in love with you, especially Lawson. You're too cute."
She dimpled up. "Thank you, Mike, I think you're very handsome, too."
He choked. "Okay. Now you're laying it on a little thick." He patted her head with one big hand and squeezed her shoulder. "This is the place."
He turned onto a long drive, winding between pear trees up to a large brick building with the RLK logo on the front. He drove past the main building and she saw that there were a dozen more. They were smaller, but still large.
"This place is huge, Mike. What do they do here?"
"This is RLK headquarters," he said. "RLK is a software company. They primarily design weapons control software for the military, but they also do banking and accounting software and medical software for doctor's offices and hospitals. RLK is the third largest software company in the world."
"What are the first two?" she asked.
"Microsoft and Cisco," he told her.
"Rawlins owns all this?"
"That's right. He can do a lot for you if you let him."
Sawyer was lost in thought for a few minutes and realized that Mike had pulled up to a one of a group of three of the smaller buildings.
"Take a look around. If you don't see anyone scoot around the van and run in to that door," he told her.
She looked out the window and glanced into the rear view mirror. A woman was approaching in a car and Sawyer waited until the car passed and disappeared down the hill. She jumped out and ran to the door. Mike opened it and they saw a room with a hot tub and exercise equipment to the right. A closed door was ahead past a flight of stairs and Mike led the way up the stairs to a living room. Two bedrooms with their own bathrooms opened off the living room with a bar separating it from a kitchen and a glass wall with sliding doors opened onto a sun porch with patio furniture sitting around on it on the other side.
"Mike, who lives here?" she asked.
"You do, kid," he grinned.
"No, who usually lives here?"
"No one, this is where important people visiting the complex on business stay while they're here. We have three of them. Get comfortable and I'll get us breakfast," he said. "You hungry?"
"Starving," she said.
"What can I get you; a doughnut and a cup of coffee?"
Sawyer sensed something so she reached out to Mike, discovering several amusing stories about policemen and donuts. She laughed. "I'm not a policeman, Mike. I want juice and fruit and chocolate milk."
"Well, you'd be the cutest policeman ever," he laughed. "That order is going to take me a minute. I'll have to run over to the main building and get it from the deli over there. You sure you don't just want a doughnut?"
"You're just trying to make me fat. I'm sure."
"Okay, be back in a jiffy."
"I'm going to take a shower while you're gone," she said.
"Good idea, you don't smell so good," he joked.
She laughed and went into one of the bedrooms and turned on the shower. To her delight jets of water sprang out from the walls and up from the floor. She looked around and noticed something she thought was peculiar. "Hey, Mike? How come there are two toilets?"
"Bidet," he called in, "for washing."
She tested the appliance and clapped her hands in delight. She heard Mike leave and she took off her crumpled clothes and stepped into the shower. She pumped the gel dispenser, got a handful and began to soap up. The hot water, pelting her from every side, made her skin tingle. She washed her hair and stood under the spray, luxuriating in the heat and steam that had filled the large cubicle. Finally, she turned off the water and reached for her towel. She patted herself dry and walked to her bag.
She saw herself in the mirror and turned to look with a critical eye. If only she were taller, she thought. She examined herself. She liked the features of her face. Her huge brown eyes were beautiful, although she had always wished for blue ones. Her damp hair fell on her shoulders. Small high breasts stood out proudly, tiny brown nipples hard in the chill after the shower. She cupped them and felt a satisfying fullness to the firm mounds. Her waist was narrow and flared into slim hips and muscular buttocks that looked full on her small frame. Her legs were long, compared to her small frame, and tapered to tiny feet. Her thighs and calves were slim but also very muscular. She flexed one thigh and the muscles jumped and writhed. Her naturally tawny complexion was flawless. She shivered and wrapped the towel back around her. She got another to wrap around her hair, slipped on panties and walked out into the living room.
Mike was seated at the bar, eating a doughnut and drinking a cup of coffee. He had a large glass plate on the bar with cantaloupe, honeydew and watermelon on it. There were also grapes, orange slices, strawberries and a banana. Another, smaller plate contained pastries and there was a bottle of chocolate milk and a carton of guava nectar. She ran to the bar and put her arms around his neck. She kissed his cheek. "Oh, thank you, Mike. It looks delicious."
He laughed. "Dig in." He reached over the bar, opened a drawer and got her a fork. She sat on the stool beside him, pulled the big plate close and began to eat.
She glanced dubiously at his doughnut. "Are you sure you aren't a policeman, Mike?"
He laughed. "I used to be. I guess old habits die hard. I retired from the San Diego police department 15 years ago. More money in private security. Besides, I got tired of busting people for being stupid. We couldn't catch the smart ones and it was like putting a Band-Aid on a bullet wound. I've been working for Mr. Sloan ever since. I'm the head of security for RLK."
"Oh," she said. "You're pretty important then. I thought you were a babysitter."
He laughed. "You're pretty sharp, kid. I haven't laughed this much in the last ten years put together. Have I told you I like you?"
"Yes, Mike, will you open this box for me? I can't seem to get the knack."
"You're opening the wrong end. Haven't you ever opened a carton before?"
"I've never seen a carton before," she confided.
"You been on the moon?" he asked.
"No, Groom Lake," she said.
Mike was stunned. "What in the hell were you doing there? You an alien Sawyer? No, don't tell me. I don't want to know."



Sawyer ate all the fruit and most of the pastry while Mike watched in amazement.
They heard the front door open, and the voices of Rawlins and Lawson drifted up the stairs. They climbed up and Sawyer flew to them and hugged them.
"Hi gorgeous," Lawson said. "Mike been taking care of you?"
"Oh, yes, he has," she exclaimed. "He let me sit in the cockpit with him and he got me all kinds of fruit to eat and chocolate milk and he opened my carton of juice for me. That's delicious juice, Mike."
Rawlins raised an eyebrow at the burly security man. Mike grinned ruefully. "She has a way of growing on a man," he said. "I'm glad you're here. She was running me ragged. I'm too old to babysit."
"Well, you better get used to it," Rawlins told him. "Lawson will stay with her this morning and you need to make arrangements for someone else to do your job for a while. You're moving in here. I want someone with her around the clock and I can't trust it to anyone but you. Lawson and I need to behave like we normally would until the heat dies down. He is going to have to go to school just like normal and I'm going to keep my usual schedule. That means I'm counting on you to take care of Sawyer. Pack your stuff, make your arrangements and get back here."
Mike groaned, but he picked up his keys and his coffee and left. "See you later."
"I've got to get going too," Rawlins said. "You okay, honey?"
"Yes I am. Thanks for everything, Mr. Sloan. Can you come here tonight? I have something to tell you and Lawson. I've decided I need to trust you and I'll tell you everything."
"Call me Rawlins, please. Yes, we'll come back just as soon as Lawson gets home from football practice. Now I've got to go, honey. The Secretary of Defense wants to talk to me. See you later, son." The two men embraced and Rawlins left for his appointment.
Lawson sat down in a chair and Sawyer stood in front of him, fluffing her hair dry with the towel. He looked up at her. She looked unbelievably sexy dressed only in a towel and her head flung back while she fluffed out her hair.
"Sawyer, do you remember last night when I kissed you?"
"Yes I do. It was the first time a boy ever kissed me. I liked it a lot, Lawson." She blushed as she spoke.
"Good, because I'm going to do it again." He stood and took her in his arms. Her fingers dropped the towel to the floor, forgotten as she lifted her head and offered him her lips. The softness was incredible and she smelled like a freshly washed girl. He sat down in the chair and pulled her onto his lap, his lips never leaving hers.
She was gasping for breath as the kiss ended. The towel wrapped around her slim form slipped and one pert breast flashed into his view as she squealed and snatched it back together.
"Wow," Lawson breathed. "You did that on purpose, didn't you?"
"No I didn't," her face was a flaming red. "It was an accident. Let me up, Lawson. I need to go and put some clothes on."
"No way," he said. "I want another peek."
She laughed. "Well you aren't going to get one. Now, let me go."
Lawson raised his arms and she stood up, clutching the towel around her. She went to her room and pulled on jeans and a loose sweatshirt. She went back to the living room and Lawson had gotten a piece of the pastry and a bottle of water.
"There's stuff in that fridge over there and all kinds of food down in the storage room past the stairs if you get hungry," he told her. "Hey, you make even that old sweatshirt look sexy."
She blushed again. "You embarrass easily, Sawyer," he said. "You really do look good." She could sense that he really thought so.
"Haven't you ever been on a date?" he asked. "How can you be eighteen and never have kissed a boy?"
A shadow passed over her face. "I'll tell you about it tonight, Lawson. Just wait till then, okay?"
"Okay," he said. "Is there anything you need? We can have Mike pick it up if there is. I'd like to take you shopping for some better clothes. Those are okay, but they kind of just cover you up. If we were doing outside stuff in the cold they would be fine, but I'd love to see you in a little black dress or a swim suit, or some strategically torn fashion jeans."
"I'd like that, too," she said, "but I love these clothes. They're the nicest ones I've ever had."
"Well, we'll fix that, kitten," he told her. "Let me give Mike a call." That proved a fruitless endeavor.
"I don't know anything about girl's clothes," Mike protested. "I have no idea what size she wears. She looks like a little kid, even if she is eighteen. I'm not going to lurk around in the little girl's department looking at bathing suits. I'd get arrested for being a pervert. I'm sorry, Lawson, but I won't do it."
"Well, he won't do it," he told her, "but hey, don't worry. I'll figure something out. You want to watch TV or play a video game or something? This place has a PS4, or we could watch something on Netflix or surf the Internet."
"I've never done any of those things. What do you want to do?"
"Well, I saw a really funny meme yesterday. Let's get Meme Base up."
They watched funny videos until noon and Mike came back. "Help me lug some stuff up, Lawson. My old knees can't stand all these stairs."
"Sure, Mike." They carried several loads of Mike's stuff into the other bedroom and it was time for Lawson to go back to school.
"If I'm not there half a day I can't practice," he said. "That might look suspicious. See you later, beautiful, bye, Mike."
"That boy wears me out," Mike told Sawyer. "He's almost as bad as you. I've got meatloaf sandwiches and baked potatoes with cheese and chili. You interested?"
"Yes, I'm starving," she said. "I've never had a meatloaf sandwich before."
Mike shook his head sadly. "Well I made the meatloaf and it's pretty good if I do say so myself. Old Mike knows his way around a kitchen. I don't cook fancy but I cook good. You any good at cooking, Sawyer?"
"I don't know, Mike. I've never been allowed to cook. I'd like to try, but could we eat the sandwiches first?"
The sandwiches were as good as Mike had promised and the baked potatoes were devoured as well. Tall glasses of milk disappeared and Sawyer settled back on the couch where they were eating with a sigh.
"That was delicious, Mike. Thank you," she told him. She scooted closer to him and laid her head back on his arm.
"My pleasure. Come here Sawyer, you've got cheese on your chin." He wiped it off with a napkin.
"What kind of movies do you like?" he asked her.
"Well, I've mostly seen animated ones," she told him.
"Ever seen Casablanca?"
"No, but if you like it let's watch that," she said.
"I've seen it 36 times," he told her. "I never get tired of watching it." He went to his room and came back with a stack of DVDs. He popped in Casablanca, they settled back and he put his feet up on the table. Sawyer scooted up against Mike and put her feet on top of his legs. She leaned her head against his shoulder and draped one arm across him as the movie began.
"Comfortable?" he grinned down at her.
"Very," she agreed.
"Well I ain't a pillow, but I guess you can use me like one."
She watched, entranced as Humphrey Bogart and Ingrid Bergman lit up the screen. She burst into tears as Rick brushed the tears away and said, "Here's looking at you kid." She continued to sob as the plane flew away and when Rick finally disappeared into the mist with the words "I think this is the beginning of a beautiful friendship," she threw herself on Mike's chest.
"Oh, thank you, Mike. That was the most wonderful movie I've ever seen."
Mikes eyes were wet as well and he patted her sobbing form gently. "I know, kid. They don't make movies like that anymore. It's all blood and gore and cursing and toilet humor. This is a real movie."
"Yes, it is, but it's so sad. Look what you've done to me, Mike. I'm a mess. I need to go and wash my face and put some Visine in my eyes. Lawson will think I'm hideous if he sees me like this."
Mike took her chin in one big hand and turned her face toward him. "I think you look like an angel, kid."
She smiled and went to wash her face. He was gone when she came back so she curled up on the sofa and took a nap. When she woke up he was back. A delicious odor filled the air and her stomach growled.
"Hey, Sawyer, you awake?"
"Yes, Mike. What's that delicious smell?"
"Louie's Chicken Shack," he said. "Best chicken in Flagstaff. I got beans and dark beer, too. I know you aren't old enough to drink beer, but I won't tell if you don't."
"I've never had beer," she said. "Is it good?"
"I think so," he said. "Some people never acquire a taste for it. You might not like it at first, but it grows on you. It's best ice cold, so we'll put it in the freezer for a minute while we get our food."
Sawyer found plates and silverware and they loaded them with chicken strips, beans, and French fries. They carried their food to the sofa and Mike turned on the football game. He got two mugs out of the freezer as well, poured them full of St. Pauli Girl and set them on coasters.
Sawyer thought the chicken and the beans were the best she had ever had. She grew thirsty and took a drink of her beer. She choked a little. "Mike, how can you stand this? It tastes horrible!"
He laughed. "Keep trying, Sawyer. Like I said, it grows on you. Here, you've got a foam mustache." She jumped up and ran to look in the mirror. She laughed and then allowed him to wipe the mustache away. They watched football and Mike spent most of the time explaining the rules to her.
"I want to learn all about it because I know Lawson likes it," she told him.
"All real men like it," he told her. "You meet a man that doesn't like football and there's something wrong with him. You stay away from guys that don't like football, kid."
"Is Lawson really good at it?" she asked.
"He's one of the best two or three tight ends in the country in high school this year," he told her. "He's no slouch at defensive end, either. He could play either one at any college in the country."
"Which one is the tight end again?" she asked.
"Number 45 there in white,"
"Which one is the defensive end?"
"That's number 74 in black. Ooh, he's the one that just squished the quarterback. I'd hate to have Lawson hit me like that. That boy is a rock. Did you know I played three years in the NFL?"
"No Mike, what's the NFL?"
He laughed. "That's what we're watching, The National Football league. Lawson might end up there if he wants to."
They watched happily until Rawlins and Lawson arrived at seven. Sawyer ran and hugged them and then arranged them on the couch beside Mike.
"Mike, turn off the football game," she told him. "I have something important to say and I want you to pay attention."
Mike thumbed the remote, "We're all ears, kid," he said.
Sawyer stood for a moment and tears filled her eyes, spilled over her long lashes and trickled down her cheeks.
"Why are you crying, honey?" Rawlins asked. "It's okay, you can tell us anything."
Sawyer reached out and discovered to her amazement that it was true. "I'm crying because I'm afraid that when I tell you, you won't like me anymore. I really, really like all of you and I'm so afraid you won't like me when you find out about me."
"Be brave, honey." Rawlins told her. "Just tell us and trust us. We know what kind of person you are. This won't change the way any of us feel about you."
"Okay," she brushed away her tears. "Here goes. I never knew my parents. The earliest things I remember were being in a room with about 20 other kids. We must have all been about three or four. We slept in a dormitory and every day someone in a blue uniform came and got us and took us to breakfast. Then we went to school. They taught us everything like math and English and science. We went to the gym three times a day and played. At night, we went to the dormitory and read books or played board games or something.
Every week on Friday, we went off with a doctor for a special class. My doctor was a man called Dr. Watts. He would make me take off my clothes and he would attach wires to me with sticky patches and I would sit in a chair. He would ask me questions and make me take tests. He would ask me things like could I tell what he was thinking, or how he was feeling. When I was really little I could only tell what he was feeling, but after I got older I started to be able to tell what he was thinking too."
"What do you mean you could tell what he was thinking, honey?" Rawlins asked."
"When I want to I can, I don't know, feel in my head what people are thinking."
"Can you feel what I'm thinking now, Sawyer?" Lawson asked her.
"No," she said. "I'm not trying. I only look at what people are thinking or feeling if I need to see if they are a threat or to know how to act so people will think I'm normal. I'd like to think you are my friends and I'd never look at what my friends are thinking or feeling unless they ask me to."
"That's very ethical, Sawyer," Rawlins said. "Do you mean that it's not always, what shall we say, on?"
"No, I can either look, or not look," she said.
"Look at me and tell me what I'm thinking," Lawson said.
She glanced at him and blushed fiercely. "Lawson, I told you that was an accident!"
"I know. I just had to know you can do it."
"What about me," Mike asked. "Can you read me?"
She thought for a moment. "You're wondering if I can feel what people are thinking, can I make them think things. The answer is yes, sometimes I can. Not always, but it's been growing as I get older. It started when I started changing."
The three men sat in shock for a moment. "What the hell?" Mike finally said. "This is science fiction stuff. I don't know what to say. That's exactly what I was thinking. She can do it Rawlins; she can read minds like some kind of magic."
"What do you mean, 'you started changing'?" Lawson asked.
"Well, when my hips started getting fatter and my boobs started growing," She blushed again.
"It was probably latent and the chemical changes of puberty triggered it," Rawlins thought out loud.
"Maybe, I never do it unless I'm in danger. It's like forcing someone to do something physically, only much worse. I hate it but I've done it eight times to save my life and get away."
The men looked at each other and nodded. "We believe you, honey. Go on."
"Well, this went on until I was thirteen," she said. "I was never allowed to go outside until I was thirteen. Dr. Watts began to want me to look at people when I was eight and see what they were thinking. They brought in horrible people, murderers and rapists and things and made me look at them. They had awful minds and I hated it, but they told me I was helping to catch bad people and find victims so I did it. I told Dr. Watts I wouldn't do it unless he let me go outside every day. He was furious and they starved me for a while, but I still wouldn't do it. Finally, they let me go outside for two hours every day. I began to notice that there were fewer and fewer other children in the dormitory. Finally, there was only me and one other boy.
Then they started bringing in people that weren't bad. They were enemies of the government, but they just wanted to be free or practice their religion or they hated the government or told their secrets. After the first couple of people, I refused to do it anymore. That's when they started hurting me."
"My God boss," Mike sat up. "This is a horror story! What did they do to you, sweetheart?"
"They started by taking my clothes. They gave me drugs and kept me in a cell, naked and then they turned off the heat. They kept it warm enough that I didn't freeze to death, but I was miserable all the time. They came in periodically and threw cold water on me so that I was always cold. I got pneumonia and almost died. They took me to a hospital room and let me get better and they turned the heat back up but then they put me in a cell with a very bright light. They never turned it off. They played deafening sounds and one song over loudspeakers outside my cell so that I couldn't sleep. It was Achey Breaky Heart. I don't know how long that went on because I think I went insane and had a breakdown of some sort. I lost whole weeks I don't even remember.
When I got better, they started beating me. They used rubber clubs. It was never enough to break my bones or cut me but I was bruised and battered so badly that I couldn't sit or lie down because it hurt so bad. Then they beat the bottoms of my feet. I got pneumonia again after they accidently broke my ribs and the beatings stopped. Every day Dr. Watts would come in the morning and talk to me He would tell me how much he loved me and how easy it would be to make it all stop. I could tell he was lying. All I had to do was cooperate. All I had to do was tell him how I could read people.
Sawyer began to sob uncontrollably. Her words became nearly unintelligible. Lawson couldn't bear it another instant. He leaped up and caught her up in his arms. He took her back to the sofa and held her as Rawlins and Mike patted her and tried to comfort her. Finally she regained some control.
She didn't stand back up but remained on Lawson's lap and Rawlins and Mike continued to stroke her hair and shoulders.
"I finally agreed to cooperate and interrogate the prisoners held in the facility. I was well treated for a while. Every day I hated myself more. It was like being a serial rapist, violating innocent people's minds for information that was used against them. Finally I tried to kill myself. I saved up the drugs they gave me and took them all at once. Dr. Watts became more and more aggressive about asking me how I was able to read people. Finally he became so enraged that he told my guards that I was no longer cooperating and that I would have to be punished. Three times a day they took me to a room and fastened me to a chair with my head strapped back. They put a hood over my face. They ran water over the hood and it felt like I was drowning. It was the most horrible thing they did to me. They would keep this up until I passed out. They would take off the hood and allow me to recover and then repeat the process.
If I could have, I would have told them after the first day, but I couldn't. I couldn't tell them because I don't know how I do it. Dr. Watts refused to believe me. I could see that they would eventually make a mistake and kill me. It would be an accident, but I would be dead."
"Jesus H. Christ. What kind of people are these monsters? How could anyone do that to a thirteen-year-old girl?" Mike stood up and paced back and forth for a few minutes, his hands clenching into fists and then relaxing.
"You'd be amazed at what people can rationalize," Rawlins said. "I've heard all the arguments. What if we could save hundreds or thousands of lives by torturing one person? Once you get over that hurdle, how far is it to being willing to torture people for abstract reasons, or just because you can or they have secrets you want to know? Others just follow orders. You order them to water board someone and they do it because they haven't got the character or backbone to spit in your face. Some people get their jollies by having power over other people, forcing them to do things. They're sick bastards that need to be put down like the mad dogs they are. I'm sorry, Sawyer. I'm just so angry and horrified I interrupted you. Please continue."
"That's okay Rawlins. I became desperate because I knew they were never going to stop until they killed me or I found a way to kill myself. That was when I discovered that I could make people think things. The next time they took me to the water room, I was feeling very strong in my mind. I made one of the men think the other was killing me. He attacked that man and killed him. I made him think I was his daughter and he was taking me home.



We left the complex and he stole a jeep and drove to a gate. I made the guards think we were supposed to leave. We drove to Las Vegas and I made him give me all his money and forget who he was. I bought a bus ticket to Flagstaff and I ran out of money here. I tried to beg but the two men I asked wanted to do nasty things with me and the women just kept on walking. Then Lawson found me sitting on that bench in front of the grocery store. You know the rest."
The three men sat, stunned into silence. Her breath still caught in a little hiccup every few seconds and that was the only sound. She looked from one to another. "Are you still going to help me?" She began to sob again.
They started out of their thoughts all at once and began to speak.
"Of course we're going to help you, honey," Rawlins said.
Mike cut him off. "If we weren't before we are now."
"I'll never let those people take you back," Lawson swore. "That's the most horrible story I've ever heard." He squeezed her tightly. "We're going to keep you here with us and we'll never let anyone take you away, right Pops?"
"That's right, Lawson. I don't know how we're going to do it but we're going to find a way. The first thing we need to do is find a way to hide you on a more permanent basis. We need people to see you as just another girl among millions. Let's be thinking of a way to do that."
"I know part of something we could do, Pops, do you think there's any way to take Sawyer to the mall and get her some better clothes?" Lawson asked. "If she dresses like other girls she'll fit in better."
"Oh no, Lawson, I really don't need any more clothes. I love these Mr. Sloan. I don't want any more."
"Sawyer, I don't want you to call me Mr. Sloan. My name is Rawlins. Remember?"
"Yes I will, Mr., I mean, Rawlins."
"Good. I think I can arrange a private sale at the mall. What stores to you want to go to, Sawyer?"
"I don't want to go at all, and I don't know any stores. I'll go if Lawson wants me to go, but I don't know where. You've already done so much for me."
"We need to go to Buckle, Dillard's, Journeys and Old Navy. Oh yeah, and Foot Locker," Lawson said. "It makes us feel good about ourselves when we help people Sawyer. Don't worry about it."
"I'll call Peter Jacobs and make the arrangements," Rawlins said. "It's going to have to be at night after they close and you're going to have to steer clear of the theatre, but Jacobs owes me favors and I'll call one in. That's something easy, but I need to talk to you about something hard, Sawyer. You are in terrible danger. You know that don't you?"
She nodded. "I know if anyone finds out about me or those men find me I'll be in a lot of trouble."
"The problem is that those men are with the NSA. That's a pretty scary bunch over there. They would execute their own mother if someone gave them the order. They are smart and quick and they have their fingers into everything. We've got to think of a way for you to disappear and become someone else. You have any ideas, Mike?"
"Some. I know some people that specialize in that kind of thing. It usually involves going somewhere far away and taking on a new identity and it can only happen in the presence of a lot of money."
"We can't send Sawyer far away, Pop. We have to find a way to get her to disappear in plain sight. I won't let her be sent far away. We've got to be able to protect her here."
"Well, we've got a couple of things going for us. We have lots of money and we have Sawyer."
"What do you mean, Rawlins?" she asked. "What do you mean you have me?"
"Well, what's the use of being able to do something like that if you can't use it to help yourself? I think we can use it to get you a fresh start. If people around here think they've known you all your life, that's a pretty good cover."
"You know what?" Mike said. "Sawyer, how would you like to be my niece?"
"I don't understand," she said. "I wish I was your niece, Mike, but how could that be?"
"Thanks," he grinned at her. "Here's how I think it could go down. When you make people think things, is it permanent?"
"It is if I want it to be," she said.
"Well it so happens that I do have a niece," he said. "No one in Flagstaff has ever seen her. What if we got my guy to set you up as my niece? You could move here to stay with your old uncle; we could get you in school and get a few people to remember that you are my niece. It's perfect."
"Yes," Rawlins said, "until someone talks to your sister or your niece and mentions that you have another one in Flagstaff. Then the whole thing blows up."
"No it doesn't. Sawyer and I run down to Santa Fe, she convinces my sister that she has another kid and my niece has a new sister. That's why I wanted to know if it was permanent."
"I don't know," Sawyer was very dubious. "I don't like to make people think things. It feels wrong."
"I admire your morals, Sawyer, but your life is on the line here. Mine too and Rawlins and Lawson. If we get caught helping you, they'll lock us up and throw away the key."
"I don't care, we're going to help her," Lawson said. "Right Pop?"
"Absolutely," Rawlins said. "I not only admire your morals, Sawyer, I'm going to insist on them. You have to make me a promise, honey."
"What do you want me to promise?" she asked.
"I want you to promise me that you won't read any of the three of us without our permission, ever. I want you to promise to never read anyone unless you feel like you are in danger in a last resort. I want you to promise that you'll never make any of us think something against our will. Will you do that?"
"Yes Rawlins, I will. I would do that anyway without you asking me to promise. I have to tell you that I've reached out to all of you before to make sure I could trust you. I didn't rummage around, but I did check and see if you were telling me the truth. I promise I won't ever do it again."
"Well, now that's settled what about my idea?" Mike asked.
"Let's sleep on it for a couple of days and see if we can come up with something better or how we might need to change it," Rawlins answered.
"You're a wise man, boss," Mike said.
Rawlins and Lawson left for home and Mike made popcorn and he and Sawyer put On the Waterfront in the DVD. Sawyer fell asleep during the third act and Mike carried her in and put her in her bed. She stirred as he put her on the bed and murmured "thanks Mike," and he covered her with a blanket and went to bed."
They got up the next morning and Sawyer helped Mike make waffles. "We really need buttermilk to do this right," he told her, "but they'll be good anyway. I noticed that Rawlins has this place stocked with some real Vermont maple syrup. You ever have real maple syrup?"
"No," she said. "What's maple syrup, Mike?"
"It's something delicious you put on pancakes or waffles," he said. "It's worth its weight in gold and we're going to eat it all."
Sawyer did think the maple syrup was delicious and she ate four waffles. "Careful there kid; where you putting all that anyway? You'll be fat as a toad in a month."
She laughed at the idea. "If you keep cooking like this, I might."
Sawyer ran on the treadmill and used the exercise machines. Mike left for an hour and came back with brown hair dye. "We've got to change the way you look, Sawyer. I love your hair the way it is but there's no way to hide unless we change that. We're going to change it and cut it. I'm sorry Sawyer, but that's got to be the way it is."
She was a little sad and a little excited at the idea. By the time they finished Sawyer was a stunning brunette with a pageboy haircut even with her jaw line.
Mike put down the scissors and brought a mirror for her to look at. "Well, kid, what do you think?"
"What do you think, Mike?"
"I think you'll break hearts all over the world. You're a beautiful girl Sawyer, never doubt it."
She laughed and hugged his neck. "Thank you for my beautiful new haircut, Mike."
"You're welcome. Hey, you want to go to Lawson's football game tonight? I'll sneak you in and then me and Lawson are going to take you to the mall. How does that sound?"
"I think it sounds kind of scary. I've never been to a football game before. Won't there be a lot of people there?"
"Yeah, but you'll be with your old uncle Mike and I'll take care of you. Maybe you can wear a hoody or something. I'll have to clear it with the boss, but I don't see why you have to stay cooped up in this apartment all the time. You need some sun and fresh air."
"Do you think we could go out on the balcony and sit in the sun?" she asked.
"I don't see why not. It looks warm out there but it's not. It's kind of chilly."
"I don't care," she said. "I need to feel the sun in my hair and the wind on my face. Mike, I'll bet I haven't spent two days' worth of time outside in my life. I never get tired of it."
"Well, we can't go out and frolic around, but we could go out and sit in the chairs. There's a wall around it and if you don't stand up, no one should see you. We can take a blanket in case you get cold."
"What about you, Uncle Mike?"
"Uncle Mike doesn't get cold. His skin is too thick."
They spent two hours sitting on the balcony and stayed so long that even Mike was red faced and rubbing his hands together when they came back. Sawyer's cheeks were flushed and her eyes sparkled. She looked gorgeous, Mike thought. The new brown hair color matched her tawny complexion perfectly and the cut only emphasized how healthy it was, silky and bouncing and full of body. When it swung forward or back it looked like it was in slow motion. He made a fire in the fireplace and they made s'mores as they warmed up.
"What's a s'more, Mike?" she had asked when he brought the subject up.
"Good God, Sawyer. Those people that raised you deserve to be melted in hell. They never let you make a s'more?"
"No Mike, but I really want to make one," she said.
Mike checked the pantry and they had graham crackers and marshmallows, but no chocolate bars. "Hold up a minute while I run over to the newsstand."
He was back in five minutes with chocolate bars. "Well, I'm still forgetting something," he said. He went outside, tore two branches off a pear tree and brought them in.
"Here, take my pocket knife and trim off all the little branches and leaves. When you get done sharpen the little end into a point."
Sawyer took the knife and did as he asked while he laid out the supplies. He laid out graham crackers and broke the chocolate bars to fit the crackers. "Now, the secret is to put your marshmallow on the stick and toast it over the fire. Make it a nice coffee brown color but don't let it catch on fire. Well, some people like that, but I don't."
Sawyer impaled her marshmallow but her first attempt was a failure as it she got it too close to the fire and it burst into flames. Mike quickly blew it out, but pronounced it ruined. Sawyer ate it anyway. "I'm sorry Mike, but I love ruined marshmallows."
Mike shrugged. "No accounting for tastes. Try another and don't get it so close to the fire."
This time she managed to keep it from catching on fire and Mike approved its toastiness. "Now, put it on top of the chocolate, put on another piece of graham cracker and squeeze."
The gooey insides of the marshmallow oozed out and Mike raised his s'more and said, "Eat up, kid."
Sawyer bit into the s'more and a look of bliss passed over her features. "Mike, this is very good. I love it, but can I catch the next marshmallow on fire? This is delicious but I like the burnt ones better."
"Look Sawyer, you can do whatever you want. It's a free country, or at least I thought it was till I met you. If you like burnt marshmallows, that's what you like. Knock yourself out."
Sawyer didn't understand the expression but she burnt the next two marshmallows for s'mores and then burnt four more to eat by themselves.
"Hey Sawyer, can I ask you something?"
"You can ask me anything, Mike. It's a free country, knock yourself out."
He laughed. "How does it feel when you do your thing? I mean, what do you do?"
"It's hard to describe, Mike. It's sort of like reaching out with your hand and touching someone except I can do it with something inside my head. Mostly I just feel emotions." She reached out her hand and touched his arm.
"If I don't push, it's just like this. I just feel your arm and I can tell it's Mike. But if I concentrate," she ran her fingers along his arm, "I can feel muscles and a scar there. That's like feeling what people are thinking."
She lifted his arm and put it around her shoulders. "If I really concentrate I can do something like that. I can push the thought where I want it to go. But to do that I have to get inside private places where people don't want me to go to and it feels like I'm assaulting them. To feel what people are thinking is like reading someone's letter when you know they don't want you to. It's like you're betraying their confidence and they don't even know it. It's not a good thing, Mike, and I wish I didn't have it."
"Now I disagree with that, kid. I know one thing, you're good, and since that's true everything about you is good. I don't know how you turned out so good with the way you were raised, but you did. It's a miracle. It's like God reached down and made a rose grow in the sewer. I can't believe it's an accident. I don't know what you're supposed to do with it, but I know it's a gift and you have it for a reason. Some people are good and some are evil and some are just taking up space, but I'd bet my life you're one of the good ones. I am betting my life on that. I don't like many people Sawyer, but I like you."
"I like you too Mike and I'm sorry I got all of you in a place where you might get in trouble. I never meant for any of this to happen. I was just running away and then I met Lawson and things started happening."
"I know. Don't worry about it Sawyer. I've always been ready to fight for a good cause. Helping kids that have been tortured is high on my list. Now, let's talk about a shopping list. What do you think you might need or want?"
By the time they were through with the shopping list, it was 6:30 and time to leave for the football game. She was hungry again but Mike had promised that if she would wait he would feed her. He had red and gold face paint and he painted her face for her as a disguise in the team colors. They admired the paint in the mirror.
"You look like a real savage there Sawyer," Mike told her. "There will be a lot of kids there painted up like you." Lawson's team was the Eagles and Sawyer knew what an eagle was.
Mike pulled the van up to the door and she ran out and hopped inside.
Chapter Three
Sawyer was very nervous about the crowd that was gathered at the football stadium. She had never seen such a large group of people in one place. Mike held her little hand in his and led her to the gate. They stood in line for a little while and then Mike paid for admission and took her to the concession stand. They bought hot dogs, pretzels with cheese and cokes and found a seat behind the student section.
"There's nothing as good as a stadium hot dog," Mike told her. He had put mustard, catsup and relish on both, and Sawyer thought it was delicious. The band was playing a bad brass version of Black Sabbath's Iron Man, and the crowd stood and roared as the team took the field. Sawyer stood and cheered along with the crowd and her eyes were sparkling with excitement.
"Which one is Lawson?" she asked.
"He's number 76. See, he's walking out with number three to the middle of the field."
"Why is he going out there?" Sawyer asked.
"He's one of the two team captains," Mike explained. "He goes out there and the other team sends out their captains. The officials toss a coin in the air and Lawson and the other team's captain try to guess which side it will land on. The one that guesses it right gets to decide whether they want the ball first or which side of the field they want. Lawson always guesses tails."
The Eagles won the toss and elected to defend. Lawson lined up at right defensive end in a wide nine. The offense lined up with a tight end on his side. The quarter back took the snap and it was a counter to the strong side. Lawson blew up the tight end and swallowed up the half-back for a yard loss.
The second play was a dive that gained two yards leaving the offense with 3rd and long.
The quarterback lined up in the shotgun and when the ball was snapped Lawson made a speed-rush around the outside. His right arm exploded into the chest of the tackle, driving him to the inside and he had a clear line to the left handed quarterback.
The quarterback raised his hand to throw and Lawson's shoulder exploded into the small of his back. Lawson crushed him to the turf as the ball came free and a blitzing linebacker covered it. The ball belonged to the Eagles. The quarterback had to be helped off the field and didn't return. At half-time, Rawlins joined them and took Sawyer away to buy popcorn. They got root beer in team cups and Sawyer got one for Mike too. When the last second ticked off the clock, the final score was 42-7. The Eagles had won easily. Lawson caught one touchdown.
Lawson and Coach Weathers stood on the sideline talking to a reporter. "How were you able to hold them to seven points, Coach?"
"Well, this young man is a game plan wrecker," Coach Weathers said. "Teams watch film on us and they know they can't run to his side. They've avoided that for three years. They don't even try anymore. They run away from him and he still chases them down. We don't have to worry about them running to one side of the field, so they have to go to the other. We stack that and so they have to throw. If the quarterback doesn't get the ball out of his hand in two seconds he knows he's going to get crushed. He feels Lawson coming and that makes him nervous and he makes bad throws. They come out every week and double and triple team him and that leaves our other guys free to make tackles. There's not a tackle in the state he can't beat.
"Tell us about the touchdown, Lawson," the reporter turned to Lawson.
"It was a fade route to the back corner of the end zone," Lawson told him. "Craig threw up a jump ball and since I'm five inches taller than their linebacker I just went up and got it."
Lawson was distracted. He was looking around the stadium at the departing fans, searching for a big burly figure accompanied by a little petite one.
"Is that it coach? I'm supposed to meet someone."
Weathers laughed. "Take off Lawson. I'll field the rest of the questions."
"I think he's got a hot date," the reporter laughed.
Lawson saw what he was looking for up by the fence. He was very tired but he jogged up the hill carrying his helmet.
Mike gave him a high five. "Hell of a game, Lawson. How many tackles you have?"
"12 solo and 19 total, three sacks too."
Lawson turned to Sawyer. "I'd hug you, but I'm soaked."
Lawson's uniform was a shade darker than anyone else's, soaked with sweat and steam was rising off of him in the cold night air. He squeezed the tail of his uniform and sweat ran out in a stream.
"Go take a shower and meet us at the van," Mike laughed.
"I'll talk to Pop a second and I'll be there in 15," Lawson jogged away to where his father was talking to Weathers. They embraced, spoke a few words and Lawson went to the locker room.
When he got to the van, he was clean and had on jeans and a polo with a team hoody. He climbed in the back seat and Sawyer was sitting there too.
"Guess I'm chauffeur tonight," Mike said. "There's some face cream stuff back there and tissues so you can get that makeup off."
Lawson pulled back her hood. "Sawyer, what have you done to your hair?" he exclaimed!
"Do you like it?" She shook her head and it swirled out in a fan.



"I love it, but I liked it better the way it was. You're a beautiful brunette but I like the blonde."
"Me too," she confided. "Now help me get this silly paint off."
It took five minutes to get her looking normal and she put some makeup back on. Just a hint of blush and some mascara to enhance and she was gorgeous.
"It's customary for the player of the game to get a kiss from his girl," he told her.
"Well, we wouldn't want to break a tradition," she said. She leaned over and gave him her lips. The sweetness made his heart skip a beat.
"Hey Mike; eyes on the road," he said.
Mike laughed and pretended to swerve. "Don't trust him kid, I've seen this a hundred times."
"That's a lie, Sawyer," Lawson laughed. "He's just jealous. Maybe ten times."
She slapped his cheek gently. "I'm the one who's jealous."
They pulled up at the mall and Mike dropped them at the Dillard's entrance on the other side of the mall from the theatre. Lawson produced a key and when Mike parked and joined them they went inside. Sawyer was like a kid in a candy store. She ran from isle to isle and store to store. Mike and Lawson were soon laden with bags.
"Okay, one more store," Mike grumbled. "We hit Foot Locker and then we have all we can carry. I'm a trained security chief, not a pack mule."
Sawyer picked out a pair of pink and grey Nike's and Lanston also got a pair of the new Adidas high-tops. They carried their purchases to the van and drove back to the apartment. Sawyer wanted to try everything on, but Lawson was exhausted and sore.
"Let's go down and hit the hot tub and then I'm going home."
Mike turned on the news and Sawyer went to her room to change. Lawson put on the trunks he had brought and got in the tub. He was nearly asleep when Sawyer padded in with a towel wrapped around her.
"What you got on under there?"
She hadn't let him see her bathing suit purchase. She was a little shy about dropping the towel. "Close your eyes," she told him.
He peeked from under his lashes.
"All the way, Lawson."
He reluctantly closed his eyes and she unwrapped the towel and climbed the ladder to the deck of the tub.
"Okay, you can open them now."
She had on a little red bikini that was the sexiest thing Lawson had ever seen.
"My God," he exclaimed! "You're beautiful, Sawyer. Let me see the back."
She turned around and peeked back at him over her shoulder, striking a pose. The red material stretched over firm round cheeks and strings connected it with the triangle of cloth in the front. Another string ran around her honey colored back with strings running over her shoulders attached to it.
"Now the front again,"
She turned back. The strings connected two little red triangles stretched over high, full breasts. Her nipples were visible as twin peaks under the thin fiber.
"Oh my God," he breathed again. "Come here."
She blushed deeply at the expression on his face and descended the steps of the tub. As the water reached the swell of her hips she became hesitant.
"It's so hot, Lawson!"
"Yes, it's a hot tub."
"It's burning me," she objected.
"Nonsense," he said, "I'm in and it isn't burning me. Just duck down and come over here and sit by me. You'll get used to it. Haven't you ever been in a hot tub before?"
"No I haven't. I've only been in bathtubs."
"Well, that's really sad, but we're going to make up for lost time." He took her hand and pulled her across the tub and she sat down beside him with a gasp. She soon did grow used to the heat and she leaned back against the jets and let her legs float up until her toes broke the surface. Lawson pulled her over against him and she slipped one arm around his back and he put one arm over her shoulder. They lay back in the soothing water and leaned their heads against the sides and closed their eyes.
Sawyer put her cheek against his chest, wrapped her other arm around him and he could feel one firm breast crushed against his chest.
"Lawson, you have a big bruise on your bicep," she said. She looked him over. "You have bruises all over your arms and an abrasion on your side too."
"I know. Football's a rough sport."
"Do they hurt?"
"A little," he said. "They would feel better if you kissed them."
She laughed and pressed her full lips against his bicep. She kissed two other bruises on his forearm and then he pulled her into his lap, took her face in both hands and crushed her lips to his. They were incredible, full and pouty and he felt her little pointy tongue explore his lips and teeth. Sawyer moaned as his hands found the resilience of the flesh of her cheeks beneath the red cloth. She squirmed, trying to get closer then pulled away with a gasp.
"Lawson, I'm burning up! I don't know whether it's the water or being with you like this, but I need to get out. I'm sorry."
"Hey, don't worry about it. I understand. Have you ever been in a hot tub with a boy before?"
"I've never been anywhere with a boy," she said as she climbed out and got her towel. "I loved it, but it's just too much for me right now."
He climbed out and got his own towel. She stared in awe at his deeply tanned body. Huge biceps, pectorals, deltoids and traps writhed beneath his skin. He had a little extra weight around his waist that tapered down to heavily muscled thighs, but on someone his size it looked completely natural.
"What are you staring at? Is something wrong with me?"
"Oh no," she gasped, "I've just never seen a naked boy before. You're beautiful Lawson. You look like a statue."
"Well, you still haven't ever seen a naked boy. I have on swimming trunks in case you haven't noticed. Don't go telling Pop or Mike you saw me naked."
"I know silly," she punched his stomach gently. "I mean without any shirt or pants."
He eyed her nearly naked form with appreciation. "Yeah, I know what you mean. Let me look at you again."
"Lawson, can I look at you? I mean feel what you feel when you watch me?"
"I don't know Sawyer, it seems a little odd, but if you want to, I guess it's okay."
"Oh, thank you Lawson." She reached out and his emotions swept over her like a wave, desire, a touch of sadness about her past, and then a powerful rush of something that threatened to drown her. She leaned against him, closed her eyes and withdrew.
"Can you show me how you feel," he asked?
"I don't know; I've never tried. Do you want me to try, Lawson?"
"I think I do. Will you do it?"
She closed her eyes and expanded her reach. Lanston felt nothing at first. Gradually he began to feel something like a presence, a warm and friendly cloud in his mind that radiated emotion. He felt admiration, gratitude, confusion about her own feelings for him and most of all an overwhelming sensation of a longing that had never known a companion, never been reciprocated and it filled his heart and mind. He staggered and the sensation was gone.
"My God, Sawyer; that was intense." He reached out and held her tightly. She trembled in his arms and he stroked her wet hair. "That was something precious, beautiful. Will you do that for me again sometime? Right now I'm sort of like you were in the tub. It's too much for me, but I loved it and I think I love you Sawyer."
She looked up at him and he saw that she was crying. He brushed away her tears and she offered him her lips. "No one has ever loved me before," she breathed. "Now I have you and Mike and Rawlins. I've never been so happy, Lawson."
Mike was asleep on the sofa when they climbed the stairs. "Hey sleeping beauty," Lawson called. "Wake up and take me home. No, take me to school so I can get my car."
Mike groaned and climbed to his feet. "You've been a nuisance all your life, Lawson. When is Sawyer going to learn to drive so she can taxi you around?"
Sawyer danced at the prospect of learning to drive, and Mike instantly regretted his indiscretion. "Will you teach me tomorrow, Mike?"
"No," he said. "Let Lawson teach you."
"You're a lot better driver than me, Mike. You taught me how to drive. Sawyer, Mike knows way more than me. He knows how to skid around corners and spin cars around so that they're going in the other direction and how to drift around corners and everything. You get him to teach you. I'll do the simple stuff with you, but he's the expert."
Sawyer ran to Mike and jumped on him and wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist. "Please Uncle Mike," she kissed his cheek. "I want to learn all those things. I'll be very good and I'll listen to everything you say. You know I always listen to you."
"Jesus kid: I guess I will. I know you listen good. Now get off me, it's embarrassing." He did hug her a little though. "Now let's get out of here, Lawson before she asks me to teach her how to fly."
He clamped his hand over his mouth as Sawyer squealed in delight. "Damn it, I should just cut my throat. That way I won't say any more stupid things. Well, I just did it again. Sorry about the cursing, Sawyer. Don't you say stuff like that."
"No, I won't Mike. Thank you."
Chapter Four
"What do you mean she disappeared, you idiot?" Dr. Stephen Watts was furious. "She's a child. She has no friends, no resources and nowhere to go," he screamed.
Agent Calston was disappointed in his lack of success and in no mood to be abused by someone he regarded as pond scum. "Watts; step off me and lower your voice. I'm not one of your lab rats or the twisted fucks that work for you. You speak to me like that again and I'll wring your scrawny neck. Just for the record, if I had my way I'd cut your hamstrings and leave you in the desert. I've been assigned to find this girl for you. That's what I'm going to do. I think you've been abusing her and if I find out that's true you're history."
Watts cringed away and agent Brown grabbed Calston by the arm and dragged him to the door. "What the hell do you think you're doing," he whispered fiercely. "You lay a hand on that man and I'll shoot you myself. This girl is a national security risk. The doctor's program is signed off on at the highest levels. The secretary of defense was here last week and we're going to carry out our mission and you are going to like it. Got it?"
"Fuck you, Brown. You creep me out nearly as much as he does. I'll do my job and I'll find the girl, but you threaten me again and I'll kick your ass. Take your hand off me. This man is a monster. He's taken twenty children, injected them with horrible stuff and driven 18 of them insane. One is a monster and one is missing. I've heard that the videos show that they tortured that kid. You stand up for him and you're as bad as he is so far as I'm concerned. I don't care who signed off on it. Whoever it is, I may shoot the bastard in the neck myself. But first I'm going to do my job."
"What part of national security don't you understand?" Brown asked. "This girl is vital to the security of this nation. The information she has could save thousands of lives. I don't care how they get it. I know there are terrorists out there that she can find and we can save lives. That's all that matters. You don't get paid to have morals Calston; you get paid to get results. That's your assignment. If you won't do it, we'll bring in someone that can."
"What part of fuck off don't you understand? You can't lecture me about morals, you don't have any. I think you just proved that. And don't tell me how to do my job. I'll do the job. You just go back in there and see if you can get any leads out of that sick fuck. I can't stand the sight of either of you."
Calston slammed the door behind him and went for a walk. How could the girl just have dropped off the face of the earth like that? They had traced her to Albuquerque without any difficulty. The bus driver had confirmed that she got off the bus and walked north. Then the trail vanished. They had turned the area upside down. They knocked on every door, checked the video on every camera in the area and the police were on the alert; but nothing. Not a tip or a whisper. He had tasked satellite surveillance but there was nothing. Unfortunately, the only satellite over New Mexico at the time had been tasked on a weapons program tracking and there was nothing from Albuquerque.
The guard that helped her get away didn't even know his name and the gate guards had no explanation for why they let her go. Nothing added up and Calston was at point non plus. His only plan was that he was going to start at the beginning and retrace every step. Somewhere there had to be a clue. The guard with the mind wipe was useless. He went to question the gate guards again.
The two men were being held in the brig. He got coffee and candy bars and set up the interrogation room. The two men were escorted in.
He offered the Snickers to them and they both took one and a cup of coffee. "How long have you been working here?" he asked.
"Eight years," the first replied.
"I've been here 22 years," the second said.
"Have you ever let anyone out those gates before?"
"Yes," the older man replied, "we let a security detail through every day. They set up a post outside the perimeter and keep an eye on people prowling around."
"Do you know what we do here?" Calston turned to the second man.
"Yes, we test top secret aircraft and weapons systems."
"Did the security detail check through at the regular time that day?"
"Yes sir. 0700 just like always."
"Did you check anyone else through?"
"Yes sir. At 0930 the security detail checked through again."
"You mean the same security detail checked through twice?"
"Yes sir."
"Did the detail check back through your gate from the perimeter going inside?"
"No sir."
"Then how did they get back inside the perimeter?"
"I don't know sir. I assumed they went back inside through another gate."
"But no other gate checked them back through. How do you explain that?"
"I don't know sir," the man was nearly in tears. "The only thing I know was that they checked back through at 0930."
"It was the same detail? The same driver and the same men?"
"Yes sir. I checked them myself."
"We questioned the detail. They say they never checked back onto the base. They were in surveillance on a group of civilians in a motor home outside the perimeter the whole day. We know for a fact that," he checked his notes, "Jorge Perez and a young girl were in the jeep you checked through at 0930 that day. It was not the security detail."
"That's not possible sir. I checked them myself."
This was going nowhere. Either the two men were lying, and they weren't according to the lie detector, or they had been brainwashed by some technique Calston had never seen before. Maybe they had been hypnotized in some way.
He went back to the project. He found Brown in an office working on a report. "What exactly is it that this girl is supposed to be able to do?"
"Not supposed to be able, she can do it. I've seen her and followed up on the intelligence she produced. It's the real deal. She can read minds. She can get inside terrorist's heads and tell what they're planning."
Calston thought for a minute. "What do they feel when she does that?"
"Nothing, they don't even know she's doing it."
"Can she make them do things?"
"What do you mean?"
"Can she make them have hallucinations? Hell, I don't know man; I'm flying blind here. Indulge me. Those men at the gate are convinced that Perez and the girl were the regular security detail. Could she do that? And why did Perez kill that other guard and why did he help her?"
"How should I know, Calston? Maybe he had an attack of morals. I hear some people have them."
Calston grinned a little ruefully. "Sorry about that Brown. You're still a sick fuck but what about the girl? Could she do that?"
"Not that I know of. Go ask Watts."
"I'm not going near that psycho. He makes my skin crawl. You go find out. He's your new best friend."
Brown went to find Watts and Calston propped his feet up on the table. He was going to figure this one out and finish this job. Then he was going to take a long vacation.
Chapter Five
Sawyer slept late on Saturday. A deep rumble outside the apartment woke her up and the clock at her bedside read 9:30. The rumble died and she heard voices in the living room. She got up and showered. Then she pulled on a dress like a long sweater in a deep green color that Lawson had picked out for her. It hugged her curves tightly and she liked it. She put on cream colored leggings and boots. She walked into the living room to find Mike and Lawson sitting at the bar.
"Good morning sleepy," Lawson called. "I've got breakfast burritos."
"Hey Sawyer," Mike growled. "Rested up?"
Sawyer hugged them both and ate two breakfast burritos. "How come you're here so early Lawson?"
"Did you forget I was going to teach you how to drive?"
She leaped up, eyes shining with excitement. "When can we start?"
"Right now," he said. "Come on, I've got a surprise for you."
He led her down the steps and they looked through the door. A low, Polar White car with a Lucent blue stripe down the hood and over the roof stood in front of the apartment.
"It's beautiful," she sighed. "What is it?"
"That's the 1970 Pontiac Trans Am Firebird Ram Air V. It's got the Pontiac 455 with the bigger ports, tunnel ported heads, solid lifters, swirl polished valves and an aluminum intake. It's a stroker and it makes 500 horsepower and it's one of the classic muscle cars. Want to take it for a spin?"
"I don't know what any of that means, but it sounds really nice. Is it yours, Lawson? I thought you drove that cute little Blazer."
"I do. I don't take this to school or out in the rain and snow. I save it for special occasions like when I teach my girl how to drive."
"Oh, I love hearing you say that, Lawson. Am I your girl?"
"Yes you are. I wouldn't let anyone but my girl drive it. Well, I'm going to let Mike drive it too so he can teach you how to really drive. He's kind of an import snob but muscle always tops import. I'm just going to teach you how to stop and go and stuff."
He led her over to the driver's door, opened it and handed her the keys. She climbed in and he got in the passenger seat. The bright blue leather interior was slick and smooth. She ran her hands around the rally wheel and sparkled with delight.
"This is the one with the automatic transmission. I thought that would be easier to learn."
"What's an automatic transmission?"
"I'll show you. Stick the key in that gizmo there. Turn it forward until the engine starts then let go."
The big V8 rumbled to life that with the lope of the idle spoke radical camshaft that was recognizable to the trained ear. The frame rocked and the shaker scoop vibrated. Sawyer was a little afraid of the power at her fingertips.
"Look down there at your floorboard," he instructed her. The long thin pedal makes it go and the little square one makes it stop. The further down you press the long thin one, the faster it goes. The harder you press the square one the faster it stops."
Sawyer nodded. "I understand. Lawson, can I just look at you and see what you know? That would be a lot easier."
"Now why didn't I think of that? Go ahead, beautiful."
She concentrated briefly while Lawson flinched involuntarily. She opened her eyes. "Okay, I'm ready."
"That was it?"
"Yes, I know everything you know about cars."
"Wow, I didn't feel a thing. Go ahead then."
Sawyer put her foot on the brake and shifted into drive. She put her foot on the accelerator and pressed. There was a loud squall of rubber burning and smoke rose from the fat rear tires as the Trans Am broke loose from the pavement. She immediately took her foot off the accelerator and pressed the brake. She looked apologetically at him.
"I guess there's a difference between knowing and doing," she said. "But wasn't that fun Lawson?"



"You're amazing," he laughed. "Yes it is fun. I do it at nearly every stop light. It drives Pops crazy. Try it again. Easier this time."
Sawyer eased the accelerator down this time and the Trans Am rolled slowly down the driveway. The complex was deserted on a Saturday, and the five miles of drives were empty. She drove for an hour and soon showed some mastery. They entered a long straightaway leading to a grounds keepers building over a mile away.
"Let the ponies gallop," he shouted and Sawyer pressed the accelerator to the floor. The big secondary's on the quadrajet howled and the Trans Am shot forward. At 55 it shifted into second gear and the car slid sideways a bit as it clawed for traction. At 85 it shifted again and the speedometer rushed for 100. She held it there for a moment then backed off and the throaty roar of the big V8 dropped to a snarl. Sawyer's eyes were shining and her face was flushed with excitement.
She coasted to a stop in front of the apartment. "Lawson; that was the most fun I've ever had. I love Trans Ams."
She got out and rushed upstairs to tell Mike about her adventure. Even Mike's jaded ears couldn't help catching some of her enthusiasm. Rawlins came in during the recounting and he couldn't contain his smile.
"Oh to be eighteen again," he said to Mike. "We need to talk."
The two men conferred at the bar while Lawson and Sawyer watched Dragon Ball Z on Netflix.
"I haven't been able to come up with a better plan than yours, Mike. I say we roll with it. Talk to your guy Monday and fix it up. Take Sawyer with you and have your guy forget about her after he does the job. It's too dangerous to leave loose ends."
Mike agreed to set everything up. "Boss, you know I don't work on Sunday. I always go to church and I was wondering if I could take Sawyer with me? I could introduce her as my niece from Santa Fe and kind of get her used to meeting new people."
"Good idea, Mike, but I doubt you can get away without Lawson. Would you mind taking him? You know I'm not a church-going man. I haven't been inside one since Kimberly died, but I know you're a God fearing man. I've kind of neglected that side of Lawson's education. It would be good for him."
"Good for you too boss, but I understand. You're not ready yet, but I'd be glad to take Lawson. He's a good boy, Rawlins."
"I know. Must be his mom coming out in him."
Lawson and Sawyer were having an argument about whether the spirit bomb was more powerful than the special beam cannon.
"This was my favorite show when I was a kid and I still love it," he told her. "I'm going to name my first kid Goku."
"I like that name," she giggled, "but I was thinking the Ox King."
He shouted with laughter, "Ox King Sloan! Wouldn't that be the coolest name ever?"
Sawyer laughed so hard she was crying.
"I hate to break up such a hilarious joke but I need to borrow Sawyer for a while," Rawlins told Lawson. They got in the car and he took her to his office while Lawson and Mike watched college football. He took her in and showed her around.
"I kind of wanted you to get a feel for what I do," he told her. "I also wanted to get a better feel for you and I want you to get to know me better, Sawyer. We're going to be depending on each other a lot from now on and I want to see you like you showed Lawson. He told me about it and he and I are always totally honest with each other. I want us to be like that too, and I want you to know what kind of man you're dealing with. Will you do that for me, honey?"
"Yes Rawlins, I will. Would you mind if we sit down? It kind of affected Lawson and he could hardly stand when we touched like that."
They took a seat and Sawyer stepped into Rawlins' mind. He was a complicated man. He followed his own rules. She had never met anyone who felt quite like him. He was tremendously loyal. Betraying a friend was the deepest treachery to him. He was hopelessly in love with Lawson. Everything in his life centered on his son. As she felt his emotion about Lawson's mother, tears sprang to her eyes. He had been desperately in love. His grief and loneliness were overwhelming, but his innate strength kept his focus on his living son and refused to give in to the darkness. It was so intimate that she almost pulled away. She felt his anxiety about the future. He didn't expect to live long. His heart condition had been worsening and he was desperately afraid for Lawson. He feared that he would die before Lawson was ready and she felt his heavy dependence on her and Mike to carry on his work and make sure Lawson would be okay.
She pulled away and stared at him, tears flowing down her cheeks. "Rawlins," she whispered? "I swear to you that Lawson will never regret being kind to a stranger he met on a bench outside a grocery store. I don't know yet how strong I am, but I will give my life for him. I'll find out and I'll be strong and I'll fight for him. But I want you to live. The world would be so much smaller without you. You have to live and fight with me. Will you do that?"
His dark eyes filled with tears as well and she moved next to him and held his face. "Let me show you," she said.
She let her emotions flow and Rawlins felt her in every fiber of his being. Her goodness was overwhelming. She loved him, he realized. Most of all, she loved Lawson. She was a vast reservoir of love, enough to set the world on fire. She had so much to give and much of it was directed at him, Lawson and Mike. She had never had a friend, never had a father and never had anyone who loved her and she was prepared to tear down the world to keep what she had found. Her emotions overwhelmed his mind and the world went black.
When he awoke, she was leaning over him with a bottle of water in her hand. She supported his head. "Here, drink this." He drank and his head cleared a little.
"I'm sorry Rawlins. I didn't know how much of me was flooding into you. I didn't mean to harm you. I don't think I did, but you had more input than you could take. I'm sorry."
"It's okay, honey. I'm okay. I just need to rest for a minute. That was amazing. Could you do that to anyone?"
"Sometimes. I think I respond to you more because I know you love me. It was the same with Lawson. I didn't know you felt like that about me and I just kind of got caught up responding to you. I never dreamed anyone could feel like that about me. I always hoped I'd find someone. Rawlins; is it possible for you to feel about me the way you feel about Lawson?"
"I already love you, Sawyer. I think you're one of the most wonderful and mysterious people I've ever met. I could love you like my daughter, I just haven't know you very long. You're so beautiful and smart and kind, how could I keep from loving you?"
She kissed his lips softly and held his hand.
Rawlins was feeling better so he got up and she tucked her arm in his as he gave her the grand tour. They ended up in his office and he pulled another chair around behind his desk for her to sit by him in front of the large monitor on his desk.
"Sawyer, I want to show you something. Do you know anything about computers or the Internet?"
"I know what they are. I played educational games on computers at the institute and I know things like word processing and data bases, but I've only been on the Internet with Lawson."
"That's what I thought. When those agents came to our house looking for you they spun some tale about you being a hacker."
"What's a hacker?"
"It's a name for someone who takes information off other people's computers without their consent. I guess you are a hacker, except you hack minds. They didn't mention that."
"I'm not a mind hacker," she protested. "I only do it to people that are threatening me."
"I know honey. I didn't mean anything bad. Have you ever heard of MK-Ultra?"
"No, what is it?"
Rawlins pulled up a web site that explored the details of the secret CIA program that started in the late 50's. It explained how the CIA employed hookers to lure johns to rooms where LSD was secretly administered and operatives observed the effects.
"It would be faster if I just looked at you and read what you know,"
"Okay," he agreed. "Nothing else though."
"No, I won't," she looked a little hurt.
"I'm sorry, Sawyer. This is all a little new to me. I know you're a good girl."
Sawyer felt his loathing and disgust at the program. Her experiences caused the same feelings in him. She absorbed the sordid details.
"That's awful, Rawlins."
"Well, I got to thinking," he told her. "How likely is it that one little girl would be born that could read minds? I suppose that given enough time it could happen, but the chances of it happening are mathematically indistinguishable from zero. Maybe it's the next stage in human growth, I don't know, but I've never heard of it before. Given that and government's proclivity to a lack of morals, could it be possible that they found something that they could give a little girl that would enable her to read minds? That seemed far more likely to me, so I started looking.
I have a lot of contacts, honey. I can get into places that most people can't because I design weapons control systems for the military. I need clearance to do that and I started poking around. You should never do this. I know what I'm doing. I went behind a dozen anonymous proxies. Look at me and see what those are. It would be impossible to trace. I poked around in secret files from the late 90's. I used the name Dr. Stephen Watts. I used Groom Lake, and Sawyer Raleigh. What I found shook me up a little.
It is called Operation Wormwood and Watts is the director. It is very hard to find anything out about it and it took me a while to put it all together. Most of what I could find is the intelligence you provided on terrorist cells. They had to explain how they got that information. If it wasn't reliable no one would act on it. I'll give you the rough outline. Watts was looking for a way to jump-start brains so that they could produce new phenomena. He tested for years on military personnel without their knowledge or consent. Many of them became insane. He was using ergot alkaloids and he finally found the one he wanted. It was something like LSD 25, but I couldn't find the chemistry. He tested two hundred thousand officers for intelligence and temperament in a battery of tests and selected 25. He used standardized tests administered to high school girls and selected 50 girls.
He followed them until they were 21 and then approached them with the proposition that they would bear children with his 25 male candidates. 22 of the girls accepted large payments to become pregnant. He collected sperm samples and fertilized eggs and implanted the young women. 21 succeeded in becoming pregnant. One changed her mind and aborted. When the babies had developed enough he introduced his psychodysleptic compound. Sawyer, you were one of those babies."
She began to sob. He pulled her close. "Be strong Sawyer. I'm almost through. All through their early childhood they were subjected to injections to heighten their abilities. One by one they became insane. They all died. I'm not sure if they died from the effects of the program or they were killed and disposed of after they became useless. Finally only two were left; a boy and a girl. I haven't been able to find much out about the boy. He seems to be very dangerous. They're very afraid of him and the reports are buried too deeply for me to get at.
But there are a lot of notes about you. You were very useful to the intelligence community. They want you back very badly. The later notes describe how you refused to help interrogate militia types, anarchists and whistle blowers. Watts got out of control and the trail goes dead. I thought you might want to know how this happened to you. You are a very special girl, Sawyer. You have very special genes and you survived something that drove 19 other very special children insane and you've become a remarkable young woman. I'm very proud of you, Sawyer."
She looked up at him, her long lashes sparkling with tears. "What kind of monsters do things like that to a baby?"
"I don't know. There are many of them out there though, lots of them in government, intelligence, law enforcement and the military. It wouldn't surprise me at all to find out that there are other programs out there; here and being run by other governments too."
She went to his bathroom and composed herself. When she came back, Rawlins was ready to go. "You like ice-cream, Sawyer?"
"Yes," she nodded vigorously, "I do."
"Let's go get some. I shouldn't eat it, but I'm going to."
He took her to Freddy's and ordered her a chocolate, caramel, pecan frozen custard. When she looked up at him on the ride home with whipped cream on her upper lip, he laughed delightedly. "You're the cutest little thing I've ever seen. Sawyer; you are altogether delightful. You warm an old man's heart."
"You're not old, Rawlins," she said. "We're just getting started. I want you around for a long time."
Chapter Six
Lawson picked Mike and Sawyer up the next morning in the Navigator. Sawyer thought he looked amazing in black pants, a pink shirt with a button down collar and a lavender tie. He thought she looked gorgeous in a little black dress and red heels. She was still very short, but she fit under his arm perfectly. Mike was as impeccable as always in charcoal flannel.
Church was a new experience for Sawyer. The music gave her goose bumps and the sermon stirred her heart. The pastor talked about kindness and she left determined to be more kind.
They went to Red Lobster for lunch and Sawyer had lobster and crab legs. Mike was very good at cracking crab legs and she was delighted with his instruction and very impressed when she managed to extract large chunks of delicious crab that she dunked in drawn butter.
They ordered coffee and Sawyer became very serious. "Lawson, do you believe in God?"
"Yes, I guess I do, beautiful. I'm not a bible-thumper, but it suits me to believe there's something out there watching over us. Life doesn't make much sense without something like that. I believe in good and evil and I know I want to be on the good side."
"What about you, Uncle Mike?" she asked.
"Yeah, I believe. I was raised like that. I've never understood how God could be interested in someone like me, but I'm grateful. I break all the commandments on a regular basis, but I always tell myself that I'm going to do better. You a believer, Sawyer?"
"I don't know. I'm like Lawson. I don't know how life makes sense just being random, but I think God must hate me." Her eyes filled with tears. "How else could he let those people make me like this and do all those things to me?"
Mike put his arm around her and squeezed her shoulder. "God doesn't hate you kid. I know you've had it worse than anyone I know, but look at you. You're so beautiful Lawson can't take his eyes off you. Hell, half the people in here can't stop looking at you. You're the sweetest girl I ever met. If I was 40 years younger I'd shoot Lawson and keep you for myself. You're kind and smart and everything that's happened to you can't change that. Look at you now. You've got the best boy in the world in love with you, you've got a very rich and powerful man acting like your father and you've got old Uncle Mike to look out for you. I think you're just hitting your stride."
"Yeah, what he said," Lawson squeezed her thigh under the table and stroked the silky skin.
She shivered a little and captured his hand with hers and pressed it into the firm flesh just above her knee. She leaned over and kissed Mike's cheek.
"Thanks, Uncle Mike. I guess you're right. I still don't know, but I'm going to keep looking. Maybe someday I'll feel like you. I do know how lucky I am that I found you guys."
"Well, Lawson said, "enough deep philosophy for today. If we leave now we can get home in time to watch the Broncos game."
On Monday, Lawson went back to school and Mike took Sawyer to the hanger and they boarded the Learjet. "Where are we going, Mike?"
"Atlanta, Georgia. I've got a guy there that makes people disappear. I don't mean he kills them and disposes of the body; he creates new identities. I've been talking to him since we found you and he's got everything set up. You've got a birth certificate, a social security number; hospital records, a credit card and the whole nine yards. Oh yeah, you've got a driver's license too."
Sawyer squealed with delight and kissed his cheek. "Thank you Uncle Mike."
"There's a hard part too, Sawyer. You might not like it, but it's got to be done. After he fixes you up, we've got to make him forget you were ever there."
Her face clouded and her eyebrows drew together in a frown.
"Now don't look like that, Sawyer. It's got to be done. There's a nationwide search going on for you. What if he hears about it and decides he can get rich by squealing on us? We can't leave any traces. What do you want your new name to be?"
"Why can't I be Sawyer?"
"It's an unusual name, kid. We've got to get rid of it. If you were Mary or Jane, we could just give you a new last name, but not with a name like Sawyer. We'll all still call you your real name, but for school and stuff you've got to be someone else."
She thought for five minutes. "I like Jack," she finally said.
"Jack? What kind of a name is that for a girl? What's with you and boy's names? All the names in the world and you pick Jack?"
"Yes. It's simple, like Mike," she said. "I didn't pick my name, you know. Someone gave it to me. I don't know who it was, maybe my mother. But I really do like Jack."
He laughed, "Okay, Jack it is. We've already got a last name."
"What is it, Mike?"
"It's my name, Sawyer. You're my niece, remember? My sister's not married so you have my name."
"You never told me your name, Mike. What is it?"
"You didn't read my mind and find out?"
"No, Mike. You're my friend. I wouldn't do that."
"Well, thanks Sawyer. It's Bishop, Mike Bishop."
"Jack Bishop," she said it several times. "I like it. Do you like it Mike?"
"Yeah, I guess I do. It sounds kind of sexy when you say it. Jack; kind of like some sultry female detective in an old movie."
"I still don't like the idea of making this man forget me, Mike."
"Why not? It's not like he's better or worse, he will be just the same as he was before he met you, right?"
"Not exactly."
"What does that mean?"
"Well, it doesn't hurt him physically or cause any pain, but when I take out that memory; it cuts a lot of threads. There are a lot of other things tied to it and it kind of leaves a hole in his mind that he will always have trouble thinking around."
"You mean it will make him stupid or something?"
"No, he'll be the same, but let's suppose he called someone and got a credit card, for example, for me. If I make him forget me, he'll still remember the call and getting the card, but he won't know why he made the call or who the card was for. You see what I mean?"
"Yeah, I guess I do. It's kind of like changing a light bulb with a sledge hammer. Can't you just take away all those other memories too?"
"Yes, but how far back do you want me to go? The hole just gets bigger and bigger because things are tied to those memories too. What if he met the love of his life on the way to get that credit card? Do you want me to take that away from him?"
"No, I don't guess so. Look Sawyer, we have three choices here. One, I can shoot him in the head. I can do that if you want me to. Two, you erase him. I can live with that too. Three, we leave him the way he is and maybe he squeals and maybe he doesn't. He probably won't. No one would ever go to him again and a lot of people would try to kill him, but the kind of payday he could get for that, he'd be set for life. If he rats, all of a sudden Rawlins' life is in danger. Lawson's life is in danger and they take you back to the torture chamber. I can't live with that, kid. I'd rather shoot him in the head. It's up to you Sawyer. I'll let you choose."



"I won't choose, Mike. All of those choices look bad to me. They are all evil and I won't choose evil; small, big or medium sized, it's all evil. I'm eithteen years old, Uncle Mike. Don't ask me to make choices like that." She began to cry.
"Sweet Jesus, Sawyer. I'm sorry. I don't know what I was thinking." He patted her leg. "Your old uncle Mike is a fool sweetheart. Don't cry now; I'll decide. Will you forgive an old fool?"
"Oh, yes Mike. I know you were only trying to make it easy for me. But, I would never ask you to shoot someone in the head. I'll do it if you want me to Mike, and I would never risk hurting Lawson or Rawlins either."
"I think it does the least harm if we just erase him, Sawyer. He gets to go on and live his life and get along as best he can that way. And, it's not like he does this out of the goodness of his heart. He's a bad man. I've seen a lot of bad men and this guy creeps me out. He helps gangsters and drug lords and bank robbers. He deserves whatever we give him. I admire your heart. I would probably go around and make all the people I don't like piss themselves in public if I could do what you can. How come you didn't just give everyone at that place they were holding you a mind wipe?"
"I wanted to. When I was little I couldn't. I didn't have that kind of control. After I grew up I could have done it, but by then I knew that there were people there that had no idea what was going on. There were people that cooked and cleaned and flew airplanes and did paperwork and they had no idea what Dr. Watts was doing. I just couldn't hurt them."
"Well, what about the guys that did the dirty work. You could have made them all kill themselves."
"Yes, that's right and I thought about it. I thought about it a lot. When you were a policeman, did you ever make people do something they didn't want to?"
"Well, I made them go to jail and they didn't want to."
"That's not what I'm talking about. Did you ever do anything like beat someone so they would tell you something?"
"I guess I did. Like I threatened to break a guys arm if he didn't tell me where he was hiding a gun he shot someone with. He wouldn't tell so I broke his arm."
"Did he tell you?"
"Not until I stomped on his fingers."
"Did you like it?"
"I never thought about it like that. I guess I did. I caught a murderer. I felt pretty good about it. I was pretty violent, Sawyer. I had to be to do that job. That's part of the reason I quit. I was afraid I was liking it too much."
"That's the very reason I didn't kill those people at Groom Lake. I would have enjoyed it. That makes me just like them. They enjoyed hurting me and I decided I wasn't going to become like them. I was just going to get away. They have to live with themselves. That's punishment enough. I don't like to hurt people Mike and I don't want to ever start liking it."
You're the best girl I've ever met, Sawyer. Have I ever told you I like you?"
"Yes, Uncle Mike; but don't ever stop. I love you too."
Mike's eyes misted up. This little angel loved him. He'd better start that doing better he'd always promised his mother. He cleared his throat and pretended to be busy with his instruments.
"Mike, I just want you to know that if someone were hurting you or Lawson or Rawlins I would make them kill themselves. I will do something if I'm defending myself or someone I love, but I won't attack people. That's why I'll erase your guy. To protect people I love."
"Thanks Sawyer. I'm sorry you have to do it. Stay innocent. When you hurt people it changes something inside you and you can't ever get it back. You ever hear that power corrupts? It's true and you've got more than anyone else alive. We're all just lucky you're a merciful God."
Clive Darby was a greasy little man with thick glasses in a white lab coat. He let Mike and Sawyer in and glanced up and down the street. No one seemed to be paying any attention, so he pulled the shades and hung a closed sign in the window.
He led them through the back of the camera shop and they were in a well lit room filled with equipment. "This the girl?"
"Yes, the full treatment, Clive."
"What name we using?"
"Jack Bishop."
Darby sat down at the embossing machine and started to work. "She's pretty young. What'd she do?"
"None of your business, Darby," Mike growled. "You always stick your nose in other people's business?"
"Just making conversation," Darby cringed a little.
"We're not here for your brilliant conversation. Just do the job, keep your mouth shut and your eyes on your work or I'll give you a little souvenir," Mike said menacingly.
Darby swallowed and put his eyes to the magnifier. "You bring the money?"
"300 thousand, just like we discussed. Right here in the bag," he toed the duffle bag Sawyer had been carrying.
Darby took Sawyer's picture and it took about 30 minutes for him to complete the work. He handed over the documents and Mike handed them to Sawyer who put them in the briefcase Rawlins had given her.
"She gets stopped by the police and her license is good?" Mike asked.
"They're all legit," Darby said. He checked his money and nodded.
"Walk us out," Mike told him.
Darby unlocked the door and Mike and Sawyer walked outside. Mike nodded to Sawyer and she reached out and a blank look came over Darby's face as she walked away.
"Something I can help you with?" Darby asked.
"No thanks," Mike said. "Just window shopping." He followed Sawyer down the street. He caught up with her at the crosswalk and he could see that she was upset.
"Sorry kid; had to be done." He put his arm around her shoulders and she slipped hers around his waist, and the big burly figure and the little petite one walked down the street together.
Chapter Seven
Agent Calston was having a frustrating day. He had retraced the girl's steps from Las Vegas to Albuquerque. The only people she had made contact with were the Sloan's. The guard was a dead end and so were the gate guards. Calston put them back on duty. The only explanation he could come up with was that the girl had somehow caused the men to hallucinate. Watts said it was preposterous, but there was no other scenario. He needed to talk to the Sloan's again. It was possible that they had been affected by the same issue the guards had experienced. The only problem was how he was going to find out? His cover story about the computer hacking wouldn't hold up when he went to where he needed to go in his questioning. Rawlins Sloan had a top secret clearance so the man knew how to keep his mouth shut. Lawson Sloan was just a kid and if he impressed on the father the need for keeping quiet he would see to it that his son didn't talk.
His best plan seemed to be to level with them. He'd just tell them what was going on. Then he would see where the questioning went. He didn't want Brown along. The man was a Neanderthal. He sent him back to Washington to check on satellite intelligence and flew out to Flagstaff. He called Rawlins and made an appointment for 7:30. Rawlins wouldn't agree to pull his son out of school or football practice and Calston didn't want to play his hand too soon by telling them what was really going on over the phone. He needed to be face to face when they talked.
He buzzed the intercom at the gate and it swung open and he pulled up in front of the house. Rawlins opened the door and took him into the dining room where Lawson was sitting at the table.
"We eat late Agent Calston. Lawson doesn't get out of practice until 7. Would you like to join us? We're having lamb and garlic mashed potatoes with asparagus tips."
"Thanks, but I had pizza."
"Agent Calston, I can't allow pizza to be your dinner while you are in Flagstaff. You'll eat with us."
He went into the kitchen and returned. He made several trips and on the last on the last brought bottles of Little Kings Cream Ale. He poured it into mugs and carved the lamb.
"I'll have to admit this smell is making me forget the pizza. Thanks, Mr. Sloan."
"My pleasure," Rawlins said. "Now what can we do for you, Agent Calston?"
Calston took a bite of the lamb. It was juicy and succulent and melted in his mouth. "I've never eaten lamb before," he said. "It's delicious. I have to confess I lied to you the last time I was here."
"I know," Rawlins said. "We forgive you. It's your job. I suspect you hardly ever lie about personal things."
Calston flushed. "How did you know?"
"I'm quite familiar with procedures," Rawlins told him. "The NSA doesn't investigate computer hacking. I believe that would be the FBI."
Calston grinned ruefully and took a drink of his ale. "That's right. I should have realized you would see through that, but I don't often question people like you. I'm going to lay my cards on the table. You're going to think I'm crazy, but I don't know how else to proceed. I don't want to lie to you again.
"That would be wise. I'd probably catch you again and then we'd both be embarrassed."
"The girl we were looking for wasn't a hacker. She's part of a top secret program I can't tell you much about."
"I know about it," Rawlins said.
Calston's jaw dropped. "How do you know?"
"I have access to things, Calston. You know that if you did your homework. Do you think I would be visited by the NSA and not check out the name Sawyer Raleigh? I know what operation Wormwood is. Do you?"
Calston opened and closed his mouth several times, but he was unable to say anything. Finally he gathered his thoughts enough to say," Yes, I know what it's about."
"Are you aware that Dr. Watts injected children in the womb with dangerous drugs? Are you aware that he continued to administer those drugs during their first five years of life? Are you aware that 19 of them became insane and that at least10 are dead? Are you aware that the program was a government sanctioned drug experiment on babies to heighten their sensory abilities so that they could be used to interrogate prisoners and spy on foreign diplomats? Are you aware that he tortured that girl? That she was starved, suffered long periods of hypothermia, was beaten, sleep deprived and water boarded?"
"No, I wasn't aware of that. I was aware of the initial drug administration, but not any of the rest of that. I suspected it, but I can't confirm any of those other things. For fuck's sake, do you think I'd have condoned any of that?"
"Agent Calston, I believe you are a decent and honorable man. Please don't repeat that word in my house. I've checked your service records. I believe you want to do the right thing. I believe you want to serve honorably. What I want to know is how an honorable man justifies the torture and abuse of children?"
This interview was not going at all in the direction that Calston had planned. He found himself very much on the defensive and hardly knew how to answer. He felt like he was the one being interrogated.
"Mr. Sloan, you do understand that I don't choose my own assignments? I was given orders to investigate this girl's disappearance. I knew nothing about operation Wormwood. I had never even heard of it before I was given this assignment. My superiors give me orders and I carry out those orders."
"Of course," Rawlins replied. "That's what the executioners at Hitler's death camps said. Tell me, Agent, if your superiors should give you orders to torture a thirteen-year-old girl, would you carry out those orders?"
"I'm trying to find a polite way to say, 'screw you,' Sloan."
"How very considerate of you, Agent. You come to my house, lie to my face, try to sell me a story about computer hacking, and question my child; all in an effort to locate a eighteen-year-old girl in order to return her to slavery and torture and now you're being polite? Finish your meal and get out of my house, Agent Calston, you offend my nostrils."
"Look, Mr. Sloan, I apologize. I was out of line. Jesus Christ, this whole assignment is out of line. I don't know what to do. I don't want to take the girl back to Watts either. The man is a psychopath. I told him that if I found out he had been abusing this girl I would break his neck myself."
"You know, Agent Calston, 'this girl' has a name." Lawson spoke for the first time. "Her name is Sawyer Raleigh. Why won't you say her name? Is it because then she becomes a person and you can't afford to think of her like that?"
"No! That's not it! I'm just . . . oh hell, you're right. You're pretty sharp, Lawson. We're trained like that. Never use the name, that way you keep perspective, but how in God's name am I supposed to keep perspective on the torture of a eighteen-year-old girl? I guess I should say the torture of Sawyer Raleigh. There, you happy, Lawson? I said it."
Lawson grinned. "I'd be a lot happier if you'd go away."
"Well, I can't do that." Calston leaned back in his chair and nursed his ale. "What the hell am I going to do, Sloan? You know where the girl . . . Sawyer," he corrected as Lawson started to speak, "is; don't you?"
"Before we answer that question, it will be necessary for you to inform us of what your intentions are concerning her," Rawlins said.
"I don't know. My superiors won't stop looking for her and I have my orders"
"Then we don't know where she is. Lawson put her on a bus bound for Albuquerque. I suggest you search for her there."
"Do you know what this, I mean, Sawyer can do?"
"Why don't you tell us?"
"She can read minds. Doesn't that scare the hell out of you?"
"Why would it? We don't have deep horrible secrets, Calston. We don't have a secret torture chamber under our house where we abuse small children. We aren't murderers or child molesters. What if Sawyer were the kind of person that would never invade your privacy without your consent, Agent Calston? Here's the situation. If you were to decide to attack me physically, I could defend myself very well for about a minute. You're younger and stronger than me. You've been trained by professionals. You could kill me if you wanted. Lawson is younger and stronger than you. He too, has been trained by professionals that would destroy the professionals who trained you in seconds. You look to be about six feet tall and you probably weigh 190. Lawson is six feet 5 inches and weighs 270. You wouldn't last a minute. Does that scare you to death, Agent?"
"Well, I wouldn't want to fight him. He's a mountain, but I don't think he would ever attack me. He seems kind of like a gentle giant."
"That's right, Agent. I don't believe Lawson would ever attack anyone. But should you attack him, be assured that he would use whatever measure of force was required to disable you, up to and including killing you. That's the way he's been trained. But he could attack and kill you and you would never leave this room if he chose to do that, and yet, you're not afraid. Sawyer's case is no different. Just because she can read your mind, doesn't mean she will. So, my answer is no; that doesn't cause me to fear her."
"I think it may go beyond that. I think she can tamper with memories, she can make people hallucinate. I think she controlled one of her guards and made him kill another one. Then she made him take her away from the installation, she made two guards at a gate think they were a security detail, gave the guard amnesia and that's how she got away. That is scary stuff, Mr. Sloan."
"The fact that Sawyer can read my mind doesn't scare me, nor does the fact that she could change my mind. Do you know why, Agent Calston?
"No I don't. It scares me."
"It doesn't scare me because she promised she wouldn't. I believe her. If you could just get to know her, it wouldn't scare you either, any more than the fact that Lawson could snap your neck. Decent people don't snap necks. Sawyer is a decent person. She's honorable and kind and true. You know what scares me, Agent Calston? What scares me is people that aren't decent or moral or honorable reading my email. It scares me that strangers a thousand miles away are listening to my telephone conversations. It scares me that the police can shoot an unarmed man two dozen times for taking out his wallet and keep their jobs. It scares me that powerful politicians can violate the constitution they are sworn to uphold, violate the trust of the people that put them in those positions and when they're caught, what happens? Nothing happens. They keep their jobs and do it again. No one goes to jail; they just work harder to cover it up next time. It scares me that soldiers can sodomize political prisoners, take videos of it and laugh while they're doing it and not go to jail. It scares me that the government of this country can carry out experiments on babies and get away with it for twenty years. It scares me that when one of those babies escapes their torture, they institute a nationwide manhunt and tell people that she is a dangerous computer hacker, and make it look like she's the monster instead of them. It scares me that there are men in the world that will accept orders from men that torture others, knowing that that's the kind of men they are. It scares me that there are men in this city that accept the idea that it is acceptable to shoot and kill citizens for disobeying their orders. That's what scares me, Agent Calston."
"When you put it like that, I guess it scares me too, Mr. Sloan. But you've got to admit that being around someone that could make you jump off a cliff is a little unsettling."
"I've decided you may call me Rawlins, Agent Calston. The same analogy still applies. Just because she can, doesn't mean she will. Have you ever seen a picture of Sawyer, Agent Calston?"
"No, I haven't. I've seen grainy security camera footage, that's it, Rawlins. You can call me Calston, by the way."
"I wonder why that is? Could it be because they don't want you to think of her as a scared little girl?"
"If you could meet her, Calston," Lawson said, "you would see how beautiful and kind she is. She would never hurt anyone that wasn't hurting her. Did they tell you that the guard that drove her away was torturing her, along with the man he killed? Did they tell you that they put a hood over her head and ran water over it to make her feel like she was drowning? That they had done this three times a day for a week? That they did this until she passed out from the near drowning, that they revived her and did it again and again? I wouldn't have been as merciful as her, Calston. If I saw that man walking down the street today he'd be a dead man. I wouldn't have stopped with amnesia. Would you?"
"No, probably I'd have killed him too. What am I going to do Rawlins? I can't stop looking for her. I could resign, but they'd just assign someone else. Brown would take over the assignment. I have to tell you, if he was in this room right now Lawson would have to do that killing. The man has the morals and conscience of a pit viper. If he were ordered to, he would kill you all. There's no evidence linking you to Sawyer. I came here thinking she might have played some tricks with your mind and I could find it out. It was just a hunch. Brown doesn't have hunches. He doesn't have enough imagination. I sent him to Washington to check on the satellite intel."
"Well, Mr. Calston, Dad told you that I could snap your neck. I just want you to be aware that if you attempt to harm Sawyer that's exactly what I'm going to do. If you try to take her back, that's what I'm going to do. If I think you're going to betray her I'm going to ask her to destroy your mind. I'm that serious."
"I won't harm her Lawson. She can check and see if I'm telling the truth if that will make you feel better."
"That satellite thing is a problem," Rawlins said. "Well, it could be a problem. I covered my tracks pretty well."
"What are you talking about?" Calston asked.
"Did you wonder why there was no satellite coverage in New Mexico when Sawyer got off the bus?"



"I know the geosat was tracking a missile test at White Sands."
"There was no missile test. I made it look there."
"How?" Calston was incredulous.
"I changed the tasking. I put in the request and got it changed. I told them I was doing a controls test. I didn't do it directly. I went through a subsidiary company, they put in a request to the Joint Chief's office and they told NSA and NSA changed the tasking. If they look long and hard enough, they'll find the trail leads back to RLK. One of my employees ordered the test. If they crack him, he'll lead them right to me. He'd be a tough nut to crack, but I think we all know the NSA has ways. They might even water board him."
"Maybe it's time for him to go overseas for a while and supervise a project in Siberia," Calston suggested."
"Impossible," Rawlins said. "He's babysitting his niece."
The man in question was sitting in front of a fireplace, his feet up on the hearth and his niece, a dishpan of hot water on a table beside her, a towel over her shoulder and a razor in her hand, was shaving his head.
"Now, for God's sake, don't cut my ears off, Sawyer," Mike warned her. "You're getting mighty close there."
"Quit whining and hold still," she ordered. "You promised you would let me do this, now trust me."
"On, I trust you just fine, Sawyer. It's that razor I don't trust. Can't we use a safety razor?"
"I told you, we don't have any."
"I must have been insane when I told you you could do this. Sawyer, were you messing with my head?"
"No, I was not. I'm messing with it now. Look," she removed the last stripe of shaving cream and bristles and ran a warm, wet washcloth over his slick head and patted it dry. "I'm done." She held up a mirror. "Don't you look handsome, Uncle Mike?"
He felt his ears to see if they were still there. "You did a good job, Sawyer. I can't imagine why you wanted to do that or why I let you, but thanks."
"I've never met anyone who shaved their head before. I've never seen anyone shave and I wanted to see what it was like. Why do you shave your head, Mike?"
"A couple of reasons. When I finally figured out I was going to lose most of the hair on top anyway I figured why mess with it. I shaved it and liked the way it looked so I just kept it up. The other reason was I was in South America and got head lice. That was the first time I shaved it."
"Well, I think it makes you look distinguished and tough," Sawyer rubbed his head.
"Now stop that! I'm not a magic lamp. I guess tough was the look I was going for."
"What do you want to do now, Mike?" she asked.
"Why do we always have to do something, Sawyer? I'm an old man. Sometimes I just like to sit and do nothing."
"Well, I'm not an old man. Sometimes I like that too. But not right now. I wish Lawson were here. He got a dancing game for the PS4. We were going to play tonight but that horrible Agent came. I've never danced before. Do you think you could teach me how to dance, Mike?"
"No," he growled. "I don't dance."
"Never," she asked? "Haven't you ever danced?"
"I have danced," he admitted. "But not like you're talking about. I know how to ballroom dance, not throw myself around like I've got spiders crawling on me."
Sawyer shivered at the thought. "Teach me how to ballroom dance, Mike."
"Sawyer, it feels kind of weird, dancing with a eighteen year old girl."
"But I'm your niece," she said. "Uncles are supposed to teach their eighteen year old nieces how to dance."
He snorted. "How would you know, Sawyer? How many uncles you got?"
"Only you, Mike," tears filled her eyes. "I don't have anyone except you and Rawlins and Lawson."
"Jesus, kid, now don't start crying. I'm sorry. Here, I'll teach you to dance. But we need music. Go get Lawson's iPod and I'll see if he has anything we can use. He mostly listens to noise. What's your favorite song, Sawyer?"
"Well, I haven't been listening to music for very long. Lawson has 1288 songs on his iPod. I've listened to all of them and my favorite is called Sirius/Eye in the Sky, by the Alan Parsons Project. Do you know that song, Mike?"
"No, play it for me."
She plugged the iPod into the stereo. "We need to be sitting down with our eyes closed to get the effect right."
She pulled him to the sofa, turned out the lights and as the opening swelled, she sat beside him, put her cheek on his chest and snuggled in. Mike leaned his head back and closed his eyes. The subsonics kicked in and the surround sound filled the room with vibration. "I am the eye in the sky, looking at you; I can read your mind." When the song ended, they didn't move for a minute. Mike raised his head and shook it.
"Jesus Sawyer, that's creepy. It's like they wrote that song for you."
Sawyer was a little upset about that comment. "Do you think I'm creepy, Mike?"
"Well, yeah, a little bit. Now I don't mean that I think you're bad. You can just do things no one else can. Don't get me wrong. You're a good girl Sawyer and I'd give my life to protect you, but I'm in awe of you and just a little bit afraid of you. But what I really meant was it's like they knew about you when they wrote that song. Now don't tear up like that. I love you Sawyer. I don't love many people. I'm creepy too, in my own way. Most people won't do things I will. I would have shot Darby in the head if you wanted me to. I guess most people would think that's creepy.
"I think I understand, Mike. I'm a little bit afraid of myself; especially when I hear that song. Do you think I could be like the eye in the sky, reading people's minds?"
"I don't know. How far away can you do it?"
"I don't know; I've never tried."
"Do you want to?"
"Do you think I should?" she looked up at him.
"Up to you, Sawyer. If you want to you could just see if you can feel what they're feeling."
"Okay, I'll try."
Sawyer let her awareness spread. People in the offices on the campus came into focus. There weren't many at this time of night and she could feel their urgency to finish what they were doing and go home. A young woman watching a movie in a theatre across town was in love with her companion. She felt Lawson; he was angry and worried about something. She made a note and her world expanded in a rush as tens of thousands of emotions flooded her mind. She reeled with the impact and drew back. There was only Mike and Sawyer and she felt his worry.
"I'm okay, Mike. It was too much for me to handle. I had to stop."
"You sure?"
She nodded.
"How far did you go?"
"I don't know. Most of the state, I guess. Maybe more. Something's going on with Lawson, Mike. He's angry about something and he's worried too."
"Can you tell what's going on?"
"Not without reading his mind. I promised Rawlins I wouldn't do that without permission."
"Well, I guess it's okay," he patted her shoulder. "People get mad sometimes and he's probably worried about Calston being there."
"Will you teach me to dance now? We don't have to use that song."
"No, it's okay. We can use it."
He stood up and pulled her to her feet. He held one little hand and showed her where to put the other. He started the song, and under his direction, they spent an hour dancing.
"I think you've got it Sawyer. You'll be pretty good once you get over this unfortunate habit of stepping on my feet."
She punched him in the chest. "I did not step on your feet. Well, not much except at first."
The front door opened and they heard footsteps coming up the stairs. Rawlins, Lawson and Agent Calston appeared. Mike's gun was in his hand as if by magic and he took three steps in a blur and the gun was six feet from Calston, aimed at his chest."
"You okay, boss, Lawson?"
"Yes Mike. We brought him here. You can relax."
Mike made the "eyes on you" gesture and the gun disappeared inside his jacket.
"Are you crazy, Rawlins? Why did you bring him here?"
"I don't think we have a choice, Mike. I think we can trust the man. We've got to resolve this situation someday. Sawyer can't be a fugitive the rest of her life. Having a guy on the inside helps us. He won't turn her over to Watts."
Rawlins turned to Sawyer. "Come here, honey. I want to introduce you to someone."
Sawyer came hesitantly forward and Lawson stepped to her side and put his arm around her.
"Sawyer, this is Agent David Calston of the National Security Agency. He is one of the Agents that was looking for you. Calston, this is Sawyer Raleigh. This gentleman is Mike Bishop"
"Hello," she stepped forward, offering her hand.
He took it. It felt small and delicate in his hand, like the hand of a child, he thought but her grip was very firm. "I'm glad to finally meet you," he told her. "I've been looking for you everywhere."
"Why?" she asked.
"Well, I was told that you were a threat to the security of the United States. My superiors told me that you were a vital security asset and that you had gone off the reservation and that you were very dangerous. My assignment is to find you, take you into custody and return you to the Groom Lake facility."
"I won't go," she said firmly.
"Are you aware that I have police powers? I have the authority to take you into custody."
"Are you aware that I can make you a drooling idiot? I could have done it at any time. I know who you are. You were following me all the way from Las Vegas and I could have made you shoot yourself the first day."
"Yes, I know Sawyer. Thank you for not making me shoot myself. However, I don't think you will, any more than Lawson here is going to break my neck. They've told me about you. I know you won't do things like that, but we still have a situation here. I won't turn you over to Watts. I'm here to try and find some way to fix this. I want to help you. I just don't know how. That's why I'm here. We're looking for a way. If you want, you can look in my mind and see if I'm telling the truth. Okay?
Sawyer reached out and discovered that he was telling the truth. He was horrified at what he had discovered about operation Wormwood and he was very afraid of her.
She nodded. "You're a very brave man to come here, Agent Calston. I promise I won't do anything to harm you so long as you don't try to harm me or my friends."
"Thanks Sawyer. You can call me Dave."
Mike, Rawlins and Calston sat at the bar. Mike poured Glenmorangie eighteen-year-old Scotch, and the three men discussed possible courses of action.
Lawson had brought his Just Dance game, and he and Sawyer were soon gyrating to Rihanna's, Where Have You Been. Her laughter filled the room and the three men watched for a moment.
"She's just like any normal kid," Calston said.
"Not just like," Mike growled. "She is a normal kid. It was you people that tried to make her weird."
"Not my people, Mike. I never heard of her before they told me to find her. I had nothing to do with any of this. Watts and his goons are not 'my people.'"
"I don't care, look what you do. Look at the people you work for. I know hundreds of you spook types. You sneak around spying on people; you kidnap people whose only crime is that they know something you want to find out. You peep into people's private e-mail; you eavesdrop on their telephone calls. You kill people when your bosses say so; people you don't even know. You may not have done it personally, but the people you work for torture other people on a regular basis. The people you work for gave the orders to torture a 12 year old girl for three years. I don't know how you live with yourself."
"I love my country. I work to keep it safe."
"Bullshit," Mike said. "That's bullshit and you know it. Nobody loves countries; nobody normal anyway. You only love people. A better man than you and me once said 'Patriotism is the last refuge of a scoundrel.' He was right. Don't go all high and mighty on me, boy. A country that tortures little girls doesn't deserve to be safe. I spit on anyone that does things in the name of a country like that. I love those two kids right over there, and the country can go piss itself. I love my country is a mantra for fools that can't think for themselves. You love a country that tortures little girls? Give me a break!"
Calston got to his feet. "You can't talk to me like that, old man."
Mike laughed. "Why not? There are three people in this room that would mop the floor with you. I'm one of them and the others are those two kids over there. You seem like a good guy, Calston, but you need to wake up and smell the stench. Use your brain, not your gonads. You know these people are slime. Tell me about your partner. Brown a good guy? You have him over for Christmas?"
"I'm sorry, Calston. Mike's right," Rawlins said. "You know it. I wouldn't put it so crudely, but Mike's a simple guy. There's the angels and the devils. You've been on the wrong side. I know that's a shock to the system, but your country has been involved in deception and torture for a long time. They've manipulated people into thinking that the end justifies the means. The problem is, there's no right way to do wrong things. How is it okay to inject babies with mind-altering drugs in the womb?
How is it okay to give people drugs without their knowledge or consent? How is it okay to torture people? Sawyer didn't ask for any of this. They took her before she was even born and tried to turn her into a monster. Now they want you to take her back. Your superiors signed off on all of this. I'm sorry, but that's the way it is. I know you're a good man and you didn't know. So help us fix this. And Mike, give the boy a break. It took you 20 years to get disgusted enough with police work to get out. Give him a little space."
"Sorry, Calston," Mike told him. "I get to thinking about what they did to that little girl and it just gets all over me. Just look at her!"
Sawyer was swaying, hands over her head and her pageboy flaring to Daft Punk's Get Lucky. Her cheeks were flushed with exertion and excitement and her brown eyes sparkled. Lawson was resting and watching her. Her slim form was a willow in the wind and he was entranced.
Calston felt his heart melting. The thought of someone harming her filled him with revulsion. "Listen guys, I know you're right. I won't say anything like that again, Mike. It's just like my whole core has been taken away and I just feel dirty. I'll help you any way I can. I'll tell them I can't find her. I'll put down some false trails but that can only go on for so long. Sooner or later we need a permanent solution. They'll never stop looking and eventually they'll take me off and put someone else on it."
"How much time can you buy us?" Rawlins asked.
"A year, if we're lucky. I'll stomp around and look like I'm doing something, but we're going to have to come up with something like a plan. I've got to go back to Nevada tomorrow. I'll try to keep in touch. You got encrypted email, Rawlins?"
"I use PGP," Rawlins said. "It's 128 bit, but if they focus on me, they'll find a way to get around it."
"Well, I guess it's my job to see that they focus somewhere else. Use that big brain of yours Rawlins and think of something. Let me talk to Sawyer for a minute then take me back to my car."
Sawyer was panting on the sofa beside Lawson.
"Sawyer, it's been good to finally meet you. I'm going to do everything I can to help you. I hope we can get to be friends but it's dangerous for me to be around you. I'd like to get to know you better, but I don't know when I'll find the time."
"Do you have three minutes," she asked?
"Yes, what do you mean?"
"If you let me, I can show you me," she said. "I'll let you touch me and if you let me touch you we'll know each other like we've been friends all our lives."
"All you have to do is touch me?"
"No; not like that. Our minds will touch."
"Will it hurt?"
"No, it's pretty intense though. You should sit down if we plan to do it."
"Okay," he sat on the sofa and she took one of his hands in her little ones.
He felt her glowing presence and he suddenly knew the most dazzling personality he had ever encountered. Emotions flooded through him in a wave and he felt as though he had been hit by a truck. His vision began to grow black and then she was gone."
"Holy shit," he exclaimed! "Sorry Sawyer, but you said it wouldn't hurt."
"Are you in pain," she frowned. "It didn't hurt Lawson or Rawlins."
"Well, no there isn't any pain but it was like someone dropped a mountain on my brain. Did you read my mind?"
"No, we just felt," she said.
"Can you read my mind?"
"If I wanted to."
"Can you broadcast?"
"I don't know what that means."
"Can you make me hear what you're thinking?"
"I don't know. I don't think so. I've never tried. I can put thoughts in your head, but you'll think they're yours."
"How far can you do it?"
"I don't know. Maybe a thousand miles? I've only tried once and that was just listening."
"Could you reach me at Groom Lake?"
"I think so. Do you want me to?"
"Yes, I think I do. Rawlins, I think I found a way around our communications problem. Sawyer can put anything you want me to know in my head. She can also check on me and tell you anything I want you to know."
"Is that okay, Rawlins?" Sawyer asked.
"Yes, honey. I think that would help us a lot."
"Practice trying to broadcast, Sawyer," Calston told her. "That would be very useful."
"Who should I practice on?"
"Mike," Lawson and Rawlins said it at the same time.
"Oh no, I ain't a guinea pig." Mike was adamant. "She might fry my brain. Uncle Mike likes to talk the old-fashioned way, Sawyer. You practice on Lawson. He's got brain to spare. My old brain is out of spare cells."
"I suppose that makes sense," Rawlins agreed. "She's going to be with him more anyway."
"Well, I'm happy about that," she said, "but why am I going to be around Lawson. He goes to school every day."
"So are you," Rawlins smiled. "Classes start tomorrow, young lady. Jack Bishop has algebra II first block tomorrow."
Sawyer leaped up and threw her arms around him. "Oh, thank you Rawlins. I love algebra."
Lawson shook his head. "First time I ever heard that. Dad, can she drive the Trans Am?"
Sawyer squealed and jumped back down on the couch and threw her arms around his neck. "Oh, thank you Lawson. I'll be very careful and not park close to any cars. I didn't think you let anyone drive your Trans Am."
"You're my girl, and I let my girl drive my car."
She kissed him and sighed and closed her eyes with her arm around his neck and her cheek on his shoulder "I love it when you tell me that."
"Get up Sawyer. I've got to go and we've got to take Calston back to his car."
She kissed him again and hugged Rawlins. She extended her hand to Calston. "Goodbye Dave. I'll be frying your brain soon."
He laughed. "I'm looking forward to it, Sawyer. Just let me get out of town before you hit the road in that Trans Am." He shook her hand and the trio left for Calston's car.
"You better hit the sack too, kid," Mike told her. "You have to be at school by 8:15 and it will take you 20 minutes to get there."
Chapter Eight
A lot of heads turned when Sawyer pulled up in front of the school the next morning. The car attracted a lot of attention and when a stunning young brunette emerged, it attracted even more. Some people knew it was Lawson's car and assumed that she was already taken. The rest found out when he met her at the door and she kissed him.
He walked her around, showing her where everything was, and dropped her at the office where she got her schedule and met the Principal. He introduced himself and left her in Lawson's capable hands. He walked her to her first class and left for Art. "See you after class, Sawyer. I'm glad you're here."
She was a little intimidated at first. Everyone was very nice, especially the boys and she turned her attention to algebra. She already knew how to do the problems and had her homework done in the 15 minutes she had to work in class. A pretty blonde girl across the aisle introduced herself as Lane, and asked her how she knew Lawson.



They were allowed to talk quietly, and Sawyer explained that her uncle worked for Lawson's father and that they had known each other for years. She explained that she had lived in Santa Fe and Lawson had spent a lot of time there. She had moved to Flagstaff to live with her uncle so that she could be closer to Lawson. While she spoke she looked into Lane's mind to see if she was reacting like a normal girl.
"Why hasn't he ever mentioned you before?" Lane asked. "I've never heard him say anything about having a girlfriend in Santa Fe."
"Pay no attention to her." Brook, the girl behind Sawyer spoke up. "She's been hot for Lawson since the 6th grade. He went out with her for a while last year but he dumped her. She's just jealous. Mark is Lawson's best friend and I go out with him."
If looks could kill, Brook and Sawyer would have been laid out on the floor. "You just watch out for him, Jack. He's a player," Lane said.
"No, you and your friends are just ho's and he doesn't want to catch anything," Brook challenged her. "Ignore her Jack. You can hang with us."
"Who are us?" Sawyer asked. She followed the conversation mentally, trying to learn how normal girls interacted.
"Me and Mark and Lawson and Amber over there and Hunter. Most of the athletes hang out. Lane's a cheerleader, but cheerleading ain't what it used to be."
The bell rang and Lawson was outside the door waiting when Sawyer came out. "Where you off to now, Jack?" He winked at her.
"Conditioning," she said.
"Hey, me too."
He looked at her schedule and discovered that they had world religions together too. They walked to the gym and Lawson's friend Andy was sitting in the bleachers.
"Oh my God Lawson. The hottest girl to ever come here walks in and you've already scooped her up. How did you do it?"
"The force," Lawson replied. "I used a Jedi mind trick. I made her think I'm the quarterback."
"Well, he isn't," Andy told her. "I'm actually the quarterback. He's one of the fat guys down on the line."
"Lawson isn't fat, he's sturdy," Sawyer smiled.
"Yeah, and Andy's the captain of the pine," Lawson laughed. "He keeps a seat warm for me over there when I come off the field."
"That's sad, but true, Jack," Andy laughed. "I'm really not any good at football. I just play so I can hang out with Lawson. He's always surrounded by women off the field."
Coach Weathers interrupted them as he came through the door. "Get dressed," he yelled. Everyone groaned and got off the bleachers. "Who's this you've got with you Lawson?"
"You know RLK's security chief, Mike Bishop? This is his niece that moved up here to stay with him. Her name's Jack Bishop and she's from Santa Fe."
Weathers shook Sawyer's hand. "Nice to meet you, Jack. What grade you in?"
"I'm a junior," she told him.
"You two a thing?"
"Yes," Sawyer was a little hesitant.
"Good, that's good. He have anything to do with you moving up here?"
"Yes, I wanted to be close to him."
"Good, young people should be close like that. Well, why are you standing around here Lawson. Weights won't lift themselves. The girl's locker room is over there Jack. You got workout clothes?"
"Yes sir, I do. Lawson told me I'd need them."
"You hear that Sloan? Sir, she called me. How come you're not respectful like that?"
"Sorry sir, right away, sir."
Weathers laughed and slapped his knee. "Seriously Jack, he's a great kid. Now you two go get dressed."
They jogged to the locker rooms and by the time Sawyer came out they were filing out the door into the weight room.
Weathers walked beside her and Lawson down the stairs. "You ever lifted weights before, Jack?"
"Just dumbbells. I run every day but it's mostly been indoors. I have since I was five and I do lots of body weight exercises. I can do more than 50 pushups and three sets of five power ups."
"Hey, maybe you can get some weight off this big lug. No, not really. I need him to be heavy on that defensive line. But that's a good start, Jack. We'll max you out this week and see where you're at and then I'll build you a program. I want all my kids strong and fit. You willing to work at it?
"Yes Mr. Weathers, I'll work very hard."
"Hey, call me Coach. We'll start with bench today. How much you weigh, Jack? You look pretty light."
"Around 115," she told him.
"You're heavier than you look. You're what, 5 feet?"
"An inch over that."
Weathers spotted for Sawyer and he started her with 85 lbs. She did a set of five.
Weathers laughed. "You were only supposed to do one, Jack. I didn't think you could do that. You weren't bragging about the power ups, were you?"
"No; you want to see?"
"Maybe another day. We don't want to embarrass the boys in here. How much more do you think you can lift?"
"I don't know. Maybe twice that much?"
"Easy there tiger, let's try one plate."
"May I get a drink first, Coach?"
"Sure Jack, you don't have to ask me to get a drink. I want you to drink. The water out of that fountain is cold, but it doesn't taste too good. Too much chlorine. Lawson brings a bottle with him. Go see if he's got one for you."
Lawson did have one for her. "Sorry Jack," he said with a grin. "I forgot to tell you." He was doing sets on the decline with three plates.
Sawyer drank half her bottle and lay back down on the bench. She made the lift easily and Weathers added ten pounds. She made that one too and he added ten more. She struggled a little at 165 and finally failed at 175. Weathers wrote 170 on a sheet of paper on the wall by her name.
"That was a pretty good guess," he told her. "You keep track from now on. You get a new max and you write it up here. That changes your sets and you move up. You're strong as an ox, Jack. You run track? I'll bet you can sprint."
"I've never done it. Does Lawson run track?"
"He doesn't run. He throws discus and hammer. He's very fast for his size but he runs out of gas pretty quick moving all those big muscles. He was second in the state in the hammer last year. He should win this year. The guy that beat him graduated."
"I want to run track too then."
"Good girl. We'll have a track meeting in the spring. Ask Lawson and he'll bring you. Now, let's get your vertical."
Sawyer didn't see Lawson again until lunch. It seemed to her that Lane was in every class and always had something unpleasant to say. She even gained a couple of henchmen in biology. Sawyer was very unhappy with the situation and tired of the heckling and sniggering. She decided it had gone on long enough. She got out the door quickly and Lawson was standing outside.
"Hold my books and my lunch please, Lawson." Her brows were drawn together in a little frown. She handed him the note Lane had passed her. It read, "Why don't you leave Lawson to the women, little girl."
"Who gave you this?"
"Never mind Lawson, just hold my stuff." She took back the note.
As Lane opened her locker Sawyer stepped up behind her. "Lane," she said softly. The girl turned around and Sawyer moved like a striking snake. Her right hand struck Lane in the neck and her fingers gripped her under the jaw while her left hand went under Lane's right armpit. She thrust upward and the taller girl's heels left the ground as she was slammed against the locker.
She gagged and gasped for breath as her hands scrabbled at the hand on her throat. Sawyer had the note in the fingers of her left hand. She moved her face close to the other girl's. "Open your mouth," she hissed, remembering how the guards at the institute had tormented her.
Lane struggled to shake her head and Sawyer gave another thrust. Lane choked again, and Sawyer hissed. "I said open your mouth."
Lane nodded and Sawyer relaxed her grip a little and the frightened girl opened her mouth. Sawyer stuffed the piece of paper into her mouth.
"Eat it."
Lane shook her head again and Sawyer's left hand buried itself in her midsection. Air whooshed from Lane's open mouth and Sawyer thrust her head back against the locker again. "I said, eat it."
The girl gagged as she began to chew. After a moment, Sawyer spoke to her again. "Now swallow." Choking and sobbing Lane managed to swallow the note.
"I don't think you should speak to me again," Sawyer said, "and I don't like notes." She let go, turned away and reclaimed her books and lunch from the stunned Lawson.
"Let's go eat, baby," she said.
"Jesus Sawyer," Lawson whispered, "remind me never to give you a note. And baby? What's that about?"
"I just said it to make a point," she said, "and you can give me a note any time you want, Lawson."
"What was the point?" he asked.
"That you're mine," she smiled up at him.
The lunchroom was buzzing a little about what Sawyer had done and as Brook and then Amber walked by they gave Sawyer a high five.
Mike had packed Sawyer a lunch. He ordered pastrami every week from Artie's Deli in New York City. The sandwich was piled high and a generous dollop of brown mustard applied to the rye bread. She had potato chips, an apple and two cookies.
Lawson coveted her sandwich, but she refused to share. "Eat your own sandwich," she said. "Here, you can have one of my cookies."
Lawson accepted the cookie and as Sawyer was to discover, he was a creature of habit. He brought the same sandwich every day; smoked turkey, provolone and avocado with romaine on a deli roll. Neither of them cared to eat the wretched school lunches. As they were finishing, the Principal came by and asked to see "Jack" in his office after lunch.
She went in and discovered Lane was also there. She stood in front of the girl's chair for a moment but Lane wouldn't meet her eyes.
"I understand there was an altercation in the hallway just before lunch," the Principal said. "Would you care to tell me about it?"
Neither girl spoke. "Jack? You have anything to say."
"No I don't. I'll let Lane tell you if she wants to."
He looked at Lane. "Do you have anything to say, Lane?"
She shook her head.
"I don't know what occurred out there. Do you suppose it will happen again?"
"No, I don't think it will," Sawyer said. "Do you think it will happen again, Lane?"
"No," Lane whispered.
"I hope it doesn't. Now go back to class."
Lawson was waiting for her around the corner. "Did you get in trouble, Sawyer?"
"No," she said, "it was nothing. Aren't you late for class, Lawson?"
"Yes, but I'm the office aide this hour. They don't care. Come to the gym after school and kiss me before practice, okay?"
"Yes, I'd like that Lawson."
She went to Spanish, English II and World Religions where Lawson made his friend Cole move so Sawyer could sit at his table. She attended Geography and school was over. She collected her things and walked to the gym.
Lawson was waiting for her and he took her out the back door and they sat on the rail talking for five minutes. It quickly passed and he had to go get his pads on. They stood and he pulled her close and tasted her lips. She clung to him and his hands moved to the back pockets of her denim covered butt and he squeezed the firm cheeks.
She flushed and slapped his hands away. "Lawson, someone might be looking!"
"Does that mean you'll let me when no one's looking?"
She looked shyly up at him from beneath the long lashes, she nodded, and then ran inside, her face flaming. Amber was just leaving and she stopped when she noticed Sawyer.
"Hey Jack, we're going to Baskin Robbins. You want to go?"
"Sure, just let me call Uncle Mike and tell him I'll be a little late."
"Can Hunter and I ride with you? He's got a Cadillac, but we've always wanted to ride in that Trans Am. Lawson almost never drives it. He must really like you a lot. I've never heard of him letting anyone drive it."
Sawyer blushed again, still feeling his hands on her butt. "Look at you, you're blushing," Amber laughed. "You've got it bad girl."
"You can ride with me if you want to Amber. I'd like that."
"Let me go get Hunter."
She appeared again a minute later with Hunter in tow. They walked out and Sawyer unlocked the doors. Hunter curled up in the tiny back seat and Amber rode shotgun. Sawyer turned the key and the big V8 rumbled to life. She backed carefully out and pulled onto the street.
"I don't know where Baskin Robbins is," she told her new friends. "I'm new here."
"Turn right onto University and then left at the next light on Milton road," Hunter told her. "How fast will this baby go, Jack."
"Lawson says 153," Sawyer said. "I've only had it to 100."
"Punch it at the next light," Amber cheered.
They stopped next to a kid from school. Amber rolled down her window. "Hey Bo," she waved.
Bo had one of the new Mustang GT's he was pretty proud of. He decided to show off. "Hey Jack, line 'em up?" He edged forward until his bumper was even.
When the light changed he got off the line first. Sawyer was inexperienced and burned out. She had to back off a little to get traction and Bo was three car lengths ahead by the time she got it straightened out. When the tires grabbed, the torque of the 488 cubic inches asserted itself and they shot past the Mustang and rapidly pulled ahead. Sawyer backed off at 75 and they cruised at the legal 40.
Bo pulled up at the nest light and gave her the thumbs up. "No substitute for cubic inches," he called.
They turned at the light and cruised up to Baskin Robbins. It was the local hotspot after school and a crowd of boys soon surrounded Sawyer, Hunter and the Trans Am. Sawyer was able to give them the numbers they asked for and she was an instant hit. Any girl that knew gear ratios and how to advance the timing was to be cherished, especially a girl as hot as this one.
She was asked out half a dozen times in as many minutes and was becoming decidedly uncomfortable until Hunter came to her rescue.
"Listen up guys," he called. "Jack's not going out with you. She has a boyfriend and you don't want to mess with him."
"Oh yeah, who?" one of them asked.
"Lawson Sloan," Amber told him. "You know; the guy that won the heavyweight under 21 MMA tournaments last summer. Plays football for the Eagles? Heard of him?"
"Yeah, I know him. About 7 feet tall and 300 pounds? Thanks for the warning dude."
Sawyer wasn't asked out again. The girls all breathed a sigh of relief when they heard she had a boyfriend and they hung out for an hour and a half.
"Jack, I need to go," Amber said. "I've got homework. Will you run us back to school so we can get our cars?"
Sawyer was having fun, but she missed Mike and wanted to tell him about her day, so they got in the Trans Am and left.
When she got back to the apartment Mike wasn't there. His stuff was gone, and she realized with dismay that her things were also missing. She reached out for him and discovered that he wasn't far. She sat down and relaxed. In minutes she heard him unlock the door and start up the stairs.
She ran and hugged him. "Mike, do you know where our stuff is?"
"I moved it, Sawyer."
"Why, where did you take it?"
"Home. I don't live here Sawyer. I have a house. Since you're my niece, you have a house too. That's where we live."
"But I like it here, Mike. I thought we would live here."
"You'll like this better," he promised. "This place doesn't have any elbow room. My place is better."
"Go jump in your car, Sawyer. Old Uncle Mike will cook dinner tonight."
She followed Mike's Lincoln out of town about five miles. They turned onto a driveway between red brick walls and followed it off the road a half a mile. Sawyer could see pine trees on one side and a pasture with six horses grazing on the other. They pulled up to a group of three buildings. Three garage doors were on one side of the house. Two opened and Mike indicated that she should pull into one. She pulled into the one away from the house and Mike pulled in the other.
They got out and the doors closed. Mike opened the door into the house.
"What are those other two buildings, Mike?"
One is the guest house and one is the pool," he said. "Want the grand tour?"
"Yes I do." She linked her arm through his and he took her from room to room. Mike had two bedrooms and three bathrooms in the enormous house. Most of the space was taken up by a huge living room and kitchen. There were deep brown leather sofas, five recliners, a snooker table and bar, the largest TV Sawyer had ever seen and several pinball machines.
"This is where I spend most of my time," he told her. "Makes sense it's the biggest room in the house. Let's walk down the breezeway."
It was very chilly and Sawyer shivered as they walked the twenty feet from the house to the pool. When they stepped inside the shivering stopped. It must have been 80 degrees in the pool house. There was a hot tub, a sauna and another bar.
"Why is it so warm in here?" she asked.
"Well, I keep the pool a little chilly," he told her, "so I keep the room hot. The hot tub helps. I swim every day and warm water wears you out pretty fast. Swimming is about the only cardio these old joints will stand. It keeps me fast and flexible. You know how to swim, Sawyer?"
"No Mike, will you teach me?"
"Sure thing, I'm a pretty good swimmer. Not that fast but I can swim for miles. Lawson is a pretty good swimmer too. You and him can swim any time you want here. One more breezeway and we're through."
They walked another 20 feet in the chilling wind and Mike handed her a key. "Open the door, Sawyer."
She looked a question at him and he nodded. She fitted the key into the lock and opened the door. It was beautiful. Everything was done in tapestry and wood. There were thick Persian rugs on an American chestnut floor, salvaged from a tobacco barn in Virginia. A flight of half log steps let up to a loft bedroom with a king sized bed with a olive patterned tapestry comforter. Thick rugs again covered the floor, and a bathroom opened off the bedroom. Terra Cotta tile floors and a large Jacuzzi tub were inside. They went downstairs. Heavy cedar furniture covered with deep, soft cushions in the olive tapestry looked inviting. There was a big fireplace in front of the sofa. There was a small half bath and a full kitchen opening off the living room.
"Do you like it, Sawyer?"
She looked around. "I love it Mike. Who lives here?"
"You do kid. This is yours for as long as you'll stay with me. For the rest of my life, I hope."
She ran across the feet separating them and threw herself onto him. She was laughing and crying at the same time.
"Oh, thank you Mike. I love it. It's the most beautiful little house I've ever seen. But, don't you want me to stay in the big house with you?"
"Sure I do Sawyer. I hope you spend most of your time there. But I've been a bachelor all my life. Sometimes I get drunk and fall asleep on the couch. Sometimes I have a lady over for the evening. You'd cramp my style and I'd cramp yours. You'll have Lawson over and want to be alone with him and I'm not leaving my own house. You like your music and I like mine. Like I said, I hope you spend most of your time over there with me, but sometimes you'll want to be alone and sometimes I want to be alone. This will be better for both of us.
You know Sawyer; a person has to learn to be happy and content when they're by themselves. If you aren't happy with just yourself you won't be happy with other people either and you'll probably make them unhappy too. Sometimes you need to be alone and paint a picture or read a good book or smoke a cigar; sometimes you just want to sit and think or take a nap. This is your place to do that. That's mine over there. You're welcome into it anytime you want to come, but this is yours and that's mine."
"I understand Mike. I would like to paint a picture by myself sometime and I'd like to smoke a cigar too."
"We'll get you some painting supplies then. No cigars for you though," he said sternly. You a good painter, Sawyer?"



"I don't know. I like to paint, but there was never anyone to show my pictures too and they didn't let me keep them."
"Damn them to hell. Sorry honey. I didn't mean to curse. It just makes me boil hearing about it."
"That's okay Mike. Should I curse sometimes?"
"No Sawyer, you shouldn't. It would sound weird coming from you. People curse all the time nowadays. I guess they think it makes them sound tough or sophisticated. It doesn't. It makes them sound stupid and vulgar. Don't you do it and I'll try not to. Deal?"
"Yes Mike, it's a deal. I saw some horses when we were driving up. Are those your horses?"
"Yeah, I just like looking at them. I like chickens too. I've got about ten of them. They're called Bantams. You'll see them in the morning. I used to ride a lot, but I just don't seem to find the time or energy anymore. You like horses, Sawyer?"
"I think so. I've never known a horse before. Do you think I can ride one?"
"If you find out you like them I'll give you one. There's a nice little mare out there that would be a good horse for a girl. Her name is Misty. She's a bay with a black mane and tail. She's five gaited and as smooth as a Lincoln and quick as a cat. If you like her, she's yours."
Sawyer's big brown eyes were shining. "Can I see her tomorrow?"
"If you come home right after school and the sun is shining, I'll take you for a ride. Something out on the back forty I've been wanting to check on anyway. You really don't have the clothes for it, but you can get Lawson to take you to a Western Store this weekend. We'll make do for the first ride."
"I don't know how to thank you Uncle Mike."
"I do, help me make dinner and eat with me and talk to me."
"Okay, what will we talk about?"
"I'm sure you'll think of something," he said.
Chapter Nine
Sawyer's second day of school was uneventful. Lane left her strictly alone and as she began to get to know the students and teachers it started to feel normal. Her pectoral muscles were very sore, but that soon stopped bothering her and she maxed out on squats. She suspected that her legs would be sore the next day, but she knew it would go away and she would be stronger for it.
She began to practice broadcasting but so far Lawson hadn't mentioned hearing her, so she supposed that nothing was happening. Each time she attempted it the feeling in her head that a wall was weakening and about to fall increased. This was a little frightening, so she didn't push very hard.
After school, she kissed Lawson goodbye and drove straight home. Mike was as good as his word. Misty was a beautiful half Arabian with a black muzzle and a deep red coat. She was very friendly and Sawyer fell in love right away. She stroked the silky nose and fed Misty some apple slices Mike had brought along. He showed her how to put on the saddle and gear, caught his own gelding and they went for a ride. They checked the fences on the back side of Mike's property. They were gone an hour and a half, and by the time they returned, Sawyers legs felt odd. She felt like she was also walking oddly and Mike laughed himself to tears.
"Now you know why old cowboys are bowlegged. Don't worry, it will go away."
It did go away and in an hour she felt normal again.
Friday was homecoming and Mike took Sawyer to the football game. A weak opponent had been scheduled and the Eagles easily won. Mike left Sawyer with Lawson and he and Rawlins went to a show.
"Do you want to stay for the dance?" he asked her before he went to the locker room.
She very much wanted to go but wasn't sure he did. "Do you, Lawson?"
"Well, not really, but I've been to a dance before. I know you haven't, so I tell you what; let's go and dance a couple of times and then go back to your place. Sound good?"
"Yes Lawson, I'd like to dance with you very much."
"Okay, but don't leave me and go dance with a bunch of other guys. All my buddies are going to ask you, but don't you do it."
"No Lawson, I won't. I'll just dance with you. I like your friends but I don't want to dance with them."
"Okay, the ladies are changing in Mrs. Parker's room. Did you bring your dress?"
"Yes it's in the car. I'll meet you at the cafeteria door."
Lawson went to the locker room to change and shower and Sawyer took her dress and a bag and joined the girls changing in Mrs. Parker's room.
She was waiting at the door when Lawson arrived and his heart leaped into his throat when he saw her. Her deep blue dress was backless and cut high up one side. A honey colored thigh was exposed and she was gorgeous.
"Waiting for someone, princess?" he whispered in her ear as he came up behind her.
"Yes, I'm waiting for a frog," she said. "I'm going to kiss him and turn him into a prince."
"Do you know, I think you could? You look beautiful, Sawyer."
Her eyes were liquid in the darkness, blue lights spinning on the floor.
"Dance with me, Lawson."
He took her hand and led her onto the floor. A slow song was playing and he pulled her close against him and they moved together on the floor.
"You've danced before." He was a little surprised.
"Once; Uncle Mike showed me how. Oh, and I danced with you on the game."
"Not like this," he said. She was a bundle of energy in his arms. Innocence and allure in one small package. As his hand slid across her bare back, it felt like electricity flowed from her into him. He held her tighter.
"Lawson, you're crushing me."
"What? Oh, sorry Sawyer. I just can't get over how amazing you feel in my arms."
"I like it too. Only not so tight; I'm not going anywhere."
He threw back his head and laughed.
They danced four more songs, and Sawyer turned down ten others. After the fifth song and a glass of punch, she took his hand and led him out. They took both cars so Lawson could go home and they soon pulled up at her house.
They went inside and Sawyer opened two bottles of St. Pauli Girl. "I know you aren't old enough to drink beer," she told him, "but I won't tell anyone if you don't."
He laughed and they both took a drink. Sawyer shuddered a little. "Mike says it grows on you. He gave me a six-pack. I haven't had one yet. I think I'm growing very slowly."
They both laughed and Sawyer went away to change. Lawson had brought shorts and a bro tank and he used the downstairs bathroom while she changed. There was a gas log in the fireplace and he turned it on and rested his eyes.
He heard the stairs creek and opened his eyes to see Sawyer, dressed in a man's button up shirt coming down. She sat down beside him and snuggled up.
They watched the fire for a few minutes, talking quietly. She looked up at him through half closed eyes. "Lawson, there's no one watching now."
It took him a moment to get what she was talking about. Light dawned in his eyes and he pulled her around on top of him so that her legs straddled him and she was sitting in his lap. He pulled her lips to him and she gave them to him willingly. His hands stroked her shoulders, down across her ribs to her narrow waist and flared at the dramatic swelling of her hips. They slid around and cupped the firmness of her cheeks. Her lips were locked to his and her eyes were closed.
Her shirt slipped up her back and his hands felt lacy panties. They slipped inside and gripped the bare globes. He squeezed and caressed and she moaned into his mouth. His hands left the firm roundness and traced their way up over the lacy panties to her narrow waist. They wondered slowly up the silky skin of her muscular back, raising the tail of the shirt with them.
She broke the kiss and sat up. "I need some air, Lawson. You're burning me up. Come see Misty with me. I want to give her an apple and introduce you."
They dressed and walked to the paddock, hand in hand. She spent half an hour with a brush and Misty shone when she finished.
Mike was pouring a drink when they walked in with Sawyer tucked comfortably under Lawson's arm.
"Hey, here's the two lovebirds. You have a good time at the dance, Sawyer?"
"Oh yes, Mike. Lawson knew right away that I had danced before. You're a good teacher, Mike."
"Your feet okay Lawson? I didn't see you limping."
"Mike! I didn't step on him. I'm a very good dancer."
Mike slapped his thigh. "Well, I wanted to see you in that blue dress, but I guess Lawson got you out of it too fast."
Sawyer's blush didn't escape his notice. "You two be careful now. Old Uncle Mike will take a razor strap to both of you."
"We're careful, Mike. We've talked about it and decided that we're going slowly, and waiting until everything's perfect."
"Good. You're smart kids. I know that. I don't worry about you."
"Well, this is a little awkward," Lawson shifted from foot to foot.
"How about you take Sawyer to Circle Q tomorrow and getting her some riding gear? She needs boots, a hat, a good coat, some gloves, warm shirts the whole shooting match. She can use the saddle she used the other day until we can get out to Circle Y and get her fitted good."
"Sounds like a plan. Walk me out, Sawyer. I'm exhausted. I've played and danced all I can tonight. See you tomorrow, Mike."
Sawyer walked him out to his Blazer and they cuddled for a while until he drove away with the taste of her sweetness still on his lips.
Monday was the day the wall broke down. Sawyer was sitting in Spanish class. Her verbs were conjugated and she had nothing to do. She concentrated on Lawson. He was bored. She could feel the familiar touch of his warm mind. She pushed a thought at him. "Que paso?" She felt his alarm. She increased the pressure and suddenly his mind opened in a rush and she was swept inside. It felt as if a curtain had opened and she crossed over and became Sawyer/Lawson. She pushed again. "Que paso?"
"Sawyer?"
"Yes, can you hear me Lawson?"
"Why are you sending me messages in Spanish? You know I only speak French?"
"Qu'est-ce qu'il se passe?"
"Je meurs d'ennui. How did you learn to speak French?"
"I didn't. You know how and when I'm this deep inside you I know what you know."
"Will you forget when you turn it off?"
"No, I'll always know now. I can forget just like everyone else, but I'm no more or less likely to forget than you are."
"Wow, Sawyer; that's amazing. You're amazing. Try talking to Pop. Let me know how it goes. Don't talk to me like this again until you need to. Someone is going to notice I'm drooling on myself."
"Okay, Lawson. I'm going now."
She rested for a few minutes. She reached out and looked for Rawlins. There were millions of minds out there. She reduced herself until she was only looking at people on the RLK campus. Rawlins wasn't there. She found him at home.
"Rawlins, can you hear me?"
She pushed the thought against the curtain and it parted before her will.
"Sawyer? Where are you?"
"I'm at school. I just made a breakthrough. I was trying to talk to Lawson and I pushed really hard and I talked to him."
"You mean like this?"
"Yes, I talked to him and he could hear me and I could hear him."
"What's your range?"
"I don't know. It's like looking for a needle in a haystack if I don't know where you are. I'm not sure I could talk to someone I don't know. I wouldn't know how to find them. Your mind has a, I don't know how to describe it, but it seems like a flavor."
"What flavor am I, Sawyer?"
"Pipe tobacco, old leather and red berries."
"That sounds like you're describing a very good whisky."
"That's it; your mind is like sipping a very old whisky."
"Well, I'm not sure I like being old whisky, but what does Lawson taste like?"
"Birthday cake, apple cider, cinnamon."
"Well, I guess that may say as much about you as it does about him."
"Yes, he's perfect, Rawlins. I'm in love with Lawson. Did you know that?"
"I guess I did. Be careful with him, Sawyer. He's all I've got that means anything to me."
"I will. Do you trust me?"
"Yes honey. Have you tried Calston?"
"Yes, but not since I made this breakthrough."
"Try him again. Call me on the phone after you see if you can talk to him. This is very exhausting, Sawyer. I haven't your control. It's hard for me to form thoughts like conversation."
"Okay Rawlins. Are you coming over tonight?"
"No, you're coming here. Talk to you later."
Sawyer withdrew and the bell rang. She was too busy with school to attempt to contact Calston until last hour. She had a great deal of difficulty finding him, but finally she discovered him in a casino in Las Vegas.
"Are you winning?"
He looked over at the woman sitting on his left. "Pardon me?"
She looked at him. "I didn't say anything."
"Oh, sorry," he excused himself.
"Dave, it's Sawyer. I'm talking to you inside your head."
"I didn't know you could do that. I thought you weren't going to be able to."
"You told me to practice and I just found out how today. Are you winning?"
"I'm about even."
"Liar, that's what all the gambler's say."
"Well, to be honest, I'm down $150. Say, Sawyer, could you take a peek at the other players and tell me what they have?"
"Yes, but I won't."
"Why not?"
"Because you shouldn't gamble, Dave. You have an addictive personality and it's bad for you. Cash in and leave. Then you can tell me what's going on."
Dave reluctantly cashed in his few chips and walked out to his car. "Sawyer? You still there?"
"No, I was turning in my homework but I can hear you when you call me. I'm getting very sensitive. The more I do this the easier it gets. What's going on there?"
"I'm casting doubt on the bus driver. We suspect he's giving us false information and he knows where you are."
"Are you going to harm him?"
"No, I'm just having him watched and we tapped his phone. I'm just spinning the wheels and wasting time. I won't let them torture him or anything. What's going on there?"
"Rawlins is working on a plan. I think he's looking for someone at the top he can trust. If he can find someone with morals, he'll bring him here so I can meet him and we'll enlist him. He hasn't decided on anyone yet. I'll let you know when I know. The bell's about to ring. I've got to go."
"Wait! Sawyer; if I call you will you hear me?"
"I'll listen at 2:40 every day. I don't think I'm like a telephone. I think I have to be listening. Call then if you need to talk to me. I know you're thinking about going back in there. Don't do it, Dave."
He laughed to himself. He went back in, but he didn't buy chips. He went to the elevator and up to his room. He wasn't in the mood. Having a eighteen-year-old girl dissect your character like that was embarrassing. He turned on the TV.
Chapter Ten
Dinner at the Sloan's that evening was a strategy session. Rawlins didn't believe that there was a political solution. "The problem is that we don't know anyone we can trust. The secretary of defense is clearly implicated. He's actually been to the facility. He knows Watts. If the secretary of defense knows about Wormwood and approves it, can the President not know?"
"There have to be a succession of people that signed off on this," Mike said. "This has been going on for 17 years that we know about. This goes back for three administrations. That means dozens of people have known about this at the highest levels. How likely is it that this president hasn't been briefed?"
"I think it's pretty likely," Lawson argued. "I remember during the presidential debates there were only two on the Republican side that didn't endorse torture. This guy made some pretty strong statements." He opened the laptop behind him and pulled up a site.
"Look at this." It was a report by the Christian Science Monitor. "During a Saturday debate among the Republican presidential candidates in South Carolina, the businessman from Kentucky and the US congresswoman from Nebraska backed the use of waterboarding.
I don't care what they say; it's torture any way you slice it," the president said. "Anyone with morals and a conscience that knows anything about what goes on with waterboarding knows it's torture. Torturing people is not what we do, end of discussion."
"That's pretty plain, I think."
"Don't be naive, Lawson," Mike told him. "Just because he says that doesn't mean a thing. He denied that the NSA was spying on us too. Look how that came out. Politicians cover their asses and everything they say is designed to placate angry voters without ever really doing anything about out of control government."
"Well, what about going to the press? We go to some reporter and spill the beans," Lawson offered.
"I've thought about that too," Rawlins told them. "The problem is that a lot of news departments are government lap dogs. They don't report on situations that the government wants covered up. I remember 8 years ago, the New York Times suppressed a story about the NSA spying on Americans for 18 months until the election was over. The only reason they ever reported on it was that one of their reporters was going to publish a book because they wouldn't run the story. Edward Snowden refused to give them his story because of that. What if we go to them and tell our story and they refuse to print it, or they turn that information over to the NSA? We'd be in a world of trouble."
"I could do it," Sawyer spoke quietly.
"What do you mean, honey?" Rawlins asked.
"Put me close to the President. I could read him and see if he knows. Put me close to an editor or a reporter. I can tell if they're on the level."
"Okay, that's a plan," Mike said. "I don't know how to get close to the President. Maybe Rawlins can pull that off. I don't think it would be that hard to get to an editor or a reporter. Let's give that a try. What do we have to lose?"
"Well, there's our lives and freedom," Rawlins replied. "I agree that it sounds good but we've got to be very careful. I don't want to disrupt our lives with this. You kids need to have normal lives. You need to go to school. We just can't pack up and go to New York or Washington or overseas somewhere. Christmas break is going to be our first opportunity to get the kids away from school. We still don't want to draw attention to ourselves. I'll set something up. I've got people in mind and we'll try the news route. It seems less risky."
"Who you going to try," Mike asked?
"I'm going to reach out to someone in England. The editor of the Birmingham Sentinel broke some serious stories about the NSA spying scandal. The editor doesn't seem to care about the repercussions. I need to find out how we can go about documenting Sawyer's story. We just can't walk in and tell him a story. She's very impressive and that will get us in the door but to publish he's going to have to see documents and records. Maybe he'll have some ideas about how to get them."
"Enough of this," Mike growled. "Let's take one step at a time. I'll make the travel arrangements and you do your thing. In the meantime, I don't want these kids worrying about this. Sawyer's been jerked around by these people long enough. She's going to be an average teenage girl. That's going to happen or heads are going to roll."
"What do average teenage girls do?" Sawyer asked.
"Well, they go on dates," Lawson said. "Will you go out with me Saturday, Sawyer?"
"Yes Lawson, I'd love to go out with you. Where will we go?"
"Well, let's see. We'll start with the Arizona Snow Bowl, then dinner at Cottage Place Restaurant; we'll go see a movie and then we can go to your place and cuddle. How does that sound?"
"It sounds wonderful Lawson. What is the Arizona Snow Bowl and what movie will we see?"
"Ever been snow skiing, Sawyer?"
"No, but I'd like too. I never saw the snow until I came here."
"That's very sad, Sawyer. We'll make up for it. I thought we'd go see Interstellar. The trailers look pretty good."
"That sounds wonderful. Will you go to church with us Sunday, Lawson?"



"Wouldn't miss it for anything."
"Rawlins, would you like to go?" she asked.
"Thank you for inviting me Sawyer, but I'll decline. Ask me after this is all over."
"I'll remember," she promised.
The rest of the week was an agony of anticipation. She went with Mike on Thursday and got her ski gear. Mike highly recommended that she buy her own boots. "I've never rented any that didn't kill my feet," he told her.
Friday, the Eagles played a cross-town rival, and lost on final play of the game. Lawson played well, but the special teams gave up three touchdowns.
Sawyer and Lawson went to Iggy's and got a burger along with several friends and they had an early night.
Lawson picked Sawyer up at nine and they drove the Blazer to the Snow Bowl. He arranged ski lessons and she picked them up quickly. By 11, she was ready for the bunny slopes and she displayed her athleticism as they made several trips. She fell in love with the ski lift and the exhilaration of the descent. They were both ready to quit by four and they changed out of ski suits and back into casual clothes for their date. Lawson was wearing black slacks and a pink polo and Sawyer wore a short, deep red dress and black heels.
Dinner was superb. Lawson had reserved the front room, which contained only a single table. They started with escargot, which Sawyer hated, and garlic soup, which she loved. He ordered the chateaubriand for two. There were two sauces, béarnaise and a port wine demi-glace. They were both delicious. It came with stuffed tomatoes and smoked gruyère potato gratin. Dessert was a pear flambé with a shortbread cookie that was prepared at the table. Sawyer was fascinated by the procedure and devoured her portion with relish.
Their appetites satisfied, they drove to the IMAX and took their seats for the movie. Sawyer loved the 3D glasses and watched entranced as the science-fiction thriller played out on the screen.
On the ride home, she lifted his armrest and slid over so she could put her arm around his shoulders and lay her cheek on his chest. He pulled her up tight and they listened to the new Godsmack album.
They put on swimwear and rushed to the pool house through the cold night air with heavy towels wrapped around them. They played in the cool water for a while and then cuddled in the hot tub until Sawyer declared that she was roasting.
They ran back to her house and lit the fire. Sawyer put on a big terry-cloth robe and provided one for Lawson as well. Lawson pulled a big chair up in front of the fire and she sat on his lap. She got up and produced two more bottles of the St. Pauli Girl. She put Elvis on the iPod and returned to his lap. They cuddled, sipping the lager and unwinding.
She stroked his chest under the robe. She loved the play of his skin over his pectorals. She noticed a dip in one side of the muscle. "What happened to you there, Lawson?"
"I tore it throwing hammer last year. When it healed, it was like that. Isn't it cool?"
"Yes Lawson, it's like a battle scar."
She kissed it and peeked up at him through her lashes as she snuggled her cheek into his chest.
"Lawson; this is the best day of my life. I'm so happy." She cried a little. "I didn't think I would ever be happy. I had given up and all I wanted was one day like this. Thank you; I'll always love you for giving me this. I'll always love you because of your kind heart. You took a scared girl off a bench outside a grocery store and made her feel like a princess just because you could. I'll always be grateful."
"Hey sweetheart, it's me that's the lucky one here. I've got the most beautiful girl in the world, I've got someone that I love too, and I'm so lucky to have you. Every guy at school would gnaw off their leg to be me."
She raised her head and scooted up so she could reach his lips. She kissed him fiercely. She pulled at the belt of her robe, and then at his. She pressed their bare chests together and he could feel twin points pressing into his chest. He pulled her up and his lips found one erect nubbin. He nuzzled the full mound and she arched her back and flung back her head as she moaned her pleasure. A shudder ran through her body as he shifted to the other firm little breast.
"Oh my God, Lawson. That feels so good." She pulled his head more firmly into her and then stood up with a gasp when he gently closed his teeth over the hard little nipple.
She stood panting with the firelight playing over her bare body, then closed the robe, the honey colored form disappearing inside.
"You were driving me wild. It's like you set me on fire."
"I know. I feel the same way. I love your body, Sawyer. It's so soft and muscular at the same time. It's so tiny and yet so full and so sexy."
"I'm glad you don't just like me for my mind."
They both exploded with laughter. She returned to his lap and they cuddled until the album ended. Lawson was spending the night in Mike's spare bedroom so they could go to church together in the morning. He kissed her good night and she went to bed, completely exhausted by the most wonderful day of her life.
After church, they drove to the Sloan's house and Rawlins had brunch ready when they arrived. Sawyer and Lawson worked on homework and Mike and Rawlins watched the Broncos on TV and drank bourbon.
Sawyer had computer trouble and Lawson spent 30 fruitless minutes trying to get it straightened out. "Pop, we've got to get Sawyer a new computer. This school computer is a piece of junk."
"I have a new MacBook I'm not using. Would that do?"
"That would be perfect. Thanks Pops."
He retrieved the new computer and spent another 30 minutes transferring her files.
"We'll use this one for a paperweight or something," he said. The offending machine was put in a closet and Sawyer was delighted with her new one. She quickly adjusted to OSX and purred contentedly at the new large keyboard. It was much easier to type on and had a number pad as well.
The game ended and Mike said it was time to go. She packed her stuff into his Lincoln and since Mike had been drinking, she drove home. They went into his house and he got her a RC cola and a bottle of tea for himself. They relaxed for a while in front of the TV and Mike was soon nodding.
"Time for bed Uncle Mike." She pulled him to his feet and he embraced her. "You're a good kid, Sawyer." He stroked her head.
"Can I sleep in your spare bedroom tonight," she asked? "I don't want to be alone."
"Sure Sawyer. I haven't changed the sheets though."
"That's okay. Do you have an old t-shirt I can wear?"
He found a large Hard Rock Café t-shirt that reached halfway down her golden thighs and she put it on and slipped between the sheets. One of the pillows smelled faintly like Lawson and she hugged it as she fell asleep in the big bed.
Chapter 11
December brought the end of football season. The Eagles made it to the state semi-finals before bowing out. Lawson was honored as a high school all-American. With Friday nights free, he and Sawyer began to date then and spent Saturdays with Rawlins and Mike.
The second week they celebrated Sawyer's birthday she had missed with them on Tuesday and Lawson's on Saturday. They had a minor celebration on Tuesday and Sawyer opened presents. Mike had gotten her a saddle, custom designed to fit her in regular oil, walnut and black. It had the new flex 2 tree and Sawyer couldn't wait to try it out.
Rawlins bought her a CZ 75b SP-01 9mm handgun. Sawyer was conflicted. She loved the feel of the weapon in her hand and it made her feel dangerous, but she was a little afraid of it.
"I don't expect you to shoot people," Rawlins told her. "Guns are fun to shoot. Mike has a range out back and you'll have a lot of fun with this. But, I'll sleep easier knowing if Agent Brown shows up with 5 thugs tomorrow you have the ability to defend yourself with something besides your abilities."
Lawson's present was a set of jade and diamond jewelry. Sawyer loved the oily feel of the big green stone in the pendant and the deep green of the heart-shaped stone in the ring. She also loved the earrings but was dismayed to find that they were for pierced ears. "I can't wear these, Lawson. My ears aren't pierced."
"Don't worry about that. I have a knife," he told her.
She laughed and danced with delight when he told her that he had arranged for her to have them pierced on Friday evening.
On Thursday, Mike asked her what she was getting for Lawson. Her little eyebrows pulled together in a frown. "I can't get him anything, Mike. I don't have any money. How do you think I might earn some?"
"Well, there's always prostitution," he told her.
She shouted with laughter. "Seriously Mike. Do you have any work I might do or do you know anyone that might have any work?"
"Actually, I do know someone," he said.
"Who?"
"You know the big white barn we pass just before we get home? That belongs to James and Martha Kincaid. They have a horse herd and they're looking for someone to ride and exercise their horses. If that sounds like something you'd like to do, I'll talk to them about it. But you wouldn't get paid for a month. Your old Uncle Mike will give you an advance on your first paycheck."
"How much should I spend?" she asked.
"Up to you, kid. You spend according to how much money you have. I'll give you $1000."
"How much do you think my gifts cost?"
"That's different. Rawlins is a billionaire. Lawson is his son and Uncle Mike is pretty well off too. Rawlins pays me well. Lawson can buy anything he wants. The secret is to get him something cool, but something he wouldn't buy for himself. The price doesn't matter so long as you can afford it."
"Could I buy him a hammer?"
"Sure Sawyer. I guess you mean one for track?"
"Yes I do. He has a discus, but he uses the school's hammer and I know he doesn't like it."
"That's a great idea. Let's see how much they cost."
Sawyer ran and got her MacBook and they found the hammer Lawson liked on the Internet. It was a Premium Szymon Ziolkowski Line hammer in black. They found it for $509 and ordered it for next day delivery.
"What are you going to get him, Mike," she asked?
"I've already got it. I got him a new bow. He likes archery. He loves that Arrow show on TV and he's wanted the new Mathews MR6 for a while now."
"Can I see it?"
"It's already wrapped up. Sorry, but I'm not that good at wrapping things. I had it done at the store and I don't want to mess it up."
"That's okay Mike. I'll see it when he opens it up."
"I've got a surprise for you kids Saturday. It's kind of a special present for both of you."
Sawyer liked surprises and she could hardly wait for Saturday. It dawned, cold and clear. She took the Trans Am and drove herself and Mike to the Sloan's house. Mike got out the Navigator and Rawlins and Lawson joined them.
They drove to the airport and parked next to the RLK hanger. Mike led them across the tarmac to a red and white Bell 206L LongRanger helicopter. They climbed inside and buckled in as Mike did preflight checks and the engines whined to life. They all put on communications headphones.
"Whose helicopter is this?" Sawyer asked.
"It belongs to RLK," Mike told her. "We're stealing it."
Sawyer laughed and held Lawson's hand tightly as the big helicopter throbbed into the air.
"Where are we going, Mike?"
"That would be telling. Just enjoy the ride, Sawyer."
The big helicopter rose 200 feet into the air and Mike nosed it forward. The terrain fled by below them and in 20 minutes, Mike called over the headphones.
"Are you ready, Sawyer?"
"Yes; ready for what?" she asked.
"Hold on."
Suddenly the earth disappeared beneath them and she was looking down into the Grand Canyon. The drop and the view took her breath away and she clung tightly to Lawson's hand as Mike flew above the canyon. Huge walls flashed beneath them and Sawyer believed she had never seen anything so spectacular.
"Can we go down?" she asked.
"Helicopters aren't allowed below the canyon rim," Rawlins told her. "We can land on the south rim and we can look from there."
They spent four hours moving from spot to spot and viewing the remarkable scenery. Sawyer's cheeks were flushed with excitement and the cold and her fingers were freezing before she would consent to fly home. The men had seen the sights many times, but it was still spectacular.
They spent the short ride home warming up and when they landed, Rawlins took them out for lunch. They ate barbecue and Sawyer decided that it was her favorite kind of food.
Lawson's party had the Sloan residence full of young people and music. At 11 PM, the guests departed and Lawson opened his presents.
He dragged Sawyer's present to the sofa and sat beside her. "What did you get me, a concrete block?" he laughed.
"A boat anchor," she teased him. "Open it up."
He ripped off the paper and opened the bag. "Sawyer! You got me a hammer! A very nice hammer." He attached the cable and the handle and struck the pose.
"Now don't go swinging that thing around in here," Rawlins cried in alarm. "You'll hit Mike in the head. Not that it would hurt him."
"Hey, we bald guys have very sensitive heads," Mike protested.
Lawson loved the bow and couldn't wait to try it.
Sawyer didn't see a present from Rawlins. "Did you get Lawson a present," she asked?
"Sort of," he said. "It's really a present for both of you. We'll have to go to the garage to see it."
He led the way to the garage and made the two young people close their eyes as he led them in.
"Okay," he said. "Take a peek."
Sawyer opened her eyes and squealed with delight. Lawson's jaw dropped. A gleaming Saturn yellow car with black striping sat under the lights.
"Oh my God! Is that what I think it is?" Lawson exclaimed.
"What do you think it is?" Sawyer asked.
"Well, I think it's a 1970 Buick GSX. Is it a stage 1, Pops?"
"No, sorry Lawson."
"That's okay; this is one of the coolest muscle cars ever made, Sawyer. What's the package, Pop?"
"It's a stage 2. They only made 15 of them."
"Wow, what's inside?"
"Well, it's got the 455, of course, but it also came with special D-Port exhaust port Stage 2 heads, matching Kustom brand headers, a radical cam, high compression forged pistons, an Edelbrock B4B aluminum intake and a Holley carburetor."
"It's awesome Rawlins." Sawyer hugged him. "Can we drive it?"
"Sure. You and Lawson take it out."
"You can drive, Sawyer," Lawson told her. "If it's all the same to you, beautiful, I'd like to have my Trans Am back. I love this car but I love my Trans Am too. It's my old friend and I don't want another car. You can drive this one."
Sawyer loved the Trans Am too, but this was something special. The thought it looked like a beautiful bumblebee. She took the keys from Rawlins and slid under the wheel. She had some trouble with the clutch and the Hurst 4-speed. She killed it twice backing out and they did some lurching and hopping before she got the hang of it. Lawson laughed himself to tears and Sawyer was quite indignant.
"I thought I was going to get whiplash," he gasped. His laughter was contagious and she was soon wiping tears of mirth from her own eyes.
They drove 20 minutes under Lawson's directions. The GSX drove like a dream and when Sawyer opened it up the big V8 threatened to get out of control. The torque was extreme and they were pinned to their seats, as the stage 2 became a yellow and black blur. Sawyer eased back on the throttle and the 455 rumbled along at 85 at a near idle. The road became very crooked and the GSX showed its limitations when it came to cornering. It was state of the art in 1970, but advances in technology had left the muscle cars behind. She slowed considerably and as they reached the top of Mount Elden they stopped and looked out at the dark vista. There were several other cars parked there. The passengers were teenager's intent on romance and Sawyer was feeling pretty romantic herself.
Lawson had brought blankets and they reclined on the hood, warm inside the covers with the heat of the engine beneath them. They watched the stars for a few minutes and then Sawyer rolled until she had one arm and one leg over Lawson with her head on his chest. She purred with contentment and he caressed her glossy hair with one hand. He pulled her up a little and she offered him her lips. She tasted like a ripe sweet cherry and Lawson became intoxicated with her fragrance. She rubbed herself against the leg between her thighs and shuddered a little.
"You make me so hot, Lawson. This place is perfect and you're perfect and my world is perfect."
"I'm glad," he squeezed her small frame against him and cupped her butt with one hand, testing the resilience of one firm cheek through her jeans. "Have I told you today that I love you, Sawyer?"
"No, but you can if you want to."
He chuckled. "Only you, Sawyer; I love only you."
She sighed and flexed her buttock under his hand. He squeezed it in response and she giggled. "I'm starting to get a little cold, Lawson. Can we go home now?"
The heat of the engine was fading beneath them and he kissed her again, gently closing his teeth on the full lower lip and sliding away. She got in the passenger seat and Lawson drove home.
On a long straight away, he opened up the GSX and the speedometer quickly climbed. It read up to 120. There was a small MPH logo on the face between 120 and 0 and the needle climbed past the 120 mark and continued to circle until it covered the P. Lawson could sense that they hadn't yet reached the top end, but feeling that they were nearly airborne and that they were only touching the high places was a little frightening. He backed off to the legal limit. He glanced at Sawyer and saw a huge smile on her face and her cheeks were rosy with exhilaration.
"I love to go fast," she leaned over and held his arm.
"Me too, baby," he squeezed her knee. "Muscle rules!"
When they got back, they pulled the Trans Am into the garage and Mike reluctantly got in the GSX for the ride home.
"You kids are crazy," he told her. "I can get this much power out of a V6 with twin turbochargers and it handles like a pig and it won't stop in half a mile. It drinks gas like it's 30 cents a gallon. It's like riding on top of a bomb. I don't know what you see in these dinosaurs."
"Yeah, but just look at it, Mike. There's never been a car made that looks better and listen to that sound. Your V6 sounds like a lawn mower and you can never get this kind of torque."
She mashed him back in his seat with sudden acceleration and he pretended to tremble. "Slow down, kid. Uncle Mike isn't ready to die yet." He clutched his armrest.
She laughed and eased off. "Coward, tell me you love it or I'll go 100."
"Okay, okay," he growled, "I love it. Now don't miss the driveway there. You're coming in too hot!" he clutched the armrest again as the tires squalled around the turn. "Jesus Sawyer; you're going to make me have a heart attack."
"Well, if you didn't drink so much I wouldn't have to worry about that," she laughed again.
"What are you, my mother? I just have a taste every now and then to keep my old bones warm."
"How old are you, Mike?"
"Old enough to be your grandfather, so you better give me some respect."
"But, you're not at all respectable," she teased him. "You're an old lecher, you're violent and aggressive, you cheat on your taxes and you drink too much."
"Yes," he said with some satisfaction, "and it's taken me 63 years to get this good at it."
"Ha," she exclaimed! "You told me. But I do think you're perfect, Mike. You're just the way you should be. I love you Uncle Mike."
He patted her arm. "Yeah, me too kid."
As the Christmas Holliday's approached, schedules grew more hectic and Rawlins seldom saw his family as he pushed to finish projects and made arrangements for them to travel to England. Sawyer's passport had come, and he had made an appointment to meet with the Editor of the Sentinel. The man's name was Edward Robinson. He had a bad reputation among political types that Rawlins had talked to, but he was highly regarded amongst his peer in journalism. He had won awards and his paper was responsible for breaking the PRISM scandal. There was no doubt in Rawlins' mind that the man had the clout to help if he could be convinced.



He was depending heavily on Sawyer and they rehearsed the plans on the night before departure. He made her aware that she might have to use some degree of coercion to get the initial meeting. She was unhappy about that, but reluctantly agreed to use whatever means necessary to arrange the meeting.
They boarded the Lear the next morning with some trepidation and Mike took off. They landed in Boston to refuel and they were soon over the ocean. They landed at Heathrow, cleared customs and found the RLK England vice president waiting with the limousine. He took them to the train and they boarded at Euston station. Sawyer and Lawson had never ridden a train before and found the two-hour ride fascinating. Rawlins and Mike napped while the two youngsters toured the train.
They finished their inspection and returned to their compartment to find Mike asleep and Rawlins reading a book. Sawyer snuggled in with her head on his shoulder.
"What are you reading, Rawlins?"
"It's a post-apocalyptic thriller about a volcano erupting in Southern Colorado and a family fighting to stay alive," he explained. "There's a young lady in it that you would like, Sawyer. Want to read it when I'm finished?"
"Yes, I'd like that," she said. "We are reading a book by that author in English class about a man that is trying to survive after the economy collapses in America. He is in rural Kansas and it's a pretty grim situation."
The train arrived in Birmingham and they got off at Snow Hill. They checked into their Hotel and Mike and Lawson left to make sure everything was ready at the meeting site. They had arranged to meet Robinson at another hotel nearby and had rented the whole floor going though three shell corporations that Rawlins had set up just for that purpose. At 2 PM, they left for the meeting.
Chapter 12
Rawlins sat alone in a darkened room. The shades were pulled and he was an indistinguishable form, sitting in a chair. Robinson knocked at the door and was told to enter. He stopped in the doorway.
"What's with the cheap theatrics?" he asked.
Sawyer was waiting in the next room and she reached out and touched Robinson for the first time. He discovered that he felt comfortable with the situation and that he wanted to go inside and talk with this man.
Rawlins pointed out a chair with a laser pointer and Robinson sat down.
"Who are you, and why all the cloak and dagger?" he asked.
"It's not important who I am right now," Rawlins spoke through a voice modulator. "I have a question for you. Do you believe it's possible to read someone's mind?"
"No, I don't. Why do you ask?"
"I want you to think for a minute. What do you have in your right front pocket?"
Robinson felt around. "Okay, I'll play along, what do I have?"
"Sawyer? Can you tell what he has?"
"Yes, Rawlins. He has a lighter, some keys, a money clip and a note. Hold on a minute." She concentrated for a second. "Rawlins, it's a note from his lover. He's gay and his lover's name is George Thompson. He works for the city of Birmingham."
"You have a lighter, some keys, a money clip and a note in your pocket. The note is from a man named Thompson. Do you want me to describe your relationship?"
Robinson leaped to his feet. "How could you possible know that?" He discovered that he wanted to sit back down. He resumed his seat. "Are you saying you can read my mind?"
"No I can't. However, I'm in touch with someone who can. Figure out a test. Tell me what it is and we'll take it."
Robinson's mind was whirling. He collected his thoughts. How could this man possibly know about George? They had carefully concealed their relationship. Even his own reporters and family didn't know.
"Okay," he said, "where do I keep the papers from the PRISM leak we reported on last year?" That would stump the man. He didn't dare allow the documents anywhere near the paper. MI6 had seized dozens of computers from their offices at the request of the NSA to try to suppress the story and he had carefully concealed the documents.
"Sawyer, can you tell?"
"Hold on a minute. He keeps them in a bank in Zurich Switzerland called Schweizer Banken. The box number is 1147."
Rawlins repeated the information Sawyer gave him. Again, Robinson leaped up, but as quickly seated himself.
"Okay, that's a pretty good trick. Why are you telling me this?"
"Would you like to meet the person who gave me the information?"
"Okay, I'll bite. Who is he?"
"She, Sawyer is a she, very much a she."
"Sawyer, are you ready honey?"
She took a deep breath, opened the connecting door and went in. She took a seat beside Rawlins.
"Hello Mr. Robinson. My name is Sawyer Raleigh. Thank you for agreeing to meet with me."
"We'll see how much of a pleasure it's going to be. How did you know those things?"
"That's a long story, Mr. Robinson. Do you want to hear it?"
"Not really," Robinson said. "I still think this is some kind of a parlor trick."
"Let me show you it's not," she said. "Mr. Robinson, are you aware that the bottom of your left shoe is on fire?"
He looked down at his feet. To his horror, it was true. He leaped up and stomped his foot on the floor. The flames refused to die. He began to smell burning flesh and fabric and he frantically ripped the shoe from his foot. Suddenly it was no longer on fire. He glared at it in the dim light. It seemed to be the same as when he had put it on this morning. He sniffed it. He could smell leather and sweat, but there wasn't a hint of smoke. It burst into flamed in his hands and he dropped it with an oath. It went out again and he cautiously picked it up. He sniffed again with the same results.
He grinned ruefully. "It was never on fire, was it?"
"No," Sawyer said. "I made you think it was by putting that thought in your mind."
"Good God! How did you do it?"
"I'll let my friend tell you the first part," she said. "I'm sorry for making you do that, Mr. Robinson. I didn't see any other way of getting you to believe me."
"You could have just told me."
"Would you have believed me had I just told you?"
He shook his head and grinned again. "No, I don't guess I would have. I still have trouble believing it."
"Mr. Robinson, are you aware that your underwear are soaked in acid?" she asked.
He leaped up and clutched his groin. He felt nothing. He collapsed in his chair with laughter. "That's pretty good, young lady. I give up. I believe you. Please don't soak my underwear with acid."
She chuckled. "I won't. I just wanted to make sure we had your attention."
"It is undivided," he said. "Please proceed."
Rawlins outlined the beginning of the story. "Are you aware that in the late 1950's the US Government began testing psychoactive drugs on its employees?"
"You mean like MK Ultra?"
"Yes, but that's not the extent of the program. The department of defense was very interested in what they called "enhanced interrogation techniques." They administered these drugs to people they were interrogating with mixed success. Over the years they refined the process until they discovered which drugs were successful in what doses.
In the late eighties, they hired a medical researcher and chemist named Dr. Stephan Watts. He had come to the NSA with the proposal that they were administering the drugs to the wrong party. The information they were getting was unreliable. Given enough drugs and enough torture, the detainees would confess to anything to make the nightmare stop. What if they could heighten the sensitivity of the interrogator instead?
They tried many things without success. The drugs either didn't work or drove the subject mad. Dr. Watts found an ergot alkaloid that worked. When he administered it, the subjects, usually military personnel or NSA interrogators, were able to gain abilities initially, but the side effects soon drove them mad. They became dangerous and delusional and had to be restrained. I believe they were eventually killed, though I can't prove that yet.
Dr. Watts then began to experiment with children on the theory that their minds would be more flexible and tolerant of the alkaloids. This was true, but it merely delayed the descent into madness. Younger children were more resilient than older ones so he believed that if he could only introduce the changes at an early enough age, he could produce a stable personality.
He found military personnel of high intelligence and adaptability. He tested high school girls and came up with his candidates. He harvested eggs and sperm. Eventually he produced 21 children. He gave them the first injection in the womb. He continued through early childhood and found promising results. The children were able to sense emotions and as they grew older and more comfortable with their abilities he hoped they would be able to sense thoughts as well.
This proved to be true. But the adverse effects were horrible. Most of the children were unable to control the input they received and were driven mad by sensory overload. They died one by one until only two were left, a boy and a girl. I don't know anything about the boy. He is kept at a top secret installation at Groom Lake in Nevada in isolation. Sawyer is the girl. She was able to survive because she can choose not to receive at all, or to receive only what she wants to hear.
Robinson had been listening with growing horror. "Bloody hell, man! This is the story of a lifetime, maybe the story of the century. Can you prove any of this?
"Yes, a great deal of it. There are records, but they're carefully sealed away. What kind of proof do you need?"
"Well, I don't know. I'll have to think about it. If you could prove it though: God what a story."
Sawyer had been sitting quietly but now she spoke up. "Mr. Robinson, I understand you're a newspaper man. I understand why you're excited, but I'm not a story. I'm a eighteen-year-old girl. I go to school and I have a horse and a car. I like skiing and painting and dancing and music. I love my friends and most of all I love one boy and I've been a prisoner all my life.
Sobs began to shake her small form. "Do you know what those people did to me? When I was eight years old, they took me into a room where they were holding a man. They asked me to look at him. I mean look at his mind. It was horrible. He was a monster. He had killed hundreds of people and planned to kill thousands more. He had sodomized little boys and raped little girls. He looked at me and I could see the things he wanted to do to me. It made me feel all dirty inside. I collapsed and they carried me away. When I could stand up again they told me to go back and do it again. I refused and they beat me with rubber hoses until I went. I was eight years old, Mr. Robinson. They beat me with rubber clubs, starved me, kept me in the cold, naked and hungry and shocked me with electricity. They gave me drugs and poured water over my face. I believe they called it waterboarding. They put me in a tiny box in a hot room and kept me there for days until I was smeared with my own feces. They kept me from sleeping until I went insane. I got away and they've been chasing me ever since, and if they get me back they'll go on until they kill me. I'm not a story, Mr. Robinson. I'm a eighteen-year-old girl. I'm a person, Mr. Robinson and I've lived all my life like a rat in the sewer. For two months, I've been able to finally know what it's like to have someone love me. Three people took me into their hearts and showed me what life is supposed to be like. Sooner or later the people who made me are going to find me and turn me into that rat again and it's going to be a million times worse because now I know what love is."
She broke down completely and Rawlins quickly moved to hug her sobbing form to him. She sank her face into his chest and felt his tears drop on her cheek.
Robinson sat stunned into immobility. Tears were running down his own cheeks.
"Let me show you Mr. Robinson. Let me show you my story?" she asked.
He nodded and felt her presence surround him. Her desperate fear of loneliness filled his mind. He could feel her deep reservoir of love and compassion and her honesty and frantic need for his understanding. He saw the horror of an adolescent girl and the pain of her life and the glow she now knew and her desperate fear of losing it. He was sobbing uncontrollably himself, and the floor came up and hit him and he knew no more.
He awoke lying on a sofa in that same darkened room. The two dim figures had become one as they clung to each other and he heard the man comforting Sawyer with quiet words.
He sat up. "Sawyer, I'm awake now. Sweet Mary Mother of Jesus, I swear that by all the gods there are that we are going to make those men pay. I'm a professional cynic, Sawyer. It's my job. It's who I am. I was thinking about the story. That's the problem with being a reporter. You report the news and forget that there are real people whose lives are those stories. I'm going to try to never forget that again. I know you aren't a story, Sawyer. From now on, you're my little sister and that's the way I'm going to treat you. I'm going to report this like I would report it if you were my little sister. Jesus, I've never felt anything like that in my life."
Sawyer had regained some measure of composure and she nodded. "Thank you, Mr. Robinson. What will you do?"
"I haven't the foggiest notion. I know everything you told me is true, but unless you can do that to the whole world, it doesn't matter what I know. It only matters what I can prove. We need documents. We need witnesses. We need records and pictures. Can you get any of that?"
"Maybe we can," Rawlins told him. "We have a man on the inside of the NSA that is helping us. Sawyer knows things, and she can find anything out. She can help us get those things but it will be dangerous. Powerful people won't want this coming out. The secretary of defense is involved. He at least knows about it. There are a lot of people who will go down that will fight to keep that from happening. Operation Wormwood is going to open a lot of eyes around the world to what a lot of powerful people are really up to. It's going to get hot, and we're in the kitchen. Another thing: We can't let anyone know that Sawyer can do what she can do. Every government in the world would want to get their hands on her. We have to make them think the experiment failed. They would kill her if they couldn't get their hands on her. She wouldn't be safe anywhere in the world. Swear you won't tell Robinson. Sawyer, make sure he's telling the truth."
"My God man, I'd never tell her secret. I'm not a monster. You have my permission to make me forget Sawyer."
"No, I believe you. I won't do that. I'm going to trust you."
"I swear to God you won't regret it. I'll make a list of the kinds of things we need," Robinson said. "How will I get in touch with you? I don't even know your name."
"It's not that I don't trust you," Rawlins told him. "But I'm hiding Sawyer. I can't afford for anyone to find out where I'm hiding her. If they take you, you don't know anything. The way you are going to get in touch with us is that every day at noon, Greenwich Mean Time, Sawyer will be listening. Go to your home. She needs to know where you are when you call. Think her name and she can talk to you. You can tell her anything we need to know. We're going to leave now, Robinson. Stay here for 30 minutes, then you can go. Okay?"
"Yes, but I have a favor to ask. Can I see you Sawyer? Can I see what you look like?"
"Yes, let my friend leave first and then you can turn on the light. But I want you to know that I'm going to fog that memory. I'm going to have different hair and different colored eyes. I'm in disguise right now and I won't give that away. You'll see me like I really look when I'm myself."
"That's what I want," he said.
Rawlins left the room and Sawyer switched on a lamp. She stood in the light and Robinson stared. She looked like someone's fantasy. Her long blonde hair floated around her, framing the face of a fairy princess. Enormously long lashes lined liquid brown eyes and her skin looked like it had been touched by the sun. She was very small, but her neck was long and slender and delicate. High breasts sat proudly and her hips flared dramatically into the curves of a woman. Long legs tapered to tiny feet and the light went out.
Robinson breathed. "My God, Sawyer; you're beautiful!"
"Thanks Mr. Robinson, but we both know your tastes run to tall brunettes with skinny butts."
He laughed for a long minute. "You are amazing. I'm going to help you Sawyer. Go to your friend before you make me think my face is melting. Be careful young lady. It's going to get rough."
Chapter 13
The secretary of defense was getting impatient. There was no progress on Wormwood and the girl seemed to have vanished off the face of the earth. He instructed the director of homeland security to assign another team to the case. They would be assigned to work under the NSA team and interface with the FBI and local law enforcement to expand the search grid. Twelve men were assigned and Calston was hard pressed to find false trails to send them down.
Agent Wilson Spalding was a former federal marshal and he knew how to do police work. Something wasn't right about this investigation, he told himself. It had the smell of an inside job. He was assigned to check backgrounds of all facility employees to see if he could turn up some connection between the subject's escape and any help she may have received.
He spent two weeks questioning everyone involved. He traced their movements and checked records. No one had left the facility since the subject escaped. There was nothing. He expanded his search. The only people who came and went were the NSA team and he tracked their movements. Agent Brown had been to Washington three times. Agent Calston had been there five times and he traveled to Albuquerque twice and Flagstaff three times. The Flagstaff trips hung in Spalding's mind. They knew the facts about Flagstaff. The subject had contacted two people there, but their story checked out. They knew that the subject had persuaded the boy to purchase a bus ticket to Albuquerque, that she had boarded the bus and that she had arrived in Albuquerque. What was Calston doing in Flagstaff?
He checked schedules and found that Calston planned to return to Flagstaff next week. He would be waiting. He informed Calston that he had been recalled to Washington and boarded a plane for Flagstaff. He checked into a hotel and waited for Calston to arrive.
"Sawyer? Are you listening? This is Dave, hello?" Calston was boarding a flight in Las Vegas. He had documents and video footage he needed to turn over to Rawlins who was forwarding them on to Robinson.
"I can hear you Dave, what is it?"
"I'm on flight 1017. I'll get in at Flagstaff at 12:30."
"Okay, thanks Dave. I'll let Mike know. He's going to pick you up."
"Okay, see you this afternoon maybe?"
"Maybe, I'll come over to Lawson's after school. I have a parent/teacher conference after school. Rawlins is going with me. See you then."
Calston found his seat and napped during the short flight. When he arrived in Flagstaff he collected his bag and walked outside. Mike was waiting for him and they stopped at Starbuck's for a cup of coffee.
"Rawlins won't be back until after five," Mike told him. "He's going to a parent/teacher conference with Sawyer."
"I know, I talked to her earlier. How come you didn't go?"
"I was picking up some idiot at the airport," Mike grinned. "Sawyer wanted me to go, but schools give me the creeps. I feel like they know I cheated my way through the first time. I keep expecting to get detention."
Calston laughed. "I know what you mean."
"This is Sawyer's first report card. She's very excited about it. I keep track of how she's doing on the web site they have. That girl is smart, Calston. I don't think she's missed a point in a single class yet. Some of them she has more than a hundred percent."



"Spoken like a proud father," Calston joked.
"Uncle, not father; and I am proud of her. I wish I was her father."
"I'm proud of her too. She's getting really good at the mind tricks Mike. I can get hold of her anytime I need to talk to her. All I have to do is think her name and she hears me. You ever talk to her like that?"
"No I don't. To tell you the truth, it scares the shit out of me Calston. I don't want her to see that. It might upset her or make her think I don't like her or something. I wouldn't want to cause that little girl a minute's worry. I'm an old fashioned guy. I like the old fashioned way of talking."
"I guess I do to. But having her touch you like that is like getting hit by a thunderbolt. It scares the hell out of you, but you feel like you're supercharged afterward."
They got a refill and a muffin and relaxed for a while.
Wilson Spalding sat outside Starbucks in a rented van. He didn't know the man that had picked Calston up. He was driving a black Lincoln and they were taking their time. He was patient. He'd earned his chops on a lot of stakeouts like this. He wished he could get a cup of coffee. Bastards inside were enjoying theirs.
The two men came out and got in the car and Spalding waited until they were a block ahead before pulling out. He had placed a tracking device under the Lincoln and they weren't getting away. Better to stay back and not risk being spotted. The Lincoln stopped and Spalding pulled into a parking spot across the street. They were going into a restaurant, for God's sake. Spalding was hungry himself, so he drove though Taco Bell. He ate and waited.
Just after five, they got in the Lincoln and drove away. Spalding followed the blip on his tracking screen. They drove into a residential neighborhood and Spalding closed in until he could get a visual. They stopped at a large house and waited a moment while the gate opened and pulled in.
Spalding parked down the street and punched in the location on his GPS. The address sounded familiar and he checked his file. It belonged to Rawlins Sloan. What the hell was going on?
He waited and soon a Blazer pulled up at the gate and went in. He was too far away to see the driver's face, but the size told him that it was probably Sloan's kid.
A yellow and black sports car approached from the opposite direction. It slowed at the gate, but turned into a driveway on the opposite side of the street. He turned back to watching the gate.
Lawson was playing Madden with Mike and Rawlins was cooking dinner. "Where's Sawyer?" Mike asked him.
"I don't know what could be keeping her. She was going to her locker and then coming here. Maybe she's talking to one of her friends.
He felt something nagging at him. It came into focus.
"Rawlins? Can you hear me?"
"Yes honey. Where are you?"
"I'm sitting across the street in the Jones' driveway."
"Why? What are you doing?"
"They aren't home, but someone's here."
"What do you mean? Who's here?"
"There's a man sitting in a van down the street. He's an agent. He's following Dave. He followed Mike and Dave from the airport."
Rawlins could feel her growing panic. "Sawyer, it's going to be okay. Calm down, honey. I'm going to send Lawson to you. He'll take the Navigator out the back gate and circle around a couple of blocks. He'll come up the alley behind the Jones' house. Leave your car and walk through their back yard to the alley. He'll bring you back here through the back gate and we'll figure out what we're going to do. Do you understand?"
"Yes, I'll be waiting."
Rawlins quickly explained the situation and Lawson ran outside and went to get Sawyer. When he pulled up to the gate, she was waiting. She was trembling and crying.
"Lawson, they've found me! They're going to take me back. Please don't let them take me back. I can't go back Lawson. I'd rather die."
He pulled her across the seat and into his lap. He crushed her to his chest and buried her face in his chest. He held her for a second and then lifted her face and kissed her.
"No one is taking you anywhere except me. Sawyer, I'm going to kill that man. First, I'm going to take you to Mike. There isn't a man on the planet that can take you away from Mike. Calston is in there and Pop is there. You don't have to be afraid. It's just one man. Does he have anyone else with him?"
She concentrated for a moment. "No, he's alone. No one else even knows he's here."
"Okay, you're safe now. I'm going to drive you home. Slide down and put your head in my lap. No one will see you. You're safe. okay?"
She nodded and slid down. She clutched his leg tightly.
"Sawyer, I need that leg to drive."
She loosened her grip and he retraced his route to the back of his house. She clung to him as they went inside and wouldn't let go when he sat on the couch. She climbed onto his lap and wouldn't let him go.
"Sawyer, we've come up with a plan, but we need your help. Look at me," Rawlins said.
She raised her tear streaked face. "What is it?"
"Can you erase him?"
"What do you mean?"
"Whatever you did to that guard at Groom Lake, can you do that to this man?"
"Yes, but what then? Why is he here? Someone will find him wondering around and when they find out who he is they are going to wonder why he's here. They'll find out Dave was here and they'll find me. They'll find out you were hiding me and we'll all be killed."
She sobbed uncontrollably. Lawson squeezed her tightly. "That's not going to happen. Sawyer, get hold of yourself!" He shook her a little.
"I'm sorry Lawson. I'm just so afraid. I'll do better. I need a tissue."
She used several and then she got off Lawson's lap and sat beside him on the couch. She wouldn't turn loose of his hand.
"Okay, I'm better now. Think of a different plan, Rawlins."
"I have a plan," Mike said. "How about I go out there and shoot him in the face, take him to my place and bury him in the hill?"
"I like that plan," Lawson said.
"You can't just murder the man," Calston objected. "He's just doing his job."
Mike turned on him. "I did pick up an idiot from the airport. Don't you get it Calston? His job is to kidnap Sawyer, maybe kill us all to do it and take her back to Nevada so Watts can torture her. Wake up man! Self-defense isn't murder. It's him or us."
"You're right. I know it. It's just that a few months ago that would have been me sitting out there."
"Yes and if it was I'd be burying you in the hill tonight. Thank God it's not."
"We can't bury him in the hill," Rawlins said. "You can't shoot him either, Mike."
"Watch me."
"No, your gun is registered. You've shot people with it before. They could trace the bullet back to you. He can't disappear either. They'll find out he disappeared here. He has to go somewhere else and they have to know it. He's going to Albuquerque. Sawyer, can you make him go there?"
"Yes. Why do you want him to go there?"
"That's where all the trails end. That's where you disappeared. We're going there too. Get ready people. Sawyer, do your thing. Lawson, I hate this, but I'm going to ask you to kill that man. You're the only one that can do it without a gun. Please don't hate me son."
"I was planning to kill him anyway. I almost did it on the way home. I was just going to pull up behind him, have Sawyer distract him and choke him to death. I decided not to on the way home because I wanted to tell you first. You don't have to ask me Pop, I volunteer."
Spalding was landing in Albuquerque. He didn't know quite what he expected to find there, but he was going to check out that bus station. It was very suspicious. He rented a car at the airport and drove to the station. It was dark and sort of a bad neighborhood. He parked a block away and waited. He was watching for any suspicious activity.
His window exploded inward and two huge hands seized him by the shirt, dragging his head and shoulders through the window. He attempted to reach for his gun, but his arms were trapped. An arm like a tree trunk wrapped around his neck and he found himself in a guillotine chokehold. The huge arm flexed and he couldn't breathe. His carotid arteries were being compressed, his vision dimmed and there was a roaring in his ears. Blackness engulfed his mind and he was gone.
Lawson felt the man go limp and he held the choke for another minute. He wrenched the man's neck upward and dropped his weight. Spalding's neck broke with a snap and Lawson pushed him back inside. He turned away from the van and took a deep breath.
He looked up and down the street. No one was in sight; and he walked away, turned the corner and Sawyer was waiting, leaning against the wall. She took his arm and they walked to the next corner, her head against his shoulder.
A van pulled up and Calston slid the door open. They climbed inside.
"You okay, son?" Rawlins asked.
Lawson nodded. "I never knew his name."
"It was Wilson Spalding," Calston said. "He was homeland security."
"Sounds like a basketball to me," Lawson said. He leaned his head back and Sawyer caressed his cheek.
"Thank you Lawson. I'm sorry you had to do that. I know it must have been so awful, but you were awesome! I was with you, you know. I wouldn't let you go alone."
"I know. I felt you. Thanks Sawyer."
"You should have seen him Mike. He just blew that window up with his fist and dragged that man halfway out and broke his neck. You would have been proud."
"He was going to hurt you, Sawyer. He dug his own grave," Mike told her.
"I think he made a wrong turn at Albuquerque," Lawson said.
"I see what you did there," Rawlins laughed. "Bugs Bunny, right?"
Calston was horrified. Lawson had become someone he was very afraid of. "Remind me never to hurt you, Sawyer," he said. "You told me he could snap my neck, Rawlins. I never really took you seriously. You're a badass, Lawson, but I don't know how you can joke about it."
"Yes," Sawyer agreed, "a badass. He was awesome."
"Now look what you got started, Calston," Mike complained. "She's going to go around saying 'badass' now."
Lawson smiled. "I've been called worse."
Chapter 14
Sawyer had a job. Mike's neighbors, the Charles', had agreed to hire her to ride their horses. They had 28 horses and they wanted them all gentle and ready to ride. Part of the process was keeping the animals used to being handled. Each evening Sawyer came home from school, did her homework and put on her riding clothes. She would select the horses scheduled for work, bring them to the work area and begin her process. It began with grooming. She would use a currycomb or brush and groom them from head to tail and hoof. Once they had become familiar with her touch she let them out on a long line and trotted them in circles until they were warm. She would then saddle them and ride for ten minutes. She worked until dark and turned them back into the pastures.
She was paid $15 per hour and at the end of the month she was pleasantly surprised by the amount she had earned. She intended to use half to pay on her debt to Mike, but he refused to hear of it and became offended when she attempted to insist.
"What kind of guy do you think I am, Sawyer? That's your first check. Do I look like I'm starving? When you get a fat bank account then you come and talk to me about paying me back."
She was somewhat startled by his reaction and he quickly apologized. "Now don't look like that. I'm sorry Sawyer, but can't an old Uncle give some money to a little niece without her acting like it's the national debt? I was just kidding about you paying me back when I gave you the money. It was a gift, Sawyer. I'll give you all you want and I don't want to hear any more about you paying me back. You pay me back every day when you snuggle up against me and make me warm all over. You constantly tell me you love me and I've never had anyone like you in my life before. That's precious to me Sawyer and money can't buy that. Oh hell, I'm messing this all up, but I'm trying to tell you that everything I have is yours if you need it."
This statement caused her to weep uncontrollably and Mike felt even worse. He patted her awkwardly and she threw herself into his arms. "I do love you Uncle Mike and I'm just crying because I never thought I'd find anyone like you. You and Lawson and Rawlins are all so kind to me and I'll never be able to thank you enough."
"You don't have to thank any of us, Sawyer. That's what I'm trying to tell you. We all think we're the ones in debt. We all feel blessed to have you in our lives. Families don't think in ideas like gratitude and debt. They just do what they feel like doing because they love one another. Rawlins and Lawson and Kimberly were my family. I lost Kimberly and now I've got you and I don't ever want to lose that."
She clung to him and smiled up through her tears. "I don't think you'll lose me very easily Mike. I'm holding on too tight."
Spring was in the air and track practice started. Coach Weathers had a challenge system. He held run-offs every Monday and anyone who wanted to compete could participate. Sawyer had no idea how fast she was but she decided that she didn't want to run long distances. Lawson encouraged her to compete in the 100 and 200 meters.
"Anyone with a butt and legs like yours can sprint," he said, cupping the former in his hands and admiring the latter. "You've got muscles on muscles Sawyer." She slapped his chest and wiggled her butt free.
"You're embarrassing me Lawson. Someone might be watching."
"Does that mean that I can. . ."
She cut him off. "I already said yes Lawson and I'll let you know when I change my mind," she laughed.
She jogged off to the 100-meter challenge and lined up. She didn't get a very good jump but she was flying as she approached the finish line. She didn't realize that she had won until Coach Weathers came over with his stopwatch.
"Heck of a run, Jack. 11.97. I think that would have won state last year. You're fast, girl. How come you never did track before?"
"I was concentrating on school work Coach. Got to keep my grades up."
"You've got straight A's Jack. Don't know how you can get any higher."
She ran the 200 and won that too in 22.85. Lawson was very impressed.
"Sawyer, I don't think any of our boys can run that fast," he said. She watched him throw and it was evident that he was very good. He loved the new hammer, especially the grip of the handle.
Track practice cut into work time and she was forced to work Saturday mornings. She refused to work on Sunday. That was church and family day.
She was keeping in touch with Calston and Robinson. The editor had compiled a list of documents he thought would support the story and he was interviewing Sawyer. She felt that it would be easier to give him her memories but he was unable to absorb so much information and emotion. After passing out twice he told her he preferred the old fashioned way.
Calston was able to copy much of the archived security footage showing her systematic torture and copies of much of the intelligence she had produced in her interrogations of the detainees. Details about the genesis of the program were beyond his reach and Rawlins had determined that they were going to need some extraordinary measures to get behind the surface details. Hints they found in the files they had led them to believe that the NSA had plans for Sawyer to invade the minds of foreign officials visiting the United States.
Rawlins didn't know quite what to do with this information and flew to Birmingham to discuss it with Robinson. Mike was his pilot as usual and Sawyer didn't want to be left alone, so Lawson spent three nights at Mike's place.
The intimacy of living in the same house was something Sawyer cherished. She awoke to a crash of lightning the second night and shivered in her bed until the next bolt hit a transformer outside in the yard and it exploded in a shower of sparks. She leaped up and fled through the darkness to Mike's room where Lawson was sleeping.
She knelt beside the bed. "Lawson, are you awake?"
His hand reached out and found her arm.
"Scared beautiful?"
She nodded and he scooted over and lifted the covers. She slid in and he pulled her close until her back was against his stomach. She lay with her head on one arm and the other a heavy and reassuring weight draped across her. His hand slipped inside her nightshirt and cupped one full breast. She purred and fell asleep with his fingers caressing her nipple and he slipped away as well.
When she awoke, she heard water running in the shower. She sighed and drifted off again.
"Sawyer, better get up, sleeping beauty, we're going to be late for school."
She jumped up, showered and they rushed away. It was Friday and they went out to eat wings with several friends and watched Arrow on Netflix. When Lawson began yawning and started for bed she tucked her hand in his and followed him. She sat in a chair while he took a shower and put on boxers and slipped in bed. She showered and when she came out, wrapped in a towel, he was asleep.
She dropped the towel and slipped in under his arm. She spooned up against him and drifted off. She awoke with the feeling that someone was watching her. She turned her head and Lawson's eyes were open and he was stroking her shoulder. She pulled his hand down and placed it over her breast. She sighed and drifted into contentment
When she woke again she was still wrapped in his arms. He was asleep, but he opened his eyes when she cuddled against him. She turned her head to him and offered her lips. The kiss lingered and finally she sighed. "I could get used to this Lawson." She got up and took his hand
"Let's get in the hot tub." She pulled on his hand and he groaned and got up, following her naked form through the house and down the breezeway to the pool house. Goose bumps sprinkled her skin as she chilled and she turned on the jets. She sank into the foamy water and Lawson stripped off his boxers and joined her. They cuddled and caressed until she rose, Aphrodite from the foam, Lawson thought, and reached for a towel, drying herself sensuously.
"Sawyer, you are a goddess." His voice was full of admiration.
"Were you thinking of Minerva?" she asked?
"No, if we're talking Roman, I was thinking of Venus. I suppose Minerva fits. The virgin goddess; goddess of the mind and wisdom: that fits you pretty well."
She wrapped the towel around her and came and sat behind him with her feet in the water and ran her fingers through his hair. "Is this what it's going to be like," she asked?
"What do you mean?"
"I mean after all this is over, after I don't have to hide any more, after we're grown up and out of school? Will it be just you and me, sleeping late on Saturday, sleeping in the same bed, going to sleep in your arms?"
"That's what I want, Sawyer. I can't imagine anything I would like better. You said you could get used to it; so could I, but we better not get used to it yet. Mike and Pops wouldn't like it. Not yet, at least. I think they might be okay with it after we get in college, but I know Pop doesn't think people ought to get married until they're set in life. The big problem I see is that I'm going away to college, babe. I want to go to Southern Cal and it's a long way from here to LA. What are we going to do?"
"You're going to go to USC, you'll be in LA and I'll finish school and Mike will bring me to LA in the chopper or the Lear every other weekend."
"You know you're never more than a thought away from me, Lawson?" she said in his mind.
He laughed. "Yes Minerva, I do know that. It's like having an invisible friend. You're an incredible girlfriend. We'll figure something out."
*****
Robinson paced in the darkened room. "You know what my problem is? I'm having trouble writing this story. It's kind of awkward talking to you without knowing your name. I'm going call you B, Mr. B. Well B, I don't know what to do with this new information. I want to use it. If we tell the Russians that the NSA was going to use Sawyer to read Putin's mind, or we tell France that they want to use her to steal secrets from Valls, it's going to raise a howl that will rock the house. The biggest problem is that we don't want the whole world thinking she's so dangerous to their security that they try to take her out. They won't want the Americans to have her. They'll do anything it takes to keep that from happening. Everyone will feel like she's too dangerous to live. And, they'll be right. No country is safe while another government has control of her. Even if we get out of this corner we're painting ourselves into another. What will probably happen is that she'll disappear one night and someone will kill her and drop her in the ocean tied to a cinder block."



"That's all true," Rawlins agreed. "I understand. That's the way the world is. That's the problem. So long as governments have power over the lives of their subjects, as long as they're free to experiment on citizens, as long as they can torture people, that's the way it's going to be. Do you realize that over half the candidates in our last presidential election endorsed torturing people, and a great many people agreed with them? I've heard conversations at work between otherwise rational people that in some circumstances it would be justifiable to torture information out of our enemies. I find that incredible, but it's a fact. That has to change."
"I understand, and I agree, but that doesn't help us now," Robinson answered. "The question is, how do we tell this story in such a way that Sawyer isn't a monster that needs to be eliminated? How do make her a sympathetic figure?"
"Why don't you just write it up that this is what Wormwood was intended to do?" Mike asked. "Just tell the truth about the program, detail what they planned to do if they were successful, tell about the kids they drove insane, tell about how they tortured Sawyer but don't tell anyone that they succeeded. I doubt that the NSA will advertise what she can do, they still won't want anyone to know and that way she's only got one enemy to look out for. She's capable of protecting herself pretty well, but not if the whole world is hunting her."
"You are a smart man, unknown sir," Robinson was elated. "I'll call you C. I think you're on to something, C. Let's go with that. The fact that they planned to do this stuff is damning. That's what will mobilize the world against them. It's the experiments on the children that will mobilize domestic pressure. There's going to be a UN resolution condemning the US before they can pull up their pants."
"There will be congressional hearings and presidential reviews too," Mike said.
"So how are we going to get those records we need?" Rawlins asked.
"We need a source; someone inside Ft. Meade that has access. Do you have any leads?" Robinson asked.
"No I don't, but I know someone who does. We need to get back. I'll have Sawyer fill you in when we have a plan."
When Rawlins and Mike returned home life resumed its normal flow. The first track meet was an exhilarating experience to Sawyer. The stands were full and the hundreds of athletes got acquainted and chatted about events. Sawyer and Lawson received permission from Coach Weathers to drive to the event in Sedona. Sawyer drove the GSX and it caused quite a stir when they pulled up. As she idled along the stadium, the heavy cam lope through the Flow Masters produced a rumble that made it impossible to ignore. When she stopped, a crowd of athletes surrounded them and not a few adults.
"Hey Sloan, new girlfriend?" one of his discus rivals asked.
"No," Lawson stroked the yellow paint, "she belongs to Jack," he nodded toward Sawyer. "I've still got the Trans Am."
"Lawson," Sawyer pretended to be outraged, "I think he was talking about me."
"Oh, sorry Simms, this is Jack Bishop and yes, she's my girl."
Simms shook her hand. "Glad to meet you Jack. That short for Jacquelyn?"
"No, just Jack. Lawson going to beat you today?"
"Yes he is," Simms complained. "I'm pretty good, but I'm unlucky enough to be in the same grade as him. I've been throwing against him since the 7th grade and I've never beaten him yet. Maybe he'll scratch all three throws and today will be my day. You're a lucky guy, Sloan. Best thrower in the state, cool car and cool girl. Maybe you'll hook me up someday."
"Maybe, but not today. Today I'm the king. I'll shag for you if you'll do it for me. You warmed up? Come over and watch after the 100, Jack. I'll be watching, but I need to go check in now."
The 100 was the first running event and the discus was the second field event. The shot put was first, and Lawson didn't throw shot. He was a very good thrower, but he only needed one qualifying throw to qualify for districts and he didn't like shot much. He would throw in the next to last meet and get qualified.
He checked in and warmed up with Simms. He was in the third discus heat and had time to spare. He heard the third call for the women's 100 meters and walked over to the fence near the finish line. There were three heats and the sprinters were separated by recorded times. Since Sawyer didn't have an official time she was in the third heat. It wasn't close, as she blew away the group. Now she had an official time. It was 12.02. She had the fastest time and got to pick her lane for the final. She walked to the fence and kissed Lawson.
"Which lane should I choose?"
"I don't know much about running but the guys I talk to like three or four."
She chose lane three and settled into the starting blocks. She got a great jump out of the blocks and she never saw another runner. She walked up to the judge running the laser timer and he gave her the time. "11.87," he told her. "Congratulations Bishop."
She walked around the fence to the discus alley and watched Lawson throw. His first throw was 159 feet and he scratched the other two without throwing.
"Why didn't you throw, Lawson?"
"Didn't need to," he told her. "No one here can beat that throw anyway and they take the top eight for the final. You know that pectoral muscle I tore last year? I don't want to risk that happening again by throwing unnecessary throws."
"That's smart, Lawson. When will the final be?"
"Just as soon as they get through with the preliminaries. I threw next to last, so as soon as they look at the distances and figure out who's in we'll start."
His second throw in the finals was 179 feet and the third was out of bounds. Simms threw a 152 and took second. Sawyer gave him a victory kiss and they heard the first call for the women's 4X200. She was running anchor and she jogged off to the bench where the runners were gathering while Lawson and Simms found a seat in the bleachers. The hammer was the last field event and they had a while.
"Damn Sloan, that girl is hot," Simms said enviously.
"I know, right? Don't you get any ideas. She doesn't like hairy guys."
Simms glanced at the forest of hair on his chest. "I'm getting waxed tomorrow."
Lawson laughed and slapped his friend's back. "They're getting ready to start."
The gun sounded and the runners were off. The Eagles were in second place after the first leg but a poorly executed baton exchange between the second and third legs had Sawyer in fifth when she took the baton. She flew around the back curve. The girls she was running against seemed to be in slow motion. She was in second as she came into the straightaway and she passed the girl in lane two as they came to the stands. She was fifteen yards ahead as she crossed the finish line and the stands roared.
Chest heaving she walked to the stands and Lawson was there to embrace her. He won the hammer easily and allowed Simms to use his new hammer. Sawyer jumped on the open 200 and was disqualified for a false start. She was somewhat disappointed but very happy with the event as a whole. She couldn't stop talking about it on the drive home and almost missed Calston's call.
"Sawyer, you there?" She felt his voice and reached out.
"Dave, yes I'm here. Sorry, we're on our way home from a track meet and I forgot the time. Listen, we need the name of someone inside the NSA at Ft. Meade that would have access to the files on Wormwood. Can you give us a name?"
"Let me think a minute. Yeah, I know of a guy. They call him the Octopus because he's into everything. He's a computer geek and he has access to anything. Alvin Walker, that's his name. How are you going to get him to get the files?"
"Do you think he knows about Wormwood, Dave?"
"He knows about everything, Sawyer. He's not an operations guy, but he knows."
"Then he's going to discover that it's a good idea to get those files and give them to us."
"Good. There aren't any innocent people there Sawyer. They either plan evil things or do evil things or they don't do anything to stop other people from doing them. I know Sawyer; I used to be one of them until I met you. Be very careful. These aren't people you want to mess with."
"I will, Dave. When are you coming out? I'd like to see you soon."
"I'd like that too. There are quite a few rumblings here about kicking this search up the food chain and getting the FBI involved. They're getting desperate and they'll probably take me off the assignment. If they do, could you have Mike pick me up in the chopper in Las Vegan?
"Yes, we'll do that. Just let me know when. I'm coming up on home now."
"Hug Lawson for me, bye Sawyer."
"Dave says hi," she told him. "I've got a name. All we have to do is find this guy and adjust him a little and we're good to go."
"Good. This has been a nightmare, Sawyer. I don't know how you stood it all these years."
"I didn't have a choice, Lawson. It was either live or die or go crazy. I didn't care much for the dying or insanity options, so I just lived and looked for a way out."
"I am so sorry, baby. I wish I could have helped you. It breaks my heart every time I think about it."
He slammed his fist into his palm. "Jesus Sawyer, I just wish I could get my hands on Watts for two seconds. I just need two seconds."
"Don't be silly Lawson. You didn't know me so you couldn't have helped. You aren't a killer. Leave Watts to his fate. It's bound to be unpleasant."
"Put me in a room with him and you'll find out that you're mistaken about me," he said grimly. "I'm not a killer, but he's not a man. He's worse than Spaulding was. He's a predator and little girls are his prey. I'd love a shot at putting him down."
"That's just the point, Lawson. He is a man. He's a sick, twisted pervert but he's a man. That's the way he thinks. We aren't people to him. I wasn't a person; I was a lab rat that he could experiment on. We all are. There's only one actual person in his world and that's him. That's the way people like him think. That's the way the people at the NSA and the people in government think too. We aren't people, we're objects that they use to benefit the only people that exist; themselves. That isn't the way people with morals and character and a conscience think. They're all sick and twisted, but they're all still people. We can't think like them. When we do, we become them."
"I guess you're right. You're a good person, Sawyer. That's part of why I love you. That and your sexy butt."
She laughed. "You know I'm right. It's a mindset, Lawson. If you view people as objects to be used, it's okay to exploit them. They don't talk like that, but that's the way it is. All this talk about public service and national security and patriotism is like Mike said. It's all just bullshit people use to justify doing things that are immoral. If you kidnapped me and tortured me you would be arrested and put in prison. Anyone would. What makes it okay for governments to kidnap and torture people? Can governments or their agencies do immoral things and be moral because it's the government? That can't be right. Immoral things are immoral no matter who does them. Torture is immoral. I don't care if the people who do it are elected officials, the police or one sick man, it's all immoral. It the king of the world does immoral things they are still wrong. They are sworn to protect and serve. They do that by torturing people. It's bullshit. If you want to protect and serve, join the fire department or the neighborhood watch."
"Wow, that's some heavy stuff, Sawyer. You've thought about this a lot."
"I had plenty of time to do it stuffed in a box in a 110 degree room without food or water."
"Jesus Christ Sawyer, that's what I'm talking about. You're a better person than me. I just want to kill the sick puppies that put you there."
"No, I'm not a better person than you, Lawson. If someone were doing that to you, I would want to kill them too. I just understand that I'd be killing a person, not a 'sick puppy.' I could live with killing a person to protect you because I love you. That's the difference between us and the NSA types. They would kill you because someone ordered them to or to protect their secrets or because of something abstract like patriotism or national security. They're sick. They try to justify it by rationalizing that they're protecting us. It's sick. How does torturing a villager in Afghanistan protect us? Normal people will only do extreme things to protect people they love, sick people don't especially care.
They talk about protecting our freedoms. I saw a commercial on TV the other day about the soldiers protecting our freedoms. They were killing people half way around the world. How is that protecting our freedom Lawson? If they want to protect our freedoms, why aren't they standing in front of our house and keeping people like Dr. Watts or the NSA or the FBI or the police from violating our freedom? Why aren't they standing in front of Congress and keeping them from passing laws the take away our freedoms? It's all bullshit."
"You're right. I would kill everyone in the world to protect you or Pop or Mike. I wouldn't lift a finger to protect 'national security.'"
"That's what I mean. I'm going to harm Alvin Walker. I'm going to do it to protect myself and the people I love. I don't like it, but I can live with it."
"Who's Alvin Walker?"
"The guy at Ft. Meade that is going to get us the files," she said.
Chapter 15
Rawlins wouldn't consider going after the files until school was out. "My son is going to graduate from high school like a normal person," he told them. "Sawyer is going to attend that graduation and you two are going to go to school every day like normal kids. This may take a while and you can't afford to miss that many days. We're normal people, do you understand?"
"No I don't," Sawyer told him. "We aren't normal and you know it. I can read minds and we're all being hunted by the NSA and now the FBI. What is your definition of normal, Rawlins?"
"Let me explain. My definition of normal is that in spite of our abnormal circumstances, we refuse to allow them to dictate our lives. We do what we want to, when we want to. No one and no thing decides what we're going to do or when we're going to do it. I have a plan for my son. I've had it since the day he was born. I've had a plan for you since the day I met you. I'm your father, well, at least I'm Lawson's father and Mike and I are the closest things you have to a father. It's a father's job to look out for his children. I've decided that the best thing for my children is that they live out their lives as if none of this is going on. When we have to deal with things, we will. But until that time, we do what we do. Every day we get up and do what we want to do, and I want you to be kids. Not fugitives, not spies, not warriors: just kids. Do you understand now?"
"Yes Rawlins, I do. I even agree. You're wiser than me and you make sense. I just hate the suspense. I want to get it over with. Do you understand that?"
"Yes I do. But I don't want you to live in suspense. That's my point. I want you to just be a eighteen-year-old girl that worries what she's going to wear to prom, or if her track time is fast enough. That's what life is about, not this other stuff. That's what we take care of so we can get back to what our real lives are about. I have it all planned out and I haven't thought about it for a second since I finished the plan. That's what I want for you too."
Lawson laughed. "What are you wearing to prom, Sawyer?"
"I don't have a date. I can't go to the prom unless someone asks me or I ask them. I haven't been asked."
Lawson slapped his forehead. "I'm an idiot." He knelt and took her hand. "Will you go to the prom with me, my lady?"
"Yes Lawson, I'd love to go to the prom with you. Now get up, you look silly. You look like you're proposing."
The three men shouted with laughter and Sawyer frowned at them. "Don't encourage him," she said. "He's bad enough without you two cheering him on. Could I talk to you alone for a minute Rawlins?"
He took her into his office while Mike and Lawson turned to a fight on TV. She put him in his office chair and pulled the burgundy leather chair beside his desk around until when she sat down their knees were touching. She took both his hands in hers and looked up into his face.
"This seems serious, Sawyer."
"It is. I want to ask you something, but I'm a little embarrassed."
"Don't be. You can ask me anything honey."
"I know but it's still embarrassing. I don't want to talk to you about this. You're too close. But I don't have a mother or an older sister I can talk to. All I've got is you. I'm thankful to have you but it's still embarrassing. I might as well go for it. You know prom is next week? I was just kidding Lawson about it. I knew we were going. I have a moral dilemma, Rawlins."
"What is it?"
"I want to sleep with your son on prom night and I know you won't approve. Neither will Mike and I won't do it unless you approve."
He was silent for a moment. Finally, he squeezed her hands and said, "Let me make my case and then you give me yours. Is that okay?"
"Yes, I'll listen to everything you say."
"Okay, here it is. You're the most wonderful girl I've ever met Sawyer. If I had a daughter, I'd want it to be you. I hope you'll be my daughter someday when you marry Lawson. You're good and honest and thoughtful and beautiful. I should tell you in all honesty that Kimberly and I slept together for the first time on prom night and we never regretted it. But we were both seniors and we had decided to spend the rest of our lives together. We planned to get married after college. My first problem is that you're eighteen-years-old. It's not illegal, and even if it isn't, I'm not sure eighteen-year-old girls should be having sex. I'm afraid that it would be bad for you in some way I don't even understand. Are you with me so far?"
"Yes, all except for the illegal part. I think we both know I don't give a hoot about that and neither do you."
"Okay, you're right. Forget I said that. My second problem is you might get pregnant. That can be worked around, but it's a problem. That would mess you both up. When you have kids, you give hostages to fortune. Someone wise said that. I forget who, but it's true. The rest of your life becomes complicated. Teenagers don't need those complications and shouldn't have them. Got that?"
"Yes, I understand."
"Third, you start something that kind of lets the genii out of the bottle, so to speak. Are you going to want more? What about Lawson? He can't keep his hands off you now. God knows what you two get up to when I'm not around. I'm fine with that because I trust you, but where do you go from here? Okay, I'm done for now. I may think of something else. Your turn."
"Thanks for being honest and patient with me Rawlins. I have two, well maybe three reasons. The first one I only just thought about a few minutes ago. You made me think about it when you said that you want us to be normal kids. Do normal kids have sex on prom night Rawlins?"
He laughed. "Some of them do. I already told you I did. I guess it's pretty normal. But you don't do things because other people do."
"I know that, but I just wanted you to see that it's not weird or abnormal."
"Okay, I've got it. What are the other two reasons?"
"I'm in love with your son, Rawlins. When he's close, he sets me on fire and when he's not, I ache for him. I won't ever be with anyone but him." Her eyes filled with tears.
"He loves me too. He couldn't hide that from me if he wanted to. We kind of do the Vulcan Mind Meld all the time. He knows what I'm feeling and I know what he's feeling. We have no secrets from each other. We aren't as organized as you and Kimberly were. We don't have any formal plans. We can't have that kind of plans. We may all be dead by the end of the year. That is another reason I hadn't thought of until now. I don't want to die without being with him, Rawlins." She began to sob.



He wiped her eyes with a tissue. "Don't cry, Sawyer. It won't come to that."
"How can you be sure? Don't make promises you can't keep Rawlins. I know how bad your heart is. I've been inside your head, remember?"
"Yes honey, how could I forget?"
"Well, I do intend to spend the rest of my life with him. He feels the same way about me. I think you know that. The third reason you don't know and I don't want to tell you."
He stood and pulled her up. He moved her to one side and put his feet in her chair. He pulled her down on his lap and held her tight. "Okay," he asked, "feel safe now?"
She snuggled down into his chest. "Very safe. I haven't told you this, but you probably suspected. From the time I was thirteen and refused to cooperate with Dr. Watts, they started doing things to me." Her small form was wracked with spasm of sobs.
"They did awful things. They shocked me with electricity and put things into me. Not raping me really but things like pens and markers and electric rods. They touched me with their hands, trying to humiliate me. They made me feel dirty and ashamed. I still feel like that except when I'm with Lawson. He makes me feel clean and sexy and desirable. I don't think I'll ever feel clean until I know how it feels to be normal with the boy I love."
She was unable to continue and he held her and stroked her hair. "Don't cry, baby." He continued to comfort her for long minutes. Finally she was able to master her emotions. He handed her the box of tissues and she blew her nose and wiped her eyes. He leaned her back and tilted her head up with one finger. She looked into his eyes.
He nodded. "Yes Sawyer. The answer is yes. How could I say no? Do what your heart tells you to do."
She threw her arms around his neck and kissed his cheek. "Thank you Rawlins. I don't know what I'm going to do but I promise to think about the things you said. I know you're wiser than I am. I know that I'm still very young. But when I get out of high school I'm going to go to USC so I can be with Sawyer and he wants us to live together. We talked about it and we don't want to get married until we both graduate from college. And I don't want to get pregnant either. Do you think you could take me to a doctor? I'm embarrassed to ask Mike."
"I'll make the appointment tomorrow," he told her. "I'll pick you up from school and we'll go to the company doctor."
On prom night Lawson sent a limousine to pick Sawyer up. She had often ridden in the RLK limousines before and it didn't seem like such a big deal until they pulled up at the dance. There was a line of them waiting to unload. The driver opened her door and Lawson was waiting with her prom corsage. It was pale yellow roses and matched her pale yellow dress. The dress was a mermaid style with a one shoulder sweep with a silver ribbon wrapped from one shoulder to her hips.
Lawson was resplendent in a white tuxedo with a boutonniere of the same yellow roses. He walked her in and she lit up the room. They danced the night away and Sawyer refused to dance with anyone but Lawson. When the dance was over the limousine took them to the Delhi Palace.
Sawyer had never eaten Indian cuisine and found the spicy food delicious. Lawson ordered for her and she had the Tandoori Shrimp, and the Bombay Aloo. They cuddled together in the back of the limousine and when they arrived at Sawyer's house, she got out and held out her hand for Lawson. "Would you care to come in?" she asked.
"Yes, I think I would," he replied seriously. She put music on and held out her hand again. She led him up the stairs and sat him on the bed. She turned her back and bowed her head. "Undo me Lawson."
He opened a hook and slid the zipper to her waist. She turned to face him, holding up the top of her dress with her hands. His face was flushed with excitement and he licked his dry lips.
She slid her hands to her hips and the dress followed. Her breasts were perfect, the yellow fabric around her hips made paler by her golden skin. They were full and round and she tested their weight in her hands. She allowed the dress to slip to the floor and stood before him in yellow lace panties. A few wisps of darker gold escaped and she walked around the bed, hips tilting with every step. She bent to take off her heels and he caught his breath in a gasp. She slid between the silk sheets and said, "You're overdressed, Lawson."
He stripped in record time and slipped between the sheets. He rested; one arm across and under her head and their lips met. She rolled him onto his back and mounted him and the night became a thing of whispers, darkness and sliding flesh.
They slept, wrapped in each other's arms. Twice he woke her and passion, interrupted by exhaustion, renewed itself.
They slept until noon and when Lawson woke there was a note pinned to his tuxedo. "Your lover has gone to the hot tub. Wear trunks, Mike is swimming."
He found coffee made and took a cup to the pool house. Mike was doing laps and had no attention for anything else. Sawyer was in the tub, head reclining back on the cushioned rim. She was smiling, her eyes were closed and she looked like a cherub. He caused the water level to rise when he got in and she opened her eyes and held up one hand. He took it and kissed her; sitting beside her in the tub.
"I needed this," she whispered in his ear as she snuggled against him. "You wore me out."
He smiled and squeezed one full breast under the water. She moaned softly and he said, "No longer Minerva. You are now officially Aphrodite."
She giggled and they soaked in the bubbling water for 10 minutes. Then she stood and wrapped up in a towel. "Mike," she called. He stopped swimming and raised his head. "Cook for us, please? I'm starving!"
He held up two fingers and forged ahead again. By the time they dressed and returned he had chicken, onions and peppers sending up a delightful aroma and Sawyer heated refried beans and shredded lettuce while Lawson grilled tortillas and made Pico. They ate fajitas and drank apple cider, and watched Attack on Titan on Netflix. Mike hated it but sitting between Sawyer and Lawson, they refused to allow him to escape.
"I can't believe the crap you kids watch," he groused. "Cartoons," he snorted, " and not even funny ones. It's gory and it's in Japanese. I'd think you were both 10 years old if I didn't know better."
"Yeah, it's wicked awesome," Lawson said.
"It's wicked all right, but the awesome is down the tubes."
"I'm awesome, and you get to sit by me," Sawyer pointed out.
"I'm consoling myself with that thought."
They all laughed hysterically at Mike's joke and he put his arms around them both.
Sawyer put her plate on the coffee table and curled up with a sigh. "What will we do today Mike?"
"You kids want to go for a ride up to the Lowell Observatory?"
"We'd love to Mike. What's the Lowell Observatory?"
"It's a big telescope and a museum,"
"Yes, let's do that. Does that sound like fun Lawson?"
"I've never been there. Let's go."
"I'm driving," Mike told them. He led them out to a barn that Sawyer had never explored, punched in a code and the door went up. Sawyer squealed with delight at what she saw.
Inside was a red and white Skyline GTR. It had a tall spoiler on the rear and a redesigned grill in front.
"What you got there Mike?" Lawson asked.
"It's a JUN built GTR. It's got the in-line 2.7 liter dual overhead cam motor with twin Trust designed, Mitsubishi turbos with a max boost of 37 pounds. She makes 1100 horsepower and 610 foot pounds of torque at 9500 rpm. Try winding one of your dinosaurs that high."
"Jesus Mike, how long you had this?"
"Two years, kid. I've driven it eight times. You're the first people that have ever ridden in it. What do you say?"
"Can I drive?" Sawyer begged.
"No you can't. You get to sit in the back. You're the only one little enough to get back there."
He saw her disappointment. "You can drive it any time you want, Sawyer, but me and Lawson are too fat to get back there. Peek in and see."
She looked and confirmed that it was impossible. She climbed in and Mike and Sawyer got in and Mike started it up. "It's got a nitrous dump to start the turbos." He drove to the highway, hit the nitrous and the little import squirted forward as if shot out of a gun. He hit the first curve at 110 and rubber protested as the suspension made easy work of the twist in the road. "If the Trans Am can take that at 85 I'll eat my hat," he shouted over the whine of the engine."
"What's the top end on this thing Mike?"
"Somewhere around 230. I've had it to 150 and it scared the hell out of me. Maybe out on the Salt Flats or something. We don't have the roads for it around here."
Sawyer was drunk with exhilaration as Mike negotiated the curves up Mars Hill Road to the observatory and the GTR howled through the gears. Her face was flushed and her eyes shining when they pulled up.
"What about that?" he put an arm around her shoulders.
"It was way cool, Mike. It's the fasted thing I've ever been in. The GSX looks and sounds better though. I don't like that big spoiler either. It's very cool car though. If I didn't know better I'd think you were a twenty-year-old kid."
The three walked into the observatory laughing and Mike was wiping his eyes.
Chapter 16
Graduation was nearing and Mike was arranging logistics for the trip to Ft. Meade. They would land in Washington DC and drive from there. It was midway between DC and Annapolis, MD. Once there they didn't know how long it would take to locate Alvin Walker or how he could be approached. Both Sawyer and Lawson had qualified for state competition and the meet would take place two days following graduation. Lawson had been holding off on committing to USC, trying to get the best deal he could. That now included off campus housing during year two through four so that Sawyer could join him, and a guarantee that he would have the option to play defense if he chose. The deal included tickets for all three of them at every game. He signed his letter of intent and he was an official Trojan, at the University of Southern California. Calston had used his influence as promised and had been posted back to Maryland. The investigation was in new hands and its status was uncertain.
Calston had heard of no new activity, though the FBI had placed Sawyer on its fugitive list. The two young people went with the school contingent to the State Track meet and Mike and Rawlins attended. Neither competed until the second day and it was raining in the morning. The sun came out at noon and the weather improved. Sawyer's 4X200 team ran out of its lane and was disqualified. She won the class 4 women's open 200, but slipped in on a wet spot out of the blocks and finished second in the open 100. She was very proud of her medals and couldn't resist wearing them as she watched Lawson compete. He scratched twice in the hammer in the preliminaries due to a wet ring, but got off a good enough throw to reach the finals on his third throw. His second throw in the finals was 248 feet and was 50 feet further than second place. He threw 172-feet in the discus but another competitor had the throw of a lifetime and won with a 174-foot heave. He also took second in shot and got to stand on the podium 3 times.
The following Tuesday, the four of them left for DC under assumed names and checked into their Hotel under those same identities. They traveled in two groups, Rawlins and Lawson on one flight and Sawyer and Mike on another. When they all had arrived, Calston joined them and they began the search for Alvin Walker. Calston was the only one who would recognize him by sight and he and Sawyer spent three days outside Ft. Meade in a succession of rented cars before they spotted him.
"That's him in the grey sedan Sawyer. Quick, get a feel so that you can find him again while he's at work. Sawyer reached out and quickly scanned Walker so that she could recognize his pattern again. She was disgusted and horrified with what she found.
"Do you know that they record people's phone calls and scan their emails?" she asked Calston.
"Yes; nothing new there Sawyer. They've been doing it for years."
"There is with this guy. He has been compiling a database of important people that view pornography. He is planning to blackmail them. He also flags and downloads pictures of naked little boys. He has tentacles into all kinds of picture storage sites. He's only interested in little boys. He's a monster Dave! He is planning to coerce people into letting him meet the boys they take nasty pictures of so he can do disgusting things with them."
"Don't look at it, Sawyer. I know it's awful, but that's not why we're here. If we take him down for Wormwood all the other stuff goes away too. Just make sure you can recognize him again when you look."
"I've got it. Take me away from here Dave. It's like being around a nest of poisonous snakes. There's like a smell coming from over there and it's contaminating my mind." She indicated the direction of Ft. Meade and Calston nodded.
He started the van they were using and drove back to the Hotel.
The five of them made their final preparations and the next morning they were parked outside Ft. Meade when Walker arrived. Sawyer followed him as he began work and he suddenly became very interested in the Wormwood case. He copied all the files onto the flash drive concealed in the bottom of his coffee cup where he kept his database and left early. He drove to a ice cream shop and purchased a shake. He knew he was lactose intolerant but he decided to buy one anyway. He left the flash drive on the table and drove away. Mike rose from the next booth and picked up the flash drive and they returned to their hotel and checked out.
*****
The secretary of defense, Alexander McFarland, was talking on the phone to his daughter when an amber button began blinking. He was looking for an excuse to hang up. Another of her imbecilic string of boyfriends needed a job. "Darlene, the Director of the NSA is on the other line, I'll see what I can do but I've got to take this call. He pushed the blinking button. "Armstrong? What is it?"
"I'm afraid there has been an unpleasant incident with the Wormwood program, Mr. Secretary."
"How unpleasant? Is she dead?"
"No, I'm afraid we haven't been able to locate her. It's like she disappeared into thin air. We've got the FBI looking for her now."
"How much did you tell them?"
"Only that she was a national security risk and very dangerous. They were only to attempt to engage her if she could be sedated or Tasered."
"Good, now what's the problem?"
"Someone has accessed and copied the Wormwood files."
"How? Why didn't you destroy those files?"
"You specifically told me not to, sir. You said we might still find the girl and we needed the files to begin the new tests on the candidates Watts has chosen."
"You don't listen to anything else I say, why did you listen to that? Never mind that, who was it?"
"A computer genius named Alvin Walker. We questioned him and he was behaving very strangely. He stopped at an ice cream shop and left a flash drive containing the files on a table."
"Why is stopping at an ice cream shop strange?"
"The man is allergic to milk, sir. He's in the hospital."
"What happened to the flash drive?"
"We have no idea, sir. We've checked all flights into the area and identified four people flying under assumed names. They flew out this morning for Albuquerque. We're checking flights from there."
"Isn't that where the girl disappeared?"
"It is sir. She must have accomplices in the area."
"Who's working on it?"
"Agent Brown has been on the assignment from the beginning. He has a team of five good men."
"What about Calston? Bring him back in."
"We haven't been able to locate him, sir. He's missing."
"Could he have been the one that took the files from the milk idiot?"
"It's possible, sir. He dragged his feet on the whole affair and accessed some things he shouldn't have known about while he was working on Wormwood. It's possible that he was working with the girl. We know he flew to Boston and boarded a private plane bound for London. We can't identify the plane. It landed, refueled and paid for the fuel using a card belonging to a dummy corporation. Whoever it is is covering their tracks well. We'll find them sir."
McFarland sighed. "I don't have to tell you what would happen if this should leak out? It would be the biggest diplomatic and public relations disaster this country has ever faced. Get ahead of this, Armstrong. Our heads are on the block here."
The Sloan's, Mike and Sawyer boarded flights to Albuquerque, picked up the Lear jet and flew back to Boston. They picked up Calston, refueled and landed in London that night. They spent the night in London and caught the train to Birmingham the next morning. Rawlins and Sawyer met with Robinson and turned the flash drive over to him.
He plugged it in to his computer and checked the files. "This is exactly what we need Mr. C. Buy a paper day after tomorrow and check out the headlines. I'm going to copy these files and hide them away where no one will ever find them. I'm going to send copies to some editors and reporters around the world. By day after tomorrow the shit is going to hit the fan. I'm going to hide; deep, deep down in a hole where no one can find me and email in follow up stories. I suggest you do the same."
"May I make a suggestion, Mr. Robinson?"
"By all means. You come to me with a story like this and you can make all the suggestions you want to."
"We are going to Varadero, Cuba after we leave here. We are going to stay there as long as it takes to ride out the storm. I was going to suggest that you accompany us there."
"How will you get there?"
"I have a Learjet 45XR waiting in London. You would be welcome on board."
"But that means I'd see your faces. I'd know who you are."
"That won't matter after, to use your words, 'the shit hits the fan.'"
"No, I guess it won't. Okay I'll do it. I'll meet you at Heathrow at 7AM. Is that acceptable?"
"It is, good day Mr. Robinson."
Sawyer woke in the night and went to the refrigerator to get a bottle of water. Something was nagging at her. Fear was clawing at her mind and she didn't know why. She lay awake in bed and expanded her consciousness over the city. She felt a familiar touch and sprang out of bed. She shouted in Lawson's mind. "Lawson, wake up. He's here."
"Sawyer? Is that you? What time is it? Who's here?"
"Agent Brown, he's here in Birmingham. Wake up your dad and Calston. I'll get Mike."
The five sleepy people gathered in Sawyer's room. "What's this about Brown being in Birmingham?" Calston asked. "How do you know Sawyer?"
"I felt his mind. He's looking for us and he has five people with him."
"Does he know where we are?"
She closed her eyes. "No, not yet. He doesn't know why we're here but he knows you're here Dave. He traced you to Boston. He knows you're helping me and that we have the files."
"Does he have any leads Sawyer?" Rawlins asked her.
"No. He's checking hotel's but he won't find this one until after we're gone."
"Well, I don't like it that he's this close," Mike growled, "but to hell with him. If we're gone when he gets here he hits a dead end and we leave him here."
"He might be able to track us," Calston told them. "They can get satellite data anywhere in the world."
"That's why we're going to Cuba," Rawlins said. "They can't reach us there and by the time they figure anything out, they will be on the run, not us. It's okay Sawyer. We're okay. Let's try to get some sleep."
"Can Lawson stay with me?" her big brown eyes begged Rawlins.
"Yes, honey. He can stay here. Just get some sleep."



With his arms wrapped around her she felt safe and she fell asleep with him stroking her hair."
Robinson was as good as his word. He boarded the Lear with a Sentinel in his hand. "Good morning everyone," he said cheerfully. "Introductions are in order. I'm Edward Robinson and I've just won the Pulitzer Prize. Hello Sawyer," he kissed her hand." Care to introduce your friends?"
"This is Rawlins Sloan and his son Lawson. Lawson is my boyfriend," she whispered. "This is my Uncle Mike and that is Agent David Calston of the NSA."
"My God, what is he doing here?"
"He's been helping us," Sawyer said. "I don't think he has much of a future there anymore. He's become human, you see."
Calston flushed. "Thanks a lot, Sawyer. I used to be a reptile Robinson. She kissed me and I became a man."
"I can well believe she might have that power," Robinson admitted. "She's turning some people into toads even as we speak. Take a look." He handed the paper to Sawyer and she sat on Lawson's lap between Rawlins and Calston so they could read. She read aloud so Mike could hear.
"United States NSA Involved in New Spying Scandal," the headline read. Under Robinson's byline, there was a two-column picture of a report of the death of two of the Wormwood children.
"The Sentinel has learned that operation PRISM was only the tip of the iceberg that is the spying program operated by the NSA since 1982. The editor of the Sentinel received documents this week detailing a horror story of drugs administered to children in the womb and continued through their fifth year of life in order to enhance their mental abilities so that they would be able to pluck secrets from the minds of visiting diplomats.
The program was code named Wormwood after the Christian Bible mention of a star that fell into the sea and turned the water bitter. The water has turned bitter indeed for those countries that were targeted by the American NSA. A senior Russian diplomat said yesterday, 'That the American government would stoop to the poisoning and torture of children to learn the secrets of countries with which it has treaties and alliances is beyond belief. We intend to introduce measures in the United Nations today condemning these human rights abuses and this unprecedented abuse of our government.'
The Prime Minister also spoke to this reporter. He said, 'I have never seen a group of documents that filled me with more horror and repugnance. This is the most horrible violation of human rights and dignity we have seen since Nazi Germany. That the Americans planned, no matter how unsuccessfully, to attempt to wrest secrets from the minds of British citizens and the minds the citizens of other countries is a serious breach of diplomatic integrity. We fully support the Russian resolution in the United Nations and intend to recommend that those responsible face trial before the European Court on Human Rights and that they be arrested on entry into any country subject to that court."
The story broke when one of the subjects of the experiments, a eighteen-year-old girl, escaped and told her story to this reporter. Later the Sentinel was able to acquire documents verifying her story.
The selection of candidates for the trials, the injection of psychoactive drugs into them, beginning with fetuses at eight weeks, followed by systematic injections through their fifth years of life, the complete mental and physical breakdown and death of 18 of those children, their torture and physical abuse to induce cooperation and the plans for their use as weapons of espionage against other countries are all contained in the documents the Sentinel has acquired.
Those implicated in the planning include four former directors and the present director of the NSA, three secretaries of defense, at least two presidents, more than 200 present and former employees of the NSA, the director of the FBI and others. It is not yet certain if the current President is implicated. The director of the project, an American chemist and MD is believed to know the location of one of the living subjects who is believed to be insane and is seeking the capture and return of the young girl that escaped and broke the story.
This reporter met with her and a friend in a darkened room and she told her story for the first time. At that time she provided convincing evidence that the Sentinel has been investigating for 8 months.
The young lady is in hiding and reported that she feared that she would be taken back to face further torture should she be captured. The Sentinel has learned that she is being sought by the FBI under the pretense that she is a dangerous computer hacker. We intend to publish further stories and follow up when information from the documents is processed including the names of those implicated by the files. The Sentinel has released the incriminating documents to newspaper offices across the globe and has forwarded them to those governments targeted by the American spy program."
When she finished there was silence for a moment. Lawson sprang up and the group joined him in cheering and shouting. Rawlins opened a cabinet and got out tall, stemmed glasses. He gave one to each of them and removed a bottle of Bollinger Blanc de Noirs Vieilles Vignes Francaises 1997 from the ice it was buried in and poured three fourths of a glass for each of them.
"I think this calls for a celebration," he said. "Sawyer, you're too young to drink champagne, but we won't tell." He held up his glass. "To freedom," he said.
"I hate to cast a damper on your enthusiasm, but you know what Janis Joplin said," Mike spoke from the cockpit.
"Who's Janis Joplin?" Sawyer asked.
"A dead hippie singer," Lawson told her. "What did she say, Mike?"
"Freedom's just another word for nothing left to lose." Mike sang it for them. "I pity you kids listening to the junk you listen to. She was a real singer. But I'm telling you we aren't out of the woods yet. We've stirred up the hornet's nest and they're going to be buzzing around looking for someone to sting. We've got to be careful. We can't let anyone know who we are or where we are."
"I agree," Calston said. "We've got to be extra alert. These are some dangerous and powerful people we're talking about. They can't dig us out of Cuba, but they'll try if they find out where we are."
Chapter 17
Mike's prediction turned out to be accurate. Agent Brown found the hotel they had been staying in four hours after they checked out. He was able to trace their train passage back to London. There he discovered that he was too late again and his quarry had already departed. He checked in with Armstrong and satellite tracking revealed that they were heading for Cuba.
"What do you want me to do, Director Armstrong?" he asked.
"I've arranged military transport to Guantanamo," Armstrong answered. "When you get there, infiltrate into Cuba and track them down. You'll be beyond our reach and we won't be able to contact you and you'll have no backup. Do you think you can eliminate the asset?"
"I thought the idea was to recover the asset?"
"There's no way to extract her. This has gotten out of control, Brown. We're closing up shop. Tie up this lose end."
Brown and his team boarded the MAC flight to Guantanamo and arrived only a few hours after the Sloan's. They left the base under the cover of darkness and scattered into the night.
Armstrong got Dr. Stephen Watts at Groom Lake on the phone. "Watts, we're shutting down Wormwood. There has been a serious leak and we need to cover our tracks. Operation Wormwood is over. We're going to have to start all over again. With the advances you've made we should get a higher percentage of useful assets. You've done good work Watts and the country is safer because of you. Put Agent Jackson on the phone and pack your research."
Jackson answered and Armstrong laid out his plan. "I want every trace of Wormwood gone today. Clean the place up and get Watts to Guantanamo."
"What will I do with him when we get there, Director?"
"Put him to work on the detainees. Maybe we can get something useful out of them."
"What about the remaining asset?"
"Terminate it. It was never useful anyway. It was just an unintended side effect of what we were trying to do."
Agent Jackson saw the installation sanitized and everything put on a plane for Guantanamo and went to clean up the last piece. He approached the large door cautiously with his weapon drawn. The door was very peculiar. It was covered with a thick sheet of rubber and there was no electronic number pad. Instead it was locked with a large key. Jackson took the key from his pocket and inserted it in the lock.
As the latch clicked open an inferno of electricity surged from the key through his body and his lifeless form fell to the floor. The door swung open and a tall young man, flaming red hair hanging to his shoulders, stepped out and looked down at Jackson's body. He nudged the body with his toe and Jackson's arm flopped over. The boy glanced at the nametag. Marcus Jackson, he read. He liked that name. He would be Marcus. He walked to the number pad at the end of the corridor. He touched it with one finger. It exploded in a shower of sparks and the door slid open. Marcus walked out onto the desert. He looked up at the stars and laughed.
The president of the United States was not laughing. He sat at a table in his briefing room with his cabinet spread out on each side.
"McFarland, what the hell is going on over at the NSA? Tell me about operation Wormwood."
"Mr. President, we decided it would be best for you not to know. If this were ever to come out, you needed to be able to distance yourself from the fallout. This was not your program, Sir. We did not inform your predecessor either. He never knew and we didn't intend for you to know. I am accountable for this program, as was my predecessor. There is no stain on your administration, Mr. President.
"No stain," The President exploded, "What do you mean no stain? The most enormous diplomatic disaster in the history of this country explodes during my administration and you're talking about stains and 'necessary distance?' This is a fucking outrage. You've been torturing children from fifteen on down to infants and you are talking about stains? You've been experimenting on babies and you say there's no stain? The whole thing is fucking putrid. We're all covered in filth. What, in God's name, were you doing? We'll all be lucky to stay out of jail. We deserve to be in jail. You deserve to rot in hell, and everyone that planned this, executed it or knew about it and didn't tell me deserves to rot in hell. I deserve it for ever thinking you were a human being. You are through, McFarland. Everyone you know is through. Hell, I'm probably through. The bloodsuckers over on Capitol Hill are going to impeach me, and the hell of it is, they're right. You should leave now, McFarland before I strangle you with my own hands. Get out of my sight."
"Mr. President," McFarland began.
The President leaped to his feet. "I said get out."
McFarland picked up his case and left without another word.
The President sat down and covered his face with his hands. He sat in silence for a moment. He raised his head. "Did any of the rest of you know about this?"
The secretary of state spoke up. "I knew. Let me explain."
The president held up his hand. "Anyone else?"
The Homeland Security Director and the Attorney General held up their hands.
"You're fired," the President said, "get out."
The two men and the woman left without a word.
"If I find out you knew and aren't telling me it's going to get fucking ugly," he spoke to the group that was left. "Now, what are we going to do about this?"
The press secretary spoke up: "The only way to salvage anything is to get ahead of this Mr. President. We've got to make a statement. We've got to make it look like the NSA is a rogue agency and that this isn't your fault. We tell them about this meeting and the people you just fired. You've got to apologize to the countries that were target in this operation."
"We don't have to make it 'look like' anything," the President said. "It is a rogue agency. I guess I always knew that. We've got to find this girl, ladies and gentlemen. We've got to find her and get down on our knees and beg her to forgive us. I need her to stand beside me and tell the world she forgives us. I just fired the people who would best be able to find her."
He turned to the CIA director. "Can you find her Pete?"
"Yes, if NSA knows where she is I can find out. Give me the authority and I can clean house over there."
"Susan?" the President turned to his chief of staff.
"I'm on it," she said.
"I'll be writing a speech. The first priority of the Government of the United States is finding this girl. Drop anything else you are doing and find this girl. Pull every string you have, call in every favor you've got. We're closed for business until we find her. Got it?"
There was a chorus of affirmation and the President lowered his head back into his hands.
Chapter 18
Sawyer and Lawson were lounging near the pool. She was stunning in an electric blue bikini and he couldn't keep his hands off of her. He was applying lotion to her back and he probed and rubbed the muscles beneath the golden skin. He massaged the lotion into her honey colored thighs and slipped his hand under the bikini bottoms to cup the twin globes underneath.
She giggled, "I think I'm covered there, Lawson."
"Yeah," he said, "but I want to uncover it."
She laughed and rolled over. "I don't think the staff would approve. Go jump in the pool, naughty boy, and cool off."
"Couldn't you adjust them a little?" he complained.
"I could, but I won't. Now stop it Lawson." He was sliding his hands up toward her breasts.
He got up and did a cannonball into the pool, sending a wave of water splashing over her. She shrieked and jumped in on top of him trying to dunk his head under. He resisted and wrapped his arms around her. Her feeble resistance was soon overcome and her breasts were flattened against his chest. She offered him her lips and his hands slid down to cup the firm cheeks and he pulled her closer as he tasted her mouth. She felt his excitement and reached down to caress him. He groaned and his grip weakened and she slipped away, splashing him and swam across the pool and lifted herself out.
She picked up a towel and patted herself dry. Lawson joined her and they walked back toward the stairs leading to their suite of rooms. As they made the turn to the final flight Sawyer put her hand on his arm and stopped.
"What's wrong baby?" he asked.
"He's here," she screamed. "Brown is here."
"Rawlins, Mike, Dave," she screamed into their minds. "Help us, Brown is here! Watts is here!"
She panicked and ran back down the flight and turned the corner. She screamed again. Watts stood on the stairs with a gun pointed at her.
Lawson was engaged. No sooner had Sawyer screamed than Brown sprang down the stairs from where he had been concealed and struck him in the stomach. Lawson absorbed the blow. He had been hit harder in MMA matches by tougher men. He spun and struck Brown on the cheek with a back fist. The Agent dropped as if he had been shot. Lawson heard shots fired upstairs but he had no time to investigate. He dropped a knee into Brown's chest and heard ribs crack. He trapped one arm between his legs, rolled and trapped the other under his left armpit and Brown was on top of him, facing up, in a crucifix. Lawson hammered Brown's face three times with his right elbow. The man went limp and Lawson struck with his elbow seven more times. He heard bones shattering and then Sawyer screamed again.
He released Brown's limp body and leaped down to the next landing. Watts stood behind Sawyer with one arm around her neck and his gun to her temple. "Back up," he snarled. "I'm taking her with me."
A strange vacant look came over his face and he began to lower his gun. As he did, a form dropped on him from the balcony above and he was crushed to the ground, his head twisted at an impossible angle. Rawlins landed on the stairs and his leg broke with an audible snap. He fell and rolled down to the next landing. He attempted to rise and Brown's fifth agent shot him three times from the bottom of the stairs.
The agent spun around under the impact of Mikes slugs, fired from the platform above and fell face down. Rawlins crumpled to landing and Sawyer screamed again. The team was eliminated but Rawlins was badly hurt.
Sawyer ran to him and sat down, cradling his head in her lap. "Help us," she screamed again. "Lawson, Mike, help us."
Rawlins looked up at her. "Sawyer, I don't think I can walk, honey. I think my leg is broken. Help me up."
"You just stay right there," she sobbed. "Mike and Lawson are coming."
"My chest hurts," he told her. "Did I hurt my chest?"
"You've been shot, Rawlins. Here's Lawson. We'll get you inside and call an ambulance."
Mike came thumping down the stairs and he and Lawson carried Rawlins up the stairs and put him on Calston's bed at the top.
Mike tore Rawlins' shirt apart. Three oozing holes appeared. Mike wiped away the blood with a washcloth and glanced at Calston. He shook his head.
"Why are you doing that?" Sawyer cried. "Call the ambulance!"
"Sawyer, it won't do any good." He put his arms around her. "He's done, Sawyer."
She pushed him away and ran to Rawlins. "No," she screamed. "No, No," she took his head in her little hands. "Rawlins," she shook him a little. "Rawlins, you can't die. You promised me you'd fight."
He opened his eyes and looked up at her. Lawson knelt beside them. Rawlins eyes moved to his son's face. He reached up one arm and stroked his cheek. "Lawson, you're a good boy, I love you son, and you've always made your mother and me proud. Where is Kimberly?"
Tears were streaming down Lawson's face. "I love you too, Pop. I'm the luckiest boy alive that you're my dad." He took Rawlins' hand and held it between his own.
Rawlins looked back at Sawyer. "Sawyer, you told me not to make promises I couldn't keep. There are some fights you can't win. I was never going to last long anyway. You know that, honey. Did you see the way I crushed Watts? He won't ever hurt you again."
Sawyer shook her head. "I don't care about any of that. Don't die Rawlins. I still need you. Lawson still needs you. Don't die!" She looked at the three men. "Do something," she begged.
They looked helplessly at her and Rawlins' eyes fluttered and rolled up.
"No, no, Rawlins, stay with me. I won't let you die," she sobbed hoarsely. She reached out and enveloped his mind. It receded from her and she clung desperately to him. "Lawson, help me!"
She brought Lawson into her cloud and they both clung to Rawlins consciousness. It was withdrawing, almost like a corridor closing in around them. They continued to hold him and suddenly their minds were flooded with soft warmth.
"Lawson, Sawyer, listen to me. Kids, I love you both but you've got to let me go. Something is waiting for me here. I think it's your mother, Lawson. There's something else too. I don't know what it is, but it loves me. It loves you too and it's telling me that you need to let me go. I'm not gone, my beautiful children. I'll be here waiting for you with your mother. There's a letter on my computer. Read it Lawson. Now, you've got to let me go."
They felt their minds gently but firmly detached from Rawlins and he faded away. Sawyer rose and clung to Lawson. "He isn't gone, Lawson," she sobbed. "He's waiting for us."
She went to Mike and sobbed into his chest. "He told me that he loved me Mike."
"I know, I know he did, Sawyer."
"Do you remember once you asked me if I was a believer?"



"I remember."
"I told you I didn't know, but that I was going to keep looking. I'm not looking any more, Mike. The answer is yes, I do believe."
"That's good, Sawyer. Everyone should have a rock they can hold on to."
"He's not gone Mike. We talked to him. He's out there waiting for us, and there's something else too. Lawson and I felt it. It's huge and gentle and it took Rawlins."
"I believe you Sawyer. Something like that man was never dies."
She returned to Lawson. "Lawson?" she looked into his eyes. "Lawson, you heard him. You know he's not gone."
Lawson's emotions were overwhelmed. "Yes I did. I know he's not gone, baby. Neither is Mom. They're both waiting for us. It makes me feel a lot better. But what are we going to do now?"
"We've got to get out of here," Mike told them. "This is a big mess and unless we want to answer a lot of awkward questions, we need to take Rawlins and get out of here. There are bodies lying all over the place. Calston shot two of those men and I got three. The police will be here any moment and we don't want to be here. I don't want to know what the inside of a Cuban prison looks like."
They quickly gathered their belongings. They wrapped Rawlins' body in blankets and fled to the airport. The boarded the plane and Mike set a course for Arizona.
Lawson plugged in Rawlins computer and found a file called "to my family."
He opened it and read the letter inside to them.
"To my wonderful and dearly beloved family,
If you are reading this, it means that my worst fears have come to pass and that I have not lived to see my children reach their majority. I leave this message with my so great love:
My children, I will never be able to express the joy that you have brought to my life. Before you came, I imagined that I was content in life. This was a fantasy. As you grew and became what you are, I daily was reminded that you are the greatest gift God ever gave me. I will never be able to tell you how much I love you, and these feeble words cannot reflect it. I have tried daily to express my love for you and my concern for your lives. I have tried to show you the good things in life. In many respects, I have been a miserable failure. I pray that God will grant me the time to rectify that.
I have tried to teach you the path to adulthood in the best ways. You have responded in ways that continually surprise me in your goodness. You are good kids. I can never tell you how proud I am of your character. Please continue in your growth in the way you have begun. Please stay away from the bad things. There are so many bad things out there. Run away from them as you would from a poisonous snake. Don't make the mistakes your father has made. Preserve your innocence at all costs. There is nothing fun about evil. Plan for the future. My greatest failure is that I failed to consider the circumstances that have overtaken me. This laziness has cost me dearly.
Listen to Mike. He loves you and takes care of you like no other. Take care of him. He is your best friend. You will never find another who has your interests at heart as he does. You may not agree with many things he thinks and does, any more than you did with me. Do what he says anyway. He will never harm you in any way, and he will be a blessing to you and you to him.
Sawyer, you are amazing. I am so proud of you. You are everything I ever wanted in a daughter. You are brave and wise and beautiful and funny. Your strength of character is a thing of legend. Your mind is quick and active and deep. Develop that in yourself. Pay more attention to life. It is easy for you to get lost in your own little world because that world is so fascinating. I understand that, but practical things matter. Attend more closely to details. It will fall to you to be the center of this family. Take care of Mike and Lawson. You are the glue that will hold your family together. I know this is a great load for you, but you have broad shoulders. You are fully capable of doing anything you want to do. You have amazing powers. I hope you continue to develop them in ways that will help the people you love. If you work hard, you can accomplish anything. If you don't work hard you may still accomplish a lot, but your potential is unlimited. I pray that you will become all I know you can be. I love you with all my heart and pray that God will be with you, as I cannot.
Lawson, my big man. You have the sweetest nature I have ever encountered. It is impossible to meet you and not love you. If you were not my son, I would wish you were. Your heart is as big as the sky. You have been a joy to me from the day you were born. I have never been disappointed in you. Continue in the path you are on. You do tend to just coast sometimes. You have the ability to be whatever you want to be. Everyone who meets you will want to be your friend. You will always be the center of every crowd. Don't let that lead you into bad company. You can change the course of nearly anything in which you are involved. You can be a tremendous influence for good. Make sure you work hard enough to get where you want to go. May God bless you in everything you want to do. You are the most levelheaded person in our family. Help Mike and Sawyer. They will depend on you for so much, just as we have all always depended on you. I have depended on you and you have never let me down. You seem to know instinctively the right thing to do. Except play tight end, I know you always loved defense. But seriously, I a very proud of the man you are becoming. I love you, my boy, more than words can say.
To Mike, you're the best friend anyone ever had. I started out being your employer, but you quickly became the big brother I never had.
Watch over my kids. Don't argue with them about little things. Allow them the room to do and be the things they love. Remember the things I have tried to live by. Pay attention to the big things and let the little things go. Don't insist on things that don't matter. What matters is that you stay together, lean on each other and trust their hearts. I will not be there physically, but I will be watching over you. If the power of prayer means anything, my prayer ascends up before God for you, Lawson and Sawyer. I shall kneel after writing this and pray to God for the first time in years that He will allow me to live. If that is not to be I will pray that he will draw close to you and keep and protect you from all the bad things that I cannot. I love you, brother, and always will.
Leaving my so great love for you all, I remain, your friend and father, Rawlins."
By the time Lawson finished he was sobbing uncontrollably and so was Sawyer. They clung to one another and wept. No one in the cabin was unmoved and the grown men wept unashamed.
"Well, damn it all to hell anyway," Mike said. "What a guy. We've got a lot to live up to, kids. I swear to you that I'm not going to let him down. From now on, you kids are my life, and I swear I won't let you down either."
They both walked to the cabin and put their arms over his shoulders. "We'll stick together," Lawson told him. "We're going to be fine. I know we all have a hole in our heart, but he wouldn't want us to be eaten up with regret. I don't think he regretted a thing. He seemed happy about his life and he wanted that for us too. We're going to be fine."
"I don't know what the fallout is going to be on all of this," Mike said. "It may still get ugly, but we're going to get through it."
They buried Rawlins at the foot of a pine tree on the hill behind Mikes house. "He used to come up here and read under this tree," Mike said. "I think he'll like it here."
They all moved into Lawson's house and for three weeks they heard nothing. Mike was now acting CEO of RLK and there was not a peep from anything he could find. Sawyer kept a watch around their neighborhood, but there was nothing. Robinson continued to file stories and the full details were now in print. The nation's newspapers had carried the story and there were calls for the President's resignation. He still hadn't appeared in public. He was closeted at Camp David and no press was allowed.
Mike took Sawyer and Lawson to his house on a Monday and they rode their horses into the hills for a picnic. They were lying on blankets in the shade when Sawyer sat up. "There's someone coming," she said.
Lawson and Mike stood up and drew their weapons. They all went armed, and Lawson pulled Sawyer behind a tree.
"Can you tell who it is?" he whispered in her ear.
She concentrated for a moment. "I think it's the President."
"The president of what?" he asked.
"The President, you know, of the United States."
"What, are you sure?"
"Yes, he's walking up the trail."
"What's he doing here? Is he going to have us arrested?"
"I think he's coming to apologize."
They hurried to a vantage point and they could see a solitary figure walking up the hill. There was a helicopter sitting in Mike's driveway and they saw three small figures standing around it.
As the figure approached, they saw that he was wearing jeans, cowboy boots and a hat. It was the President! Lawson recognized him from TV.
They went back to their blankets and sat together as he walked up and stood at the edge of their blanked. He took off his hat and held it in his hand.
"Would you care to join us, Mr. President?" Sawyer asked. "We're drinking beer, would you like one? It's Short's MMMKay."
The President nodded and sat down. She dug one out of the ice and handed it to Lawson. He popped the top and handed it to the President.
He tilted the bottle back and took a drink. "Very good," he said. "Sawyer, I know who you are and what's been done to you. I want you to know that I'm not just the President. I'm a father too. I have two daughters; one is eleven and one, fifteen. I wish you could meet my oldest. I'd like that very much. I think you would like her and I know she would like you.
I'm telling you this so you'll know I'm human. I'm not just some politician. Well, I am, but I'm more than that. I want to be your friend."
"Hell of a way you've been showing that so far," Mike growled.
"I know. I've come here to apologize to you Sawyer, to apologize to all of you. There is no excuse for what's been done to you. I'm not making any. I didn't know about any of this. That's not an excuse, I know. I should have known about it and I'll regret that for the rest of my life.
"I'm sorry Sawyer. I failed you. This country failed you. We have no excuse and we can never make it up to you, but I need you to forgive me. I can't live with myself if you don't. This nation is a wreck unless you forgive us. We can't undo what's been done, but I personally pledge to you that if you can find it in your heart to forgive me, I'll spend the rest of my life trying to make it up to you. I'll use every means in my power to make this right and make sure it never happens again. Can you forgive me Sawyer? Can you forgive us?"
Sawyer reached out and tested his honesty. He was telling the truth. She nodded. "I do forgive you sir. I've always forgiven you. I know you mean what you are saying. I read the papers. I know you've disbanded the NSA and arrested all those people and fired everyone who knew anything about me. I know you're sincere and I do forgive you, but I'll always despise you and everything you stand for. I don't give a damn about this country, pardon the cursing."
"I don't understand. You forgive me, but you despise me? Explain it to me."
"Well sir, it's like this. I view you and everyone like you as fundamentally sick. How do you think any of this happened to begin with? Someone like you wanted to find out his enemies secrets. He wanted power over other people and other countries. I don't understand people that want power, sir. I don't understand people that want the power to control other people's lives. Why would they want to do that? It's a sickness of the human soul, sir. Normal people just want to live their lives and be happy. They want that for everyone else too. They don't want to control other people. You do, and you're twisted by that into something that I hate, sir."
"Someone has to run things, Sawyer. How would we function as a country without people like me?"
"You make the mistake of thinking you're important to people like me, sir. You aren't. I told you, I don't give a damn about the country. I care about people. This is my boyfriend, sir. His name is Lawson. I love him more than life. This is my Uncle Mike. I would die for him. But I wouldn't lift a finger for a country. People like you have been making a big deal out of countries since history began. How many people have died for countries? How many sacrifices do you expect us to make for lines drawn on a map? We just want you to let us alone. I went through 15 years of torture and abuse because someone somewhere thought it would be good for the country. I know you're more decent than that. You would never torture a child, but you've sent young men and women off to die in lands that mean nothing to them for their countries. Don't talk to me about countries, sir."
"I understand why you feel that way Sawyer. I would probably feel like that, too, if I were you, but I'm not you. I even agree with most of what you've said."
"Rawlins gave me a book a few months ago, Sir," Sawyer said. I've been reading it. It has a chapter in it that is a conversation between Socrates and Euthyphro. Socrates asks Euthyphro a question, 'Do the gods love an action because it is good, or is the action good because the gods love it?' How would you answer that question, Sir?"
"I don't know what you're getting at, but I would say it's like the question, 'which came first; the chicken or the egg?' I guess I would say an action is good because the gods love it."
"I'll show you what I'm talking about. The problem with people like you is that you view good and evil as derivative. I disagree totally with your conclusion. God loves actions because they are good. He hates other actions because they are evil. If he didn't love good, he wouldn't be God, or at least not a God I would serve. If good and evil are derivative, why did God command us to love him and one another? He could just as easily have commanded us to hate him and one another. That would then be right, by your definition.
Right is something that isn't defined by will, not even God's will. Right is independent of what anyone says it is. The government doesn't have the power to declare that things are right or wrong just because it says they are. That's what every government tries to do. 'This is right because we say it is.' This is the law and we say it is right, but because we are the source of the law, we don't have to live by it. We aren't your servants, sir, but you've made us even less than that. You aren't even our rulers anymore; you're our owners. We're like pigs or cows. There isn't any part of our lives where we can say, 'that's not any of your business.' You pry into everything and our whole lives are your business. We have no rights or liberties left, just the duty to obey you, and you tell us this is right because you say so.
I'm not your slave, sir. I don't need anything from you and I don't ask anything from you. That's why I can say I don't give a damn about you. I'm sorry, Mike. I do need to curse sometimes."
"Well Sawyer, I don't know what to say to that. Let me think about it for about a hundred years and I might understand it. You're smarter than I am, Sawyer. I never dreamed a eighteen-year-old girl would give me a philosophy lesson under a pine tree. I might even agree once I wrap my mind around it. Unfortunately, I don't have the option of damning the country. A lot of bad things are going to happen to people that live here if I don't fix this. I need your help. I need you to stand beside me on a podium and tell the people of the country you forgive them, and you forgive me. I know you don't give a damn about the country, but what about the people? You said you care about people. I'm trying to understand Sawyer. People are going to suffer. We're going to face sanctions from the rest of the world because we abused you. Our ability to trade is going to be harmed and a lot of people are going to suffer, maybe even Lawson and Mike. Certainly, a lot of poor people are going to suffer if prices go up and they lose their jobs. I know you won't help me, but will you help them?"
"Yes, I will. I'll stand on that podium and I'll make that speech. I know the world isn't perfect and I'll do what I can. You can make the arrangements with Mike. Sir, if you wouldn't mind, I'm having a picnic with my boyfriend and my Uncle and I'd like you to leave now. You make me feel sick."
She buried her face in Lawson's chest and wrapped her arms around him.
The President rose and Mike walked him to the edge of the hill. He smiled ruefully. "That's quite a girl you've got there, Uncle Mike. I don't think I've ever been dismissed quite so abruptly or talked to so frankly. I feel a little dirty. She despises me, Mike. I almost despise myself after talking to her."
Mike grinned. "Yeah, she has that effect on people. Don't worry about it. Be nice to her and she'll come around. She can't help loving people."
"She is a remarkable girl. How could a personality like that come out of the horror of that life?"
"I don't have a clue. She ought to be feral and full of rage and hate, but she's not. People surprise me all the time. When do you want to make that speech?"
"In five minutes would be best. Tomorrow would be good and the day after tomorrow is as long as I can wait."
"Where do you want her to be?"
"At the White House. I'm going back there now. Can I send a plane?"
"We've got one. Noon on Wednesday, we'll be there."
The two men shook hands and the president made his way back down the hill. He felt very small and alone.
Chapter 19
Sawyer arrived at the White House at 11AM. She walked in holding Lawson's hand tightly and they were ushered into the Oval Office. The President rose to greet them and seated them in two chairs in front of his desk. He took his seat behind the desk and folded his hands.
"So," he said, "I understand you're running for reelection and you want me to make a campaign appearance?"
They exploded in laughter and a secret service agent stuck his head in. He smiled and shut the door.
"Thank you for coming, Sawyer. Lawson, I want you to stand by us too. You're a big part of this. Sawyer, what do you want to do? I'm in your hands. I have two speeches written. One is my resignation speech. I'll give that speech if that's what you decide. The other is the story of how what happened to you occurred and my apology to the world and to you. I'm going to leave it to you which one I give."
"No you won't," she told him, "I won't do it. You can't put that choice on me. Either one is a bad choice. I want you to resign and I want everyone in this city to resign, too, but I know you're an honorable man. If you resign, some putrid person a thousand times worse than you will step in and start some program like Wormwood all over again. It's all evil and I won't do it. You make that decision and you live with it. I won't do it. Make the choice now and tell me what it is or go out there by yourself."
He was startled by her answer and didn't know what to say for a minute. Finally, he said: "Okay Sawyer, I'm going to stay and fight. I think you're right; the person who succeeds me might be totally corrupt. He probably will be. I'm going to fight to fix this and I'm going to trust your compassion for people to help me do that. You are a very remarkable young lady. Someday I hope you'll let me be your friend. Are you ready?"
She nodded. They walked into the briefing room with her holding tightly to Lawson's hand. The room was filled with reporters and Sawyer noticed Robinson in the front row. He gave her a thumbs-up and she smiled and waved.



The President stepped to the microphone and silence fell.
"I have a message for the American people and for the people of the world," he said. "A very great tragedy has occurred. This tragedy has claimed the lives of dozens of people, among them, nineteen children and the father of the young man you see here with me. For this tragedy I am deeply sorry. In the wider scheme of things, the government of the United States has offended and deceived our friends and allies around the world. For this, I am deeply apologetic. I allowed a group of misguided and delusional madmen to proceed in their madness unchecked.
That I was unaware of their madness is no excuse. I should have been aware. I failed the American people, the world and most of all, I failed this young lady. She has found in her heart the graciousness to forgive me. I don't deserve her forgiveness, but I am very grateful. I'm going to let her speak to you in a moment.
I want the American people to know that there are going to be changes in the way we do business. We are implementing changes in the way our intelligence community operates. We are going to insist on better oversight and responsibility and accountability to ensure that this tragedy is never repeated. We are forming a human rights court to bring to trial and convict those who offend against the dignity and nobility of human life, be they congressional representatives, Supreme Court justices or the President of the United States.
We ask the American people and the world community to find the grace and mercy of this young lady, and forgive our mistakes, knowing that we will be forever vigilant in the future to ensure this will never happen again."
He turned, "Sawyer, would you come up here please?"
She reluctantly let go of Lawson's hand and walked forward to stand beside the President.
"It's okay, Sawyer, Lawson can come up, too. I know you'll feel better holding his hand."
The room filled with laughter and Lawson came and stood beside her. She took his hand and used the other to brush back her hair. It was blonde again and growing past her shoulders already.
"My name is Sawyer Raleigh," she spoke softly. "I don't know how I got that name, but that's what the guards told me. I never knew my parents. Nine months ago, I was sitting on a bench outside a grocery store in Flagstaff, Arizona. It was snowing and I didn't have a coat. I hadn't eaten for two days and I didn't have any money. I thought I was going to die.
"A car pulled up in the parking lot and a young man got out. He was on his way home from football practice and he was thirsty. He stopped at the pop machine and noticed me sitting there. He bought me a soda and my life changed. I'm holding his hand now. His name is Lawson Sloan and I'm going to marry him someday."
The room burst into applause and cheering.
Sawyer smiled and brushed back her hair. "I was a prisoner for 15 years. I was born in prison and I never saw outside those walls for 13 years. I don't know what little girls do that were born free. I went to school. By that, I mean I went to a room and did school work. When school was over, I went to a dormitory and went to bed. I learned the usual things and I didn't know that life was supposed to be any different. I didn't know that other children had mothers and fathers. I didn't know that they played in the park or rode bicycles. There were 20 other children with me in the beginning. One by one, they disappeared and I always wondered if I would be next.
"When I was eight, I found out what my life was going to be like. I refused to do something the director wanted me to do and I was beaten with rubber hoses until I gave in.
"I almost died twice. I was tortured every week of my life until I was fifteen. So far as I knew, everyone was either tortured, or they tortured other people. You've seen all the sordid details in the papers.
"Then I met Lawson on that bench and I discovered that some people weren't like that. Some people buy sodas for lost and scared girls. Some people take them across the street and buy them breakfast. Some people take them to their homes and risk their lives to help strangers, just because they can and that's the kinds of people they are.
"I learned that some people have hearts so full of love that they give themselves to help other people. Sometimes they give their lives for the people they love. I wish you could have known Rawlins Sloan. He took me into his life and he loved me. He gave me the life I never had. He taught me that I could have someone in my life that loved me and that I was lovely." Tears filled her eyes and began to run down her golden cheeks.
"He gave me Lawson and my Uncle Mike. He showed me what life is supposed to be like and then he died. He always knew he was going to die. He had a very bad heart condition, but he died saving me from the monsters that were all I knew for 15 years.
"Before he died, he showed me what a real person is supposed to be like. I've decided that I'm going to live the rest of my life like he would want me to. I'm going to love people. I'm going to love people I don't know, strangers and even people that don't deserve my love, just like he did. I decided I was going to forgive the people that made my life so wretched for so long. I was going to forgive the people that let that happen. If I don't, I dishonor the memory of the man that loved me like that, even when he had no reason to love me. So, yes, I do forgive you, Mr. President. In honor of Rawlins Sloan, who gave his life for that little girl on that bench in the snow, I ask the world for your forgiveness, even for the people who don't even necessarily deserve it. I know the President is going to try very hard to make sure this doesn't happen to any other little boys and girls.
"If he doesn't, I have his phone number, and to all the others around the world who might be tempted to imprison and torture little girls, I can find your number, too. Remember, I'll be watching."
She stepped back and took Lawson with her. The room erupted with applause and the President returned to the microphone. "Miss Raleigh will take one question. She has selected Mr. Robinson to ask that question."
"Miss Raleigh, Sawyer, what is the lesson that you want people to learn from this?"
Sawyer stepped to the microphone again. "Mr. Robinson, the lesson I want people to learn is that they aren't alone in the world. There are other people out there, too. People aren't objects to be used and discarded. They aren't lab rats that you can do experiments on. They aren't things you can manipulate. I'm a person, and so are you. I love horses and old cars and pretty things and one boy. Just remember that when you find yourself beginning to treat people like things. We're not things. If you hurt me I cry, just like you. That's the lesson I want you to learn. You're not a slave and when someone tells you you are, you can stand up and tell them no, no matter who they are. I'm going to go back home and watch a movie with my boyfriend now. I'm going to ride my horse and go to church and graduate from high school. I just want to be a girl with a life like everyone else. I deserve that and so do you."
The President stepped to the podium again. "I hope you all just heard what she said. I don't want to see reporters outside her house. If she wants to talk to you she'll call. You will be arrested if you bother her. Let her live her life. We've all done enough to her."
*****
The President sat in the oval office, stunned and shaking. Sawyer and Lawson sat in the chairs across from his desk.
"Are you telling me that Wormwood worked, that you can really read minds?" he asked.
"I'm telling you that I can not only read them, but that I can influence them. For instance, what is your wife's name?"
He sat in silence for a moment. "I don't know. I can't remember. Are you doing something to me Sawyer?"
"Yes, I'm preventing you from remembering. I'll stop now."
His wife's face flashed through his mind and he remembered.
"I did that for a reason, Mr. President. I revealed myself to you for a reason. Mike and Lawson and I talked about this and they wanted me to show you. I told those people that I had your phone number but I have more than that. I'm going to be watching, sir. I'm going to be watching you and everyone involved in the government. Have you ever heard the song, Sirius/Eye in the Sky by the Alan Parsons Project, Mr. President?"
"Is that the song they play before sporting events?"
"Yes, do you know the lyrics?"
"No, I've only heard the instrumental introduction."
"I have them memorized," she told him. "Let me recite them for you."
Her perfect, husky little voice was enchanting as she wove a spell over them.
"Don't think sorry's easily said
Don't try turning tables instead
You've taken lots of chances before
But I ain't gonna give anymore, don't ask me
That's how it goes
Cause part of me knows what you're thinkin'
Don't say words you're gonna regret
Don't let fire rush to your head
I've heard the accusation before
And I ain't gotta take any more, believe me
The sun in your eyes
Made some of the lies worth believing
I am the eye in the sky
Looking at you, I can read your mind
I am the maker of rules
Dealing with fools, I can cheat you blind
And I don't need to see any more to know that
I can read your mind
I can read your mind
Don't leave false illusions behind
Don't cry, I ain't changing my mind
So find another fool like before
Cause I ain't gonna live anymore believing
Some of the lies while all of the sides are deceiving
I am the eye in the sky
Looking at you, I can read your mind
I am the maker of rules
Dealing with fools, I can cheat you blind
And I don't need to see any more to know that
I can read your mind
I can read your mind
A silence fell over the oval office as her sweet little voice died away. The President sat with his head bowed.
"That's the saddest thing I've ever heard Sawyer. I can't believe how well that fits you. I've tried to say I'm sorry. I know it's easily said. I know you've given more than should ever be asked of anyone, but you can't sit here in Washington, DC and threaten the President of the United States in his own office. I'm sorry Sawyer but you are a threat to this country. You're a threat to the whole human race. I'm going to have to take you into custody."
He opened his mouth to call the secret service agent outside the door. He found that he really didn't want to do that. He started to press a button on his desk. His hand fell back to the arm of the chair.
"You missed part of the song, Mr. President. I am the maker of rules, not you. You are going to discover that you are unable to mention this conversation to anyone but me, Lawson or Mike. Those are the only people I trust. You've just shown me that you can't be trusted. I make the rules, Mr. President, not you, not the congress, not anyone else, just me. Remember, I can read your mind. I'm going to be watching. I won't interfere with the way you people do things, but anytime anyone in the world hurts another person, any time you try to start programs that torture people, any time people's human rights are violated, I'm going to know, and before God, they will not go unpunished. When they form the idea, I'm going to know. There are no secrets from me, Mr. President."
"You're a eighteen-year-old girl, Sawyer. You don't know enough to make decisions like that. You're acting like God, judging people, taking decisions on yourself that you have no right to take."
"Do you know enough to make decisions like that, Mr. President?"
"I have advisors; I have teams of people that make sure I know enough."
"I know everything you know, remember? I can read your mind."
"The people of this country elected me. You're just stealing their choices away. It's tyranny."
"Bullshit, Mr. President, and you know it. You tell me: What makes people free? Is it the ability to vote? When one person makes the decision: that's tyranny, according to you. Does having two names on that ballot mean freedom? If our choices are between Hitler and Stalin are we supposed to hold our noses and vote for one of them? You're fighting two wars in two different countries right now and you're on the verge of three. Tell me, Mr. President; are the people in favor of those wars?"
"No, but they were when they started."
"That's right. Then they found out that you and people like you were lying to them. You stole their choice, Mr. President. Does the fact that you were elected make that any better? The sun in your eyes made some of the lies worth believing. I've told you that I won't interfere with you, but I am going to take away your ability to lie. When you do, every newspaper in the world is going to know it. Is that really so terrible, Mr. President? Does it terrify you that you won't be able to lie to people anymore?"
"I never wanted to lie to anyone. There are just some secrets that we have to keep so that we can accomplish what needs to be done for the common good."
"Bullshit again, Mr. President. The reason you want to keep secrets is because if people found out the things you were doing 'for the common good,' they'd run you out of town on a rail."
"You're keeping secrets Sawyer. You're keeping yourself a secret. People would be terrified if they knew someone could read their minds."
"Yes, you're right. The similarity between you and me, Mr. President, is that I'm keeping my secret so that you won't lock me up or kill me. You're keeping secrets like Wormwood because you know people will lock you up. The difference is that you deserve to be locked up. You made me like this, sir. I didn't choose to read minds. You made me do it. Now you want to lock me up for being what you made me be. You think I'm a monster. I may be, Mr. President, but I'm your monster. You're Dr. Frankenstein. You created me."
"I'm sorry Sawyer. I'm so confused. We did make you. I wish it had never happened. I don't know what to do."
"There's nothing you can do. I am the maker of rules, not you. I think that's what terrifies you so much. There's one person on the planet that you can't control in any way, and if she wants to destroy you, she can. That terrifies you, and people like you. Real freedom is the ability to say no if I think your demands are unreasonable. What would happen to people like you if everyone else could just tell you, 'no'? That's what I want. I want everyone in the world to be able to say 'no' when the draft board sends them their induction notice, or when the tax man knocks on their door or a policeman demands to see their papers."
"It would be anarchy, Sawyer."
"Exactly: That's what real freedom is, Mr. President. It's freedom from people like you. I'm going to try and teach other people to do what I do. I hope that when Lawson and I have children, I can pass on my abilities to them. We will be the watchers: the eyes in the sky. Maybe someday everyone will have that ability. Maybe we've had it all along and just never found out how it works. Does that terrify you, Mr. President?"
"Completely: but not as much as all that power in the hands of one eighteen-year-old girl."
"That's exactly how I feel about you. All that power in the hands of one man. You said earlier you wanted to become my friend, sir. I hope you still feel that way. If you want me to, I will be. Do you know what the funny thing is? You can trust me sir. I can't trust you because you're sick, but you can trust me. Do you know why? I never wanted this ability. I would never have chosen to be able to read people's minds. I only want one power; the power to live my life and be left alone. You took that away from me when I was a baby. Now I'm taking it back and that terrifies you. The reason you can trust me not to abuse my power is that I don't want it. You took away my choices before I was born. Now I'm going to use it to see that you never do that to anyone else. If I was like you I'd lock you up and throw away the key, but I'll never do that. I won't even tamper with you at all unless you lie to me. Feel me, Mr. President." She opened herself up to him and his mind reeled. He had never known such terror or such intimacy. He fully understood the entity called Sawyer Raleigh.
The President was a shaken man. He put his head down in his hands, lost in despair. When he looked up, Sawyer and Lawson were gone. He ran out on the White House lawn. They were getting into the car. Mike was driving and the President ran to the car and knocked on the window. Lawson rolled it down and President stooped and looked inside.
"I am going to trust you Sawyer," he said. "I do want to be your friend. When can I see you again?"
"I won't ever come here again," she told him. "Do your daughters like horseback riding in the mountains?"
"They've never been. We're from Illinois, remember?"
She laughed. "Would you like to bring them and visit us? If you can work it out, I'd like for you to speak to my school opening day. I think it's going to take the President to explain how Jack Bishop became Sawyer Raleigh, or the other way around, really. If you could stay for three days, we could go riding on Saturday, and you could go to church with us on Sunday."
"Count on it, Sawyer, but I want to stay four days. I'll make that speech, but I want to do it the day before school starts. That way it won't be awkward for you."
He was as good as his word. School opened on Friday and Lawson flew in from Los Angeles on Wednesday. Classes hadn't started, but he was already in football practice.
The President flew in on Thursday morning, and Mike, Lawson and Sawyer rode with the procession to a park near downtown. A huge crowd had gathered and the President stepped to the microphone, accompanied by Lawson and Sawyer. Mike stood with the Secret Service agents and blended in.
"Hello Flagstaff," the President began. A cheer broke out and he smiled and waved. "I've only been here once before but you have one of the most beautiful cities in the country. The first time I was here, one of your citizens told me she despised me. She told me I made her feel sick.
"Can you imagine how that made me feel? I had flown here from Washington especially to meet her. I was crushed. I never wanted anyone to like me more in my life. I felt like I was back in high school with all you young men and women here and Mary Jo Chopin turned me down for the prom."
The crowd laughed and the President continued.
"She is a very special person, and I desperately wanted her to like me. She didn't and I was never so disappointed in my life. Her Uncle told me that she'd come around if I was nice to her. 'She can't help liking people,' he told me. I've spent the last four months being nice to her. I sent her flowers every Monday. I called her on the phone every Sunday evening. I set up a Skype call once a month with my family, so she could see us and get to know us, but something else happened.
"I had never met her the first time I came here. I didn't know what to expect. You students over there in the Eagles section know her well. Instead of her liking me, I fell in love with her. My whole family did. I think she fell in love with my family too. I hope she likes me a little.
"You see, it's not so much me she despised; it's what I represented. She told me that she thought I was an honorable man. As I tell you about her, you'll understand why she despised me.
"You've all heard of Sawyer Rawlins. Most of you know who she really is by now. You may be a little confused, because you know her as Jack Bishop. Sawyer is her real name. She took her Uncle's last name when she moved here. That's him standing down there with my security detail. He's the one with no earpiece and no hair."



The crowd laughed and Mike shifted uncomfortably.
"The reason she took that name is that she was hiding. She was hiding from me, and people who worked for me. They don't work for me anymore. They're in jail. You know the reason she was hiding from me. I didn't even know about her at the time, but let me tell you about the kinds of people you have here in Flagstaff. I like to believe that there are people all across the United States like that. I do believe that. Flagstaff is a special place. You have the Grand Canyon, you have the mountains and you had one very special man that you all know very well. His company is the largest employer in your city. His name was Rawlins Sloan. Lawson picked Sawyer up in a grocery store parking lot and took her home with him. In spite of the grave danger it placed them in, they decided to hide her. They changed her name and her hair and she went to school and found out for the first time what a normal life was like. They all fell in love with Sawyer. Rawlins loved her so much that he gave his life to protect her. You don't know how he died. We haven't told anyone.
"He died protecting Sawyer from those people that used to work for me. He was gunned down in Cuba by an agent of the United States Government. That agent died in the attack, as well. The Sloans were in Cuba because they didn't feel safe in their own country. They were right. They weren't even safe in Cuba, because people who worked for your government, for my government, tried to kill them. Do you know why they were in danger?
"They were in danger because people in our government had tortured Sawyer for 15 years. You've seen in the papers how that happened. Those people in our government were about to be exposed and they wanted to cover their tracks and the way they tried to do that was by killing Sawyer and the Sloans. Sawyer and Lawson lived, but Rawlins gave his life to protect her. He leaped off a second story balcony onto a man that was holding a gun to Sawyer's head. He broke his leg in that attack and fell down a flight of stairs where he was shot three times by one of the agents. He died from those wounds in his children's arms. Rawlins was a hero equal in bravery to the greatest man you can call to mind. The section of Interstate 40 through Arizona is going to become the Rawlins Sloan Memorial Highway. We're in the process of changing the signs now, I'm told.
"That's just a small gesture. The primary effect of his life isn't his company or his wealth or his bravery. It's in the son he raised; you all know Lawson Sloan. He's a hell of a football player and I'm looking forward to following his career. It's in Sawyer, who he adopted and protected. It's in the friends he left behind. It's in the example he left for all of us that no matter the sacrifice we make for the people we love, it's our responsibility to make that sacrifice. Lawson and Sawyer tell me that he died with no regrets. That's the kind of people you are in Flagstaff. People who help other people; brave people and people who are willing to sacrifice themselves for what they believe in and the people they love. I'm proud to be in Flagstaff; I'm proud to be an American and most of all I would be proud if Sawyer Raleigh would call me her friend."
Tears were streaming down his cheeks as he finished his speech. He turned to face Lawson, Sawyer and his family. Sawyer took a hesitant step forward and brushed back her hair with one hand. Then she rushed to him and threw her arms around him, sobbing into his chest. He turned to the crowd and raised his fist into the air. The crowd erupted and flashes from cameras blinded them. The Secret Service detail surrounded them and hurried them into the waiting motorcade. The motorcade made its way through the streets to Lawson's house and pulled into the driveway.
The President and his family went with Mike and Lawson to the Grand Canyon on Friday and Sawyer went to school. She found herself at the center of a mob everywhere she went. The Principal was forced to take stern measures to restore a semblance of order. Even Lane lost her attitude and became very friendly.
Amber and Brook found celebrity intoxicating and as Sawyer's best friends, they were lionized, as well. "I just can't believe you have the President wrapped around your finger like that." Amber was in awe. "He's actually staying at your house. Sawyer, can we please meet him and his family?"
"We're having a party at Uncle Mike's tonight," Sawyer told her. "All our friends are invited. The President will be there. Just don't embarrass me. He's just a guy, Amber."
"He's the President of the United States," Amber squealed. "I can't believe you told him you despised him and he still likes you."
"Of course he does," Brook told her. "Everyone likes Sawyer, Lawson, too. I never met anyone that didn't like them, well, except for that bitch, Lane. I can't believe you were so brave, Jack, I mean, Sawyer. You were running for your life, hiding here and we never suspected a thing. Rawlins was a hero but so are you, Sawyer."
"It was Lawson that was the hero," Sawyer told her. "If it wasn't for him I'd either be dead or back in that torture chamber and I would never have had a chance to know you guys."
After the party, Sawyer took Lawson by the hand and led him to her house. "I hate this, Lawson," she told him. "I never have any time to spend with you."
"Well, I'm not as important as the President," he laughed.
"You are to me," she told him. "You're the most important person in the world to me, Lawson. Don't ever forget that. Come with me and I'll show you."
She led him up the stairs to her bed and pushed him down onto his back. She stripped off his clothes and made love to him.
"Now do you feel important?" she asked.
"Well, I'm not convinced," he told her. "Come here, Venus, and I think one more time will make up my mind."
She laughed and allowed him to pull her close. He rolled over her and she gasped as he claimed her again. "Let me be on top, Lawson," she whispered. "I want to be able to watch you."
The President and his family attended church with Mike, Lawson and Sawyer on Sunday. They all sat in the same pew and the Pastor preached on redemption. He used Sawyer's story as an illustration and there wasn't a dry eye in the house when he finished.
Chapter 20
Sawyer had the window rolled down on the GSX and her long golden hair streamed behind her in the wind. She was rolling down West 34th street away from the USC campus and Lawson was waiting. She pulled into her parking spot, rolled up her windows and locked the doors. She climbed the stairs to their apartment and unlocked the door. Lawson was sitting on the couch with his feet up, playing a video game. She sank down beside him and kissed his cheek. He paused the game and found her lips."
"Hello, gorgeous, you out of class?"
"Yep," she nuzzled her cheek into his chest.
"Got plans for the weekend?"
"Yes I do," she said. "I am going to take off my clothes and spend the weekend naked in bed with you."
He reached over and cupped one breast and kissed her. "When do we start?"
"After I get the mail." She went down to the box and checked out the letters inside. Something rang an alarm bell in her mind and she turned around quickly. A young man with flaming red hair hanging to his shoulders leaned against the wall 10 feet away.
"Hello, sister," he said. "I've been looking for you for three years."
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The sky had been getting lighter for about an hour when he saw the first flame of the sun peek over the horizon. No doubt, it would be another hot one. The sun was kissing the tops of the Sierra Blanca range, lighting them with gold fire. He chuckled to himself. If only it were real gold. Macon Thorpe had tried his hand at mining, a time or two. He had made enough to eat, doing backbreaking labor from dawn to dusk, and he traded in his shovel and pan for saddle and a rope. He had made one find, and it became the basis for everything that had come afterward.
It was a giant red beryl, and Macon had been smart enough to know what he had found. He had traveled to New York, and the price he got had bought him his own little empire. At least, that's the way he thought of it.
He had arisen while it was still dark, stirred up his fire, boiled some coffee, eaten some two-day-old biscuits he fried in the grease from the bacon he fried and saddled up. It had been a long ride up from El Paso and he was looking forward to getting back home.
The sun was now a huge blood-orange ball and he could feel the heat. The dust puffed up beneath Laredo's hooves at every step and he found himself wanting a drink, already. He drew Laredo to a stop just before topping a small rise and scanned the valley on the other side of the rise. It was a habit. He'd developed it so that he wouldn't be silhouetted against the skyline before he knew what was out there.
He saw movement off to the left, some distance away, and couldn't make out what it was. He got his glass and looked. There was a dead horse, at least it appeared dead, lying close to some brush, and the vultures had gathered. Something was making them nervous, because they kept flapping away when they approached, as if startled.
Macon put his glass away, took his rifle off the saddle strings holding it and proceeded cautiously toward the dead horse. As he approached, the vultures took wing, flapping a short distance away and waiting with infinite patience. He noticed a small object lying beside the horse and grew even more cautious. He circled twice, keeping the brush between himself and the figures on the ground. Nothing moved, so he tied his rifle again, and drew his pistol.
Keeping the body of the horse between himself and the other object, he rode up and dismounted, leaving Laredo ground-tied. He peered over the dead horse, already beginning to bloat, and stopped, stunned. The figure on the ground was a young woman. Her right leg was trapped under the fallen horse and she was, obviously, unable to free herself. The horse had a broken leg and its head was twisted at an unnatural angle. Looking around, he saw the hole that had caused this scene. The horse must have stepped into the hole, breaking its leg and falling, breaking its neck in the process and falling on its rider.
He could see the young woman's chest rising and falling. She was alive! He hurried back to Laredo, got his canteen and hurried back. He knelt beside her, and she moaned. She waved one arm and croaked. That was what had kept the vultures nervous. She must have thought he was a vulture in her delirium and tried to wave him off.
"It's okay, Miss," he spoke. "Let me give you a drink and we'll see about getting you out of this jam."
Her eyes cracked open and he doubted there was anyone home in there. She had been there for some time, judging from the state of the horse, and was, no doubt, hovering on the brink of death. He cradled her head in his lap and held the canteen to her lips. She felt the coolness of the water and tried to grab the canteen. She was very weak and he easily restrained her. He gave her small sips, waiting a long while between, until the canteen was empty. He laid her back down and went to Laredo, taking his rope and tying it to the saddle horn. He tied the other end to the saddle horn of the dead horse and went back to lead Laredo into a pull.
The rope tightened and Laredo sank lower, easing into the pull. The dead horse began to slide and there was a shriek of pain from the woman. Macon kept Laredo pulling until the dead horse moved five feet or so, and he could see that it was clear of the young woman. He led Laredo back until the rope was slack and untied it, coiling it up and stowing it on his saddle again. He went back and checked on the woman.
She was unconscious. He thought for a moment, then drew his knife. He cut the leg of her pants up until he could see the injury. Her boot was in the way and he opened the seam, pulling the top down and removing the boot.
He had reason to be thankful for her unconsciousness, since that had to have been extremely painful. It was very swollen and bruised, but he couldn't find anything broken. That didn't mean that it wasn't; he was no doctor, but it was not displaced, only badly bruised, as far as he could tell. He thought again for a moment, went to her horse and took the saddlebags off it. He looked regretfully at the saddle. It was a beautiful piece of workmanship. The stitching was precise and patterned, and there was silver worked into it. He had no idea of what to do with it, so he took it off the dead horse and hid it in the brush, covering it so that it would be difficult to find.
She had a fine rifle and a belt with cartridges, which he tied on Laredo, along with the saddle bags. He went back and scooped her up in his arms, carrying her back to Laredo. She was very light, and felt like a small child in his arms. He laid her face down in the saddle and led Laredo away, looking for a place he could mount up, as well.
He found it in a large boulder, and he took the girl off the saddle, holding her and mounting. He tied the reins to the saddle horn. Laredo could be guided by knee pressure, and he fell into a little running-walk. It wasn't far to the Membres River, and they would stay there until he had some idea what to do.
They rode for an hour and he heard the trickling water ahead. Loredo's ears pricked forward and his pace picked up slightly. Macon rode along the river, looking for a good place for a camp until he came to a bluff, right at the water, with an overhang, forming a small cave-like area. There was grass for Laredo along the stream, and Macon managed to dismount. He carefully placed the girl in some soft grass, then took the gear off Laredo, leaving only a halter with a rope hanging from it. Laredo would graze around and drink, but wouldn't stray far.
Macon made a pallet with his bedroll and got the girl situated. He took his towel and soap to the stream. He washed the towel and his washcloth, got a pan of water and went back to the overhang. He built a fire and heated the water. The young woman was very dirty, and he washed her face, first. As the dirt and grime washed away, he realized that this was one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen! She was, obviously, of Spanish extraction. Her skin was a lustrous dusky creaminess, and her hair was as black as a raven's wing. He bathed her swollen leg and she moaned. She seemed to be waking up, and he cradled her head in his lap again, letting her drink from the canteen he had refilled at the river.
Her eyes opened, and they were lucid. They searched his face, and he closed them so he could wash the crusted dirt from her eyelids.
He dried her face and she opened her eyes again. They were very dark brown, almost black, and she tried to speak. Her voice was a croak, and he gave her another drink.
"Quién eres tú?" Her voice was low and husky. He felt a thrill run through him. "Dónde estamos?"
Macon knew enough Spanish to understand that. "My name is Macon Thorpe," he told her. "We're on the Mimbres River. I found you trapped under your dead horse. Do you speak English?"
"Si, a little," she said. "Thank you, Macon Thorpe."
"Nothing else to do." He shrugged. "I couldn't leave you there. The vultures were coming for you."
She shuddered. "We fell," she said. "Podría tener algo más de agua?"
He understood the "Agua," and held her head up while she drank again.
"My leg," she complained. "It hurts very badly. Is it broken?"
"I don't think so," he said. "It's injured, bruised, swollen. I'm sorry, I don't have any medicine." He smacked himself on the forehead. "I have whiskey. Do you want to drink some whiskey?"
She chuckled. "Are you trying to get me borracho?"
"It's all I've got to help with the pain," he said. "I'll get you drunk some other time."
He grinned at her and she felt a thrill. He was very good looking, she decided. His hair was almost as dark as hers, and he had grey eyes. There was a scar on one cheekbone and his nose looked as if it had been broken. He was very rugged, and very handsome.
"I think I would wish to drink some of that whiskey," she said.
He slid out from under her head and rested it on a rolled up canvas. He stood, and she realized he was very tall. His spurs jingled as he walked over to his saddle. He rummaged around for a bit and came back, carrying a metal flask and a tin cup.
"Do you think you can sit up?" he asked.
She nodded. "Maybe for a... tiny while," she said.
He went and got his saddle, setting it down behind her, lifting her up and letting her lean back against it. He poured whiskey into the tin cup and gave it to her.
"I'll make us something to eat," he said. "Sip on that, but don't drink too much until you get some food inside you.
She sat, taking an occasional sip from the cup, and watched him as he moved around the fire. He mixed up drop biscuits and she could smell and hear meat frying. He got two cans and a leather bottle out of his saddlebags. He emptied one can into a pan, added a little water and some bacon grease. When the bacon and biscuits were done, he got tin plates and filled them. He also had forks, and he handed her one of the plates. The can had been beans, and she devoured everything.
He went back to the fire and split open two of the biscuits, frying them in the bacon grease. He brought them back and opened the stopper on the leather bottle. It was honey, and the most delicious thing she had ever tasted. After they ate the biscuit and honey, he opened the final can and they shared the peaches inside.
"You never told me your name," he said.
"It is Maria Consuela Shaballa-Rios," she said. "I am called Consuela. My mother is Maria, as well. That was a delicioso meal. I believe I shall drink whiskey now, if you do not mind."
He laughed and poured her cup full. The whiskey was mellow and smoky, and she soon began to feel as mellow as the liquor. She shared sips with him, and they were both a little tipsy.
They talked comfortably and she began to tell him about herself. After about four sentences she felt exhaustion overtaking her, and the pain in her leg faded to a dull ache.
"Macon, if you do not mind I believe I shall sleep now," she said.
He took the saddle away and she reclined on the rolled up canvas. "Where will you sleep?" she asked. "I have taken your bed."
He laughed. "Don't worry about me," he said. "I can sleep on a bed of cactus. There's some soft grass around, and I have a spare blanket. You get some rest and you'll feel better in the morning."
Her lids were so heavy that she couldn't keep them open, and she drifted off to sleep.
Macon tidied up around the camp, went and checked on Laredo and bedded down in the soft grass. He was looking forward to home and a bed in the worst way. 'I'm getting too old for this,' he thought to himself. He wasn't old, at 31, but he sometimes felt as if he was 71. He wondered how old Consuela was. He would guess her in her early twenties, but he was no expert.
He opened his saddlebag and took out his book. He was reading "The Lives of the Twelve Caesars," by Gaius Suetonius Tranquillus. It was a translation by Dr. Alexander Thomson, and he was finding it fascinating. Macon had found it in a little book shop in London. He had spent a week there between his discharge from Company A of the Arizona Rangers, and his enlistment into the French Army of the Rhine. He decided he'd had enough of Army life, and returned to the States, attending the College of William and Mary, before drifting west.
After selling his beryl, he had purchased his ranch, and began importing shorthorn cattle. They were rare, and he had been building his herd for some years. The bulls were a gold mine, as other ranchers soon saw the value of the heavy frames of the cattle, as opposed to the ranginess of the longhorns they were running.
Macon drifted off to the sounds of Laredo grazing, and was awakened by a mockingbird the next morning. He got up and bathed in the river before starting breakfast. By the time Consuela awakened, he had coffee made and breakfast was ready.
He sat her up and she groaned. "The whiskey felt good last night," she murmured, "but not so good this morning."
He laughed. "Once you get something inside you, you'll feel better."
His optimism proved to be true, and by the time he had scrubbed out their dishes, she was feeling human again.
"What shall we do today?" she asked.
"I guess that's up to you," he said. "I know nothing about you, Consuela. What happened, what were you doing out here, where were you going and where are you from?"
"This is many questions." She smiled, her beauty giving Macon's heart a flutter, despite her rumpled and mussed condition. "I was on my way home from visiting my Uncle. My horse fell and was muerte. I was trapped, and could not escape. I had given up hope. The evil birds came..." She shuddered. "I have my home near Akela. I was returning there when the horse fell."
"That's a ways," Macon said. "Do you think you're up to traveling there?"
She moved her foot and grimaced. "Perhaps not," she said, wrinkling her little nose. "What was passing with you, Macon?"
He parsed her meaning, smiling at the quaint question. "I was on my way back from El Paso. I own a ranch about 25 miles away. Do you think you might come and stay with me until you feel up to the trip home?"
"Have you a large home?" she asked. "It would not be a... how do you say... a disturbance?"
He laughed. "It might be, but it's one I can stand. You're welcome to stay with me. Is there someone at home who might worry about you? Do you think we should send word? Do you live with your parents? Got a husband that's wondering where you are?"
"No, no parents," she said. "No husband, either. I have men who work."
"What do they work at?" he asked.
"They tend the sheep," she explained. "Two tend the rest of the workers. They will worry much. We must find a way to alert them of my direction."
"We'll find a way," he promised. "Since that's settled, are you ready to ride?"
"No, but we must," she said. "Help me to stand."
He did, and she winced as her injured foot came in contact with the ground. "It is damaged," she said. "Do you think it is broken, Macon?"
"I don't think it is," he said. "I'm not a doctor, and the nearest is a ways. If it doesn't start feeling better in a few days, it might be broken. We'll just have to wait and see. Not much we could do, anyway. I might make a splint. Do you think you need that?"
"No, I cannot walk on it, splinted, or no," she said.
"Well, I'm not walking 25 miles," he told her. "Laredo could carry us both, but it would take us forever. Hardy's place is about five miles. There's a store and a stable. He sells horses, and we can pick one up, spend the night somewhere and be home tomorrow. Sound good?"
"Si." She nodded her head and her hair, evidently held up by pins, began to come lose. "I must repair my hair," she said.
She leaned against a rock and extracted several hair pins. The mass of hair, which had been bunched in a large knot at the back of her head, came flowing down. Macon gasped. She was a tiny little thing, barely over five feet, and glowing ebony waves came tumbling down. It was very long, almost to the bend of her knees.
She felt his eyes on her and looked at him. "Que?" she asked.
Macon had a hard time getting any words out. "Your hair" he finally croaked. "It's... God, you're beautiful, Consuela."
She blushed. "Thank you," she said. "I am simply Consuela. I am inside. Macon understands?"
He nodded. "Yes, but the outside is pretty special, too." He watched as she eased her fingers through a few tangles and tucked it back into that knot. She put on her hat and he got their things together. He helped her mount and led Laredo in the direction of Hardy's store.
It lay at a trail crossing, and a rough road came in from the east, leading away to the west. A small community surrounded the store and stables, and stages occasionally stopped and changed horses there. There were usually a few hands from the local ranches around, and the inevitable loafer or two. There were half a dozen horses tied at the rail, and Macon looped Laredo's reins around the post, helped Consuela down and carried her to a chair sitting under the roof of the store's porch.
"You just rest there and I'll see what I can come up with," he told her.
"Macon, I have money," she said. "It is not proper that you should buy a horse for me to ride. I should buy it."
"Let's just see what we can dicker for," he said. He went inside and his eyes adjusted to the dimness. He was acquainted with Hardy. He was an old cavalry officer who had taken a arrow to the knee. It had become infected and was amputated, just below the knee. Hardy had come West, opened his store, and he was a well-known man in those parts. Macon liked him.
"My, God, it's Thorpe!" Hardy's booming voice met him. "What brings you down our way?"
Macon explained the situation and Hardy reached beneath the counter and poured them both a shot of whiskey. "I've got a half-dozen crowbaits, but nothing you would be interested in," he said.
"I'm not looking for race horses," Macon said. "Just something to get the little lady out to the home place."
Hardy thought for a minute. "Tell you what," he said. "I'll loan you that grey mare I have. She's as gentle as a kitten. You take her, get the lady home, and next time you stock up on provisions, you buy them from me. You can send one of your boys back with the mare. Sound like a deal?"
It sounded like the perfect deal to Macon, and they shook hands on it. "Now, take me to meet this little lady," Hardy said.
Macon turned toward the door, and just before he reached it, he heard the sound of voices. Consuela was speaking and there was some heat to her voice. He heard at least two men, and he quickened his steps.
When he stepped through the door, there was a young man standing on the ground in front of the porch, facing Consuela, and an older rough-looking fellow a few paces away and to the younger man's left.
He stepped out onto the porch. "Consuela, everything okay?" he asked.
"These... gentlemen were just leaving," she said.
"Now, that's downright unfriendly," the younger man spoke. "We're just getting acquainted."
Macon didn't recognize either man, but he knew the type. The older man was an old he-coon from the high country. It was easy to see in his every mannerism. The younger man was slightly built, had blond curly hair and had an air of someone who was used to getting his way.
Macon stepped quickly to Consuela, picked her up from the chair and put her on Laredo. The young man seemed startled by the quick action and stepped off the porch, now about twenty feet from Macon.



"What the hell you think you're doing?" he demanded. "We were having a conversation."
"I don't think the lady was interested," he said. "Nice meeting you. We've got to be going."
Hardy stepped out onto the porch. "I'll decide when we're through talking," the young man said. He moved into an exaggerated crouch, his hand hanging near the gun belted low on his hips.
Macon turned slowly to face the young man. "You're making a mistake, sir," he said. "We're just leaving. Thanks, Hardy. We'll pick up the mare and be on our way."
Hardy nodded. "Hey! You don't just walk away," the young man shouted.
Consuela moved on Laredo's back and there was a click as she drew back the hammer of Macon's rifle. It was pointed directly at the young man's belt buckle. "We are leaving now," she said quietly.
He froze, and Consuela watched him as Macon led Laredo away and until they turned the corner, leaving the scene behind.
"Ayres, that little lady just saved your life," Hardy spoke to the young man. "You was fixen' to get your ears clipped. That was Macon Thorpe you was talking to."
Boyd Ayres stood there for a moment. "That was Thorpe?" he said. "Didn't seem like much to me, hiding behind a woman like that."
The older man spoke for the first time. "Don't be a fool, boy. If you'd drawed on that man we'd both be layin' here in the dust right now. Damn, you almost got me killed! Yore daddy would be mighty disappointed."
"I never seen any of his graveyards," Ayers said sullenly. "What makes him so tough?"
Hardy lit a cigar. "I know all the stories," he said, "but I only know one, for sure. Happened when he first come to this neck of the woods. He'd been diggin' around and found something. He went back east and sold it. Word was, it fetched a pretty penny. This was before your outfit come here. Bill Gamble run with a rough bunch. They figured they'd relieve Thorpe of his new-found wealth. They snuck up on his house and laid out in the brush, waitin' for him to come out. Somehow, he got wind they was there, and he never did come out. They waited three days, and finally lost their nerve. They pulled out and was ridin' back up the trail. They came around a rock and there he was, waitin' for them. All he said was, 'Looking for me, boys?
"There was three of them, and Gamble opened the ball. He went for his gun, and Macon was firing. He put six shots into them before they ever got their guns out. He buried Bill Gamble and Bruce Hollister. Skip Perkins was still alive, and Macon tied him on his horse and sent him out of there. He lived to tell the tale, and that's the only way anyone knew what happened. Everybody reckoned Gamble was pretty quick. He'd killed three men in a fight over cards over in Tucson. He never got a shot off."
The grizzled older man shook his head. "That's the trouble with pickin' fights with strangers. You never know what they can do. I'm outta here. I don't need the kind of trouble Macon Thorpe would have brought, and I don't need no snot-nosed kid gettin' me killed."
He eased into the saddle and rode west of town.
*****
Consuela liked the look of the little mare. As Hardy had said, she was as gentle as an old cow, and although she didn't have a saddle, she could sit astride just fine, even with the occasional burst of pain from her injured leg.
They were maybe five miles out of town before either spoke. "Macon, what were you going to do back there?" she asked.
"You mean with those two men?" he asked.
She nodded. "Yes, I feel the younger one intended to shoot you."
He snorted. "He was probably just bluffing. I was trying to get us out of there, Consuela. Too much chance of a stray bullet flying around and hitting some innocent person. Maybe you. I was trying to talk my way out of it."
"What if they did not wish to talk?" she asked.
He glanced at her. His eyes were a cold steel grey. "I would have killed them," he said.
They rode on for another minute. "What were you going to do?" he asked. "You unlimbered my rifle pretty quick there."
"I was going to shoot the young man," she said. "I supposed you capable of handling the other. I was going to shoot him many times." He looked over and her and her dark eyes were flashing. He laughed.
"Damned if I don't think you would have," he said. "Remind me never to get on your bad side."
"I have no bad side," she said. "Consuela does not admire bullies."
They camped that night beside a small stream, and by mid-morning the following day, the buildings of the Z-bar, Macon's ranch, came into view. A small stream flowed nearby and the buildings were in the shape of an L. A large house, and a smaller one, formed the short side, and what appeared to be a bunk house, a smithy and a stable formed the extended long side.
As they topped the ridge, Macon gestured. "Home, sweet home," he said. The buildings were situated in a shallow bowl-shaped feature, and there was a grove of trees along the stream.
"It is very beautiful," she said. "Have you lived here long?"
"Four years," he said.
"How many live here?" she asked.
"I have five regular hands," he said. "Sometimes, if there's extra work, I hire someone for a few months. One of my hands is married. That's his place." He indicated the smaller of the two houses. "His wife cooks and keeps the place clean for me. You'll like Mary. She's has quite the temper, but she's funny and pretty, and she'll love having you here."
There were several large corrals off to the east, and one area that was fenced with several young bulls in it.
They rode up to the house, and Macon helped her inside. She sank down into a chair with a sigh, and he pushed a footstool in front of her chair, putting a pillow on it so she could rest her foot.
"Thank you, Macon," she said.
"Is there anything you need?" he asked.
"I wish very much for a bath," she said. "Would that be possible?"
He grinned. "It would, indeed. Only the finest of French soaps for my lady."
Macon had an interesting setup. He had a small dam built on the stream and water was piped from the pond to his house. It emptied into a large kettle in his washroom over a stove, and he could heat about thirty gallons of water at a time. He had a large copper washtub, and he could enjoy hot baths with a little preparation. He went in and built the fire under the kettle.
He told Consuela that it would be about an hour, then went to check on things around the ranch. She decided to nap while he was gone, After checking with his men, he came back to find the water in the kettle steaming. He let it flow into the washtub, adding a little cold water to make it bearable, and went to wake Consuela.
He helped her to the washroom, laid out towels and a robe for her, placed soap and clean cloths within reach and left her to bathe. She took a long time, and when she called, he went to help her back to her chair. He bathed, and by that time Mary had come to fix dinner. The hands all ate at Macon's table, and they were awestricken at the beautiful woman staying on their ranch.
After dinner, and while Mary cleaned up, Macon built a fire in the fireplace and placed Consuela there in front of it on a bear rug with pillows around her to prop her up. He poured them the last of the good whiskey from his flask and went to sit beside her.
"Tell me about Consuela," he said. "How does a woman your age come to own a sheep ranch? What about your family? Have you always lived there?"
She smiled, her white teeth flashing. "These are many questions. My ancestors came here and settled as part of a land grant from Phillip IV. My mother passed when I was very small. I do not remember her. I have many uncles and Aunts, but they do not live close. My father passed two years ago, and I have been alone since. I have my friend, Hooso, who is in charge in my absence and cares for me. He protects me."
"Odd name," Macon said.
"Yes, he is a Yaqui," she said. "His name means "bear." Were you to see him, you would understand."
They talked for hours, and Macon was entranced by her beauty, intelligence and her lively sense of humor. They began to yawn, and he helped her to her room.
The next morning, they decided it would be best if Macon sent one of his hands to inform Hooso where she was, and let him know that she was injured, but okay.
As her leg healed, she became more mobile, and Macon drove her around the place in his buckboard, showing her the ranch and giving her the grand tour. Dexter, the ranch hand they had sent to Consuela's home, had returned two days earlier, and Hooso showed up, riding up to the house with two pack animals. Their burdens turned out to be clothes for Consuela and many of her personal effects.
He proved to me much like his namesake. He was very wide and thick, though not as tall as Macon, and moved with a silence and grace that belied his bulk. Macon sensed that he was a very dangerous man, and not someone to be crossed. He seemed totally devoted to Consuela, and he spent some time with Macon.
Macon felt as if he was being sized up for something. Evidently, he passed muster, because after two days, Hooso informed him that he was returning home, and leaving Consuela in his care. "You make sure she is well, and returns safely home," Hooso, said. "If harm befalls her, you will not enjoy the consequences."
"Yeah, I kind of figured that," Macon said. "You don't have to threaten me, you know. I'd rather shoot myself in the foot than let anything happen to her. On the other hand, you may be hell-on-wheels, but I don't respond well to threats."
The big Yaqui's obsidian eyes glittered as he stared at Macon for a moment, then he grinned and stuck out his hand. "I think you're a good man," he said. "I'm just letting you know how I feel."
Macon gripped the offered hand. "I know. I'm not offended. I'm glad she's got you. I'm wondering what, exactly, you might consider 'harm,' though."
Hooso grinned again. "I think you know," he said. He turned, spoke to Consuela in Spanish, and she hugged his bulk. He mounted his horse and rode off to the north.
Macon moved over to stand next to Consuela, watching the big man ride away. "That's quite the watchdog you've got there," he said.
She looked up at him and laughed. "My guardian angel," she said. "He has been around as long as I can remember, and I trust him with my life."
"I can see why," he said. "I'm glad you've got someone like him."
She looked up at him, the black pools of her eyes unfathomable. "Why?" she asked.
He was at a loss for words for a moment. Her simple question disturbed him at a deep level. Why would he be glad? He had no time for thought as she tucked her little hand into his and he helped her hobble back inside. He never did formulate an answer to her question, though it continued to disturb his thoughts.
He quickly discovered that an evening bath after dinner was her ritual. He usually found something to do outside, coming back inside after she was finished and sitting in front of the fireplace for their nightly conversation.
Three weeks went by and she was becoming more agile every day. It was obvious that she was nearly fully mended and he expected to hear every day that she would be leaving. One of Marvin Travers' hands rode in to tell Macon there was a dance planned for that Friday night.
He found Consuela at Mary's, the two women sharing a cup of tea. "You up to dancing?" he asked them.
Mary was very much interested, and Consuela seemed to be as excited as her companion. "Are you a skilled dancer, Macon?" she asked.
"Well, 'skilled' may be too strong a word." He laughed. "I manage not to embarrass myself. Are you a 'skilled' dancer?"
"Yes, Consuela loves to dance," she explained. "We maidens of Spanish extraction are well known for our dancing. I have been trained. We had many dances at our ranch when my father was alive. You will be my partner, Macon?"
"I'd love to be your partner," he said. "I somehow doubt you'll have any lack of partners. Every cowboy on the range will be fighting to get a dance with you."
She frowned. "I find that I do not care to dance with them," she said. "I wish to dance with you, Macon."
He didn't know quite how to take that, so he held his peace. Consuela knew quite well how she wanted him to take it. She was growing very impatient with Macon. She found herself extremely attracted to him, and had been using all her charms to attract his attention. So far, he seemed oblivious and that peeved her a bit. She was used to men noticing her, and the fact that he didn't seem to notice her both frustrated her and made him that much more attractive. The dance might shake things up a bit.
She had a pretty dress hanging in the closet, and she thought she looked very nice when he called to her. He had gone to the buckboard to wait, and what he saw in the doorway when she came outside took his breath. The blue dress was tight in the bodice, with one bare shoulder, the neckline exposing the top of rounded swells; her waist was tiny, and below, it flared over hips and hung beautifully in folds to the floor. She looked adorable, Macon thought.
She twirled for him, the dress flaring around her, coming to a stop facing him, her eyes flashing. "Speak, silent one," she commanded.
When he tried, all that came out the first time was a croak. He cleared his throat. "God, Consuela, you're gorgeous! You certainly won't have any trouble finding a dance partner tonight."
"Finding?" She was a little indignant. "I have already found! Are you not taking me to this dance, Macon? You do not wish to dance with me?"
"No... I mean, yes... Hell, I don't know what I mean. You've robbed me of the ability to think or speak. I am taking you, and I very much want to be your partner, but lots of other guys are going to be asking you. Most of them have never seen a woman as beautiful as you."
She blushed. "Will you be very jealous?"
"Well, yes, and no," he said. "I'll be wishing it was me out there with you, but when the dance is over, you're coming back to me, right?"
She nodded. "Si, Consuela will be with Macon. When will we begin to go?"
He laughed. "What a novel way of putting it. We will 'begin to go' as soon as the gentleman offers the lady his arm." He stepped forward and did just that, her little warm hand tucking into the crook of his arm, and he helped her into the buckboard.
It was a good drive, and she snuggled against him, chattering the whole way, looking up into his face, drowning him in the liquid pools of her eyes. They made the trip without incident, and Macon pulled the buckboard up in front of a large barn. There was a bonfire burning in front and one of the ranch hands took the buckboard as Macon escorted Consuela in.
Inside, instead of the bare dirt floor Consuela had expected, there was a raised stone platform, used for threshing wheat and doubling as a dance floor. There were many wooden chairs surrounding the floor, and even a few tables, covered in red-checked cloths.
The music consisted of three guitars, a violin, a harmonica and a mandolin. Macon introduced Consuela to his neighbors and her easy manners and soft accent charmed them. They had to repeat the story of how they met several times, and Consuela quickly grew comfortable with these people.
There were several people Macon didn't know, but one he knew very well caused the first stumble of the evening. Rachael Mars was a leggy blonde whom Macon had asked to a couple of these events. Regarding him as her property, she was taken aback at his appearance with Consuela on his arm. She had arrived with her parents a little after the round of introductions had been made, but she wasn't about to let that stand in her way. She marched up to the table where Macon and Consuela had seated themselves.
"I didn't know you were back, Macon," she said. "If you were, I thought I would hear from you."
Macon was a bit embarrassed. He liked Rachael. She was very attractive, and a fun dance partner, but he never regarded her as anything other than a mild distraction.
"I've been busy," he said.
"So I see," Rachael said. "Are you going to introduce me?"
Macon told the story of how Consuela happened to be staying with him again, and Rachael seemed mollified for the moment. Her father came and claimed her, telling her he had some people he wanted her to meet.
"She is romantically interested in you, and does not admire me," Consuela said, watching them walk away.
"Well, I'm not romantically interested in her," Macon said. "How could anyone not admire you? She just doesn't know you. Once she gets to know you, she'll admire you just as much as everyone else."
Consuela smiled. "Thank you, Macon. I fear that you are a great flatterer."
The music began and Macon led Consuela out onto the platform. He soon realized that he was dancing with someone whose skills were on a whole different level than a barn on a ranch. She plainly knew ballroom dancing, and he was hard-pressed to stay with her.
Macon was no stranger to the dance floor, having spent considerable time there while an army officer, abroad, but he was rusty and Consuela made him feel like an amateur.
Her little body moved as lightly as a feather, and when she was against him, he could feel the heat, as if she was running a fever. They danced three songs and went to rest. Sitting out the next two, Macon's predictions proved true as several men asked her to dance. Macon watched as she swept around the floor, her cheeks flushed with excitement and her eyes flashing, often seeking his when she turned in his direction. When she was escorted back to him after the third dance, she sank, panting, into her chair.
"I must rest, and then we will dance again," she said.
"Having fun?" he asked.
"Oh, yes, Macon. Your friends are very kind to me," she said. "I quite like them. Mr. Roberts was very entertaining. He spoke to me about you. He admires you."
"He's a good man," Macon said. "He sold me the materials to build my place and even found the craftsmen to do the work. I think he admires you more than me, though."
"Someone does not admire either of us, I believe," she said.
"What are you talking about?" Macon asked.
"Those four men over there have been watching us," she said. "From the expressions on their faces, I would think it is not admiration they are feeling. One is the man from Hardy's."
Macon casually glanced in the direction she had been looking. There were four men, their chairs drawn up in a circle, and one of them was Boyd Ayres. One of the men appeared to be a larger, older version of Boyd, and Macon assumed that it was his father. He didn't recognize the third man, but he knew the fourth. It was Pierce Jakes. He was well known, but not for anything good. Rumors swirled that he was a gun for hire. He wasn't the type to force a confrontation, more known for a shot in the dark, a disappearance and a body lying cold in the brush somewhere.
He was a rifle for hire, and his appearance in a place usually meant someone was going to die. "Do you know those men?" he asked Consuela.
"Si," she said. "One of them I do not know. He is the man with the red handkerchief." It was Jakes. "We met together the rude young man," she said. "I have met the big man, once, and the other man was with him. They are very rude."
He laughed. "How so?"
"They came to my home," she said. "They do not admire sheep. They recently moved into the area of my home, somewhat to the southwest with a large cattle herd. Hooso says they are from Texas. They threatened to shoot my sheep and herders if we stray onto property they claim. Part of that property is mine. It is part of the grant."
"What happened?" he asked.
"They became... aggressive," she said. "The man with the fine boots dismounted and began to walk toward me. His name is Reese Dunn. He believes himself to be dangerous and intimidating."



Macon laughed again. "I take it that you weren't intimidated?"
She smiled wickedly. "No. They do not know my herders. Besides, I have Hooso. He stepped out on the veranda with a messenger's gun in his hands. They were discouraged and rode away."
Macon chuckled. He could imagine the "discouragement." The double-barreled ten-gauge was a fearsome weapon. "You haven't seen them since?"
"No," she said. "We have moved the sheep north, and avoid them. As it grows colder, we shall have to move them back south to lower pastures, and there may be trouble."
"You may not have to wait," Macon said. The big man, Boyd and Dunn were approaching them.
They walked up to the table, and the big man spoke. "I'm Matt Ayers. You favor sheep, Mr. Thorpe?"
"Well, I do enjoy a nice rack of lamb or a good lamb chop," Macon said. "You taking a survey of culinary preferences?"
Ayres appeared thrown off his stride by that remark, but he bulled ahead. "Sheep destroy the range," he said. "We don't need any dirty greasers ruining our grazing ground with their sheep. You a cattle man or a sheep man?"
"I run cattle," Macon said. "Don't have a single sheep. However, this LADY does own sheep, and I understand she owns every inch of land those sheep graze on. Maybe she doesn't need any jumped-up cowhands ruining her grazing ground with cattle."
Ayres swelled visibly. "There ain't room enough for cattle and sheep on this range," he said. "You better pick a side, Thorpe. You're either cattle or sheep."
"I thought I already had, Mr. Ayres," Macon said softly. "You came here and insulted this lady with your fucking slurs, threatened her in her own home, and now you're threatening me. You may have been a big man back where you came from. Around here, anyone threatening a woman, trying to move his herd onto other people's range, is just a boor and a thief." Macon stood. "You think you're a big man? How about you and me see just what sort of sand you've got?"
Four of the area ranchers came up behind Macon, just then. "Trouble, Macon?" Tom Jenkins, the owner of the ranch where the dance was being held, asked.
"I don't know, Tom," Macon answered. "Is there trouble, Ayres?"
"I've heard about your fancy tricks with that gun you're wearing," Ayres said. "I'm more of a skull and fist type, myself."
Macon drew his pistol and the three men facing him took a step back. He handed the pistol to Jim Roberts. "Keep the pack off me, and watch out for Jakes."
He walked out by the bonfire and stopped, removed his shirt and stood waiting, the flickering light of the flames reflecting off his skin.
Ayres stepped out of the barn. He was a big man, standing at least two inches taller than Macon, and looking as if he outweighed him forty pounds. Macon knew the type. He would try to rush, using his superior weight and bulk to his advantage. It wasn't going to work.
He had fought big men before. Most of them had been in very few fights. Their size was usually enough to bluff their way through, and most smaller men were intimidated. Macon had been in dozens of fights, dating back to his youth, when being the son of a single mother had made him the target of the bullies of his town. He waited.
"You made a big mistake, boy." Ayres cracked his knuckles. "I'm about to tear your meat-house down."
Macon stood, relaxed and waiting. "You going to talk me to death?" he taunted the big man.
Ayres raised his hands in the typical boxer's stance and advanced. When he got within range, Macon kicked him in the right thigh. Ayres was stunned; the explosion of pain in his leg throwing him off balance and Macon moved one step to his right. He kicked Ayres again, his target the same place. The big man groaned and stumbled, and Macon kicked him again. This time, the leg collapsed and Ayres found himself on his knees, perfectly positioned for the front kick that Macon landed on the left side of his face, breaking his jaw and leaving him unconscious on the ground.
Macon looked at Dunn. "You next?" he asked.
Dunn raised his hands and took a step back. Boyd Ayres was in shock. The man he'd seen run rough-shod over the little people all his life had just been destroyed by a man who wasn't even breathing hard. His world lay crumpled there in the dust. He looked at Macon, his eyes full of venom. "This isn't over, Thorpe," he snarled.
"Why wait," Macon said. "Here's your shot."
Boyd's hand inched toward the gun on his hip and he heard the click of a hammer being cocked. "You going to draw a gun on an unarmed man?" Roberts had him covered. Boyd snatched his hand away from his weapon. "You're all going to pay for this," he blustered.
"Take your trash and hit the trail," Tom Jenkins said. "You've worn out your welcome around here. Don't come back.'
Macon put on his shirt and walked to the barn door. He saw Consuela waiting, her eyes wide and a look of concern on her face. "Sorry about that," Macon said. "Some people don't lean manners easily."
"I wish to go home, Macon," she said
They went to the buckboard and drove home. It was cold, and she snuggled against him, shivering a little. He got the coach blanket from behind the seat and she drew it around them. A feeling of contentment settled over him. This place, this woman, it was right.
They drew up in the yard, and her little hands came out of the blanket, tangling in his hair. She turned his face toward her and those soft luscious lips pressed against his. Macon dropped the reins and pulled her against him, claiming her lips and he felt her trembling against him, her breasts, heaving beneath the low neckline were flushed and they kissed for what seemed hours. She drew away, panting a little, and climbed down. She walked toward the house, pausing to give him a sultry look over that bare shoulder.
"I will be waiting," she said.
*****
Macon wanted to go inside and leave the horses hitched to the buckboard, but his conscience wouldn't allow him to leave the poor beasts standing there. He drove to the barn, wanting to run the horses, but he forced himself to remain calm. His heart was pounding and his hands felt sweaty. He quickly pulled the buckboard into its position, unhooked the traces from the double-tree and led the horses to their stalls.
He could never remember stripping harness off quite so quickly. He unbuckled the hames and hung the harness on horseshoes nailed to the wall. He unfastened the collars and hung them up, rubbing the horses down quickly and giving them some oats. He closed the door to their stall and hurried toward the house, no more than 30 minutes after he had dropped Consuela at the door.
When he got inside, he could hear the sounds of water splashing from the tub room. He walked cautiously toward the door, noticing that it was half-open. He could see Consuela in the tub, her raven-black tresses clinging here and there to the wet skin of her back. Her brown skin glowed and glistened in the flickering light of the lamps.
She seemed to sense him standing there, hardly daring to breathe, and she looked over one bare shoulder, her eyes ebony pools.
She smiled. "Would you care to wash my back, Macon?" she asked, her voice, the accent pronounced, was smoky and husky, sending a thrill up and down his spine.
Consuela had planned this moment carefully. Almost from the beginning, she had desired this man. She would be his, body and mind, or she would belong to no one. She was certainly no stranger to the attention of men. Her suitors had been many and varied, and she had toyed with them all. She loved that attention, but she knew in her heart that someday she would find the man she desired. Those suitors had been distractions, not one had produced in her the desire in her heart and loins that Macon had stirred.
They had danced attendance on her and gone away having felt the heat of her flame, but never able to touch the fire. As her leg improved she had grown impatient with Macon's lack of advances. The nights they had spent in front of the fire, leaning against him, feeling the maleness of his strong body against her had fanned her own flame, drawing her closer to certainty that this man, this home, was meant for her. Now she was exerting all the passion innate within her, flowing out and toward Macon. She saw him hesitate and then his feet moved, drawing him into her spell.
Macon could hardly believe what was happening. Consuela's sheer allure and beauty had him captivated as he had never felt. In the ballrooms of Europe, and in the cities of the East, he had never encountered such a woman, one who made his blood sing, and awoke within him the desire to cherish, love and protect her with everything that made him a man.
He stepped into the tub room, feeling the moist warmth of the air. He sat briefly on the bench just inside the door, pulling off his boots and removing his shirt. He could feel her eyes on him, and he walked to the tub.
His breath caught and he felt light-headed at the beauty before him. She was perfection in miniature, her gorgeous facial features drawing his eyes before they slid downward. Her breasts were full and firm, not large, but she was very small. On her, they seemed large, partly because they sat so high and firm. Her skin was perfection, a golden glow seeming to come from her. Her areola were small, a little puffy, forming small peaks on the roundness of her mounds, a shade darker, milk-chocolate, with tiny nipples, a shade darker still, crowning the little peaks, erect and slightly crinkled.
He could hardly move, his throat felt parched and his lips dry. He licked them, trying to speak. A croak emerged from his mouth and he cleared his throat. "My God, Consuela. You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. Hell, you're the most beautiful woman I've ever dreamed!"
She laughed, throwing her head back and causing those delightful mounds to arch forward, becoming even more pronounced. "Macon, shall you stand there, or are you going to wash my back?" she asked.
"No, as soon as my body works again I'm going to come and wash your back," he said. "I'm paralyzed, right now, but I think it's temporary."
She laughed again. "Bueno," she said. "For un momento I supposed you found me unattractive and could not bring yourself to touch me."
"No, I find you attractive, all right," he said. "So attractive that I think my heart stopped there for a minute. I think everything's working again. Do you think I could wash more than your back?"
"Consuela was hopeful," she said. "When do you think you might begin? Also, you seem a bit... overclothed."
"A situation soon remedied," he said.
Her eyes never left him as he unbuttoned his pants, allowing them to drop and standing there only in underwear. He looked at her for approval, and she nodded. He pulled his underwear down and stepped forward.
He hear her gasp as her eyes were dragged down to his painfully erect manhood. "Madre de Dios," she breathed. "Macon finds me very attractive. At least, part of him does."
"All of him does," he said. "Consuela, are you sure this is what you want?"
"You do not?" There was some uncertainty in her voice.
"God yes," he said. "I want, but I also want you to know that I am crazy in love with you. I want you in the worst way, but I want more. I've been dreading the day you tell me you're leaving, going home, and leaving me here alone. You've made me so desperate to keep you here than I was afraid to get closer to you. I don't think I can stand for you to leave, and I know if we do this, I'm never going to want you to go."
"This pleases me very much," she said. "Macon, I must go, sometime. I have a home, many sheep, many people who depend on me. I wish to return, though. I, too, never wish to be parted from you. Can we not make this work?"
"God, I hope so." He laughed in relief. "Can we do that later?"
"Do you love me, Macon?" she asked.
"With all my heart," he said.
"And I you," she said. "We shall speak of this otra vez. For now, I wish to show you my love, feel yours."
Macon took the cloth from her hand, got it soapy and began to rub it sensuously across the silky back. The cloth was quickly forgotten, and his fingers danced across her, causing her to shiver as he stroked.
His hands moved down her arms, made slippery by the soap, and came up under her arms, cupping the fullness of her breasts and making them slippery, as well. Her breath drew in with a gasp, and she felt as if her skin was burning under his touch. Consuela had never allowed a man to touch her in this way, and she felt as if a great flood was building inside her, barely restrained. She gasped again as Macon tweaked her erect nipples, then slid his thumbs around and over the tips, making them achingly hard.
She lifted her head and he fell into the ebony pools of her eyes. Their lips met, hers soft pillows, his seeking, demanding. Their tongues dueled, first, his pushing, invading her wetness, and then hers, pushing back. To Consuela, it seemed to last for hours, to Macon, it seemed incredibly brief and he wanted more. She pulled away, panting, her face and the column of her neck flushed and feverish.
"Wash," she demanded.
He was happy to comply, exploring every inch of the astonishing body under his fingertips. When she was clean, completely aroused and panting with need she rose from the tub, Venus, arising from the sea-foam. Her absolute perfection took his breath. He was now able to see what had been concealed beneath the water and soap bubbles, had only felt.
Her waist was tiny, flaring to a woman's hips, her ass something out of fever dreams. Her hair below was sparse, wispy and a glossy midnight. It concealed nothing, only a small patch and he could see pinkness within. She held out her hand and he helped her step out onto the rug.
"Macon must wash," she told him. "Consuela will wash him."
He stepped into the tub she had vacated, sinking down into the water. She knelt behind him, naked breasts and tiny hard points moving over his back as her gentle touch caused him to shiver. She explored the ropes of muscle, the scars his body bore, discovering the maleness below the waterline. Her tentative touch was fleeting, as she snatched her hand away as if shocked, only to return and grasp him firmly.
"Macon, is this... usual? Es enorme!" Her question was asked in a somewhat intimidated tone.
Macon laughed. "Compared to what? You've seen a lot of them, have you, Consuela?"
She blushed. "No, none. Compared to a... finger?"
He took one of her slender hands in his, brought it to his lips and sucked her tiny pinky inside. "Has this been somewhere naughty you'd like to tell me about?" he teased.
She blushed again. "Perhaps," she said. "I do NOT wish to speak of it."
He slid her hand down his chest into the water, and she grasped him again. She explored, feeling the heft, exploring the orbs below. Macon was rapidly losing control and he quickly rinsed, stood, pulling her to her feet, and scooped her up in his arms. He marveled at her smallness, as light as a child, yet firm and solid.
"My bed, or yours?" he growled.
She giggled. "Yours, please, Macon. You have a very nice bed."
He carried her easily to the bedroom, standing her up at the side of the bed. He turned back the quilt and sheet and she climbed in, sinking down into the featherbed, her hair spread like black flame over the whiteness of the sheets and pillow.
Macon stood for a moment, just drinking in the sight of the enchantress in his bed. He knelt beside the bed for a moment, cupping her round cheek in his hand.
"Are you sure you want to do this, beautiful lady?" he asked. "Sometimes there are... complications."
She looked up at him, her eyes serious. "What sort of complications?" she asked.
"Well, to start with, I may never let you out of this bed again." He smiled and she chuckled.
"This complication Consuela can accept." She smiled mischievously. "There are others?"
"Um... yes, babies, for example."
"Macon does not admire babies?" she asked. "I love babies, except one does not know what to say to them."
He laughed. "Well, since I've had little to do with babies, I don't know them very well. I imagine any baby you would have would be one I would fall in love with. Would you really have my baby?"
"Si." She nodded vigorously. "But we must be married first. There is no need to think of babies at this time. I am safe. Were I to become... cómo se dice, embarazada?"
"Embarrassed?" Macon didn't know that word.
She laughed. "Yes, were we not married, but no. with child."
"Pregnant?"
"Yes, pregnant," she said. "Were I to become pregnant, Macon would be ashamed? He would marry and raise our child together?"
He smiled. "Wait here and don't move," he said.
He waslked to the dresser and opened the heavy and ornate metal box there. He returned and knelt again, taking her hand in his.
She couldn't see what he had in his hand, but she felt something cool and metallic slip over the third finger of her left hand. "Consuela Maria Shabella-Rios, will you make me the happiest man alive and marry me?"
He held up her hand and she squealed in delight. On her finger a large ruby, held in the grasp of four small diamonds, set in a heavy silver band glinted at her.
"Yes, Macon, I will become your wife," she promised. "I have been dreaming of nothing else since you found me. Now, come up here and show me that you love me."
He lay beside her, marveling at her beauty, incredibly aroused at the heat she was exuding and provoking in his own body. He kissed her gently, luxuriating in the plushness of her puffy lips, tasting the wine of intoxication that was her perfection.
He kissed his way down her neck, slim and graceful, making her shiver and moan as he reached the little hollow of her collarbone. Her skin felt like silk and he moved downward.
Consuela was on fire. The movement of his lips against her skin awakening a passion within her she had never known. As he had implied, she was no stranger to giving herself pleasure, but this was something new, something beyond her imagination.
She felt the slow trail of fire traced down over her upper chest and onto the top of her breasts, maddening her. He kissed and licked the entire surface, avoiding only her nipples. She tried to shift them under his lips, but he skillfully avoided the contact, causing her to groan in frustration.
She was burning up, and the tantalizing and teasing was building something up inside her, a dam, swollen by the spring rains, building and coiling inside her, taking her breath, producing a trembling in her belly, her inner thighs, causing her moisture to flow as the sensations washed over her, her climax near.
She growled in frustration, tangling her fingers in his hair and forcing his lips onto one tiny bud, then the other. The sensations exploded within her and as his teeth grazed one aching nub, she felt the dam burst and she cried out her passion, her thighs rubbing together, her back arching as meaningless sounds tumbled from her lips.
As the waves crested, she felt the pressure at her lips, something hot and hard pushing into her. There was a momentary stab of pain as her barrier fell. She gave a sharp cry and Macon froze, feeling her trembling beneath him.
The pain was fleeting, and the downward slope of her orgasm caused her to thrust against him, sinking more of that hot hardness into her. There were twinges, soon fading as a feeling of fullness and pleasure overcame them. She thrust again, wanting more, and she felt his pubic bone against hers, rubbing and stimulating her clitoris as he was fully within her.
Macon had never felt such heat and passion in a woman. He was not inexperienced, but he had never made love, never been in love, and this woman, this moment, was more than he had dared to dream.



Her passion was carrying him along in waves, her tightness and heat like nothing he had ever experienced. He drew back and thrust into her again, bringing a moan and a cry from her lips. Neither of them could hold back and they coupled feverishly, their motions rapidly quickening until he could feel that trembling within her again.
Her head twisted back and forth, her hair whipping wildly, an expression of total ecstasy a beautiful mask. "Dios, mi Dios, Oh, my God, Macon. Something... something..." Her voice caught as she bridged beneath him, stiffening and then exploding into a frantic pumping as she came, grinding out her passion against him.
Her explosion, her pleasure, set Macon off, and he exploded within her. pumping, filling her, their combined juices spilling down to pool beneath them. It felt as if he was pumping his soul into this woman. His pleasure slowly faded and he kissed her, their bodies locked together. It lasted long and they remained locked together as she drew long shuddering breaths, their hearts pounding together, slowing from the frantic pumping.
"Macon?" Her voice was hesitant.
"Hmm?" he murmured.
"You are crushing me," she whispered.
He laughed, wrapped her in his arms and rolled, bringing her with him. Her head pillowed under his chin. "You crush me for a while," he whispered.
She giggled and rested, lost in her own thoughts.
He held her little body tightly. He began to feel little catches in her breathing and the feeling of wetness on his chest. He brought one finger up beneath her pointed little chin, tilting her head up so he could see her face. Her eyes had become dark liquid pools, filled with tears which trickled down, wetting her cheeks and his chest.
He crushed her against him. "No, baby, don't cry," he begged. "What's wrong? Please don't cry; you're killing me. Why are you crying?"
"I am afraid," she said. "Fear! I fear that you shall not feel about me as I feel about you. You have... you have... made me so much yours. " She sobbed. "I am so in love with you and you..." She couldn't continue.
Her insecurity and vulnerability was tearing at Macon's heart. He held her closely, whispering to her. "Shh, Consuela, don't cry. You are the most beautiful thing to ever come into my life. Don't ever doubt that. God, any man on earth would kill, cut off his own arm, do whatever it took to have you and keep you. I'm lost. I am so caught up in the spell you've put on me that I'm the one that should be afraid. I keep thinking I'll wake up and this will all be a dream. Then it will be a nightmare because the best thing that's ever happened to be will turn out to be a mirage. I am hopelessly and desperately in love with you."
She looked up at him, tremulously. "Es verdad, Macon? You really love me?"
"Yes, I do," he said, "always."
"This makes Consuela very happy." She snuggled into him. "Tell me more of this love."
He laughed. "No, you'll get all conceited and I won't be able to stand being around you."
They talked long into the morning hours, then made love again. He woke her as the morning dawned, taking her again, and her cries of passion rang through the stillness of the house. To be continued
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I've never really cared much about what society says is legal. If it's profitable, I'm down. Don't get me wrong, I have rules and scruples. I'm just a completely dedicated capitalist. If people want it, I'll try to find it and sell it to them. I don't sell people. I don't kill people for money, I'm rarely violent unless someone else is, and I don't steal from people that don't steal from me. I sell illegal things, all sorts of things. I'm not averse to selling people pharmaceuticals if they want to medicate themselves. I stay away from the stuff that makes people desperate and crazy. Crazy people are likely to become violent.
A little industrial espionage, pirated technology, moonshine and things like that. I'm your guy. I've never felt like illegal meant anything except the government didn't like it, wanted you to pay them to own or sell it or had a monopoly on it. Intellectual property is a joke. How can you own an idea? That never bothered me.
These days, it's hard to stay off the radar. There are cameras everywhere and if you use your cell phone or send an e-mail, the tax man cometh. I was meeting my boy JaMarcus downtown where most of the cameras were broken. He had a truckload of flash memory for sale and I was definitely interested. He knew a guy that worked for a major manufacturer who knew how to make it and wanted to go into business. He had a no-compete clause in his contract and his former employer got the cops to shut him down. Since he couldn't sell it in stores, he was looking for a market. I knew the market.
I was a little early, or he was a little late. I sat in my truck and listened to the new Foo Fighters album. I noticed a little yellow Mustang pull up behind me about a hundred yards. A woman got out and I saw her go around in back and open her trunk. She came back with a jack and I figured she had a flat. Being the gentleman I am, I got out and started walking back toward her car to see if she needed a hand.
A group of young men was walking down the sidewalk and they started making a few comments. I wasn't close enough to hear what they were saying but it was evident that she didn't like it and she went and got in her car. They gathered around it and one of them started beating on the hood. I figured they were just some punks until one of them picked up a brick and broke her driver's window. He opened the door and tried to drag her out. She was putting up a pretty good fight, but it was escalating and I was close enough to hear them now.
"White girl going to bleed a lot if you don't stop fighting," the guy in the door said. "You know you want this, baby."
"Leave me alone," she screamed.
They noticed me standing there.
"What you looking at, white boy?" The one with the brick started walking toward me.
"I think I'm looking at a punk that's about to make a big mistake," I told him.
He stopped. "What you talking about, chump? I beat your punk ass. You better get on up out of here."
"I don't think the girl likes you," I told him. "I think you assholes should move on down the street."
"Bitch don't know what she likes. She like the big dick," he clutched his groin. He started toward me again and I eased my jacket open. He saw the .45 ACP in my holster and he stopped in his tracks.
"I ain't going to argue with that," he started backing away.
The one struggling with the girl wasn't paying attention so I pulled the .45 out, walked up and tapped him on the head. He collapsed and one of his buddies started feeling tough.
"You a pussy motherfucker. I don't think you use that piece," he said.
I used it and his shoe exploded. "Pick up your trash and move on," I told the rest of them. The .45 made a hell of a pop, and he was screaming like he was dying, but I doubted anyone would report it.
"You a crazy motherfucker. You shot Jamal foot. This motherfucker crazy."
They picked up their boys and beat feet, telling me what they were going to do when they came back all the while.
I pointed the gun at them again and they shut up. I walked up to the Mustang and she shut the door.
"I'm sorry, Miss. I won't hurt you. You want me to change that tire?"
She was crying and her shirt was torn. "Please," she said. "I'll pay you if you will. I shouldn't be here. I was dropping off my friend from work and my tire went flat. I was going to change it and then those bastards came along. Thanks for making them leave. I can't believe you shot that guy in the foot. Are you a policeman?"
I laughed. "No, you won't find many of Los Angeles' finest down here. You're right about you shouldn't be here. This is a bad neighborhood."
I walked over and put the gun in the trashcan in case popo showed up. I slid the jack under her car. I loosened the lug nuts and raised it up. She got out after a minute and opened the trunk again. I heard her moving around and she came up, rolling one of those little donut spares. I looked her over a little. She didn't look very old. She was a tiny little thing, not much over 5 feet but she manhandled that tire and she had put up quite a fight earlier.
"Thanks again for helping me," she said. "I'm going to pay you."
"No, you're not," I told her. "I have more money than you. Besides it wouldn't be right to take money for helping someone."
"How do you know you have more money than me?" she asked. "I have a job."
"Yeah, me, too. What do you do?" I asked.
I got the tire off while we were talking and she rolled the spare in. "I work at Victoria's Secret at the mall."
"I've got eight hundred dollars in my pocket and maybe twice that in my wallet. How much you got?"
"Well, not that much. Aren't you afraid to carry around that much cash? No, I guess you aren't. You've got a gun."
"See, I can't let you pay me."
"I'm Thatcher Morgan," she told me.
"Hi, Thatcher Morgan; I like that name. I'm Riggins Sharp. I'd shake your hand but mine is all dirty."
"I'm sorry; I've got some Germ-x in the car."
"Wait till I get this in the trunk and I'll take it. This tire is ruined, Miss Morgan. You didn't get pulled over fast enough."
"Damn, just what I needed," she said.
I put it in and she leaned in looking for the hand stuff. I just stood there enjoying the view. She had a fantastic butt, encased in tight jeans. It was round and full and sort of apple shaped. She found the hand sanitizer and backed out. She caught me looking at her butt, but she just grinned.
She gave me a few squirts and I rubbed it around. She handed me a rag and I wiped them off.
"Miss Morgan, you shouldn't drive very far on that spare," I told her. "How far are you going?"
"Twenty-five miles," she told me.
"Well it should make it that far. You going to try to find a new tire tonight?"
"No, I don't think there's anything open."
"Well, you're wrong. There's a shop that's open late about three miles away. Which way are you going?"
"Santa Barbara," she said.
"That's more than 25 miles. How about I follow you over there to the tire shop, we get you a new tire and make sure you're okay?"
"I'd like that. Thanks, you're a really nice guy, Riggins."
"My folks raised me to help people if I could," I told her. "Drive me down to my truck and I'll follow you." I picked up my gun and got in.
The tire shop was open and they told her it would take an hour before they could get to her. We sat in the lobby for a few minutes and she noticed a Wendy's next door.
"Are you hungry?" she asked.
"Starving, how about you?"
"I was planning to drive through somewhere on the way home. I haven't eaten since lunch. Will you let me buy you a burger?"
"I'd love for you to buy me a burger, Miss Morgan."
She giggled. "Stop calling me Miss Morgan. My name is Thatcher. You said you liked it."
"I do, but I didn't know we were friends. I only call my friends by their first names."
"Well, you saved me from maybe getting raped back there. You changed my tire and you're looking out for me like this. You seem like a pretty good friend to me. You're kind of old fashioned, aren't you?"
"I guess so. I was raised in the Deep South by a Pastor. He wanted me to learn to be polite and I guess it stuck."
We got our order and I slid into a booth. I was a little surprised when she scooted me over and sat by me. We were busy eating for a while and didn't talk much. When I finished my burger, I leaned back and ate fries. I looked her over and she was beautiful. She had a cute little face and the most amazing eyes I'd ever seen. They were violet, I swear, with the longest lashes I'd ever seen. The tear in her blouse gave me peeks at a little lacy blue bra under her shirt. She had dark blonde hair that she wore about halfway to her waist. She felt my eyes on her and she blushed a little.
"Too bad about your window," I told her. "At least it's not raining. If you don't mind me asking, how old are you, Thatcher? I don't mean to pry and you don't have to tell me."
"I know I look young," she laughed, "but I'm 18. I graduate from high school in two months. How old are you, Riggins?"
"I'm 24," I told her.
"Do you go to college? No, I guess you don't. You've got too much money for a college guy."
"Actually, I do," I told her. "I'm working on a PhD from Southern Cal. I don't go every day and I have lots of time to work."
"What kind of work do you do?"
"I'll be a psychologist when I'm through with school. Right now, I buy and sell things."
"What sorts of things?"
"All kinds. I buy abandoned storage units and sell the stuff. I sell computer parts, software and some illegal stuff; untaxed booze, weapons and cigarettes."
"Well, you're honest. I can't believe you told me that."
"I trust you," I told her. "You're not a policeman, are you?"
She laughed. "No, I hear they don't come down here much. Are you a drug dealer, Riggins?"
"Sometimes," I said. "I sell weed sometimes. I buy prescription drugs and sell them on the black market. There are lots of people that need drugs but can't get them from doctors. I don't sell street drugs other than weed. I sell weed to three kids with cancer. Their doctor won't give them a prescription."
"Will you sell me some?"
"No, do you need some?"
"No, but I get high sometimes."
"Really? I didn't imagine you would. Me, too. You want to smoke a joint?"
"Have you got one?"
"Yes, I carry just one. That way I can eat it if a cop stops me."
"Let's go outside and smoke it," she said.
We sat on the grass under a tree between the tire shop and Wendy's and lit up. "Ever had a shotgun?" I asked her.
"No, what's that?"
I turned the doobie around and blew it toward her. She opened her mouth and sucked it in. Our lips were inches apart and I wanted to kiss her, but I didn't.
"Do you think I could do that?"
"Better not; it's getting short. I don't want you to get burnt."
"Maybe some other time," she said.
Now that got me thinking. She seemed like she was telling me I was going to see her again. I was thrilled, but didn't want to take anything for granted.
"Would you take me to see a movie Friday?" she asked me.
It was like she knew what I was thinking. This little girl was amazing.
"I'd love to, Thatcher. Do you always ask guys out or is this the weed talking?"
"No, I've never asked a guy out before. I haven't been on a lot of dates. It isn't the weed talking, though. I really like you, Riggins, and it seemed like if I didn't ask you, you weren't going to ask me."
"I probably wouldn't have. I kind of thought you were out of my league. Good enough to change a tire and buy me a burger, but from kind of a different side of the tracks."
"I guess you're right. Well, that didn't come out like I intended. I meant about the other side of the tracks. I mean, you're a smuggler, and I wouldn't ordinarily meet someone like you. I trust you, though. You probably saved my life back there. My parents are really good people and they're very religious. My dad works for Ford and my mom is an RN. They wouldn't let me date until this year. They don't expose me to anything they think would be bad for me. I trust them and I don't usually push the limits. I don't hang with the bad boys. I think you're really good looking, though, and I thought you probably wouldn't ask a girl my age out."
"Well, I wouldn't ordinarily, but we're friends, right?"
"Yes, do you think my tire is done yet?"
She held my hand as we walked across the parking lot and the weed had made us giggly, her more than me. I offered to loan her some money to pay for the tire but she put it on a card.
We sat in my truck for a while and talked. After we came down some, I got her number, gave her mine and agreed to pick her up at six on Friday. I went around and opened her door and she jumped down. I walked her to her car and she stood on her tiptoes and kissed my cheek.
"Thanks, Riggins. I'll never forget what you did. Those guys were going to rape me at the least. They might have killed me. You're my hero."
I put her in and she drove away. It was all surreal. I called my boy. He was a little put out because I hadn't shown.
"Marc, I met a damsel in distress," I told him. "I can do business anytime. I want those jump drives. Deliver them to my warehouse tomorrow and I'll buy them if they work."
I got the drives for a fair price. I mostly keep black market stuff in storage units. It's pretty easy to rent them under assumed names. If the cops bust one open, no one knows who it belongs to? I called my people and sold most of them in the first two days. I drove up to Humboldt County and picked up 300 pounds of high-grade weed. That's really the only time when I have my ass hanging out; when I'm transporting stuff. I was careful. I seal the weed in plastic just before I transport it. It's important that it not be in there too long. Then I seal the plastic inside metal propane tanks holding dry ice. I carry lots of furniture and junk to look like I've been to a storage auction, and Joe Trooper isn't usually willing to wade through all the junk when his dog hasn't alerted. I've been stopped carrying weed a dozen times, but I've never been busted. Crossing the border from Mexico is a different ball game. I won't do it.
Of course, non-drug contraband isn't a problem except for weapons. No one knows where you got it anyway. I just feed them the storage auction line and I'm on my way. I don't transport weapons. I have them delivered. I'll fill orders, but I'm going to drop them someplace in the city limits and the customer can pick them up. I own a store that I sell the storage stuff at and the right customers know that the good stuff isn't on the shelves. Oh, I do a thriving business selling legit stuff, but there's an elevator in my office behind a bookshelf that goes down to a basement. It's not in the building plans and I'm the only one that knows it's there. I sell weapons, military grade equipment, bootleg computer stuff and electronic spy type gadgets. I'm not a fence, so if you steal some jewelry, don't bring it to me. Like I said, I'm not a thief.
I'd been writing my thesis and it was going pretty well. I was doing a paper on physical education for kids with autism. I had a year to get it finished and it really wasn't pressing on me. I worked on it some; made a deal for some of the new Glock 9MMs and sold a guy a system to spy on his wife at home. He thought she was cheating, but it turned out he was wrong.
Friday rolled around before I knew it. I called Thatcher and we were still on. She wanted to introduce "her hero" to her parents, but that scared me to death. I tried to talk her out of it, but she insisted. I've been around enough religious old people to last a lifetime. I thought the truck looked a little redneck, so I drove my car. I've got a black and white '57 Chevy that I drive for fun. It's built to run a quarter in the 11's and the interior is tricked out, too.
I dressed casual nice, and when I pulled up in Santa Barbara, I was as nervous as a long tailed cat in a room full of vacuum cleaners. I figured that if they didn't like me, I was done. It was all for nothing. Her parents were really nice. I think they were a little uneasy because of our age difference but Thatcher had told them what happened and they couldn't stop thanking me. She kept her arm around me the whole time and that helped, too. I was robbing the cradle a little, but we met under unusual circumstances.
We made our getaway and Thatcher loved the Chevy. Her Mustang was one of the new GTs and I could tell she was cool about cars. She slid over and leaned against me with my arm around her. I love bench seats. I took her to eat at Outback and then we caught the new Hobbit movie. She was a big fan and I liked everything I found out about this girl. She told me all about school. She was near the top of her class, wanted to go to UCLA and she was a cheerleader. She played trombone in the band and she liked art and math.
I told her about my thesis, the store and what it was like to make a deal for an unregistered gun. She wanted to see the store so I took her over. She was impressed and wanted to buy a lamp I got out of a storage unit. It was a green stone mermaid that she fell in love with, but when I told her how much it was she changed her mind. She used the restroom and I packed it up and put it in the car.
I took her down to the lower level and she was impressed. "Is all this stuff illegal?" she asked.
"No, you can own most of it; I just don't have a license to sell it." She handled the guns and I asked her if she wanted one.
"It might come in handy next time you have a flat and I'm not around," I told her.
"I don't know how to shoot, and Mom and Dad would freak."
"I don't know, Thatcher. They seem pretty cool to me. I think they'd sleep better knowing you weren't going to be dragged out of your car and raped. I'll tell you what: You take this taser, talk to them about the gun and if they say okay I'll hook you up."
She was good with that. We sat on a sofa near the front window and watched the foot traffic and listened to music. I gave her a beer. She wasn't old enough and she didn't like it much, but she finished it. She slid over against me and put my arm around her. I hugged her up and she felt and smelled amazing.
"Are you going to kiss me?" she asked.
"I want to," I said. "Do you want me to?"
"I've been waiting all night. I'm glad you're a slow mover, though; I'm sort of new at this."
You couldn't have told by the way her lips moved. They were full and puffy and soft, and they were the sweetest lips I ever tasted. She had braces and they kind of got in the way, but it was a very nice and very long kiss. She moved around to straddle me and kissed me some more. I could feel her breasts against my chest and it was very sexy. They were small, almost hard little cones, but definitely there and definitely female. When she sat up, I could see her nipples trying to poke through her thin shirt. She obviously didn't have on a bra, not that she needed one. I wanted to touch one, but I definitely didn't want to scare this little angel away.
"Will you go to the basketball game with me Tuesday?" she asked. "I'll make sure we do some cool stunts."
"I'd love to. Is it a home game?"
"Yeah, I'd love to show you off. Our colors are green and white. Will you wear something green?"
I would have agreed to go naked. She wasn't done with me. The thought made my heart pound and I wrapped her up in my arms and squeezed her to my chest just to get the memory of the way she felt. It was getting late and I didn't want to worry her parents so they wouldn't let her go out with me again. I took her home and her folks asked me to sit with them at the ball game on Tuesday. They attended every one she cheered at, it turned out, and it was obvious they thought she hung the moon. I did, too, but some of that affection for her transferred to me and they were very nice to me.



I gave her the box with the lamp in it and left before she could open it. I had a great weekend, thinking about that Friday night. I got one of the team shirts on the internet. On Saturday, one of my boys called me and told me he had something. He said that they had been working on a government contract to develop some software and he had written the code. It was a program that could sort through social media, phone calls, texts, financial and health records, that sort of thing. It looked for certain words, numbers and key phrases. It was top-secret stuff the government didn't want people knowing about. He felt like we could get big money for it if we shopped it around.
I thought it sounded dangerous. This is the kind of thing I hate. It's bad enough that they can track you through your cell phone, internet connection and GPS. Having all this capability just means there isn't anything private anymore. There's no area of life where we can just say, "That isn't any of your business." Fifty dollars will get you most people's life history. This sounded like a horror story. I thought about just telling him to give the story to a paper but the thought of all that money made me greedy. The last thing I wanted was for a bunch of spooks to be prying around in my business, but how would they know I sold it?
I agreed to meet him Monday morning and we'd talk about it. His name is Wilbur Parsons and he's one of those guys that sit around typing on a black screen all the time. He was pasty white and I told him he needed to get some sun. I had met him four years ago when we were both sophomores at USC and you could tell he was going to invent artificial intelligence. He was a dedicated anarchist when I met him and he hated the idea of the government spying on people's private stuff.
He was paranoid, skulking around like he was being followed. I told him that he looked suspicious just doing that. If he wanted to escape attention, the thing to do was act normal, not sneak around. He had a copy of the software but it needed more horsepower to run than any computer I had. I had access to a mainframe at USC and we drove over and checked it out. It did everything he said it did. They called it Mako, after the shark, and it ate through data like one. I agreed that it was quite a piece of work and that I would put out some feelers. This was going to have to be on the very down low.
I went to Thatcher's house on Tuesday evening and they rode with me to the game. Her dad loved the Chevy, too, but he was a Ford man from way back. She kissed me at the door in front of her parents. They didn't seem to mind. She had to get there early, and she sat by me during the JV game. She looked amazing in that little cheer outfit and they did some routines that made me cringe. It looked like they might drop her twice, but her mom told me they did stuff like that all the time. She was the smallest cheerleader and so she was the top of the pyramid, the one that got shot five feet into the air on some of their tricks and it looked terrifying. She was obviously very flexible and strong. The team didn't play that well, but the opponents didn't seem to have a clue. Their offense seemed to consist of passing the ball around until they turned it over. Thatcher's team won, but it was an ugly game. She came up and stood very close to me after the game and I sensed that she wanted me to put my arm around her. I was happy to oblige, and she introduced me to several of her friends. I saw several of them whisper together after introductions and a couple said something to her I didn't catch.
"What was that about?" I asked her.
"Well, I don't know what the whispering was about but those two told me how hot you are."
"Please, spare my blushes."
"I think so, too," she whispered. "They're all jelly."
I took them out for frozen custard afterward, and we made an early night of it. She had school the next day and I had business to get done. I asked her out again for Friday but she had an away ballgame. She suggested Saturday and I was good with that.
Several years earlier I had got to know a Lithuanian kid that was going to USC. His dad was some kind of big deal with the government over there and I gave him a call. I told him what I had and offered to sell it if he knew anyone in the Government who might be interested. He promised to talk to his father and it was a waiting game. My boy Wilbur was nervous about holding on to the software, so I had him put it in a locker at the airport. They check them for drugs and explosives, but this was neither and it was safe. He felt a lot better and left me alone after that.
It was a usual week except for Saturday. Thatcher spent the day with me and I took her to an auction. She was fun to hang with, and we had a blast. I bought two storage units, and we had a good time poking around in them. She found a safe in one. We eventually found the key in a dresser drawer and it turned out to be full of jewelry. It was real and she squeaked with delight going through it. There was a platinum necklace with a big sapphire and several little diamonds in it. I made her stand up with her back to me and I lifted her hair and fastened it around her neck. I blew on the little wispy curls on the back of her neck and she shivered. I had to nibble on it then and she was ticklish. I turned her around so I could look at her and the necklace went perfectly with those eyes and that blonde hair.
"I'm giving you that," I told her.
"No, Riggins, it's too expensive. How much do you think it's worth?"
"It's worth whatever I say it is. If you were buying it at a jewelry store, probably 3500 dollars. I paid 950 for this locker. I've already made ten times that. Are you my girlfriend, Thatcher?"
She looked up at me and blushed. "I want to be."
"Okay, then, I get to give you stuff. Those are the rules. Just kiss me and tell me you like it."
She practically jumped on me. "I love it, Riggins," she whispered against my lips. "What are we going to do with all this stuff?"
"We'll lock the doors, I'll call the guys that work for me and they'll come, pack it up and take it back to the store. They'll go through it, price it and put it out on the shelves."
"Do you find a lot of jewelry?" she asked.
"Some. I buy some from people who come in and need cash, too."
"Are you like a pawn shop?"
"I guess; I don't have a license, but people know I buy things. The government likes to make you get a license to do anything. They charge a lot for the license and they get to poke their nose into your business. The idea that someone might make a buck without them getting a cut gets their panties in a bunch. Do you know that you have to get a license to be a barber?"'
"I guess I never really thought about it. If you didn't and people got bad haircuts, how would you control that?"
"I wouldn't. People run around with bad haircuts all the time. There were a lot of them here today. If you get a bad one, don't go back. Why does that need a license?"
"I guess it's just the government getting their cut," she laughed. "You have a different way of looking at things, Riggins. I like it."
"I was taken away from my parents when I was twelve years old. They were farmers and very poor. My dad got a gig driving moonshine from Tennessee to Georgia. I was in the car when they were arrested. I never saw them again. That gives you a little different outlook."
"I'm sorry, Riggins. I didn't know. Did you love them a lot?"
"No way you could know. To tell you the truth, I was glad to get away. My dad was a mean son of a bitch. He beat my mother and me on a regular basis. Mom sampled too much of what they were smuggling. They put me in a foster home. The man was a Church of Christ preacher and his wife was a psychologist. They were very kind to me and tried to raise me right. There were no more beatings and they were teetotalers. They treated me like I was their kid. I try to follow most of what they taught me, but some of it is too hard for me. I was lucky that they took me in."
"That's quite a story, Riggins. That explains a lot about you that I've been wondering about."
"Like what?"
"Well, you're a perfect gentleman; you have good manners, you like my parents and you're a smuggler."
I laughed. "I guess that does seem like an odd combination."
I took her to the pier in Santa Monica. I would have liked to take her to a club and dance with her, but she wasn't old enough. The way she looked, I knew they would card her. I knew a few places I could get her in, but I wouldn't take this beautiful kid there. She needed to stay innocent and I wasn't about to take her off the rails.
We sat on a bench, ate ice cream and talked for a while and I asked her if she would go to my place. She was a little hesitant. I assured her I didn't have any plans other than to talk, listen to some music and maybe dance a little.
"I'm sorry, Riggins," she told me. "It isn't that I don't trust you, but this is all new to me. It's a little bit scary. I need you to go very slow with me, okay?"
"I'm crawling," I told her. "No pressure, baby. You run the show and decide what you want to do. If it makes you uncomfortable, let's go to your place. We can hang out with your parents."
"No, it's okay. I know this must seem weird to you. The other girls you date probably can't wait to get you in bed."
"Thatcher, I'm not dating any other girls. I have, but not since I met you. I won't until you tell me we're done."
"Thanks, I won't either." She took my hand and pulled me up for a hug. "I can't wait to get you in bed either," she whispered. "It may take me a while, though."
"Good," I said. "I'm in no hurry. I've never had a girlfriend like you before. Most women I meet are like most guys you meet. They aren't much interested in romance, just the bottom line. Not that I don't want to get to the bottom line with you, but the journey has been pretty amazing so far and I'm happy with that."
She held my hand all the way to my place. She was impressed. I have a four-bedroom brick house on a corner lot. I've picked up a lot of quality stuff from auctions over the last five years, and I keep the place picked up. I have a girl in once a week to clean and she does a good job. I made nachos and we watched Peaky Blinders on Netflix. Some of the nudity made her blush, but it's a good show. I love the Nick Cave song they play in the credits. I put the album on after the show and we danced a couple of times.
Thatcher felt amazing in my arms. Her little blonde head came up to my chest and it felt like she belonged there. We made out a little and I took her home. I walked her to the door and she stood up on her tiptoes and kissed me.
"Thanks, Riggins, I had a great day. I have a home game again Tuesday and Thursday. Will you come?"
"I wouldn't miss it for the world. I don't like those guys holding you by the butt, though. I don't get to do that."
She laughed and pulled my hands down there. It was incredible, resilient and firm and round. I pulled her up against me and she kissed me again.
"Bye, Riggins; I better go inside before Dad comes out to check."
My boy from Lithuania called on Monday. He put me in touch with an actor who lived in Beverly Hills. He said the guy was a liaison with their spy agency and he was very interested. If we had what we said we did, he was willing to pay top dollar. He wanted to meet, but I wanted more cover than that. I told him I would set something up.
I really didn't want to meet with anyone on this. I couldn't figure out how to stay out of sight and still get the deal done. I talked to Wilbur and he was more nervous than I was. I know a lot about computers. I finally decided that I was going to have to spend some money if I wanted to stay out of some federal lock up. I went shopping and found a used AS 400 running Unix for sale. I bought it and rented a storage locker under an assumed name. I got the mainframe set up and Wilbur came and installed the software.
I bought a pre-paid phone at Wal-Mart and called the actor. He had an unpronounceable name so I called him Bill. I told him where to go and where he could pick up the card to get in to the storage unit. I walked him through the program over the phone and he took a bunch of screen shots. He told me to call him in a week and he should know something.
I went to Thatcher's ball game on Tuesday. They shot the lights out that game and won handily. Her parents left her with me and we went to eat with some of her friends. They asked me all sorts of questions; how old I was, where I got my car, what USC was like, how I met Thatcher and what I did.
I didn't lie about anything but I just stuck with the legit stuff. They were very impressed that I was going to be a psychologist. Thatcher sat very close to me and I think she was staking out her territory. I didn't mind being staked out at all. We gave one of her friends a ride home and she asked if I wanted to go up to a windmill farm by her house and talk.
We did talk, but she spent most of the time with her lips tight against mine. We got in the back seat and she lay with her head in my lap and her feet out the window. Her legs were bare down to those little cheer panties and they were spectacular in the moonlight. She seemed to be losing her shyness with me. She didn't mind me looking or even sliding my hand along one smooth golden thigh. I didn't push it. I figured if she wanted to do more she'd let me know.
"I wish I could be with you every day," she told me. "That's the trouble with dating someone you don't go to school with."
"I'd like that, too, but it would be difficult. I guess I could take you to school and pick you up."
"No, I don't want you to do that. It would take too much of your time. You can't drive all the way out here twice a day. I'll see you twice this week if you come to the game Thursday. I have a band contest Saturday morning. We're marching in Encino. Are you doing anything Saturday?"
"Nothing I can't put off. Can I come?"
"I can't ride there with you. The band director makes us ride the bus. If you came, I could ride home with you. Mom would have to sign me out, but I know she would."
"I'll be there, then," I said. "How late are you supposed to be out on a school night?"
She squeaked when she saw the time. I drove her home and apologized to her Dad for keeping her out so late. He was cool, but he made me feel guilty when he said it was okay, he just hoped Thatcher wouldn't be too tired at school Wednesday.
I apologized again and assured him it wouldn't happen again. "Mr. Morgan, I like Thatcher a lot. I want her to do well in school and it was irresponsible of me to keep her like that. I really didn't know what time you expected her back. She didn't tell me what time she was supposed to be home. If you let me know what time you expect her to be home I'll make sure she gets here. I'm not blaming her, I should have asked."
He laughed it off. "She really likes you a lot, too, Riggins. It isn't a big deal. The curfew is for her, not me. We don't care what time she comes home. We trust her and we trust you. We know you aren't up to anything bad. We'll adjust it after school is out and you guys can hang out later. We really aren't worried about it. Relax, I'm not getting on you."
"I know, but I'm getting on myself. Thanks for being so cool, Mr. Morgan."
I got her home on time on Thursday. I really enjoyed going to her ball games. I love high school basketball. I was a two-guard in high school and college. I wasn't good enough to start at USC, but I was in the rotation. I could always shoot. I discovered that Thatcher was an amazing athlete. She could jump out of the gym, land in splits and do back flips down the length of the floor.
I discovered Saturday that she was a hell of a trombone player, too. Trombone looks like a tough instrument to play. I play guitar, but I know where to put my fingers because of the frets. There aren't any on a trombone, just the slide. I never heard her hit a false note and she never messed up the formation either.
She had face paint on and her hair was done up in this fantastically complex braid. That little uniform was very sexy and she blew me away. I took her home with me and we changed at my house. We went to the beach for a while. It was cool so we didn't mess around in the water. The ocean isn't ever very warm until you get down toward San Diego anyway, and so we just walked down the beach and cuddled.
I took her out to eat in the evening and we went back to my place. We sat on the sofa and watched a movie. She asked me if I would go to church with her Sunday. I hadn't been in ages so I agreed. I took her home and promised to pick her up at nine.
Church was interesting. They had a very good pastor. He talked about pride and it humbled me. I took them all out to eat at a seafood place. We talked about the service and her mom asked me if I was a believer.
"Well, yes and no," I told her. "I'll try to explain. I do believe someone made this place. I can't imagine the circumstances that would form Los Angeles out of a diffuse cloud of hydrogen without someone designing it that way. God looks like the only answer to me. I believe he's good. He's been good to me. He put me in just the right place to get parents that loved me instead of getting drunk and beating me." I told them my story.
"He put me in the right place at the right time to help Thatcher when she was in trouble. I believe there was someone named Jesus that taught people how to live the good life. I try to live by his words. Some of them are too hard for me. I try, but I can't. My problem is, I can't for the life of me figure out why he'd be interested in someone like me, Mrs. Morgan."
"Please, you don't have to call me Mrs. Morgan," she said. "My name is Rachael. I understand what you're saying. I'm glad you feel the way you do. I know you have doubts, but so do I. Anyone that doesn't hasn't thought about it. None of us keep all the words. I don't, James doesn't and I know Thatcher doesn't. I think God is interested in us for the same reason we're interested in Thatcher. We love her. When you love someone, you're interested in them."
"Yeah, I understand, but Thatcher's lovable. She's lovely. What about the creeps that were dragging her out of her car? See, that's my problem. I'm better than them, but still not as lovable as Thatcher. I think God must be annoyed with me most of the time."
Her dad laughed. "Well, Thatcher seems to think you're lovable. Rachael and I love you because of what you did for her and what you're doing for her now. I've never seen her so happy."
"Dad," she objected. "I'm right here. You are very lovable though, Riggins." She snuggled up against me.
Rachael smiled. "Keep looking, Riggins. I'm glad you're a believer. I wouldn't like Thatcher to be involved with someone that wasn't. When you figure it out, tell me how you did it."
I looked at Thatcher. "Are we involved?"
She laughed out loud at that. "I think maybe we are. How did we become involved, Mom?"
Rachael hugged her. "I don't know, baby. Just don't get too involved too fast."
"We won't," Thatcher promised.
We managed to get through dinner without any more footnotes from freshman philosophy. I took Thatcher, and Rachael and James went to the mall. We went down to Hollywood and walked around. Just walking along with her holding my hand or slipping her arm around me, made me feel like the king of the world.
We got a shake, sat on a bench and she chattered happily. She started telling me about her plans after high school. She was going to work at her Victoria's Secret job until college started. She had two scholarships that paid about half her tuition. One was academic and one was for music. Her parents were picking up the rest of her tuition and books and she was going to live with them and commute. She still wanted to save up some money so she could buy things she needed without breaking her parents' bank.



That got me thinking. She had mentioned wanting to spend more time with me, so I wondered if she might like to work with me. I didn't think she made much working for a store in the mall, and I pay the people that work for me well. I didn't want her working in the store in case we got busted, but she liked the auctions and I wondered if she might like to be a buyer for me.
I asked her. She thought about it for a while.
"I don't know, Riggins. Would it be weird working for my boyfriend?"
"I don't know, either. I never had my girl working for me before. I don't want it to be. Maybe it's a bad idea."
"No, I think it's a good idea, thanks for thinking of it. What would I do?"
"I was thinking you might go to the auctions and buy lockers."
"How much would you pay me?"
"I could pay you by the hour, but that seems complicated. I was thinking about paying you a percentage of the profits."
"What if I lose money?"
"I don't think you will. You're too smart for that. I can tell you how I buy, we could go on Saturday for the rest of school and you could get familiar with it. I'll tell you what. How would it be if I paid you a salary? Let's say $1000 a week. If your percentage would be more than that, I pay you the percentage. If we make less, you get the $1000."
"Jesus, Riggins, that's 25 dollars an hour. How can you afford to do that?"
"If you buy right, we'll make that easy. If you work it every day and I pay you 20 percent, you might make five times that. I made $16000 on those two lockers we bought two weeks ago. That jewelry was a find."
"I don't know. Let me think about it," she said. "I really like you, Riggins, and I don't want to screw that up."
"Neither do I. You're something special to me, Thatcher."
She squeezed my arm and I took her home. She went to three auctions with me on Saturday and I let her bid. She looked them over and asked me questions. My rule is not to bid more than I think I can see in merchandise. I showed her how to look things up on her phone. We figured out right away that she needed a better phone. I let her use my new iPhone and she hit it big right away.
There was a locker with office equipment still in the boxes and she entered in some UPC codes. The stuff was pricey and no one else wanted to deal with it. She paid $550 and I sold the whole locker to one business for $22,000.
We wound up clearing $33,000 for the day. I warned her it wouldn't always be like that. Sometimes you're lucky to make $500. We went the rest of school and she always bought smart. The store was blowing up and she made $16,000 over the next six weeks.
That made up her mind and she was down. Her folks were thrilled and so was I. Her end was strictly legit and she was in and out of the store all the time so we got to spend plenty of time together. Graduation was just around the corner and I wanted to make it special for her. I talked to Rachael and got permission to take her to San Francisco for the weekend. I showed them the hotel receipts for two rooms, promised to take her to church on Sunday and that I would be a gentleman. They were good and we didn't tell Thatcher. They had also agreed to let her have a gun as long as she would take shooting and safety classes and get a permit. I didn't tell them that she was too young to get a permit.
Her graduation was on a Friday and she was number two in her class. She made a little speech at the ceremony. She got a bunch of honors and it was a big day for her. I was elated that she mentioned me along with her parents when she was thanking people. She called me "my hero and my boyfriend, Riggins."
I had a limousine waiting for us and it took us to a private airfield. She wasn't paying attention to where we were going and when I opened the door, she was surprised.
"Where are we, Riggins?"
"Your coach awaits," I pointed to the helicopter.
She squealed and couldn't wait to go. Rachael had packed her a suitcase on the down low and I had mine. I loaded them in the chopper and we flew off. I told her that I had cleared it with her parents. When we got there, another limousine picked us up and took us to the Wharf to eat. We went to a theatre and watched a play. It wasn't a very good play, but she loved it. We rode the trolley back to the hotel and she came to my room after we showered and we smoked a joint and drank a glass of wine.
She just had on one of James' old flannel shirts and pink socks. I was wearing shorts and no shirt and she rubbed all over me. She was impressed that I worked out. I've always power lifted and I have become pretty big down through the years. She explored all over me with her hot little hands and I pulled her in for a kiss. She straddled me and really got into that kiss. When she pulled back, her eyes were heavy lidded and she leaned back while I kissed her neck. She moaned as I reached her collarbone and that little hollow was silky and soft.
She pushed me back on the sofa and looked down. She began to unbutton her shirt and I held my breath as all that honey colored skin was exposed. When she got to the last button she looked up at me. She pulled my hands up to the collar. I slowly spread it apart and it dropped to the floor.
She took my breath away. Her skin was flawless. She didn't tan topless and she had a faint tan line. She was naturally honey colored and it was very faint. Her breasts weren't as small as I thought. They weren't large, but they were full little mounds and they sat so high they looked bigger. They fit her small frame perfectly. They were capped with little brown nipples, standing out and beckoning me.
I reached out and cupped them in my hands. She leaned in and I ran my thumbs over the nipples, causing her to shiver. I pulled her in and captured one little nub between my lips. It grew rock hard and she groaned and shuddered as I sucked it in. She collapsed against my chest and she was all over me. I wrapped her up and ran my hands down to pink lacy panties. I cupped her cheeks, marveling at the feel under my fingers. She hunched closer as I pulled on her butt, letting her rub against my excitement.
"Do you want me, Riggins?" she whispered against my lips.
"More than anything," I told her. "I'm not going to take you, though."
"Why not?" she asked.
"Do you want that?"
"Yes, but I'm afraid. I'm afraid I'll just lose control. I think I love you, Riggins."
My heart swelled. This little angel thought she loved me!
"Me, too, but I don't want you to be afraid. When you feel like you can lose control and not be afraid, then I'm going to make love to you until you can't walk. Until then, I'm just going to hold you like this. I'll play with you and do anything you want to, but I won't take you until you're confident enough in me not to be afraid. Will you sleep with me tonight?"
"You mean just sleep?"
"No, I mean stroke, caress, kiss, nibble and squeeze, then sleep."
"I think I'd like that very much. You are amazing, Riggins. You know just what to do and say to make me not be afraid. I would have let you, you know."
"Yes, I know, but I want this to be right. I think I love you, too, and I don't want to make one wrong step. Besides, I promised your mom I wouldn't corrupt you."
She giggled. "Well, show me your bed and let's do some of those things you promised me."
I took her to bed and that's what we did. She was amazing. I've never been with a girl that was as sensitive as she was. When I kissed her in intimate places it drove her crazy. Just kissing her neck had her panting and when I went lower to take one of her little nipples in and love on it, she went off like a rocket. She was so sensitive and so inexperienced that I was surprised. She had the tightest little body I ever touched. Every bit of her was as hard as a rock underneath but soft as a baby on the surface. She was so tiny that she made you want to wrap her up in your arms and protect her. When I kissed my way down to her hot little pussy she blew up! She shivered and moaned and tried to tear my hair out by the roots. She was so sweet and so wet I could have gone on for hours. She had a tremendous capacity for orgasm and she came so easily and so often that she was quickly a writhing wreck under me. She finally pushed me away and told me she needed to rest.
We cuddled for a while and she went on her own journey of exploration. She kissed her way down my body until she could push the covers away and get a look at my cock. Her hand hesitantly touched it and then grasped it firmly.
"Is it supposed to be this big?" she asked.
I laughed. "I don't think you have anything to compare it to, baby."
"I do have an internet connection," she said. "I always thought those guys must be freaks, but I guess they're sort of normal, huh?"
"No, Thatcher," I told her. "I think they are freaks."
"Well you must be freakishly big, too," she said. "I don't know how this can go inside me, Riggins."
"You're stretchy, baby. You're stretchier than anyone I've ever met. You can do all kinds of split things that would break me in two. When the time comes, you'll find out you can do it."
"Can I kiss it?" she asked. "I want to make you feel as good as you made me feel."
"Well, it's only going to happen once for me," I told her. "Women are lucky. They can cum a million times, but men need to wait a while before they can do it again."
"What should I do?" she asked.
"Make love to me the way you would eat an ice-cream cone," I told her. "I'll cum very quickly if you just take it in your mouth and slide your lips up and down a few times. You've got me way down the road already. God, I could nearly cum just looking at you, Thatcher."
She was a quick learner. I let her know what I liked and I knew this was going to be quick. The way I felt about her was a tremendous turn on, and the way she looked doubled that up. I warned her when I was about to cum and she looked up at me with those violet eyes the whole time. She choked a little on the volume at first and toward the end she took me a little too deep and gagged once. She kept at it though, making gulping noises and when she slid back up I could tell she wanted my approval.
"Was I okay?" she asked.
I squeezed her little naked form and kissed her. "You were perfect, Thatcher. I think I've died and gone to heaven."
"I'm sorry I gagged," she said. "I'll do better next time."
That nearly made me cry. There was going to be a next time!
"Did you like it?" I asked her.
"It was really sexy," she said. "I like making you feel good. 'Like' would be too strong a word for how your stuff tastes. I didn't mind it, though. I liked the way you looked when you came. It made me feel powerful. I'll do it any time you want me to. The taste isn't unpleasant enough to make me not want to do it for you."
"Thank you, baby," I kissed her and we whispered for a while. She drifted off and I slept like a baby. Thatcher loved me and everything was right with the world.
We went to Chinatown on Saturday and walked around sightseeing. We ate at a little hole in the wall I knew about that had great noodles. We went to Alcatraz on a boat and poked around the old prison a little.
I took her to a dinner theatre and the play was a lot better there. It was a comedy and it was actually funny. We went to a blues concert at one of the bars and they let her stay until ten. We danced half a dozen times and went back to the hotel. I didn't ask her to stay this time. She just came in after we showered. I was brushing my teeth and she came behind me and played with my abs. When I was finished she led me to bed, dropped the shirt and crawled in. We played around until we wound up with her on top of me, my face buried in her hot little pussy and my cock in her mouth. We came together like a practiced duet and I held her close as we went to sleep.
I woke up the next morning and was a little confused. I could feel a naked girl spooning with me and it took me a minute to realize it was Thatcher. I rolled one of those little brown nipples between my thumb and forefinger and she opened her eyes and moaned.
"I told your mom I'd take you to church," I told her.
"Great," she laughed. "You're molesting me in bed and then you're taking me to church."
"Yeah, well not molesting smoking hot women that are naked in my bed is one of those rules I've never been any good at."
"I'm not naked," she protested. "I have on panties."
"No, you don't," I told her. "We took them off and I believe I see them over there on the table."
She looked and I slid my hand down to tangle in the little patch of golden curls to prove it.
She groaned as I caressed her and pushed my hand away. "Stop, Riggins, unless you plan to stay here all day. Let me get dressed. You better hurry, too."
We caught a cab and I asked him where the nearest church was. He took us and it was quite a building. The pastor was a guy with a big smile, big hair and nothing to say. He was a good speaker, though.
On the way to lunch she asked me what I thought about his sermon.
"I think if he ever has anything to say he'll say it very well," I told her.
She laughed for a long time. "He was immoderately pompous," she said.
We got on the chopper and flew back to LA. She was pensive on the drive home. Her little blonde eyebrows were drawn together in a frown and I smoothed it away with my thumb.
"Something bothering you, baby?"
"Yes, I had a great time this weekend, Riggins. I don't want it to end."
"Yeah, I know. Hey, who says it has to? I mean, we can't lie around a hotel all the time, but you're starting work Tuesday and I'll see you every day. If I'm not busy I'll go to auctions with you. We can go out two or three times a week now."
"Yes, but I like sleeping with you. I like waking up in the morning in your arms."
"I like that, too. Thatcher, but let's be real about this. You're 18 years old. I know you're an adult, but there's no way you're ready to move in with me. I won't marry you now, and I won't live with you either. I'm not an expert, but I'm afraid it would be bad for you in ways I don't even understand. I love you too much to risk that."
She seemed a little upset about that. I pulled over and parked. "Walk with me," I asked.
I put my arm around her shoulder and pulled her up close. There was a little park with a fountain and some benches and we sat on one. I turned her chin around with my fingers so I could look into those violet eyes.
"Thatcher, you mean more to me than you can imagine. I've loved three people in my life: my foster parents and you. I never thought I'd meet anyone like you. If something doesn't feel right to me with you, I'm not going to do it. I'm not trying to upset you and I'm not telling you you're too young for me. You're perfect, you're sweet, you're innocent and I want you to stay that way. You're 18 and I'm 24. We've got the whole world out there ahead of us. Let's not hurry along. Grow up with me. I'm way more immature than you. Let me become the kind of man I want to be for you. I've got a lot of work to do. When you're ready and I'm ready, I hope you'll want to spend the rest of our lives together. What do you say, baby?"
Tears were welling up and her eyes became violet pools. She crushed my lips with hers and flung her arms around my neck. "Everything you say just makes me want you more," she said. "You underestimate yourself, Riggins Sharp. You're more of a man than anyone I've ever met and I think you're absolutely right about everything. That doesn't make it any easier. I still want you, more than ever now."
"Well, that's a relief. I thought you were mad at me."
"I am mad at you. There's nothing more maddening than someone who's always right."
I laughed. "I am right about this, but you can be right about everything else."
I took her home and we told her parents all about it. Well, not all, but we hit the high points. We told them about the church and Rachael mentioned she had seen the guy on TV once. She thought he was too slick to be genuine. They all hugged me, even James, and I felt really awkward, but good. It felt like I was becoming part of their family. I knew they were all really close and I had never experienced anything like that.
On Monday I called the actor and he was ready to make the deal. He offered me ten million and I told him I wouldn't take less than twenty. He offered me twelve and I told him the bottom line was fifteen. He agreed and we set up the deal. The money would be put in an offshore account and I would leave the program and the source code on the AS 400. He would check it out, locked in the locker. When he was sure he had the program he would send the money and I would let him out of the locker. I was taking the five million cut and giving the ten to my boy, Wilbur. I warned him not to spend that money for a while.
"When this hits the market they're going to be looking for anything shady," I told him. "You having ten million dollars is going to look shady. Don't touch that money until they pin the blame on someone else. I'm not moving mine until I know I'm in the clear. You fuck this up and you're going to disappear. They'll torture you and kill you. I'm not screwing around here, Wilbur. These are serious people and if you lead them to me I'll kill you myself."
He told me he wasn't an idiot. I knew he was smart but I didn't know about the not being an idiot part. He was a geek and geeks have an idiot streak to them.
The deal went off smooth and I had more money than I'd ever had. I just couldn't touch it for a while.
There were several big auctions in Desert Springs that Saturday and I got permission from James to take Thatcher and spend the night Friday so we wouldn't have to leave at three in the morning.
We left Friday afternoon and cruised around locating the storage facilities. We ate all kinds of dates and she fell in love with the medjools. I got her a big box and we checked into the motel. I took her out and we got a good burger and watched a movie. It was still early and we watched TV for a while. She was very cuddly all day and when we were watching TV she got extremely physical. We went and got in the hot tub for a while and she had a red string bikini that was the closest thing to naked she could have been.
"That's quite a suit you've got there," I told her. "Mom like that?"
"She's never seen it and she never will," she giggled. "This is for your eyes only, Riggins."
"Well, I love it and you can wear it all you want," I told her.
We got hot and took a dip in the pool before we went back to our room. She wrapped a towel around herself so the bikini could stay just for my eyes. She took the towel off when we got back and went into her room. I showered and she knocked on the door joining our rooms. She had a towel wrapped around her and we cuddled on the sofa again for a while. She seemed a little pensive and I asked her what she was thinking.
She stood up and I watched as she stood in front of me. She tilted her head to one side and let the towel fall to the floor. My breath went away. She was naked under the towel and she had shaved. She looked even more like a little girl with no hair.
"Take me to bed, Riggins," she said. "I'm going to make love to you."
"Are you sure, baby?" I asked her. "I don't have a condom. I didn't expect this."
"I started taking birth control pills two weeks ago," she said. "I don't have many chances to sleep with you. I'm sure. I want to do it, Riggins. I want to do it every day, but this is special. I get to be with you all night and I want that for the first time. We can do it all the time, but not get to stay together. I trust you, Riggins. I'm in love with you. I know you love me, too. I wouldn't do this with anyone else. I'm going to love you forever and I want to give myself to you."



I got up and scooped her up like a baby. She was as light as a feather. I tickled her on the way and threw her giggling into bed. I tried to be slow and love on her for a long time but after cumming once, she was very impatient. She pulled me on top of her and positioned me where she wanted me.
"I can't wait anymore," she said. "I need you inside me."
She was dripping wet and the head of my cock slid easily between the lips of her pussy. When the head popped in she gasped and winced.
"Oh Jesus," she moaned. "I don't know if... if I... Jesus Christ, Riggins, that's big! Don't move, baby! My God, I wasn't ready for that!"
"Thatcher, it's okay," I told her. "I won't move until you're ready. You're a very tiny girl, baby. Do you want me to take it out?"
She nodded with tears in her eyes. "Yes, just let me rest for a minute."
I pulled back and she relaxed. She reached down and used the head of my cock to rub her clitoris for a minute before she put it back at her opening.
"Okay, let's try it again," she said.
I pushed the head back inside her and she had the same reaction. "Wait," she squeaked. "Don't take it out though. I think it hurts worse when you push it back in. Just stay there for a minute."
I kissed her and bent down to suck on her nipples. I reached my hand down between us and rubbed her little clit until she started moaning and I could feel her hips beginning to make little motions. She was relaxed and I pushed slowly forward. She groaned and I stopped inside about three inches. She was panting and I stayed there for a minute, just bathing in her moist heat. When she was relaxed and moving again I gave her more. I had been expecting to feel her cherry when I went in, but she didn't seem to have one. I knew she was a virgin, but all those acrobatic things she did must have eliminated that barrier for good. That made me very relieved. She was having enough trouble without any added pain.
The feeling of giving a girl her first cock is incredible. I loved this little pixie and being inside her for the first time was the experience of a lifetime. It took nearly twenty minutes to get as far inside her as she could take. There was still an inch or so that couldn't get in. She was very tiny and I was amazed she could take that much, especially the first time. I could feel the head of my cock bumping up against her very end and she was mine.
"Are you okay, Thatcher?" I asked.
Her cute little nose was wrinkled up and she had a little frown. I could tell she was uncomfortable.
"Yes, I didn't imagine you would feel this big inside of me," she breathed. "Jesus, Riggins, you have a cock like a horse! Are you all the way in? I thought it was never going to stop!"
"You can't take it all now," I told her. "There's a little left outside, but it doesn't matter. You feel so good, baby. I love you so much I think I'm going to burst. You're mine now, baby; don't you ever forget it."
She pulled me down for a kiss and I could feel her breasts crushed against my chest. I palmed one and pinched the little nipple. She moaned and I felt her hand reach between us and explore our juncture. I think she wanted to see how much was left.
She was beginning to relax and squirm around. "Hey, wiggly," I said. "Does this mean you want me to move?"
"Yes, oh God yes," she moaned.
I drew back about three inches and slid back into her depths and she made a cute little "oh" sound. She winced a little and the same thing happened when I did it again. After about twenty times, she stopped wincing and only the little sound remained. I increased the tempo and it seemed like it was too much. The little sound took on a note of panic and I eased into her and held for a moment.
"Too fast," she panted. "It still hurts a little, Riggins. It's okay when we go slower."
I was willing to go as slow as it took. We made love, slowly and sweetly, for fifteen minutes and she began to tremble and the tension built inside her little frame until I went faster again. She made no complaints this time and just moaned louder until she cried out my name and exploded. She came in spasms and shudders and I kept her there as long as I could. She was so sexy and so beautiful and I was so in love with her that I thrust deeply and spurted inside her. My toes were curling it was so intense and I ejaculated stream after spurt of ropey cum into that tight little pussy. I could feel our flesh meeting and when I looked down I was all the way inside her. She had somehow expanded a little and I hoped she wasn't going to be too sore.
We kissed and cuddled for a long time, whispering little love words as we snuggled together. My cock deflated a little but it never went completely down. The feeling of being inside this incredible girl that I loved with all my heart was just too exciting. I was afraid I was crushing her so I rolled us over until she was on top. I ran my hands all over her exciting little body. She was just a little bundle of soft sexiness, muscled like a gymnast. I cupped her hard little butt in my hands, kissed her nipples and ran my hands up and down her back.
She slid against me and I was hard again. We moved together and she sat up, her high little breasts bouncing, She rode me like a pony for a while until she was tired. I rolled us over and she lay on her side with one leg between mine. I used her incredible flexibility and lifted the other leg straight up in the air, over my chest and beside my head. I pumped into her and she came a thousand times. I had all kinds of stamina after already shooting off inside her and I just kept giving her more. She was panting and moaning, her face the most beautiful sight I've ever seen as she soared from one orgasm to another.
There is no more beautiful thing on earth than seeing the face of the woman you love cumming in the throes of multiple orgasms. Thatcher was beautiful under any circumstances and doubly so as she moaned out her passion beneath me. It went on and on. I've never been with a woman who came so easily and often, and could sustain it for such a long time. I slowed my cock inside her when she crested and when she began the long downward slope I would pound her little pussy, suck a nipple into my mouth or rub her clit and she would shoot off again. I actually felt her squirt a couple of times. I had never experienced that before and from the expression on her face she hadn't either. I was close to going off again when her voice began to change. From pure passion her expressions turned nearly to expressions of pain and a note of panic began to creep in.
"God, Riggins, I need to stop! Please, baby; I can't cum anymore! Oh my God, baby; oh my God, oh my God, please, baby. Riggins, Riggins!"
"That's it," I told her. "Cum for me, Thatcher. One more time, baby."
"No! I can't," she groaned. "Please, oh my God, I can, Jesus, Riggins; fuck, fuck, I'm cumming again!"
I went with her and we crested together, my cock making wet squishy sounds as her flooded little pussy became frothy with our mingled juices. We both collapsed, totally wrung out and energy drained.
She rolled with her head on my chest and her hard little breasts crushed against me. She was laughing and crying at the same time.
"Are you okay? I asked her.
"Yes, very okay," she said. "My God, Riggins; I thought you were going to kill me. I came more in the last hour than in all my life before. I told you it was kind of scary. I just lost control and gave you totally everything I am. That scares the hell out of me."
"I'll never make you regret it," I told her. "You're safe with me, Thatcher. I'll never hurt you."
"I know, that's what made me even think about doing this with you. It still scares me."
"Me, too, baby," I told her. "I've never felt about anyone like I do you. It scares me that you're going to grow and leave me behind. You're scary smart, Thatcher. God knows where you're going to be in ten years. You may be President of the world."
"I'm going to be right here," she said. "No matter what else happens, I'm going to be with you. You'll just have to keep up."
She got up and went to the bathroom to clean up. I could see a stream of cum running down her leg and it made my mouth dry to see it. I heard the toilet flush and water running. She came back with a washcloth and washed me off. She threw it toward the bathroom and climbed back in bed. She spooned up against me and I wrapped her up in my arms. She moved my hand down until it cupped one little breast and closed her eyes. "I love you, Riggins," she said.
"I love you, too, Thatcher," I whispered and she was asleep. I watched her sleep for a minute. She looked so young and precious. Her lips parted a little and her breast rose and fell under my hand. She twitched now and again and her face looked like a sleeping cherub. I nuzzled into her hair and drifted off with her clean, faintly floral scent in my dreams.
I woke up and peeked at the clock. It said 2 AM and Thatcher hadn't moved. My cock was rock hard between her butt cheeks. I stroked it up and down that silky cleft a few times and I was unbelievably turned on by the feeling of sliding between silky, hard mounds. I wanted her badly again. I wondered if I could get inside her without waking her up. I slid my hand gently down her top leg, feeling the smooth muscles beneath her skin until I came to her knee. I raised it about a foot and her thighs parted. She shifted a little and they opened a little more. I didn't move for a minute and her deep breathing continued. I slid down a little and my cock was kissed by her hot little pussy lips. I slid up and down a few times, rubbing her clit with my head and she quickly grew wet. She stirred, her hips moving a little and I just let the head stay socketed at her entrance. She stopped moving and I slid the head of my cock into that tight little furnace. She stirred again and I froze. She settled back down and I eased deeper. She was very moist, both from our earlier sex and her new secretions and I slid deeply into that hot little tunnel. When my groin was pressed against her hard little butt I maneuvered her onto her stomach, reaching under her to play with her hard little clitoris. She moaned in her sleep and I drew back a little and plunged into her.
Her eyes popped open and she gasped. I kissed her cheek and she twisted to look up at me. "Can we do it like this?" she whispered. "It feels good, Riggins."
"We can," I told her. "I'm going to fuck you, Thatcher."
I drew back and plunged into her again.
"Ah, God; it feels so deep!" she groaned.
I began to pump her with a fast rhythm and she was soon moaning steadily beneath me. I pumped her hard, her cheeks slapping against my groin and the bed moving quickly beneath us. She came in less than five minutes and I pumped her for half an hour. She came a hundred times and the last time brought a scream from her lips. I thrust deeply and shot my cum into her. I humped into her a few more times and rolled us back into our spoon position, my cock still inside her pussy. I could feel it contract and twitch around me as aftershocks ran through her. My cock never went fully soft. She was too hot and too wet around me, and she continued to have those contractions even after she went back to sleep.
I drifted off again and slept until five. I woke up and I was still inside her. My cock was iron hard again and I began to move inside her. She woke up after a few minutes and I pulled her to her knees and fucked her doggy style. She loved that, too, and I fucked her through a dozen more orgasms before I came into her. She collapsed under me and I rolled her back into the spoon position, my cock still inside her again.
"Riggins, you're killing me," she complained. "My pussy is as sore as hell! Please, just let me sleep." She tried to escape, wiggling her butt against me, trying to dislodge my cock. I held her tightly and she gave up. We slept again and my cock slowly deflated and slipped out of her. At ten, I woke her up and loved and petted her for a while. She needed to pee and she slid out and tried to stand up. Her legs were very wobbly and she winced at every step. When I heard the shower start I climbed out of bed and joined her.
"You've crippled me," she said when I opened the door and got in with her. "I don't think I'll walk right for a month!"
I laughed. "You'll be fine, Thatcher. Let me wash you."
I used soap and a washcloth and scrubbed her until she glowed. There was a bottle of lotion on the shelf and I worked it into the chafed flesh between her thighs. I knelt and kissed her sweet pussy lips. They were red and a little swollen. I licked her slit and tongued her clit until she came, leaning against the wall and holding my head in her hands. I used the lotion on her pussy lips and she said she felt better. I was hard but she refused to let me fuck her.
"No," she told me. "You're going to injure me with that thing."
I laughed and we got out. I dried her off and carried her to the bed. I sat her down and dressed her like a baby. "I'm starving," she said. "Take me to get something to eat."
We went to IHOP for breakfast and went to the auctions. The competition was stiff and we didn't get a locker until late in the afternoon. She bought four in a row and then two more as the competition ran out of money. They were good lockers and we were going to make a killing. The boys from the store showed up about four and they packed the truck.
I took Thatcher out to eat again and it was time to go home. When we pulled up in the driveway, she wanted me to come in with her. I went inside and we told James and Rachael all about our adventures. Rachael got us a piece of pie and some ice cream. It was very good pie and we sat around and chatted. Thatcher sat in the big recliner with me and fed me bites of pie and ice cream. She took me up to her room and we kissed. She cried a little.
"God, I don't want this to end," she murmured into my chest. "I wish you could stay."
"I think we're doing fine," I told her. "We're getting closer every day. Pretty soon you'll start college and we'll just keep growing together. One day you can stay with me. We've got to start your Dad and Mom down the road to accepting that. I think they're cool, but they need time. I'll see you tomorrow, baby."
She kissed me again and I went back downstairs.
Rachael and James were still on the sofa and I sat down for a minute.
"I have something to tell you," I told them. "This can't be much of a surprise to you, but I love your daughter. She loves me, too. I think we're going to always love each other. I've got plans for her. When she's ready I'm going to ask her to marry me."
Rachael laughed. "It's not a surprise, Riggins. Were you planning to do this tomorrow?"
"No," I chuckled. "I'm not planning to do it for several years. I want her out of college and doing whatever she wants to do first, but we want to spend more time together. I'm being candid with you here. We're not going to wait years before being together. This is very awkward for me."
James smiled at me. "We're not stupid, Riggins. I know she loves you. She's a woman and you're a man. We're not opposed to what you want. People who want to spend their lives together do things together. We know you're both serious about each other. As long as you're committed to spending the rest of your lives together, you have our support. I don't like it; you have to understand that. She's my baby girl and I'm never going to like anything that takes her away from us, but we're not selfish. We want her to be happy and you make her happy."
"We love you, Riggins," Rachael said. "We know what you did for her and what you're still doing for her. If she wants to stay with you some nights, we're okay with that. If you get her pregnant I'm going to cut off your nuts!"
"Rachael," James laughed. "Seriously though, Riggins; neither one of you are ready for a baby. It would complicate your lives horribly and Rachael and I don't want that. Promise me you won't let that happen until you're married."
"I do promise," I told them. "I think Thatcher would be a wonderful mother tomorrow, but not me. I'm a mess! I'm trying to be better and I'm doing well. She gives me that inspiration. I think you're both way cool. Don't tell Thatcher we had this conversation. She would be mortified. You know I'm almost done with my thesis. I'm going to be practicing in a year. When I'm stable and ready, I'm going to turn the business over to her. We'll keep you informed. If she decides to stay with me we'll make sure you know so you won't worry. Let me tell her, okay?"
"I can't imagine having this conversation with her," Rachael laughed. "You're a good boy, Riggins." She got up and kissed me and I went home very happy.
The whole software thing blew up the next day. The Lithuanians had sold Mako to the Russians and they were using it openly. The whole spying on Americans thing hit the news and there was a howl from Burbank to Boston. Heads rolled at high levels and the CIA had egg all over their faces. It was an international incident and reporters were speculating about the source of the leak. Wilbur kept his head down and I don't think anyone ever suspected him. He kept working for the software company until they closed their doors. He moved to Australia and disappeared. I never heard from him again. After a year I moved my money into five different accounts.
I told Thatcher about it and she was happy to stick it to Uncle Sam. We phased out the illegal business and she ran the store and made as much money as I had even with the black market stuff. The school accepted my thesis and I went to work for a community mental health organization. A year before Thatcher graduated I had my own practice and more work than I could handle. I took on three partners and we were doing well.
Thatcher started spending the night with me more and more often. I proposed the day after she graduated and we got married three months later. It's been ten years now and her belly is swelling with our first child. It's a girl and her parents are ecstatic. The black market's still out there, thriving more all the time. I keep in touch, but I don't touch it, too many cameras out there.
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Chapter One
I've always been very careful. I had an idea when I was a child that I was different; I just didn't know how different. I came to realize quickly that I was taller, stronger, faster and smarter than the kids I went to school with, but some people are. Others here and there seemed physically similar, so I just thought I was like them. It stood me in good stead throughout school. I could play sports better than most and that alone made life easier.
I never liked football. I injured a kid in the sixth grade and that made me sort of queasy about unleashing my full strength. Basketball and track were a different story. I dominated teams at basketball. Basketball is a bit of a political game in many schools. Mom moved me to a new school when I was a junior. I was all state my sophomore year for my old team but the new coach cared more about making sure the principal's kid started than he did about winning. He kept me on the bench unless the principal's kid got in foul trouble. Everyone knew it was a douche move, but what could I do? After the second game, Mom cornered him and words flew. He stuck his finger in her chest and she nearly broke it off. He tried to file charges but there were too many witnesses and he wound up being charged with assault. She paid tuition for me to go across town to another school. We played his team in the finals of the Christmas tournament and I got 63 points against them. We played them twice more and I never got less than 50. I was all state and all American that year. I was interviewed a dozen times and when they asked me what gave me motivation I always told the reporters I remembered I wasn't good enough to play for Cleo Elbert. My old school fired him at the end of the year and he never got a job coaching again. They tried to get me to come back after he was gone, but that bridge was burnt as far as I was concerned. Very few could compete with my speed or strength in track. I quit running in high school and concentrated on the shot put.
My mother was always very proud of me. I never knew my father and Mom didn't talk about him. I gathered that it was a one-night stand in her indiscrete youth and I never questioned her about it. She was a really relaxed and cool Mom, and I thought she was probably a hippie type when she was younger. I really didn't want to know. Mommy issues were complicated enough and I had no time for Daddy issues. She was a very complex person and I loved her with all my heart.
Brawn was natural to me and I reveled in it. Brain was another story. I could read when I started kindergarten. I knew some other kids couldn't but it didn't seem like a big deal until Mrs. Vincent told my mom she wanted to test me to see if I was gifted. Mom wasn't happy about that at all. She got out a toy and showed it to me. I remembered it from when I was very young. It had four wooden pegs that you hammered on with a wooden mallet until they went through the holes and stuck out on the other side. Then you turned it over and drove them back through to the other side. She hammered three of the pegs down about an inch and handed me the hammer. One was still sticking up.
"Now, Parker; which one of the pegs will you hammer?"
I chose the one that was sticking up and drove it down to the level of the others.
"Why did you choose that one?" she asked.
"It was different and I made it like the others."
"That's right. I'm teaching you a lesson here about life. The lesson is that you don't want to stick up. You don't want to be the peg that's different. If you do and someone has a hammer, which one of you will they use it on?"
"I guess on me. Mom, how can I help sticking up? I'm taller than everyone else in my class."
"I know, baby," she told me. "But you don't want to be sticking up everywhere. I know how smart you are. I want you to do well at school, but not so well that you make everyone else look dumb. People don't like feeling dumb. They'll resent you for making them feel little, but that's okay. They can live with you being bigger. If you make them feel dumb, too, that's just piling on resentment. Do your work; get it right, but don't do so well that you're so much ahead of everyone else that you look like a mental giant, too. Do you understand what I'm trying to tell you?"
I got it. I did well on the test, but I could have done a lot better. I stayed at the top of my class, but not so far beyond what everyone else was doing that they thought something odd was going on. I learned early that you don't have to tell everything you know. It just makes you look arrogant.
It was the same thing in track. I could easily throw the shot 30 feet farther than anyone else. I never did. I won every meet in high school and set the state record, but not nearly by as much as I could have.
I did well enough at both athletics and academics to get into Harvard. They used a little under the table deal to get Mom a good job in Boston so I could afford to go there. I made all the right connections and impressed my professors and coaches enough that I never had a minute of difficulty. By the time I graduated from the school of international business I was six feet eight inches and 320 pounds. None of it was fat belly either.
I was heavily recruited by several large corporations and drafted in the second round by the Baltimore Ravens. Finally, I took a sweet deal at Apple. They signed me to a long-term contract and I had no trouble moving up through the ranks. I wound up in sales and I was good at it. Being an NCAA shot put champion and a Harvard graduate opened doors.
When I was 26, I discovered I could do things nobody else could. I was walking across the street in Austin, Texas, and a man ran a red light and came blasting through the crosswalk. A little girl and a young woman were walking ahead of me and I somehow sensed that they, and I, were in danger. The next thing I knew, we were standing on the sidewalk and I was holding one of them in each arm. The car hit the man walking behind me and splattered him across the street. Tires screeched and there was a sickening sound as his body flew through the air.
I had no idea what had happened, but we were safe and we should have been dead. I set the two girls down and they began to collapse. I picked them up, carried them to a nearby bench and sat them down on it. I knelt down in front of them and held them up.
"You ladies okay?" I asked.
The little one looked up at me. She seemed to be recovering quicker than the other one.
"You saved our lives," she said. "How did you do that? Are you Superman?"
"Sorry, I didn't see a handy phone booth or I'd be in uniform." We both laughed. "I saw the guy coming and I just scooped you up and ran," I told her.
I knew it was a lie. I had no recollection of running and there was no way I could have gotten away from that car in time. I had moved, somehow, without moving. I looked the two girls over.
The little one was cute as a button. She looked like she was in the second or third grade. She had a medium length pageboy haircut and her hair was as black as night. Her cheeks were rosy and her eyes were grey. She was the poster child for cute little girls.
The other one was obviously related to her. This was what the little one would look like when she grew up. She didn't have the haircut though. She had the same hair color, but it was very long, hanging down to mid-thigh and it was a mess. The trip to the bench had it all wrapped around her and I wanted to reach out and straighten it up. She had very fair, creamy skin and her eyes were spectacular. They seemed grey one moment and then green or blue the next, depending on how the light struck them. There was a little sprinkle of freckles across her nose. I spoke to the little one again.
"Are you hurt?"
"No," she said. "I think you bruised me a little when you grabbed me, but I'm fine."
She turned to the other one. "Are you okay, Sagan?"
She collected herself a little and combed her hair out of her face with her fingers.
"Yes, I'm okay, too. I'm like you; a little bruised maybe and a lot shaken up, but considering that you saved our lives I'm glad to just be here."
She reached out her hand and patted my shoulder. She smiled and her teeth flashed, sending a flash through me, too.
"Thank you, kind stranger. I don't know how we'll ever be able to thank you enough. That poor man, though; God, what happened?"
Emergency vehicles and personnel had arrived and I could hear a paramedic talking to a police officer. The driver had apparently had a heart attack and he was dead, too.
"The driver of that car had a heart attack and ran through the red light." I told them.
"How did you know that?" the little one asked.
"I heard that paramedic tell that policeman," I told her.
"You must have very good hearing," she said. "There you go with the Superman thing again."
I realized that they were too far away for the girls to hear them. I had slipped a little. I had to cover my mistake.
"I'm Parker Stephens," I told them. "I'm sorry I shook you up like that, but there wasn't time to do anything else."
"I'm Boston McDonald, and this is my sister Sagan," the little one told me.
"We're very happy to meet you," Sagan told me. "Especially considering we'd both be dead if you hadn't saved us. I don't know how we'll ever thank you."
"I do," Boston said.
She stood up, threw her arms around me, hugged me and kissed me on the cheek.
"You're huge, Parker," she said. "No wonder you could just pick us up like that. I'm going to love you forever."
Her sister held out her hand.
"Sagan," Boston objected, "Parker just saved our lives and you're going to shake his hand?"
She laughed. "I guess that doesn't seem like much of a thank you. Is it okay if I hug you, too?"
"That would be very okay, but I'll tell you what; where were you girls going?"
"We're Christmas shopping," Boston told me. "We were going to Buckle over there."
"Have you had lunch yet?" I asked.
"No, Sagan said she would take me out in a little bit."
"Let me buy you girls lunch, you tell me everything about yourselves and we'll call it square."
"Oh, no, we should buy your lunch," Sagan said. "You saved our lives, it's the least we could do."
"Well, since I did, the Native Americans say I'm responsible for you now. That means I'm responsible for feeding you, so lunch is on me. Really, I'm on an expense account and I know a place that has a great pizza. They have a wood-fired oven and they know me there. What do you say?"
"We'd love to go," Boston hopped up and down. "Can we go, Sagan?"
"I suppose," she said. "You aren't a serial killer or anything, are you, Parker."
"Yes," I told them, "I just didn't want that poor guy to get you. I was saving you for myself. But, I thought we already established that I'm Superman."
They both laughed and it was enchanting to watch them.
"The police are going to come over here any time and ask us if we saw anything. It's up to you girls, but I don't want to be a witness. I don't have time to be tied up in court. Is it okay if I tell him we don't know anything?"
They agreed to the plan and, sure enough, the police officer came over and I quickly assured him that we didn't see anything. We walked down a block and crossed back over. I had my car parked two blocks away and Boston's eyes lit up when she saw it.
"No, that isn't your car, is it, Parker?"
"Yep, that's my baby," I told her.
"It's beautiful. What is it?"
"It's a 1970 Dodge Challenger R/T 426 Hemi Convertible," I told her. "It's a little chilly, but would you like to put the top down?"
"Sagan's hair will blow, but I want to. Can we, Sagan?"
"Sure, I'll just look like a witch when we get there, but don't mind me," she laughed.
"It isn't far," I told her. "It's about a mile and I'll drive slowly. You want to sit in the back or front, Boston?"
"I'll sit in the back. I'm little. Sagan can sit by you."
We climbed in and I put the top down. I fired it up and the big Hemi rumbled to life. The cam lope made the whole car shake and I could see the girl's eyes shine with excitement.
I eased into the traffic and we drove along about 30. Sagan held her hair in her hands to keep it from blowing. We stopped at a light and I asked Boston if she wanted me to punch it. She did, very much, so when the light changed I eased up to about ten miles an hour and put the accelerator down. The Hemi roared and the tires broke loose for a bit and pressed them back into their seats. I backed off and shifted into second and we cruised.
"I love this car," Boston shouted. "I want one. How much do they cost?"
"They only made nine," I told her. "There are only three left in the world. The rest were wrecked. I don't think you'll find one for sale."
We pulled up at Anthony's, and I went around and opened their door.
"Sagan, he's a gentleman, too," Boston pointed out. "Parker, do you think you might want to marry me?"
"I'd love to, but I think I'm a little long in the tooth," I told her.
She laughed. "I wish I was older. It's a pain being little. Maybe you could marry Sagan."
"Boston," her sister was half-amused and half-embarrassed. "I think Parker can choose who he wants to marry. Are you married, Parker?"
"Not yet," I told her. "Sounds like I haven't got long though.
The girls laughed again and Boston held my hand as we went in. We got a pizza and sodas and talked over lunch. I found out that Sagan was a junior at the University of Texas; she wasn't married and didn't have a steady boyfriend. Boston was in the fourth grade and she did have a boyfriend. They had a brother in high school and they were Austin natives. They asked about me and I gave them the biography. They were very impressed that I had gone to Harvard and that I worked for Apple. I told them about Mom and Boston got sort of quiet for a while.
"Parker," she finally said. "I'm very grateful to you for saving us, but it was kind of strange. One second we were in the middle of the street and the next second we were 30 feet away on the sidewalk. Maybe I was disoriented, but it seemed like you just teleported us there."
I hesitated for a minute. I liked these girls and I didn't want to lie to them, but how could I explain that?
"I don't know what happened, girls. It was so fast and so desperate I just reacted. I know what you mean. Maybe I was disoriented, too. I don't know how it happened either. I can't explain it. I've always been faster and stronger than anyone I know. Maybe it's genetic or something. I just saw that we were going to be killed and the next thing I knew I was holding you on the sidewalk."
Sagan's eyes ran over me. "You are very big, Parker. How strong are you?"
I decided to be honest. "I don't know. I've never exerted my full strength."
"Do you lift weights?" Boston asked.
"Yes, but I never really push it. Sometimes when I'm at the gym with really strong guys, I lift a lot, but I always feel like I could lift more. I can't teleport, though. Sorry, Boston."
"Well, I'd like to see how strong you are," Sagan said. "You're a very interesting person, Parker."
"I like you, too," I told them. "Do you girls think we could do this again sometime?"
"I'd love to," Boston said. "Will you ask Sagan out on a date?"
"Boston, stop that. I'm sorry, Parker. She's always trying to set me up with someone."
"I'd love to go on a date with Sagan," I told Boston. "Sagan, will you go out with me?"
She blushed, but she looked me in the eye. "Yes, I will go on a date with you, but don't think you have to ask me because Boston thinks it's a good idea."
"I don't. Boston's a smart girl. Are you busy Friday evening?"
"Yes, I'm doing something with Boston, but I can go Saturday."
"I'll pick you up at six," I told her. "But I want Boston to go with us. Is that possible?"
"Oh, my God," Boston exclaimed. "Sagan, you're crazy if you let this guy get away. I'd love to go with you guys, but maybe next time. I think you should be alone on your first date."
We went back to the car and I drove them back to Buckle. I let them out and Boston ran and jumped on me. I caught her and gave her a squeeze and a kiss on the top of the head.
When I set her down, Sagan came up and hugged me, too. I realized how tall she was. She must have been six feet or a little more. She held the hug a long time and I felt her shudder a little. I looked down and she was crying.
"Hey, it's okay," I told her. "There's nothing to cry about."
"Yes there is," she told me. "I almost died today. So did Boston, and the only reason we're here is that you rescued us. I don't want to let you go."
"I know, I don't want to let you go either. Maybe it was fate. I wouldn't have met the two most beautiful girls in Austin if this hadn't happened. I feel bad about the guy driving that car and the guy that got hit, but everything else has been the most wonderful thing that's ever happened to me. It isn't over. You're going out with me Saturday, remember?"
She stood on her tiptoes to kiss my cheek. Her lips were as soft as a feather against my skin and then she stepped back. I gave her my card and my cell phone number; got her number and they went in the store. I stood there for a minute thinking. I shook my head and got in the car.
I sent Mom a text. "Mom, I've met the girl of my dreams, but we need to talk. I'm going to buy you an open ticket to Austin. Come as soon as you can."
Chapter Two
Mom flew in on Thursday and I picked her up at the airport. I took her out for dinner at a nice Mexican place and we caught up while we ate. I really didn't know where to start and I beat around the bush for a while. Finally, she had enough and she set her glass down and took my hand in hers.
"I know you want to ask me something, Parker. What is it, baby?"
"Something weird happened to me Monday, Mom; something really weird. We don't talk about this stuff, but it's creeping me out and I've got to talk to someone."
"What is it? Tell Mama, Parker."
I explained what had happened with Sagan and Boston and how I had teleported to the sidewalk, to use Boston's word. I told her about holding back all these years so I wouldn't stand out and how it was driving me crazy.
"We can't talk about this here," she told me. "Take me to my hotel and we'll talk there. This is going to be a shock to you, so gather up your wits."
I drove her to the Hilton, she checked in and we went up to her room. She never wanted to stay with me for some reason. She got me a beer and opened one for herself. We sat on the sofa and she snuggled up against me and laid her head on my chest.
"You know I love you, right baby?"
"Yes, Mom, you've been there for me all my life. I know that."
"Then keep that in mind while I tell you some things."
She gathered her thoughts for a minute.
"I need to tell you about your father," she told me. "You've never asked me about him and I really didn't know what to tell you, so we just ignored it. Have you ever heard the word Nephilim?"
"No, I haven't. What does it mean?"
"Well, it's a Semitic word and in the King James Version of the Bible, it's translated 'giant.' It's really a name and it can't be translated."



"What's it the name of?" I asked her. "And what does this have to do with me?"
"I'm getting there. It's the name of a race of people. They were the result of the union of the sons of God and the daughters of men. Do you know what that means?"
"No, I could make a guess. Is it male angels and human women?"
"You've got it."
"This is starting to sound pretty much like myths and legends to me," I told her. "What are you trying to say?"
"I can't just tell you. I want to show you something. Come down to your car with me."
I followed her downstairs and we walked out to the car. She took me around to the front of it. She looked around and we were alone in the parking lot.
"Pick it up," she told me.
"Pick what up, the car?"
"Yes, the car," she said.
"Are you crazy? What's going on, Mom? I can't lift this car."
"How do you know?" she asked. "Humor me and try."
She went around to the back. I decided to play along. I took hold of the bumper and gave it a pull. It weighed a ton.
"I can't do it," I called.
"Come on, pussy," she said. "Put a little effort into it. Show Mom how strong you are."
I flexed a little and pulled again. I really tried this time. I felt it rise on its springs and the full weight came down on my arms. It weighed ten tons. I kept lifting and to my amazement, the car kept rising. It was heavy, damned heavy, but I could do it. I was very surprised when I felt the back end rise from the ground. I looked back over the roof and saw that Mom was holding up the back end. I nearly dropped it.
"Carry it over to the next parking place," she said.
We carried it over there and it felt like my arms were going to fall off. We sat it down and I felt two feet shorter.
Mom straightened up with a sigh. Suddenly she was standing next to me. My jaw dropped. I couldn't speak.
"What the hell?" I finally got out.
"There are three of us left on earth," she told me, "me, you and your father. He's evil, Parker. I thought he had changed. I was wrong. He betrayed me and I tried to kill him. He got away and I haven't heard from him since. I hope I never see him again because when I do, he's either going to kill me or I'm going to kill him. I hope you never see him. If you do, you'll meet the most dangerous thing you've ever met."
"Jesus, Mom. Why don't you just tell me I'm from the Planet Freak and you have a spaceship?"
"Because that would be a lie. I've never lied to you, Parker. I never will. We can do things other people can't. Haven't you ever wondered why I looked so much younger than all the mothers of the kids you grew up with? It's because I don't age."
It was true. She looked about 25 and she had looked like that all my life. I had never thought about it; she was just Mom.
"Somewhere back down the line, we've got angel blood in us. It was fallen angel blood, but it gives us abilities. God was so afraid of us that he destroyed the earth to get rid of us. Some of us didn't die. Some are in prison and there's just the three of us left. You're a good man, Parker. As long as you stay good, you're safe. If you start doing evil stuff, angels will hunt you down and kill you. You're stronger than some of them, but there are millions of them and they'll get you eventually. They may have gotten your father. I hope they have. If you have kids with a human, they'll be like you. That's why you can do what you call 'teleport.'"
"Stop, please, Mom. I need that beer. Let's go back up to your room. Can you just fly there?"
"I could, but I'm not suicidal today. Never do that to somewhere you can't see. You'll miscalculate and wind up in a wall. Angels can do that but you can't. Wind up in a wall and you're toast."
"Okay, we'll go the old fashioned way. You've got to teach me how to do that when I want to. I didn't even know I could until Monday."
We went back upstairs and polished off a six-pack. I don't drink much and I was feeling no pain. I felt a little better about what she was telling me. Her little demonstration was convincing, but I had trouble wrapping my head around it. I asked her about exactly what I could do. It turned out that I could teleport across the room, lift small objects without touching them, reduce my mass nearly to zero or become incredibly heavy. I couldn't think of a use for the heavy thing. I could also sense what the people in the next room were doing and thinking. It was embarrassing and I quickly shut that down. We fell asleep on the sofa and when I woke up Mom was in the shower.
I ordered breakfast and when she came in, I showered, too. We hung out Friday and she told me about our history. She flew back home in the evening. I didn't know what to do with myself. Everything seemed weird. It was like I had this whole new body. Things that had bothered me all my life became clear and I had a new perspective. Saturday, I worried about my date with Sagan. This seemed like quite a bomb to drop on a girl on the first date. I really was attracted to her and I didn't want to scare her away. I didn't want to base our relationship on lying about who I was either. I didn't know what to do. I went to church and sat in a pew for an hour, just running things over in my mind. I decided honesty was the best policy. I was fine before I met her and I would be fine if she thought I was a nut. I told myself that, but I didn't believe it.
I picked her up at six, and Boston came out to the car with her. She leaned in and kissed me. "Take good care of her, Parker. I love Sagan and I don't want her to be hurt."
"I'll do my best," I told her. "Listen, Boston. I found out how I was able to save you girls. If you ask Sagan about it tomorrow, she'll know, too. I hope you still like me. You said you would love me forever and I hope that won't change."
"It won't, Parker. I know you're really Superman. Have fun. I can't wait to hear about it."
Sagan climbed in and she was stunning. She had on one of those little black dresses and red heels that made her legs look very long and gorgeous. Her hair was twisted up in a messy knot and I felt like the luckiest guy on the planet.
We went to a restaurant down on the river. We ate and talked and laughed. She was utterly charming and when we finished I took her to a club and we danced for an hour or so. I saw all the guys in the club checking her out. She was easily the most beautiful woman any of them had ever seen. She was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. I have a houseboat down on the lake and I took her down and gave her the tour. We sat on a sofa on top of the cabin and drank a glass of wine. I put my arm around her and she snuggled in.
"Sagan, I have to tell you that I really, really like you. You're unbelievably gorgeous and sweet and charming. Why is it that you aren't married, or at least have some guy crazy about you?"
"I've had boyfriends, but none of them really did it for me. It has something to do with Boston, but I'm not going to tell you about that right now. Maybe someday she'll tell you."
"I have something to tell you." I said.
"What is it?"
"Well, Mom flew into town and we had a long talk. I told her what happened when I met you and what Boston said about teleporting."
"What did she say?"
"Well, this is really weird and I don't want to tell you. I really like you, Sagan. I've never met a girl like you before and I don't want to mess it up."
"Are you a criminal or something?" She laughed.
"No, but if I wanted to be I would be awesome at it."
"Why do you say that? Just tell me, Parker. I won't freak out."
"I can't tell you, I'll have to show you."
I figured it would be easier to just show her like Mom did me so I pulled her up and walked her down to the car.
"Watch this," I told her.
I bent down and picked it up. It was parked on the grass and I got a surprise when my feet sunk down in the soft dirt to the ankles. I held it for a minute then set it down.
Sagan gasped when I picked it up and she just stared at me when I straightened up and shook the dirt off my shoes.
"Jesus, Parker. I've never heard of anyone that could do that. Boston was right; you are Superman. I guess you're finding out how strong you really are."
"Wait there for a minute," I told her.
I walked about 50 feet away from her. I concentrated and suddenly I was standing in front of her. She was obviously very frightened and began to back away, her hands warding me off.
"Parker, please! Please don't hurt me. I won't tell anyone."
That broke my heart. I sat down on the hood of the car and cried like a baby. I couldn't help myself. All those years of hiding and concealing myself from people washed over me like a flood. Here was the girl I had finally found that I really liked and showed myself to and she was scared to death of me. She thought I was going to hurt her. I buried my face in my hands and sobbed.
I felt a hand on my hands. I looked up and she was standing in front of me. I could tell she was still scared, but she tangled her hands in my hair and kissed my forehead. There were tears in her eyes as well.
"I'm sorry, Parker. You scared me. You didn't deserve that. You saved my life and I don't think you'd hurt me. You saved Boston, too. I was just scared. Please forgive me and stop crying. I won't do it anymore. I told you I wouldn't freak out and I did. I'm truly sorry. I trust you. Let's go back to the boat and sit down."
She took my hand and pulled on it. She led me back to the sofa and we sat down like before with her cheek on my chest.
She looked up at me and patted my cheek. "What are you, Parker? Are you a witch or a vampire or something?"
I laughed. "No, no; nothing like that. I'm not evil, Sagan. I'm the same guy I've always been, I just found out some stuff from Mom. I couldn't just tell you; you would have thought I was crazy or something. I had to show you so you would believe me."
"What did your Mom tell you?"
"She told me that I'm something called a Nephilim."
"What's a Nephilim?"
"That's what I asked her. She said it's a Bible word for a race of people that are the children of male angels and female humans. She's one, too. She lifted up the back of my car and we carried it over to the next parking place. She can teleport like that, too, only a lot better than I can."
"Jesus Christ, Parker, you're an angel?"
"No; just like half or something. I don't know how it all works but Mom says if you have angel blood you can pass it down to your kids, too. They'll be Nephilim, too. She says that there are only three of us left on earth."
"Who's the other one?"
"It's my father. I never knew who he was. She never told me and I didn't want to ask. She says he's evil and I guess I believe her. She's never lied to me and she's a very good person so I guess he must be. She said he might be dead. If someone like me turns evil the real angels hunt them down and kill them or put them in some kind of angel prison."
She sat up and looked at me. She felt my hair and ran her fingers over my face.
"You don't feel any different than anyone else. If I hadn't seen it with my own eyes, I would think you were crazy. Can you pick me up?"
I held out one arm and she wrapped her arms around it. I lifted her easily off the sofa and when I sat her back down, I put her in my lap. She wiggled around and got comfortable.
"I'm going to trust you, Parker. I really like you, too. Do you think you might be interested in a human girl?"
"Apparently, my ancestors have shown we have a weakness there. 'The sons of God looked upon the daughters of men and saw that they were fair.' I think you're a whole lot better than fair, Sagan. You're gorgeous. Would you mind if I kissed you?"
She lifted her face to me and I tasted her lips. She tasted like wine and a little salt from her tears earlier. We made out for five minutes. She finally pulled away and nuzzled her cheek back into my chest and we watched the play of the lights on the lake while I held her. It was one thirty, and I thought I should take her home.
"Sagan, will you go out with me again? I promise I won't have any surprises next time."
She looked up at me. "Yes, I will. How many girls have the chance to go out with an angel?"
"You can't tell anyone about this, please. Well, I promised Boston you would tell her, but I don't want to people looking at me as if I'm a freak. Do you think she'll think I'm creepy?"
"No, she'll think we should get married next week." She giggled. "Take me home, Parker. I'll go out with you next Saturday. Can we bring Boston here and take the boat out? Then we'll take her home and do something romantic, okay?"
"That sounds great so long as the weather is good. If not, we'll do something else."
I stood up and picked her up in my arms. I carried her to the rail then concentrated and we were standing by the car. She gasped and stiffened up a little in my arms.
"Jesus, Parker; warn me before you do that. You're going to make me have a heart attack."
I laughed and put her down. I opened the door and she slid in. I couldn't help myself; I just had to run my hand up one of those impossibly long legs. She gasped again when it reached her thigh and caught it in her hands.
"You feel amazing," I told her.
She pulled it up a little higher, pushing up the hem of her dress a little, pressing my hand into the silky thigh then slapped it gently.
"Take me home, Parker. You can feel more next time."
Chapter Three
I started doing little experiments. I was testing my abilities. I had to fly to Hong Kong on Tuesday and I discovered that the ability to sense what people were thinking and doing was a tremendous asset. I found out that one of my managers was mishandling funds, taking bribes and promoting people like it was his own little kingdom. I even found out where he kept the dirt and fired him. My boss was very pleased and I closed a big deal with an electronics giant to carry our phones. I could see just what they wanted and it was a sweet deal for both of us.
I started moving things with my mind and I walked the streets at night and practiced teleporting. I tried lifting things and discovered I could lift more than five tons but less than eight.
Sagan and Boston texted me every day and I talked to Sagan three times that week. She was off school on Christmas break and she invited me to her house for Christmas. I was a little nervous about meeting her parents but she assured me that they would love me so I agreed.
I shopped some in Hong Kong, picked up some things for the girls, and bought Mom some jade jewelry. She loves jade and I was happy to add to her collection. I got Boston a new iPad and one of the new iPods for their brother. I didn't know what to get their mom and dad, so I called Sagan. She didn't want me to get them anything, but I insisted and she told me what to get. I knew what I wanted to get her. I made an appointment for her at a spa and sent a fashion designer from one of the high-end shops in town to her house to measure her. I told him he had an unlimited budget and I wanted her to be the best-dressed woman in Austin. I had to caution him against anything too risqué or outlandish as he went on and on over the phone.
"She's a college junior," I told him. "She's already smoking hot; just give her a look that doesn't change that. Whatever you do, if you suggest that she cut her hair I'm going to burn down your house, you got it?"
"Yes sir, you won't be disappointed," he told me.
She texted me and told me that he had made an appointment with her and the spa had called to confirm. She didn't know what was going on and I told her to just play along, I was getting her something for Christmas. She protested, but I didn't answer and she didn't mention it again.
I flew back to Austin on Friday and slept most of the day. I arranged to pick her and Boston up at ten on Saturday. The weather was nice, nearly seventy degrees, and I got the boat ready to go.
Boston came running out when she heard the Challenger rumble up and I got out to let her in. She gave me a big hug and I put her bag in the trunk. She climbed in and Sagan came out. She was wearing black slacks and a cream-colored sweater and she looked amazing. There was a rosy blush to her cheeks and she positively glowed. She kissed me, I put her bag in, and we drove down to the dock.
Boston chattered the whole way and when we got there, we got our stuff and she demanded that I carry her. I was happy to oblige and she whispered in my ear. "Parker, will you teleport us onto the boat please?"
I warned Sagan and popped us across. She squealed with delight and wanted to do it again. I promised I'd take her back to shore like that when we got back and she was happy. I let her drive as soon as we were clear of the dock and she sat on my lap and held the big wheel in her little hands. We ran up the lake for a ways to get away from the traffic, went up a long creek arm, and tied up.
It was even warmer than the day before and sunny, and the girls went down to the cabin, changed into swimsuits and lay in the sun. They were both very pale, but at this time of year, there wasn't much danger of sunburn. They had the most perfect skin. It was nearly translucent; the color of coffee with lots of cream. I suspected they could tan, but it couldn't improve the way they looked.
I'm kind of a deep tan color year round anyway, so I took off my shirt and joined them. I thought I would have a little fun and I reached out with my mind and pulled on the string holding Sagan's bikini top up. She was lying face down on a big fluffy towel. It began to slip untied and she sat up and quickly grabbed it. She tied it more firmly back as I chuckled to myself. She lay back down and I pulled it again. She shot back up and looked over at me. I pretended to have my eyes closed. She pulled it firm again and lay back down. The next time she didn't move and the string came untied, the strings on both sides fell down and the sides of her breasts were exposed as she lay face down on her towel.
She turned her face toward me and stuck out her tongue. I laughed and she closed her eyes and relaxed. In an hour, it was lunchtime and I got up and set the table. When the girls came in Sagan had on a t-shirt and I could tell right away that the bikini top was missing. I had fried chicken, potato salad, baked beans, beer for Sagan and me and juice for Boston. They were quite satisfied with the food and after lunch we fished around the standing trees and the girls were delighted to catch several pan fish.
"If it was summer, I would take you water skiing," I told them. "Did you see the boat tied up next to this one? That's mine, too, and it's perfect for taking pretty girls skiing."
They had never been and I promised to teach them as soon as the water was warm enough. Boston drove back to the dock and her brother was there to pick her up. She was disappointed that I couldn't teleport her back to the dock, but I promised to pick her up Sunday afternoon and zip her around as much as she wanted.
Sagan and I sat on the benches on the front deck with my arm around her and relaxed for a while. It was still warm and we talked about work, school and family for a while. She stood up after she finished her beer and walked to the trash bin to throw the bottle away. When she came back, she straddled me with her knees on the cushion and flattened herself against my chest.
"This has been a great day, Parker."
"It's not over yet," I told her.
"I know. I just wanted to tell you how much I love the way you are with Boston. I love her more than anything, you know."
"I can tell. She's an incredible girl. I love her, too. I would want to be around her even if it weren't for you. She makes everyone around her happy."
She raised her head up to kiss me. Her lips molded to mine and I felt the tip of her tongue exploring. I let mine wrestle with it and her lips were full and puffy. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tightly. She rubbed herself against me and I ran my hands up under her t-shirt and up the silky skin of her back. She was very slender, but I was fascinated with the way her narrow waist flared into her hips. I stroked that curve repeatedly. She shivered as I stroked her and her hands were busy exploring my chest. I moved my arms apart; forcing her shirt upward and she sat up and pulled it over her head.



I froze for a minute. She was even more exquisite than I imagined. Her breasts were full and large, not a hint of sag in spite of their weight. Her areolas were large and formed a pink cone on the end of each beautiful mound, capped by a rock hard, tiny pink nipple. I palmed then and she moaned and shook when I rolled the nubs between my thumb and forefinger. She pressed them firmly into my hands and wrapped her arms around my neck. She pulled one hand away and sought my lips with one rubbery tip. I closed them over it and pulled at the little nipple, stretching it and letting it snap back. She groaned and pushed it back inside.
I felt her hand slide down between us and she found how excited she made me.
"Damn, Parker; you're big all over," she whispered.
She stroked me for a minute and I pulled her hand back up.
"No, let me," she whispered.
"I will, but not today," I told her. "Too fast, baby. I think you're special and I want to chase you a while till we've got it all just right. Then I'm going to make love to you until you can't walk. Wait and see what I've got planned for you."
She laid down flat on me again and rubbed those big breasts across my chest.
"That sounds perfect, Parker, but I don't know if I can wait. I want you. I've never felt like this before. I'm just so hot for you. I can't believe I'm acting like this. I'm really not a slut; you just make me so hot."
"I know, I feel the same way. God you're sexy, Sagan. Put your shirt back on, baby, or today is the day."
She kissed me fiercely and ground herself against me and then she sat up and was gone. I cupped her breasts until she pulled the shirt back on and pushed my hands away.
"Let's go grab a bite and then go dancing. I want to rub all over you," she told me.
We changed into casual stuff and I zapped her out to the car.
"I'll never get used to that. I have my own personal angel," she laughed.
We danced until two and I took her home.
Chapter Four
Sunday morning, I got up and got dressed. I texted Boston and asked her if she would go to church with me. She said she would love to go and I picked her up at nine. She told me that Sagan was still asleep. I put her in and we drove down Caesar Chavez to a church near the University where I usually go. To my surprise, and Boston's delight, the pastor preached a sermon on angels. He seemed to know a lot about them and he described what they did, showing us stories from the bible about them.
Boston sat very close to me and held my hand during the whole service. The feel of that little hand made me warm all over. She seemed a little wan. There were dark circles around her eyes. I asked her if she was okay, and she told me she didn't sleep very well last night. I took her to lunch at an Italian place I knew about and she loved the pasta. We walked down the street after lunch and she held my hand and skipped along. I was utterly enchanted with this little gypsy. She had all kinds of questions to ask me, but I didn't know most of the answers. When the sidewalk was empty, I would hold her and zip us up and down the street. I showed her how I could move things without touching them. She was delighted.
"Parker, do angels have souls like people? Have you ever seen an angel? Do you think they really have wings? How come you don't have any wings?"
"Slow down there, tiger. I don't know any of those things. I'm kind of new at this whole angel thing. Remember, I only found out a couple of weeks ago myself. You know nearly as much about it as I do. If Mom was here, we could ask her. She's coming here New Year's eve. Would you like to meet her?"
"I'd love to, Parker. How old is she? Do you think she'll like me?"
"I really don't know how old she is. She hasn't ever told me and I think she'll love you. How could she not. You're the most lovable girl I know."
She squeezed my hand. "You're sweet, Parker. Are you sure you don't want to wait till I grow up and marry me?"
"Ask me again when you're 21," I told her.
"I will," she promised. "I broke up with my boyfriend this week. Do you think we could talk to Pastor Davis about angels? He seems to know a lot about them. Maybe he could answer a lot of our questions."
"We could, but I think my Mom would know more. Let's wait and talk to her. If she doesn't know, I'll make an appointment for us to talk to the pastor."
"Okay, I'm sorry, Parker, but I need to go home now. I'm feeling very tired."
We walked back to the car and I drove her home. When I opened her door, she stood up on the floor of the car so she could be taller. She threw her arms around me and kissed me on the lips.
"Thanks for taking me with you, Parker. This is one of the best days of my life. I love you."
That choked me up a little. I petted her head and squeezed her. "I love you, too, kitten. We'll do it again soon. I'm coming over here for dinner tomorrow. Don't leave me alone with your parents. I'm kind of scared about meeting them."
"I'll protect you," she promised. She jumped down and skipped up the sidewalk to the door. Sagan came out and kissed me when Boston went inside.
"Hey, baby, thanks for taking Boston to church. I can't believe you let her hang out with you like this."
"Well, she's one of my three favorite people in the world," I told her. "If I could, I would take both of you away to live with me so I could hang out with you all the time."
She melted against me. "We'll see," she whispered against my lips.
I hugged her again and went home.
Christmas day was much cooler. It was raining a little, and I gathered my packages and drove to Sagan's house. I rang the doorbell and after a minute, a stunning woman opened the door. It was easy to see where Sagan got her looks. She took my hand in her long, cool fingers.
"Hello, Parker. We're so glad to meet you." Her voice was low and husky. She was nearly as tall as Sagan with that same, big breasted, slender build.
"The girls have told us so much about you. I want you to know how grateful we are to you for saving their lives." She stood on tiptoe and kissed my cheek. "I'm Mona. Come in and meet the others."
She introduced me to her son, Thomas, and her husband, Jackson. They seemed like nice guys and they invited me to watch a football game with them.
I told them I had packages to carry in and they went to the car and helped me carry them. They both loved the Challenger and I promised to take them for a spin later. By the time we got the packages arranged under the tree, Sagan and Boston came downstairs and I was buried under girls, hugging and kissing me.
The doorbell rang and Mona's sister and her husband arrived with their two children. While they were getting settled the bell rang again and it was a delivery. The delivery guy carried in about twenty packages and we stacked them under the tree. I knew they were the clothes for Sagan, but no one else knew where they had come from.
Mona was quite the chef, and dinner was delicious. I had never been a part of a family gathering like this and it made me a little wistful. Growing up, it had been just Mom and me, and this was a completely new experience.
The McDonalds were obviously not a wealthy family, but they just as obviously loved each other. We sat in the living room and with Sagan next to me on the sofa and Boston sitting on my lap I couldn't ever remember being so happy. We played games and then it was time to open presents.
Boston gave me a beautiful, soft scarf and Sagan gave me a beautiful Art book about angels. I wrapped the scarf around my neck and Sagan snuggled into my side.
"I thought you might be interested in that book," she said. "It has the names of every known angel in it and a description of what they are known to do."
The pictures were beautiful and I kissed them both.
Boston squealed with delight when she opened her new iPad, and Thomas was very pleased with his iPod.
"Parker, thank you, but you shouldn't have spent so much," Mona told me.
"Well, I don't know if the girls told you, but I work for Apple," I told her. "I get a discount, and I have a very good job. What's the use of money if you can't make people happy with it?"
She smiled and watching Boston play on her iPad was enough to overcome any reluctance. Boston and Thomas began carrying the packages with Sagan's name on them over and she was soon surrounded by quite a stack.
"Can I help you open them?" Boston asked her.
"No, Boston; those are Sagan's gifts and she wants to open them," her mother said.
"It's okay, Mom. She can help me. If she doesn't we'll be here all night."
The wrapping paper was soon flying and the girls all squeaked with delight as they made Sagan stand up and held things up to her to see how they looked. I had been a little worried that they would be garish and weird. I've seen what some of those fashion gurus do, but my guy had made me proud. This beautiful, but sensible stuff would just enhance Sagan's natural beauty.
She was a little overwhelmed, I could tell. She sat beside me and looked up at me seriously.
"I love all this stuff, Parker, and I'm thankful, but how much did you spend on this?"
"What difference does it make? If I was poor and spending my last dime, it might be different. I'm not. I have more money than I'll ever be able to spend. I closed a 6 billion dollar deal for my company last week. They're very grateful and I got a big bonus I didn't need. I have a girl I want to make very happy and you can't make me feel guilty about that. It's my money and if I want to spend it on you that's what I'm going to do."
There were tears in her eyes as she kissed me. "I am very happy. It doesn't have anything to do with presents, either. It's you, Parker. You make me happy because you're the kind of person you are. Merry Christmas, baby."
Boston came over and reclaimed her spot on my lap. "Hey, stop kissing," she complained. "There's no mistletoe over here." We laughed together and I squeezed my girls up tight.
I took Thomas and Jackson for a ride in the Challenger and we got to know each other a little better. I invited them to a Texas football game and they accepted. I took them back home and Sagan, Boston and I went for a drive to look at the lights. There was a walking park and we strolled along with a girl under each of my arms. Boston quickly grew tired and I carried her piggyback. It was the perfect ending of a perfect Christmas.
Texas was playing in the Cotton Bowl and the girls went with us to the game. Boston wasn't really a football fan but she was a stadium food fan. She looked like she had perked up a bit and the blush was back on her cheeks. We rode up to Dallas in the McDonalds minivan and I sat in the back with a girl on either side of me. It was a little claustrophobic but Boston was as charming and witty as always and Sagan was beauty incarnate. She was wearing some of her new clothes and they were spot on.
Mom flew down for New Year's and I cooked. The girls came over and got acquainted with Mom. She loved them and they couldn't get over how young and beautiful she was. Boston had a million questions and Mom tried to answer them all.
"How old are you, Mrs. Stephens," was the first thing Boston asked her after dinner.
Mom laughed. "Not old enough to be called Mrs. Stephens. My name is Lilith. My driver's license says I'm 32. Do you want to look at it?"
"No, I know you're not 32," Boston told her. "Parker is 26, so unless you had him when you were six, your license is a fake."
"No, honey, it's real, but I have to keep changing it. I'm old enough to remember when the first driver's license was issued. Mine said I was 25 then and I've kept changing it. I don't age, sweetheart. Parker will have to start doing that, too, when he gets older. But to answer your question, I was born in the third year of the reign of king Asshur in the city of Nineveh. My father's name was Mahawi and he was the second son of the angel Shemihazah. He was a Nephilim."
"I've never heard of any of those names," Boston told her. "Who were they and where is that city?"
"Well, if you read the tenth chapter of Genesis in the Bible you'll find out. Nineveh was a city on the east bank of the Tigris River. It was destroyed in 812 BC, but I was long gone by then."
"Lilith, are you telling us that you're thousands of years old?" Sagan asked.
"Please, don't remind me," Mom begged. "I don't want to remember."
The girls laughed. "Will Parker live thousands of years?" Boston asked her.
"If he doesn't die in an accident or someone doesn't kill him. He will never change much from what he is now. He doesn't get sick. Once we mature we stop aging."
Sagan burst into tears. She sobbed uncontrollably and I couldn't get her to stop. Mom came over and sat beside her. She put her arms around her and held her.
"What's wrong, Sagan? Why are you crying?"
"Because I think I'm in love with him. I want to be with him and I'm going to get old and ugly and he will still be young and beautiful and he won't want to be with an old hag."
"I know that's the way it seems, but that's not the way it has to be," Mom patted her. "If you love him and someday you have children, his blood passes on to that child. That child will be just like Parker."
"How does that help me?" Sagan wailed.
"That baby is you as long as it's inside you. Do you think you just give it life and it doesn't give anything to you? You share a blood system. If you have his baby, you'll never get old. You will become something different."
"What will she become," Boston asked.
"She will become something called a Siren."
"You mean like the seductresses of Greek mythology?" I asked.
"No, that's a corruption of the texts," Mom said. "They become women of great power, singers and weavers of power, but peaceful. The ancient word means something like 'mourners.' But they don't die."
That calmed her somewhat. "If you or Parker gave someone a blood transfusion, would it work the same way?" Boston asked.
"I don't know, sweetheart. That's a very good question. I know a way to find out."
"Tell us," Boston said.
"The next time you're sick, if it works like that, you could get a transfusion from Parker. If it heals you, you'll become immune to the disease and you'll never be sick again. We don't get sick."
"I'm sick now," Boston said. "I have lymphoma. I'm waiting for a bone marrow transplant."
"My poor baby; I'm so sorry," Mom said.
"Sweet Jesus, Boston," I said. "Why didn't you tell me? Sagan, you never mentioned a word about this."
"Boston made me promise not to. She doesn't like to talk about it."
Boston climbed onto my lap. "I didn't want you to worry about me, Parker. I'm just sick. When people find out they don't treat me the same. I get blood transfusions every couple of weeks while I'm waiting for a donor and it makes me feel better. Do you still love me?"
"How could you even ask that? Of course I still love you. Why would you being sick make me not love you?"
"Well, some people don't like being around sick kids. Will you give me a transfusion, Parker?"
"I want to, but I don't know if I can. What blood type are you?"
"I'm B positive. What are you?"
"I don't know. Mom, do you know?"
"Yes, you're something that doesn't fit on human charts. Don't worry though; you can give blood to anyone. You can't take blood from humans but you can give it to them."
"Then yes, I will give you a transfusion, Boston. How will we do it, though? I don't want anyone finding out about this."
"I know people," Mom said. "You don't live as long as I have without knowing people. We can't do it here. I don't know anyone in Texas. I do know people in Boston that we could get to do it."
"How would we get Boston to Boston?" I asked. We all laughed at the expression. "We need a plan."
"I'm good at planning," Sagan said. "Let me think a minute."
She was silent for a few minutes. "I've got it," she said. "I'll tell Mom and Dad that Lilith has invited us to Boston next weekend and we'll all fly up there. Parker; I hate to ask you, but can you buy us tickets? I can't afford that and neither can Mom and Dad. They owe hospital bills they'll never be able to pay the way it is."
"Of course I will," I told her. "I'll make the arrangements today. No, tomorrow; they probably aren't open today. Will you do it Boston?"
"Yes, this is the best hope I've had since I was five. I've been in remission three times, Parker and it always comes back. The bone marrow transplant is kind of a last ditch effort. I don't want to die. Thank you Parker."
"Don't get your hopes up too high, sweetheart," Mom told her. "We don't know if this is going to work."
"Even if it doesn't, we'll find something, Boston. We'll scour the earth for a solution. I'm not about to let you die. You're too precious to me." I told her.
"Can angels heal people?" she asked Mom.
"Yes, but they're dangerous to people like me and Parker."
"Can you heal people?"
"I don't know, honey. I don't know how. I think I could if I knew how to do it. If it comes to that, I'll capture an angel and find out. That's maybe one of those last ditch efforts. It might get me killed."
"No, I don't want you to do that," Boston said. "I would rather die myself than for you or Parker to get hurt. Let's try the transfusion first. It's too bad I'm little or I could just have Parker's baby."
"Boston! You're impossible," her sister told her. "I can't believe you said that."
"I love Parker. If I were big, I would love to have his baby. You love him, too, Sagan. Don't pretend like you don't."
"See what I deal with every day?" she told me. "It's like living with Alice and her world is Wonderland. I never know when she's going to pop down the rabbit hole."
"You're delightful, child," Mom told her. "Don't ever change."
I squeezed her until she couldn't breathe. "Well, dinner won't eat itself. Let's eat and we'll let next week take care of itself."
We ate and I drove us to San Antonio and we did the River Walk. It was great to have Mom along. I hadn't spent much time with her since I moved to Texas. I carried Boston most of the time. She got tired easily and some things I had noticed about her began to add up. I wasn't going to let this little pixie out of my life.
When we took them home, Mom and I had a long talk.
"Mom, how could you capture an angel?"
"I know when they're around. There are millions of them and I see them pretty often. I'm warded and they can't see me unless I let them. I don't. There are sigils and weapons I can use. You can do it, too, but you don't want to mess around with them. I've done it before. They're deadly, Parker. I mean, not to humans, but to us. They've nearly wiped us off the earth four different times. I think God hates us. We're something that wasn't supposed to happen. I think he was worried that we would take over the earth and there wouldn't be any pure humans left. That interfered with his plan for Jesus and he wouldn't let that happen."
"I just can't believe all this stuff is real," I told her. "I mean, God, Jesus, angels; I thought that was all just myths. I guess I always thought there must be a God, but I didn't think much in the Bible was true."
"Well, the history is true. I've lived through most of it. I don't know about some of it, but I know angels and demons are real. I've met them. I've seen what they do. I've tried to make things normal for you, Parker. I can't do that anymore. I'm going to teach you things. This is stuff you need to know to survive. You've been a great kid. You're the best kid I've ever had."
"Mom, what are you saying? Do I have brothers and sisters?"
"No; not for a long time. I haven't had a child for more than 500 years. Your brothers and sisters are all dead except for two. They're in prison and I never want to see them again. They're evil. It's a great temptation, Parker. If you weren't you, I would be very worried. When you start manifesting power it's like it goes to our heads and we lose control. You won't do that, will you?"



"No, Mom. Of course not. I don't want power. I just want to be a normal guy. Well, I want to save Boston, but I don't want like political power or power to control people. It's disgusting to me when I see politicians doing that. That's not the way you raised me."
"No, it's not. I never wanted that either. I think that's why God left me alone."
"Do we have souls, Mom? Boston asked me that and I'd like to know."
"I have no idea what a soul is. I suppose we do, but how do you test for that? Ask me if we have feelings, emotions, thoughts or the ability to make moral choices. Yes we do. That's what humans do and they have souls, I suppose. So maybe we do, too. What does it matter?"
"Well, I just like the idea of redemption at the end," I said.
"Me, too, baby. I think you're my redemption. I finally got it right with you. I love these girls you've found, Parker. I think they're good for you. They're making you more human than I ever could."
It was very late and I was yawning. "I want to talk about this with you forever, but I'm crashing, Mom. Let's get some sleep."
She stood up and pulled me to my feet, her strength surprising me again. She squeezed me tight. "I love you, baby. You make me proud. Happy New Year; I think it's going to be interesting."
Chapter Five
I chartered a private plane to fly Boston to Boston. I still giggled every time I thought about that. Mona had given us her permission to take Boston with us and I noticed she had a little cough when I picked them up.
"Are you okay, Boston?" I asked her.
"Yes, I have a little cold. My immune system is shot, but when you give me your blood, it will help. Getting blood always makes me feel better for a while, even normal human blood. I get hemoglobin that helps me absorb oxygen and white blood cells that help me fight infections. It doesn't help as much as it used to and it's just going to get worse until it doesn't help at all. That's why I'm hoping you can help me so I don't have to get a bone marrow transplant."
"Can't Sagan or your family be a donor for you?" I asked her.
"No, for some reason, we don't match up very well. I really don't understand it. Because science, you know." She smiled at her little joke."
I got her some juice to drink and when she was done with it she curled up in her chair and went to sleep. Sagan and I talked quietly.
"Sagan, I want you to be honest with me. I don't care if Boston doesn't want you to tell me. How sick is she and how long do we have to help her?"
"She's not that bad right now. She'll be fine for probably about six more months. It's deadly, though, Parker. She'll die if we don't do something. She's taking methotrexate and she could start chemotherapy again, and she will have to if she gets a bone marrow transplant. She'll be put in isolation in a hospital and they'll completely kill off her immune system and bone marrow. Then they'll give her some healthy donor marrow. Her biggest danger right now is infections. She really has very little ability to fight them off."
"I don't know how hard this must be on you, Sagan. Is there anything I can do for you?"
Tears began to slip down her cheeks. "No, I'm okay. Just having you around makes everything better. That's why I've been so impressed with you, Parker. You loved her and paid attention to her even before you knew she was sick. She loves you, Parker. You're all she talks about. You asked me why I wasn't married or didn't have a boyfriend. Now you know. Boston needs me and I just didn't have time for that."
"Well, I'm going to try to help her. I love her, too, but I'm very concerned about you. You know I'll help you any way I can."
She leaned over, put her head on my shoulder and held my hand. "You are helping. God, I hope this works, Parker."
When we landed in Boston, Mom was waiting for us. She took us home with her and told us that she had talked to a pediatric oncologist who had agreed to give Boston her transfusion. I didn't ask what kind of a deal she had with him. I just told her that if she needed money I would pay for it.
She informed us that it wouldn't cost anything. We spent the night with her and I heard Boston coughing all during the night. Mom drove us to the Doctor's office Saturday evening. The Doctor's name was Rosenberg and he was a quiet little man. He didn't ask any questions, just took my blood and began to transfuse Boston. She complained a little about being stuck, but after the needle was in, she played on her iPad and waited patiently. I gave another pint and when the first one was finished, he gave her that as well.
I noticed a little rosy blush creeping into her cheeks and she became decidedly more animated. It took a couple of hours and I played trivia crack with her while Mom and Sagan talked and read magazines. When she was through we thanked the doctor and I carried her out to the car. When we got back to Mom's house, I started to carry her in but she demanded to be put down.
"I feel very good, Parker. I want to walk."
I set her down and she held my hand while we walked into the house. Mom got her a Coke and she sat on the sofa. Her cheeks were flushed and she talked non-stop.
"Is she always like this after a transfusion?" I asked Sagan.
"Sort of, but I haven't seen a change like this for a long time. You have good blood, Parker."
"I feel a little strange," Boston told us. "I feel all warm inside. It's like waking up from a long nap. You know how you feel kind of weak? That's the way I've been feeling but now it's as if my blood has been heated up or something. I feel warm all over. I'm not coughing anymore. Did you notice that, Sagan?"
"Yes, baby, I did. Either Parker gave you some really good white blood cells or this is working. How long will it be until we know, Lilith?"
"I have no idea. I've never heard of anything like this before. It could have already worked, or it could be working and we won't know for a while or it might just be the effects of the transfusion. We'll just have to wait. How long is it until your next blood test, sweetheart?"
"It's Tuesday. I would normally get a transfusion if my counts are low."
"I don't think you should do that, honey. Let's wait and see what this does," Mom told her.
"How can I keep from it? They don't ask me."
"Just make a fuss, about it," Sagan said. "You're good at that. I'll help you. I'll tell them that since you're making such a fuss we could wait a day or two."
"What does that mean; 'I'm good at that?' I don't make fusses, Sagan, you know that."
"Ha," her sister scoffed. "What about when Mom wanted to cut your hair after it grew back in?"
"I didn't want to cut it. I want it to be like yours. A person should have the right to decide their own hairstyle."
"That's right, honey," Mom told her. "Just do that; only don't let them talk you into it."
"Boston, your hair was all raggedy," Sagan told her. "Now you can let it grow out if you want to and it will look good. It didn't then. I wasn't on your side then because you were wrong. I will be now."
Boston was very active on the plane home. She went up and pestered the pilot into letting her sit with him for a while. She drank all the juice we had and watched a movie on her iPad.
When we got to the airport, she ran ahead down the concourse and rode the escalators up and down a dozen times. She chattered incessantly and bounced up and down in the back seat of the car. We were so glad to see her feeling like doing that we let her do anything she wanted. I stopped at Red Robin on the way home and she ate two big burgers and drank a strawberry malt.
I dropped them off and they promised to come over after the blood tests Tuesday and let me know what happened. I flew to Chicago on Monday and stayed overnight. When I got back Tuesday afternoon, Boston Snap Chatted me and told me they were coming over. She was making a funny face and that looked hopeful. I waited at the front door and when I saw her skipping up the sidewalk, I knew it was good news. I threw the door open just as she was getting ready to knock and grabbed her. She let out a little shriek and I whirled her around, wrapped in my arms.
"How's my girl?" I asked her, kissing her firmly on both cheeks.
"Put me down, you big lug," she demanded. "I have good news if you haven't scared me into a relapse."
I kissed Sagan and sat them down at the bar while I got a beer for Sagan and juice for Boston.
"So, what's the word?" I asked her.
"It's great. My counts are higher than they've been since I went into remission the first time and the bad white cells are down more than 50 percent. The doctor didn't understand what was going on and we didn't tell him. He said it was almost like my blood type had changed. He asked me about the needle mark on my arm but Sagan told him it was a scratch. We think it's working, Parker."
"That's great, kiddo. Can we go out and celebrate?"
"Maybe for a little while," she said. "I have a lot of homework to catch up on."
"I'm really good at homework. How about if you go home and I come over and help you and we finish it quick. Then I'll take the whole family out to Incredible Pizza?"
"Yay," she jumped up. "Let's go, Sagan. We need to stop Mom from fixing supper."
They kissed me and went home. I changed out of my business clothes and drove over to their house. We finished her homework in 45 minutes and we were ready to go. Boston was very impressed when I knew the answers to all her school questions without having to look them up in the books. Sagan, Thomas and Boston rode with me, and their parents drove their van.
We had a blast playing all the games and driving the go-carts. The pizza was inferior, but you can't get everything in one package. It wasn't bad, just not up to Anthony's.
Mona called a halt to the festivities at nine. "These kids have school tomorrow," she told me. "Would you give me a ride home? I want to talk to you."
"Mom, you aren't going to give Parker the inquisition," Sagan told her.
"No, No, nothing like that," she laughed. "I just want to get to know him better."
"I know you, Mom. I'm going with you."
"It's okay," I told her. "I'm sure she isn't planning to eat me."
I opened her door and she slid in. She reminded me very much of Sagan. She talked on the way home for a minute and then she became serious.
"Parker, I don't want you to feel defensive, but I know you did something to Boston. I don't know what it was, but it has helped her a lot. Will you tell me what you did?"
"I want to, Mona. I can't right now. Ask Boston and Sagan. If they want me to tell you, I will. It's their secret, too, and I won't tell it without their permission. I would never do anything to harm Boston. You know that, don't you?"
"Yes, I do. My girls have just blossomed since they met you. I've never seen them like this. Thank you, Parker. I never forget that neither of them would be alive if it weren't for you. I think they're both in love with you. Take care of my girls, Parker."
"That's my plan, Mona. I want to help take care of you, too. Sagan told me that you guys have a lot of medical bills. How are you dealing with that?"
"We're not. It's horrible. Bill collectors call every day and our credit is a mess. We can't get a loan for a new van, our credit cards are maxed out and even with me working and Jackson working two jobs, we're getting further and further behind. That's not your problem, Parker. You've got your own life to live. Don't get tangled up in the McDonald's problems. Just look out for my girls and I'll love you for it. It makes all the other stuff seem trivial when Boston is doing so well."
"I'm sorry, Mona; but that's bullshit. I can spot it a mile away. Sagan and Boston worry about that stuff, too. Let me help you. I'm kind of a big deal, and people listen to me. I'm not trying to brag. If you let me talk to the financial people at the hospital, I'll bet I can get them to write off a lot of your bills. They'll settle a lot of them for a lot less than you owe if we make them a cash offer."
She broke down and began to sob. I pulled up at a park we were passing and pulled her out. I put my arm around her and we walked together down the path to a fountain. We sat on a bench and she continued to cry.
"Mona, there's nothing here that can't be fixed." I reached down, tilted her chin up and made her look at me. "Let me help you."
"I know why the girls love you. If I were 20 years younger, I'd give them a run for their money. I'm just so lonely and frightened all the time about where our lives are going. I love Jackson. He's a good man, but we got married and had kids very young. That kind of limited our options in life. I don't know why I'm telling you this. I just feel very close to you. Yes, Parker, I will let you help us and I'll worship you the rest of my life if you do."
"I'm not looking for worship, Mona. I just want to help, and I can. You don't need to be 20 years younger. You can give any woman in the world a run for their money now. The first time I saw you in the door I was amazed at how beautiful you are. It's easy to see where your daughters got their looks. Never think you aren't beautiful to everyone that sees you. Let's go before the others think we're being held hostage."
We stood up, I pulled her close and we walked back to the car with my arm around her.
When I dropped her off, she squeezed my hand. "You're a dream come true, Parker. I won't mention any of this to anyone except Jackson. I owe you and I'll find a way to thank you."
"Mona, there isn't any need to thank me. I love your girls and you're no different. You've had a lot of bad breaks and you didn't deserve them. I'm just setting them right."
She squeezed my hand again and got out. I waited until she got to the door and she turned around and looked at me. She waved and went inside.
Chapter Six
Boston continued to improve over the next three weeks and by the time a month had passed, she was in what the doctors called "spontaneous remission." That's what they call something they have no explanation for. There was no sign of her cancer anywhere and she was a little female dynamo. She skipped and ran everywhere she went and she talked and laughed constantly.
Mona and Jackson made me their fiduciary and I got the hospital to write off over one hundred thousand of their bill by showing the CFO the situation and making sure that he knew they would never be able to pay it. I made a cash offer on the rest and they accepted. I set Jackson up on a payment plan and he paid me a hundred dollars a month. I paid off their credit cards and made them promise not to charge anything they couldn't pay off that month. I gave Mona five thousand dollars. She put it in a savings account and took out a five thousand dollar loan with the money as collateral. She paid it off in a month and we did this over and over at six different banks. By the time we finished their credit was in good shape and I loaned them the money to get a new van. I didn't charge them any interest and they were able to make the payments with no problems.
Sagan told me that her Mom had confessed to asking me about Boston. She didn't want to tell her about me, but there was always an undercurrent with Mona about it. I didn't know what to do about it so I just forgot it. Boston and I went to church every Sunday, and we had several talks with Pastor Davis about angels. I showed him the book Sagan gave me and he told me that most of it was legendary. He was quick to point out that didn't mean it wasn't true, but it couldn't be confirmed. We learned a lot from him but he told us that if we really wanted to do the research, we should go to the Catholic Church. They had much more information than he did, though mostly of the legendary type.
We got acquainted with Father Zelinsky, and he turned us loose on his church's library. I don't know what he thought about a giant and a little girl doing research into angels, but he never said anything. Boston typed up all our information and kept in on her iPad. It was getting a little crowded in memory and I got her a new iBook for her birthday. She loved it and soon had all the information transferred over. We were building quite a library and when Mom came down at the end of January, we ran it all by her. She had no idea about some of it, was able to debunk some of it and confirmed a lot of it. She stayed with me for a week and taught me an immense number of things about supernatural stuff. Boston wanted to know about it, too, and Sagan was interested as well.
"Lilith, do you think I'll get strong like you and Parker and be able to zoom around like you?" she asked Mom.
"I have no idea, honey. I don't know much about Sirens. Have you tried picking up heavy stuff?"
"Not really, do you think I should?"
"Not when anyone is watching. Little girls don't usually go around picking up cars. We don't want to attract attention. That would be dangerous for Parker and I."
"No, I won't let anyone know. Can I tell Sagan?"
"Of course, sweetheart. We trust Sagan. We can tell her anything."
Mom went back home the week before Valentine's Day and I set up a little trip with Sagan. Boston was a little upset that she couldn't go, but I explained that she had school and we were going to do "adult stuff."
"Are you going to seduce her?" she whispered at lunch after church.
"Boston, I wouldn't tell you if I was. What is wrong with you, girl?"
She was instantly contrite. "I'm sorry Parker, I'm just nosy. I know that isn't any of my business, but, it's so exciting if you are. You know she's never been seduced before. Oh, I hope you do. That would make her so happy."
"You're definitely R rated," I told her. "What do you know about seduction anyway? You're nine-years-old. How do you know she's never been seduced?"
"I'm ten now and I know a lot about it," she said. "I do get the internet, you know. I looked at things a time or two. It was kind of embarrassing so I quit looking once I found out how things work. If she had been seduced, she would have told me. We don't keep secrets from each other."
"I'm going to put a content block on your internet," I told her.
"Don't you dare," she warned me. "I don't do anything bad on there. I just need to know stuff sometimes. I'm not a pervert. I just like to know."
"I know, kitten. I was just teasing. I've noticed your family isn't into the keeping secrets thing. I'm glad I didn't try to keep what I am a secret from you. I thought about it. I didn't want to freak you out."
"I'm glad you didn't, too. You can trust me, you know, Parker. I would never tell your secrets. You saved my life; twice. I'll always love you."
"I know, Boston. You tell me all the time. I'll always love you, too."
"I can't wait till I'm 21," she said.
"Why, what happens when you're 21?"
"I'm going to ask you to marry me again, remember?"
I laughed. "How could I forget? You're going to find someone else long before then, though. You'll probably fall in love with some knight in shining armor and he'll sweep you away on his horse to his castle."
"That sounds like just the kind of thing I'd hate," she frowned up at me. "I don't like horses, and Castles sound all cold and damp. Besides, I've already met my knight and he doesn't have to use a stupid horse. He can teleport."
That knocked me out and tears ran down my cheeks from laughing. She joined me and we laughed until people were staring at us.
"How can you be a Texan and not like horses?" I asked her when I could talk again.
"I'm not a red-neck kind of Texan," she said. "I'm from Austin, for pity's sake. You see any horses in Austin? We have cars here. Where are you and Sagan going, anyway?"
"We're going to Petit Martinique. It's a tropical island. We'll sail and swim and dive and lay on the beach. Next time, I'll take you, okay?"



She was happy with that. I took her home and flew out to Sydney on Monday. I was there all week and again my abilities stood me in good stead. I closed two big deals and the iPhone was set to dominate Australia for the next decade. It took me until Thursday. I flew back to Austin in time to pick Sagan up and we went back to the airport and got on a plane for Georgetown on Grenada.
We boarded a commuter in Georgetown and flew across blue water to Petit Martinique. It was 85 degrees and sunny when got off the plane. There was a van waiting for us and it took us to the Hotel. I didn't know how Sagan would feel about us having one room, but she didn't act like she expected anything else. We changed into swimwear and t-shirts and walked down the beach carrying a small cooler full of beer and water and Sagan carried a bag full of towels and stuff.
We found a secluded inlet with a reef visible off the shore about 100 feet. We swam out and snorkeled for a couple of hours. It's impossible to get tired in the ocean but we finally swam back to the beach.
We spread a blanket out and lay in the sun, drinking beer and talking. She felt like she was burning and she let me put sun block on her. She had on a little black bikini that didn't cover much and I spent a lot of time rubbing the sun block into that beautiful skin. By the time I finished she was visibly aroused, but I didn't push it and we just relaxed in the sun. Sand seemed like a problem to me for romance at the beach. We had a perfectly good, air-conditioned room for that.
We played in the water and soaked up the sun and as it began to set we walked back to the Hotel with our arms around each other. She unpacked her stuff while I showered and I put on khakis and a polo shirt and went to the bar while she showered and changed. She came and found me when she was finished and she was as beautiful as I'd ever seen her. She had on an olive drab, semi-transparent wrap around skirt with bright red flowers and a bright red crepe top with the tails tied up. She had sandals on and she padded up and stood by me at the bar.
"You expecting someone?" I asked her.
"Yes, my boyfriend is supposed to meet me here."
"Looks like he stood you up, beautiful. How about you and me go grab a bite to eat?"
I offered her my arm and she slipped her hand through it. I led her off to the hotel restaurant. We had fresh fish and lots of different kinds of fruit.
We danced a couple of dances at the bar and went for a walk on the beach. I was dying in anticipation and evidently, she was feeling the same way because she turned us around and steered us back toward our hotel.
She was shedding clothes when we stepped into the room. I went into the bathroom and turned the water on in the red, heart shaped tub. I took off my shirt and shoes and all she had on was a white, lacy pair of panties and a matching bra. I dumped some bubbles in the tub, stripped and climbed in. She came and stood in the doorway, hipshot and leaning against the door.
"You look comfortable," she said.
"I'll be more comfortable with you in here with me."
She took off her bra and hung it over the door. Her breasts were as beautiful as I remembered. It had been pretty dark the last time and in the light, they were even more beautiful. She sauntered over and stripped the panties down those impossibly long legs. Her butt was amazing. It was small and firm, perfectly rounded into a near shelf on top. She turned to face me and the little patch of dark curls between her thighs was entrancing. She turned on the jets and stepped in, lying back against me with her head on my shoulder. I crossed my arms over her and pulled her back against me. We played until the water grew cool and I stood up and helped her out. I dried her with a big, fluffy towel and ran it over me as well. I picked her up and took her to bed.
She was very inexperienced but she had good instincts and she wanted to try everything. She came easily. I found that out the first time I took those coral colored nipples inside my lips. She gasped and pulled on my head, burying me in that luscious mound. She moaned out my name again and again as I took the other breast and loved all over it. She was shuddering and she came for a long time.
When I slid my hand down that sleek body she shivered and jumped when my hand cupped her sweet little pussy. It was very wet and when I stroked her clit her hips bucked up, seeking more of that touch. I stroked her to an orgasm, my lips locked to hers and she was moaning into my mouth. I kissed my way south and she shivered and clutched my hair. She was reluctant to let me taste her at first. She had never had oral sex, but once she got over that initial shyness she went off like a bomb. She shuddered and gasped through two orgasms before pulling me back up.
"My God, Parker, I can't believe you did that. That felt so good. I'm going to want to do it again a lot. I hope you like it."
"I liked it better than anything I've ever done," I told her. "I like making you cum, Sagan. You're always beautiful, but when you cum it's transcendent. The look on your face was nearly enough to make me cum without touching my cock."
She smiled. "I want you to touch me with it now. I need you inside me, Parker."
I eased up over her and slid inside the hottest woman on earth. She was very wet and I slid in easily for a ways. After that it was slow going. By the time I was fully inside she was groaning.
"Dear Jesus, Parker. I thought you would never get all the way in! God, it feels good. Fuck me now, but go slow for a while."
It was slow and sweet and it lasted a long time. I came in about five minutes, but I was so in love with her and she was so hot I never went soft. I just kept moving and it got faster and she just kept cumming until she was wrung out like a rag. I lost track of her orgasms when it seemed like she was just cumming constantly and when I emptied myself into her she went limp.
"Fuck, Parker," she said. "I thought you were going to kill me! I need to rest, baby. That was so amazing! I love you, I love you, I love you!"
I kissed her and we whispered and petted until we napped for a while. When I woke up I looked at that incredible girl in bed with me and I was instantly erect again. I raised her leg gently and slipped into her from behind. She woke up with a gasp and I rolled her over onto her stomach and mounted her again. I put my lips close to her ear.
"Sagan, I'm going to fuck you until you lose your voice from screaming," I told her.
She laughed. "You better get started then."
After the fourth time she went limp and I held her in my arms with those big, beautiful breasts on my chest and we drifted off.
We went sailing the next day and the next night was even better. I was well and truly in love with this girl. I couldn't keep my eyes and hands off her and just thinking about her made me weak in the knees. She was witty and funny; kind and interested in everything about me. I didn't know anyone like her existed and I knew this was the girl for me.
Our last day on the island we never left our room. We ordered in room service and fed each other. Twice in the night, she woke me up with her lips moving over me. After the second time, we were resting and she moved up to look in my eyes.
"What are you thinking, my dusky angel," she asked me.
"I was thinking how much I love you," I told her.
"Me, too. Parker, I don't know if I can go back to life like it was before after this. I don't think I can stand only seeing you only on weekends. I think I'm addicted to you. What am I going to do? I want to make love with you every day."
"Well, I told you I wanted to take you away and keep you with me all the time. You told me 'We'll see.' Maybe the time has come to see?"
"Would you like it if I moved in with you?"
"Yes, if that's what you want. I don't know what your parents will think about that."
"Mom would be fine with it. Dad, not so much. I don't even want to think about Boston. I don't think I can leave her, Parker."
"I know what you mean. I remember the deal being for both of you. Do you think your parents would let her stay with us part of the time?"
"I don't know. That would be pushing it. She can get them to do nearly anything she wants. Do you think you could, I don't know, use the force on them somehow so they would be okay with it?"
"What am I, Darth Vader? I don't know how to do that and I wouldn't do it if I could. Let's try persuasion first. Your mom likes me; you know that. Let's just talk to her. If she agrees, so will your Dad. He's a pretty agreeable guy. But I want you to know that I'm going to keep you with me anyway."
"I love it when you talk dirty like that. Will it be durance vile?"
"Not for me. It's going to be passion unleashed. Sagan, I also want you to know that I intend to marry you when you get out of school and see what you want to do with your life. Make plans that include me, okay?"
"You haven't asked me to marry you."
"No, and I'm not going to as long as you're in school. You may decide by then you don't want to be with me. We're both young, baby. We've got lots of time. I just want you to know that I will ask you when I think everything is right."
She sighed and lay there with her cheek on my chest. We drifted off and slept until time to leave the next day.
On the flight home, I began to notice a kind of humming sound. I thought it was my ears not adjusted right to the pressure and I yawned a couple of times to equalize the pressure. It didn't go away and I told Sagan what was going on.
"What do you think it is?" she asked.
"I have no idea. It's a little unsettling though."
I looked around the cabin and noticed a woman sitting in the back staring at me. I began to feel a pressure in my head like my blood pressure was getting high or something. It felt like someone was trying to open my mind with a crowbar. I pushed against it, trying to imagine it going away. It receded a little and I heard a voice in my mind.
"Who are you? I don't recognize you."
I pushed it away harder and felt it give a little. The movie Sagan was watching on her laptop fuzzed and sputtered. The crowbar jabbed me again and I threw all my effort into sending it back where it came from.
I felt it move away and suddenly I became aware that the woman staring at me was an angel named Mariha. She thought of herself, not as an angel, but a "Watcher." I glanced back at her just in time to see her collapse forward in her seat. The stewardess ran back and pulled her upright. Her nose was bleeding. Her blood looked more blue than red. Two more came running and they helped her forward. They strapped her in and one of them went into the cabin.
The captain announced that we had a medical emergency on board and we would be landing in Miami to take care of it.
I told Sagan what had happened and she was horrified.
"Parker, you hurt her. Why did you do that?"
"I didn't mean to. She was trying to do the same thing to me and I just turned it back on her. What should we do?"
"I think we should try to explain to her. What if she reports you to God or something?"
"If God is really like what the Bible says, he already knows. Can you miss a day of school? If you can, we'll get off in Miami and try to talk to her."
"Yes, there's nothing I can't miss. I'll tell Mom we'll be a day late."
When the plane landed, they took Mariha off and then we all disembarked. We followed the ambulance in a cab and found out the hospital they took her to. As soon as they checked her out and the doctors left, we went into her room.
She was lying in bed with her eyes closed but she sat up when we came in and started making some motions with her hands.
"Wait," Sagan told her. "There's been a misunderstanding. Please, we aren't going to hurt you and we just want to talk."
She relaxed a little. "Who are you? Are you a demon or a Watcher? Why did you attack me like that?"
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to attack you," I told her. "I thought you were attacking me. I'm not a demon. I don't even know what a demon is."
"What are you then? You can't be an angel and not know what a demon is."
I didn't want to tell her. "I'm something else. If you don't know, you're not supposed to know. I mean you no harm and I'm not evil. Sagan is a human girl. I'm something else but I wanted to reassure you that I didn't mean to hurt you."
She smiled. "I'm not really hurt. I just wasn't prepared for you to push back like that. Let's get out of here and we'll talk."
She pulled the IV's out of her arm and I got her clothes out of the closet. I waited outside and Sagan helped her dress. When they came out, we left and caught a cab to a Hotel. I checked in and we went to the room.
"Listen, I know your name is Mariha and you're an angel. That's really all I know. I don't want to interfere with your business. How did you know I was on that plane?"
"I felt you. You were causing quite a disturbance in fields we can sense. It was as if an archangel was on the plane. Are you an archangel? I thought I knew enough about all of them to recognize them."
"No, I'm not. Listen, Mariha, I'm not sure I can trust you. What are you going to do? What are your intentions toward me?"
"I don't have any. You aren't part of my mission. I was just curious. I was Watching over someone on that plane. I didn't know you would be there."
"Who were you watching?" Sagan asked.
She didn't say anything for a long time. "I was watching you, Sagan," she finally said. "There were some unusual disturbances around you lately and I was sent to check on it. I'm supposed to check on your little sister, too."
"That won't be necessary," I told her. "I caused the disturbances and I'm taking care of them."
"What am I supposed to tell my superior? That an unnamed I don't know what, of tremendous power and the ability to knock a Watcher out, has it under control?"
"Can you lie?" I asked her.
"Yes, but why would I?"
"You do me a favor and I'll do you a favor."
"What kind of favor do you want?" she asked.
"I want you to tell your superior that you checked it out and all that happened is that a little girl recovered from cancer unexpectedly."
"Did you heal her?"
"Yes I did. She's fine now and she's going to stay that way."
"What kind of favor will you do for me?"
"What do you want? I'll do anything you want that won't hurt anyone or cause any harm to anyone I love."
"Let me think about it for a minute."
She sat without moving for at least five minutes. Sagan used the restroom and came back. She sat on my lap and I held her close. Finally, Mariha seemed to make up her mind.
"Okay, I'll do it. The favor I want from you is for you to trust me."
"I don't understand. Trust you to do what?"
"Tell me who you are. I won't tell anyone."
"Do you swear not to try to harm me or anyone I love? Do you swear not to tell anyone?"
"By the name of God, the eternal Yahweh, I swear."
"Can you lie about that?"
"I could, but it would destroy me."
"What do you think, Sagan? Should I tell her?"
"Yes you should. She's going to cover up Boston being healed for us. We need information, Mariha. Will you answer some questions?
"Yes, I'll tell you anything I know."
"I'm a Nephilim," I told her. "I'm very young and ignorant. I don't know what I can do."
She gasped and made some gestures in the air.
"What was that?" I asked her.
"It was a warding. I've cut off all possibility of us being overheard or detected. How can you be a Nephilim? I thought they were all dead or in prison. We destroyed the last one 21 years ago. I should have known what you were. I did a tour in that prison and I used to know a Nephilim. No one knows about you."
"What would they do if they knew," Sagan asked.
"Nothing, so far as I know. We don't have any orders about you. I would know. It's possible that someone might try to destroy you. I don't think they would without orders, but it's possible. God knows about you, but he hasn't done anything about it. That tells me that you aren't evil. If you were, I would have orders. I'm afraid I'm going back on my promise to answer questions. I'll answer some, but not about what you can do. There's a big problem with that. I don't want you doing anything. I will tell you this, if you start using your power, you're the most dangerous thing on earth. You've got the horsepower of an archangel and your ancestors killed thousands of us before we overcame them by sheer weight of numbers."
"Does that include healing little girls with cancer?" I asked her.
"No, that's a righteous act. That would get you credit, not blame. But if you do things like that you're going to attract attention you don't want. You need to be warded if you expect to escape the kind of notice you don't want. Do you know how to ward yourself?"
"I don't know anything. I only found out I was a Nephilim a few months ago."
"How did you find out?" she asked me.
"I can't tell you that. Someone told me that knows. I can teleport and lift heavy things. I can do minor telekinesis and read minds a little. That's all I know."
"I can teach you how to do wards, but that's all I'm going to do right now," she said. "You need to ward Sagan and her sister, too. If you plan to heal anyone else, they need to be warded. Don't do anything unusual where anyone can see you."
"I don't want to do anything but be a normal guy," I told her. "I want to work at my job, love my family, marry my girlfriend and live a normal life. I have no desire to take over the world or fight angels. I healed a little girl I love that had cancer by giving her a transfusion. I wish I knew how to heal people without bleeding. I don't want to be the world's doctor, but I do want to be able to protect people I love. Will you teach me how to heal, and answer a couple of questions about the transfusion?"
"Yes, I'll do that. You know that some of us always wanted to teach the hidden knowledge to humans. Two hundred Watchers are in prison now for doing that. I narrowly escaped myself. What do you want to know?"
"I want to know if she'll get sick again. I want to know if she's like me now because I gave her my blood. I want to know if the same thing would happen if I gave Sagan my blood."
"Okay, I'll tell you. The sister is a Siren. Anyone you give blood to will become a Siren. They won't be your size or have your intellect because that's genetic, but they'll be stronger, smarter, and faster and they won't ever age or get sick. That's how your ancestors tried to rule the world. They transfused tens of thousands of humans. They mind-controlled millions and bred humans as if they were cattle. I don't like to think about those days coming back. Don't do it. If you want a family, keep it among them. If I find out you're doing something like that, I'll report it and be destroyed by my oath. I don't care. I'd rather die than see the bad old days come back. We nearly destroyed humanity to get rid of your ancestors. Don't let that happen again."
"I won't, I swear it to you."
Mariha flew back to Austin with us and she taught me how to do wards and heal people. She was really a very lovely and kind person. I told her she was a real angel and she got a kick out of that. I introduced her to Boston and she was in awe of Mariha. She promised to visit often and answer a lot of our questions about angels and history. She wouldn't really talk theology. She wouldn't tell us anything about heaven or hell, whether or not I had a soul, what angels did other than watch over people or anything about God. She told us that a lot of the information we had was wrong, but a good bit of it was right as well.
"Most of the things you're asking me about are matters that impact faith," she said. "You aren't supposed to know. It wouldn't require faith if you know."



After three days, she told us goodbye. She gave us a prayer that would reach her and promised to answer. She could teleport anywhere and not worry about winding up inside a wall. She told me that if I reduced my mass to zero I didn't have to worry about that either. That was something Mom didn't know and I decided to let her know as soon as I could. I really needed to talk to her, but she didn't answer texts or phone calls so I had to wait.
The last thing Mariha told me was that I was lucky with her. She had once known a Nephilim named Lilith and they had been good friends for hundreds of years. She thought Lilith was dead, but for her sake, she was going to take a chance on me. I didn't tell her that her friend was my mother.
Chapter Seven
It took me a couple of days to get everything sorted out in my mind. The whole situation with Mariha was very unsettling and we sort of put Sagan moving in with me on the back burner. I was just carrying too much baggage right now. It got even more complicated when Mariha showed back up.
She was waiting for me on the sidewalk outside my office on a Tuesday about a week after she left. I took her to Starbucks to talk. It didn't seem right to take an angel to a bar.
"Parker, you have to do some things quickly," she told me. "I made my report and it seemed like everything was fine. Unfortunately, there's a high level supervisor in my department named Arian that's a suspicious and kind of nasty individual. I know that sounds weird for an angel, but that's his function. He's a professional cynic. He pokes into everything and he told me people don't just have their cancer disappear. He assigned another angel to check into Boston. Since you warded her, they can't just peep. She's disappeared off the angel radar and that has him really suspicious."
"What do you think I should do?" I asked her.
"She needs to disappear. The whole family needs to be warded and they need to be gone the next time someone looks."
"What about you? Are you in trouble?"
"I would be if I hung around. I'm going to disappear, too. If they don't find anything, it will all die down after a while. Maybe we'll get some orders about you. I've done it before. After a couple hundred years, things change and I go back to work. You need to get busy and I need to be far away from here. Call me if you need me."
She kissed my cheek and she was gone.
A couple at the next table had a shocked look on their faces and I got out of there. I texted Sagan but she was in class and didn't answer. I called Mona and asked her to meet me at Boston's school.
"Is there something wrong with Boston?" she sounded very worried.
"No, nothing like that, I just need to talk to her very badly. I need you to check her out of school for me."
"I don't know what this is about, but if you really need her, I'll meet you there," she told me.
She was waiting when I got there. She had already signed Boston out and in five minutes, she came out and looked around for us. She saw my car and came running down the sidewalk. She hugged her mother and ran to me. I knelt down and held her for a minute.
"Mona, I'm sorry but I need Boston for the rest of the day. I promise I'll tell you all about it tonight. There is kind of a crisis in my life. It's going to be okay, but it's complicated. Will you trust Boston with me the rest of the day?"
"Of course, but you're scaring me, Parker."
"Don't be scared. We'll figure this out. We just need to talk it out. We'll be fine."
I took Boston's hand and we went to the car. She had a million questions and I told her to just be patient. We needed to get Sagan and I would tell them both.
"Why don't you just tell me?" she complained.
"It's complicated and I just want to say it once," I told her. "Be patient, kitten."
We found out where Sagan's class was and waited outside the building on a bench. My phone buzzed and I saw that she had texted me. She came out the door a few seconds later and Boston saw her. She jumped up and ran to hug her.
"Boston, what are you doing here? Why aren't you in school?"
"Parker brought me. He's being mysterious. He says he needs to talk to us."
Sagan kissed me when they walked up, I held their hands and we walked back to the car. I took them to a sandwich shop around the corner and we talked over lunch. I explained what Mariha had told me and we talked about what we were going to do.
"I don't see any way we're not going to have to tell your parents what's going on," I told them. "They're going to have to move. You all need to disappear. Mariha says they know where you live, but they don't know anything else. You just haven't been important enough to gather that information. She says that if they can't find you they'll just give up. It isn't a big deal because they don't know what's going on."
"I have an idea," Sagan told me. "We need to talk to Lilith. Maybe she can help."
We went to my house and I set up a Skype call. Mom came on the screen. "There's my babies," she said when she saw us. "Hi, girls, you're looking as beautiful as ever."
"Mom, we need your help." I explained the situation to her.
"So, you met Mariha," she chuckled. "Did she tell you that we were lovers for a hundred years?"
"Jesus, Mom, no she didn't. I don't want to know about that. Listen, I have a plan. Can you erase people's memory?"
"Yes, and I can make them remember things that didn't happen. Why do you ask?"
"I want the girl's family to remember something that didn't happen."
"What do you want them to remember?"
"I want them to remember Boston going to Mexico to get cancer treatment. I want them to remember that Boston and Sagan are in Mexico now getting treatment and that they don't know when to expect them back."
"I can do that," she said. "When do you want me to do it?"
"I'll call you and tell you, probably this evening. I need to talk to Mona first."
"Okay, baby. Kisses, girls," she was gone.
We talked until we had all the details settled in our minds. Boston was ecstatic when we told her she was moving in with us. "We were planning to do this anyway," Sagan told her. "This just gives us a good reason to give Mom."
"I'm going to miss them," Boston confessed. "Sagan's always been sort of my Mom anyway. It's not that Mom doesn't love me or anything; I've just always been closest to Sagan."
Sagan hugged her close. "It won't be forever, Boston. When things settle down we can get back to normal, but we want you to always live with us."
"I'd like that more than anything," she scooted over against me. "Parker will be my big brother till we get married."
That set us all off laughing and we felt better about the situation. The interview with Mona wasn't going to be fun, but it had to be done. I called her and she agreed to meet us at the houseboat.
We were closer and we waited for her for about 10 minutes. I told her we had something to tell her that she wouldn't like. She would think it was very weird and she needed to prepare for a shock. As we were talking, I slowly raised her up off the deck until her feet were six inches off the floor without her noticing. She was about the limit for the weight I could lift by telekinesis and I had to focus. She didn't notice and I told her my story.
"Parker, is this some kind of a joke?" she asked, "if so, it isn't very funny. I don't get it."
"Mom, look down," Sagan told her.
She shrieked and waved her arms in the air like she was falling. I set her down and her knees sagged. I lifted her again and she sort of groaned. I was afraid she was going to pass out so I moved her over a chair and sat her down in it."
"Oh, my God," she exclaimed. "You weren't joking. You really are an angel. That's how you healed Boston, isn't it?"
"Yes, but I'm afraid there's some bad news about that." I explained the situation to her.
"You're in trouble because you helped my children, aren't you?" she asked.
"Well, yes I am. I don't care about that but we need to cover our tracks."
"What do you need me to do?"
"You aren't going to like it, but I want Sagan and Boston to come and live with me." I explained our plan to her. I told her that we were going to give her some memories of things that didn't really happen, but that they would be enough to fool any angels that came looking.
"You won't be able to see them for a while," I told her. "You're going to think they're in Mexico."
She wept and sobbed. She clung to them and petted them. I continued to explain why it had to be this way and finally she cut me off.
"I understand, Parker. I even agree. That doesn't make it any better. It doesn't make it any easier. I wish we'd never met you," she continued to sob uncontrollably.
"Mom, that's the meanest thing you've ever said," Boston told her. "If we hadn't met Parker neither one of us would even be alive. I would have died twice without Parker. How could you say that?"
Mona wept even harder. "I'm so sorry, Parker. I didn't mean it. You don't deserve that from anyone in our family. I'm just so miserable. My baby is just ten. She's too little to be without me. I expected you and Sagan would get together, but not Boston."
"It's not forever, Mona," I told her. "Pretty soon we'll check in with Mariha and see what kind of progress we're making. As soon as it's clear, I'll get in touch with you and you can come and see us. You won't even realize it's going on. Mom is going to give you memories of Boston going to Mexico with Sagan and you'll get good reports that will make you happy."
"That scares me to death," she said. "We're just humans, Parker. We weren't meant to interact with angels and whatever you said you are."
"That's not true," Boston told her. "People have had dealings with angels all down through history. Parker's ancestors ruled the world and interacted with humans all the time. We can get through this. I know how strong you are, Mom. Just think how grateful you are that I'm alive and not dying from lymphoma or squished by a car."
She thought about that and smiled through her tears. "I am grateful. I know you got in trouble helping my girls and I'll never forget how you helped Jackson and me. Do you forgive me for saying that mean thing, Parker?"
"Of course I do. I would probably feel the same way in your shoes. I would fight you tooth and nail if you told me I couldn't see Sagan and Boston. But, it's only for a while."
She eventually calmed down and became reconciled. "I guess this is the price we pay for Boston being healthy. It's really a small price. Thank you for doing this, Parker."
"It's what I would have wanted anyway," I told her. "We were going to ask you if Boston could stay with us a lot when Sagan moved in anyway."
"When were you going to talk to me about this?" Boston demanded.
"We intended to right after we came back from Petit Martinique," Sagan told her. "We met Mariha on the plane home and it didn't seem like the right time."
"I don't like you making plans without me," Boston was indignant.
"Boston, do you love me?" I asked her.
"Yes, what does that have to do with anything?"
"Do you love Sagan?"
"Yes."
"Then quit making a fuss. Have a little faith. Neither of us would ever do anything without talking to you. You know that."
She was instantly contrite. "I'm sorry, Parker. This whole thing just makes me upset. I hate doing things because I have to. I want to live with you and Sagan, but not because I have to. I love you, Mom, but I want to stay with them anyway."
"It's okay, baby. I know Sagan has been more of a mother to you than I ever had time to be. I love you, too."
We needed to pack Sagan and Boston up quickly before the angels got wind of what we were doing. I got Jackson and Thomas out of the house for a couple of hours, the girls got their things, and Mona drove them to my house. She went home and I called Mom. She did her thing and we were set.
It was wonderful having my girls around the house all the time. We figured out schedules and when I was in town, I took Boston to school every morning. Sagan picked her up in the afternoon. I rented a car for her temporarily. She drove the Challenger when I was out of town and the rental when we were both home. She took Boston to school when I couldn't.
She needed a car and I asked her what she wanted. She had no idea so we went shopping.
"Do you think you want a classic like the Challenger or something new?" I asked her.
"I love the Challenger, but it's too much car for me. I want something less flashy but with more bells and whistles."
I thought I knew just the thing. I took them downtown and we drove a new Bentley Continental GT. They both fell in love with one in an Onyx Metallic paint job and a gray interior. Sagan was appalled at the price, but I told her we could easily afford it.
"No, Parker; it's too much," she said. "This costs more than my parent's house."
"I know, but this will be our family car. The Challenger isn't practical for a family. I'll drive it, too, and we can afford it. Let's get it. What do you say, Boston?"
She voted yes and I paid cash. Sagan drove it home and Boston rode with her. Sagan was afraid to drive it to school.
"What if someone opens their door and hits me or I have an accident?"
"That's why we have insurance," I told her. "What if someone steals it out of the garage? It's just like a pair of shoes. You wear them and you don't worry about stepping in a puddle. You drive this and don't worry about it. It's just a car."
I had to go to London for a few days and I worried about them while I was gone. They were warded, and I had done everything I could think of to make sure they were safe but I still worried.
They had a break from school over Easter and we went up to Boston to visit Mom. She was glad to see us and she spent most of the week teaching me how to be a Nephilim. Most of the things we did seemed to involve making gestures in the air. There were words, too, and they weren't in any language spoken today. I learned a new alphabet. It was mostly symbols that looked like pictures. There were birds and animals and squiggly lines all mixed up together. Boston recorded them all and kept them on her computer. We could do many things with them but they had to be kept hidden.
We learned how to write them on the walls so that angels and demons couldn't enter the rooms. Sagan was very interested in demons for some reason and Mom told her all about them.
"Lilith, are there things that humans can do?" Boston asked.
"What kinds of things, sweetheart?"
"I don't know, like spells or something? If I draw these symbols, will they work?"
"You're a very smart little girl, Boston, You're also a Siren." Mom told her. "Yes there are things you can do. You can handle the power directly because you're a Siren. Sagan can do things, too, even though she's human. The symbols are universal. They work no matter who draws them. If you learn the language of Shinar, you can do things that will seem like magic. I'm trying to think of a way to explain it to you."
"I'll try to learn it."
"Good, baby. Parker and I, because of what we are, can just do things. You can do most of the same things because you have his blood, but humans have to use the words and symbols. It's just raw power when we do it. For humans it's more like art. Take a ward, for example. Parker just manipulated the raw force and that's very powerful. You could do it, too, but humans would use words from the old language and they could do the same thing."
"Maybe it would be like the difference between a lightning bolt and an outlet in the wall." Sagan mused. "You can use the lightning and I can use the electricity by plugging something in."
"That's a very good analogy. You've got two very smart girls here, Parker."
"I know, but I love them because they're so sexy," I laughed.
They both punched me and I cowered away. Boston chased me around the couch and jumped on me. I collapsed to the floor and she tickled me mercilessly. I wrapped my arms around her and squeezed her until she couldn't breathe. She gave up and I sat on the couch and held her on my lap.
She snuggled in, Sagan came and sat beside me on one side and Mom sat on the other.
"I always wondered what it would be like to have a family like this," she told us a little wistfully. In many ways, she seemed like a young girl.
"What was your family like when you were little?" Boston asked her. She moved over on Mom's lap and played with her hair.
"Things were different then," Mom said. "Society was different. My father was a ruthless bastard. Being part of that family was like walking around in a nest of poisonous snakes. Everything I did had to be carefully calculated so that you didn't step accidently on someone's pride. I left when I was sixteen. I couldn't stand it anymore. My father murdered two of my brothers because he thought they were a threat to his power. My mother died mysteriously when I was ten. My father had dozens of wives that were all part of his political scheme. I think he murdered my mother. I was a pawn he intended to play as soon as I got old enough. I had dozens of brothers and cousins and they were all disgusting and brutal people. My father was going to marry me to one of my cousins when I was seventeen. Sexual mores were different then, too. Two of my brothers tried to rape me and I killed them."
"Jesus Christ, Lilith," Sagan exclaimed. "I had no idea. I mean, I know about Rome and Greece and Egypt, but you never really think about it happening to real people."
"Well, it's more civilized now, that's for sure. I've been married 14 times and I've had 26 children. They all became something horrible and ugly to me. They used their power to bend other people to their wills and I had to kill some of them to keep them from killing me. I decided I would never have another child."
"What about Parker?" Boston asked. "How did you have him?"
"His father was one of the old ones. He was around before God destroyed the earth to get rid of us. I don't know how he survived, but I thought he must be one of the good ones because the angels hadn't killed him. He seemed like a decent sort and he was very beautiful. Parker looks like him. When Parker was two, I found out that he was the leader of a cannibal cult that worshipped him and made human sacrifices to him. They practiced sexual perversions and when I found out I attacked them and killed most of them. Parker's father was horribly wounded but he got away from me."
"Mom, Mariha told me they killed one of us twenty years ago. Do you think it was him?"
"I hope so. I didn't know. It must have been. I haven't heard of any of us except me and him for 500 years."
"What was the cult called?" Sagan asked.
"The Thule society. They modeled themselves after an older group. I think the old ones were just nutcases and frauds. These were the real deal."
"Mom, what was Dad's name?" I asked her.
"I don't want to speak it, but you deserve to know. His name was Ohiyah and he was the second son of Enoch's oldest daughter."
"You mean the Enoch that didn't die; the grandfather of Noah?"
"Yes; that's part of the reason I thought he was one of the good ones. I heard stories about Enoch when I was a little girl and even the Nephilim respected him. I thought that if Noah and Lamech were good, then your father could be, too. Enoch plead their case before Michael after they were imprisoned. The Nephilim that were imprisoned became the first demons. Michael made thousands of them into demons and set them free. They don't come close to matching us in power but they're dangerous in numbers."
"Was there really a flood?" Sagan asked.
"I think that was an allegory," Mom explained. "I wasn't born yet. I know there were tidal waves, earthquakes and volcanoes. Parker's father talked about the earth being changed in the war. The angels came down by the millions and destroyed us. Humans were almost wiped out, too, and I know that only eight of them survived. I think God protected them from the devastation. It may have seemed like a flood. It was certainly a flood of destruction. Maybe there was a real flood. I never heard of one like the bible describes, but it could have happened. Maybe the tidal waves covered the earth."



"What did he mean, 'the earth was changed?'" Boston asked.
"I think he said 'divided.' I think there used to be direct access to other dimensions."
"You mean like heaven?" Sagan asked.
"Yes, I don't know what heaven is. There may be other places left. I know it's there. Hell is real, too. That's where the prison is. I think there are thousands or tens of thousands of us still there. They're bound and warded to keep them there because they're so dangerous to humans they can't be allowed to be free. Some rivaled the archangels in power. They couldn't be made into demons. I don't think the angels know how to kill them. The old ones are too powerful. Maybe God knows how but he hasn't told the angels. Mariha kind of let that slip."
"Were you really lovers?" Boston asked her.
"Yes. She got in a lot of trouble over me and she disappeared. I never knew what happened to her. I hid, too, and we lost each other."
"Well, that's interesting," Sagan said. "How did you decide you wanted a female angel for a lover after all the men you had?"
"She was beautiful and kind. She was everything those men weren't. I saved a little boy's life that she had been sent to watch over. That's how we met."
"Would you like to see her again?" I asked.
"Not right now. It's complicated. I only have time in my life for you, Parker. I've been waiting for a child like you for nearly 6000 years. Now, just when you're getting interesting you move to Austin and I don't see you for months at a time."
"Why don't you move to Austin?" Boston asked.
"I may. I really miss you, Parker. I've never had anyone like you in my life."
I squeezed her. "I miss you, too, Mom."
"Well, now that I've waited all this time it seems like I've got three kids to love," she said. "Humans are changing and getting better if these two are any example."
"Thanks, Lilith," Sagan said. "We love you, too. You deserve to be loved. You've had an awful life but you just kept on going and now you have us. We'll be your kids if you let us; won't we Boston."
"Yes, I love Lilith." She rested her head on Mom's breasts.
I petted her. "You love everyone, kitten."
"No, I hate Tommy Benson," she said.
I laughed. "Why do you hate him?"
"He mocked my central line when I was getting chemo and made fun of my bald head."
"Do you want me to punish him?" Mom asked.
"No, I'm going to learn the language of Shinar and make his hair fall out," she said.
That broke us up. Boston was the only one that didn't think that was hilarious.
"Would you punish him, Lilith?"
"Yes, if you wanted me to. You see, I've fallen in love with you, Boston. I don't permit anyone to hurt people I love."
"Thanks, Lilith, but I've got this," she said.
"Do you know that most humans that know anything about me think I'm a demon?" Mom asked her.
"No, they're stupid," Boston told her. "I think you're wonderful.
We stayed with Mom until Monday and she promised to think about moving to Austin. On Tuesday, things got complicated.
Chapter Eight
Mariha was knocking at our door as six thirty in the morning. I put on a robe and let her in. The girls were still asleep. I made coffee and we ate cinnamon rolls while she filled me in.
Arian's errand boy had showed up at the McDonald's and pulled the information we had planted out of Mona. They seemed satisfied with the idea that Boston's "spontaneous remission" was the result of getting treated in Mexico. We were off the hook on the angel thing as long as the girls stayed in "Mexico" for six months.
We had another problem. Apparently, Boston's oncologist had been doing some tests on the blood samples he had and discovered some unusual properties. He had notified the Centers for Disease Control and the CDC's report had disappeared. There wasn't a trace of the information left in their databases and the doctor had mysteriously disappeared.
"That spells government spooks to me," she told me. "I think someone like the NSA or the CIA got involved and took that information."
"What will they do with it?" I asked her.
"I have no idea."
I pondered that for a while. "Do they know anything about angels or demons or Nephilim?"
"They don't know anything official. They periodically try to capture an angel or a demon. They try to track us. It's all concealed under UFO type stuff. I don't suppose they know anything at all about Nephilim. We make sure they don't find anything out that we don't want them to. I've even busted a demon out of their detention centers a time or two. The way you covered your tracks makes it possible for me to stay in place. I'll hear about anything going on from our end. The problem is, they are looking for Boston. She can't go to school and you need to get her out of Austin. They don't know about you and they aren't looking for Sagan yet. When they find out you're in Mexico from the McDonalds, that's where they'll look for you."
"Can't you just erase everything?" I asked her. "Do whatever it is you do when they get information about you."
"I can't do that without going through the right channels. I would need an official operation. For the obvious reasons, you don't want me to do that. If I just use brute force, someone, likely Arian, will notice. Boston's awake," she told me.
I heard the sound of the shower in her room and in twenty minutes, she came out, dressed for school with her backpack. When she saw Mariha, she set it down and came running to hug her.
"Hello, Boston," Mariha stroked her hair. "You look as beautiful as ever this morning."
"I smell cinnamon rolls. Can I have one for breakfast, Parker?"
"Yes, kitten; I'll heat one up for you. Boston, you aren't going to school today," I told her.
"Why not? I have a big test today in English. I don't want to miss it."
"We need to talk to you. Something's come up and I'm afraid I have some bad news for you about school."
"What is it? Did our plan about the angels not work?"
"No, nothing like that. They aren't looking for you anymore. This is something else. Let's wait till Sagan gets up and then I'll tell you both, okay?"
She agreed and her cinnamon roll was ready. She ate it and chattered with Mariha for an hour. I heard Sagan stirring around in our bedroom and in half an hour, she came out. She was ready for school, too.
"Do I smell cinnamon rolls?" she asked. "Hi, Mariha; what are you doing here?"
She filled the girls in on what was happening while I made a few phone calls. I stepped outside, called Mom and told her what was happening. She was very worried and I told her I'd get back with her when I figured out what to do.
The girls were up to speed when I got done and Boston was crying a little. I picked her up, sat down on the sofa and held her.
"Sagan, you're good at planning, what do you think we ought to do?"
She didn't answer for five minutes. She wrote on a piece of paper for a while, chewing on her pen occasionally while she thought. She wrote some more and finally she was done.
"Okay, I think I've got it figured out. We need to leave Austin, but I need some information, Mariha. Where do you think we should go?"
"Somewhere American Intelligence spooks won't be welcome," she said.
"That's what I thought. That means somewhere that is sort of our enemies. I don't want to go somewhere like Russia, Boston doesn't like cold weather. What do you think about Cuba?"
Boston clapped her hands. "I would love that. Can we go there, Parker?"
"That's complicated, baby. The government won't let us go there directly. We'll have to go somewhere else first, like Canada or Mexico. Can you forge papers, Mariha?"
"What do you want them to say?"
"I want passports and drivers licenses that say we're Canadian citizens. Can we use our real names?"
"You can, they aren't looking for you. Once you get to Cuba you can use your real names. I would suspect that the girls are on the no fly list. They'd be picked up at the airport or at the border. I'll fix that. Look in your wallet."
My license was Canadian. I went and got my passport. It was Canadian. The girls got theirs and the names had changed. They had also become Canadians, Sagan and I were married and Boston was our daughter.
"Well, that's settled. Thanks Mariha," Sagan said. "The next thing is your job, Parker. What are you going to do about that?"
"I've already done it," I told them. "You know I only have an office here because it's convenient. I don't have any work that can't be done anywhere I'm at. I told them I'm relocating. It's not a problem."
"Okay, then we need to fix things at school. I need the University to know I'm going to be in Mexico with Boston. I need them to think I've been there for a while. At the same time, I want them to give me an international study permit to go to the University of Santiago de Cuba and then forget about it. Can we do that?"
"It's already done," Mariha said.
"You're good," Sagan admired her.
"Yes, I'm an angel," she laughed.
"Next, we need Boston's school to know she's been in Mexico getting treatments."
"I took care of that last week," Mariha told us. "That was part of the cover-up. I think I need to go with you until you are settled in Cuba. It's too bad Parker is just a baby. He could do all of this."
"Well, excuse me, but I know what I know. You won't teach me anything so what am I supposed to do?"
"No, I'm not blaming you. Parker, you really don't have any idea how powerful you are, do you?"
"Look, I've been totally honest with you. I haven't told you one thing, but I'm an open book. I really don't know anything beyond what I've told you. Did you think I was hiding some agenda and keeping you guessing?" I was a little offended.
"Teaching you things is forbidden and I barely escaped prison the last time I taught one of you things. How should I know what you know? You're warded so I can't see, you're stronger than me so I can't force you and your kind haven't exactly inspired a lot of confidence."
"That's just mean," Boston told her. "What do you mean, 'your kind?' What kind is Parker? You can't just go around judging people based on 'their kind.' You might as well suppose Sagan is an alcoholic because we're Irish, or I only eat potatoes. I know that's how things work in general, and most stereotypes contain some truth, but you know us personally. When you know people personally, it's just racist to use stereotypes on them."
"What she said," Sagan quipped.
"Well, I'm sorry; you're right. I apologize, Parker. Do you forgive me?"
"If you do a good act of contrition and hug me, I will."
She laughed and suddenly I was wrapped in an amazing warmth and light. Huge wings, dripping fire and orange light were wrapped around me and the most gloriously beautiful thing I ever imagined was holding me like a baby.
"Oh my God," Boston exclaimed, "You do have wings. She has wings, Parker. Look at her. Is this what you really look like, Mariha?"
"Yes, this is the real me. Parker has wings, too; he just doesn't know how to manifest his true form."
"Show us," Boston begged. "Can you show us his wings, Mariha?"
She shifted back to human looking Mariha and stepped back from me. She spoke a few words in the language of Shinar and I was surrounded by a glow. She was a thing of golden glows and fire in her beauty. Mine was different. The aura was a little sinister, even to me. The flames were there, but they were orange and blue, almost like a gas flame burning with too little oxygen. It was beautiful, but somewhat ominous at the same time.
The girls rushed to me and I enfolded them. Mariha spoke a word and it all went away. I was holding them in my arms.
"My God, you're amazing," Sagan told me. "You didn't change like Mariha did, but that was awesome, Parker. Why didn't his body change, Mariha?"
"He has a physical human body. That's part of his genetics. It's basically indestructible, but he can't become totally incorporeal. You know when you met him, and that car was about to hit him? It wouldn't have hurt him. He would have been bruised, scraped and thrown through the air, but he would have been fine. He has the angelic aura and that manifests as wings, but you saw what they looked like. He's the offspring of angels that left their first estate. That changed them and the result is what you see. They're all in prison. God banished them. What they did almost caused the destruction of the human race. Do you understand why I'm suspicious?"
"Yes," Boston said, "but Parker's not like that."
"I know. I shouldn't have said that. You love him and that should have been enough to tell me he wasn't. Do you forgive me now?"
I nodded and the girls both hugged her. "Just don't say mean things to him and I'll love you," Boston said. "We're going to be married when I'm 21, you know."
Mariha looked at Sagan. She just shrugged. "It's a long story. It's just Boston being Boston."
Mariha laughed. "I'm not so sure. I think she means it. Anyway, let's get started. We have a lot of work to do."
I called Mom and she agreed to meet us in Detroit. I told her Mariha would be with us and she was okay with it. She told me she wanted to go to Cuba with us. "I don't want to miss out on anymore of your life, baby. I made a mistake when I let you go to Austin without me. I'm not going to make it again."
I was cool with that. I wondered what kind of fireworks we would see when angel met Nephilim. I didn't warn Mariha, I was too curious.
We packed our stuff and I sent most of it ahead to meet us in Montreal. I had a lot of arrangements to make in Santiago and it took me a couple of hours to get that done. It was very difficult to arrange a place to stay. I eventually just got a hotel and decided to find a better place when we got there. Mariha greased the wheels and got Sagan into the University. I decided to make her teach me how to do that. I could only get us Visas for 30 days and I would have to work on that when we got there, too.
We changed planes in Detroit and the meeting between Mom and Mariha was everything I hoped it would be. Mom sneaked up on her and covered her eyes. "Guess who?" she whispered in her ear.
I think she dropped her wards because Mariha nearly exploded. I saw her leaking flames and she had to make a lot of gestures in the air to get people to stop staring and forget. I thought they were going to crush each other when they hugged.
"Father of all, it's you," Mariha gasped. "My sweet Lilith, my little Shinarian princess. How I've missed you. Where have you been? How did you survive? Is Parker your son? Who's his father? Oh, I could set the world on fire. I'm so glad to see you."
She put quite a lip lock on Mom. It was very disturbing on so many levels. It was erotic and weird at the same time.
"Hello, Mariah. What are you doing traveling with this riff-raff?" She smiled and embraced us all, kissing the girls and me. She picked Boston up and squeezed her. "How are my babies doing?"
"We're fine," Boston told her. "Is Mariha an old friend of yours?"
Mom looked at her. "I guess you could say that. We were lovers for many years, Boston. Circumstances drove us apart hundreds of years ago. Neither one of us wanted that, but we had to do it. Is that okay with you, baby?"
"Of course, it's none of my business, but I'm glad. I love both of you and I'm glad you aren't enemies or anything. I wouldn't like that."
"No baby, I could never be the enemy of anyone you love," Mom told her.
We spent the night in Montreal and left for Santiago the next morning. I don't think Mom or Mariha slept. I woke up twice during the night and heard them talking. I guess 500 years is a lot to catch up on. We all sat together on the flight over to Cuba and the girls and I watched movies on Boston's iPad. It seemed to take forever to get there, we spent a long time in customs until Mom got tired of it and Jedi'd them. They became very cooperative and in 10 minutes, we were on the way to our hotel. We checked in and went to bed. I was dead on my feet and the two girls weren't any better. Mariha didn't sleep and Mom seemed to match her. Boston asked Mariha if she could sleep.
"I do something like that, but no, not sleep. It's more like hibernation. I can shut down, but I don't need to. I might do it if I were bored or waiting for something to happen. I'm not either one now, so I won't sleep. It would be a waste of time. I have a lot to do. Lilith sleeps, but she doesn't really need to. She's just lazy."
"I'm not lazy, I'm decadent," Mom objected. "I like sleeping. It's a luxury."
"Well, the rest of us need to, so hold the noise to a soft roar," Sagan told them.
We went to bed laughing. Boston slept with Sagan and I and she was one of those people that have to be up against you when they sleep. Every time I moved, she did, too. She slept between Sagan and I and she followed me across the king sized bed until I got out and went to the other side and scooted Sagan over. I was safe but Sagan got snuggled the rest of the night, and when I woke up, she was draped across me and Boston across her. I showered and took Mariha with me to get some business done.
We visited the office of the Ministry of Foreign Investment and Economic Cooperation and I got a permanent work visa for my two "associates," namely Mom and Mariha and myself. We went to the Ministry of Higher Education and got my "wife," Sagan a student visa and my "daughter," Boston enrolled in school.
I got office space to set up an Apple branch office and we got some of our funds transferred to Canadian dollars and then into Cuban peso's to avoid the penalty. I rented two cars, both mini-vans, and we started looking for a place to live. Mom went with me on this trip and we started at a nightclub. We hit two or three before Mom got a line on someone that was the right type. She used the force on him somehow and he told us about a place we could get under the table. We couldn't buy property and most of the stuff for rent was tiny and short term for tourists. I didn't know how long we would be here, but a couple of well-placed bribes and a couple of Jedi mind tricks and we had a place. It cost 10,000 dollars to get a six-month deal, but it was quite a place.
We got our stuff shipped there and collected Mariha and the girls. When we pulled up, a guy in a dark suit came out and met us. It turned out that the place came with a staff and they seemed to think we were criminal types. We didn't try to set them straight. Boston and Sagan were very impressed.
"Jesus, are we really going to live here?" Boston was enchanted. "This is like a castle. You remember you promised me a castle, Parker."
I laughed. "I don't quite remember it like that, but this is your chance, kitten. Enjoy it."
There were a dozen bedrooms and we let her pick the one she wanted. "I want to be next door to you and Parker," she told Sagan. "That way, if I get scared in the night I can come and get in bed with you guys."
"Oh no, you can stay in your own bed," I told her. "You're a pain to sleep with. You keep stealing all the room."
She pouted for a while but I think she decided she would do whatever she wanted anyway, so she ran around the house and pestered the staff. They spoke broken English and I realized that was going to be a problem for the girls.
I went and found Mom and Mariha and asked them if they could Jedi the girls so they could speak Spanish. Mom didn't know how, but Mariha did. I was already fluent, I speak dozens of languages, and we soon adopted Spanish as the official language of the house. Mom could speak Spanish, too, though I hadn't known.
I had to go to Seattle on business for a week. When I got back, they were all settled in. Mariha didn't show any signs of wanting to leave. I asked her about it and she said she was having too much fun. I started looking into the American government thing and she helped. She was the supreme computer hacker. She would just tell me what to type. Passwords and encryption didn't bother her at all. She could have been a master criminal.



We discovered that the CIA was the agency we needed to check. They visited the McDonald's and got the information we planted. Mariha zapped over to Mexico to the clinic where Boston was supposed to be. She made some changes to their records and a couple of agents showed up to locate Boston. She had laid a false trail that was pretty convoluted for them to follow.
She was gone three weeks and when she got back she told me we were going to have to do something more about this. She thought I should find a way to contact one of the agents in charge and make this go away. She had them chasing their tails but they would figure it out eventually.
"I don't know how, and you won't teach me," I told her. "What do you want me to do?"
"Ask Lilith to teach you. She knows more than she lets on. Do you know that she was taken by six seraphim once? She was locked in a warded room with them and she killed them all and escaped. She's very lazy and like she said, decadent. It's very hard to get her to do anything but lay around. She won't do much unless it's something very interesting to her. I think it's a result of living so long and seeing so much. She loves you more than anything I've ever known of, Parker. I've known her for 3000 years and I've never seen her like she is with you. Get her to teach you things. She knows even more than I do about many things. She knows all kinds of survival skills and she can fight like nothing I've ever seen. I'd be terrified of her if she was my enemy. She killed seraphim, Parker."
"What are seraphim?"
"A special kind of Watcher. They're designed to kill. They form the guard around the throne room. They should have killed her easily, but instead, she walked out and they died."
I found her stretched out on the sofa, playing chess with Boston. I looked her over. She had always been just Mom to me. I never thought about the way she looked much.
She was very tall, taller even than Sagan was. She probably weighed 160 pounds. She was all muscle. You could see them play under her skin when she moved. She had medium length red hair and skin that looked like she was a pre-pubescent girl. It was very dark, almost a bronze color. She had small breasts, slim hips and a very muscular, but slim butt. I thought most men would think she was very attractive, evidently some female angels, too. She really didn't look dangerous, but you could tell that she was sort of half-asleep all the time. It was like watching a lioness lying in the grass in the sun. There was the feeling that if she woke up, she might kill something.
She looked very young. It was hard to imagine her being thousands of years old, or killing angelic war machines.
"Mom," I walked over and picked her up in my arms and kissed her. "I love you."
"Mmm," she nuzzled her face into my chest. "Me, too, baby.
I sat down and held her on my lap.
"Hey, hello," Boston said. "We're playing chess here."
I put Mom down and pulled her up against me. I patted my lap and Boston came and sat on me with her legs across Mom. "This will be more interesting," I told her.
"Mom, how do you kill six seraphim?"
She threw back her head and laughed, and then she shuddered a little. "You've been talking to angels, haven't you?"
"Yes, but I still want to know. You have to train me and you have to start now. If you don't, I'm a sheep among the wolves. You're my mother; will you do it?"
"Yes, baby, but it's so boring." She looked at me and I could tell she was a little ashamed about her remark. "I don't think you're boring, Parker, so stop looking at me like that. Seraphim are the toughest things you can imagine. They move too fast for the mind to follow, they could decapitate a triceratops with one blow and they have a decentralized nervous system so you can't get in a brain shot. They can go discorporeal or hard as diamond. They shoot beams out of their eyes. They can't be killed."
"So how did you kill six of them?"
"I persuaded them to kill themselves. You joke about me using the force, but it is strong with this one. I cloaked myself and transposed my image on one of them. The others killed it. They aren't very smart. I got them fighting among themselves and they tore one another to pieces. I incinerated the last one. It was too badly hurt to defend itself."
"Jesus, Lilith, you're so smart," Boston told her. "How could you think of that?"
"I've been in a lot of fights with a lot of very dangerous things. To survive, you have to use what's available. Your mind is your best weapon."
"Can you teach us to fight, Mom?"
"Yes. I can't give you experience though."
"Can you teach us to use the force?" Boston asked. "I don't like that. When did we start that? It's not the force. What is it really, Lilith?"
"Angels call it 'manipulation of presence.' I think they mean by that that they are immaterial by nature and they can manipulate time and space. They can also manipulate matter. It's like your telekinesis thing, Parker. You can become immaterial. So can you, Boston. Let's do it."
"How?" Boston asked
"Use your will. Change yourself because you can and you want to."
Her little eyebrows drew together in a cute little frown. I couldn't help kissing her forehead.
"Parker, stop that! How do you expect me to concentrate?"
"Sorry, kitten, you looked to cute to resist. I won't do it again."
She frowned again and I could see her start to waver like heat waves on a road, and she was gone. I followed and Mom blinked out. I heard her voice in my head.
"Now move the black king, Boston. You move the white one, Parker. Don't become visible."
I reached out and dragged the white king two spaces. I saw the black one tremble and then it moved one space.
"You cheated, Parker. The king can only move one place." She started to giggle and she winked in and out and became visible. Mom popped back in.
"Good job, kids. That's most of what you need to know. Angels spend most of their time like that. It wears us out to be like that because we have physical bodies. They only appear when they want to. The only way you know where they are is by seeing something like a king moving. Oh, and they can't be two places at once. I'm told that only God can do that."
"What is one of the other things we need to know?" I asked.
"You need to know how to bend other people to your will. You have to do the mind tricks thing."
"How will we do that?" Boston asked.
"We need a human subject. Who will we use?"
"How about Sagan?" Boston offered.
"Boston, that would be wrong," Mom told her. "You don't do that to people you love. You don't do that to good people. You don't do that to evil people that aren't a threat to you or someone you love. Promise me now or I'll never teach you anything else."
Boston was guilt stricken. "I only meant like a prank."
"It's not a joke. It will get you killed and it will place everyone you love in danger."
"No, I won't ever even think of it again," Boston began to cry.
"Don't you dare cry," Mom was fierce. "When you make a mistake you take your punishment and you don't do it again. Crying bores me."
Boston dried her tears. "I'm sorry, Lilith. I won't cry and I won't do it again."
She gave a miserable little sniff and Mom thawed. "There child, I forgive you and I love you. You're bound to make mistakes. Just don't compound them by feeling sorry for yourself. Let's go find a bad man."
Boston leaped up, ready to go, and we followed her outside and we walked downtown.
"Boston, will you be the bait?" Mom asked.
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"Well, you're a very beautiful girl and there are a lot of sick sons of bitches in the world that take advantage of beautiful little girls. This is a very bad neighborhood and there are probably some of them around. Parker and I will become invisible and you can walk by that bar there. We'll be with you all the time and we won't let anything happen to you. It is impossible for anything to happen to you. If some creep approaches you I'll coach you and you can break him, okay?"
"Yes, I'd like to do that."
I was a little uneasy about this.
"Really, Parker? Do you really think I'd let something happen to this child I love?"
"No, Mom, I'm just pretty new at this. I'm trusting you."
"Thank you, baby. I'm going to talk so that Boston can hear us, too. Are you ready, sweetheart?"
"Yes, let's go."
She walked slowly down the street and in front of a seedy bar on the corner. Sure enough, two men fell in behind her. They didn't seem to notice each other and they evidently weren't together. Suddenly there was a crack and the one closest to Mom and I collapsed on the sidewalk.
"I felt that," Boston said. "What did you do?"
"There were two of them, honey. We only wanted one. I gave the other one a concussion."
Boston giggled and kept walking. We followed along; at least I did. I couldn't tell if Mom was there unless she talked.
"Okay, baby, now I want you to imagine you're in that man's mind. Use your will on him and make him think he's too close. It's just like moving your body, except you move your mind. Do it now. Make him think you're going to notice him following you."
I could tell Boston was concentrating on projecting her thoughts. The man stumbled and dropped back ten yards or so.
"Good, Boston, now I want you to make him think his dick is on fire. Make him think that if he ever lusts after another little girl like that his dick is going to burn off. If he's ever around another little girl he will remember this and he'll run away."
"Jesus, Mom! What's all this about dicks? She's ten, for God's sake."
"I don't care. She knows what a dick it and she knows what that creep wants to do with his. Burn him, Boston."
The man suddenly clutched himself and fell to the ground screaming. He screamed like his dick was on fire and it must have been agonizing. Boston hurried away and I popped back in and ran to catch up with her. I scooped her up and carried her home.
Mom was waiting at the door when we got there.
"What?" she said. "I hate rapists; especially those that rape little girls. I can't tell you the number of times I've been the victim of attacks by people like that."
Boston was trembling with excitement. "Did you burn their dicks off, Lilith?"
"Yes, some of them literally. You did good, baby. Didn't she do good, Parker?"
"Yes, but I don't want her talking about dicks for pity's sake. You're a horrible influence, Mom."
She just laughed. "You turned out okay."
"You didn't talk to me about dicks."
"No, did you want me to?"
I couldn't help laughing. "You're impossible, Mom. Don't ever change. I love you just the way you are. I think she's an old hippie, Boston. Don't let her corrupt you."
"No, I won't. You are very bad, Lilith."
"I know. I've always been perfect," she laughed. "Well, can you do that again, sweetheart? Can you do it, Parker?"
"Yes, it was a great lesson, Mom. What's next?"
"My God, I'm creating monsters. I need a beer and a nap. You kids wear me out. I'm done for today. We'll do more tomorrow or maybe next week."
"No," Boston told her, "we know how lazy you are, Lilith. Tomorrow you're going to teach us two more things, then two more the day after tomorrow. You are our tutor and we want to be taught every day. You aren't to just lie around in pajamas and dream. How did you ever keep a job?"
"Do you imagine that I need to work? It was novel for a while, but I just did it so Parker wouldn't find out too soon."
"Well, you have a job now," I told her, "and we expect you to work at it."
"Oh my God, what did I do to deserve two horrid brats? Okay, okay, I'll do it. I never knew it would be so much trouble to have kids that I love. The others were all odious by the time they were your age and I left them strictly alone."
"That's the way it is when you love someone," Boston told her. "They inconvenience you a lot, but you put up with it because you love them. You're even glad to be inconvenienced, because you want them to be happy. You would feel sad if they weren't around to inconvenience you."
"You're a very perceptive little Siren. I think I'll keep you," Mom told her. "We have a chess game to finish."
"I have two questions first," I told her as I opened two beers and gave her one. "What happens if you try to do that to an angel or someone like us, and can we be detected by angels by doing something like this?"
"You can do it to anyone, and the strongest one winds up forcing the other against their will. You can be detected when you do it. It's sort of like a radio broadcast to angels, but not if you're warded. If you change someone that an angel is watching, they'll know and they'll try to kill you."
"Have you ever forced anyone?" Boston asked.
"Aren't you ever satisfied, child? That's three questions, and I'm tired of them. Go pester Mariha if you want someone to answer questions. Do you want to finish our game or do you want me to take a nap?"
"Game," Boston said and they went off holding hands.
Chapter Nine
It turned out that work kept Mom from being having to give up her indolence. I spent a week in Brazil and had to turn around the next week and go to Austin. I took Sagan with me to Brazil. She had never been out of North America except for our trip to Petit Martinique and she fell in love with Rio. I was able to give her Portuguese fairly easily and she fit right in. We went out on the town every night and I've never danced so much in my life. Sagan was a very nimble girl and so smoking hot that I constantly had to fend off the locals.
I was thinking a lot about making her a Siren. I hadn't brought the subject up to her, but I worried about her every moment I was away from her. Boston was far better equipped than she was for the kind of life we were leading. Mariha dropped in on us and stayed a day and a night. I asked her what she thought.
"Well, it's up to Sagan. I would really feel much better about her if she were. We're mixed up in some pretty dangerous business, Parker. The CIA is looking for those girls actively. They know she isn't in Mexico. At least they know she isn't where she's supposed to be. She's a secondary target. They really want Boston, but if they caught her, they would try to extract information from her. You know that their extraction methods aren't exactly civilized. That senate report that came out a couple of months ago about how they tortured people is a pretty grim document."
"What if she were a Siren? Would she be strong like us?"
"No, she's human. Neither one of those girls have your genetic package. But she could use the presence just like you and Boston and she'd be stronger than humans. They have a couple of tame demons, Parker. They may press them for information. I don't mean they have them in thrall or anything, but they do deals."
"What would a demon know?"
"It would know Siren blood when it saw it. Well, I should say it would recognize the angel blood type. I'm not sure they would reveal anything like that, but you never know. The demon's jobs are to entice humans to evil. If they saw a way to turn something like that to their advantage, they would. You need to take some action."
I didn't know what action to take and I thought about it while I was in Austin. I figured out a plan and ran it by Mom and the girls when I got back to Cuba. Mariha wasn't around and they didn't know where she was.
I took Sagan out and told her I wanted to make her a Siren. I didn't know how she'd feel about that and I was very apprehensive.
"I've been waiting for you to ask me," she confided. "It's a bit scary, and I'm not sure that I'd do it under normal circumstances. I was content to wait until things took their natural course. These aren't normal circumstances. I want to do it, baby. Will you transfuse me?"
I felt a great burden lift from my shoulders. The girls I loved would be protected and I felt good about that. Mom stole some supplies from the hospital and we did it the next day. I didn't know how long it would take, but at least we were on the road.
Mom and I flew to DC a week later and we began to snoop around. It was tough to find anything out. The project to search for the girls was going through regular channels but there were levels on levels. We discovered, to our surprise that there was an ongoing black program to capture an angel. About 20 senior agents knew about them and they wanted one. They were drooling all over themselves to get it going but they had no way to track one. Boston was tied in to that program. They thought an angel had performed a miracle on her and that the exotic blood they had discovered was a result of that.
We familiarized ourselves with their human resources. There were two senior deputy directors that ran the program. I snooped around and took their cell numbers. I called one of them and proposed a meeting.
Mom thought it was a bad idea, but I couldn't think of anything else and she couldn't either. She was my backup and we set up the meeting. It was in an abandoned warehouse in Virginia and we agreed to meet at midnight. We ghosted around and found out that he had brought a team. There were 12 men posted around the warehouse. I left Mom to take care of them and I went down to the warehouse immaterial. I eased through the wall and he was sitting at a table in the center of a large room. There was a table and two chairs. I ghosted toward him and halfway there, I couldn't move. A red light began to blink on his wrist.
He stood up and walked toward me. "Hello," he said. "Don't mind my little surprise."
He spoke into a radio and I heard his team answer.
"Mom, you there?
"Yes, baby. Are you ready for me?"
"Yes, take out the team now. He's set some sort of trap. I can't move using the presence. I'm going visible. I don't think it's a physical trap. He was probably expecting something different than me."
"Call me if you need help."
He walked around me a couple of times. He turned on a black light and I saw he had some Shinarian symbols drawn on the ground. I was standing in the middle of one.
"You might as well show yourself," he said. "My team is on their way and we'll just flood electricity into you until you manifest. You can't get out of this trap. We've used it before."
I went visible and he stepped back. "If it worked before, why don't you have an angel?" I asked.
"We did for a few minutes," he said. "We made some mistakes. It won't happen again. Who are you and what are you?"
"What do you think I am?"
"I think you're a Watcher. I've never heard of one so big, though. Why did you set up this meeting? What did you want?"
"I want you to leave Boston McDonald alone. She is under our protection."
"That's what I thought. It isn't going to happen. Well, maybe now that we have you, she's become irrelevant."
"What are you going to do with me?" I asked him.
"We're going to take you apart and see what makes you tick. This country needs the information and technology you represent."
"What, exactly, does 'take me apart' mean?"
"We're going to run tests on you. Just think what I could do if, for example, I had your ability to become invisible. No secrets would be safe. We'd know what our enemies were planning and we could take steps to stop them."
"My information tells me that you don't care much what your enemies are doing," I told him. "I think what you really want is power. You want to control your citizens so that you have power over every aspect of their lives. Now that you've got your foot on their necks, you don't intend to let them up."
"I guess that's one way of looking at it. That's what the civil libertarians say. I don't give a fuck what you think. You're a lab rat now. I'm a patriot. I love my country and I'm willing to do whatever it takes to keep it safe."



"You mean you were willing to torture a ten-year-old girl into giving you information you would use to find other people to torture."
"Enhanced interrogation isn't torture. Surveys show the American people want us to do whatever it takes to keep them safe," he said.
"If the American people thought it was okay to sodomize her, would you be okay with that?"
"It's one person being sacrificed to save millions. Yes, I'm good with that. The greater good sometimes means you make sacrifices."
"The greater good can go fuck itself," I told him. "So can the American people. Any society that sacrifices the individual to preserve some theoretical greater good deserves to be destroyed."
"Again, I don't care what you think. I'm doing my job, protecting the American people."
I hadn't moved. I was content to have him spill his guts. "What were you going to do with the girl?"
"What do you think? We were going to interrogate her. We were going to use her as bait to lure one of you into the open. Then we were going to do what I did here."
"It didn't work," I told him.
"What are you talking about? You're trapped. I've got you by the short and curlies."
"No," I told him. "It's the other way around. Your team is gone."
He spoke into the radio. "Blue team; report."
There was a low and agonized moan over the radio.
He pulled a weapon and pointed it at me. "You're still trapped. I don't know what you've got out there, but your ass is mine."
"Go ahead and shoot," I told him. "Do you really think that pitiful weapon is a threat to me?"
I started walking toward him. I still couldn't use the Presence but I was physically free to do anything I wanted.
He pulled the trigger and I felt the slug punch me in the gut. I lifted my shirt. There was a reddened area just above my navel.
"That hurt," I told him. "You shouldn't have done that."
"Parker, you okay?" Mom asked.
"Yes, he shot me, but it just stung a little. Come on in now. Be careful, there are traps."
"How are you moving?" he screamed. He dropped the gun and looked around wildly. Mom slid the door back at the far end of the building and walked toward him.
"Now, we're going to talk," I told him.
I spun him around by the shoulder and marched him to the table. I sat him down and Mom came and stood behind him.
"You're going to tell us everything you know now." I told him.
"I'm not telling you shit," he sneered.
"Mom, remember the dick thing you had Boston do? I want him to experience that."
He screamed and collapsed on the floor, writhing in agony. I left him there for a minute and he screamed himself hoarse. I raised my hand and he sobbed for a while. I picked him up and put him back in his chair. He spit on me.
"Mom, I don't think he gets it."
She burst into flame and floated around the table. He looked up at her with terrified eyes.
"I'm going to take you apart and see what makes you tick," I told him. I nodded to Mom.
"Let the windows of pain be opened," she made some gestures with her flaming wings.
He collapsed on the floor again. The tendons in his neck became visible and his body went rigid. A high-pitched keening began and he writhed on the floor.
"Make him be quiet," I told Mom.
"You may suffer in silence," she told him. He began to retch and gag. I let it go on and on. Finally, I held up my hand and he relaxed and began to whimper. A wet spot appeared on his trousers as his bladder emptied itself.
I left him there for a minute. His mouth opened and closed for a while as he tried to speak. Eventually, he was able to gasp out a few words.
"Please, don't let her do that again. Please, for God's sake, I'll tell you anything you want to know."
****
"I can't believe you tortured that man," Mariha shook her head.
"What do you think he was going to do to Parker?" Sagan asked.
We were sitting around the living room in Santiago drinking beer. I let Boston try mine and she gagged. She got a soda. I hadn't known angels drank beer, but Mariha seemed to like it.
"Do you know that I once worried about taking you to a bar?" I asked her.
"Why, did you think I'd be offended?"
"I don't know, I just thought it would be weird to take an angel to a bar."
She laughed. "I've been to bars before, Parker. I haven't ever tortured anyone."
"No, you high and mighty Watchers just throw your enemies in Tartarus and lose the key," Mom said.
"I don't think this is very productive," Boston said. "I think we should focus on what Lilith and Parker found out and what they did."
"You're right, little Siren," Mariha said. "Thank you for reminding me. What did you do?"
"We gave that man a mind wipe," Mom said. "We went to Langley and destroyed their files and gave everyone involved a mind wipe. Operation Find Boston or an Angel is dead. We removed every reference to angels or demons from their systems and left 25 drooling idiots sitting in offices, unable to remember their names."
"Jesus," Sagan exclaimed. "Did you make them vegetables?"
"No, they'll be fine," I reassured her. "They can learn all over again, but they will never have any curiosity about angels. They start their lives over. I thought it was humane. They intended to do horrible things to Boston and Sagan. We were very kind, compared to what they were going to do. It's over. They won't be looking again."
"So, all we have to worry about now is angels," Boston said.
"Give it six months and we won't have that to worry about," Mariha assured her.
She was an angel, but not much of a prophet.
"Did you really have to be so extreme?" she asked. "When you torture people, you abandon morality."
"What's your problem, Mariha?" Boston asked. "When people threaten you or people you love you're entitled to protect yourself. You have the right to use any means necessary to protect yourself or them. Parker and Lilith protected us and they only used the amount of force they needed to. If they had tortured innocent people, I'd say you had a point. That man wasn't innocent. He told Parker he would sodomize me if that were what it took to get the information he wanted. I'm not sure what that is and I don't want to know, but I can't believe you're giving them a hard time about what they did. Should I just give myself up? Let them torture me?"
"No, of course not. I just wish they had found another way. I withdraw my remarks. Well done, Parker and Lilith. I know you did what you could."
"Where were you, anyway?" I asked her. "We could have used your help. Don't just disappear without telling us you're going. We were worried about you."
"I'm sorry and that's very sweet. I won't do it again. I was called away on Watcher business. I can't tell you about it but it didn't concern you. I'll tell you before I 'disappear' again. I gave you a prayer to contact me."
"If you were doing something important we didn't want to disturb you," Mom told her. "We do love you, you know. We know you could be in trouble because of us."
"I love you, too, all of you. I'm sorry you worried. It won't happen again."
As I said, she wasn't much of a prophet.
Boston and Sagan were going to school and that took up most of their time. My schedule became hectic for a while and I didn't see much of them. We were bringing out a new operating system for the new phone and it kept me scrambling. We hadn't spent the amount of time on the code we should have and it was buggy. Mom became a real Mom for the first time I could remember. She had never neglected me that I could remember, but our relationship had always been more like friends than her being my parent. I could always talk to her about anything, but she never fussed over me like a lot of Moms.
It was amazing to me to watch her with Boston. She ran her to school, went to conferences, helped her with her homework and spoiled her rotten. She taught her Siren songs and spells, tutored her in Shinarian and taught her to fight. To a lesser degree, she did the same thing with Sagan except for the songs. They both got the same treatment there. With me, she had always just sort of watched while I did whatever I wanted. If I got out of line or in trouble, she was always there with a lesson or to bail me out of jams, but she watched over the girls like a hawk. When I asked her about it, she got a little fierce.
"So what, Parker? I never knew you wanted me to hover over you. You were smart enough and strong enough to not need me doing that. I helped you whenever you needed it. What are you saying?"
"Please Mom, don't be offended. I love you and I'm glad you raised me the way you did. I've just never seen you like this. The amount of energy you put into them is more than I've seen you expend, ever."
"Well, they're fascinating. Watching Boston grow and expand is amazing. Sagan is the sweetest thing I've ever known. I love being involved in their lives. They need me in a way you never did. I love you, Parker, but you don't need me. You never did need me much. I've always needed you more than you needed me. They do need me. Thank you, baby for giving me this chance. I know why you love them. I've never had anyone but you before. I feel like I'm part of something worthwhile. I've had a lot of bad things in my life and I've done a lot of bad things to survive. This is a good thing. Don't make me feel awkward about it."
I held her close for a long time. "I won't. I'm thankful you love them. I'm glad you're here and I'm glad you're my Mom."
She cried a little. I don't think I ever saw her cry before. She seemed small and alone and I felt sorry for her. Boston wandered in and saw me hugging Mom. She came over and climbed on Mom's lap.
"Why are you crying, Lilith? Did Parker say something mean to you?"
"No, child; I'm crying because I'm so happy. You make me feel like that. So do Sagan and Parker."
"Good; I'm glad you're happy. You deserve to be happy. Will you read to me some more? I want to see how the Thayer's escape the volcano in our book."
They went off hand in hand and I marveled at this mother I never knew existed. I thought about what she told me. She was right. She always gave me just what I needed. I didn't need the same mother that Boston, or even Sagan, did. She was just adapting to the situation. The only thing that amazed me was the amount of energy she was willing to expend. Boston wore me out when I was alone with her. She talked constantly and asked a million questions. She never wanted to sit still, but Mom seemed to have the energy to keep up with her.
Sagan had a night class and for once, I was caught up at work. At loose ends, I asked Mariha if she wanted to go to a club. I was surprised when she accepted.
"What should I wear?" she asked.
"Something you can dance in," I told her. "Do angels dance?"
"Only on the head of a pin," she laughed.
Her clothes melted. She always wore jeans and a white top. Now she had on a shiny blue dress. It left her shoulders bare and had a slit up one side that was very high. It seemed immodest for an angel, but I wasn't complaining. She was beautiful. Her hair was so blonde it was almost white. It formed almost a halo around her. It seemed very light and long and almost floated around her when she moved. She looked Scandinavian; somehow. Her skin was clear and tanned. She had a body that could have graced the cover of any men's magazine and her face was the stuff of dreams. I worried a bit about the amount of attention she was sure to attract.
We went to Salsa place and there was a lot of that type of music and dancing. We sat at our table and had a couple of drinks. Men constantly bothered us, asking her to dance. She politely declined a dozen times.
"Parker, if you don't dance with me, I'm leaving," she said. "They aren't going to stop asking. The only way I'm going to get any peace is for you to dance with me."
I led her out on the floor and the band struck up a tango. She was a very good dancer and she felt amazing in my arms. That slit was scandalous and one brown thigh was always peeking out. We danced a slow dance and the feeling of her against me was becoming disturbing. She seemed to like the contact and she was soon becoming obviously aroused.
"Parker, I'm sorry, but we need to leave. You're making me horny."
"Yeah, me, too," I told her. "Sorry, Mariha. I didn't mean to."
"No, me either. It just happens. I love you, Parker, and I'd like to make love to you, but it's too complicated. I don't know how Sagan would feel about it and I wouldn't hurt her for anything. For that matter, I don't know how your mother would feel about it. She's another one I wouldn't hurt."
We caught a cab home. When we walked up to the door, she stopped and looked up at me. "How would you feel about me talking to Sagan about this?"
"Not so good," I told her. "I intend to marry her and spend the rest of my life with her. It seems like a bad idea to me."
"What are you going to do about Boston?"
"We're going to keep her with us. She's means everything to both of us."
"That's not what I meant. Boston intends to marry you when she's 21."
I laughed. "She's just teasing us about that. She asked me to marry her the first time I met her and I told her to ask me again when she was 21. It was a joke."
"Maybe to you it was. It wasn't to her. I know, Parker. She has every intention of doing exactly that. She's a Siren and that means something. I don't think she cares that you will be married to Sagan. I don't think Sagan cares either. I think they intend to share you. Maybe they'd share you with me, too."
"Jesus Christ, Mariha. She's ten. What does she know? Are you telling me Sagan knows and she's okay with it?"
"Yes, that's exactly what I'm telling you. Ask them and get back to me."
Sagan wasn't home yet but I found Boston in her room. She was already in bed and reading her volcano book. She was listening to music and her eyes lit up when I knocked. She took off her headphones and patted her bed, inviting me to sit.
"Did you have fun dancing with Mariha? She's very beautiful."
"Yes I did and yes she is. She's a very good dancer. I want to ask you something, Boston."
"What? You seem sort of serious."
"I am and I want you to be totally honest with me. It doesn't matter what you think my reaction is going to be. You can tell me anything, you know that."
"Okay, go ahead."
"What's going to happen when you're 21?"
"You know, Parker. We're going to get married."
"Do you know I intend to marry Sagan in a couple of years?"
"Yes, I know."
"How do you feel about that?"
"It makes me very happy. I love Sagan. I want you to marry her."
"Then if I'm married to Sagan, how can I marry you?"
"I don't see what one has to do with the other," she said.
"Well, it's customary for a man to only be married to one woman at a time."
"Who said so? Lilith has been married to more than one man at the same time."
"I didn't know that. We can't let her be our guide. She was betrothed to her cousin, too. Things were different then."
"I don't care. I refuse to allow customs or anything else to get in my way. I don't give a damn about customs."
"Boston, I don't like you to swear. I feel the same way about customs, but what will Sagan think about this?"
"She thinks it's wonderful."
"How do you know?"
"Because we talked about it. She loves me and she wants me to be happy."
"Jesus, Boston; I can't believe this."
"Why not? I love you, Parker. I've loved you forever and I'll love you forever. I can't wait to get big."
"You're amazing, kitten. Let me ask you something else. How do you feel about Mariha?"
"I love her, too. Do you want to marry her, Parker?"
"No, no; nothing like that. Something just happened while we were dancing. She told me you were serious about marrying me and that Sagan thought it was fine, too."
"What happened while you were dancing? Did she make you horny? She's very sexy, Parker. She makes me horny, too."
"My God, you're a mess, kitten. I can't believe you said that."
"Well, it's true. If she's around when I get old enough, I'm going to seduce her.
I groaned. It was getting worse and worse. What would this girl say next?
"Parker, it's okay with me if you want to make love with Mariha. How could it not be? I intend to do it myself."
"Sagan," I croaked. "I love Sagan. I'm not a cheater, Boston."
"I know you do. But, how is it cheating if you have permission?"
"I'm afraid. I won't risk my relationship with her. I would rather die."
"That's very commendable, Parker. I admire you and I know you aren't a cheater. I think Sagan would make love to Mariha, too, if she thought you wouldn't mind."
This conversation wasn't going at all where I thought it would.
"Next, you're going to tell me you would make love to Mom. Christ, Boston, this is all just more than I can get my mind around."
"I would make love with Lilith. I would do it now if she would. She won't. She told me to wait until I'm older. I asked her."
"Oh my God. What a girl you are. I can't take any more of this. You say the damndest things, Boston."
"Parker, I don't like for you to swear," her big gray eyes twinkled up at me.
I couldn't help myself. We laughed until we were hysterical. I tickled her until she gasped. "Stop, Parker. You're going to make me pee my pants."
I let her up and she ran to her bathroom. She came back to bed and I held her for a while and we talked about nothing. I heard Sagan come in and I kissed her goodnight. She put her headphones back on and turned out her lamp.
Sagan was warming up supper in the kitchen when I found her. I folded her up in my arms and cupped those beautiful breasts from behind. She wiggled that fantastic butt against me.
"Hey, baby," I kissed her neck. "You have a good day?"
"It's getting better." She took one of my hands and slid it underneath her t-shirt while she ate.
I caressed her belly and slid it up under her bra. I rolled the little nipple and she moaned.
"Someone is feeling naughty," she said. "Two someone's now."
"Do you know Boston plans to marry me when she turns 21?" I said as I pulled her shirt over her head.
"Yes, I do. Why do you ask?"
"I asked her about it and she told me you thought it was a good idea."
"I do. We Sirens must stick together."
"You're an amazing woman, baby. I never dreamed."
"I didn't know she was serious. Mariha told me she was, so I asked her about it. We had a long talk. We both love you and each other. It seems like the right thing to do."
"Okay, then how do you feel about Mariha?"
"I love her, too," she said as she unhooked her bra, giving me access to those cute little nipples. "Why, do you think you want to marry her, too?"
I laughed. "That's exactly what Boston said. You girls might as well be twins. No, I don't want to marry her, but she is hot."
"I know; I've been lusting after her for weeks. Ever since Lilith told us they were lovers I've wondered what it would be like to make love to an angel."
"Let's find out," I said.
"Really, you wouldn't mind if I did?"
"Not if we do it together."
She took my hand and led me to Mariha's bedroom. She opened the door and Mariha was coming out of the shower, wrapped in a towel. She looked at Sagan and saw that she was topless. Her towel dropped to the floor and she teleported. Her hands and lips were all over Sagan as I slipped behind her to sandwich her between us. She burst into flame and wrapped us in her wings.
****
It turns out that making love to an angel is everything it sounds like it would be. Making love with an angel and a Siren at the same time almost killed me. I am incredibly strong and resilient, but this was a marathon. Every time I thought I was totally exhausted, the sight of those girls loving each other got me going again.
It was four in the morning and an angel was feeling for my lips with her nipple. I was happy to wrap my lips around it, but my tank was empty. She cradled herself on my arm and put a leg over me. One incredible breast was on my chest and the other crushed against my side. Angel curls rubbed against my thigh and it was as soft as it sounds. Sagan took the same position on my other side and it was a sight to wake the dead. Unfortunately, the spirit was willing but the flesh was weak.



I was content to just hold them; and we talked for a long time.
"Mariha, is it possible for you to get pregnant?" Sagan asked her.
"It's possible, but I won't. I would have to will that to happen. I think I'll just stay out of Tartarus, thanks."
"What do you mean?" Sagan asked.
"Honey, that's how this whole mess got started. Not with me, but to angels, humans are beautiful and fascinating; especially ones that look like you two. Two hundred male angels made a pact to impregnate human females. They bred thousands before the orders came down to round them up. The women that were pregnant became the first Sirens and the babies were Nephilim. The angels were all imprisoned for 70 generations. We had no orders about the Sirens or the Nephilim. Then the Nephilim ran amuck. They ran the gamut of about Parker's size to huge beings, ten feet tall or more."
"So Parker isn't huge by their standards?" Sagan asked.
"Not as far as being tall. He's very well endowed though," she reached down and fondled me. Still nothing.
Mariha continued, "When the Nephilim started coming into their Presence abilities, they seem to manifest just after puberty, they started going mad. They bred like flies and controlled nations so powerful that the wars between them left geographical features that are still around today. Some of them became powerful enough to control any Watcher unfortunate to fall into their clutches. They made us train them. It took thousands of us, working as teams to overcome the old ones. It took three archangels to take down the ruler of Egypt. We killed the weaker ones and put the ones we couldn't kill in Tartarus with their fathers."
"What happened to them? Why were they so evil?" I asked her. "Why didn't they just use their power to help people they loved or protect people like you do?"
"Parker, you're an unusual person. So are Boston and Sagan. I'm a Watcher. You have to understand that most people are evil. I don't mean that they are all evil all the time, but think about those men and women from the CIA that you and Lilith encountered. If they had your powers, what would they do with them?"
"I guess the same evil and disgusting things they do with the power they have now. I see what you mean. I'm not as cynical as you are though. I think there are plenty of people that have absolutely no desire to have power over other people. We just want to live our lives, be happy and we want to be left alone to do that."
"Yes, you're right; there are lots of humans like that. The majority will use whatever advantage they have over their fellows to aggrandize themselves. Now imagine that they are ten times smarter than everyone else, they're ten times as strong and they can control other's minds. What do you think they'd become?"
"I guess what you've described. Surely they weren't all like that?"
This was depressing. The whole thing upset me. I hated to think people were like that, but I knew better.
"They weren't. There were some, like Lilith, that just wanted what you said. They just wanted to live their lives and be left alone. We had orders to leave them alone. Things got out of hand. There were so many of the Nephilim and they became so smart and hard to take out that the archangels sort of nuked the place. They cut off access from this world to other places so that they couldn't get away. They took eight humans and kept them safe for a new start and they tried to kill every living thing on earth. This happened three times. The humans were in stasis and every time the Nephilim popped up again. After the worlds were divided there was one more incident. Some of the Nephilim survived but their offspring were mutated. They weren't very powerful, at least on an angelic scale and we could control them. They slowly died off. Your mother is one of the old types. I thought she was the last one."
We digested that information. "So Parker is one of the old types, too," Sagan said.
"Yes he is. I haven't felt anything like him since the world changed. I would guess that when he's mature he would rival the strongest of the old ones. His mother is very powerful with the presence and his father was one of the originals."
The rubbing of the angel curls became more pronounced.
"Jesus, Mariha, are you always this horny?" I asked her.
"No, just when I'm around someone like you two." She reached over and fondled Sagan's boobs. They slid toward each other and met on top of me. Their hands were all over each other and their lips locked together. That was enough to get me interested again and Sagan gasped as Mariha guided us together. I blacked out at some point and when I woke up I was still inside her and Mariha was gone. The afternoon sun was shining through the window and Boston came in.
She squealed when she saw us and ran and jumped on the bed. I hurriedly pulled the covers up and she lay beside us with her arms around us.
"You did seduce Mariha, didn't you?" she asked triumphantly. "You're in her bed and she doesn't use it to sleep. I'm so glad. She's been wanting you to for weeks. She has lunch ready and she sent me to get you guys."
Sagan couldn't find her clothes and she forbade me from putting any on until she had some. I remembered we had left her bra and t-shirt on the kitchen floor. We walked through the kitchen looking for them and Mariha was cooking in the buff. Mom was reclining on the sofa and she raised an eyebrow when she saw us.
"I guess clothing is optional this morning? Am I the only one that didn't get laid last night?"
"No, somehow I was left out, too," Boston told her. "It's very unfair."
Mom laughed. "Well," she looked at me, "are you going to put some clothes on or shall I take mine off?"
I know I turned beet red and I hurried away to our bedroom, followed my Mom's laughter.
Chapter Ten
We got dressed and ate lunch. I had some questions I wanted to ask Mariha that I didn't get around to the night before.
"Mariha, you said that the Watchers divided the world. What did that mean, exactly."
She looked at Mom. "I'm not sure I should tell you."
"Why not? Why did you look at Mom?"
"Your mother has been to a couple of places. There used to be direct paths to other places. Heaven is one of them. I'm not going to tell you anything about that. I hope you all come there, but it's about faith. There were other places. Eden, Paradise, Sheol, places like that. Places that humans could never go but those able to manifest the Presence could. God took those away. Even Watchers need a special dispensation to go there. We can go to heaven any time, but the Way is closed for such as you. The physical can't use the Ways anymore."
"What about demons?" Sagan asked.
"No, they can't either. They are mutated forms of the original Nephilim. They have a purpose just like the Watchers. We don't usually interfere with them."
"Can we see a demon?" Sagan asked.
"What's with you and the demons?" I asked her.
"Everyone is curious about something," she said. "I just wonder about them."
"I think you could all handle a demon," Mariha said.
"I thought demons were angels that made war against God," Boston said. "Isn't Lucifer a fallen angel?"
"I hear that all the time," Mariha told her. "It's a myth. There is no Lucifer devil. Lucifer isn't even a name. It means 'light bringer' and it's one of the attributes of God. God is the creator and the destroyer. Evil is the test God set up for humans. The idea of angels making war on God is ridiculous. He would just erase us. You have no idea what you're talking about, Boston. War on God is impossible. Nothing happens in heaven that isn't his will. Earth is a different story. He has pretty much a hands off attitude towards humans. You get to chose good or evil and live with the consequences. The idea of fighting against God is really just humorous."
"Well, I think everyone who believes in God also believes in the devil," Boston said.
"You are the devil," Mariha told her. "I don't mean you personally, but your greed for things. The demons help that out, but it all comes from inside humans. Evil is a human problem, not an angelic one. Angels can't do evil. They can make wrong decisions, but not consciously. Everything I do, I believe is the right thing under the circumstances. Even the Angels that mated with the humans to procreate thought they were acting correctly in helping give them knowledge. It was forbidden knowledge but they thought it was right."
"How do they feel about that now?" Mom asked. "A few millennia in Tartarus change their minds?"
"Yes it has. They see the devastation they caused and most of them are full of remorse. Some of the Siren songs you are teaching the girls are about that. There seem to be a few that are genuine rebels."
"Well, maybe they can keep they're dicks in their robes when they get out," Mom said.
"I love it when you talk dirty," Mariha said. "Do you want to do something about not getting laid last night?"
They disappeared in a flash of fire.
"I think Mariha is the Siren around here," Boston said.
They appeared a couple of hours later, looking somewhat disheveled and Mom took Boston to a show at school. She had to be there an hour early. She was doing a recitation and we all went to watch her. She did a dramatic reading from Steinbeck's Of Mice and Men. It was awesome watching a ten-year-old doing the emotion of George and Lenny in Spanish. She was adorable and she got a standing ovation.
I took them out for ice cream after the show. She rode with Mom and she was alive with excitement when they came in. She was holding Mom's hand and she dropped it and ran to Sagan.
"How did I do?" she asked her sister. "I think I did very well. Everyone seemed to like it. Lilith helped me memorize it. I felt very sad for Lenny. All he wanted was some rabbits. I felt bad for George, too. I think I made people feel it."
Sagan hugged her close. "You were great, baby. I'm in awe of you."
She came and climbed on the bench beside me. "Are you proud of me, Parker?"
"Yes I am. I couldn't be prouder. I could tell you worked very hard getting it all just right. You're amazing, Boston."
She glowed. It was hard to believe that just a few months earlier this enchanting little sprite was dying from cancer. She was the center of all our lives.
"I have a surprise for you," Mariha told her. "You remember Sagan wanted to see a demon?"
"I would like that, too," Boston said. "Will he have a tail and a pitchfork?"
We laughed. "No," Mariha said, "but they're not pretty in their true form. It just so happens that there is one in Cuba for some reason and I'm going to talk to it. If you all stay out of Presence, I'll let you watch."
"I've seen a demon and I have no wish to see another," Mom said.
"Lilith, won't you go with me?" Boston begged. "I'll feel much safer with you along. You're fierce and dangerous and I want to hold your hand when we see one."
"I'm not fierce or dangerous to you, child."
"No, but I can tell that you would be if something threatened me. Please come, Lilith."
"For you," Mom kissed her cheek.
The next evening, we all climbed in the van and Mariha drove us to a club. She warned us to stay out of Presence and we went in. She led us up a flight of stairs and down a hall to a room in the back. She knocked and a man opened the door.
"The boss is in the back," he said.
We went through another door. Sagan and I got shut outside when he closed the door but we oozed through and there was a dark-haired man sitting behind a desk. He looked up when Mariha came in. He made some motions that I could tell were wards.
"What do you want, bitch," he said.
She was immediately across the room and her hand was buried to the wrist in his chest. He screamed and spasmed and she drew her hand out.
"Watch your tongue, troll," she told him. "Speak to me like that again and I'll tear it out. We've had this conversation before."
He held up his hands. "Sorry, love. It won't happen again. Why are you here, your worship? I've kept my nose clean. I didn't know you would be doing an audit."
"What, exactly are you doing, keeping your nose clean? Why are you here?"
"Orders," he said. "I'm looking for a little girl. Some of your pals seem to want her real bad."
"What makes you think she's here?" Mariha asked.
"Well, a guy in your department put me on the trail. He laid it out for me. She was supposed to be in Mexico; but when he checked she wasn't there. He got to thinking and checked with the American government. Turns out, they were looking for her, too. He got to thinking where she might go. Where would a little girl go if the CIA were looking for her? He figured Russia, Venezuela, Cuba or somewhere in Africa the CIA wasn't welcome. He's doing this off the radar, so he couldn't use the Watchers. I got Cuba. The way I figure it, she must be getting some high-powered help. I'm looking for a missing Watcher, and look who shows up! Where's she at, doll?"
"I recommend you stop looking and disappear," Mariha told him.
"Sorry love, you're outranked," he said.
There was a flash of light and an angel with the fire thing going appeared out of the air.
"It's Arian, get Boston out of here," Mariha screamed in our minds. Mom appeared and went all blue and orange. I guess either Arian did something angelic or the girls lost control because they became visible. Mom was all over Arian and there were plenty of fireworks going on. There was a huge explosion and the side of the building blew out. The demon and Boston were gone. Arian was stretched out on the floor leaking blue stuff and Mom tore his head off. There was a blinding flash of blue light and Sagan screamed.
"Parker, he took Boston! Oh my God no, he's got Boston."
Mariha was standing there with a blank look on her face. I started toward her and Mom flashed in front of me.
"No Parker, don't disturb her. She's tracking him. Let her work, she's good at Watching. Don't touch her."
She went and took Sagan in her arms. "We'll get her back, baby. Don't worry about her. He doesn't want to hurt her; he's just going to try to contact Arian so he can turn her over. When he can't reach Arian, he'll stash her somewhere and we'll go get her. Trust Mariha, trust me."
Sagan began to weep, great wracking sobs shaking her body and she would have collapsed if Mom hadn't been holding her.
"Parker, take her and don't let her fall to pieces. We need our wits about us. We've got to get out of here. Someone will have noticed the bomb going off. How are we going to do it?"
I wracked my brain for a minute. "Here you take Sagan and follow me."
I used the Presence and lifted Mariha off the floor and over to the missing wall. I lowered her to the sidewalk and zapped down. Mom followed with Sagan and I moved Mariha around the corner to the van. Mom opened the door and I moved her inside. We climbed in after her and Mom drove a few blocks and parked.
"This is my fault, Parker," Mom was crying a little, too. "She was holding my hand and she trusted me to protect her. I attacked and I should have taken her away. If anything happens to my baby I'll never forgive myself."
I kissed her. "Mom, no one reacts perfectly every time. You destroyed Arian. That should have ended the threat. None of this is your fault. It's Arian's fault and the demon's fault. You didn't kidnap her."
"I know, but she trusted me and I let her down. I'm never going to let that happen again."
We waited two hours and Mariha snapped out of her trance.
"I've got her," she said. "She's being held on the military base at Guantanamo Bay. Sagan, do you want to help or are you just going to cry?"
That made Sagan mad and she bristled up. "If you hadn't taken us there . . . no, I'm sorry. I see what you did. I'm not going to cry anymore. I'm going to help. I asked you to take us."
"Good, brace yourselves, I'm going to manifest us inside the building they're holding her in."
There was a wrenching sensation and we were inside a jail. Boston was sitting in a cell on a bed and I tried to manifest inside. I didn't move.
"Hello, bitch," it was the demon. "Did you think I wouldn't be prepared?
There were Shinarian symbols drawn on the walls and ceiling. Mariha was like a fly on a sticky trap. I jumped probably 15 feet and hit that demon in the belly with everything I had. It felt like hitting a brick wall but I heard his spine break and my hand was buried to the wrist in his belly. He looked up at me, stunned for a minute.
"How... what are you?"
He collapsed to the floor and six more came running in. Mom incinerated two of them and disemboweled another. She spun away in a blur and grabbed one about 10 feet tall by one leg and the throat. She raised him over her head and broke him in two across her knee. I jumped again and caught the remaining two around the neck coming in. I twisted with everything in me and nearly decapitated them. Black blood spurted and Sagan was taking the keys off the first one. She opened the door and Mom scooped Boston up.
"Grab Mariha and zip out of here," she said.
I picked Mariha up, moved out of the symbol and grabbed Sagan by the arm. "Can you do it by yourself?" I asked her.
"Yes let's go."
I jumped us 25 yards and we were outside. Mom was about ten yards away, hurrying toward us. There was one of those wonker alarm things going off and as soon as we were all together, Mariha grabbed the girls by the arm and we were back in the van.
Boston was crying and Mom was holding her. "Boston, this is no time to be a little girl. You're a Siren, act like one. Are you hurt?"
"No," her little voice was husky with tears. "They were going to hurt me as soon as they had time. The demon, that demon, he, he ... touched me," she broke down.
"Shit," Mom said. "I'm sorry, baby. I'm so sorry. It's okay to cry. Mama will make it all better." She began to cry herself. "Shit, I'm so sorry. Let Mama just hold you."
She seemed far away for an instant and then Boston quit crying.
"Mom, what did you do?" I used the Presence.
"I made her forget, Parker. She shouldn't have to live with that."
"No, I understand. Thanks, Mom."
"She's my baby. I'd die for her." Mom said.
I told Mariha and Sagan.
"We need to get out of here," Mariha said. "Cuba isn't safe anymore. I'm taking us home."
We were in the living room in Austin.
"Christ, Mariha, I'll never get used to that." I told her.
"I could," Boston said. "It was way cool. Look, no jet lag."
We all had a good laugh and the mood broke.
Chapter Eleven
I went in to my office in Austin the next day. Mom and Mariha had decided to take Boston to the Mammoth museum in Waco. I took Sagan to work with me. I introduced her around to my support staff and she stayed in my office with me while I transacted some business. She badly wanted to go see her family but we both knew that was an awful idea. I had no idea what the repercussions from our little fiasco in Santiago would be. Everyone that saw us was dead except the man that let us in the door and he had only seen Mariha. I decided we needed to talk to her and Mom as soon as they got back. I took Sagan out for dinner and when we got back home, the Museum party was back.
Boston was full of Mammoth information that she insisted on sharing. We admired it while Mom cooked supper for them. I thought it was odd that Mariha ate and drank. She had no physical body, so where did it go? I made a note to ask her but I had more time critical things to think about.
"Mariha, we need to talk about what happened. What's going to happen over our little dust up down there?"
"Well, you killed a high ranking Watcher and seven demons. The demons are bound to notice and so will the Watchers. They won't know what happened but they're going to wonder what could kill a Watcher and seven demons. They'll suspect another Watcher. There are hundreds of thousands of us down here and it will be impossible to track the whereabouts of all of us. You killed everyone that saw us. I think we're safe."



"You're wrong," I told her. "What about the doorman that let us in to the demon's office. He saw you."
"I forgot about him. I'm going to take care of that."
She was gone. In ten minutes, she was back. "We have a problem," she said.
"Why does that not surprise me," Mom commented.
"Sarcasm is amusing, but I think we can do without it, Lilith. That doorman was a demon. I hadn't noticed. Why didn't you spot him?"
"He must have been warded," Mom said. "What did you do to him?"
"I destroyed him. Before I did he told me he had made a report about me. That means other demons know about me. They know about Boston, too."
"Is my family in danger?" Sagan asked.
"Not anymore. I took them and hid them."
"What do you mean?" Boston asked.
"They're in stasis. I stashed them inside a secret chamber in a mountain in Chile. We need them to stay there until we can resolve this situation. They're fine. They aren't aware and no time will pass for them."
"What the hell," Mom said. "Demons are looking for Boston, too. Are you going to stash her away, too? I won't permit it, Mariha."
"No, I never even thought of that. I love Boston, Lilith; just as much as you do."
"Sorry," Mom apologized. "This has got me on edge. I didn't mean to snap at you like that."
"What are we going to do about the demons?" Boston asked. "They scare me. They did something to me. I can't remember what happened to me in that cell. I remember them putting me in there and then you guys showed up. I think they messed with my memory."
We all glanced guiltily at each other. She was looking at her computer and didn't notice.
"They can't find us except by accident," Mom told her. "They don't know about Parker. They'll know about Mariha so we need to protect her. Will they make a report to the Watchers?"
"I have no idea. This whole thing Arian had going was off the books. I don't think my department head would approve of him using demons. In fact, I know she wouldn't. They can't report to Arian, he's dead. I don't know whom they would make a report to, but we have to consider it a possibility. I need to disappear."
"No," Sagan told her. "We don't want you to do that. We need you, Mariha. You're part of our family. You disappeared before and Lilith didn't see you for 500 years. We've all got plans for you, and they won't wait 500 years. Please, Mariha, we love you. I love you. Let us help you."
"What she said," Boston climbed on her lap and threw her arms around her.
She leaked a little flame and I saw golden streams running down her cheeks.
"Quick, get a bottle," she said. I saw an empty aspirin bottle on the counter. I handed it to her and she caught the golden liquid inside.
"Angel tears," she explained. "They have properties that are very valuable. We cry so seldom that they're worth anything you have."
"Why are you crying?" Boston asked her.
"You wouldn't understand. It's a Watcher culture thing. Loyalty is a strange emotion to us. Only those of us who have spent millennia around humans ever experience it. It's one of your best traits."
"Angels aren't loyal?"
"Not to each other. We're very loyal to God, but when I realize that you love me enough to place yourself in danger for me, that's something that I have rarely experienced. You're willing to stand against heaven for me. It makes me very emotional and so I cried."
"What can we do with your tears?" Sagan asked her.
"You can heal deadly wounds, sickness; use them to bind angels and demons, make powerful wards and symbols or even kill immortals in some cases. I'll give them to you, Boston. Keep them safe."
"I will, thank you, Mariha," She ran away to put them in her room.
When she came back she resumed her station on Mariha's lap. "Well, if Mariha needs to disappear, where will we go this time?"
"The last time I disappeared I just stayed out of presence for nearly two years. I was going crazy with boredom so I went to London and lived there. It needs to be a big city where I don't know anyone."
"Write down a list of possibilities and we'll decide," Sagan told her.
"Okay, Boston, would you like to help me?"
They went away holding hands. "I'm going to fix her memory. You did a good thing, Lilith, but you lack finesse. I'll take care of it, very gently and very carefully," we heard her say.
They came up with a list and we decided on Sydney. I already had a branch office there so that was good. It was very large, had a University Sagan loved and there were no problems with emigration. They spoke English and the climate was good. Best of all, there was no angel office. There were angels, but they wouldn't know Mariha except by an unlucky accident. If we were careful she would never encounter another angel. There were demons there, but they were unlikely to be involved in the situation and wouldn't know Mariha either. She intended to lay low and keep close to home anyway.
Mom watched the McDonald's house for a couple of days and demons checked it out periodically. She wanted to kill them but I didn't want to draw any attention and the rest of the girls agreed. Mariha snooped around and found out that there was quite a stir among the angelic crowd over the death of Arian. There had been no angel deaths for hundreds of years and this was a big deal. I thought the quicker we could get out of town the better off we'd be.
We pulled the Canadian trick again. As Canadian citizens, we could stay as long as we wanted, work and go to school without restrictions because we were from a British Commonwealth country. We could buy property and our papers were good. We made the arrangements and Mariha zipped us over. We were glad to avoid the extended flight and she popped us in at the airport so we could check through customs.
We caught a cab to the hotel and got settled in. The girls fell in love with the place. I felt like someone was watching us all the time and I really wanted to get out of that hotel. I took Boston and Sagan with me and we went to a real estate office that the branch manager at my office recommended. Our agent showed us some really cool properties but I wanted something a little off the beaten track. I asked her if she had anything on an acreage. She mentioned something called River House, but she thought it might be out of our price range.
"I haven't mentioned a price range. Let me be the judge of that. How much is it?"
"The asking price is 3.7 million. You can probably get it for 3.5 million," she said. "You just look pretty young to have that kind of money. I didn't mean to offend you."
"I'm not offended and I'm older than I look. I made more than that in bonuses last year. Believe me, I can afford it. Show it to us."
"Jesus, Parker," Boston whispered to me. "I knew we weren't going hungry, but I had no idea we were rich."
I loved the way she said "we." It made me feel warm all over and I nibbled on her ear as I whispered in it. "We are and it's all for you."
She giggled and pushed me away. The agent's name was Bronley. She looked pretty young herself and I figured she must be very good at her job. She drove us about 20 miles outside of town and pulled up at a gate that said River House on a wooden sign outside the gate. She got out and punched in a code. The gate swung open and we drove up a sealed driveway for probably half a mile. The place was huge. It looked like it was built out of redwood and there was a lot of glass.
She took us inside and the girls were awestruck. Boston scampered around, peering into everything and Sagan held my hand as Bronley showed us around. It had five bedrooms and five baths. She told us that it was built by a designer named Giovanni D'Ercole. The master bedroom had a floor to ceiling glass wall that looked out over the river into the forest. The kitchen was everything you could imagine and it had a spa room with a hydrotherapy tub, a steam sauna and a massage table.
The girls were in love and I told Bronley to make an offer. I told her I was in her hands and if she took care of me, I'd take care of her. She made a phone call and after a little dickering, she got it for us for 3.4 million.
"You didn't make a mistake," she told us. "There is a development property on the back that is approved for six homes. If you want to do it, I'll help you sell them when you're ready or we could rent them as vacation properties. If you develop, you could get an easy 7 million."
"I don't know how to develop it," I told her. "If you do it for me I'll make you a partner in the development. I'll supply the money and you supply the information and oversee the project. How does that sound?"
"I'm in love with you," she laughed. "Too bad you've got a girl."
I squeezed Sagan. "Yeah, she's the jealous type, too."
Sagan punched me in the arm and we went off to do paperwork. The place was empty and we were able to take possession the next week. In a month, Bronley was breaking ground on the development.
We got Sagan into the University of New South Wales and Boston into the local middle school. We greased the wheels a little and no one asked any questions. Work was going well and I was only gone eight days that month.
Mariha rarely left the house and she became very domestic. She cooked nearly every meal, even though she rarely ate. I remembered to ask her about that and she told me she enjoyed tastes but didn't really eat or drink. She sort of incinerated anything she ate or drank. It wasn't a conscious thing, it just happened. She had the largest sexual appetite of anyone I ever met. She spent every night in bed with either Sagan and I or Mom and many nights she visited both. When I was gone she slept with Sagan, going into her hibernation thing until morning. The two times Sagan spent the night away from home, she stayed with me. I discovered I was very naive. She did things that I never knew were possible and it was impossible to not be horny around her. She rarely wore many clothes and most of the time she went around in fire mode.
We spent a lot of time on the beach and Sagan and Boston became brown girls. Mom was always brown but Mariha never changed. She didn't wear sun block but she never burned or changed shades like the rest of us. I constantly drove men away. Having four of the most beautiful girls alive living with you had its drawbacks. I couldn't ever remember seeing Mom in a bikini before. She was a fire goddess. I went to school as a kid in Spokane and there wasn't much swimming done. When we moved to Massachusetts, it was nearly as cold and this was something new. Boston was developing boobs and becoming hourglass shaped, too. I wondered how that was happening so early, but I didn't say anything. I thought she might be embarrassed.
I bought a boat and the girls became quite the fishers. Mariha cheerfully cleaned everything they caught without touching it and cooked meals with it that threatened to make me weigh 400 pounds.
We hadn't heard from demon or angel in six months and Mariha and Mom sneaked back to Austin for a peek. The demons were gone, but they had been replaced by Watchers. Mom thought we should trap one and see what was going on. She felt like Boston had the power to sing one under our control and that Sagan might be able to. I had my doubts.
"Parker, I've been training them and I think they're the most compelling singers I've ever met. Boston is a little farther along because she's been a Siren longer. Do you want to try her? She can try to compel us. If it works, she can do it to anyone."
We decided to give it a try. After dinner, we all sat on benches down on the river. Boston was a little dark shape under the trees and I began to hear something, almost subsonic, just beyond my audible range. It swelled and rose and I realized it was a song. I didn't understand the words, but powerful emotions swept through me and tears ran down my cheeks.
"Look at Mariha," Mom whispered.
She had gone flaming and her wings moved to the spell of Boston's weaving. Golden fire dripped from her and she walked to Boston and knelt before her. I noticed a blue and orange glow beside me and Mom was walking toward Boston, too. I felt my mind alive with love for Boston and a longing to be close to her. I stood and moved toward her. She was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. There were purple and golden waves pouring over her form and she looked like an adult to me, very much an adult. She was naked and high, full breasts were caressed by waves of long black hair. She was Venus, rising from the waves, Eve, before the apple; and I knelt before her. She was a little shorter and a little slimmer version of Sagan.
She flowed toward me and raised me up by the hand. Her glow enfolded me and I held her in my arms. Her lips brushed mine, the song swelled and I was more aroused than I had ever been in my life. She caressed me and the touch was agony in its pleasure.
The song diminished and she flowed back, receding an impossible distance and I knelt, the sense of longing overwhelming me. The glow descended and I knelt, weeping at its loss. The spell faded and I looked to see only Boston's slight form before me. The sound of others weeping became audible and I looked to see. Mom, Mariha and Sagan were beside me, each woman with tears flowing down their cheeks; Mom's eyes were dripping blue fire and the golden angel tears flowed down Mariha's cheeks.
I breathed and the spell was gone. Boston came running to me and threw her arms around me. "That was special for you," she whispered. "Don't tell the others what we did. That's how it's going to be when I grow up."
I squeezed her to me. "My God, baby," I whispered. "You were so beautiful. You nearly broke my heart. You're incredible. That was incredible. I know how Ulysses felt."
I rose and helped the girls to their feet.
"Lilith, you are a master," Mariha told her.
"No, Boston is the master. The pupil exceeds her teacher." She pulled Boston to her. "Well done, sweetheart."
"I would have torn out my heart for her," Mariha said. "Sagan, say something."
"I don't think I can speak. Well, I guess I can. So that's what you've been training me to do, Lilith? That's the power of a Siren's song?"
"Yes, that's what you can do, Sagan. You're not as good as Boston yet. She's been a Siren longer, but at the full height of your power you could march humans, angels and demons into the sea like lemmings."
"You must only use this power for good," I told them.
It was as witty as anything I ever said. We collapsed in the grass laughing. Soon I was buried under a pile of girls. Clothing began to disappear and we were in the huge bed Sagan and I shared. I wondered where Mom and Boston were, it drifted away and I didn't think at all.
When I woke up I was alone with Sagan and I thought it must have been a very erotic dream. I pulled on some shorts and went to the kitchen. Mariha was there and bacon was frying. She was as bare as a baby and as sexy as hell. I came up behind her and pressed myself against her. She wiggled her butt into my excitement, dished the bacon into a plate and I bent her over the bar and the morning became positively angelic.
Boston came in and got some bacon. I cooked her eggs while Mariha made waffles. The other girls joined us and we talked over breakfast.
"Well, I think Boston passed the test," I said. "How do you trap an angel?"
"We lure them away and Boston sings to them," Mom said. We all looked at her. "What?" she asked. "She can get it out of them through worship or I can torture one. It's up to you, I don't give a damn."
"Mama, quit acting tough,' Boston told her. "We all know you're a marshmallow."
Mom grinned at her. "So you remember that, huh? Make sure you do. Mama always takes care of her babies."
"We all know you're a badass," Sagan said. "It surprised us when you want to go in the easy way."
"How does one lure an angel?" I asked. "It's not like they have to walk along after us. They can just teleport. What kind of range does Boston have?"
"Miles, I think," Mariha said. "Haven't you read the Odyssey?"
"I didn't think it was real."
"That doesn't mean it wasn't true. A lot of the old legends have a grain of truth in them."
"So we set up a mile away from Jackson and Mona's house; Boston weaves a song and one of them just comes stumbling in? Won't it affect us, too?"
"Boston can be very specific. We'll go in out of Presence, identify one of them and she'll just target that one." Mom said.
"When will we go," Sagan asked.
We were sitting in the living room of our house in Austin.
"We're already here," Mariha giggled.
"I think it's beneath the dignity of angels to giggle," I told her sternly.
That made them all giggle. Mom has a very cute giggle. We got in the Bentley and drove over to the McDonald's neighborhood and parked. Mariha and Boston disappeared for five minutes and they were back.
"I think you should all disapparate. Boston, step outside and begin. Stay inside the door so we can snatch you if something goes wrong," Mariha said.
I heard the song, but it was sort of like you see a flashlight shining on someone else. I could feel the power, but it wasn't directed at me. In twenty minutes we saw a woman approaching, walking like a zombie. She was leaking flame a little and she came and knelt before Boston. She remained there, the golden tears streaming. I saw the aspirin bottle appear in the air, catching them. She stayed there perhaps ten minutes and then she rose and walked back the way she had come. In another ten minutes, Boston stopped singing and we were in the living room at River House.
Boston sat down and Mom sat beside her with her arm around her. "Excellent job, honey. Did she tell you what we needed to know?"
"She told me lots of things, but she didn't know everything."
"Tell mama."
"Well, I'll see if I can remember all the details. It was hard to control her and remember at the same time."
"You did well, child. Take your time."
"Well, this isn't exactly an official operation. What's the Office of Special Projects, Mariha?"
"It's the group that monitors the activities of demons, among other things. Is that who they are?"
"Yes, they know about the demon killings. They know you are involved and they're looking for you. They don't think you killed them, but they know you have information. They bound a demon and got the information out of it. I'm so sorry, Mariha. I know if Parker hadn't healed me, none of this would have happened."
"It's not your fault, sweetheart," Mom told her. "Don't you dare start feeling like you're to blame."
Boston cowered a little. "No, I won't."
"I'm sorry, baby. I didn't mean to be harsh." Mom pulled her closer.
"They still don't have any orders about me or you, Mariha. They're acting on their own. I don't think they'd attack us, but they do want to know what happened. They're going to try to trap you. One of them is totally opposed to the whole idea. He thinks they shouldn't act at all without orders and if anything were to happen to either of us, they think he'd blow the whole thing out into the open."
We all sat for a while, not saying anything. I didn't know a way out. I cast about in my mind for some solution. A glimmer of an idea formed and I offered it to them.
"What is his name, Boston?"
"His name is Barachiel. Do you know him, Mariha?"
"Yes, he's my brother."
"How can that be?" Mom asked her. "You don't have families."
"Not like that," she said. "My special Presence is fire. I have brothers and sisters of the same class and order. Water, lightning, air, earth; things like that. His special Presence is night and darkness."
"Do you think we should meet with him? Maybe if we told him what was going on, he would report these guys to God or something."
"I think that's a horrible idea," Mom said. "I've spent 4000 years convincing these people I don't exist. Now, all of a sudden I'm supposed to trust them? I don't think so."



"You trust me," Mariha told her.
"I know you aren't going to hunt me down and kill me. What if one of these sons of bitches decides he would be doing God a favor by killing me or Parker or one of the girls? Hell, no, I'd rather run and hide. We could just pull the hole in after us here. They don't know about Parker or me. We could keep you all safe here."
"Thank you, Lilith," Boston said, "but we can't hide here forever. It would turn from something wonderful, being with the people I love, into being in prison. I feel hunted. I think it will eventually drive us all crazy. We can't let this steal our joy."
"No, please don't think like that Boston. I can't risk losing you. I can't risk losing Sagan or Parker. I can't protect you against the whole host of heaven. They'll destroy us all. Tell her Sagan."
"I'm sorry, Lilith, but I agree with her. I love you and I don't want to risk losing any of you either. Sometimes you have to take a risk to get what you want. I took a huge risk on Parker. He scared me to death when I found out what he was. I thought he was worth the risk. I remembered that he saved our lives and look what I have now. I have you now; I have Parker and Mariha. I wouldn't have had any of that without taking that risk."
"I don't think we're going to get out of this by hiding," I told Mom. "I think we're going to have to take a chance. We'll take precautions and if they betray us we'll kill them all. I think we should repeat what we just did with Barachiel. Let's take him somewhere, set up wards and see how he reacts. Can we tell whether or not he's telling the truth?"
Mom began sobbing quietly. She stood up and started to leave. I ran after her and picked her up in my arms. I kissed her lips, her eyes, her nose, tasting the salt of her tears. I held her tight and she shook with sobs in my arms.
"I love you, my beautiful mother. I love you more than life. I always will. I need your help. Please help me."
She buried her face in my chest and cried like her heart was breaking. I felt a little arm slide between us and we both looked down. Tears were streaming down Boston's cheeks.
"Mama..." her voice trailed away.
Mom knelt down and embraced her. "My sweet baby, I'm so afraid. I'm 6000 years old and I've never been so afraid in my life. For the first time in my life I have a family that I love and that loves me. I'm so afraid I'm going to lose that."
Mariha and Sagan were kneeling beside her and they wrapped their arms around her.
"Lilith, life isn't that precious." Mariha told her. "I'll probably be punished if anyone ever finds out that I've told you this. You do have a soul, Lilith. Yours was in trouble, 500 years ago. You were broken, bitter and lost. Not any more. There are Nephilim in heaven. Do you remember Arba?"
"Yes, he helped me get away from my father. I heard he built the city of Hebron and was murdered by his sons."
"That's all true. All he wanted was to be left alone. He escaped right after he helped you get away. He helped a lot of people remain free of the influence of the Nephilim and Hebron became an enclave for your people that wanted no part of the wars. He is in heaven and so are a lot of his people. What if they kill us? They can't destroy us. God has a place for us in heaven. It's a promotion, Lilith, not something to be dreaded. Your people made it into that. I love you more than life and I'm willing to die to make you free from hiding and skulking around. Do you love me?"
Mom continued to weep hopelessly for a while. She gradually quieted and composed herself. She wiped the tears from her face and hugged us all, one at a time. "I'm acting like a little bitch. I'm sorry kids. I won't do it again. I'll help you any way I can."
"It's okay to love and be vulnerable, Lilith. We love you for it." Sagan said. Let's concentrate on how we can do this and live. No one is going to lose anyone."
We discussed a plan and Sagan wrote everything down. We went over it repeatedly until the girls were yawning and out on their feet. We decided to go over it in the morning and Sagan and I went to bed. Boston went off to Mom's room with her and Mariha stood in front of the window looking over the river.
Sagan turned in the doorway. "Mariha, will you sleep with us?"
I lay on the bed with a naked Siren on one side and a naked angel on the other, legs and arms draped across me and drifted off. If I was going to die tomorrow, this was the way to go.
Chapter Twelve
When I opened my eyes in the morning, Mariha was lying with her head on my pillow, her nose touching mine and our lashes mingling. She was watching me. She pressed her lips on mine.
"You're beautiful Parker. Let's wake Sagan up and make love. It's a good day to love and fight, and I want to start it off right."
An hour later we were in the sauna. Mom and Boston joined us. Boston couldn't stand the heat for long and she went and lay in the tub. I was surprised at the way she was growing. It seemed like she had shot up a foot overnight. I mentioned how much she had grown.
"She's a Siren, Parker. She'll be fully mature in probably a year. She has hormones dumping into her at an accelerated rate because she's a Siren. They weren't meant to be little girls and she's not a little girl any more. She'll grow taller after that, but you can't take in angel blood and expect nothing to happen."
"She's a baby," Mom said. "She's my baby."
"Yes, but she's becoming a young woman, too. I suspect she'll always retain some of that baby in her. It's part of the Siren charm. I've sweated enough; I'm getting in the shower. Anyone care to join me?"
We all did. I had never seen Mom naked before and it was a little embarrassing. She was gorgeous. She laughed at my discomfort.
"In the palace at Nineveh, I rarely wore clothes. I lived with dozens of boys and girls and I don't have the nudity taboo, Parker. Am I such a crone that you can't stand to look at me?"
"No, it's the opposite of that. I look at you and forget you're my Mom. I just see a beautiful naked woman."
"Good, I would worry about you if that weren't the case."
We toweled off, collected Boston and got dressed. We went over the plan again and everyone had their part memorized. Mariha zipped us off to Austin and we drove the Bentley back to our spot. We were using Sagan for the lure and she was masterful. Barachiel showed up right on time and we loaded him into the trunk. We took him to an abandoned storefront that belonged to a friend of mine from work.
We used some of our angel tears and some of his to draw the symbols. We warded the place to withstand a siege and Sagan let the song die as we all went out of Presence except Mariha and Boston.
Barachiel slowly lifted his head. He strained for a moment and relaxed.
"Well, Mariha, you're got me. Who is your beautiful little friend?"
"Barachiel, this is Boston McDonald."
"Hello, Boston," he said. "You're the little girl at the center of the storm. I hope it doesn't blow you away."
"I'm fairly substantial," she told him. "It seems to me that the wind is blowing a little stronger toward you than me at the moment."
He laughed. "I suppose you're right. I'm trapped here and you have the gun, so to speak. Do you know that I wasn't in favor of looking for you? We don't have any orders about you and I think we're interfering in something God won't be pleased with."
"Yes, I know that. That's why you're sitting here comfortably, and not screaming in agony."
"I suppose that since you're here with my sister you know that I am a Watcher? It's a sin to make a Watcher scream in agony."
"It depends on the Watcher, doesn't it? If you're a threat to me or Mariha or anyone I love that's how you'll end; screaming out your agony."
"Well, that sounds unpleasant. How can I convince you I'm not a threat and how did you plan to kill me? Mariha can't come inside this symbol."
"I can, and I know others who can."
"I have nothing to fear from humans."
"Who said anything about humans?"
"You aren't human? You look like a human. Are you a demon? If so, I can't imagine that Mariha would be working with you or that she would let you kill me if you could."
"I'm not a demon."
"Then I'm afraid I'm out of guesses."
"I could sing you a song. If I did, you would kill yourself to please me."
"Father of all, you're a Siren. I thought you were all dead."
"No, we're very much alive; some of us anyway."
"I see. Well, that changes things. I really mean you no harm, you know."
"Convince us," Mariha spoke for the first time.
"In the name of Yahweh, I swear I mean you no harm."
"Will you help us? Will you swear to that?"
"No, I don't know what you need. I won't kill Watchers for you. I won't kill demons either. It's your turn. Convince me that you deserve my help."
"Isn't that your job?" Boston asked him. "Aren't you supposed to help humans; watch over them?"
"Yes, but I have no orders about you."
"Then why are you here? You're acting without orders now."
"I'm here to make sure we don't act without orders. The others are trying to capture Mariha. I'm here to make sure they don't harm her or do anything we don't have orders for."
"How were you planning to do that? Can you stand against 20 watchers from Special Projects?" Mariha asked.
"I am the prince of night. Darkness is my specialty. I planned to take you away from them."
"What were you planning to do with me?"
"Something along the lines of what you're doing to me."
"Let me tell you a story," Boston told him.
"I like stories. Is it a fable or a true story?"
"It's a true story in the form of a fable."
"You're delightful, little Siren. Tell me the tale."
"Once there was a little girl that lived in a medium sized American City. She was her parent's third and youngest child. She had a sister much older than her and a brother in between. Her parents loved her very much. They weren't rich but they worked hard and gave their children everything they could. Her father worked at two jobs and her mother worked long hours as well to make ends meet.
Most of the little girl's time was spent in the company of her older sister who loved the little girl as if she were her own child. She was mother and father to our little girl. They lived quite happily until the little girl was five-years-old. One day she was playing at school and bumped against a bike rack. It made a large bruise. The bruise didn't go away and week by week, she gathered more bruises until her sister became alarmed. She took our little girl to the doctor and they did some blood tests. Two days later they discovered the little girl had lymphoma."
"I begin to understand," Barachiel said. "Please continue."
"She was given the standard cancer treatments and went into remission. It lasted six months and the cancer returned. She underwent a second and a third treatment. When she was seven, the doctors believed that her only hope was a bone marrow transplant. A donor wasn't available and she received transfusions to keep her alive until one could be found. Just before Christmas, when she was nine, she and her sister were Christmas shopping when a stranger driving a car had a heart attack and ran through a crosswalk. Our little girl and her sister would have both been killed but for the actions of a kind stranger who teleported them to safety on the sidewalk. He did this quite innocently, not even knowing what he had done.
He entered the lives of the little girl and her sister and they, all three of them, fell deeply in love. Over the course of the next six months, the kind stranger became our little girl's savior again. He healed her cancer.
"I know," Barachiel said. "It was an unauthorized miracle. The angel that did it acted without orders. Was it you, Mariha? I understand why you did, after meeting Boston. I don't understand how a Siren developed cancer or how so young a girl could have a child. It's a sin for a Watcher to impregnate a human. Someone is in a lot of trouble."
"It wasn't me," Mariha told him. "The child is a virgin. You should let her finish her story."
"Continue, little Siren."
"The kind stranger was not a Watcher," Boston said. "Would you like to meet him?"
"Very much. This is fascinating."
I manifested the Presence and Barachiel stared at me.
"I don't know you. You're too young to be a Watcher unless you are deceiving me. Are you a demon?"
"What's with you and the 'are you a demon' routine?" I asked him. "I'm not a demon."
"Once again, I find myself at a standstill. You aren't a Watcher, you aren't a demon, there are no male Sirens. I have no idea."
"I'm a Nephilim," I told him.
He struggled visibly against his binding. "Mariha, you must release me. Child, you are in terrible danger. He is controlling Mariha and he will kill us all or enslave us. Release me and I will help you."
"Relax, dude, I'm not controlling anyone. Sagan, this might be a good time to drop in."
She shimmered into visibility. "Hello, Barachiel. My name is Sagan McDonald. Boston is my sister. I'm not a demon either. I'm a Siren. Do you really believe that Parker is controlling two Sirens and a Watcher?"
"No, I wasn't thinking. I don't suppose he could control any of you. Have you borne his child, Sagan?"
"No, he gave Boston a blood transfusion and healed her cancer. The side effect was that she became a Siren. I became one voluntarily because I'm going to marry him and your people were hounding us across the face of the earth because of an 'unauthorized miracle.' It was a matter of survival. I did it to protect myself from creatures like you."
"Well, do you have any more surprises for me?" he asked.
"Just me," Mom popped into visibility. She stretched languidly.
"I know you," he said. "You are the demon goddess Lilith."
"Oh my God, you must have a demon fetish. Must everyone you meet be a demon? I'm not a demon, for God's sake. I'm Parker's mother."
"Much that was hidden becomes clear," he said. "Parker healed Boston. Lilith told him his history, somehow you met Mariha, I suppose because she and Lilith are still lovers and when Arian snooped around you killed him."
"You're an idiot," Mariha told him. "I've had enough of your snide remarks. Lilith, would you mind breaking his arm?"
"It would be a pleasure," Mom said.
"Wait, I apologize. There's no need to become violent. Tell me what happened and I'll refrain from snide remarks."
"Arian coerced demons to help look for us. They helped him kidnap Boston and we killed him in the fight. We killed the demons and took Boston back. He was way outside orders, Barachiel, He used demons to kidnap a human girl. Well she was already a Siren, but he didn't know that. Demons, Barachiel."
"I see. That certainly puts a different light on things. I was hasty; I apologize. Swear to me that these things are true, Mariha."
By the eternal name of Yahweh I swear that every word we have spoken is true."
"Okay, then I swear by the name of Yahweh that I will help you clear your name, intervene on your behalf and protect you from all danger to the best of my ability."
"Is he telling the truth?" Mom asked. "Are we sure he isn't a demon?"
That last remark was hilarious and we all laughed ourselves to tears. The tension was broken and we all relaxed.
"Turn him loose, Boston," Mariha said.
She got a mop and a bucket and erased the symbol. He rose and stretched.
"I notice the walls and doors are still warded. Are you keeping me prisoner here?"
"No, we'll take them down," Sagan told him. "Do you want to leave right now?"
"No, I was just trying to discern my status. What do you want me to do for you?"
"We want you to kick this upstairs," Mariha said. "You're a friend of Adonael. Tell the archangel what's going on. These are righteous people, Barachiel. They just want to be left alone. They are under my protection and now your protection. I answer for them. Let him come and weigh their hearts. They are no danger to humanity and represent no threat to God's plan. You know that because we have no orders about them. Arian's people are the problem. If they will just leave us alone you'll never hear from us again."
"Us, Mariha? Are you with them?"
"For as long as they'll have me. I love them more than heaven, Barachiel. Lilith is old. You know that and she's never caused anyone any trouble in 6000 years. Parker is her son and these two girls are dear to me. I will protect them with my life. We're going to drop off the face of the earth. We're going to collapse the tunnel in on top of us. If God wants you to find us, he'll tell you where we are and we'll submit to his decree no matter what it is. If he doesn't give any orders about us and you can call off the dogs, we'll come out. I'll give you my prayer. You can let us know."
He embraced her. "It's been too long sister. If this all works out, can I come visit you? I would like to get to know these people better."
"You'll be welcome," I told him. "You seem like a good dude, Barachiel. I'm sorry we had to treat you so rough. We don't know who to trust."
"Well, whoever the lovely creature was who called me, I'm guessing Sagan, that was a pleasure. I'd never heard a Siren's song. It was... moving. The rest; not so much. I hope so see you under happier circumstances. If you would take down the wards, I'll see what I can do.'
I took the mop and washed the door. When I turned around he was gone and in the next second, we were back in River House.
Mom sat on the sofa and propped her feet on the coffee table. We all joined her. She leaned her head back and sighed. "It's good to be home."
"Yes, home," Mariha lay back on Mom's lap.
The two girls sat on either side of me and draped their legs across mine.
"Mariha, did you mean it when you told Barachiel you were going to stay with us?" Boston asked her.
"Every word, dear. I lost Lilith once before. I'm not losing her or any of you again."
"That's wonderful," I told her. "Mom, does 'home' mean that you'll stay with us, too?"
"No, I won't live here. I hope you'll let me be here most of the time, but you're too unrestful for me, kids. I'm sorry, but I need my own place."
Boston lay across my lap and she was stroking my face. It became distracting. "Boston, stop," I whispered.
"Don't do that, Parker," Mariha said. "You're being unfair to Boston."
"Unfair, I don't understand."
"I know that, but she's not a human, Parker. She's a Siren. Sensuality and physicality is part of her nature. If you don't let her explore she'll become sad and confused."
"You mean she needs to touch me? Jesus, Mariha how far is this going? She's a little girl. I love her but she embarrasses me sometimes. Some things are just immoral."
"Swans mate when they're two-years-old. Do you think they're immoral? They mate for life, by the way."
"Swans aren't people."
"Neither are you, if by people, you mean human. Neither is Boston, or any of the rest of us, for that matter. What makes you think human morality applies to us?"
"I don't know. Why don't you tell me what morality applies to angels, Nephilim or Sirens."
"Sirens, by nature, are very sexual. They are meant to be very attractive to those with Watcher blood. That's what they do. Haven't you noticed the changes in her and Sagan? They are attracted to the strongest male figure available with the blood. They mate for life. Boston has chosen you. She will never love another. If you force her to repress her nature, she will sing only sad songs, full of longing and unrequited love. It's cruel. You made her what she is."
"I didn't mean to. I love her with all my heart, but I never meant to make her love me. I mean, not like that."
"I know that, Parker," Boston said. "I love you even more because of that. I don't want to embarrass you, but I need to touch you and I need you to touch me. We're not human. Remember that. I loved you with all my heart before I was a Siren."



I couldn't help myself. I pulled her up my lap and squeezed her tight. She purred and snuggled into my chest. I looked over at Sagan and she nodded her approval. I caressed my girls and waited for Barachiel to call.
Chapter Thirteen
A month went by quickly without a word from Barachiel. I continued to work and the girls went to school. Mariha and Mom seldom left the house except to go to the beach. We went every Saturday and the girls were learning to surf. I was interested in it, but the physics were wrong. I couldn't find a board big enough. Mom suggested that I make myself lighter and that worked.
Australia has some nice surf and we spent days just riding waves. I couldn't get Mom interested. She was happy to lie on the beach and watch us, but it was too much trouble to ride a board. Mariha would swim out with us and when no one was around she would float along with us down a pipe but she wasn't interested in a board. The weather was in the low 90's and perfect for surfing.
Christmas was coming up and I tried to find something for my girls. Mom was very hard to shop for. She never wanted anything. She collected the jade jewelry but I had been to that well before. I finally got her three pairs of very expensive silk pajamas; one red, one blue and one purple. They looked and felt decadent enough to please her.
Mariha was a puzzle. What do you get an angel? Boston suggested a harp, and we laughed hilariously. I bought one for Boston to give her just to see her face. Sagan suggested that I take her on a vacation. It would be a gift from both of us. I set up a three-day dive on the Great Barrier Reef.
I knew Sagan wanted clothes so I set her and Boston up with a tailor in Melbourne. This was a first-flight designer and I knew she'd be happy.
Boston just wanted books. She and Mom had finished the volcano book and she wanted the four others by that author. "One of them is about a girl that can read minds. I think she'll be a lot like us, Parker. There's one about an ancient evil, one about economic collapse in America and another about an ancient artifact that gives powers to whoever owns it. Mama and I will read them together."
One of them was new and I had a little trouble finding it. The presents were all under the tree and Mariha and I spent the 31st cooking. She promised to eat with us. She baked a ham Christmas morning and the house was filled with that wonderful aroma. I made pies and Mom actually got up and mashed potatoes. It was very odd to see her peeling potatoes. She was actually a very good cook, but she could only muster enough interest on special occasions.
Dinner was fabulous and we lay around in the afternoon stuffed and lazy. We opened our presents and the girls were delighted. Mom went away to put on the red pajamas and declared that pajamas were now her official costume. Sagan was thrilled to find her appointment with the designer was the next day and she and Boston packed and got ready to go.
Mariha and I were also leaving the next day and she leaked fire at the prospect of diving. She didn't want anyone to dive with us.
"I don't need to breathe, Parker, and I can see under water without a silly mask."
"Well, I can't and it will look odd if you don't. We're lying low, Mariha. I suspect that a story in the paper about a woman that doesn't breathe might draw a little attention. You draw enough attention by the way you look."
She laughed and agreed to act like a human. I drove my girls to the airport in the morning and went back to collect Mariha. We kissed Mom goodbye and drove to Port Douglas. We were diving Osprey Reef and we had a liveaboard arrangement with a dive crew.
The water was gorgeous and so was Mariha. She had three bikinis and they were little more than string. The crew stood around with their mouths open most of the time and I had to prod them to do their jobs. That long, almost white hair billowed around her and she looked like someone's fantasy of a mermaid. She swam like one, too. As soon as we got in the water, she discarded the scuba equipment and swam around like a fish. I discovered that her bikini was part of her when she grew a tail and became a real mermaid. The bikini went away and those luscious breasts were bare in the water. Her nipples were perpetually erect and I spent more time watching her than looking at the fish or the coral.
The ability to talk without actually speaking became very handy.
Mariha, look off to our left. A shark is coming in. I suspect that you look so delicious that he'll eat you."
"Ha, very funny. He'll find out who the real predator is here."
She swam off and circled around the shark. She could actually swim better than he could. Finally, she poked him in the snout and he zoomed away.
We found a little cave with an octopus inside and enticed it out with a piece of fish she caught for us. We played with a big lobster and swam along with schools of brilliantly colored fish. My air was getting low and it was time to go up.
"Mariha, I'm running out of air. We need to empty your bottle and go up."
"We should have just chartered a boat and come by ourselves."
"Next time we will. Let's get your stuff."
She held out her hand and towed me back to her equipment. She opened the valve and the bubbles rose up through the water. She swam close to me while we waited and put her arms around me. Her nipples scraped against my chest and I fondled her all over. The scales started at the middle of her thighs and they fused into the tail just above her knees. She was all woman from there up, or at least she was all female. This was like living a fantasy: my own little angelic mermaid.
She donned her gear, became human looking again and we swam back up to the boat. The crew helped us out and dinner was ready. I talked her into putting on a wrap.
"If you want them to stand around staring then fine. If you want service, cover up a little. You're enchanting enough with just your face showing."
She giggled and allowed me to wrap her up. Those fantastic legs were still enough to distract the crew but it was better than before. We sat on the deck and made out as the sun went down. When the last glow faded, she pulled me up and led me to our cabin. She walked to the shower and the wrap fell to the floor. She was bare underneath and she looked back over her shoulder and crooked her finger at me. I dropped my trunks and pulled my t-shirt over my head. It was quite a night. We made love until I was done. After the fourth time, she rested her head on my chest.
"I miss Sagan," she said. "She has more stamina than you."
"My God, girl. You're like the Energizer bunny. I give you everything I have for three hours and you complain about stamina. You came a hundred times."
"Yes, but I don't get tired, Parker. You know that."
'Well, I do. I'm not an angel."
"Yes you are, you are the sweetest person I know. I'm sorry for complaining. Here, you sleep for a while and I'll wake you up in a few hours."
I groaned and closed my eyes. By the time we made it back home, I needed a vacation. The girls were still in Melbourne and I slept for two days. I don't know how long I would have slept but Mom woke me up.
"Get up and get dressed, Parker. Barachiel is praying."
"Where is he?"
"He's in Budapest. Mariha wants us to go with her. She thinks something is wrong."
I texted the girls and told them what was going on. They wanted to come but I told them we had it and we'd just meet them at home.
Mariha wanted us to go in cloaked and with her the only one visible. There was something about the prayer that seemed off. She wanted us along in case it was a trap. It's a good thing we trusted her hunch.
When we dropped in we were in a ruined temple and Barachiel was staked to a wall. There were literally wooden stakes with Shinarian symbols written on them through both shoulders, pinning him to the wall like a butterfly on a pin. We were in the middle of a whole series of symbols and Mariha was stuck. A dozen Watchers dropped in and two of them immediately went up in flames as Mom moved out of the trap. It wasn't their type of flame and they screamed horribly. The angels zipped around and two more went up. They went into flame mode and one of them became a creature out of nightmare. It opened its beak and a hollow croak came out. I began to feel pressure pulling me into manifesting. I resisted and moved over close to it.
I dropped in and gave it a double-handed hammer blow on the beak. It would have stopped a charging rhino and it crushed to creature to the floor. I was hit twice from behind and Mom dropped in. She ripped my two attackers up pretty good. She had grown claws about five inches long and she just eviscerated them. To my horror, the beaked guy was getting up. I willed some claws of my own and went to work on him. He seemed like the most dangerous. I diced him into little pieces and he wasn't getting up from that. Blue stuff leaked out and there was that bright blue flash we saw when Arian bought the farm. I dragged him over and let him leak on the symbol keeping Mariha from moving. We stood side by side and they came at us. They had to avoid the symbols, too, and their route was a little circuitous. I saw Mom across the room. She was a blue and orange blur and she ripped another one to pieces. She spun around and ripped the stakes out of Barachiel's shoulders. He slumped to the floor and Mom was a streak moving to take up position on Mariha's left side. I used the presence and dragged Barachiel over at our feet. Mariha raised her arms and shouted. The room became a raging inferno and they were screaming. I think one got away. The rest were little piles of ash scattered around on the floor.
I closed the holes in Barachiel and Mariha zapped us out. We were in another ruined temple.
"Where are we?" Mom asked. "I've been here before."
"This is the temple of Lilith, the demon goddess," Mariha told her. "This is Ankor Wat."
Barachiel was stirring around and I took a minute to do a better healing job.
"Thanks," he gasped. "I tried to warn you. I messed up two words so you wouldn't come in blind. They mind-controlled me and made me call you."
"I noticed," Mariha said. "What happened?"
"Everything was going well. I informed Adonael that the Special Projects were acting without orders and he promised to look into it. He took Netzach with him and went to Austin. He called me and told me that I was right and he would be reporting to Haniel. I never heard from him again. Three days ago, Netzach prayed for me and I met him here. It was a trap and you see the result."
"You are an idiot, Barachiel, and Adonael is a bigger one. Whom do you think set up Special Projects to begin with? It was Netzach. He's the head of principalities. What's wrong with you people? They've probably got Adonael in the same situation you were in."
"Yes, they let that slip. I know where they're holding him."
"We're going to break him out," Mariha told us. "I'm sick of this rat in a trap thing. Barachiel, you're going to bleed for the cause."
She ripped a light off the wall and tore off the globe.
"Hold out your arm," she told him.
"Why me? I already bled all over that wall."
"Because, you're stupid. Hold out your arm or I'm going to have Parker crush your nose. You might want to think about a manicure, by the way, Parker."
I glanced down at my hands. I still had the claws. I made them go away. I noticed Mom's were gone, too.
Barachiel reluctantly held out his arm and Mariha made it leak the blue stuff. She filled the globe and he stopped leaking.
"What will you do with that?" Mom asked her.
"Erase all the warding symbols. Watcher blood does that. When you dragged this guy over here he bled on the ward trapping me. That's how I was able to act."
"Why didn't you just bleed on them before?"
"I couldn't move. I'm stupid, too. I could have just had one of you cut me."
"I volunteer for that job," Barachiel said.
"Very funny; you won't be able to move either."
"How can Parker and Lilith move?"
"The symbols are spiritual, they're physical. They can't use the presence either. We have no physical Presence. These are angel traps. They don't know about Parker or Lilith"
"I see. Well, good thing you had them along then."
"Yes, they are precious to me; quite useful and fierce as well. I've never seen or heard of anything that could take down a Power like that.
"What's a Power?" I asked.
"A special kind of Watcher," Barachiel said. "They're of the Second Class. They're the warrior class."
"Was old beaky one of those?" I asked.
"Yes; you took him out and he never got a shot off. That's very impressive, Parker." Mariha patted my arm.
Mom was shifting from foot to foot nervously, like cat on a hot tin roof.
"Is something wrong, Mom?"
"Yes, I don't like this place. People actually engaged in demon worship here. They thought I was a demon and worshipped me. One of them got away and he could come back with reinforcements. I also wonder how God is going to feel about us killing things like 'old beaky.'"
"Why don't you pray and ask him?" Barachiel said.
Mom shot him a look. "Remember what Mariha told you about snide remarks?"
"Sorry, it's difficult to resist."
"I can help with that," she told him. "Stop being a tool or I will. Mariha, you haven't said anything."
"I'm thinking. We can't keep this up. The more we do this the worse it looks for us. All of heaven is going to be on our trail. Let's get Adonael and let him take over. We're going in Manifested. Lilith, you break the globe and as soon as we locate Adonael I'll nuke the place."
"I have a better idea," Mom said.
"What?"
"Let's go get Sagan and Boston. Let them sing everyone outside. You nuke them there and we rescue the damsel in distress."
"Why do we need to nuke them if the Sirens have them controlled?" Barachiel asked.
"They want to hurt my babies," Mom said.
Chapter Fourteen
It turned out that they were holding Adonael at an abandoned missile silo in Kansas. We agreed to meet Barachiel in Lawrence and Mariha took us home. Sagan and Boston were waiting for us and I hugged them for a long time.
"You smell like you're been smoking," Boston said. "What happened?"
"I'm not the one that was smoking." I filled them in. "We need one of you to sing for us."
"I'll do it," Sagan said. "I need the practice. Boston is already better than me."
"I want to take a shower," I told them. "A meal and a nap wouldn't hurt anything either."
"Parker, they may be torturing Adonael," Mariha said.
"Okay, a shower and a sandwich then. I'll eat it on the way if you'll fix it for me."
She headed for the kitchen and I jumped in the shower. Mom joined me and it wasn't as embarrassing as the first time. By the time we dried off and dressed, the girls were sitting at the bar eating delicious looking ham sandwiches. Mariha had made one for Mom and two for me. I drank a glass of milk and began wolfing down the sandwiches. Mariha frowned and we were in the parking lot of the University of Kansas football stadium. I continued to eat as Barachiel and Mariha talked. We moved again. We were standing in a grassy field and Sagan began her song. It was haunting and beautiful. Song isn't the right word, but there is no other human word that fits. There was magic and emotion and incredible power in the sound. It awoke a sense of longing to do anything to make this amazing creature happy and it wasn't even directed at me.
A door opened in the hill in front of us and Watchers began to file out. There must have been a hundred of them. Sagan lined them up on their knees in rows and Mariha called down the angel fire. Three of them appeared to be fire resistant, Mom called down some sort of red lightning thing, and they smoked on the ground like the others.
"What the hell was that?" I asked her.
"Angels aren't the only things with special abilities," she winked at me.
We walked into the bunker and it was pitch black. "Barachiel are you doing this?" Mariha asked.
"No, but I can make it go away. It's a hung ward."
The lights came on and there was something lying on a table in the middle of the room. It kept shifting in appearance and color and it looked like it was made out of prism glass. It was leaking blue stuff and I healed it. Mom threw in the globe of angel blood and the creature sat up. It shifted and sputtered rainbow fire and became a man with red eyes. It looked natural on him and he floated toward us.
"Mariha, thank you for releasing me. Thank you also, to whoever healed me. I was betrayed. I seek vengeance. Where are my captors?"
"They're out in the field smoking." I said.
The girls and Mom giggled uncontrollably. Mariha shot me a look.
"A disgusting hobby," Adonael said. "Let us behold them."
We were standing outside.
"Ah, I see, you were using humor. They are literally smoking. Interesting. How did they come to be in this condition?"
"It was a combination of Siren song, angel fire and Nephilim lightning," Mom said.
"You surprise me. I am seldom surprised. I take it you are the Nephilim? I've heard of you; Lilith, the Demon Goddess."
"Oh my God," she exclaimed. "Can we put him back?"
He laughed and it was amazing to hear. If you can imagine a volcano or a tornado laughing, it was something like that.
"I take it you are not fond of that legend. I know only good things about you, little Nephilim. I have taken your measure. You are righteous in my sight."
"Let's not put him back. Let's keep him in a jar so we can look at him," she laughed.
"Few dare to speak to me with your frankness. Is this not true, O obsequious one?" he looked at Barachiel.
"Obsequious one?" I asked. "He always has a smart mouth around us."
"He has learned to curb his tongue around me. What am I going to do with you, little ones?"
"I think you should help us," Boston said. "We just want to be left alone. We didn't start any of this."
"Yes, I know. I am able to see your hearts. It is my gift. The question is how many of my kind must die for you to be left alone?"
"Let me ask you a question, Lord," Mariha said. "Do you or any Watcher have orders from the throne concerning Parker, Lilith, Boston, Sagan or me?"
"No, there has been no word from the throne."
"Does God want us destroyed?"
"If so, he has not revealed it."
"Then Arial, Netzach and the Special Projects office are acting outside the will of God, are they not?"
"It would seem that they are."
"They used demons to kidnap Boston. They took Barachiel captive and tortured him. They captured the Archangel of Judgment and Mercy and tortured you. Is it the will of God that these things happened?"
He began to leak rainbows. "No, that is decidedly not the will of God. The use of demons is forbidden. I seek vengeance. Do you require my assistance for the nonce?"
"Um, not for the nonce; no," Boston said, "perhaps later. Will you let us know when it's safe?"
"I may require your presence to facilitate that. Shall you be available? You seem to be warded. How will I find you?"
"You know my prayer," Mariha said. "Call me when you require us, Lord."
"I'm taking Barachiel with me. You appear to have...damaged him."
"It wasn't us," Sagan said. "We tried to heal him."
"Yes, I see. It was well done, but clumsy. A young healer, perhaps?"
"It was me," I told him. "I tried to heal you, too. Sorry about the clumsy part. I did the best I could."
"Yes, I believe you must be Lilith's son? Perhaps one day you may study with me and become a great healer. I believe you have that potential. I see that you have worked on the Siren Boston as well. She is sterile. She has ingested some sort of poison. Do you wish me to heal this?"
"Yes, very much," I said. "What do you mean she has ingested poison?"



"It appears to be something that interferes with her ability to metabolize folic acid. It will cause spontaneous aborting should she become pregnant. Her Siren blood prevents it from harming her, but she cannot bear children. Was this done deliberately?"
"I think he means methotrexate, Parker," Sagan said. "Yes, it was deliberate. We were trying to cure her cancer."
"It has... unfortunate side effects. I have healed her. I recommend she take massive doses of folic acid for a few years, as her system needs this desperately. I will provide her with an initial boost."
"Thank you, Lord," Mariha bowed her head. "She is precious to me."
"It is my pleasure to be of service to my rescuers. I will see you anon."
He was gone and so was Barachiel.
"Well, that was interesting," Mom said. "Does he always talk like that?"
"Yes," Mariha said. "I've never heard him laugh before. I didn't know he could. I didn't know any of the Archangels could. I think he liked you guys a lot. It's best to avoid giving them offence. They are very uncomfortable to be around if they're offended."
"I see, O obsequious one," Mom said.
"Damn you, Lilith, just because you're the most irreverent creature on the earth doesn't mean the rest of us don't respect order."
"Mariha, did you just curse?" Boston asked.
"I'm sorry, Boston. It is a great sin. I won't do it again."
"Jesus, Mariha; you fuck all our brains out, kill angels by the scores and you won't curse?" Mom said.
"I am a Watcher. I'm allowed to be sexual; the angels we killed were rogues and deserved it. Cursing is an affront to the majesty of God. I won't do it."
"Mariha, I love you," Mom said. "I was just giving you a hard time. I apologize. I didn't mean to hurt your feelings. Do you forgive me?"
A golden tear trickled down her cheek. "Yes, I apologize, too. I'm all on edge. We just incinerated a hundred of my former colleagues. It's not you, Lilith, it's I. I usually enjoy your witty ripostes. Don't stop, please. It's part of your charm. Parker takes after you."
They hugged it out. "Well, smoke break is over," I said. "Let's go home."
When we were drinking beer at River House I said, "Well, Dorothy." I didn't get to finish. Four pillows hit me in the face.
"You're an idiot, Parker," Sagan said. She kissed me though.
Bronley called and said she had an offer on the first two houses we were building. She wanted me to meet with the clients. The first was a young couple and I let Bronley make the deal. It was a little cheap but they seemed like nice people and I could tell she wanted them to get the place. It didn't take long and we had a couple of hours to kill before we were meeting the next client. She took me out for a drink and I got to know her a little better.
She was about my age. She was a very attractive young lady and I learned she was engaged to a professional rugby player. Their wedding was just three weeks away and she asked me if I would come. I asked her if I could bring Sagan and Boston and she was thrilled at the idea. She promised me an invitation.
"Parker, there's something a little odd about our client. He has the money to pay cash, I checked with the bank. I did a background check on him. I don't want to sell our properties to people you won't want for neighbors. This guy doesn't have a background. Not a speeding ticket, not a tax return; nothing. It's like he was born about six months ago. I think he's either in the witness protection program or he's a criminal. What do you want to do? We're supposed to meet him at the house."
"I don't know. Why didn't you tell me earlier?"
"I couldn't find you. You didn't answer my calls or texts. I went to River House but no one was home."
"I'm sorry, Bronley. I've been out of the country, some of the girls were with me and the rest were in Melbourne. I never thought to tell you."
"Parker, you can't just leave me hanging like that. You're my partner and I need to be able to talk to you."
"I'm very sorry. It won't happen again. I'll tell you what; I'll make it up to you. Find us another piece of property and we'll develop it. Same deal as the last time. How does that sound?"
"That sounds wonderful. Thank you Parker." She kissed me on the cheek. "What do you want to do about the client?"
"Let's meet him and see how it goes. If it feels right to you, we'll do the deal. If it makes you nervous, we'll blow him off. You're the expert here. I just sign the papers."
"Yeah, and you cash the checks, too. We're going to make a fortune."
Bronley drove her car and I relaxed. She was a very good driver. She stayed six miles an hour over the speed limit in the fast lane and never made any sudden movements. She accelerated and braked smoothly and I complimented her.
"You're a hell of a good driver, Bronley. You wouldn't mind giving my girls lessons would you?"
She laughed. "My father was a professional limo driver. He taught me everything I know."
"He still around?"
"Yes, he lives in New Zealand. I see him every couple of months. He's retired now and he's just waiting for grandkids.
"What about Mom?" I asked her.
"She left us when I was two. I never knew her. She did a lot of drugs and was killed robbing a liquor store when I was five. The owner objected to having his money stolen. What about you, Parker?"
"You've met Mom. I'm kind of like you. I never knew my father. He died about the time I was twenty but I never met him. He was a deadbeat."
"I love your Mom, Parker. She's like some princess out of Arabian Nights. She's so cool and lazy. I can't believe she's so young. She looks my age."
"I know, right? People tell me that all the time."
We turned into the drive leading back to the development and a lightning bolt fell out of the blue sky and punched a smoking hole in the hood of her car. She jammed the brakes and there was nothing. She steered it up a bank and jammed it in park when we stopped.
"What the hell, Parker?"
I opened the door and grabbed her. I pulled her out, sheltering her with my body and ran over the top of the hill and down the other side. Another bolt struck a tree off to our left and the crash was deafening. I crouched down under the bank of a creek and she was trembling in my arms.
"Parker, what's going on?"
"I'll tell you later, kid. Now I need you to run for the house. Stay with Mom until I get there. Tell her what's going on, okay?"
I could tell she was terrified. I took her face in my hands and made her look at me. "Bronley, it's going to be okay. You were right about this client. He's after me, not you. Run to the house."
I turned her around toward the house and she took off her heels. I swatted her butt and she scampered away. I went out of Presence and moved toward the development. There were several more flashes but he was striking blindly now. She was striking blindly, I discovered. This lady packed quite a punch. She towered up in the forest ahead; 12 feet of flaming wings and wrath. When I got close, she felt me coming somehow and began to pry me into manifestation. I had never felt power like that before.
I wondered if I could do the fireball thing and I called up a something. It turned out not to be a fireball. It was a glowing black thing with sparks. I know things don't glow black, but this did. I hurled it at her and she shrieked and hit me with the lightning thing. I went to my knees and my muscles were paralyzed. I thought my teeth were going to break under the spasms. I toppled over and I heard her scream. I managed to look at her and the black thing was eating her.
Streams of flame were flowing from her to the black thing and she began to disintegrate. I saw her try to go out of presence, but the flame kept flowing. She hit it with the lightning and it grew. Mariha popped in beside me and picked me up.
"Parker, stop that thing."
The angel was gone and the black thing was still growing. I thrust my will at it and it shrank to a point and exploded. It knocked both of us 20 feet through the air. I lit on my back with Mariha on top of me. When I gathered my wits, I wrapped her up in my arms and kissed her.
"Hello, beautiful; did you come to rescue me?"
"Yes, from yourself," she laughed. "What was that thing, Parker?"
"A black hole, I think. Really, I have no idea. I was trying to call up a fireball. I got that thing instead."
"Parker, you just destroyed a cherub. I didn't know it could be done."
"I didn't know either. What's a cherub? I thought they were babies with little bows and arrows."
"Don't be ridiculous. They're part of the original Elohim. They guarded the Ways after the fall of man. I have no idea what one was doing here. Parker, are we going to make love or are you going to let me up?"
"We don't have time to make love. Bronley is waiting for me to explain what happened here."
"I can make it like no time passes."
"Really? Let's do that then. Take me down to the house over there unless you want to do it in the dirt."
We were in the same position in the bedroom except she was naked. It didn't take me long to get that way. I don't know what she did to time, but when she took us home, no one said anything about us being late. It had been two hours to me.
Bronley was a mess. She was nearly hysterical. Mom and Sagan were trying to calm her down.
"Lightning struck my car. There wasn't a cloud in the sky and it struck a tree not 20 yards from us. It was like it was aimed at us. How can that be?"
She ran to me when she saw me and flung herself, sobbing, on me. I hugged her and stroked her hair. "It's okay, Bronley. We're okay. Nothing is going to hurt you."
She looked up at me with wide, terrified eyes. "How did that happen, Parker?"
Mom handed her a drink. "Thank you, Lilith. What is this?"
"Bourbon," Mom told her. "Very good bourbon. Drink it; it will be good for you."
She downed it like a shot and held out her glass for another. "Ice this time," she said.
I took her to a big chair and pulled her down on my lap. "Bronley, are you sure you want to know? You have two choices here. I can show you what's going on or make you forget it happened."
"You mean like amnesia? No, I want to know."
"Mariha, do you mind?" I asked her.
She went into flame mode. I felt Bronley stiffen on my lap. I held her tightly and petted her hair. She relaxed a little and sipped her bourbon. Mom burst into her usual blue and orange and she started again. Finally, she spoke. He r voice trembled. "What are you people? Are you vampires or something?"
Sagan laughed. "That's exactly what I asked Parker when I found out. Mariha is an angel, Bronley."
"You mean like heaven, God; that kind of angel?"
"Yes, that kind of angel," Mariha told her. "You've scraped your knees, dear. Would you like me to heal them?"
Bronley looked down at her legs. Her skirt was torn and one knee had bled a little.
"I fell down. I have two thorns in my foot, too," she cried a little. "I lost one of my shoes."
"I'll get you a new pair." I squeezed her. "Fix her, Mariha."
She gasped and felt her knees. She scratched away the blood with her fingernail and there was only smooth skin underneath. She stood up, wincing in anticipation of feeling a thorn. She laughed when there was nothing.
"Oh my God. This is incredible. Lilith looks different. I'm sorry Lilith, but you look sort of sinister. You're very beautiful, but different. Are you an angel, too, Parker?
I went spirit mode and the orange dripped down into the blue.
"You're like your mother," she said. "You're a little scary, Parker. So, are you an angel?"
"He's something different," Mariha said. "It's complicated."
"I'll make time," Bronley said.
"Parker and Lilith are something called Nephilim. They have angel blood but human bodies. They are the descendents of an ancient race of half angels."
"What was the thing that hit us with the lightning?"
"It was a cherub. No, they aren't babies and they don't have little bows. What was it doing here? How did it find us?"
"I suspect that they pried the information out of our angel friends when they were torturing them," Boston said.
"I believe you're right, sweetheart," Mom said. "How could they enlist such a being, Mariha?"
"There are factions in heaven," she said. "I'm sure there are those who remember the bad old days. They would want you both dead; Sagan and Boston, too."
"I don't understand what you're talking about, but are Sagan and Boston angels or are they like you, Parker?"
"They're something else. Not human, but they were human. They're Sirens."
"You mean like luring sailors to their deaths?"
"Well, yes but they don't do that. They could, but they wouldn't. They can sing spells though. They're good, Bronley. They don't lure people."
"This is mind-blowing. I'm going to wake up in a minute. My partner is an angel! Oh my God. Is someone trying to kill you, Parker?"
"Yes, there's a rebel faction of angels that want me dead. Actually, they want us all dead. Well, not you, but they don't know about you."
"I think they must be getting desperate," Mariha said. "They sent the big gun this time. I think they must be running out of resources. I think we'll be safe for a while. I doubt they want to come after us all together. They fear Lilith. She's a legend ever since the seraphim thing."
"I hope this doesn't mean you won't be my partner," I told Bronley.
"No, I still want to; more than ever now. How many people are partners with an angel? I don't want to be collateral damage in an angel fight though. Do you think we could wait until you win?"
I laughed. "I don't blame you for that. Does this mean you won't be sending me an invitation to your wedding?"
"No, but I don't want an angel fight there. Come if it's safe, but don't mess this up for me. What am I going to do about my car?"
"I'm sorry about that. I'll get you another. Would you like a company car?"
"Well, I don't know how the real estate office would feel about that."
"Don't tell them. It will be our secret. If we get a big enough deal with the new development, maybe you should think about becoming a full time developer."
"I'll think about it. I'm doing pretty well in real estate. I wanted to ask you something. How did you become a Siren, Sagan?"
"There are two ways; have an angel's baby or get a transfusion from someone with angel blood. Parker gave Boston a transfusion because she had cancer. It healed her, but it made her a Siren. I did it because I needed to. I was protecting myself in this angel war. I'm going to marry Parker, and I would have become a Siren anyway when we had children."
"I didn't know. Congratulations, guys. I knew you were his girlfriend, but not that you were engaged."
"We're not," Sagan told her. "Parker won't marry me until I graduate from college.
Bronley looked over at me. "You're an idiot, Parker."
I laughed. "I know; I get that a lot. I said that when I wasn't in full command of my faculties. I'm beginning to realize how idiotic it was. You see, there's this thing about Sirens. They love for life and once they choose their mate, it's irrevocable. I didn't know at the time. Will you marry me, Sagan? I love you with all my heart."
She burst into tears and ran across the room, throwing herself into my arms.
"Yes, Parker. Nothing could make me happier."
"Let's take Bronley home and I'll get you a ring," I told her.
"I'm coming, too," Boston said. "You're not about to leave me out."
"No, kitten, we wouldn't dream of it."
Chapter Fifteen
We took Bronley and got her a rental until I could get her something permanent. We went to a jewelry store and looked around. We went to four before we found something that satisfied both Boston and I at Cartier. We found a three and a half carat platinum solitaire that both girls loved. I wouldn't let the sales girl tell Sagan how much it cost. We sent her outside and Boston checked the price.
"No, Parker. We can't get this one. Sagan wouldn't like you spending this much," she told me.
"I don't care what Sagan would like. You aren't going to tell her, right kitten?"
She looked dubious but she agreed not to tell. "You aren't to spend this much when we get married," she told me.
The sales girl looked a little shocked. I pulled Boston aside. "For God's sake, baby. Watch your tongue. You're going to get me arrested."
"I'm sorry Parker. Make her forget."
"No, we're going to act like nothing happened. Now act like you're agreeing with me."
She nodded her head. "Okay, Parker, let's get it."
It took 30 minutes for them to transfer the money. I guess they have trouble trusting your check for 600, 000 dollars. Boston took the box and we collected Sagan. We went down to the Opera house and I knelt down and put it on her finger. She cried a lot and I'll admit to shedding a tear or two myself. Boston was radiant and I took my girls home. Mom and Mariha took Boston to a hotel and we had the house to ourselves.
I cooked her dinner and we drank a bottle of wine. We sat in the sauna and made out before getting in the big tub. She lay back against me and I played with her nipples. There must be something to this Siren thing because even though we had made love hundreds of times, she was more beautiful than ever. I've made love to an angel and it was everything it sounds like it would be, but this Siren was on a completely different plane.
Her breasts seemed bigger and firmer than ever and her hips and butt were magical. She took me to bed and that was magical, too. She came easily and often and it went on and on. She was something that men have dreamed about and written poems about since the dawn of time. We lay in lassitude and I stroked her back idly. That mane of black hair covered her back like a veil and it made a lump rise in my throat just looking at her.
"Sagan, you're the most beautiful woman in the world," I whispered.
She looked up with heavy lidded eyes. She smiled and nibbled at my nipple. "Thanks, baby. I love it when you tell me. I'm yours, you know. I'm so lucky you were walking behind us that day in Austin. I don't think I want to go back, Parker. Do you want to live here?"
"I think I do. I'd be happy in a hut in the woods as long as I have you."
"Yes, but this is more comfortable. I miss Mariha though. She would make me cum again."
I couldn't keep from laughing. "That's exactly what she said when we went to the Great Barrier Reef. 'I miss Sagan though. She has more stamina than you.'"
She giggled and the feeling of those big breasts jiggling against me made me roll her over on her back and she didn't miss Mariha anymore.
We hadn't set a date to get married and neither one of us were in any hurry. It seemed like cherubs attacking our friends and demons kidnapping Boston were a little more pressing. Mariha was in daily communication with Adonael and it seemed to me like it was wearing on her.
"Are you okay, Mariha?" I asked her.
"Yes, why do you ask?"
"I don't know, it seems like your halo is slipping a little. You snapped at Mom for asking if breakfast was ready, you told Boston to stop asking so many questions and when I tried to love on you a minute ago you just pushed me away with your foot. What's going on?"
"I'm sorry, Parker. I just hate talking to Adonael all the time. He's such a supercilious bastard and I feel so nervous around him, like I want him to approve of me. I really don't like the guy. I find myself being obsequious and it annoys me that I feel like I need to do that. The archangels have always seemed entitled to me. I know they're powerful, but we hauled his ass out of a sling. It's not that he isn't grateful or kind to me, it's like he always makes me feel like my clothes have a grease spot on them."
"Come here, baby, and sit on my lap," I patted my knee.



She sighed and came over to me. She sat down and I squeezed her.
"I want you to know that you're my hero, Mariha. You stuck your neck out for us and that's why you're in trouble. We would all likely be dead except for you. I don't care what some smug archangel thinks, there's no one in the universe more special than you. You don't take a back seat to anyone in my book."
She kissed me and one of those golden tears dropped off her cheek onto my belly. I wasn't wearing a shirt and it burned me a little. It was a good burn.
"There have been two times since the beginning that I've been happier than ever before," she told me. "The first time was when Lilith and I lived together in Crete and the second time is when I'm with you all here. I've been in heaven and it doesn't have this. I think maybe that's why God wants humans there. He's going to preserve things like we have here and heaven is going to be full of this kind of joy forever. You could teach Watchers something about love, friendship, loyalty; bonds like that. We feel that toward God, but it's missing from the way we feel about each other. Thank you, Parker. You make me feel good about myself and Adonael can't take that away from me. I'll remember what you said next time I talk to him."
"I think you're just not very assertive, Mariha. At least not with Watchers you feel are ranked above you. Think about it; are any of them better or more deserving of your respect than Boston?"
"No, they aren't."
"But you don't have a problem with correcting Boston when she's out of line. If I do something you don't like, you don't have a problem telling me about it. Why are they any different?"
"I know you love me. I know you would never sacrifice me in the name of heaven, justice, right or rank. They would."
"To hell with them then. They aren't our kind of people. Why care what they think?"
"I shouldn't, I know that. It's engrained in me, Parker. It's who I've been for millennia."
"How old are you, Mariha?"
"I don't remember ever not being. I have no beginning that I know of. When time began, I was there. I know God created me, but there was no time as you know it then."
"My God, Mariha, it's hard to imagine."
"Yes, I can't wrap my mind around it either. I'm a creature of time now."
"Will you tell me about the old Nephilim?"
"Yes, which one?"
"Pick a story. I don't have anything particular in mind. Tell me a story."
"Let's see, I could tell you about the war between Elishah and Seba."
"I never heard of them, but yes, tell me that. Were you there?"
"I was in Calah at the time. It was an ancient city. We had no orders about the war, but when the humans we were Watching began to be affected by it, we became involved."
"Who were you watching," I asked.
"A Moabite woman whose decedents were going to be important. Seba lived in what you know as England and Elishah had a kingdom just to the south of Greece."
"The Mediterranean Sea is to the south of Greece."
"I know, but the earth hasn't always had the same form it has now. Stop interrupting me. As much as I enjoy sitting on your lap, I have things to do today."
"Make time. I like you sitting on my lap. I like holding an angel."
She laughed. "Okay, time will not pass until you're ready."
I really did like her there. She was really soft and cuddly and she didn't weigh much over a hundred pounds. She was really very small. I hadn't thought about it before. She was as tall as I was in fire mode, but a small girl in human form. She felt delicate and vulnerable and it made me want to protect her.
"You may find it difficult to credit, but the ancient Nephilim civilizations had high technology that humans have only recently begun to rival. They were ten times as smart as your modern geniuses of science and they lived hundreds or thousands of years. Hundreds if they destroyed each other and thousands if they stayed out of trouble like Lilith and a few others.
Anyway, Seba was a very powerful mind manipulator and Elishah was a very powerful king and a water manipulator. Their kingdoms were friendly and even allies for hundreds of years. Elishah began to descend into madness and paranoia and his kingdom became unstable. He killed thousands of people for plotting against him and the streets began to run with blood. Many of his top people, powerful Nephilim in their own right, felt like they might be next. He had a seaport near what is now Gibraltar where his navy headquarters was. In the middle of the night, those top aides seized the navy and fled for Nod. That was the name of Seba's kingdom.
Elishah discovered their treachery and, his sanity already hanging by a thread, he snapped. That started a war that lasted 90 years. Neighboring kingdoms were drawn in and I became aware of it when Sela dropped a nuclear device on Rehoboth."
"You mean a real nuke like Fat Man and Little Boy?"
"Yes, exactly. Those were firecrackers compared to this. I told you they had high technology. They had electricity, steam power beyond anything humans ever developed and dirigible air travel. It was really very sophisticated. If you can imagine all that power in the hands of Attila the Hun, you can imagine what this was like. Your mother was born about this time. Ask her about it sometime.
When Sela dropped the nuclear device, it killed over a million people. Many of them were under the care of Watchers and we got involved. Elishah retaliated, of course, and he raised the ocean floor so that water poured over Sela's kingdom. When it receded, England was an island and millions more died. Sela escaped and disappeared.
Watchers began a siege of Elishah's kingdom. There were many powerful Nephilim left and the manipulation of Presence swept the earth like a firestorm. Eventually, Gabriel became involved and he dropped a meteor on Elishah's kingdom. There were massive earthquakes and a prolonged time of volcanic activity. A tidal wave of titanic proportions swept in and filled the crater. As a result, there is now a sea where Elishah's kingdom once ruled vast plains. He was destroyed in the conflagration and Sela was imprisoned. I would estimate that half the world's population of humans was wiped out. Do you see why Watchers would consider you so dangerous, Parker?"
"Yes, but all they have to do is talk to me. I'm not mad, nor am I sinking into paranoia. They really are out to get me."
"Yes, me, too," she laughed. "I know you're a righteous person, Parker, but they don't. I wish they would come and meet you. They would fall in love with you," her voice dropped almost into inaudibility. "As I have."
I was a little confused by that. "What do you mean by that, Mariha?"
"Nothing," she said. "I spoke without discretion. Please, Parker, don't ask me any more."
I took her chin in my fingers and turned her face toward me. Her hands were twining in her hair and she wouldn't look at me.
"Mariha, look at me."
Her violet eyes slowly rose to look into mine and I saw that they were brimming with gold. "Tell me."
"No, Parker, please don't make me. Forget it; it was nothing."
"It isn't nothing to me. You're going to tell me. What does, 'As I have' mean?"
I continued to make her look at me and her lips began to tremble. "O Father, help me," she breathed. "It means I love you Parker. I'm in love with you and I'm lost. I didn't mean for it to happen. I know you love Sagan and I feel so wicked. I didn't want to tell you. You made me. What am I going to do?"
She sobbed against my shoulder and two lines of gold scalded my chest.
"You're burning me, Mariha. Stop crying and listen to me. Why are your tears burning me?"
"They are potent and you are an immortal. If I wished, they could destroy you. I'm sorry Parker."
"Listen to me. You're not lost and you're not wicked. Talk to Sagan and Boston. Be honest with them and explain what you just told me. They love you, Mariha and they will still love you. I love you. This isn't a problem. Can I only love one person? Can you only love one person? Can they? Who said it had to be that way? Sagan will always have a special place in my heart no one else can touch. She's the girl for me. That doesn't mean I don't love you or Boston or Mom. Are you saying you want me for yourself?"
"No, I'm not that selfish. But I do want you, Parker."
"Then what's changed? They've always been willing to have you in our hearts or in our bed. What do you want to change about that?"
"I want you to myself sometimes."
"Have you forgotten the Great Barrier Reef? We can do something like that again. We can do it often. I thought you loved me then?"
"I did and I do. But I wasn't in love with you then. I lusted after you and you were precious to me, but this is different."
"How? So you're in love with me. I'm in love with you, too. I always was. So is Sagan. So is Mom. Everyone in this family is in love with you. You're making something simple into something complicated. Live life, for God's sake, Mariha. What happens, happens. Don't be a drama queen. This isn't something bad or wicked. It's love and life."
She put her face into my shoulder again and her hair floated around us. She didn't say anything for a long time. I just held her and stroked her back. She sat up and straddled me on the sofa.
"You're right, Parker. Thank you. I'm going to do that. I'm going to live life and whatever happens, happens. Now what's going to happen is I'm going to make love with you."
She pulled her shirt over her head and those angel boobs were in my face. Her hair wrapped me like a live thing and a bit of heaven rode me like a cowgirl.
Chapter Sixteen
The demons attacked us on a Friday in the afternoon. Mom and Mariha had set up wards around the place a month earlier and we had warning traps that triggered when they crossed them. They howled around the perimeter for a while and they found our weak spot. They came wailing up the river and a sheet of fire toasted their toes as Mariha sent a curtain of flame across the surface. Some of them weren't fireproof, which seems surprising in a demon. There were hundreds of them and Mariha got maybe half. A hellish blue ball of electricity exploded among them. They dropped like flies but it appeared to stun them rather than kill them. They dropped into the water and sank. As they regained control of their senses, they rose by ones and twos out of the water. I heard Sagan and Boston singing and some of them turned on their fellows and the fur flew, so to speak.
"There's too many of them and they're all scattered out. We're in trouble here. Some are going to break free," Sagan spoke in my head.
"Parker, can you make the black hole thing?" Mariha asked.
"Are you sure? I don't want it blowing up this close to the girls."
"You can send it away," she said. "You control it, Parker."
I gathered up the blackness and when the sparks began to circle it I pushed it down the river like a broom. The demons turned to flee when they saw it and the ones in the back got away. The ones in the front circled the toilet bowl and as black streamers ripped away from them, they were drawn inside. It grew with each ingestion and the river was free of them.
Something like a huge, flaming sword appeared over the river and advanced on the black thing. It swung at the glowing blackness and there was a terrific concussion. The sword thing was stuck about half way through the black thing and there were explosions of fire and darkness as the sword became a distinct winged figure. It had six wings and was circled by what seemed to be spinning disks of fire. It kept producing them and the black thing kept sucking them up. It was growing massive and suddenly lighting tore at it. Sagan and Boston's song changed and it was about defeat and weakness and dying. A huge fireball ripped at it and the black glow increased as streamers of flame began to leak from the winged thing into the black hole. The process accelerated and the figure shrank until it vanished and I was left tethered to what felt like a nuke. It was forty feet across and the sparks had become small golden fireballs. I tried to shrink it and I got it down to about five feet. It was covered with a nearly solid sheet of orbiting sparks and I pushed it away down the river. When it reached the deepest point I knew of, I sank it to the bottom and released the energy binding it together. There was a muffled thump and the ground shook under our feet. A blast of water shot hundreds of feet into the air and we were soaked in mud and river water.
I looked at the girls and they were a bedraggled mess. I scanned the sky and the forest but there wasn't a demon in sight. I looked back at the girls and a huge laugh ballooned up inside me until I couldn't hold it anymore.
They looked at me like I was crazy and then looked at each other. They began to laugh, too, and Mom dove into the lagoon. The rest of the girls followed her in and I did a cannonball. We washed away the mud and splashed each other. When we were as clean as the lagoon water could get us I blinked my eyes and we were inside in the shower in the master bath. It was one of those that have jets that come out of the walls and floor and we stripped off our stinking clothes. I got a garbage bag and we threw them away. We soaped and scraped and cleaned. Eventually I smelled human again, or at least not like a sludge creature. The girls were satisfied and we dressed and sat around the bar while I made sandwiches.
"What the hell was that sword thing?" Mom asked, "And what the hell was that black thing you made, Parker?"
"So he drove out the man; and he placed at the east of the garden of Eden Cherubims, and a flaming sword which turned every way, to keep the way of the tree of life." Mariha said.
"Is that a quotation from the Bible?" Sagan asked.
"Yes, it's Genesis. What you just saw was The Guardian. He is one of the orders of the Elohim. He was one of them, I should say."
"What about that black, glowing orb?" Mom asked again.
"I don't know what it is," Mariha told her. "It's something new. Parker is something new. He calls it the black hole. It eats everything around it, so I guess that's as good a name as any. I don't know where this could have come from. It's almost like Parker is a new type of Nephilim. I don't know how that could be."
"It was way cool," Boston said. "I think we make a pretty good team. Do you think the demons will be back?"
"Hardly," Mariha said. "Hundreds of them died out there. I don't know how they were convinced to participate in this attack but I expect they'll feel like they were set up. They might turn back on Netzach and try to take him out. I've got to talk to Adonael. He may be able to use this. I don't know how he'll feel about us destroying The Guardian."
She prayed and then seemed far away for a while. We left her alone and finally she said, "I'm going to him. I'll be back in less than an hour."
We talked for a few minutes and went to bed. Mariha was back in the morning. I showered and ate breakfast. Mariha and I made idle conversation and Mom came in. In half an hour, Sagan and Boston were up and around and Mariha filled us in.
"We have a meeting next week. Adonael has arranged for us to speak with Michael, Gabriel and Camael."
"Who is Camael," Boston asked.
"He is an archangel and the leader of the order of Powers. If we survive, they will pretty much settle things. They put me through a wringer, kids. I'll be lucky to stay out of prison."
"Why would they put you in prison?" Sagan asked.
"Well, let's see; I had a hand in killing The Guardian, a cherub, about a dozen other Watchers, a bunch of demons and I'm living with two Nephilim and two Sirens. I concealed information and conspired against my order. I failed to report a Nephilim and I have a record of doing that before. Other than that, I should be fine."
"Bullshit," Mom said. "You have no orders. The crime would be acting in any of those matters without orders. Are you telling me that Watchers feel free to do anything they please so long as God hasn't forbidden it?"
"No, that isn't our usual mode of operation. From a legal standpoint, we only act in our official capacity when we have orders from the throne to do so."
"That's your defense then. You had no authority to act. You discovered Parker while on an official mission. You had no orders concerning him, only Sagan and Boston. You reported that a girl recovered from cancer. When all the other things happened, you were acting in self-defense. You never attacked anyone and you Watched over the two girls you had orders for. I don't think they have a pot to piss in when it comes to putting you in prison."
"I hope their sense of justice convinces them it's true. Adonael is the arch
angel of justice. He's on our side at least."
"Se la vi," Sagan said. "Too bad we can't just go to God and plead our case."
"Are you nuts," Mom said. "God hates us. He's just been too busy to wipe us out. We're a grain of sand in his shoe and because we're so little, he doesn't bother to shake us out. I've spent 6000 years trying to stay out of his way."
"I'm sorry you feel that way, Lilith," Mariha told her. "I love God and I wish you did. He is good and kind. He doesn't hate you and he's not too busy. If he hated you he would have had you hunted down years ago. He could just smite any of us at any time if he hated you. Our lists were quite specific during the war. Your name never appeared on any of them. I think he loves you, Lilith. Why else did he leave your name off the lists? I promise you it isn't because you're too little for him to bother with. Boston is a dust speck compared to you and he gave orders for me to Watch her. Think about it; why me? Why was I assigned to this job? There are millions of Watchers he could have assigned, but he chose me. I think it was because he knew how I'd react and that I'd try to help you. That's what I'm going to tell the archangels."
"I'll keep an open mind," Mom said. "If we get through this I'll begin to believe you're right. Until then, I love you and my babies. I trust them and you and no one else."
"Fair enough, What if they're setting us up to take a fall, though?" Sagan asked. "Can we meet with them and get out alive if they turn against us?
"I don't know how," Mariha said. "They would be unimaginably dangerous. If they turn against us, we have very little hope. We'll have to run and hide. We won't be able to live in the open at all. How long do you thing we can stay hidden if all of heaven and hell is looking for us?"
"A long time, I think, so long as God isn't looking for us, too," Mom said. "Parker's father hid for 6000 years and he was on the list."
"Okay, we'll go with that. I don't see what choice we have."
"We're all supposed to hug now and say 'I'll be happy to live in a cave as long as I'm with you,'" I told them.
We all laughed. "I guess that's true," Sagan said. "I'm alive, Boston's alive and I'll pay whatever price I have to pay for that to continue."
I didn't feel like we were safe at River House. I thought about what I should do. The girls wondered off except for Boston. We went for a walk and she held my big hand in her little one. We sat on a bench in the water garden and I talked to her about what we were going to do. She was confident that I'd figure something out. I wished I shared her optimism. Something felt odd about the air. It seemed very easy to breathe, almost as if the whole area was supercharged with oxygen. Boston's voice sounded sort of tinny and my ears were ringing.
I heard footsteps coming down the path. I got ready to fight. I felt a little awkward when I saw Colonel Sanders walking down the path. Well, it wasn't really him, but it was a doppelganger. I wondered who he was and what he wanted.
"Hey, dude, what's up?" I asked him. "How did you get through the gate."



"I came up the river," he said. "The gate was warded."
I got ready to toast him and he held up his hand.
"Please, I was hoping you'd be willing to chat before you begin hostilities. I swear in the name of Yahweh that I mean you no harm."
I relaxed. "Who are you?"
"My name is Haniel. You might say I'm God's secretary. He tells me what he wants and I write the orders and pass them out where they're supposed to go. Today I got the order to come and talk to you."
"You're kind of a big deal then?" Boston asked. "Are you an archangel?"
"Yes, third order."
"What do you want to talk about?" she asked.
"I'm sure we'll think of something. I have somewhat of a proposition for you."
"What sort of a proposition," I asked. "Who is the principle and what will it cost me?"
"Well, the offer is from God. It's a job offer. It will cost you nothing but time. God is very interested in all of you, Parker. He's interested in Boston and Sagan. He's interested in Lilith and Mariha, too. He likes what he sees happening between you. He sees lovers that are willing to share; Nephilim that aren't monsters, Sirens that sing love songs and a Watcher that has the emotions of a human. This is something that he has been waiting for a long time. He views you as the sign of a time he's been working for millennia to bring about."
"I have no idea what you're talking about. Speak clearly, Mr. Secretary," Boston said. "What, exactly, does all that mean?"
"What it means, little Siren, is that he wants to watch you. He wants to send specially selected Watchers, humans and even demons to you. He wants them to become part of your lives and for you to allow them to become part of your family. He wants them to observe you and interact with you. He wants you to teach them all the things you have discovered and all the things you feel."
"I'm sorry, Haniel. That sounds like a very attractive offer, but we just want to be left alone. We aren't a zoo exhibit. We're people that just want to live our lives in peace. What were we going to get out of this?"
"You were going to get friends, confidants, perhaps lovers and advisors. You were going to get freedom. You were going to gain access to the Ways. It's okay though. I'm still going to give the order that you are all to be left strictly alone. You may live your lives in peace and be left alone. God told me this would be your answer, but you needed to make the choice. He doesn't compel anyone to love him or follow his will."
"Parker, maybe we should think about this." Boston squeezed my hand. "I do love God. I think he gave me you and Mama and Mariha and Sagan. I think he sent you to save my life. I do want to do his will. I think we should talk to Mama and Mariha. How long is this offer open, Haniel?"
"For the rest of your life. That could be quite a long time, Boston."
"You seem like a legit guy," I told him. "Let me talk to the rest of my girls. I have a problem though. I'm about to start running for my life. I'm going to a meeting and I'm not sure I'm going to survive it."
"Yes, I know. Camael is planning to betray you and the other two. He believes you are too dangerous to live. He plans to bring two seraphim with him. They will be concealed out of the Presence. His plan will fail. The seraphim have orders not to allow you to be harmed."
"Why don't you just give the order and stop all this," Boston asked him.
"God wants this situation to play itself out. Call it an angel test if you will. Things have been going off the rails a little. Watchers are beginning to believe they are free to act without orders. They need to be weeded. Those who honor God's inaction will be rewarded. Those who act on their own volition will be educated. They will be reminded that God's will is expressed as much in his silence as in his speaking. This is his will for you. Will you assist him?"
"Yes, I don't like the idea of unrestrained Watchers any more than he does. What happens if somebody dies?"
"The seraphim will not allow you to die."
"How can they prevent it? We're talking an archangel here. Who knows how many followers he has? How many Watchers are involved? What if he shows up with Netzach and hundreds of his boys?"
"This is many questions. I will attempt to answer. The seraphim will act to protect you and if you are harmed, they are authorized to heal you. Should you die, they will resurrect you. The size of the faction is unknown to me. God has indicated that it is sizeable. It is likely that a great many of the faction will show up. You may destroy them if they attack you. Those that survive will be given penance in Tartarus. This will be considered a righteous act."
"Well, what if we just don't show up?" Boston asked.
"This is your right. It might even be considered wise. It is not God's will. He is not compelling you to go, nor is his offer contingent on any action you may or may not take. It is a gracious offer. God will fulfill his promise whether or not you cooperate in this matter. You are given grace sufficient to survive the encounter should you chose to go."
"I can't decide on my own," I told him. "I have a family to consider."
"I am aware of this complication, as is God."
"Doesn't he know what we're going to choose?"
"God's foreknowledge does not preclude him offering you a choice. Neither is it to be regarded as compulsion. This is a mystery that, because of your physical limitations, you are unable to comprehend. It has not been revealed because you are creatures of time. I am going to take my leave. Your actions will be your answer. You may pray to me when you make a decision on God's offer. I await that time. May his favor rest on you and your family."
He flickered once and he was gone. Boston and I talked for an hour and we could not agree. She was very much in favor of accepting both our part in exposing the rebel faction and accepting the offer. I didn't like either idea. I felt like God should clean up his own house and just leave us alone.
Her reasoning was logical, but I wasn't feeling cooperative. If God's favor was resting on us, how did Boston get cancer and why did he allow us to be persecuted for healing her?
"Parker, if God feels like we're special, we have something that he wants others to learn; why wouldn't we want to teach them? I want to help God."
"He's God! Why does he need our help? Why doesn't he just make the knowledge available? He could just zap everyone and teach them."
"Maybe it's something that has to be experienced. You said it; 'He's God.' Who are we to question him?"
"Lilith is my mother. I question her all the time and so do you."
"She's not God. Lilith can make mistakes and sometimes she's just wrong. God can't be wrong and he doesn't make mistakes."
"Well, I don't trust him. I'm sorry, Boston, but it seems to me like he's losing his touch. Look what's happened to us."
"How can you blame God for any of this? He never told Netzach and his bunch to do any of this."
"I blame him for you having cancer to begin with. How could he allow that to happen? Everything that happened after that was a result of him allowing you to have cancer. I don't want to serve a God that let's little girls have cancer."
"Parker, I'm more grateful than I can ever show you for saving me. I didn't want to have cancer, but I don't blame God for that. It's an accident of genetics or environment or something. It's a result of humans choosing to be evil. Why is that God's fault?"
"It's his fault because he could do something about it and he doesn't."
"The only way he could do something about it is by removing choice from us. Do you want to be a robot, Parker?"
"No, I want to have choices."
"Then live with the consequences. Your head is messed up about this."
"Maybe so. I'm trying to understand. You make a lot of sense, but I think we have the right to just live our lives and be happy. Why do we have to get involved with a lot of other people's problems? Why do we have to be the world's teachers?"
"Because we can. We have the experience, the opportunity and the ability. That makes us responsible. If we can help people, we should because that's what good people do. You helped me. I didn't have anything to offer you, but you helped me anyway."
"You're wrong about that. You had everything to offer me. The first time I met you, you said you were going to love me forever. I needed someone to love me and I needed someone to love."
"Do you remember everything I've ever said to you?"
"Every word; how could I not? You mean the world to me, Boston. You, Sagan, Mom, Mariha; that's all I care about."
"That's selfish, Parker. Everyone in the world that needs someone to love them and needs to love someone matters to me. If you can't grow and be like that, too; it's going to make me very sad. I don't believe you're being honest with me or with yourself. Your heart is bigger than that. I don't believe you don't care about other people."
I laughed. "I guess you've got me pegged, kitten. I do care about people. I just don't care about them as much as I do you."
"I don't either, and I don't expect that God thinks we should. They have to find their own people to love and be loved by. You belong to me and I'm only willing to share you up to a point. It seems to me like he just wants us to show people that there are possibilities beyond what they imagine. Spending time with us shows them that."
I pulled her to me and kissed her thoroughly. "You have an amazing heart, baby. Let's go find the girls and let them argue about it. I suspect you'll have to talk Mom around. She's a cynic and she won't like any of this."
I was right. Mariha was right on board with Boston from the start. Sagan just wanted an end to all the trauma and it made sense to her to go along with everything that would favor that. Mom argued and objected. She reasoned and sobbed and threw a tantrum but she was unable to resist a "Mama" or two from Boston. She melted like ice in July when a little Siren crushed her lips and she threw up her hands.
"Oh, all right. I know what you're doing, Boston, and it's a dirty trick. You think just because I love you, you can get me to do anything by petting me and buttering me up. You're right, but it's still emotional blackmail."
"I know. I'm sorry, Mama, but I do love you and I can't allow you to be selfish. It's bad for you and I need you to be the kind of Mama that that helps people. I believe you want to, but the experiences of your life have told you that people don't love you. Parker started changing you and we finished the job. You know that everyone in this room would die for you and you don't know how to deal with that. You pretend to be tough and hard, but we all know you're a fraud. You're really soft and beautiful and warm inside and we love you. Now stop acting like a badass and be my Mama."
Her mouth opened and closed a few times. She started crying and then laughing and she grabbed Boston, pulled her face down over her lap and gave her two swats on the butt. She squealed and covered her butt with her hands.
"That's for being impertinent," Mom told her.
She pulled her up, squeezed her tight and kissed her on the lips. "That's for being my baby and being so smart. I won't say any more. I'll do whatever you want me to. You're plainly a more moral person than I am and I'll allow you to guide me. Are you satisfied?"
"No, I'm not. When I know the name of every angel, the history of the world, Parker marries me and you let me sleep with you for a week, I'll be satisfied."
That settled the matter and we all laughed like hyenas. We discussed plans for our meeting with the archangels and Mariha took us to the plain of Megiddo where we were meeting the archangels. We used the last of our angel tears to make wards around an area just below a cliff face. That was our fallback position in case everything went south. There was only one way clear, in and out. We would be safe from attack from everywhere but there.
"This is a very ironic location," Mom remarked.
"Why do you say that?" Sagan asked.
"This is the site of two famous massacres. Once the Israelites massacred the Egyptians here and once they were massacred by the Egyptians. I was at the first battle."
"It's also supposed to be the site of the last battle before the end of the world," Mariha said. "It's a false interpretation of a passage in Revelation, but prophecy nuts have been preaching it for years. It is ironic that they wanted to meet here."
"Why don't you tell us what the right interpretation is?" I asked her.
"No, that isn't my function. You must discern the truth for yourself. This is God's decree. The interpretation of scripture is a human endeavor. God has made it easy, but humans delude themselves."
It didn't seem that easy to me, but I wasn't an expert on scripture. I was never much interested before. It seemed like a collection of myths and fables to me and now that I knew that it wasn't, I hadn't had time to look at it. I intended to when I got around to it. Maybe after this was over I'd become a whiz at it.
We checked out the lay of the land and went to Las Vegas. It seemed likely that no one would be looking for us there and with the amount of tourists around; we could blend in pretty well. The problem was, I'm six eight and tend to stand out in a crowd. The girls all looked like they stepped off the stage at the Miss America pageant. They weren't going to blend in anywhere. It's really difficult to describe what having them around was like. When they walked into a room there wasn't an eye that wasn't on them; when they talked, there wasn't an ear that wasn't listening. I'll do my best by describing what happened when we walked into the lobby of our hotel in Las Vegas.
First, there was Mariha. That white-blonde hair, hanging to her waist, floated like a halo around her. It was so fine and soft that you could hardly keep yourself from reaching out to touch it. Her face was, well, angelic. Huge violet eyes and full lips that looked like they had been inflated. Her teeth flashed white in that beautiful smile and she looked as innocent as a baby. That was above the neck. Her breasts weren't as big as Sagan's, but she was tiny. They looked very large on her small frame. She had a very narrow waist and full hips. Her butt was a perfect bubble and the clothes she wore showed every curve and hollow. She was the stuff of young men's dreams.
Sagan, I have described, and she had changed in the last year. She was even more stunning now than the day we met. Her breasts were bigger and firmer, her waist narrower and her hips wider. Her legs were muscular and slender and her butt was heart stopping, full and tight and round. Her hair was to the back of her knees and it glistened and moved in waves. She had taken my breath away then and being a Siren had given her a magnetism that drew men like moths to a flame.
Mom had always been beautiful to me, but I never really appreciated just how beautiful she was until I saw her naked in the shower. I had a whole new perspective on her now. She moved like a big cat and she was a big, beautiful bundle of woman. She was slim, but muscular. Very tan skin was flawless. She was small breasted and slim hipped. Her hair was that flaming, almost orange color you sometimes see. When I was a kid in kindergarten and we drew family pictures, I always used the orange crayon to color her hair. She had the most beautiful legs you can imagine. They were very long and slender but you could see the definition of her muscles every time she took a step. It was hard to watch her walk across a room and not be excited by watching her move.
Of course, Boston was really the star of the show. She had grown up a lot in the last year. I suppose that her transformation was partly just human growth but it was also pure Siren. Her hair had grown past her shoulders and it was the purest black; glossy and shining around the most beautiful face any girl ever had. She had that same dusting of freckles across her nose that Sagan did and baby blue eyes. Her body had developed to the point that she was everyone's wet dream. Every person in that lobby stopped whatever they were doing when we walked in and stared at us. Conversation died and everyone stopped moving.
When we got on the elevator, the hum of conversation started again and I could hear what they were saying.
"Did you see that? Who were those people? My God, man; did you see those women? Let's try to meet them."
"Yeah, I saw the guy they were with, too. He could eat us for lunch. He's probably their security guy."
I smiled to myself. With Boston holding one hand and Sagan on the other arm; Mom and Mariha walking in front of us, I felt like the luckiest guy on the planet. That they were all mine was a very humbling thought. We didn't leave our rooms for five days. We ordered room service and watched movies. We drank champagne and lay around like the idle rich. I had a lot of vacation built up and I used it.
I spent a lot of time in bed and there was always a beautiful, naked girl or angel there with me. If this was the final push to the end, we were going to make hay while the sun was shining. I could have stayed there for a thousand years. Unfortunately, I only had five days. On the sixth, we got up and I escorted the girls to a waiting limo. We took a tour of Hoover Dam, rode the rides at the casinos, ate good food and took in a magic show. Boston loved the whole experience. We gambled in the evening. We all swore not to cheat and we covered for Boston. The casinos all let her play after some persuasion and she was the only one that came out ahead.
I've never understood that particular compulsion. I always liked to play cards, but the idea of giving people money and getting nothing in return always seemed like a losing proposition to me. Drugs make more sense. It was a novelty, but I'll never be addicted. I suggested that we visit a brothel and Boston was down, but the other girls viewed the suggestion with disfavor.
"He's joking, Boston," Mom told her. "It might be interesting to see, but the misery there would overwhelm you. The idea of selling ones integrity is repellent."
Boston didn't seem all that repelled, but she didn't say anything.
"I was joking," I told her. "Let's go see the tigers instead."
They were fascinating. I asked Mom if she thought she could take one hand to hand.
"Believe it, baby," she said. "That was quite a sport in the past. I found that repelling, too."
"You're quite the wet blanket," I told her and she laughed.
We spent the night in Tel Aviv and the next morning we were waiting at Megiddo when the big guys showed up.
Chapter Seventeen
Adonael was the first to arrive and he greeted us. "This is very important. I don't think there has been a gathering like this outside heaven for more than 5000 years. It's very important that you be respectful and truthful. Your souls will be weighed and the result is in some question. The death of The Guardian has not escaped notice. Mariha is in peril. Her activities have placed her future in some jeopardy."
"So where are you on that?" Mom asked.
"She has acted properly in every aspect except for concealing your existence. I don't expect that to be a problem, but it is, shall we say, unprecedented."
"Well, when Camael tries to kill us and you, will that be unprecedented?" Mariha asked him.
"Don't be ridiculous," he said. "This is a holy convocation. Bloodshed on this ground would be a great sin."
"Maybe, you should watch your back anyway. When the two seraphim show up they'll be on our side," I told him. "Don't attack them."
He started to speak and the other three dropped in. They were very impressive; I'll have to admit. They must have been twelve feet tall or so. They were wrapped in fire and their heads could swivel all the way around. They had faces on both sides of their heads and it was pretty creepy looking.



Adonael made introductions and I thought about just dropping a black hole on Camael. Mariha must have sensed something because she took hold of my arm.
"Elder brothers," she addressed them. "We are here to submit to your judgment. We ask that you weigh our hearts. If we are righteous in your eyes, we plead for your succor. Our existence is in danger and we require your grace to survive."
"Well spoken," Gabriel told her. "Abide a moment."
I felt the pressure build and my blood hammered in my ears.
"Don't resist. Let them examine you," Mariha said in my mind.
That was a difficult thing to do, but I allowed it to continue. I felt like I was being opened up with a can opener. My head was about ready to explode and then it was over.
"Camael, these people are righteous," Michael said. "How can this be? You told us that you had information that proved otherwise."
"They are impure. Two are our enemies, the Nephilim, and two are abominations. They are the Sirens. Do you wish humans to fall under their spells? The Watcher is a renegade after the order of Principalities. She has left her first estate. They must not be allowed to propagate. The elder Siren will soon be gravid. They are already lovers and they are preparing to mate. The Watcher has defiled herself with this Nephilim and could decide to bring forth an abomination at any time. The two Nephilim will join and produce offspring. The young Siren plans to mate with the male as well. The world cannot bear their existence."
"We will see," Adonael said. "This is not the information you gave us earlier. You said that they had murdered Ariel, they employed demons, they murdered the Guardian and planned world domination. This information was false. Now you bring up new charges. Do you have orders concerning their disposition?"
"No, I do not. We have standing orders to destroy the Nephilim. This includes the Sirens and this Watcher that has assisted them."
"I gave no such orders," Michael said, "nor have I ever been given such orders. We were given lists and specific orders to confine our war against the names on the lists. These beings are not on those lists. Any activity against them is unauthorized. I might have condoned Watching them. I do not and will not condone any unauthorized actions against them."
"Nephilim, is Camael right about your intentions?" he looked at me.
"He is right about some of them and he lies about others."
"About which is he right?"
"He's right about Sagan and I planning to marry and have a family. He's right about Boston planning to marry me. We do intend to have children some day. He's right that Mariha is our lover."
"What did he say that you deem a lie?"
"He lied about Mariha having a child. She has told us specifically that she considers that a sin. He's lying about my Mother and I planning to have children. He lied about us planning to dominate anyone. He lied about Sagan and Boston trying to take humans under their control. The idea disgusts us. You know that. You saw it when you examined us. He's also lying about his presence here."
"Camael, does this Nephilim speak the truth?"
"He lies and accuses me to cover his lies. They must be destroyed. You have misinterpreted our orders. God never intended us to confine ourselves to the lists. All the abominations must be destroyed."
"Ask him why he brought the Seraphim and thousands of Watchers," I told Gabriel.
"What is he talking about?" Gabriel asked Camael. "Have you brought others to this convocation?"
"They are very powerful and we may need help to destroy them," he said. "The male Nephilim destroyed The Guardian."
"Who said they are to be destroyed?" Adonael asked. "They are under my protection. Michael, Gabriel, did you authorize their destruction?"
"No, their guilt was not determined," Michael said.
Gabriel shook his head. "I made no such pronouncement."
"I see that you are corrupted," Camael cried. "I am God's true servant, completing his will. They will be destroyed. I will spare you, my brothers."
He raised his hand and I was enveloped in fire. I started to scream and what looked like 10,000 Watchers dropped in. Before I could make a sound two monsters appeared and the fire went out. I smelled smoke but I wasn't burnt.
"The Seraphim are with us," I shouted.
They were frightful creatures. Their huge bodies looked like a mixture of lion and bison. They had multiple heads, all with biting equipment, claws on the front feet and hooves behind. They shot what looked like green lasers out of their eyes and when they moved it was like they teleported where they wanted to go. The flaming disk things surrounded them and they shot out and immolated the closest Watchers.
A pearly glow surrounded us and outside it was a raging inferno. Gabriel's hands were raised and the glow held the inferno at bay. Camael launched a red lightning looking thing and Mom was on him. I was busy being burnt to a crisp and then I was fine again. Camael was down and leaking and Mom's claws were stained with blue.
Gabriel sank to his knees. "I won't be able to hold this for more than five more minutes," he said calmly. "There are too many of them."
Michael raised his hands and the pearly glow intensified. Gabriel stood back up. "Thank you brother, but even should Adonael lend us his strength we will eventually be overcome. Should we send out the Seraphim? We cannot escape. Those under our protection will be destroyed."
"Would Haniel help?" I asked. "I can summon him if it would do any good."
"Much now becomes clear," Michael said. "He cannot assist us. Does he have orders from God about you?"
"You'll have to ask him that," Mariha said. "Parker, how big can you make your black hole?"
"No," Michael said. "If by 'black hole' you refer to the thing he used to destroy the Guardian, I will not allow these Watchers to be slaughtered."
"Could the girls sing?" Mom asked.
"Yes, the Siren Song," Adonael said. "I have felt its power. I was restrained at the time or I would have succumbed. Sing, little Sirens."
At first it was difficult to hear over the cacophony of destruction that raged around us. I saw the girls begin to glow and they took on that shimmering aspect I had seen before. The sound swelled and rose and the inferno became an afterthought. The duet was of rest and peace. It was of armies laying down their arms and battles over. It was of returning home and sleep and the peaceful life lead in beauty and harmony.
The flames began to die and all I wanted was to lie down and rest. I began to sink to the ground and I rested until Sagan touched me. I opened my eyes and the barrier was gone. Watchers were lying on the ground in neat rows and they weren't moving. Thousands of new Watchers dropped in and those lying on the ground were taken away. Camael was still alive and Gabriel and Adonael took him away.
We were left alone on the plain of Megiddo with the archangel Michael. Haniel dropped in behind us and we all turned to look at him.
"Hello brother, Mariha, little humans," he said.
"There are no humans here," Michael said.
"Yes, God has decided that there are," Haniel said.
"Do you have orders?" Michael asked.
"Yes," Haniel handed him a scroll. "The Eternal Yahweh makes this covenant: They are to be left alone, Michael. God has spoken. They are under his protection. Mariha is assigned as their permanent Watcher. God has declared them righteous and human. They are officially declared to have souls and they are of the elect. Not Mariha, but the others. They are precious in the sight of God and they are granted access to the Ways. They are not permitted to enter heaven without special dispensation but all other Ways are open to them. This perpetual covenant is established. Their future actions shall not affect this covenant. This is the word of God."
"Father of all," Michael exclaimed. "Why was this not revealed before?"
"Teaching was required," Haniel said. "Watchers must remember that they are not God. They do not determine Heaven's policy. God's silence is as pregnant with sound as his decree. This lesson was taught today. These watchers are to be cast into Tartarus for seven generations. They will serve penance and then be released."
"I see," Michael said. "Come Haniel, let us leave these humans to their lives."
"God's offer awaits your decision," Haniel said. "We will see you anon."
"Yeah, anon," Mom said as they disappeared.
Chapter Eighteen
River House felt good. We were alive and well, our enemies were in angel jail and Mariha was with us for good. We were in time for Bronley's wedding. I took Sagan and Boston and there was no angel war. I danced with Bronley and she told me she had a property I needed to see. She promised to show me in two weeks when she got back from her honeymoon.
I danced with Sagan while Boston ate cake and drank punch. Bronley introduced us to the rugby player and he danced with Sagan. I took Boston for a spin. She was very light on her feet and I couldn't get enough of having her wrapped in my arms.
"Parker, you're crushing me," she complained.
"Sorry, baby," I let up a little. "I just like holding you."
She giggled. "I like you holding me. Just not so tight, okay? I'm not going anywhere."
I lifted her up and spun her around.
"Put me down, you idiot. People will stare. Let's get Sagan and go home."
She sat in the back on the way home. She leaned up and put her hands on our shoulders. "When are you guys going to get married?"
"We'll get Mom, Dad and Thomas out tomorrow and put them back home," Sagan said. "When do you want to get married, Parker?"
"I was thinking February 14th," I said.
Boston squealed with delight. "That's perfect. It's Valentine's Day and it's the anniversary of when you took her to that little island and seduced her."
"Parker, did you tell her that?" Sagan laughed.
"No, she told me. She said that's what you wanted. I knew I wanted you and she just used her intuition."
"Well, I think it's perfect, too. We have to tell Mom and Dad and Thomas."
Mariha put them back home the next day and I called Mona. I told her that Boston was in remission with no sign of cancer and they were returning from Mexico on Saturday. She was a little confused about Boston living with us, but Mom gave her back the memories of our arrangement and she said she would find a way to convince Jackson.
Their reunion was touching and since Mona knew we were just a teleport away she was reconciled to the situation. Sagan and I told them we were getting married on Valentine's Day and we arranged for Pastor Davis to perform the ceremony. I didn't really need a ceremony, but I knew Sagan wanted this to be special. We got her a wedding dress and shopped for a wedding ring to match her engagement ring.
We stayed in Austin until the big day and my house was a little crowded. Mom and Mariha slept together and Boston had her room but we tripped over one another using the two bathrooms.
"I'll be glad to get back home," Mariha confided. "Where are you going on your honeymoon?"
"I was wondering about Eden," I told her. "We can go there now. Have you ever been there?"
"No, no one has been there since the fall. The Guardian kept everyone away. Let's take Boston and go look at it."
She took us into the Ways and it was surreal. The opening was in a cave in Turkey. There was a stone path under our feet that looked like a cave floor. If you've ever seen a depiction of a dwarf dwelling in a fantasy movie or video game, it looked like that. The path faded into fog near the edges and to either side there was a blackness that flickered like lightning seen over the horizon on a dark night. Mariha warned us not to stray off the path.
I asked her what it was and she told us it was the primordial night.
"It is the stuff of chaos that existed before God formed the Universe. I don't know what would happen if it touched you, but I can't imagine that it would be pleasant."
We kept to the middle of the path and it seemed that there were whispers and eerie sounds from the darkness. It was very creepy and I decided right away that this wasn't a honeymoon spot. We walked for what seemed like miles and I was soon used as a steed as Boston rode piggyback. She was much longer and heavier than she had been three years earlier but she was still as much fun to carry.
A glow eventually appeared and we exited what appeared to be a cave in a cliff overlooking a river. It looked planet sized but Mariha told us that there was only maybe a hundred square miles. The vegetation was rampant and I had to grow claws to slash it away so we could proceed. Boston hadn't seen me do that and she wanted some, too.
"I don't think you have the ability to do that," Mariha told her. "Parker has the genetic package, but you're human. Well, you know what I mean."
She was disappointed, but quite happy to watch me clear a path. We came to a meadow in the midst of the jungle and there were rows of beautiful fruit trees of every kind. The jungle trees didn't grow there but vines and creepers were everywhere. It looked a little like an abandoned house that had been allowed to deteriorate.
"Mariha, what happened here?" I asked her. "This place is a mess."
"It hasn't been tended," she said. "No one has been here for 10,000 years. You're one of not more than a dozen beings to have ever been here."
"Do you think we'll see the snake?" Boston asked.
"No, it was an allegory, Boston. There really is a tree of life though. Do you want to see it?"
"Oh yes, let's go there."
We slashed our way through and there it was. The fruit looked a little like a pear except it was a brilliant red like a current.
"Can we eat one?" Boston asked.
"I suppose. It will do nothing, Boston. You're already an immortal."
"I want to see what it tastes like." She picked one and shared it with us.
"You go ahead, I've eaten one before," Mariha said.
"I thought you had never been here," I said. "How did you eat one?"
"They grow in Heaven," she said.
It was tart and yet sweet at the same time. It reminded me a little of a pomegranate. It had thick skin and big seeds surrounded by a soft pink flesh. Boston loved it and ate another.
"Is there really a tree of the knowledge of good and evil?" she asked.
"Yes, but that's an allegory, too. There are all sorts of trees like that here."
"Is there a grow up fast so I can marry Parker tree?"
Mariha laughed. "No, I'm afraid there's not one of those. Why do you want to grow up so fast, Boston? Enjoy being a child while you can. Don't rush it."
"I want to make love with him. I want to make love with you, too. I don't want to wait years and years."
"I'm sorry, Boston, there's no cure for being young except time. You're already growing up so fast."
"That's okay, I can wait if Parker will hold me."
I held her as we lay in the grass on the bank, Mariha draped across my body and after an hour or so, Boston swam in the river. I saw her, thigh deep in the clear stream and she began to sing to herself. The little snatches of tune became something else and she began to shimmer. The sound swelled and I realized this was no ordinary song; this was Siren magic. The song was about love requited, completion and joy that could not be expressed any other way. The sweetness was nearly unbearable and I found myself paralyzed under a swell of emotion and joy that threatened to rise up and drown me. From the corner of my eye I saw Mariha flaming and the song faltered a little.
"Look at her," Mariha whispered. "She's no little human girl."
"What is she then?" I breathed; unwilling to break the spell.
"A magical Siren in the full blush of her power. You have created something unique in the world. This is a child of destiny and you're just along for the ride, Parker. So am I; so am I."
The shimmering faded from around Boston and she ran giggling to us and threw herself on me.
"Did you like my song, Parker? I sang it for you."
I squeezed her tight. "It was beautiful, baby. You're beautiful. If you keep doing that you're going to kill me. That much emotion is difficult for me to handle. I'm glad you're happy. You are happy, right?"
"Ecstatic," she said. "I don't think Eden is a good honeymoon spot. It's great for a picnic or making love by the river but I don't think you should bring Sagan here."
"No, I suppose you're right. Are you glad we came?"
"Yes, I want to come again. Do you think just you and I could come? I'm sorry Mariha, but I would like this to be a special place for just Parker and I."
She laughed. "Yes, everyone should have such a place. I have the Great Barrier Reef. This should belong to you and Parker."
Since Eden was a bust for honeymoons, I still had to find a place to take Sagan. I decided to settle on a less exotic location. When we got home I looked at tourist sites on the internet and settled on New Zealand. It was relatively close, had all the advantages of civilization and according to the brochures, some of the most beautiful scenery on earth.
Chapter Eighteen
Valentine's Day was quite an event. The girls were resplendent and the ceremony was beautiful and brief. Sagan was a vision in white and I was really looking forward to having her all to myself for two weeks. Mariha delivered us to New Zealand and we had the best twelve days of my life. This proved unfortunate because I had planned on fifteen.
When I woke on the morning of the thirteenth day, I showered and ate breakfast. Sagan and I went rafting on a river and when we got back, I noticed the light on the phone blinking. I called the desk and they told me that Boston had called. Her message just said she needed to talk to me urgently.
I called her on my cell and put it on speaker so Sagan could talk to her, too. She answered right away.
"Hey, baby; we miss you a lot," I told her. "We'll be home in a few days. What did you need?"
"Parker, I'm sorry to call you on your honeymoon, but I need you. Mama didn't pick me up from school today. I waited for an hour and she never came. I tried to call her but she didn't answer. I called Mariha, too, and she doesn't answer either. I even tried her prayer, but she never answered."
"My God, baby; where are you? I'm so sorry."
"I didn't know what to do. I called Bronley and she picked me up. I'm staying with her. Parker, I'm so afraid something bad has happened to Mama and Mariha. Should I go home and look for them?"
"Boston, don't go there," Sagan told her. "You stay with Bronley. If something happened to them, it might happen to you if you go there. Swear to me that you won't go."
"No, Sagan; I won't. What do you want me to do?"
"Just stay there. Don't leave her house. Don't go to school. We'll get a flight home as soon as we pack. I'm sorry this happened, Boston; but I don't want something to happen to you too. We'll pick you up as soon as we get there, okay?"
"Okay," I caught a little sob in her voice.
"We love you, honey," Sagan told her. "Hang in there and we'll be there as soon as we can. Let us talk to Bronley now."
I gave her instructions not to leave Boston alone. I thanked her for taking care of her and told her we'd be home as soon as we could get there.
We gathered up our stuff as quickly as we could, threw it in our luggage and caught a cab to the airport. There wasn't a flight that evening and I was stumped. I saw a charter service counter and talked to a girl at the there. A charter pilot had just landed and he was still in the office. I got her to let us talk to him. I told him the situation and paid him a lot of money. He was amenable and he was ready to go in an hour. He thought we should call the police, but I adjusted him a little and he didn't mention it again.
Sagan scoffed at the idea when I mentioned it to her after we got in the air. "The police! I can't imagine a more useless set of people. They are more of a danger than a help. They'd be more likely to taze us than help us. I think they must be a bunch of psychopaths, Parker. What kind of people want that job? I think they are the kids that always sat alone at lunch, didn't have any friends and they're getting back at the world now. The police!"



I had to agree with her. The idea of someone who is willing to murder their fellow citizens for selling cigarettes on the sidewalk has always seemed to personify psychopath to me. Screw the police, I was going to kill something if Mom or Mariha had been harmed.
Boston came running down the sidewalk when we pulled up and I've never been so glad to see anyone in my life. She looked so cute and forlorn with her little backpack; dressed in her school uniform, and I felt a lump in my throat. Sagan was crying and we both held her tight. Bronley came out and I kissed her and thanked her again. I promised to let her know when we had any information and we got in the rental car and drove to River House. I parked on the side of the road and we walked in. We went out of Presence and oozed through the gate. There were lights on in the house but we didn't see anyone moving. I manifested on the deck outside the room with our entertainment systems in it and peeked in. There was nothing. I went to the front door without seeing a sign of life and opened it for the girls.
We found everything normal until Sagan went into the spa. She screamed and Boston and I went running to her. It was destroyed. There was a kind of black looking ichor everywhere and quite a bit of that blue angel blood. There was a little red, human looking blood, too.
I took the girls away and we set at the bar. "What do you think happened?" Sagan asked.
"I'm just guessing. I think Mom and Mariha were in the spa and they were attacked. I don't know what the black goo is. It's probably blood from whatever attacked them. There were angels involved and they bled, too. Possibly, Mariha was hurt. I hope not. I think Mom must have been injured, too, and that's where the human blood came from. I'm going to call an angel, girls. Do you think that's a good idea and which one?"
"Haniel," they both said together.
"I don't think we have much of a choice," Sagan said. "I don't know where to start looking for them."
"I do," Boston said. "I think we should start with Camael. I know he's in prison, but if his faction were planning something like this, he would know."
"Way to go, girl," Sagan hugged her. "Could we ask him, Parker?"
"Only one way to find out." I prayed Haniel's prayer and the answer came right away.
"I am unable to come to you presently. I will summon you to me."
"Sagan and Boston are with me. They're part of the deal."
"I understand. Brace yourselves."
There was a god-awful wrenching of time and space and we were standing in a white room. There was nothing but white and it felt like standing on a plain with nothing around us. It was impossible to tell how far away the walls were and it was very disorienting. We just stood there for a minute and I felt the girls find my hands with theirs. I squeezed them in what I hoped was a reassuring manner and Haniel appeared.
"Hello," he said. "Welcome to heaven. This is my antechamber. Have you come to cut the covenant with God?"
"Not quite," I told him. "We've pretty much decided to do that but we're here about something else. We need your help."
"How may I be of assistance to the elect?" he asked.
"Well, two of the elect have disappeared. Mom and Mariha have vanished and our house is busted up. There was quite a struggle and we believe they were attacked. Who would attack them?"
"I have no idea. God was quite explicit that they are not to be harmed in any way. Do you suspect Watchers?"
"I suspect everyone. There was angel blood at the scene. There was some sort of black goo as well. I think it's blood but I've never seen it before."
"We must inspect the scene. Unfortunately I am not free to accompany you at the moment. I am receiving dictation. God has authorized me to send Raphael to assist you. I didn't know why, but all is now clear. Let me summon him."
"We don't need a Ninja Turtle," Boston said, "We need you."
That broke me up and I laughed myself weak. Sagan thought it was pretty funny, too, but Haniel didn't get it.
"I assure you, Raphael is neither a Turtle nor a Ninja. He is quite capable."
I thought I was going to die.
One of those big creepy guys with two faces dropped in. He looked at us strangely. I suppose he wasn't used to seeing humans laughing themselves silly in Heaven's antechamber.
"Did I miss something?" he asked.
"This is Raphael," Haniel said. "As you can see, he bears no resemblance to a turtle."
Raphael sighed. "I see; you have no idea how many times I've heard that in the last thirty years. Go ahead and get it out of your system."
Two swords appeared in his hands and he had a red mask made out of a bandana over his eyes.
Boston shrieked and Sagan and I nearly collapsed.
"Oh, my God," Boston said. She clapped her hand over her mouth. "I mean, oh my goodness. That's so cool, Raphael. I can't believe you have a sense of humor like that."
He laughed and turned green. He struck a pose. "Time for a little mean and green," he said in a perfect Ninja Turtle voice.
Boston shrieked again, ran and threw her arms around him. "I'm going to love you," she told him.
"Of course, I'm quite loveable," he said. "You seem quite loveable yourself, little Siren."
He turned back to his normal, creepy self. "Shall we go?"
He held Boston's hand and we were back in River House. She led him to the spa and he looked around. He knelt and swiped his finger in the black goo. He tasted it and Boston was disgusted.
"Raphael, that's just gross," she said. "Why did you do that?"
"Chemical analysis," he laughed.
He laughed a lot and he was the most human archangel I ever met. "What does your analysis tell you?" I asked.
"Demon blood," he said. "It could be ancient Nephilim, but theirs tends to hemoglobin. Almost certainly demon."
"What about the angel blood?" Sagan asked. "Could you tell whose it was?"
"Yes," he sampled two spots. "It's different. Two Watchers bled here. They were both of the order of principalities. One was second class and one fourth."
"Well, we know who the fourth class was. It was Mariha," I told him. "Are you missing any angels of the second class of principalities?"
"Yes, as a matter of fact we are."
"Who is it?" Sagan asked.
"Netzach; he was never found. I can't imagine what he thinks he's doing. God's orders were very clear. He has left the first estate. He is a rebel now. Haniel must be informed. It is a great sin to lift the hand against God's elect. The Nephilim Lilith and the Watcher Mariha are the elect. They are also very beautiful," he smiled.
"Will he kill them?" Boston was crying now.
Raphael became the turtle again. He embraced her. "Don't weep, little Siren. It is likely he will try. He hasn't the power. God's elect cannot be assailed. He will fail. He may hurt them badly and torture them. He cannot destroy them."
"I don't want them to be tortured," she continued to cry. "We have to help them."
"How?" he asked. "We don't know their location."
"We have some ideas about that," I told him.
I explained that we intended to question Camael. He had no objection to the plan except for the fact the he was in Tartarus. He explained that he couldn't go there and would be unable to take us there.
"We can go and we can take you with us," Sagan said.
"Yes, I had forgotten. The Ways are open to you. I'm very jealous," he told Boston.
The Way to Tartarus was even creepier than the Way to Eden. The lightning was red and there were eerie wails and moans from the chaos. Raphael noticed that the girls were becoming frightened and became an inferno of white flame. He must have been 15 feet tall and he banished the creepiness with a gesture.
"That was... disturbing," he said. "My apologies, little Sirens. They are silent now."
It was a long way to the entrance and Raphael was employed as a steed. Boston perched on his back, ten feet in the air and she was having the time of her life. Those flaming wings wrapped her up securely and he jogged ahead and came zooming back with her shrieking with laughter and holding his ears. She chattered to the face that was looking at her and didn't seem at all creeped out by someone with two faces.
"What a delightful little being," the other face said to Sagan and I. "Would you permit me to be her escort occasionally? I rarely have the opportunity to play games. My brothers are somewhat... not playful."
"I think she'd love that," Sagan said. "Drop in anytime. Well, call first in case she's busy."
"I shall, I am aware of human conventions. Rudeness is contrary to the nature of the Prince of Societies."
"Is that what you are?" I asked. "I had thought you were the Prince of Poetry and Art."
"Among other things," he said. "Poetry and Art also forbid rudeness."
We came to the entrance after an hour or so of walking. He put Boston down and we stood, looking out over an abyss. Lava flowed and fountained below and there was a rumbling as the ground shook. There was a black, formless thing that looked like it was made of the chaos stuff in the middle of the abyss. A black road ran the distance, bridging the lava and Raphael manifested us outside. There was a being there, somewhat like The Guardian. Raphael called him The Keeper. He spoke in a cavernous rumble and asked our business.
"Brother, we seek Camael. He has vital information that is required."
"None may be released before the appointed time."
"We do not seek his release. We wish to question him. These three are the elect of God and may not be gainsaid."
"My apologies; I did not realize they were the elect. I will summon Camael."
A glow opened in the chaos stuff and indescribable sounds of torment flowed over us. Camael appeared and he was obviously in agony.
"Brother," he gasped. "Release me, for I am tormented in these flames."
"I have not the power," Raphael said, "nor would I release you if I could. Your punishment is just. Seek repentance and God will forgive you. Your penance is not complete. We require knowledge of Netzach and the activities you planned against the will of God. Did you plan to capture the Nephilim Lilith and the Watcher Mariha?"
"We planned their death! They are abominations," he screamed.
"You are deluded; they are God's elect," Raphael said. "Where were you planning to hold them pending their death?"
"They are God's elect? How can this be? I was ignorant, brother. My punishment is greater than I can bear."
"Your presumption to act in God's name without orders has placed you here. Ignorance cannot be pled. You are not doing penance for ignorance, but presumption."
"Answer the question," Boston said. "I will sing and add to your torment. We feel no pity for you. Where are they holding Mama and Mariha?"
He looked at her. "You are God's elect, do not hate me. I was wrong. I accept my penance. Your hate will destroy me. We planned to take them to Sheol. Netzach has access to the Ways. I do not know how."
"I don't hate you," she told him. "I forgive you. Your actions have consequences though. We're still feeling them. Two people I love are being tormented by your faction as we speak. I think you deserve to pay for that, but I don't hate you."
"Thank you, little Siren. I will remember when my sentence is passed."
Raphael nodded to The Keeper and the glow faded as Camael disappeared.
The wails of agony were cut off and we turned to leave.
Raphael picked Boston up and carried her. "Thank you Boston," he said. "You showed mercy to your enemy. This will comfort him in his penance. You have a great heart. I see why you are God's elect. Now we must make our way to Sheol. I do not wish for you to accompany us there. I fear that it will damage you."
"Why?" she asked. "How could it be worse than this?"
"It is," he told her. "It is orders of magnitude worse. It is difficult to describe. Those humans who die without direction are sent there. Many of them are quite mad. They don't understand their predicament and they are searching. They can be... quite pitiful. They failed to make the choices that would gain Paradise while living but weren't sufficiently devoted to evil to deserve Hades. They are lost. Some will eventually gain direction and meet their destiny. In the meantime, they despair and it is quite disturbing. There may be persons you know there and they will recognize you and attempt to cling to you. I would spare you this."
She shuddered. "Would you mind taking me to Mom's house and leaving me there? Sagan, would you be okay without me? I'm sorry, Parker, but I don't want to see that."
"It's okay, baby," I assured her. "We'll be fine and I don't want you to see that either. We understand."
When we reached the beginning of the Way, Raphael sent Boston home and we began the journey to Sheol. The description Raphael provided Boston will have to do. The world is not ready for the horror we experienced in Sheol. The screaming will, no, I will not remember.
There was a place, deep inside and surrounded by the lost. It was a structure of sorts and it was surrounded by a horde of demons. I saw their forms for the first time and it was horrific. They seemed to be blackened and twisted forms of me. I could see that they had once been something else, but any trace of humanity was long gone. They came streaming toward us as we entered the vast cavern and Sagan began to sing.
"No Sagan, you will only attract the souls here and they will impede our progress," Raphael told her. "I will deal with them."
He gestured toward them as they approached and they evaporated like so much smoke.
"What did you do?' I asked him.
"I banished them. They are free from the compulsion of Netzach and will return to their duties. Does this please you?"
"Well, I was hoping for a couple of swords and some slicing and dicing, but I guess that will have to do."
"Amazing," he laughed. "You retain your sense of humor even in this place. You are remarkable, little Nephilim. We are not permitted to banish Netzach or any watchers that may be assisting him. They are to be destroyed. God will not permit a rebel."
"Why doesn't he just wipe them out?" Sagan asked. "Maybe we should ask him for help.
"I have asked him," Raphael said.
"What did he say? Is he going to help us?"
"He is in the process. He has sent the Prince of Poetry, a Nephilim and you, little Siren. We are his instruments."
"I see," she said. "What part am I to play? I'm not much use in the slicing and dicing."
He laughed again. "On the contrary, when we reach the structure, you may begin to sing. Your song will be of invulnerability for your allies, destruction, and despair for our enemies and then healing for Mariha and Lilith. Your loved ones are badly damaged, my friends. I regret to inform you of this, but I can sense it. They are on the point of death. They cannot be destroyed, but I sense that they would welcome that release. Your song will bring them back from despair. I will heal their bodies, but only you can heal their spirits. Much depends on you. Without your help, they may choose to join the lost here. Sing well, beautiful Siren."
"I will," she promised.
He manifested us under the wall and Sagan began to weave her web of power. It was the stuff of legend. All the orations on the eve of battle, all the locker room speeches, all the words of the motivators of men were rolled up her song. It beat on us like waves and forged us into machines of destruction. Waves of defeat and despair washed over our enemies and they attempted to flee. We fought our way through the door and my claws had become the scythe of the reaper. They came in waves, rebel angels; caught in the last gnawing of the bones of old plots and desperate in their final thrashing about. Raphael shot out the green laser things and I made a black hole to swallow them up. I think Sagan did the most damage. They quailed away before us as they attempted to defend themselves. There was lighting, fire and freezing cold. I shrugged it off like water. The love of my life wished their destruction and her power was such that I could not fail to grant her desire.
Blinding blue flashes filled the room, which appeared to be a temple of some sort, as they died in droves and waves. Blue liquid covered us and flowed over the floors and still they came and died. I caught the last one as she turned her attention from what she had been doing to Mom. She fell in dozens of pieces and I couldn't get close to Mom. She was surrounded by a nimbus of blue flame. Mariha was impaled on a stake beside her and another blue halo surrounded her. They were piteous and they writhed in their torment.
Raphael drew a complicated set of symbols on the floor with angel blood and the sound of the hissing of ten thousand lightning bolts faded. He sprang to remove Mariha from the stake and I struck the manacles from Moms arms and legs with my claws. She was a mess. Her nipples were shredded and she had been violated in a horrible way. Most of her bones were broken and one eye was gone.
I held her and wept. Sagan came in and she screamed when she saw Mariha. Her beautiful face looked like it had been chewed by wild animals and her breasts had been ripped in the same way. She was disemboweled and the stake hadn't done her any good either.
"Sing, Sagan," Raphael told her. "Do you want to lose them?"
Her song began, faltered, and rose in an incredible power of sorrow and love. Raphael was chanting in Shnarian and before my eyes those horrible wounds began to mend. I offered him my strength and he leaned upon it heavily. My head was swimming and I hardly had the strength to stand. He collapsed to the floor and when I looked, I was holding my beautiful mother in my arms and she was whole. Mariha looked, well, angelic again and they appeared to be sleeping.
Sagan's song changed and became a thing of forgetfulness and healing. The waters of Lethe swept over the temple and the pain of seeing their torment faded. Waves of love and longing washed over us, words of acceptance and rebirth and the rising of the phoenix from the ashes broke over us and Mom opened her eyes.
The song died and Mom became aware of me. "Parker, what are you doing here? Why am I naked? I had the most horrible dream, baby. I was being tortured to death. Mariha was with me and they were killing her and I couldn't help her. God, Parker, it was a nightmare. Was I making noise? Is that why you're here?"
I held her tightly and kissed her over and over. "You're safe now Mom. Mariha is safe, too. It's over now and I'm never going to let you out of my sight again."
She began to become aware of her surroundings and when she saw the ruined temple she clutched me until her nails were making me bleed.
"Oh God, it was real, wasn't it? Mariha..." she sat up and searched wildly around with her eyes. Evidently Mariha had been going through the same process with Sagan because I heard her scream.
"Lilith, O Father, no."
She was in my arms and they held each other tightly Sagan came and sat in front of us and we held them and petted them until they were calm.
"What did you do to me, baby," Mom asked me. "Did you do something to my memory? It still all seems like a dream."
"I did it, Mom," Sagan said. "Your mind was broken. I didn't do anything to your memory, but I took away the despair and the misery. I did it to Mariha, too."
Mom pulled her head down and kissed her lips. "Thank you baby, my beautiful daughter. I don't think I could have gone on living with that."
Mariha was burning me with those golden tears but I didn't mind. I just kissed them away and she sobbed for a while.
"How did you find us?" she finally spoke. "How did you rescue us?"
"We had help," I told her. "Raphael helped us. We found out where they were holding you from Camael. We came here, Sagan sung us in and Raphael and I killed them all."



"Is he damaged?" she asked.
"No, I think his battery is drained. You girls were a mess and it took everything we both had to heal you. Are you both feeling okay, I mean physically? Can you walk well enough to get out of here?"
They both nodded. They were a little wobbly but they held onto Sagan and I picked Raphael up. We walked up the path and I noticed that the lost were following after us like a wake. I quickened the pace and they called after us. I told the girls to ignore them and we hurried to the entrance of the Way with their ghostly hands clutching at us. As soon as we were inside the sounds faded and there was only that creepy whispering of the Ways again.
When we got outside, I put Raphael down in the sun. I sat down myself and leaned back against a tree. Mom came and sat between my legs and leaned back against me. Sagan came and sat on my right side and Mariha sat on my left. I gathered my girls in my arms. I leaned my head back against the tree and soaked up the sun. I think I napped for a while and I know the girls did. When I woke up they were asleep and Raphael was standing in front of us, watching over us.
"That looks nice," he told me. "Remind me to ask them if I might do something similar sometime. With your permission," he added.
"You have my permission," I told him. "Thank you Raphael. You're a pretty good Ninja after all."
He laughed and the girls stirred and woke.
"I'm off," he said. "Should you ever need my assistance again, I'll give you my prayer."
"What is it," Sagan asked, stretching languidly.
"Cowabunga, of course," he laughed and he was gone.
"Mariha, can you take us to Austin?" I asked her. "We're missing someone."
"Boston!" Mom exclaimed. "I never picked her up from school. Oh, my poor baby. What did she do?"
"She called Bronley," I told her. "It's fine. I suspect she'll forgive you. You were being tortured at the time and I think she'll understand. She'll want to know happened at the house and I'm curious about that myself."
"Let's go get her and go home," Mariha said. "We'll tell you about it there."
Before we could move, Haniel dropped in like a thunderbolt out of the blue. "Greetings, sister; little humans. We must speak. There have been developments. You are fulfilling the covenant."
"How, exactly, are we doing that?" I asked.
"You have disposed of the remnants of the rebel faction. You are pleasing in God's sight. You have also begun to perform the task God has given you. He takes this as a sign that you will continue."
"I don't understand," Sagan said. "We've pretty much decided to take that offer, but how have we begun?"
"You have already caused substantial changes in the archangel Raphael. He has requested that he be given an assignment as your temporary Watcher to supplement the Watcher Mariha. This is a great honor. No archangel has been assigned as a Watcher since Moses' time. If you will accept him God has decided to grant you a disposition."
"What sort of disposition?" Mom asked.
"It is not God's will that the Siren Sagan bear children at this time. He has instructed me to tell you his word. This is the word of God: My children, the time has not arrived for the Sirens to bear children. Yet I am aware that the Siren Sagan desires this. If she can remain patient, I will make a covenant with her that her child will become the key upon which the final day turns. I will bless her so that all her ways prosper and I will be her God and she shall be my elect child. This is the word of God."
"Well, I don't know what to think about that," Sagan said. "If that's God's will, who am I to stand against it? I do want a baby though. Parker, is that okay?"
"If that's what you want." I told her.
"The Lord has spoken further. He grants permission for children to be born in your family. The Watcher Mariha is granted permission to bear offspring, or the Nephilim Lilith is permitted to bear offspring, or both. This has been forbidden previously, but the Nephilim Lilith ignored God's good provision for her to her sorrow. God has chosen your son Parker as one of the elect and you are one of the elect. It would be pleasing to him should you decide to procreate."
"Jesus Christ, Haniel. It would please God my mother has a baby, or are you saying I should sleep with my mother? How is that pleasing to God?"
"God has merely said that they may bear children. The father is unimportant. Their mother's will raise them. This is not required. God knows this would please you both, but should you not desire it, this will please God as well."
"It would please me very much," Mariha said. "Parker, do you know what this means to me? Never, in the history of the world has a Watcher been permitted by God to have children. I'm going do this."
"Jesus, Mariha," Sagan said, "Are you planning to just seduce some random gut? I know that it's a great honor but I believe you ought to think this through before you make any leaps."
"Of course not, little Siren. God is longsuffering and patient. I have no intention of sleeping with some random man. I will select him carefully and conceive artificially. This is not required, it is permitted and I will think it through. I will never sleep with any man other than Parker."
"Mom, are you going to do this? Are you going to have a baby? I thought you didn't like babies."
"Never doubt it, Parker. Babies are exhausting. You nearly killed me, but I'm young," she laughed, "relatively speaking, and it sounds like God approves. I'll do the same thing Mariha is planning."
"I'm going to do this soon. "Do you mind?" Mariha asked.
"Why would I mind? I want you to be happy and this seems like something you really want to do," I said. "I love you both and I'll treat your kids like I would my own."
"I think Parker may be jealous," Sagan told her. "He doesn't have any reason to be. There isn't another man on earth or in heaven I'd allow to make love to me. Mariha, have you ever made love to anyone other than Parker?"
"Yes, I have."
"Who, when?"
"With you, of course; and with Lilith and one other."
"That's what I'm talking about. Lilith, do you sleep around? I know you could if you wanted."
"No, I haven't made love to anyone since Parker was born except Mariha and one other."
"There you have it, Parker," Sagan said. "We're all faithful to each other. We always will be?"
"I'm not jealous," I insisted. "I just have a hard time wrapping my mind around the idea that God is approving children for you girls but not for Sagan. I know I'm very lucky to have women like you in my life."
Haniel wasn't there anymore. I guess he figured he had done his job.
Chapter Nineteen
Boston was quite pleased with us when she discovered what we had done. She was happy with our success with settling the angel score, but immensely less so with the fact that Mariha was permitted to have a baby.
"I can't believe that Parker." She huffed around the bar at River house.
"Why not, kitten? It would make her very happy."
"Yes, but what about Sagan? She should be first and I should be second."
"I'm sorry, Boston, I didn't plan this," Mariha told her. "You know I wouldn't disappoint you for anything. You just have no idea how special this is."
"I guess I don't. Explain it to me."
"In all history, there has never been a permitted union of Watcher and human. A female Watcher has never given birth."
"Oh, well, I didn't know that. I guess it's a huge honor to be the only one in the history of the world. Is this really important to you?"
"Not in the sense that I'm the first one to have a baby. I couldn't care less about that. I don't even want that. I agree that should be Sagan. God, for some reason, doesn't agree. I have no idea why. I'm sorry that isn't his will, but out of millions and millions of Watchers since the beginning of time, I get to be the one to do this. If Parker and the rest of you are willing to help me with this, it's more important to me than anything else other than you. I won't sacrifice my relationship with any of you to do this."
"We'll talk about it tomorrow," Sagan said. "I need to think."
In the morning, one at a time, they all came into our bedroom and gathered to talk to Sagan and me."
We talked for hours until Boston stretched and said, "You and Sagan need a bigger bed, Parker. Mama and Mariha are squishing me."
"No, we do not," Sagan told her. "You have your own bed and this one is ours. I don't mind sharing this one with any of you most of the time. Sometimes I do. This one is mine and you can only come here to sleep if I invite you. Is that perfectly clear?"
"Yes, I understand," Mariha said. "I think you're becoming assertive Sagan. It's a good sign. I've always thought you let Parker and Boston push you around. Lilith, too, for that matter."
"That's preposterous," Mom said. "Let me tell her Sagan. You see, Sagan is so kind and so sweet and so gentle that she doesn't always have to get her way. She's happy to do what everyone else wants to do because she loves us. She likes making people happy. That doesn't mean she's weak or unassertive. She's just nicer than the rest of us."
"Thanks, Mom. That's true, you know. Not about the mushy stuff you said about me, but if I don't have a strong opinion about something, I would just as soon do what everyone else wants to do. I'm not like Boston. She makes a fuss over things like being first to have a baby. Parker just assumes that everyone wants what he wants. Neither of them is selfish, that's just the way they are. Mariha is wiser than all the rest of us put together and she knows she knows best for us. Mostly, that's true. Mom is too lazy to object strenuously. This is something I have a strong opinion about. Parker is mine and I'm his. We love you all and we're willing to share, but keep that in mind, okay?"
They promised not to intrude unless invited. They went away to their own beds and I snuggled Sagan.
"I love it when you're fierce," I told her.
She laughed. "Those three would fuck us to death if we let them."
"I don't think I ever heard you say that word before," I told her.
"I don't say it, but it seemed like the only one that fit," she said. "You remember that, too, big boy. I own you."
"Yes, it's perfect," I told her. "I like having you all to myself. You know, we never did get to finish that honeymoon. I'm going to Tokyo soon. Would you like to meet me there and spend a week?"
"I'd love to. Let's plan on it. There's something else I need to talk to you about, Parker. Well, two things actually. The first is Boston. She's in the sixth grade and she's five six. She's growing like a weed and did you notice her boobs? She's like a C cup. If she wore a bra, she'd have outgrown hers a dozen times this year. We can't keep her in middle school. She's going to feel weird."
"Could we teach her at home? I actually think Mom would love that. They read books to each other all the time now."
"That might work. That's a good idea, Parker. The other thing is a little harder. It's about Mariha. She wants to have a baby and I feel like we should help her with that. It just makes me feel very odd. I love her and I want her to be happy. It seems like she wants this more than anything she's ever wanted in all the millennia she's been alive. I'm inclined to go ahead and support her. She isn't even tempted to do anything she thinks would hurt us and I trust her with my life and my heart. Will you help her do this?"
"I don't see why not. I'll look into it. I know couples that can't have children do this kind of thing . I don't see how this changes things. She won't change. We make love to her all the time anyway. I think you like it even more than I do. What would change?"
"She's an angel, for God's sake. Who wouldn't want to make love to her? Don't tell me that she doesn't make you hot. It's kind of hot thinking about her being pregnant."
"Sagan, you're amazing. You're the only girl for me. You're so powerful that you scare me, but you have the key to my heart. Only you, baby."
She rolled astride me and rubbed those amazing boobs on my chest and I felt her wetness envelope me. "Me, too," she said. "I'm only for you."
Mom wanted to start looking for her own place. She asked Mariha if she wanted to share a place and she decided she did. To tell you the truth, I didn't think they'd ever get around to it. I was wrong. They bought a condominium on the 25th floor of a very nice building. They dolled it up the way they wanted it and I was right because they never stayed there more than a day or two at a time. Occasionally they took Boston away for a night but they were always back the next day. They had parties, to which I invited Bronley and her husband and they invited their friends. They had a lot of them and the parties were jumping affairs.
Bronley was plainly a rising star and I hitched my wagon to her. Sydney was booming and we made a killing in commercial development. She called me in to consult on every real estate purchase we did. Twice, I caught some problems with deals and pulled our chestnuts out of the fire. We were purchasing fifteen hundred acres of lakefront property and the man doing the deal didn't tell us that there was a problem with the zoning. Part of the property was from an estate that was willed to the city on the condition that they not develop it for 100 years. It would have cost us millions but he couldn't hide his sense of victory to be unloading it on us. We were about to sign the deal when she called me in and I took her aside and we pulled the plug. He became abusive and actually laid his hands on her.
She had been training with Mom and the girls and he didn't walk right for a month. After the second near disaster, she started having her first meeting with sellers with me. After I told her pull the plug on the third shady deal, she took me out for a drink.
"Why do you need me, Parker? You could obviously do this better than I can. You could quit your job and do this and retire in ten years."
"I like my job," I told her. "I could retire now, but I don't like just sitting around. I want to do something worthwhile with my life. I also don't want to work this business like you're willing to work it. I'm don't enjoy it as much as you do. Why don't you quit your job and throw in with me?"
"I like my job," she laughed. "I'm thinking about it though. I made more money with you this year than I made selling real estate in the last ten. What kind of an offer will you make me?"
"Write your ticket. You want to be CEO? Put my girls on the board and I'll sign off on it. We split the profits fifty-fifty. The girls get ten percent apiece and I get ten percent. You get the other fifty. Put your husband on the board if you want."
To my surprise, she began to cry. "Take me out of here, Parker," she said.
I paid the shot and we sat on a park bench while she cried on my shoulder. "I don't know what's wrong with you," I told her. "I thought this would make you happy."
"That's not it, Parker. I am happy about that, but the rugby player, as you call him, was a mistake."
"Why; what's he done?"
"He's a cheating bastard," she sobbed. "We weren't married a month before I found out. Pictures of him started showing up on the internet in strip clubs with women hanging all over him. My friends showed them to me but I didn't want to believe it. I hired a detective and every time he goes out of town to play, he's sleeping with a dozen different sluts. I actually had to go to the doctor to check and see if I had caught something from him. When he comes home from England tomorrow I'm serving him with divorce papers."
"Jesus, Bronley, why didn't you say something? I'll do anything I can to help you."
"It wasn't your problem. I didn't want to involve you. Can you believe he's jealous of you? He's a walking poster child for infidelity and he thinks I'm sleeping with you as if you'd look twice at me with a wife that looks like Sagan."
"Hey, was it your problem when a cherub hit your car with a lightning bolt? Was it your problem when Boston calls you out of the blue and asks you to pick her up from school? Besides that, the man is an idiot. You're gorgeous, Bronley. You're beautiful, smart and rich. You're my partner. I want you for a partner because I trust you. What can I do? Do you want me to have an angel give him a STD?"
She laughed through her tears. "No, I made the choice to be with him. I should have known. All the signs were there. I was stupid and I'm paying the price. Will you let me stay at our new place at River House for a few days? It will just be until I can get him moved out."
"You can stay there as long as you want. I'll tell you what; I'll bring a van around tomorrow and we'll pick up your stuff. You arrange to meet him and I'll drop you off. You serve him the papers, come out to the van and I'll drive you to your car and follow you out to River House. He'll move out and you can go home."
"Really, you'd do that?" she looked up at me with her big brown eyes full of tears.
"I really would and I really will. Where do you want to go now?"
"Can I go home with you? I really don't want to be alone. I'll cry on the girl's shoulders and they'll cheer me up."
"Let's go get your overnight bag," I told her.
There was a lot of crying on shoulders at the house that night and Bronley drank a lot of bourbon. Mom put her in bed and she was a little hung over the next morning. I healed her a little and she ate a good breakfast. We drove to her house and packed her stuff she would need into the van.
She was meeting him at a mall restaurant and I dropped her off at the door. I parked and listened to the new AC/DC album. I saw her come out and he was following her. He grabbed her shoulder and spun her around. They argued for a minute and he hit her. I started to get out but she didn't need my help. She had him kneeling on the sidewalk with a broken finger in each hand. He screamed and she turned one hand loose and chopped him in the throat. He went down and vomited on himself and she walked away. She saw me standing by the car and came over. She opened the door and said, "Get in Parker. Drive away. That chapter is over and I'm turning the page. I'll take that partnership, but I want on the board, too."
I got in, drove her to car and followed her to River House. I picked up Boston and Mom and we helped her unpack. She never moved out and she spent almost as much time at River House as Mom and Mariha.
Raphael showed up a week later for his temporary Watcher gig. He had a big argument with Mariha right away, over who was going to do what. She was being very territorial and he backed down. He agreed to Watch Sagan when she went to school and the fireworks died. He was like having the angel version of Boston around. He was very loveable and gentle. He loved to play games but Boston wouldn't play with him. "He cheats," she said, and wouldn't give any details. He loved her and followed her around from room to room and they squabbled like a brother and sister. He was very reserved with Sagan until she told him she was going to fire him if he didn't stop acting like a douche. He melted after that and I never worried about her when he was with her.
He took quite an interest in Bronley. I don't know if they were lovers but he spent a lot of time with her. Mom tolerated him with amusement and Mariha was a little in awe of him. He stayed with us for six months and then he was recalled. He promised he was going to return after doing whatever it is that archangels do.
The day after he left Sagan pulled me aside and told me she needed to talk to me. We walked out on the deck and sat on the lounge with our feet up.
"What's up?" I asked her.
"Mariha is driving me crazy. Every time I see her, she reminds me that God said she could have a baby. She's obsessed, Parker, and she's not going to give us any peace until we help her have a baby. You need to take her away and help her do something."



"You mean, find a way for her to get pregnant?"
"Yes, that's what I mean. Make it special for her. Would you like to go back to the Great Barrier Reef? I'll set it up if that's where you want to go."
"I don't want to go back there," I told her. "I can't do this now. We're going to Japan next week; remember?"
"Yes, that's six days away. Take three or four and make her stop bugging me."
"Okay, but she can just zap us somewhere."
"No, make it special for her, Parker. She deserves to have you put some effort into this. She's the sweetest person we know and you're going to treat her like the queen of the world."
"Well, I wasn't going to drag her off to some rent by the hour motel. I'll come up with something and we'll leave tomorrow. Is that okay?"
"Yes, but make it something special."
I thought about it that night and in the morning, I had it worked out. I packed a bag and told Mariha I had always wanted to go to Christmas Island. Just the name sounded like it would be really cool. I asked her if she would go there with me for three days.
She was all over it and I told her not to pack anything but bikinis and wraps. I asked her if she wanted to fly or manifest. She decided to fly and we took a flight to Perth and then got on another to the island. We got a hotel and I took her snorkeling. It was beautiful water and there were a lot of beautiful fish. The coral was spectacular and we spent five hours diving. She turned Mermaid as soon as we got out of sight of people. There weren't many around and we had the ocean to ourselves. She was as charming and spectacular looking as she had ever been and I loved being with her. You forget how lovable angels can be when you have as many other distractions as we'd had in the last year. She reminded me.
We had dinner and she ate. I took her back to our room and this time I had a plan. She nearly killed me on the Great Barrier Reef and I wasn't going to fall behind this time.
I told her that this was for all the marbles. She could do whatever she needed to do to have a baby. She laughed and cried and her clothes disappeared.
I loved on her for an hour, just exploring and finding out the little places that made her shiver and quake; which made her gasp and moan and I was ready. She came easily and I brought her up to a peak and kept her there. I manifested the Presence in the places I couldn't touch and just when she would begin to relax I would push a few buttons and send her off again. After an hour in a constant orgasmic state, she was hoarse and writhing underneath me.
"Stop, please stop, Parker. Please, you're killing me. Oh Father, no, don't stop!"
I ignored her and kept on an on until she was limp and I could just get a quiver out of her when I manipulated one of those spots. I lay on her and in her and she closed her eyes. To my amazement, she seemed asleep. I kissed her nipples and she woke up.
"No, Parker, no more. Really, I can't take any more."
"I wish Sagan were here," I told her. "She has more stamina than you."
She laughed and then cried.
"Why are you crying?" I whispered against her lips.
"I just can't believe you made me lose control like that. I love you Parker and I'm afraid of you. You could hurt me really badly and that scares me. I'm afraid because I'm so in love with you that you could take advantage of me and I wouldn't care."
"I thought I just did take advantage of you," I told her.
"You know what I mean."
"Yes, but I never would. I'll never take advantage of you, Mariha. I would as soon cut off my arm."
"I know, that's just what makes me feel so vulnerable. I came a million times, Parker. Will you do that again tomorrow?"
"What's wrong with tonight?"
"No, please, I can't stand any more of that."
"I was just kidding, baby. Neither can I. I'm just going to hold you and sleep. Will you sleep with me?"
"No, I'm going to Watch over you and think."
"Will you lie here and do that?"
"There's no place I'd rather be.
We did it again the next night and the night after that. I told her that we were going to a clinic in England and she was going to have a baby. She laughed and cried and we didn't get out of bed that day.
We went to the clinic and she had the procedure. We spent the night in London and she told me that she was pregnant.
"How do you know?"
"I feel a little life inside me. It's just a spark, but it's there."
"Really? Do you think I can feel it?"
"I don't think you can yet. Soon though, you'll begin to feel its emotions. I couldn't feel it if it weren't inside me."
"How long is an angel's gestation period?"
"No female angel has ever had a child. I don't know. I think I can hurry it up."
"Do you want to do that?"
"Maybe; I want it badly, Parker. I want to hold it and feed it."
"Can you lactate?"
"I suppose. Like I said, this is virgin territory."
"Not any more," I laughed.
"No," she agreed. "I had never had a man inside me before you, Parker."
"I'm so honored you let me be the first."
"Yes, it is a great honor," she said.
"Not a little stuck on ourselves are we?' I kidded her.
"Not me, silly, but having a female angel is something that's never happened before. God favors you, Parker."
"I know, and I was just kidding. It is a great honor with you, too. Just because you're you, I mean. Every man in the world would cut off his arm to be with you."
"I don't want any man in the world, or on any other world. I will only allow you to be with me; and it's because you are who you are. Let me get on top. You're squishing me."
I rolled us over and went to sleep holding an angel.
Chapter Twenty
When we got home, the girls were thrilled with the news and they all wanted Mariha to hurry the process along as much as possible. They became quite solicitous of her and babied her all the time. Sagan and I spend five days in Japan and we did the tourist routine. It was amazing and we felt like the interrupted honeymoon was complete.
She got the idea in her head that we should visit a children's hospital in Tokyo and heal some of the children there. I thought it was a bad idea and that God might not approve. After the mess we got in healing Boston, this seemed like a blunder. She believed that with all this power, we should be helping people and I didn't disagree, I just felt a lot of trepidation about it. I didn't know what they would think about a Nephilim and a Siren wandering their halls anyway. She told me to come up with an excuse for being there.
I talked to the corporate promotions office and persuaded them to donate iPads to the sick kids. They're very good about helping kids and schools. Sagan and I got to give the iPads away and we had a cover story.
It was heart wrenching to go there and see how happy they were with the new iPads. I took a look at them and found a way to heal them without attracting a lot of attention. I didn't cause hysterics but I fixed them so they would get well, just not overnight. Sagan was very pleased and the way she looked at me and held my arm made me feel all mushy inside.
Haniel dropped into our hotel room that night and Sagan shrieked in alarm and tried to pull the covers over her. He apologized and she told him to never do that again. He was profuse in his regret and promised to appear outside doors and knock next time. He told us that our little scheme hadn't gone unnoticed, but that it was the "good work of the Lord," and that we were encouraged to do as much of that type of thing as time and opportunity allowed. He said he knew that she was wondering why God permitted Mariha to have a baby and not her. He had permission to tell her that her third child would be "The Child of Destiny" and that he needed to be born at the appointed time. She felt better about the whole thing after that. He chatted for five minutes and he was gone.
A week after we got home a demon arrived. The buzzer at the gate sounded and I saw a girl standing in front of the camera. She asked to speak with me and I manifested at the gate behind the wall so she couldn't see me appear. There was something odd about her. She was a lush and dusky Mediterranean looking young lady. She told me her name was Oniah and she had been assigned to us for six months.
I asked her who had assigned her and she said it was Raphael. A Cowabungs or two later and he dropped in. He confessed that he had indeed assigned her and that she was a demon. He said that Haniel had told him to select her on instructions from God. I was very skeptical. My experience with demons hadn't been happy and this one didn't seem likely to be any better.
Raphael zoomed away and I let her in. She told me that she didn't want to be there any more than I didn't want her to be there. That seemed to get off on the wrong foot so I apologized for my lack of grace and hospitality and held her hand as we walked up the drive. She didn't seem to like that much either so I abandoned it half way. I found out later that she considered it a crime to touch her and that people were executed for daring to do it. I introduced her to the girls and it turned out that we were related. She was some sort of a niece of Mom's. That didn't endear her to Mom at all. When she mentioned the name of the brother that had been her ancestor, Mom became positively hostile. "That bastard," was the way she referred to him and angry words flew.
"Mom, stop it," I told her. "Oniah, you better get used to being viewed with suspicion. This squabbling isn't helping. You're stuck with us and we're stuck with you. If you can't be polite this is going to be a long six months."
She muttered something about race traitors and Mom fried her with a lightning bolt. That knocked her unconscious and blew up the microwave. I got a chair and we set it in the middle of a ward and put her in it. When she woke up, she couldn't move and I told her we were going to keep her there until she could be polite. She sat there for three days before she got bored enough to repent. She promised not to be rude and I erased a line and let her out.
She started muttering again and I redrew the line. She stopped instantly and I decided to leave the chair there to remind her. She was really unpleasant to be around for everyone but Boston, to whom she was nice for some reason.
She made a special project out of trying to corrupt Mom. She told her about the cause of the Nephilim, their unfair and despicable treatment, how Mom and I could liberate them and rule the earth. How she could benefit us. She told us that we could order Mariha to restore her powers and how Mom could be queen of everything if she would only assert herself.
Mom was incorruptible. "Do you really think that after 6000 years I haven't thought about everything you could possibly say to me? If I wanted any of that I could have had it centuries ago. You're wasting your time and if you don't shut up I'm going to kill you."
"Mom, you can't kill her. God sent her here and he wouldn't like that."
"I don't give a damn," she said. "She's making us all wretched and if she whispers that shit in my ears again I'm going to chop off her tongue."
I took Oniah and Boston out in the garden and we had a chat. "What is wrong with you, Oniah?" Boston asked her. "Why won't you even give us a chance? We've never harmed you in any way. I know you can be nice; you're nice to me. Why won't you give the rest of us a chance?"
She didn't say anything. "Tell me why you hate us," I asked her. "Maybe we can figure something out."
"Look at me," she screamed. "I'm the princess of Sidon. You're a bunch of peasants. I'm not a slave, but I'm treated like one and you're free. I have pitiful powers, I'm mutated into this creature and I have spent thousands of years being forced to tempt wretched humans into petty sins. You live with a Watcher who is responsible for making me this way. You're free, you have a child on the way, and the rest of us were imprisoned or mutated like this for doing what you are doing. I hate you for that. I'll hate you forever."
"You aren't the way you are for doing what we do," Boston told her. "You're the way you are because you were a ruthless bitch that used humans and everyone else you could control like cattle. You're the way you are because you enslaved other people and now you're a whiny little bitch that complains because you're being treated exactly the way you treated others. Don't compare yourself to us. You think you're better than us because you were a 'princess' by an accident of birth. Do you see any slaves here? Do you see anyone that is being mutated? Do you see anyone that is being controlled? We help people, not enslave them. If there were a spark of humanity in you, I'd pity you. There isn't. You're a monster and that's why you're the way you are. You deserve whatever you get. You'll always be like that because you see others as objects to be used, not as people like you."
Oniah sat there for a minute. She wouldn't look at us. I saw tears running down her cheeks. "I don't want to be like that," she said quietly. "Don't you think I wish I weren't? I am, though, and I'm doomed because of it. I can't help it. I know I'm a monster and I don't want to be. I'm a demon. I don't know how to change."
"We could help you change," I told her. "I think that's why you're here. The problem is, you treat us all except Boston like shit. You talk about race traitors and you torment Mom. You shiver with revulsion every time one of us 'peasants' touch you. You say you want to change; how can we trust that? Everything you do tells us that you are a Monster and that this is just an act to get our sympathy so we'll help you in the big 'Nephilim are treated unfairly scheme.'"
She flared up a little at that. "You don't know anything about me. No, I won't do that. I, I'm sorry." She began sobbing. "I've never said that before. I'm desperate and wretched. I need help. I'm lost eternally and I have no hope."
"Show me," I told her. "Go in there and hug Mom. Tell her you're sorry. Then you go over, hug Mariha and tell her you're sorry. When Sagan gets home, you do the same thing. You make yourself useful around the house. Clean up that mess you've made in your room. Clean yourself up, take a shower, get a haircut, and stop dressing like a whore. Be nice to everyone. Help us do whatever we're doing. Help Mom out with tutoring Boston. Quit trying to seduce Bronley. Sit down at the table and eat with us without snarling all the time. Trust is earned around here, Oniah. Make us trust you. Can you do that?"
"I don't know. Your mother, she's a living reminder of what I was. Mariha is a living reminder of what was done to me. The Sirens are so beautiful it makes me insane with jealousy. How can I do that? How can I be around them and not hate them?"
"Because they're beautiful and kind and loveable." I told her. "Get over yourself and we'll help you. If you can't do that, you're going to have six months of hell and then back to that same hopelessness you've described. Let us help you and we'll use all our influence to give you hope. We're God's elect, Oniah, and we're kind of a big deal."
"I know, but I don't know why. What did you do to deserve that?"
"We had morals and character," Boston told her. "Grow some."
Gradually, over the next three months or so, I began to see changes in her. There were relapses and she spent five days in the chair in those three months but she eventually did everything I had asked her to do. It took her three weeks to apologize to everyone. She started paying attention to her hygiene and asked Sagan to take her to get a haircut. The ragged mane disappeared and she started dressing like a normal person instead of hooker Goth. She took over more and more of tutoring Boston and she cooked meals. She cleaned her room and actually became friends with Bronley. She had a lot of trouble coming to terms with Mariha and one of her relapses came after the baby was born. I'll get to that later.
After five months, you wouldn't have known her. She looked like any normal girl and she acted like one, too. She became beautiful. She loved working in the garden and it looked better than it ever had. She actually hummed to herself, a little ragged tune from some ancient past, looking up at me and smiling: a little dusky demon with dirt on her face. She got used to being touched and didn't go rigid anymore when someone hugged her. Two weeks before her time was up, Mariha let her hold the baby and that was it for her. She wept, sobbed, and couldn't be comforted. She ran off to her room and wouldn't come out. We could hear her crying and after three hours, the girls couldn't stand it anymore. They sent me in to talk to her.
I oozed through her door and she was a little dusky ball on her bed, crying into a pillow. "Parker, get out," she told me.
"No, I'm not going to leave until you talk to me," I told her.
I picked her up, carried her to her big chair and held her on my lap. She tried to push me away at first but I was stronger than she was and I just squeezed her tighter. She gave up after a minute and then she clung to me as hard as she was trying to push me away before. She shook and trembled when I touched her and she wouldn't stop crying. I didn't know what to do so I just held her and she went to sleep in my arms. She slept for thirty minutes and when she opened her eyes she went stiff until she saw me holding her, then she relaxed.
"Oniah, you have to tell me what's wrong," I told her.
"I don't know if I can," she was still shaking and I pulled her closer. "I held the baby and I realized that this, what you have here, is what I'll never have. I have two more weeks and then it's back to the hookers and sleazy bars. It's back to the thugs and the drugs and the porn. I'm clean for the first time in my life and I don't want to go back."
"Can we go back so the girls can hear this?"
"Yes, but please don't let me go. Will you still hold me?"
"Watch and see," I said.
I carried her back into the living room. Boston and Mom had wandered off but they came back when Sagan called. Oniah explained to them what was going on. "I just realized that I only have two more weeks with you guys and I don't want to leave," she said.
"Explain to us why you have to leave," Sagan asked.
"She's a demon," Mariha said. "Demons have jobs to do, just like Watchers. She'll be compelled to go, just like she was compelled to come here."
"What if she weren't a demon," Boston asked. "Could she still be compelled?"
"I think Parker could compel her. He could compel any of us and I know some of the Powers could compel her. She isn't strong enough to resist."
"What if she were assigned to us as her job," Mom asked.
"I don't think you need to be tempted," Mariha laughed. "Her job is to lure humans into idolatry."
"Well, that job sucks," Sagan said. "I think she needs a new job."
"That is her nature. How could that be changed?"
"It's already been changed," Boston said. "Look at her. She just wants a chance to be normal."
"Is that what you want, Oniah?" Mom asked.
"More than anything. You'll never know how desperately I want to do that, but it's hopeless." She began to cry again. "I only have two weeks."
The despair in her voice broke my heart. I looked helplessly at Mariha and she was glowing. She went flaming, and she seemed to be going nuclear.
"Bide a moment," she said. "I'm being used for something."
The glow spread and touched Oniah and she was pulled out of my arms. Some force pulled her upright until only the tips of her toes touched the ground. Her arms rose over her head and the glow surrounded her. There was a flash and she collapsed to the floor. Mom rushed over and picked her up. She laid her down on the sofa and we all hovered over her. She opened her eyes and sat up.



"Mariha, what was that," Mom asked.
"I don't know. I seem to be receiving a message."
Her face began to be difficult to look at it was so bright. "This is the word of God:" she said. "It is my will that the demon Oniah be no longer a demon but a human. She is granted a soul and released from her compelling. She has no assignment, but if she serves me and remains in righteousness, she will be blessed and may seek her destiny. Should she return to her former madness, she will be destroyed. Do not abuse my grace, little human."
She sprang to her feet. "I'm whole," she laughed. "I'm not a demon anymore. What did you mean, 'a human,' Mariha? I'm not a human, I'm a Nephilim."
"Parker and the girls are judged human, too," Mariha told her. "It means they can go to heaven. They can be redeemed. They are redeemed. It doesn't seem like you've gone that far yet, but you might. You got the chance you asked for. What are you going to do with it?"
"I don't know. Can I stay with you?"
"You can," Mom told her. "It doesn't sound like that's what you should do. God said, 'seek your destiny.'"
"What if it's my destiny to stay with you?"
"Then I guess you need to find that out," Sagan told her. "We've all come to love you, Oniah, and we want what's best for you. Is there anything you want to do?"
"I have my power back. I can do anything I want to."
"I think you should be very careful about that," I told her. "If you use your power to compel people, I think it's going to get ugly."
She began to cry again. "How can you even think that, Parker? Do you still not trust me?"
"No, sweetheart," Mariha patted her. "We trust you, but you've got a lifetime of bad decisions behind you. It's going to be hard to overcome that. Your instincts are messed up and if you make too many mistakes; we're afraid for you. Everyone makes mistakes, but it seems like you're kind of on probation here."
"Maybe I should stay with you guys for a while then. I won't get into any trouble with you."
"That's fine, honey," Mom said. "But you don't just want to sit around here. What do you like?"
"I don't know. I never did anything before. I was a princess, remember?"
"There aren't a lot of princess jobs open," I laughed.
"I like working in the garden. That's the only thing I know of."
"Do you think you might like doing landscaping?" Sagan asked her. "Parker, would you give her our landscaping contracts? There's a huge job coming up with the new office complex. Bronley told me about it last week."
"Would you, Parker?" Her eyes were shining with excitement. "I promise I'll do good. I won't be any trouble."
"I'd like that," I told her. "I can keep an eye on you and we'll let you move into the new house next to Bronley's if you want."
"I'd rather stay here, but maybe I should do that. Bronley likes me, and maybe she'll be my friend. Yes, I'll do it, Parker. Thanks Sagan, you're very smart."
"I have the feeling we're going to need your bedroom," I told her. "When your six months is up I suspect we'll get our next case to work on. Do you know, I think God sent you here so this would happen. He knew you were looking for a way out and that you wanted to change. I think your time in purgatory is over, Oniah."
When her two weeks were up she moved in next to Bronley and when she got the office complex done we never used another landscaper again. She started getting jobs from other people that saw her work with us and she got quite a business going. She met a contractor we worked with and they dated. I don't think she ever quite got comfortable with being touched by anyone other than us, but she loved this guy and he seemed like he couldn't get enough of her. They never lived together but they were a steady thing and she told us she was happy for the first time in her life.
The baby was born four months after Oniah came to live with us. She was a perfect, miniature version of Mariha. We named her Greyson and she stole my heart from the beginning. It turned out that Mariha could lactate and if that wasn't a sexy sight. In two days, Mariha was back to her old toned self and the belly was gone. There was some question in my mind as to exactly what Greyson was. She was some kind of new Nephilim. This was sanctioned by God. Mariha told me that Haniel had selected the father and that he was one of the ancient, imprisoned Nephilim. She was more than half angel and I wondered about that. Mariha didn't know and we asked Haniel the next time he dropped in. He said that she was human. That didn't tell us much except that she had a soul, but he wouldn't say more than that. Raphael came back for two months and he was willing to speculate, but he didn't know for sure.
He said that she couldn't be a Watcher; they weren't human. I asked him if he had a soul. "Not in the sense you do," he said. "I have no need for redemption and no need for sanctification. I'm an immortal like you, but you're fallen. Well, you were. She isn't a demon, so she must be a Nephilim. A female Watcher has never given birth before. Does this make Mariha a Siren?"
"Your guess is as good as mine," I said. "Can you sing, Mariha?"
"I have no harp," she said.
I sat there stunned for a minute. Then I laughed myself silly. "Did you just tell a joke, Mariha?"
"Yes, it was quite a good one, wasn't it?"
"It was awesome, but you do have a harp. Boston got you one for Christmas, remember?"
She laughed. "I can't really play a harp, Parker. I never took the time to learn."
"I can," Raphael said. That set me off again, and he chuckled a bit, too.
"No," I gasped, "don't tell me you paint, too."
"I am the prince of Art," he said. "It would look peculiar if I didn't."
Mariha had to shush us to keep from waking Greyson laughing.
It turned out that he was better than the painter named after him. He painted a portrait of Sagan and I that would bring tears to your eyes. Mariha was able to sing, we discovered, but Raphael said she wasn't really a Siren. "She's a Watcher and she just has an extra ability. You should ask for a raise, Mariha."
That set us off again and Greyson woke up and was hungry.
"I can't wait to see what her wings look like," I said. "Do you think they'll be Mariha's kind or the blue and orange?"
"I suspect Mariha's. She's really very close to an angel. Her grandfather was an angel on both sides, Parker. She's got a double dose. I suspect she'll be like you. You have that double dose, too. Maybe that's why you're so powerful."
"Yes, and so beautiful," Mariha said.
"Sorry, Parker; you're not my type," Raphael said.
"What is your type? I've always wondered?" Mariha asked him.
"I prefer a large breasted, blonde Watcher," he said. "Female, of course."
We hooted and Mariha blushed. "This one is taken," she told him.
"So I see. Taken by how many, I wonder. One man and three girls?"
She stuck out her tongue. "None of your business."
"No, but I had to ask."
Greyson could walk at seven months and she was talking at fifteen. She was a little confused at our domestic situation and Sagan, Mariha and Mom were all, "Mama." Boston was "Bos" and Raphael and I were "Da." When he went away to do archangel stuff for a month he lost his "Da" status and never regained it. We didn't know exactly what to tell her, but she always called me Dad. Mom thought it was best not to tell her about her heritage until she started manifesting some sort of power. That had worked well for her with me, and other ways hadn't worked at all with her other kids. Mariha disagreed vehemently and since she was Greyson's mother, I thought it should be up to her.
Greyson's living arrangements were so odd anyway, that I didn't think it was possible for her to not notice once she got to know other kids. We all spoiled her rotten and yet she had a very firm hand on the wheel. She had a very sweet disposition and all anyone ever had to do was frown at her and she was immediately contrite. We found out that she could walk the Ways by accident when she followed Raphael halfway to heaven one afternoon.
"I thought the Way was closed to heaven for anyone but Watchers," I told him when he noticed she was following him and brought her back.
"It is," he said. "That may tell us something about her status. Apparently, Heaven considers her a Watcher. Who was supposed to be watching her, anyway?"
"You were, Ninja Turtle," I told him. "You never told anyone you were leaving. You're her official Watcher and unofficial one, too."
"Oh, sorry about that. I'm not used to the whole Watcher thing. This is my first time, you know."
"Jesus, get used to it, Raphael. What if you had been going somewhere scary or she wandered off into the chaos?"
"Sorry, it won't happen again. You won't need to mention this to Mariha, will you?"
"No, not if you promise to pry some information out of Haniel. I really want to know what the deal is on my kid."
"I'll work my wiles," he said. "If he won't tell me I'll give him a slash with one of my swords.
"Dad, need to find Mama," Greyson said.
"What for, baby?"
"Bath," she said. "All dirty."
"Damn it, Raphael. She's got catsup all over her. What did you feed her?"
"French fries," she said. "Very good."
"Yes, baby, but you're not supposed to eat them for breakfast. You were supposed to eat fruit."
"Why? I like French fries better. Nanas are yucky."
"Now you're yucky. Oh well, let's not get Mama, honey. I should make Raphael give you a bath. Come on, button."
He obviously couldn't be trusted to really watch her. He was just a likely to wander off after a butterfly as keep an eye on her and he gave her everything she wanted.
I cleaned her up and took her to work with me. You could give her anything and she'd be fascinated with it for hours. I had a wire contraption in my office that you pushed marbles around on and she played happily with it until lunch. I sent the secretary out for chicken and she ate strips dunked in gravy and mashed potatoes while she watched a movie.
I was done and I took her to the zoo. It was amazing to have this little bundle of love along with you. Boston had been a lot like her just a few years ago and I realized I missed that. I've always loved kids, and this one was mine, even if I wasn't her biological father. I rented a stroller and we looked at the animals for a couple of hours. Sagan met us for dinner, we had fish; Greyson had spaghetti and cheese sticks. She was a mess again by that time and we took her home and gave her to Mama to clean up.
She came running into our room with her nightgown on and climbed into bed with us. "Going to sleep with Saver," she told me. "You sleep with Mama."
"Which Mama?" I laughed.
"Mama Lilith," she said. "Mama Mari went somewhere."
Being unceremoniously booted out of my own bed, I went to Mom's room. Boston was already there and she didn't want me so I slept in her bed. When I woke up, Mariha was in bed with me and I loved on her a while, then asked her where she had been.
Raphael had called her and told her he had some information about Greyson. According to him, Haniel had said that he believed Greyson was considered to be a class all her own. If I had kids with Sagan, Boston or Mom, they would be considered in the same class. This was something new in Heaven and they were going to be called Reapers. That sounded ominous to me, but Mariha said it had nothing to do with death or the grim reaper. It had something to do with the end of time and they'd have a special job to do. Haniel thought it would be escorting souls to heaven and not something unpleasant at all. He thought God had been planning this all along, and the time would come in the next 100 years. They were to be allowed access to Heaven and there was going to be some kind of special training when they were mature.
"He still thinks Lilith is going to have a child. There are supposed to be seven of them. I hope that means I can have another but I think Sagan is supposed to have twins. Boston isn't old enough to conceive so I guess we're on some kind of clock."
"I don't want to know this stuff, Mariha. I don't believe in fate. You said you were just going to live life."
"I am, Parker. Raphael said you asked him to find out. If you don't want to know, don't ask."
"I just wanted to know about Greyson. I wanted to know why she, never mind. I didn't ask for having the future foretold."
"Is there something you're not telling me?" she frowned.
"Yes, but it isn't important. I promised not to tell."
"Okay. Do you want to make love again?"
So my options were to love an angel or not. It was a tough choice.
The tough choice was Boston. She was obviously sexually active with Mom and Mariha, although she never said anything, and she looked like an older teenager. She was very physical with me and she was probably more mature about life than I was. She constantly rubbed those maddening teenage boobs up against me and she loved the contact. I didn't want to make her sad or stifle that Siren nature Mariha had told us about. She seemed happy if I would just snuggle her, but she wanted more and more of that and she became bolder about rubbing up against me and began to find opportunities to be naked around me. When she came in and got in the shower with me one morning I asked her what was going on.
"I'm seducing you; of course," she said.
"You are? Well, I guess I kind of knew that. Why are you seducing me and what does your sister think about that?"
"I haven't asked her, but Mama did. She said I should show you that I want you and that I'm not a little girl anymore."
I looked at her. She had a little patch of glossy black hair down there that she obviously kept trimmed. Her breasts were amazing and she had all the right curves in all the right places.
"I can see you aren't a little girl anymore, baby. I just can't get over the idea that you've changed so much in four years. Four years ago I was carrying you around and you were a little girl. You know you can't get pregnant, right? God doesn't want that yet. I won't marry you yet either."
"Yes, I know. I won't get pregnant unless I will that to happen. It's stupid that you want to make me wait until I'm 21, but I respect you and I'll wait if you want me to. Are you going to make me wait until I'm 21 to make love with you? I can't help it that being a Siren made me grow up so fast. I'm a woman now, Parker. I'll always be your little girl, but don't you think I'm a sexy little girl?"
It became obvious that I did.
"Oh, my," she said. "I guess you do. Is that for me?"
It was, and it was my delight to show her how much I had for her.
Chapter Twenty One
Three years passed with a succession of Watchers, demons and humans taking up residence with us for shorter or longer periods of time. They didn't all have happy endings. One of the humans was the son of the ruler of a Southeast Asian dictatorship. It stated off well and he seemed to be making progress toward some degree of humanity. He was so entitled and so used to ordering people around that he struggled with basic human emotions. He had absolutely no empathy and he seriously clashed with Boston and Mom. They showed an utter indifference to his self-importance and immoderate pomposity.
He was the typical politician in so many ways. He had a streak of kindness, but it only showed toward people who deferred to him. I think he came to hate Boston because she was so beautiful, but she was immune to the idea that he should be treated any differently because of who his father was.
He suffered from the same syndrome Oniah had, but he couldn't get over himself. When he found out what we were, he coveted power. He wanted us to transfuse him so that he could manifest the Presence. None of us would even think about it and he became bitter and resentful. I don't think anyone had ever said no to him in his life.
I came home from Seattle one day and found the house full of his father's goons and Boston handcuffed to a chair and trapped in a sigil. He was going to take her blood by force, evidently. I called Mariha and we manifested among them. They managed to shoot me twice before we got Boston out. We dropped into the garden and Oniah was there. She joined us and we went back in.
It ended with a lot of dead thugs and Mr. Dictator's son strapped into the same chair he had Boston in. I didn't know what to do with him but Oniah suggested that she knew a place we should drop him. We super glued his hands and thighs together and left him naked in an alley with a crew of third world rapists alerted to his whereabouts and availability.
Haniel wasn't happy about that but we weren't very happy with the situation he had placed us in. I told him to clean up the mess in our house and left him muttering while we went to Austin to visit the McDonalds.
We never heard anything else about him. We failed on a Watcher, too. It was much less spectacular, but she couldn't get used to the idea that creatures such as ourselves were the elect. I think she viewed humans as little better than animals, and our "disgusting" lifestyle did little to change her opinion. Greyson especially disturbed her.
Greyson was an enchanting little sprite. She was seven, and she was a prodigy: a little blonde headed pixie with violet eyes and the sweetest little voice you've ever heard. She could sing the Siren's songs and she had her mother's pure heart. It seemed like she was immune to the temptation to misbehave. She never gave us a minute's trouble and I had thought it was impossible not to love her. The Watcher was immune to her charm. She viewed her as something repellent and it made me angry that such a being existed. She didn't last her six months. She continually asked to be reassigned and finally Mariha demanded that.
"If you don't get rid of her, I'm going to have Lilith eat her," she told Haniel. "I won't tolerate her in our home another instant. This isn't going the way it's supposed to. She's becoming worse; not better. I'm serious, Haniel. If I see her sneer at Greyson one more time, I'm going to attack her. Do you want Watchers sneering at the Reapers?"
He took her away and Raphael told us she had been assigned as the Keeper's assistant in Tartarus.
Our successes were very gratifying. Two more demons had become part of our reformed Nephilim crowd and we had a maybe a dozen Watchers that didn't want to do anything but Watch over us. We only had three humans to our credit but they were good ones. They were all young, but ready to step into positions of considerable power in political families or large, multinational corporations.
I never knew what the criterion was for choosing them. It seemed like they all came in with a bad attitude. I understood that they might resent being forced to be with us. We tried to assure them right away that we had no hand in their selection and had nothing against them personally. We were assigned to them as much as they were assigned to us. The problem was, they lived in our home and we expected them to act like guests. If they didn't, they sat in the chair; the humans shackled to it.
I never knew either what kind of a deal had been worked out with the humans. Were angels revealing themselves to heads of states or corporate big shots?
Haniel dropped in New Years Day of the fourth year to announce that the time was right for Sagan to have children. Boston wasn't yet approved, but he spent an hour closeted with Mom. I don't know what went on but she was very cool to him when he left.
Sagan was ambivalent about the whole idea. She had gotten her MBA and was working full time in the development business. She and Bronley had worked out some sort of an arrangement and they worked well together. I know she wanted a baby but she didn't like the whole, "it's the right time" idea.



"I detest someone telling me that," she told me. "I want to decide what the right time is; not someone in God's office."
"I understand completely," I agreed. "At the same time, I don't think you want to cut off your nose to spite your face. You want a baby, I want you to have one, so I don't think it makes sense to not do what we want because someone else wants us to do that, too."
She sighed. "I suppose you're right. I just hate to feel like anyone other than us is planning our lives."
She stopped making herself infertile and a month later, she was pregnant. It turned out to be twins, just as Raphael said, and she grew more beautiful than ever. There is something incredibly sexy about a pregnant woman to me. She didn't gain as much weight as she feared she would. Her belly did swell to alarming proportions and she sat on many chairs to ease the pain in her back. She continued to work throughout her pregnancy and the doctor took them at eight and a half months by c-section. There were two beautiful little boys in our house and they were a handful. One had hair like Mom's, that flame red in contrast to his dark skin. His name was Reagan and he was delightful. The other had that midnight black hair of his mother and aunt Boston. His name was Reynolds and he was equally amazing. They never cried except when they were hungry or wet, and spent most of their time asleep or smiling up into someone's face. One of our demon converts became our nanny. It was surprising to me that he was interested, but he took Greyson under his wing, too, and they all treated him like a big puppy. He had never had any children of his own and he adopted ours and became "Uncle Baran" and an integral part of our house.
They grew like weeds and although they didn't learn at the same rate that Greyson did, they picked up physical things faster. I think Mom spent more time with the kids than anyone. In spite of telling me how exhausting they were, she constantly had one or two on her hip, lugging them around everywhere she went. Greyson thought she was the coolest person in the world, mostly because Mom let her do anything she wanted, and the boys worshipped her.
God was pleased, according to Haniel, and I told him I was glad, because I was pleased as well. He told me that the twins were not the children of destiny, but that our next child would be chosen by God. He was very mysterious about that and it made me very uneasy. I thought about it for a month and the next time I saw Raphael, I took him aside and we had a long talk.
I explained to him that I was very uncomfortable with all this interference in our lives. "We need a break, Raphael. When Alith (our current Watcher trainee) is through, we don't want another one for a while. We're burnt out. We're tired of all this 'child of destiny' stuff, too. These are our children, for God's sake; not some grand scheme of the fulfillment of the ages. You know I never wanted this. I told you at the beginning that we just wanted to be left alone to live our lives in peace. I told Haniel the same thing. It doesn't seem like you guys up there are living up to your end of the bargain very well."
"I'm sorry, Parker. I didn't realize you were feeling pushed into a corner like that. I don't think Haniel knows either. We aren't used to dealing with humans. I know you have two priorities. Your family comes first and I understand that. God understands, too. I think he just wants you to be informed. I've never heard of him revealing his plans to anyone like he does to you."
"Well, there's an overload of information. I appreciate being kept in the loop. I don't like feeling as if my every step is scripted and neither do the girls. Well, Mariha might not care, but the rest of us are worn out. We need some time off just to breathe a minute. Let us just work and play and live our lives for a while without all these complications. We're not complicated like Watchers. I just want to come home from work, hold my kids and make love to my wife without tripping over a new demon or hearing about Reapers or children of destiny."
"I'll inform Haniel right away. If that's what you want, I think God will understand."
Apparently he did. We were left strictly alone for the next six months. I loaded up the whole troop and we went on a bus tour of the outback. We stayed on cattle ranches, watched crocodiles swim in the rivers, followed kangaroos around and spent a week at the beach. I think we were all needing something like that. I took Boston to San Diego for a week, Sagan to Hawaii and Mariha to Athens. I asked Mom if she wanted to go to Colorado skiing and she surprised me by agreeing to go. We stayed at Copper Mountain and it was a blast. I got up before her the second day and I was eating breakfast in the Hotel. When I looked up, Haniel was sitting across from me.
"Damn it, Haniel; I thought you were supposed to be leaving me alone."
"I am," he said. "You are here with the Nephilim Lilith and I thought it was important to speak with you. It is the Lord's will that she bear a child, Parker."
"Yes, I know. You told us that before. She's okay with that but she hasn't said anything to me about when. I'm not pushing her."
"Yes, but it is important for you to remember what you are. You are God's instrument and so is she. We're running out of time.. We spoke at some length about this the last time I visited you. She was receptive to the idea. Being around your other children has awakened in her a maternal desire. I suggested that she broach the idea to you and she became very upset and refused to consider the idea. When I attempted to reason with her she became... rude."
"If you don't stop attempting to reason with me I'm going to become rude," I told him.
"Nonsense; this child is needed, Parker. The Reapers will form the right hand of God in the destiny of humans. We need her child. This is destined to be, young Nephilim. The time has come for this to happen. Please speak with her and discover her emotions. Persuade her that this is necessary."
"Haniel, I'll do my best. If she wants this, I'll support her decision. If she doesn't I'll support that, too. You bugging me doesn't help."
"Of course; my apologies, Parker. I really do care for you, you know."
"Yes, I know. You're not a bad guy yourself, Haniel."
When I looked up, he was gone. That conversation played in my mind and made me feel awkward around Mom all day. I kept noticing the blush on her cheeks, those huge brown eyes and the way the flame of her hair whipped around her as she made turns on her skis. I noticed how athletic she was and how beautiful and young she looked. When she came out of the shower that night, I noticed how her silk pajamas clung to that sleek figure.
We lay on my bed and watched a movie and drank wine. I noticed how she snuggled up against me and put my arm behind her head. It was just her and me, just like it had been for so long and it felt so good. She giggled up at me about some silly joke in the movie and I noticed she had a drop of wine on her lip like a ruby. It was as if that little drop drew me like a magnet and I had to kiss it away.
"Parker? Are you okay?" she asked.
"Yes," I told her. "I'm just noticing how beautiful you are. Mom, Haniel dropped in today and talked to me about you having a baby. He says that the time is right and I want to know if you're interested. "
She cried a little. "I thought I didn't," she said. "I really didn't want anyone in my life besides you, Mariha and the girls. Now I think I do. I love Greyson and the twins and I want what Mariha and Sagan have. It's just so weird because I'm in love with you and you're my baby."
I bent down and kissed her again. She returned it this time and I rolled on top of her. It was like making love to a tiger. She was so strong and so firm and muscular that she drove me wild. I fucked her like no one I ever fucked in my life. She was fierce and athletic and she came like a bomb. I fucked her until her voice was hoarse from screaming and then slow and sweet nearly all night long. When I woke her up the next morning, I pulled her up on her hands and knees and pounded her again. She came mindlessly and so many times she finally begged me to stop. I never thought I'd hear her give up and beg, but I think the emotions were just too strong for her.
When I told Sagan she wasn't surprised. "I knew it was going to happen. I'm very happy for her. She deserves to be happy, Parker. She deserves to be as happy as the rest of us are. She asked me over a month ago and cried like a baby. We made love a dozen times, but she didn't want me to tell you. She thought you disapproved and she wasn't going to say anything but I could tell she was unhappy. Make it happen, Parker."
It took several times to get her pregnant and I discovered a creature I hadn't known existed. She really was like a big sleepy cat. She was so indolent most of the time but she became positively energetic. In nine months, she had twin girls, Landreth and Lexington. The total of the Reapers was now five and if Sagan had the 'child of destiny' and Boston had a child, we would have the seven. Boston didn't seem likely any time soon and Sagan wasn't interested, child of destiny or not, for the foreseeable future. She was very happy with the boys and wanted to enjoy them every minute she could. There were a whole crowd of little people crawling or toddling around our house and it was a circus. Boston felt like she was crowded and we built on to the already huge house so that each of us could have our own wing. We built a huge nursery and an apartment joining it for Baran.
I hired a cook and a housekeeper, too. The girls all kept busy looking after kids, even with Baran zipping around like a bee. We tutored them all at home. School seemed like a very complicated explanation. We could have adjusted them, but it seemed useless when we had a great deal of the knowledge of the ages at our disposal. Mariha and Mom were very patient and wonderful teachers and the kids all soaked up knowledge like sponges. It was amusing to drop in at the school room and see an angel, a demon and a Nephilim kneeling by a table explaining something to a little child or two.
We got a visitor when Mom's twins were two in the form of Michael.
Chapter Twenty Two
Michael made polite conversation for a while and it seemed like he wanted to tell me something but didn't quite know how to broach it. It wasn't as if he just popped in for tea every now and again. I thought it must be something important. Finally, I just asked him.
"Michael, it isn't that I'm not happy to spend a hundred years of so talking to you but it seems like you have something to tell me. Why don't you just take the leap and trust me not to freak out?"
"Yes, I do have something important to tell you about. I'm afraid you're not going to like it. This makes me hesitant but I suppose you're right. How much do you know of the original 200 Watchers that began the Nephilim wars?"
"I don't know much. I know a couple of names, that they made a pact and that there were 200 of them. That's about it."
"That is all accurate. We imprisoned them in Tartarus for 70 generations. That time has come to pass. According to God's word, it is time for their release. Many of them have repented of their madness. Seven have not yet reformed but according to the word of God, they must be released."
"What will they do?"
"This has not been revealed to me. I have some information. They will attempt to suborn humans to their will. They will attempt to create an army of Nephilim. They will succeed and there is going to be war. It will pit humans against humans, Nephilim against Watchers and the Reapers must fulfill their office. They will restrain the rebels and administer God's wrath and salvation upon mankind. We need the last two Reapers and most especially the Child of Destiny."
"Oh, my God; here we go again with the 'child of destiny.'"
"Yes, Parker; I know you do not wish to consider this matter. I have spoken with Sagan and Boston. They are amenable to God's will."
"When did you do that?"
"Just now; I allowed no time to pass while I was consulting with them."
"I see. Well, when is all this going to happen?"
"The rebels will be released in seven days. The war will begin in 21 years. The Reapers must be mature and prepared to act out their roles. We must begin to train the Reaper Greyson immediately. She will assist us in the training of the others. It would have been better if the children of the Nephilim Lilith had been of a similar age. Her reticence has delayed our timing."
"So this isn't all scripted out?"
"No, God will allow no compulsion concerning you or the other elect of this house. Your cooperation is essential. There is no doubt concerning the final outcome, but the details are malleable."
"I'm willing to cooperate. What do you need from us?"
"We need to accelerate your training schedule. We need to place multiple students with you. The beings you have already trained will help you with the new placements. With the release of the rebels, you will be in danger. We are certain that they will attempt to interfere with the work of the Reapers. You are under the blessing of God and cannot be killed, but you can be imprisoned and harmed. You have seen this with the Watcher Mariha and the Nephilim Lilith. Your students are your corps of protection. The Watchers you have influenced are eager to protect you and your mission. The former demons are equally eager and the humans are your power base as you align world forces with the Child of Destiny and against the rebels. Our plan involves you and your family revealing themselves to the Nephilim created by the rebel angels and suborning them to our cause. We believe you cannot fail at this task. You are the most powerful living Nephilim and perhaps the most powerful ever to live. We believe a majority of the rebel force will follow you and not the rebel Watchers."
"You say, 'we believe.' Just who might 'we' be?"
"I am heaven's General, Parker. I know whereof I speak. We is the council of Archangels and Elohim. It is the princes of the Elements, Principalities, Powers and Authorities. It is the Remnant of Acumen and the Anointed."
"Really? I don't know who all those guys are but they sound impressive. Isn't there a prophet that could predict something?"
"No, Parker, there isn't. The Son himself doesn't know the mind of God about this, but we believe our predictions based on all available information are correct."
"This seems like a lot of work for us. Listen, Michael; you're talking about my kids and my family here. What are you going to be doing; standing around cheering us on?"
"Yes, I'll be doing that and all of heaven will be doing that. All our expertise is at your disposal. We aren't called angels for nothing. We will serve as your messengers, advisors, sergeants at arms, logistics support and anything else you might require. We will also form the armies of the Child of Destiny when we are required. You have only to ask and we will strive to serve. You have 21 years. May I send the first group of students?"
"I suppose we better get started. Give me three days with just my family. No students, no prophesies, just normal human lives. Then we'll get busy, okay?"
"This is acceptable. You will be blessed for your efforts, little Nephilim. God has great things in store for you. Never doubt that God is good. He will send his messengers and they will lift you up."
"Oh, I don't doubt; I just don't like any of this. I never wanted any of this."
"I am aware of this; as is God. It is this lack of desire that uniquely qualifies you. If you desired it, we would be searching for another vessel. Those who desire power are those to whom the least should be given."
"You're a smart guy, Michael."
"Yes, I am an archangel. The archangel, some would say. I will be Watching over you, Parker."
He was gone and I heard the sound of children laughing in the kitchen. Sagan came in and I held her tightly.
"Is everything okay, Parker?"
I kissed her on top of the head. "Yes, I think everything is going to be very okay."
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There was fear in her eyes; almost panic, with a blazing fury that she could not contain. I knew she hated me with every fiber of her being. That was just fine with me. As long as the fear ruled the fury she would be easy to control and that's what I needed right now. There wasn't anywhere she could go right now anyway. No escape, no weapons, nothing she could use to leverage the least vestige of power over what was happening to her. Her big green eyes were flaming and she glowered at me. We were in my Learjet 85. Her seat faced mine and my bodyguards, Stephen and James, sat behind her.
"Who are you and where are you taking me?" she demanded. She had awakened only minutes before from the drug induced sleep I had caused her to be placed in. Her long blonde hair was a mess and her small body shook with anger.
"I'm Shelden Raniar and I'm taking you to Prince Island. Does that mean anything to you?
"I know who you are," she said. "You used to work with my father. I don't know anything about Prince Island. Why are you kidnapping me?"
"I'm not exactly kidnapping you," I told her. "I'm teaching your father a lesson."
"What does that have to do with me?" she asked. "Why aren't you kidnapping him?"
"No, no," I told her. "That would be... inelegant. He double crossed me. He was very good at it and as a result I temporarily lost control of something that's very important to me. Now he's lost control of something very important to him. I was able to regain control of the thing that was important to me, but it cost me a lot. He's going to discover that he has no ability to recover his important thing. That's you, and when I let him regain control, he's going to learn the price for what he did."
The fear began to replace the fury. "What are you going to do to me?"
"Anything I want to," I told her. "Prince Island is a private island. I own it. Your stay there can be more or less enjoyable depending on your behavior. It is sixty miles of ocean from its nearest neighbor. There will be half a dozen people on the island. They all work for me and some of them will be taking care of you, too. You'll see them at mealtimes and if you want anything you can call them. Otherwise, it will be you and I. If you are please me, I'll be gentle with you. If you're uncooperative, you'll be treated with severity."
"What will I have to do?" she asked. Her voice was trembling now as her helplessness became apparent. She was young, after all, and her life had been a bed of roses up to this point. It could have remained like that, but her father had chosen his path and now hers was being chosen for her.
"When we get there, I'll tell you," I informed her.
"You're going to be in a lot of trouble when my father finds out what you've done," she shouted.
"Why have you raised your voice?" I asked. "I'm right here, there's no need to shout. You'll find that if you want to be really sinister and intimidating, a whisper is more effective. I don't fear your father. He won't risk my anger to rescue you. There aren't any police on Prince Island. He only dared to do what he did because he thought I wouldn't find out. No, there'll be no trouble for me. You're used to thinking your father is invincible because he's wealthy, relatively influential and successful. You're going to discover that I'm all those things on a whole different level. I could have kidnapped him, you know. I could have killed him and the crime would never have been investigated. It's better for him to live and realize what he's done."
I delivered the last line in a whisper and she shivered. She still had on her school uniform. "You see," I told her. "It was much more effective in a whisper."
"You're an asshole," she said. "You think just because you're bigger and stronger than me and you've got these goons to help you that you scare me."
"Well, is it working?" I asked her.
"No, I just hate you," she said "You still haven't told me what you want."
"Right now, you can just talk to me," I told her. "Tell me about Kasey. What are you like? What do you do? What do you want to do?"
"I'm not telling you shit," she said.
"There you go with the potty mouth again," I said. "Why do you use vulgarities like that? It doesn't make you sound tough or sophisticated; just vulgar and cheap. Surely you know better words."
"Fuck you," she said. "I'll say anything I want to."
"Fuck," I mused. "Now, there's an interesting word. You use it as if you know something about it. Do you like to fuck?"
Her face turned red. "Kiss my ass, shithead. I'm not going to talk to you anymore." She turned her face toward the window.
"You're mistaken," I told her. "You are going to talk to me. You're going to do each and everything I say. Gentlemen," I turned to James and Stephen, "I believe our guest needs a lesson."
They stood and grasped her arms; pulling her from her seat and pushing her toward me. She screamed and fought, kicking and trying to bite them. They handled her easily, placing her face down across my lap. Her butt was sticking up and I raised her little skirt. She had on little white lacy bikini cut panties and I removed them over her kicking legs. Her pert little bottom was exposed and she began to scream in earnest now, writhing and twisting against the grip of the two burly bodyguards. She was cursing and spitting, trying to claw us and bite. When I delivered the first blow to one firm little cheek she squealed and stiffened. A red hand print appeared on her bottom and I smacked the other one. It wasn't hard enough to bruise but it must have been extremely painful. She cried out in pain and I continued to spank her.
After about ten swats she was crying and her entire bottom was pink and inflamed. "Stop, please!" she begged. "I'm sorry, please don't... I won't curse anymore."
I gave her two more swats and her little butt was flaming. "Please," she begged. "Don't hurt me anymore. I'm sorry! Please stop spanking me!"
"Are you going to talk to me?" I asked her. "No more rudeness?"
"Yes! Please, I'll do anything! Just stop spanking me!"
I doubt she had ever been spanked in her life. It's amazing how a little spanking changes one's outlook. I got a tube of aloe lotion from beside the chair and squeezed a little on her butt.
"James and Stephen are going to release you now," I told her. "You are going to remain completely motionless. I'm going to rub this lotion into your skin so you won't have any welts. Do you understand?"
She nodded. I gave her another swat. "I don't speak sign language," I told her. "Tell me what you're going to do."
"Yes," she wept. "I'm going to stay still!"
The men returned to their chairs and I soothed her little butt with the lotion. She was stiff as a board but she didn't move as my fingers massaged the silky skin of as sexy an ass as exists on the planet. It was really amazing. Her father was a fairly decent looking sort, but her mother was a fat cow. Maybe Kasey would duplicate that degeneration, but there was no sign of it now. It was positively callipygian, tight, shapely, round; all the things that make a man look; then look again. I caressed it enough to make her squirm and then I sat her up. I made her sit by me with my arm around her and her cheek on my chest. Tears had streaked her cheeks and I soothed them away with a tissue.
"I don't want to hurt you Kasey, but I will," I explained. "As long as you're cooperative and polite no one will ever be anything but polite to you."
"Can I say something that I don't want you to take like I'm not being polite?" she asked.
"You can say anything you like," I told her. "I want you to talk to me and tell me anything you want to. As long as you don't curse or yell, it's okay."
"How is kidnapping someone polite?" she asked.
"It isn't," I told her. "It's barbaric. We can have a polite kidnapping or a barbaric one though. Which would you prefer?"
"Polite," she said.
"Good," I patted her arm. "That's what I want, too. Now, tell me about yourself. What do you do?"
The rest of the flight was passed without incident and she became positively chatty by the time we arrived at the island. We had dinner together and she was delightful company. When we arrived, she was very impressed with the estate and the house. I knew she had enjoyed a pampered life, but this was on a scale that was very different than she knew. We walked along the beach while the staff got the house ready for us. Thea came for us when everything was ready. Thea is my trusted companion. She's a beautiful little Tai girl I bought when she was about six. She doesn't know for sure how old she is, but I would guess about nineteen. I freed her years ago, but she stays with me. She could be anything she wants, but she chooses to act as my deputy in almost everything I do.
Kasey was shocked at the way she was dressed and blushed beet red. Thea had on a lace and satin camisole and a pair of silk panties. Her beautiful brown skin was on full display and I could tell Kasey was embarrassed when Thea rubbed against me and pulled my hand down to one firm ass cheek. I introduced them and Thea led her away to the house. I finished the cigar I was smoking and joined them in a bit. When Kasey came to the library where I was sitting she had been showered and she had on the same outfit Thea had been wearing. Hers was black where Thea's had been white. The white looked better on Thea's dark skin and the black looked better on Kasey's pale complexion.
"Mr. Raniar, I don't like being dressed like this," she said. "Why do I have to wear just underwear?"
"Well, there are three kinds of people on this island," I told her. "I'm the owner. I'm the first kind. The second kinds are the tools. That is James, Stephen and the staff. The third kind are the toys. That's you and Thea. We all dress like we should."
"Why am I a toy?" she asked.
"What do you do with tools?" I asked her.
"You use them to do jobs," she said.
"What do you do with toys?" I asked.
"I play with them," she said.
"Exactly," I said. "I could use you or play with you. Which would you prefer?"
"How would you use me?" she asked.
"Well, do you have a function you could be used for? The only thing I can think of would be to do something like cut off your finger and send it to your father, something like that. I could put you in some compromising situation and take a picture to send him. Can you think of something else?"
She shivered. "No, not right now. Why is Thea a toy?"
"She isn't always a toy. She does many useful things and when she does, she dresses appropriately. When she wants to be played with she dresses like a toy."
"Are you lovers?" she asked.
"Sometimes," I told her. "She's really very versatile."
"If I could find something useful to do could I become a tool?" she asked.
"Maybe," I said. "Right now, no. So do you want to be used or played with?"
"How would we play?" she asked.
"Right now, you can talk to me, we could play games, we could do something fun together like swim, fish, go boating, go on a picnic, or something else if you can think of it. Soon we'll become lovers, too. I don't think we know each other well enough for that yet."
Panic returned to her eyes. "I don't want to do that," she said. "I'm a virgin! How can you make me do that?"
"It won't be unpleasant, Kasey," I told her. "I know you can't get your mind around that now, but it's possible that you will enjoy it more than anything you've ever done. Don't worry about that now. Be calm and just enjoy yourself. You're on a tropical island with people that will make sure that you have everything you want. We won't make love until you're ready. Let's just get to know each other."
She began to weep uncontrollably. "I just want to go home," she sobbed. "I don't want to be here, I hate you and you're just like keeping me in prison. How can you imagine that anything you do to me will be anything like love?"
I took her in my arms and she stiffened for a moment. When I just held her and stroked her hair, she collapsed against me and I held her as she sobbed. "I know, baby," I told her. "I'm very cruel to keep you here. I won't hurt you, though. I'll keep you safe here as long as you cooperate."
I took her to her bedroom and held her until she slept the sleep of an exhausted and emotionally drained young lady. I covered her up and went to bed.
She was gone in the morning when I got up. I sent Stephen to get her and in an hour, a very dirty, disheveled and defiant girl was dragged into my office. I looked at her for a moment. "Have her cleaned up and taken to the gym," I told him.
When I finished the business I was doing, I went to the gym. A stubborn girl sat against the wall and James was with her. I nodded toward the pommel horse and he dragged her over and secured her to it.
I stood in front of her for a while. She glared at me, her face a mask of hate and fury. When I walked around behind her she strained to see what I was doing. I let her see the leather paddle I was holding.
"What are you going to do with that?" she asked.
I didn't answer her. When I pulled down her panties she knew.
"No, please," she begged. "I'm sorry! I won't do it anymore! Please don't hurt me! I won't run away anymore; please, Mr. Raniar. I'll be good. I'll cooperate!"
After five swats of the paddle she was screaming and crying. She begged and pleaded, promising anything and everything. After five more she was hysterical. I put the paddle on its rack and put lotion on her flaming cheeks. I soothed her butt with the lotion, working it into the pliable flesh, loving the feel of those firm cheeks under my fingers. I spread her thighs a bit and let my hand move lower to the full round bottoms of those beautiful cheeks. She shivered as I worked the lotion in. When I brushed the lips of her little pussy she shuddered. I just gave her pussy that brush and then I released her. I helped her back into her panties and she clung to me, sobbing and telling me how sorry she was.
"I forgive you, Kasey," I told her. "We won't mention it again. Punishment ends the matter. I can't have you running away. You might get hurt. You might have an accident. Now, let's get you breakfast and we'll go swimming on the beach. Go to your room and get your bathing suit after breakfast. Go tell Thea we're going and come and get me. I'll be in the garden when you're ready."
She had on a little red bikini and she was carrying a cooler when she came to get me. We took the golf cart to the beach and she had a blast. We went snorkeling and swam with the fish for a couple of hours. When we got out we drank fruit drinks and lay on a blanket. She was over her sullenness and we talked for hours while we soaked up the sun. She was uncomfortable with me putting sun block on her, but when she realized I wasn't going to push her she relaxed.
We spent two idyllic weeks just like two friends on vacation. She was an enchanting girl; the perfect mixture of beauty, grace, femininity and style, She had an irresistible charm about her and a beautiful smile. When she entered a room there was an unmistakable radiance like a rose in the first blush of bloom. She was warm, infectiously in love with life; kind and friendly. I loved just looking at her. She stirred my soul and stimulated my mind; her confident strength of personality showing me she knew she had it going on. She was intelligent, classy and elegant, and she knew she deserved happiness as much as anyone else. She was the total package and she knew it.
She cried at times when she thought no one was watching, and it was heartbreaking. That grew less and less over time, and she seemed to become resigned to the situation. I thought it was time to advance our relationship. She still resented me, but I could tell that she was getting to know me and that she liked what she was finding out about me.
I was sitting on the beach in the morning sun and I saw her coming down the path. She pulled her chair up beside mine and she had a serious look on her face.
"Sheldon, I want to ask you something," she said. She had started calling me Sheldon after the first week and I liked hearing my name on her lips.
"Sure, sweetheart," I said. "I told you that you could ask me anything."
"What did my father do to you?" she asked.
"Are you sure you want to know?" I asked. "It's ugly and I don't want to change how you feel about your father. I'm not punishing you; I'm punishing him."
"I know, but you're doing it through me," she said. "I deserve to know if I'm going to be part of it. You're making me be part of it and I think you owe me that."
"Okay, I'll tell you," I said. "Do you want something to drink first?"
She got a bottle of water and I patted my chair. She sat between my legs and leaned back against me. I wrapped my arms around her and that clean girl scent filled my senses as I nuzzled her long blonde hair.
"I own an oil company that works in the Emirates." I told her. "We have contracts all over the Middle East, but this was in Qatar. I know you've been talking to Thea and you've been learning about our business. I think you're trying to become a tool. That's good, baby. Maybe you can do that. I don't know if she's mentioned Toni to you. Toni is in the hospital in South America. She's been there for over a year. She's had a dozen surgeries and she has a dozen more before she's back to normal again. That is, as normal as she'll ever be. I've had Toni since she was three. I took her off the street in The Sudan twenty years ago where she was starving to death. She's been with me ever since. She was running our business in Qatar and your father was our partner. He'd been involved from the first. Toni was in country to sign off on the biggest deal we've ever done there. Your father thought he saw a way to get the deal for himself and cut us out. If he had asked I would have given it to him. He arranged to have Toni kidnapped so that she wouldn't be able to complete the deal. A group of vicious terrorists took her and your father stepped in and closed the deal, cutting us out. That would have been bad enough, but I would just have let it go, never worked with him again and moved on. That's not what happened. Toni was held by that group for three months before I found her. They had raped her nearly to death. They cut up her face, pulled some of her teeth out and destroyed her mind. She's recovering, but she had a ruptured uterus and bowel, twenty three broken bones and she'll never be able to have children. She was unrecognizable. She was barely human and she'll suffer for the rest of her life because of what your father did. He did it to make money. I love Toni more than my life. I wish that I had been able to take her place. I would cut off my arm tomorrow if I thought it would help her. She was the sweetest little girl and she was like my own daughter. Thea is like that, too. Those girls are my family and your father took one of them away from me. By now, he realizes that I know what he did and that I have you. He's going to be feeling what I felt. The difference is that you're here with me and I'm not torturing you to the point of losing what it means to be human, but he doesn't know that."
Kasey was sobbing in my arms as she felt me breaking emotionally. Tears were streaming down my cheeks and she twisted around in my arms to look up into my face.



"I didn't know," she whispered. "I'm so sorry, Sheldon. I'd give anything if that never happened. He deserves whatever happens to him. I'll even help you make him pay. Shell, how does hurting me help Toni?"
"It doesn't, baby," I told her. "This was a mistake. I'm sorry. I know that doesn't make up for what I've done. I'll take you back tomorrow. I've known for days I needed to take you back. I'll try to make up for what I've done to you. I'm so sorry. Every day for a week I've been intending to let you go that day. The problem is, I've fallen in love with you, Kasey. I couldn't stand to let you go and not see you again."
She moved up and stared at me a long time. Her big green eyes were full of tears. She searched my face, looking for I don't know what. Her eyes dropped and she put her face on my chest.
"I love you, too, Sheldon," she whispered. "I hated you when you kidnapped me. I hated you even more when you spanked me. I haven't been hating you for a while now. I don't want you to take me home. I want to stay here. I said I'd help you and I will. I want to be a tool, Sheldon. I've been trying to find something I could do to help Thea. I'm smart, you know I am. Maybe I can help Toni. I want to go with you and Thea when you visit her next week so I can meet her. Do you think you might want me? Can your family include one more girl?"
"Are you sure, honey?" I asked her. "I do love you, but I'm not sure you're ready to make decisions like that."
"I'm sure," she said. "I can't go back home! How could I live with a man that would do something like that? He's a... I know you don't like me to curse."
"Well, let's just see what happens," I told her. "Let's ask Thea and Toni. We'll see what happens. If you stay, we'll just see what develops. If you go I'll make sure you're set up to do whatever you want to do. Maybe you'll become my best tool."
She snuggled close then looked up at me. "Sheldon, can I still be a toy?" she asked.
She turned back over and lay with her back against me again. "What do you mean, baby?" I asked her.
"I want to be played with," she said. She took my hand and placed it over one pert little breast. I could feel the swell under the red bikini and there was a definite bump of an erect nipple under my palm. I gave the little mound a squeeze and she purred. Reaching around she pulled at the bows and the top fell to the ground, leaving those delicious little breasts gloriously bare. They were so sensuous, high and proud on her slender frame. They were surprisingly well developed for an 18 year old girl. The bottoms were filled out nicely and two little virginal pink nipples capped slightly puffy areolas. They were tiny and as hard as diamond. When I rolled them between my thumbs and forefingers, she moaned and gasped. I nuzzled the side of her neck and she shivered.
"Let's go back to the house and you can take me to bed," she whispered. "Can we spend the day in your bed?"
I carried her piggy back to the house, those maddening breasts pressed against my bare back. Thea opened the door and winked at me as we went by. She gave Kasey's butt a squeeze and she wiggled it provocatively as we went into the bedroom.
"Would you like Thea to join us?" I asked her as I laid her on the bed.
"Maybe later," she said. "I want you all to myself for now."
I nodded my approval. "I'd like that, too," I said.
I took a minute just to look at her. She was a vision as she lay on gold silk sheets. Her hair looked lighter by contrast and it fanned out around her like a young man's dream. Her breasts were perfection incarnate; so beautiful, so firm and proud that they didn't move even laying on her back. Her waist was tiny and flared into slim, but very womanly curves, perfectly round and smooth. Her legs were long and muscular, but graceful and elegant. Her bikini bottoms didn't cover much, just smooth sun kissed flesh on display. When I eased them off she blushed, and one hand came down to cover her pussy. She looked demure and sensuous at the same time.
I stripped and I heard her gasp as she got her first look at my cock. It's very thick and I know it must have looked huge to her inexperienced eyes. "First one?" I asked.
"No," she whispered. "One boy, but nothing like that. I just played with it for a minute. He wanted me to suck it but I didn't like him that much. Can I suck on yours?"
"You can do anything you want to," I told her. "No one will ever make you do anything you don't want to again, but if you think you want to do something, we can. If it feels good it is good."
She sat up and slid to the end of the bed, her legs between mine as I stood over her. Her little hands reached out and grasped my cock, turning it this way and that; tentative in her exploration. A drop of clear pre-cum appeared and her tongue gave an experimental swipe. She tasted it for a moment.
"Not bad," she said. "A little salty maybe."
She licked it up and began to lick up to the head like she was licking an ice-cream cone. I suppose that's all she could think of at the moment. It felt amazing. This little angel was sucking my cock! She fit her lips over the head and took maybe an inch more, laving the head with her little tongue as she bobbed up and down; the tight ring of her lips almost more than I could resist. I wasn't going to last long with this little minx polishing my head like this. I could feel cum boiling up and I warned her.
"I'm going to cum if you keep doing that, Kasey."
She pulled her mouth off and stroked me with her hand. She looked up at me and asked, "What should I do?"
"It's up to you, baby," I told her. "You can keep sucking and I'll cum in your mouth. You can swallow it or save it up and spit it out or just let it run out. You can keep stroking me and I'll shoot all over you or you can stop."
"What do you want to do?" she asked.
"I want to cum in your mouth and watch you swallow," I told her. "If you don't want to do that, it's okay."
She took my cock back inside that delicious little mouth again and in less than a minute, I erupted. She pumped the base of my cock with her little hand and gulped. She choked a little and tried not to let any cum escape. I had been building up for two weeks and the volume soon overwhelmed her. Little strings and ropes began to leak as she swallowed frantically, trying to keep up with the flow. When I was empty she cleaned up what she had missed with her little pink tongue and it was a very erotic scene. She looked up at me with those big green eyes.
"I'm sorry, Shell. I couldn't keep up. I wasn't ready. I'll do better next time."
"You don't have anything to be sorry about," I told her. "That was amazing, Kasey. You're amazing. I loved it and I love you."
I moved forward, pushing her back until she was lying with her butt on the edge of the bed. I lay on top of her and kissed her passionately. Her lips came alive under mine and she moaned into my mouth as my chest crushed those perfect little breasts. I made love to her lips for a long time. They were delicious, full and pouty under mine. I kissed her all over her angelic face, nibbling on her ears and making her shiver and giggle. Her eyes closed when I nuzzled her long, elegant neck and down across her chest. When I captured one little pink nipple between my lips she gasped, writhing under me and crushing my face into the lush mound.
"Jesus, Jesus," she moaned. "Oh my God, Shell, oh God; something's... something... oh God; so good, so good."
I switched to the other little nub and she shuddered and tried to pull out my hair. Her body was quivering under mine and her hips made coital motions against my belly. She was cumming and the look on her face was indescribably beautiful. A girl in the midst of her first orgasm is something special, and the beauty is transcendent. She came slowly down from the peak and I let her coast for a minute, returning to claim her lips again and whispering words of endearment into her ears. When she was calmer, I returned to her nipples and she gasped again. They were so sensitive and so beautiful that I lingered for a long time until they began to grow tender. I kissed my way down her wonderfully soft tummy flesh and found a little tuft of sparse blonde curls to play with for a while. That made her giggle and the sound was delightful.
I knelt between her legs and the sight before my eyes was spectacular. Her legs were long and slender and I kissed and nibbled at her inner thighs, feeling the downy softness of her silky skin. I kissed along the tightly stretched tendons up to where they met the softness of her pussy. Her legs began to tremble as I neared her pussy and I took a moment to drink in her aroma, fresh clean aroused girl. Her pussy was perfection. Very small and virginal, very pink inner lips rising up in a clean sweep to her clitoral hood, the lips tightly sealed together. I pulled them gently apart and a trickle of girl cum appeared, running down to be captured by my waiting tongue. She tasted tangy and sweet, again, just clean hot girl. When I began to caress her lips with my tongue she jumped as if she had been shocked. The trembling in her thighs became more pronounced and when I probed her small opening it spread until her whole body was quivering with tension. Her hips began to move and when I ran my tongue firmly upward to tease her little clit out of hiding her body began to bridge upward, seeking more.
Her little clit emerged, very pink and tiny and I flipped at it with my tongue, moving it up and down and from side to side rapidly. I sucked it in and lashed it with my tongue and I felt the tension snap like an overstressed spring. She exploded, crying out and calling my name again and again. I inserted my finger in her tight little hole and stirred her juices causing more sensation to flood through her as she continued to orgasm explosively.
The sensations quickly overcame her ability to absorb them and she began to push at my head, trying frantically to escape.
"Stop, Shell," she gasped. "I can't stand it! Please, oh God, Shell; please stop, please!"
I reluctantly allowed her to push me away. I stood and picked her little body up in my arms, holding her like a baby as I moved us up to lie side by side in the bed. I held her tightly as she shuddered in my arms, the aftershocks still sweeping over her. Her eyes were closed and she sought my lips with hers. She could feel my renewed erection between her thighs and her eyes opened.
"Please, Shell," she said. "I want to... I want to... you know."
"You can say fuck when we're having sex," I told her.
She laughed. "I want to fuck. I want to make love, but I'm exhausted. Let me rest a minute. That was so intense when you were kissing me and licking me. I don't think I can stand any more right now. Let me take a little nap and then I'll be ready, okay?"
"Yes, honey, that's okay. I know you're very new to all this. We don't have to do any more today if you don't want to. When you're ready you tell me. Can I hold you while we nap?"
"It's your bed," she laughed. "I'd love for you to hold me."
"It's our bed any time you want to share it," I told her. I lay on my back and she draped her little body half over mine, one leg across my body, her cheek on my chest; covering us with that mane of blonde hair and one little pink nipple peeking through. She closed her eyes and we slept, her little tuft of downy curls pressing into my thigh.
When I woke she was stirring, and the sight of this sleepy girl, stretching like a sexy kitten, had me hard in seconds. I rolled on top of her and kissed her luscious lips. "Hey, baby," I said.
She smiled up at me and then gasped when she felt my erection slip through her slick lower lips and lodge at her entrance.
"Are you ready?" I asked.
She nodded and bit her lower lip in anxiety. She had a little frown and I kissed it away, taking her lip away from her and nibbling on it myself. She was very wet and the head of my cock easily parted her lips and slipped between them. She winced and I held very still, just the head against her little pussy lips and she breathed heavily for a minute.
"Okay?" I asked her.
She nodded and I could feel her virgin barrier as I paused again. It felt soft and slippery against my cock and I thought we would have little trouble getting through. I let her rest for a minute or two and moved quickly through. She yelped and I froze.
"Jesus, that hurt, Shell," she moaned. "Don't move for a minute. Is it going to hurt like that every time?"
"No, baby," I assured her. "The pain is over. It's all good from now on. There is going to be some discomfort until you get used to having something that big in you, but no pain. Are you okay?"
"Yes, let's do more," she said.
I advanced a slow, continuous plunge until I could feel the little curls mesh with mine. I was fully inside her now and her hips circled a little, tentative motions to explore the feeling of being a woman.
I drew back and returned to her full depths causing her to moan as I bottomed out again. I repeated the motion and as she grew more excited we found a rhythm, slow and sweet as her excitement grew. When she came, it was a long slow boil; the tight sheath of her little pussy contracting sweetly around me as she gave voice to her pleasure. I let her rest and then resumed the motions, faster now as I plunged into her creamy little pussy. Her voice deepened and rose in volume as I moved faster now, thrusting into her easily as her experience allowed me access. She came again three more times before I let her rest briefly.
When her panting slowed, I sat up and flipped her over on her belly, spreading her legs and entering her from behind. She groaned immediately as I sheathed myself to the balls in her tight tunnel. Her butt was soft and firm at the same time against my groin and I made deep strokes, grinding the full length into her and wringing groans from her lips. Her face was a mixture of euphoria and ecstasy as she lay supine beneath me. I fucked her deeply for twenty minutes until she was a quivering wreck, her constant moaning orgasms leaving her slack and I came inside her little pussy, bathing her with my cum; soothing her abused little pussy with creamy cum. She had been on the pill, since I acquired her, and I was glad there was no risk of pregnancy.
I slowly withdrew and she covered her face with a pillow, shivering now and again as an orgasmic aftershock swept over her. I lay beside her and lifted the pillow so I could kiss her. Her face had that slack look of prolonged sexual arousal and she was crying. I cuddled her up and held her tightly in my arms, trying to make her feel loved and secure.
"Was that good for you, baby?" I asked. "You seemed like you were enjoying yourself."
"Oh God, yes," she whispered. "It was amazing, Sheldon. I came a million times. I thought you were going to kill me! Is it possible to die from cumming?"
I laughed. "Not for you, baby. I'm an old man and you may fuck me to death. I may have a heart attack, but you'll be fine. It's possible to pass out, but not die." I petted her fantastic butt.
She flexed it under my fingers. "I almost did pass out there at the end when you were taking me from behind like that. It felt so big and so good I just couldn't stop cumming. I'm so in love with you, Sheldon. I can't believe you make me feel like this." A tear escaped one big brown eye and ran down over her cute little nose. "Do you love me?" she asked.
"Yes, sweetheart," I assured her. "I love you so much. You make me so happy. I have another gorgeous little girl in my life. I'll always cherish you and take care of you."
She rolled to face me. "You're an old man," she laughed. "I'll probably end up taking care of you."
"That's what you do for people you love," I told her. "You'll have help. Thea and Toni are going to be your sisters and we'll all take care of each other."
We drifted off with my new little lover wrapped in my arms. Sometime during the night Thea joined us and we rested together, wrapped in loving arms.



        First Estate Bk. 02: Destiny's Child

        Preparation for battle. The Reapers take up the challenge.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/first-estate-bk-02-destinys-child

Title: First Estate Bk. 02: Destiny's Child

Author: blackrandl1958

Category: Sci-Fi & Fantasy

Description: Preparation for battle. The Reapers take up the challenge.

Tags: romance, demons, fantasy, romantic, angels

Series: First Estate


This is the first chapter of "Destiny's Child." It is book two of the "First Estate" trilogy. This one is going to take me a while. If readers will not pester and rush, I will post chapters. This may take me a year to finish. I have been asked by many to post it, so here it is.
I must thank my editors, PapaKilo14, Hal, Olddave1951 GeorgeAnderson and Sbrooks103. Harddaysknight is my mentor and gives me peer review.
*****
Something was making Benson Stephens sleep uneasily. He felt that he should wake up for some reason, but he didn't want to. It had been an exhausting week and he always slept in on Saturday. The party the night before hadn't helped his awareness any, but try as he might to recapture that very nice dream he was having, he became more and more aware. There was a buzzing near the bed somewhere and he realized that it was his phone, vibrating on the table. He reached out his hand and squinted at the screen. It said "New text from Mom."
He groaned. She never made much of an attempt to keep the time difference straight. He made the screen go away and saw that it was six in the morning. It was eleven AM for her. No doubt, it was something trivial but he opened the text. It said, "Call home."
That wasn't a big surprise. If he didn't call every few days, she would remind him. Benson loved his mother, but she kept track of him way too closely. He was awake now, so he got up and spent half an hour becoming human. He called his mother's cell but it went straight to voicemail. He called the home number and a girl answered. He couldn't tell which one.
"Hey, sis," he said. "What's up?"
There was an excited squeal on the other end of the line and he could tell right away that it was Greyson. He could hear a male voice in the background and it sounded like one of his twin brothers. Regan had a little deeper voice than Reynolds but unless you heard them both speaking at the same time, it was hard to tell which was which. Greyson, he could tell. There was no one else in the world that was so excited to talk to him. She was excited to talk to any one of her siblings or parents for that matter. He hadn't ever met anyone she didn't love and it made him feel warm to talk to her.
"Greyson, it's too early in the morning for you. I love you, but let me talk to Regan or Reynolds, whichever one that is I hear talking.
He heard her call Regan and he instantly regretted saying what he had.
"Hey, sis; you still there?"
"Yes, when are you coming home, Benson."
"I'm sorry I said that, babe. I love to talk to you but I'm hung over, it's six o'clock in the morning and you've got way too much energy for me right now. I'll be home in three weeks."
"That's okay, Benson. I'm not mad."
"No, you never are; no matter how mean I am to you. You're the sweetest person I know."
He could almost hear her blushing. "Here's Regan. It's Benson, Regan."
That big booming voice hurt his head. The twins were nearly seven feet tall and they had lungs to match.
"Hey, Ben," Regan said. "What's my puny little brother doing up so early in the morning?"
"Feeling puny," Benson said. "Mom sent me a text and told me to call home. She didn't answer her phone though."
"She's on the phone with Aunt Boston. Can she call you back?"
"Yes, but what's going on?"
"I better let her tell you. I don't want to usurp her motherly prerogatives."
"Got it," Benson said. "I've got something to do at two, but anytime until then."
"Cancel it," Regan told him. "I think you're coming home."
It turned out that he wasn't going home at all. He was going to Clipperton Island and all his brothers and sisters were going there, too. He had no idea where Clipperton Island was, but his mom gave him GPS coordinates and told him to manifest there. She told him it was uninhabited, so he should pack gear.
Benson packed what was his camping gear and began to fade from sight. He never thought much about it. His father was half angel and his mother was a Siren. He had been able to do things humans couldn't since he was five, and becoming invisible was the smallest of those.
The GPS coordinates turned out to be a little wet. Benson was disoriented for a minute when he dropped into the ocean twenty yards from shore. He quickly adjusted and he was dripping on the bench.
Regan and Reynolds were twenty feet away laughing like hyenas.
"Very funny guys," he said. "Let me guess, you fed Mom the wrong coordinates?"
"We just thought you might be in the mood for a little swim," Reynolds chortled.
"It was very... invigorating," Benson said. "Are we the only ones that made it?"
"No, Greyson is over there," Regan indicated down the beach.
Benson looked and saw her lying face down on a towel. She had a bikini on and a bottle of water sat beside her. He left the two practical jokers to their amusement and walked down to Greyson. She turned to look as she felt his shadow cast over her. She jumped up when she saw him and threw herself on him.
"Whoa there, cowgirl," he laughed. "It's great to see you. Let me look at you."
She held her hands up over her head and twirled for him. She was about five eight and she always seemed short around her siblings. Her red bikini hugged a body to die for. She was always a deep tan and her teeth flashed white in her dark complexion. She had her mother's blonde, nearly white hair and violet eyes.
"You're more beautiful every time I see you," he told her. "Let me kiss you."
She was always willing to be kissed, and she pulled him down on her towel. They caught up for a while. She was aware of nearly everything that he was doing and he was the same with her. She mind talked with him nearly every day. She had the strongest mental powers of any of her siblings.
"Are the other girls coming?" he asked her.
"Yes, they had finals this morning and they'll be here as soon as they finish."
They had another set of twin sisters that were also Benson's aunts, just older than he was and just younger than his brothers. Their brother Orion was only a year younger than they were. Greyson was the oldest and he had another half-sister that was the baby.
"What about Sloan? Is she coming?"
"I don't know," Greyson confessed. "She's in one of her bratty moods. 'I don't just jump when Sagan tells me to'."
I groaned. "She better jump when Lilith tells her to. If Sloan makes her mad she's likely to get nasty."
"Yes, I don't like to make Lilith angry."
"You never make anyone angry, Greyson. You're perfect. Anyone that's angry with you needs their head examined."
She blushed. She did that a lot. Benson loved making that happen. She had never really learned to take a compliment. It always confused her a little. Benson really did think she was perfect. He could never remember her being in trouble. He couldn't ever remember being angry with her either. She was too sweet to be mad at. She refused to go along with anything she didn't like, but she never ratted any of her siblings out, either. She never revealed a confidence, never scolded anyone or argued with anyone. She did her own thing and you never quite knew what she was thinking. She was completely honest and she was his best friend. She could even be fierce. When the twins went too far with the pranks, she always protected him when he was little. They were a little bit afraid of her.
Benson's family situation was very unusual, to say the least. His father, Parker, was a Nephilim, half angel, half-human. His mother, Sagan, was a Siren, a human with angel blood, immense powers and an ageless beauty. The twins, Regan and Reynolds were his full brothers. Greyson was something different. Her mother, Mariha was an angel, the original package. They didn't know her father, but they knew he was an ancient Nephilim. She viewed Parker as her father and he had been all her life. Her father had a double dose of angel blood on both sides and she was nearly full angel stock. The twin girls, Landreth and Lexington, were his aunts. Their mother, Lilith was also Benson's grandmother. She was one of the original Nephilim and a being of such complexity that Benson was in awe of her. She was the coolest person he'd ever met. Her youngest son, Orion, was not among Benson's favorite people. Orion had a nasty temper and seemed to almost enjoy being douche bag to everyone around him. He feared his older relatives, Greyson and the twin boys; and was deferential to his older sisters. Sloan and Benson were the objects of his derision.
Sloan was, again, his half-sister, their father being Parker, but her mother was Boston who was also his aunt and his mother's sister. She was his youngest sibling at 21. Her mother was a capricious little gypsy, and her daughter was doubly so. When she was in a social mood, she was the most fun to be around of all Benson's siblings. When she was feeling cantankerous, she was impossible. She didn't get along well with either set of twins and Benson and Greyson were her closest friends.
The idea that they were all going to be together on this island for an indeterminate amount of time didn't exactly thrill Benson. He loved his brothers, but they wore on a person after a while. He was thrilled to get to spend time with Greyson, Landreth and Lexington, and Sloan. Orion, he would just as soon be half a world away.
He walked on the beach with Greyson while the twins snorkeled and she held his hand.
"I've really been missing you, Benson," she told him. "I hate you being so far away."
"Come and stay with me," he said. "Your accent is getting atrocious anyway. Some time in America would be good for you."
"I'd love to, and I will. Thanks for inviting me. I have 17 trainees that we're trying to get through to right now. I have seven humans, Boston has five demons and Mom is dealing with five Watchers."
"How come you have so many? Give some of them to Lilith and Mom. It's so like you, Greyson. You take way too much responsibility. You let people impose on your good nature. Can't the twins help you?"
"They do help, but they don't take things very seriously, if you know what I mean."
"Yes, everything's a big joke to them."
"Yes, they're very funny, but sometimes I don't feel like funny."
"Me either. I like serious little blonde girls that are only occasionally funny; gorgeous ones that hold my hand most of all."
She blushed again. "Why do you always try to embarrass me, Ben?"
"I don't. I really do think you're perfect, Greyson. Why don't you just say, 'Thank you, Ben,' and kiss me?"
She looked up at him shyly. "Thank you, Benson, you're very sweet." She pressed her lips to his briefly.
"Well, sweet wasn't exactly what I was going for," he laughed "More like, wickedly handsome or charmingly seductive."
"Yes, that, too," she said. "Landreth and Lexington just arrived. Let's go say hi."
"How could you tell?" he asked her.
"I feel their presence."
"You're amazing. I don't know anyone else that's as good as you are at that. Not even Aunt Mariha."
"I've been training longer than anyone else. I'm much older than you, Benson."
"You're not older than your mother or Dad or Mom or Boston. You're just better."
"I think it has something to do with being a Reaper," she said. "I don't know anyone else that's as good as you at manipulating the Presence. Landreth is better than anyone else is at fighting, Lexington can do things with electricity that no one else can. Reynolds can do more with fire than anyone else can, and Regan could destroy whole cities with earthquakes. Orion is better with air than anyone else and Sloan is better with signs and symbols. Every one of us is the best there is at what we do. You can do everything well, Ben. You are the Child of Destiny."
"Yeah, I keep telling myself that. I can't even get my favorite sister to come and spend a week with me."
She laughed and Landreth and Lexington popped in. They threw themselves on their siblings and Lexington picked Benson up. She held him like a baby and kissed him before repeating the process with Greyson. Landreth didn't pick them up but she gave them rib-cracking hugs.
They were Amazons. Tall and muscular, all long leg and bare brown flesh. They had on spandex workout shorts and cropped tops, leaving sculpted abs bare, but Lexington's was the mirror image of Landreth's in black and white. Their long, flaming red hair made you expect them to be pale gingers, but they didn't have freckles and they had naturally dark complexions.
"Orion is here," Greyson said.
"Well, shit," Lexington said. "Here we were just starting to have fun."
"I love Orion. He's very nice to me," Greyson said.
"Of course you do. You love everyone and they can't help being nice to you," Landreth said.
"That's not true," Greyson objected. "I quite dislike Barachiel."
Barachiel was an angel that they saw frequently, and her mother's brother.
"He's exactly like Orion," Benson told her.
Any further conversation was cut off by the arrival of the archangel, Michael. He manifested them all around their things in the grass at the edge of the beach. He looked them over.
"Where is the Reaper, Sloan?" he asked.
"Late or not coming," Reynolds said.
"This is unacceptable."
"Well, maybe you could just pull her in," Landreth suggested.
"Yes, I shall." The archangel was silent for a moment. "She seems to be warded. Does anyone know where she is?"
"Yes," Orion said. "She's on Dad's houseboat in Austin."
Michael went still and suddenly Sloan appeared.
"What the hell, Michael?" she was only half dressed. She had on a pair of shorts and a bra. "What's wrong with you? I was just getting in the shower. I told Mom I wasn't coming."
"This is unacceptable," he said.
"Well, put me back. I have a date tonight."
"I'm afraid it's been cancelled," he told her. "The young man in question is... indisposed."
"What does that mean? Did you make him sick or something?"
"No, he discovered that you were also dating his business rival and he doesn't want to see you again. Neither of them do."
"Damn you Michael, you told them, didn't you?"
"They received anonymous emails. The identity of the sender was not disclosed. There were pictures. You should present yourself when summoned."
"Well, put me back anyway. I'm not doing this now."
"I'm afraid you are," he told her. "If you don't, I will compel you to walk into your club and announce that you are having a breakdown and you are committing yourself to an institution. This will be the end of your little hobby."
Benson intervened. He stepped up to Sloan and pulled her up against him, her feet leaving the ground. He tangled one hand in the mane of black hair behind her head and crushed her lips with his. He kissed her fiercely for a minute and felt her hands go behind his own head.
He pulled his face back an inch but continued to hold her. "Hello, Sloan. I've missed you," he told her.
"Yeah, me too," she said. "If I had known I was going to get a greeting like that, I'd have shown up in Cambridge months ago."
Greyson walked to them and embraced her sister. "Hello, baby. I've missed you too. I'm so glad you're here."
Sloan melted into Greyson's arms. "Hey, sis. I'm always glad to see you. I know what you're doing. It's working. I'm so glad to see you right now I can't stay mad. Okay, I'll stay. Michael, if you pull any shit like this again I'm going to make you think your wings are melting." She went over and threw her arms around the archangel. "I am glad to see you."
Benson got a t-shirt out of his pack and gave it to her.
"I am impervious to your mind tricks," Michael told her. "It is good to see you, too, little Reaper."
"Well, now that we've got the lovey-dovey on and we're all here, why don't you tell us why we're here?" Orion said.
Sloan looked at him. "Don't get your panties in a bunch. If I had known you were going to be here I'd have dressed nice." She sauntered over to him and reached out as if to caress his cheek. At the last minute, she flicked his nose with a sharp nail.
He yelped and stumbled back. She walked over to the two sets of twins and hugged them. Orion surged toward her but she was in Reynolds arms and a lifted eyebrow from his giant brother stopped him in his tracks.
"Today, we are going to fight," Michael said. "It is going to be a real fight. You are going to get hurt, maybe even killed. I will heal you or resurrect you as required. Tomorrow, we are going to fight again. We are going to do this until you survive every encounter I give you."
Everyone except Landreth groaned. She was smiling. "What will we be fighting?" she asked.
"We will begin with a demon. Your second opponent will be the seraphim, Azaih, and your third opponent will be the Archangel, Michael; the Prince of War. When you have dealt with these three opponents, you will face all three together. Who wants to begin?"
Oniah appeared. She was a demon convert; the first demon convert. "Hi, kids," she said. "Come and see me when you get back home."
"This isn't fair," Orion said. "Oniah isn't a demon. She's a Nephilim again. She has full powers."
"I suppose you imagine that fighting Nephilim is somehow easy?" Michael asked. "She retains demonic abilities as well as her natural abilities. She is an excellent fighter. Should you survive her, you will be well equipped to deal with other demons or Nephilim. Would you rather I summon Lilith?"
"Um, no, actually we're good," Orion decided.
"You have chosen wisely. She would destroy you all. Master Orion, I take it you are volunteering?"
"When did I say that? I volunteer Sloan."
A pearly glow surrounded Oniah and Orion. "You may begin," Michael said.
There was a flash and Orion was on fire. He screamed and the fire died, but Oniah was on him. Her mouth was filled with three-inch fangs and she had grown claws like Freddy from Nightmare on Elm Street. Orion's guts spilled onto the sand and she decapitated him.
"Well, that didn't go so well," Sloan said. "Do you have to put him back?"
"Yes, he is required," Michael said.
His head reattached and his wounds closed. He stood up and shook his head. "What was I supposed to do about that? She's too fast and she can morph."
"So can you," Michael said. "You control the air. Slap her around with it. Smother her; make it solid so she can't move. Do something or she's going to kill you again." He raised his hand. "Begin!"
She leaped toward him, but her momentum slowed half way there as he thickened the air. She went out of Presence and appeared behind him. Her claws sunk into his back and he screamed. She bit him and tore one arm nearly off. Another slash and his head rolled again. Michael put him back together.
"Hey, bro, I think you lost your head again," Reynolds taunted him.
"I've got this," Orion said. "Let's go again."
"Now you're talking," Benson told him. "Take her out, Orion. Sorry Oniah."
She smiled at him and disappeared. Orion did the same. Nothing visible happened for a while. The sand began to swirl and a miniature tornado formed inside the shield. The wind was obviously blowing hard in there. Orion became visible and Oniah dropped in behind him again. The wind slapped her away and she slammed against the shield and disappeared. He began to chant and the air shimmered. Heat waves rose from the sand and twigs and leaves combusted. She became visible again. He was slammed down as she materialized on top of him but it appeared that she was being choked by an invisible rope.
She made signs in the air and the rope released her. Orion rose and did a handstand. "I have him controlled," she told Michael. "What do you want me to do?"
"Make him beat the shit out of himself," Sloan cheered.
"No, release him," Benson said.
"He appears to be releasing himself," she said doubtfully. She was obviously struggling and her nose began to bleed. She vanished and he stood up. He disappeared too and nothing else happened for 20 minutes. Michael declared it a draw. The shield dropped and they both appeared. He healed them and everyone applauded.



"Well done," Michael told him. "You survived. Do you wish to meet the second challenge now? There will be no stalemate this time. You learned that she couldn't touch you if you choose to remain out of Presence. However, neither can you touch her if she remains there. The seraphim will pry you into Presence."
"I want a break," he said. "Let one of the others go so I can think and analyze how I went wrong."
Benson and Greyson gave him a fist bump and Sloan gave him a nod.
"I'll go," Landreth said. "Can I skip the first challenge? I don't want to hurt Oniah. She's family to me."
"I serve the Reapers," Oniah said. "Michael will heal me."
"I don't want to cause you pain," Landreth said. "Michael, release her. All of the rest of us except Sloan know how to take her. She's too nice to use as a punching bag. Let Sloan and her have a go if you want."
"I admire your kindness, little Reaper. There will be no need for you to participate, Oniah. Sloan, do you wish to make a trial with Oniah?"
"No, I saw what Orion did. Besides, I love her, too. I work for her, for God's sake. She'll give me nasty jobs if I beat her up."
Oniah laughed. "Thanks, but if it helps train you, I'm willing to be beat up so long as Michael heals me afterward."
"No, you may stay and watch if it pleases you," Michael told her.
It did, and she started prepping Landreth for her encounter with the seraphim.
"I know you're tough," she told Landreth. "The seraph is tougher. It will cut you to pieces with beams before you can get close. If you do manage to get through, you can't cut it. You can't crush its brain and it's faster than you."
"Well, hell," Landreth said. "What am I supposed to do?"
"Outsmart it," Oniah said.
"That's not my best trick. I'd have done better against you. I think I could kill anything except maybe Mom in hand to hand. I'm not good at tricky stuff."
"Don't sell yourself short," Benson told her. "You're sharp as a razor, you're just lazy. You can't afford that now."
"Thanks, Ben, I guess. I work twice as hard as you do though. Want to have a bench press max out?"
"I don't mean that. I love you Landry, but you know you don't like to think through things. You'd rather hit problems in the mouth."
She laughed. "I guess you've got me. I can think. I'm not just all muscle."
"No, I know. You're all ribbons and lace on the inside. You're pretty sweet on the outside too," he told her, eying her long, muscular form.
She winked at him and stepped into the circle. The seraph shimmered into visibility. Benson had been terrified of them as a child. They were huge, probably weighing tons. They had multiple heads, all with biting apparatus, were incredibly strong and looked like a mixture of buffalo and big cat. He had never seen one move. They just appeared where they wanted to go. They had eyes on their bodies, in addition to the ones on their heads, and flaming disks surrounded them.
His initial fear had been tempered to a healthy respect through the years. They were really quite kind, and Azaih had allowed him to ride on his back. If he ever needed anything from them, they happily did whatever he told them he needed. They didn't mind speak but they could roar out words. They were simple minded and most of what they had to say was about how great God is.
He had never seen one fight and had no desire to be on the receiving end. It appeared in the ring of sand and the shield went up. It nodded three of its heads toward Landreth and waited.
Michael dropped his hand and it was making a swipe through the air where Landreth had been. It moved instantaneously and Landreth was making a swipe through the air where it had been. They flashed around again and it repeated its tactic. She was a little ahead and she appeared on its back. She dropped a hammer blow and one head went limp. Two more chomped on her arm and she screamed. Benson knew from experience how tough she was. She couldn't be cut with a knife, though she felt soft to the touch. That bite shredded her arm. She appeared across the ring and healed herself.
The limp head rose back up and it flashed over and hit her. There was a tremendous crack, but she didn't flinch. Evidently, she had made herself hard and incredibly heavy because she fell on its back and crushed Azaih to the ground. It struggled briefly and disappeared. She stood back up and it appeared across the ring. Green laser looking things shot out of its eyes and her skin bubbled up where they touched. Lightning struck it and it toppled over. She struck it with a fireball and it seemed to hurt. It was semi-fireproof though and just flashed across and swung at her again. She wasn't there and she covered it in sand.
It shook off the sand and they both stood there for a minute. She was panting and her burnt skin healed. "I can't beat it," she said. "I can keep it from killing me for a while, but it's going to get me eventually. I surrender. I need some help. I can do tactics but I don't have the strategy."
Michael dropped the barrier and Azaih flashed over and licked her face. She hugged a bird head and walked out of the circle.
"Well, anyone have any ideas?"
"I'll give it a shot," Benson said. "I know you could kill me in ten seconds, Landry, but I think I have a better way."
The shield went up and Michael dropped his hand. The seraph was not imaginative. It repeated the attack it had used on Landreth. It seemed surprised when its claws ripped right through Benson. Sand flew and it roared and tore at him. The sand turned to lava beneath its feet and the lava flowed upward, covering its body. It wasn't hurt, but it was slowed considerably. A sigil in the language of Shinar appeared around it in the sand and it became immobile. The lava continued to build around it and snow began falling in the sphere of the shield. The lava solidified into stone and the form of Benson the seraph had been attacking dissolved into sand as Benson appeared behind it. He summoned a black hole and looked at Michael.
"Stop," Michael said. "Do not destroy it. You are the victor."
Benson erased part of the sigil and the stone flaked and broke away as the seraph flexed. He hugged it around its shaggy shoulders and it licked his arm.
"Tell us what you did and what you have learned," Michael said.
"Well, I knew I couldn't fight with it," Benson said. "If Landry couldn't kill it, I didn't stand a chance. I needed something else. I made an image of myself and formed that sigil in the sand. When I got it trapped, I could have destroyed it at my leisure. That wouldn't have worked on Oniah. She's too smart to trap like that. I learned that I need to leave the fighting to Landry, the air tricks to Orion and the rest of you are all better than I am at something. I think that together, we're a mean bunch of badasses. If we fight and argue among ourselves, we can be taken down."
He walked to them and beckoned them together. "Listen guys. Every one of us is special. We're the Reapers. There's nothing in the universe that can touch us together. I know you think I'm the 'Child of Destiny', but it's really Greyson that keeps us all together. Think about it. Every one of us would die for her. She would die for any one of us. Why can't we all be like that for each other? Say something, Greyson."
She blushed prettily. "I do love all of you. I know we all get on one another's nerves sometimes, but we have a bond that no one else in the universe has. We're Reapers, and God planned that each and every one of us should be just the way we are." Her voice sunk to a whisper. "I want a group hug. Then I want to take Michael. We attack him with everything we have. No black holes though. We don't want to destroy him."
The group drew together and embraced. A red lightning bolt twenty feet across dropped on Michael, crushing him to the ground; temporarily paralyzed. The air solidified around him and nuclear heat battered him. The earth opened under his feet and closed on him, burying him to his neck in lava. A sigil appeared in the lava around him and the ground froze. It all dropped away and Landreth appeared before him, driving ten inch claws up through his throat into his brain.
He spasmed once and toppled to the earth. Azaih flashed forward and Michael rose up with a smile on his face. He went into archangel form and embraced them all in his fiery wings.
"Well done, little Reapers. You have learned every lesson I intended to teach you. In only one day, you have managed to defeat Nephilim, Seraphim and the Prince of War. I had expected this to take weeks. I am proud of you. I have been training all of you for at least 21 years. You have found your center. You now realize that the Reaper Greyson is the glue that binds you all together. You have discovered that the Child of Destiny can give you purpose. You have discovered that each unique ability that you possess is irresistible when combined with the others. There are no unessential parts here. Do you understand, Sloan?"
"Yes, I apologize. I was being a brat. I won't make any more fusses."
"Orion, you are on the verge of something you don't want to happen. You have become obnoxious to your brothers and sisters. What will be your course?"
Orion stood with his head down for a moment. When he looked up, there were tears in his eyes. "I've always felt like the odd man out," he said. "I'm not as strong or fast or smart as the rest of you."
"You're mistaken," Greyson said. "I've always loved you, Orion. You consistently sell yourself short. You think a sarcastic wit compensates for your inadequacies. The problem is, you've always been capable. You just feel like the rest of us don't value you. You're wrong. If you would just stop being so nasty, we would love you. Give us a chance."
"I always knew you felt like that, Greyson. I've always loved you, but Sloan hates me. Benson barely tolerates me and the rest of you just don't care."
Lexington stepped up. "I care," she said. "I don't think we'll make it without you. You tried to make me not care. It didn't work. I do love you, little brother. Give me a chance. Give all of us a chance."
"Sloan?" Greyson asked. "Do you have anything to say?"
"Not yet," she said. "I don't like you, Orion. You made it impossible for me to like you. I'll try, though. You've picked on Ben and me our whole lives because we were younger than you were. I'll give you another chance. You made me not like you. Now it's up to you. Make me like you. Be nice to me and I will. Come to Austin and spend a week with me. I'll show you a good time and we'll see if we can fall in love. Will you do that?"
He was silent for a moment. "Yes, I want to apologize to all of you. I know I've been a tool. I'd love to spend a week with you, Sloan."
"Well, done," Michael said. "I'm proud of all of you. I see why you are the elect. I have another lesson for you before you go. It involves the use of the Siren power. The males will not be able to use this power and will practice dominating to minds of others. I have volunteers."
Mariha and Lilith appeared and were instantly deluged by the kids who hadn't seen them for a while. Michael took the girls and Lilith down the beach and the boys tried to control Mariha with their will. They stayed three days and Sloan and Orion left together.
Greyson agreed to go home with Benson for a few days and the others resumed whatever business in which they were engaged.
Chapter Two
Benson was sitting on the sofa drinking beer and watching TV when Greyson emerged from the bedroom after a shower. She had pulled on one of his old Celtics jerseys and she looked amazing with her legs bare. He taught chemistry at MIT and he had been gone all day, catching up at school. She had gone shopping. They had met for dinner and gone to a club for a couple of hours. They danced, and she moved like a dream.
She got a beer and settled down next to him, snuggling up and putting his arm around her. "What are we watching?" she asked.
"Crap," he said. "How is it that you can have hundreds of channels and can't find anything interesting?"
"I'd rather just talk to you anyway," she said.
"Greyson, you always know just what to say. You're adorable. How is it that some man, or some angel or demon hasn't snapped you up?"
"I'm too busy to be snapped up," she laughed. "Besides, I've already chosen my man. He doesn't know it yet, but I'm going to make him very happy."
"Really, when did this happen? How come I haven't met him? Who is he? I'm very happy for you, babe."
"Which one of those do you want me to answer?"
"All of them. When did you meet him?"
"Well, I'm not ready to answer that. You have met him though."
"You're being very mysterious."
"Yes, I'm sorry. I'm just not ready to tell that yet."
"Why not? What are you waiting for?"
"I'm hoping he notices me and then I'll tell him."
"He'd be nuts not to notice you. Is he an idiot?"
"Sometimes I think so," she laughed. "I've been trying to get him to notice me for years."
"He is an idiot then. You should just forget about him," he said. "You're incredible, Greyson. How could anyone not notice you? You're the most noticeable girl I've ever met."
"Do you notice me, Ben?"
"Of course I notice you. How could I not. I... I mean, I notice how beautiful you are," he stammered. "I notice how incredibly sweet and kind you are. I notice how you look and how beautiful your voice is when you speak or sing. I notice how talented you are."
He looked down at her and there was an odd look in those violet eyes looking up at him. His voice became uncertain. "I notice those eyes. I nearly drown every time I look in them. I notice your lips and how you brush your hair behind your ear when you're embarrassed. I notice how you do that cute little frown when you're concentrating. I notice those cute little freckles on your nose. I notice how you look at me. I notice what a generous heart you have. I notice that you've been my best friend all my life. I notice how perfect you are. I notice... I notice... oh my God, I'm in love with you, Greyson!"
The realization came to him with a shock and he jumped up. "I'm so sorry I said that. Damn it, Greyson, I didn't mean to say that. I mean, hell, I don't know what I mean." He knelt in front of her.
"Please, forget I said that. I'm sorry. Shit, now you're going to feel all awkward around me. I'm so sorry."
She took his hand and put a finger on his lips, shushing him. "Ben, stop talking. You talk too much. Let me talk to you. I've been waiting to hear that since you were fifteen-years-old." He knelt with his mouth open. "Do you remember when we slipped away from the rest and went to Hawaii to see the volcano?"
"Yes, that's the only time I ever remember you being in trouble with Dad."
"I did it so I could be alone with you. I wanted you to kiss me, but you've never noticed me. I've been here all the time, waiting for you to notice me."
"I did notice you, I just thought, I don't know what the hell I thought. I guess I thought you were way too good for me. I've always adored you, I just never thought... I never dreamed I had a chance with you. I thought you were way out of my league. Jesus, I'm going to kiss you now, Greyson. Wait, do any of the others know?"
"Yes, all the adults know. Do you think I'd even consider this without their advice?"
"No, I guess you wouldn't. How about the kids?"
"Yes, the girls all know. The boys don't. Don't tell them, either."
"No, I won't. They're all ten years old. They'd just say something crude. What the hell; Let them. I love you Greyson and I don't care what they say."
He pulled her up on the edge of the couch and kissed her. It was the most incredible experience of his wildest imagination. He had kissed her hundreds of times before. There had always been an undercurrent of flirting between them, but this was the real thing. He was kissing an angel, or nearly an angel and she wanted him to. He never wanted to stop.
"Will you make love with me, Greyson?"
"Yes, I've been waiting for that too. I've never made love to a man before, but I want to with you."
"My God, babe, I've been an idiot. I had no idea it was me you were talking about. I told you to forget about me. Please don't forget about me. I was talking about me. I am an idiot."
"Yes, but you're going to be my idiot," she giggled.
He picked her little form up and squeezed her against him. She smelled terrific and felt even better. She had on that jersey and he couldn't wait to get it off. He carried her to bed and sat her down. Her hair was drying, and he felt the silken waves of it swirling around him. He looked into her violet eyes and pulled at the hem of the jersey. She raised her arms and he pulled it over her head, leaving her wonderfully and gloriously bare.
He pause, just looking at her. "Greyson, you said you've never made love with a man. Does that mean you've made love with women?"
"Yes, I like that a lot, but I'm only in love with you. There'll never be another man for me."
"Do I know the women?"
"Yes, do you really want to know?"
"Will you tell me?"
"Yes, I'll tell you anything."
"No, I guess I don't. Well, hell, I don't know."
"Aunt Boston, Lilith, Lexi, and Oniah. I was waiting for you, Benson; but I get horny sometimes, too."
She fell back on the bed and the moonlight bathed her in silver. Her hair formed a white halo around her face and she leaked fire, smoldering wings almost in focus as her control slipped. He moved between her thighs, which spread before his advance and her sweet little patch of wispy white framed a secret he explored. First with his fingers and then his tongue as she shuddered under his touch.
He woke up in the morning with a feeling that something was different. There was a little round butt against him and a silky body under his arm. Fine hair was tickling his face and his hand was cupping a generous breast. He smoothed the hair down behind one little ear and remembered that all was right with the world. Greyson loved him and that was all that mattered. He squeezed his fingers into the resilient flesh of the breast in his hand. He could see it from his vantage point. It was pressed by its weight against the other. It was full and perfectly formed; turning upward a little toward the tip. Her nipples rose from additional cones formed by her puffy areolea on the beautiful ends of each mound. They supported their own weight proudly He ran his hand down over an arching rib cage, across a flat, highly toned belly, circling a very cute little belly button. He ran it down farther and encountered a little, neatly trimmed patch of incredibly soft, straight fuzz. He returned to that fascinating breast and rolled its nipple between his thumb and forefinger. It stiffened under his touch and she stirred. He froze and she relaxed again.
He didn't want her to wake up yet. He wanted to enjoy just feeling of her for a while and looking at her. He stroked down her arm to find where the narrow waist flared up into the fascinating curve of a rounded hip. He slid along the hip and cupped her butt. It was incredible. She was very muscular and fit and yet so soft and pliable at the same time. He sank his fingers into that firm flesh and tested it. He traced his fingers into the mysterious cleft and she jerked a little. He remembered that she was very ticklish.
He returned to the breast and ran his fingers back and forth over the rubbery tip. She arched her back in her sleep, unconsciously seeking more contact. He probed below the curls between her thighs and found heat and moisture. Her hips began an unconscious motion and she began to stir. He kissed the fine hairs that curled around her ears and nibbled on her neck. He had never felt anything so silky smooth. She really had incredible skin, he realized.



She turned her head toward him and looked at him with sleepy eyes. The violet peeped out from behind long blonde lashes. She offered him her lips and he continued his motion, causing her to gasp against him. She rolled onto her back and he brought her quickly to her peak with his hands and lips moving over her. She grew tense and shuddering; then exploded under his touch. She moaned out her pleasure and continued to writhe for long moments. Her motions slowed and she pushed his hand away.
"Stop, Ben; I can't stand any more. God, baby; you sure know how to wake a girl up."
She rolled on top of him and felt his burgeoning excitement. She reached back and brought him into position; enveloping him in her heat. She began to move against him and around him and the world went away for a while. Only Greyson and Benson existed and that distinction blurred as she joined their minds even more closely than their bodies.
She rested beside him and he nuzzled her cheek. "I can't tell you how happy I am," she whispered.
"I know; me too, babe. Damn, you're so incredible it drives me wild. I'm in danger, Greyson. I could lose myself in you. When you get inside my head like that, it's just as if we're not two people anymore. I know how good I feel and you give me how good you feel and it's almost too much for me. I never want it to end. You're like a very powerful drug. I could become hopelessly addicted."
"That's my plan," she giggled. "But I know what you mean. You aren't in any danger though. You're safe with me. I would never hurt you, Benson."
"I know, but I nearly drowned there. Do you want to do it again?"
She did, and they didn't leave the house that day. They never left the bed except to visit the restroom and take a shower together.
After the shower, she led him back to the bed and he pushed her down on her belly, her adorable butt waving enticingly. "God you've got a sweet ass, Greyson," he told her.
She wiggled it and flexed, making her cheeks dance. "Do you want it?" she asked.
"Really, you'd let me?"
"Of course. I've never done it, but I want to try everything with you."
"Maybe, but I think it sounds painful," He told her. His cock was an iron bar and he slipped into her hot little pussy from behind. "I think I want this instead."
They were starving by evening and he went and got Chinese carryout that they ate in bed. They talked for hours, holding each other until they fell asleep. She awoke him the next morning with her lips moving downward beneath the covers and when she took him in her mouth he cried out in an agony of pleasure.
She showered and put on the Celtics jerseys. She made it incredibly sexy as she padded into his kitchen looking for something to eat. She opened the refrigerator and cabinet doors, found ingredients and made ham and cheese omelets. He joined her when he was out of the shower and they ate breakfast, cuddled together on the sofa.
"Benson, we're going to have to go grocery shopping if I'm going to stay here," she told him. "Do you eat out all the time?"
He laughed. "I do most of the time. I nuke packaged stuff sometimes but I don't cook much. Do you want me to cook for you?"
"Yes, or I'll cook for you, but I don't like eating out all the time. I like to cook and I like to feed people that enjoy food."
"Oh, my God, I must be doing something right. Everything I know about you is perfect, Greyson."
She did her usual blush. "Thank you, Benson. See, I'm practicing accepting compliments."
"Yes you are, babe. I like to cook too, but mostly something special. I grill a lot. I like to cook special dinners, but not every day."
"Then I'll cook every day, you cook when you're feeling like it. But you have to wash the dishes when I cook, Okay?"
"Yes, that's fine. I'll just use the dishwasher. Greyson, you said 'if I'm going to stay here.' Does that mean you'll stay with me?"
"Yes, I'll stay for a while; maybe forever. I can't stay all the time though. I have things to do at River House. Maybe you could come and stay with me there when I'm busy. I could use your help."
"I don't know, babe. I'd be embarrassed around Mom and Dad and Mariha sleeping with you there."
"Why on earth would you be embarrassed? I have my own wing. Besides, everyone sleeps with everyone around there. Well, I don't, and the twins don't. I guess Sloan and Orion don't either, but our parents do. They're the most non-embarrassed people in the universe."
"Yes, I know. They embarrass me sometimes. I love them, but they're somewhat odd, Greyson. You know that. Have you ever tried to explain our siblings to a friend?"
"No, I just tell them they're relatives. I do know what you mean though. I think it's cool the way they all love one another and share. I don't want to do that, though. I don't want to share you with anyone."
"No, me either. That would drive me crazy. I'm not like them. You belong to me, Greyson. Remember that."
"I will. That makes me very happy, Ben. Now, where is the nearest grocery store? Take me there. No, wait; let me take an inventory and make a list first."
He wrote down what she told him and the list grew very long. "How long are you staying?" he asked her.
"I'll stay two weeks. Then I need to go back. I'll stay at River House for two days then come back. I'll stay here three days a week. Until everything is settled, I won't take more time off than that. If you come and help me I can take that much."
He held her tight for a while. He couldn't believe that this amazing creature would stay with him. He realized he had been in love with her for years. Now she was his, and he was going to make her very happy.
They bought hundreds of dollars worth of groceries. She was absolutely delighted with every purchase and her delight was infectious. He had never had as much fun doing anything as he did doing it with Greyson. Her enthusiasm for life was boundless. They spent hours shopping and she decided that his cookware was inadequate as well. She took him to buy new pans and it took them two hours to carry everything in and put it away.
He complained that she was breaking the bank and she giggled. "Don't be silly," she said. "I'm rich and so are you. Bronley makes sure of that."
Bronley was their father's business partner. She employed all the kids except Sloan, who worked for Oniah. Of course, they could all make money out of nearly any raw material if they chose. Greyson had learned the hard way that huge amounts of cash made people suspicious when the police investigated her for money laundering. She made the investigation go away by influencing the minds of the investigators, but she was careful to have a source for her wealth after that. She had shared her experiences with her siblings and they avoided that trap.
Benson smoked chickens that day and they ate them for dinner and had chicken sandwiches for lunch the next day as well. He took her to movies and to a Celtics game. She toured the city with him and they went to a Patriots game. They went to listen to the orchestra and took in a play. They walked in the parks and went out fishing on a charter boat.
Benson found that he was desperately in love with her and didn't want to spend a minute away. She was equally enchanted with him. He kept her laughing, and he couldn't keep his hands off her. This caused her to be constantly horny and they made love relentlessly. She had never had an orgasm with a man before and that he could keep her in that state for hours caused her to worship him.
The two weeks passed instantly it seemed, and she went back to River House. He moped around for a day and manifested there the next day. He couldn't stand to be away from her.
His mother was ecstatic to see him. Sagan was a tall, gorgeous Siren and he squeezed her tightly. He hugged his father and swung Mariha and Lilith around in his arms. They kept him busy for hours, catching up on everything in their lives and Boston came in. Benson loved his aunt deeply. She was one of the things he missed most about River House. He talked to her for another hour and promised to take her out later. Most of all, he was looking for Greyson. He asked Mariha and she told him that Greyson had gone away with the archangel Raphael.
"I know about you two," she whispered to him. "I'm so happy, Benson. She's been waiting for you for years. I know you're the man for her. We're Sirens, you know. We know about such things. She'll never love anyone else. Be good to her, Benson. She's everything to me. She's the only child a Watcher has ever been allowed to have. She's very special."
"I know. I'm the luckiest man alive. I'll never disappoint you or her."
"You never have, sweetheart. I've always loved you. I've always been proud of you. Stay with me until she gets back."
He sat with her on the sofa and they cuddled until Greyson came home. She really felt very much like her daughter. He couldn't get over how similar they were. They had that same, naturally sweet disposition. They looked like sisters. Greyson was very surprised when she manifested and saw him sitting beside her mother. She ran and jumped on his lap. She crushed his lips and chattered excitedly.
"I didn't know you were coming, Benson. I missed you so much. I was busy today, but I kept thinking, I wish Ben were here. He'd laugh at this or make some funny remark about that. I love him, Mom."
"I know, honey; me too. Did you get permission for those two new Watchers to be assigned to the humans?"
"Yes, Haniel gave me their orders. I'm setting up two of our people that are going to be very important. One of them has become the head of a major, multi-national corporation and one is about to become the leader of a major oil player. They needed more protection and I'm arranging that. I got them assigned a guardian angel."
"Good job, babe. Is there something I could help with?" he asked.
"Yes, there's a demon that is giving me problems. He's very inappropriate. He keeps hitting on me and it's very distracting. I think it's holding his progress back. If you could talk to him, it would be a big help."
"I'll attend to it right away. I'm taking Aunt Boston out for a drink later. We'll be back early."
He found the demon down by the river. His name was Lael and he was from ancient Tyre. Benson explained the situation to him. He explained that if it were any of his other sisters, he wished Lael all the luck in the world.
"How about Lexi? She's gorgeous. She's smart and rich and powerful. Have a go at her. Greyson is mine and she's not available. She loves me and she's a Siren. Do you know what that means?"
He didn't so Benson explained that Sirens mate for life, it was impossible for them to love another and that she would never be interested in anyone else. Lael agreed that he would focus his attentions elsewhere since his case was hopeless. He congratulated Ben and the matter was closed.
He took Boston out for dinner and a drink. She was every bit as charming as he remembered and she told him that she had talked to Greyson.
"She's my favorite relative, Ben. Hell, she's everyone's favorite relative. You take care of her. If you don't I'll be very angry with you. She doesn't deserve a minute's pain. I held her when she was a baby and I've been in love with her ever since. She's our oldest child, Ben, and she means a lot to all of us."
"She means everything to me," he told her. "She was right there in front of me all my life and I never really understood. She hung out with me all the time and I adored her. I never dreamed she was being anything but nice to me because that's what she does."
"It's hard to tell with angels. Her mother is like that too. They're so interested in everyone and so kind to everyone that it's hard to tell if they're just being angelic or it's something else.
"I know, right? I'm a lucky guy, Aunt Boston. I've got the most beautiful girl in the world and the coolest Aunt too."
"Please, spare me the flattery,' she laughed. "I've heard it before."
"I can imagine. I'll bet you beat them off with a stick."
"It's difficult sometimes. Beauty is such a curse." She laughed again. "Take me home, Benson, and make love to that beautiful girl."
When they got home, Greyson was in the sauna and he joined her. They sweated for a while and got in the shower. They kissed everyone goodnight and he discovered, to his surprise, that he wasn't at all embarrassed at all about going off to her suite. Their parents had been very cool and Regan and Reynolds didn't notice. Orion did, but he didn't say anything, just arched one eyebrow and smiled. Landreth whispered that she loved him and Lexington pinched his butt. They obviously knew and approved. Sloan was in Austin and Greyson said she knew too and wished them the best.
They were getting undressed when someone knocked on the door. It was Raphael. He greeted them and told them he had a task for them tomorrow. He filled them in on current events around the world.
The seven rebel angels had lost no time in recruiting. The first of the Nephilim they created were nearly as old as Sloan. That meant that they were at least 21 and they were beginning to cause a stir. They had seized control of a small country in sub-Saharan Africa. Raphael wanted Benson and Greyson to go and talk to the leader and persuade him to change sides. He was a fire manipulator and quite skilled in the presence. His father had lied to him down through the years and he believed that heaven was conspiring to kill them all.
"What will we say?" Greyson asked. "What makes you think he'll even see us?"
"Are you not masters of manipulation? Go in invisible, control his guards, kill them all and force him to listen. The choice is yours, little Reapers."
"Then I want the Prince of Poetry to go with us," Ben said.
"I am at your disposal. Do you think poetry will be required?"
"It couldn't hurt. Everyone loves a good poem," Greyson giggled.
"Then I will return in the morning. Rest well, little Reapers, or was resting not part of your plan?" He winked at them and he was gone.
They did rest, eventually, and they were up and around when Raphael manifested the next morning. After breakfast, they manifested outside the presidential mansion. They had decided to not allow anyone to notice them. Greyson attended to that problem and Benson and Raphael kept an eye out for traps. They discovered several and Raphael erased them. The sitting room where the President was located was warded. This proved ineffectual to the power of a Siren and he came out and escorted them in. He gave orders to the security detail that they were not to be disturbed. Raphael went out of Presence and Greyson let the song die.
The man stirred and shook his head. He was nearly as tall as the twins and very muscular. He had a mop of curly brown hair and Greyson thought he was very attractive. Not as attractive as Benson, but she was biased.
He shielded himself with wards as soon as he became aware of them.
"What did you do to me?" he asked. "Who are you people and how did you get in here?"
"My name is Benson Stephens and this is Greyson. Tell us your name and we'll tell you all about who we are and what we want."
"I'm Byron James, and if you're in my country you should know that I'm the President."
"Yes, we do know that, but we didn't know your name," Greyson said. "We know that you are a Nephilim."
"How could you know that? Are you Watchers?" he prepared to defend himself.
"No, we're Nephilim too, and we mean you no harm. We just want to talk," Benson said. "Well, I wasn't totally accurate when I said we're Nephilim. Our father is a Nephilim and my mother is a Siren. Greyson's mother is a Watcher and we have the same father. We're actually something new. We're called Reapers."
"What do you reap?" he asked. "Dead Nephilim? I've heard of you. You're the Watcher's pets. What do you want here?"
"We only want to talk to you," Greyson said. "We'd like to invite you to our home. You're mistaken about our being the Watcher's pets. I guess we are, in a sense, but in a sense they're our pets too. We cooperate with them in the good things they do, but they are sworn to serve us. Do you know what it means for a Watcher to swear in the name of Yahweh?"
"Yes, they either perform their oath or they are destroyed by it."
"We have the Archangel Raphael with us. He is the Prince of art and poetry. Have you heard of him?"
"I have. He is a great enemy of our people." Byron said.
"With your permission, he will manifest and we'll do an experiment, ok?" Greyson asked.
"I suppose it is. I couldn't stop you anyway, could I?"
"No, but we won't do anything here without your permission," she promised.
"OK, let's see what you've got."
Raphael manifested in archangel form and Byron flinched away. Greyson walked around the desk and took him by the hand. She led him up to Raphael. They eyed each other with suspicion.
"Raphael, tell Byron who you Watch over," she said.
"By the orders of Heaven, I Watch over the Reaper Greyson," he replied.
"What are your orders? Swear to him that what you're saying is true."
"My orders are to serve her in whatever capacity she desires, to protect her from all harm and preserve her life in all circumstances. I swear by the eternal name of Yahweh that this is true." Raphael said.
"What are your orders concerning Byron?" she asked.
"I am to conduct the Reapers Greyson and Benson to him, ensure their safety and return."
"Are you going to harm him in any way?"
"No, not unless you tell me to. We are supposed to talk to him and return."
"Byron, are you good with that?" she asked.
"I suppose. How are you doing that? Why do you have an Archangel? Will he really do anything you say?"
"The answer is that we are the elect of God," Benson said. "Raphael asked to be assigned to Greyson because he loves her. He was her first babysitter. We've know him all our lives. He's like a big brother to us. We know all the Archangels and two of them work for us. If you would come and stay with us for a week, I think you'd learn some things."
"What sorts of things?"
"Well, think about it. Had we wanted we could have dropped in here and raped you. You wouldn't stand a chance. I have an older sister that could take your security team apart without a scratch. I have an older brother that could make the ground swallow this place. Greyson and I could make you a slave for life without much effort. We didn't do that. We're just talking. If what you heard about us is true, what did you think we'd be like?"
"I thought you'd be powerful but you'd use Watchers to take us apart. You might be surprised though, I'm stronger than you think."
Greyson released his hand and stepped back. "I'm going to show you that you aren't," she said. "Don't worry, I'll release you immediately."
She got that cute little frown on her face that Benson adored so much. Byron began to pant and his nose bled a little. He went still and then he walked to her and knelt before her. She released him and he jumped up.
"Damn," he said. "That wasn't even a struggle for you, was it?"
"No," she said. "You're like a child to me Byron. We really do mean you no harm. Someone has been lying to you. We aren't evil and we don't hate you. We didn't even know about you until today. We could harm you, but we don't. Doesn't that tell you something about the kind of people we are?"
"I guess it does. You're very beautiful Greyson. You seem like a nice person. Maybe I'll take you up on that offer. When do you want me?"
"Can you teleport?" Benson asked.
"If I can see the place. Not anywhere I can't see."
"Well, if you go with us now we can teleport you and you can avoid a long plane ride. If you prefer, you can fly."
"I guess I'll go now. I need to leave some instructions. Are you two brother and sister?"



Greyson slipped her arm through Benson's. "We're lovers," she said. "It's complicated."
"It always is," he said. "Let me step outside a moment. They heard him speaking to the guard at the door. When he came back he sat down at his desk and wrote for 20 minutes. When he stood up, he had one more question.
"What's to stop the Watchers from coming in and nuking the place while I'm gone?"
"We won't let them," Greyson said. "They wouldn't make a move against you without consulting with us first. We have veto power over any action. For that matter, what would prevent them from nuking the place while you're here?"
"I guess you have a point. I'd like to hear it from him," he indicated Raphael.
"You are insulting the Reaper Greyson," Raphael said. "I have known her for 27 years. In all those years she has never lied to anyone. She speaks the truth. The Reapers have control of all activities concerning actions against rebel Watchers and their cohorts on this world. Nothing is done without their direction."
"I apologize for the insult," Byron said. "None was intended. I don't know if I can trust you."
"Neither do we know we can trust you," Benson told him. "We're willing to take a chance."
"Then I guess I am too. I'm ready."
Raphael moved close to him and they were standing in front of River House. They took him in and introduced him around. When he saw Lilith he did a double take. "Damn, it's the Demon Goddess!"
This did not endear him to her at all. "Have we met?" she asked. Frost dripped from her lips.
"No, but you're a legend. I've seen paintings."
"Do you make it a practice to believe legends?"
"Well, no, but I've heard all the stories. I mean, you destroyed seraphim, toppled kingdoms and humans slaughtered themselves in the millions for you."
"Do you imagine that this was my desire? I am neither a demon nor a goddess. These legends bore me. Don't call me that again. I am Lilith, Princess of Shinar, mother, Nephilim. Don't confuse me with the legend."
"I'm very sorry. I didn't mean to upset you. I won't say it again. Please, it's just such an honor to meet you. How old are you? No, sorry, that's none of my business. My God you're beautiful. I'm going to stop talking now. Sorry."
She laughed and thawed. "It's not your fault. I get that a lot and I'm tired of it. I'm more than six thousand years old. I've lost track. You are very beautiful too, young Nephilim. Why have you come here? Who are your parents?
"We invited him," Greyson quickly spoke up. "He's going to stay a week. Talk to him, Lilith. Tell him about yourself. Tell him about our family. Don't bite his head off. Show him what you're doing. Let him get to know the rest of the family."
Lilith pulled her aside. "Why is this my job, Greyson? Get one of the younger ones."
"No, they would be more likely to get in a fight with him than like him. I trust you, Lilith. Besides, he worships you."
"Greyson, I love you but you wear me out. Every time I see you, I wind up scurrying about doing something. You've been like that all your life. You made me carry you around constantly when you were a baby. Somehow, you've always made me love it. You're pushing it here."
"I'm sorry; Mama, but I need your help."
"Now I'm really suspicious. That's what you called me when you were little and when you do I always know you're trying to wheedle me."
"Is it working?" Greyson asked.
Lilith couldn't help laughing. "Of course it is. There are two beings in the world I could never say no to; you and Boston."
She took Byron away on the grand tour and she was holding his arm.
Greyson found Benson in the library. He was checking commercial real estate listings. She supposed he was working. She stood behind him and watched for a minute with her chin resting on his shoulder. He reached back absently and petted her. She moved her cheek against his and nuzzled it with her cute little nose.
"Hey, babe," he said. "Just checking what's going on in Massachusetts. We don't want to miss out on any big opportunities. I made an offer on a development property. I need to talk to Bronley. You want to run down there with me?"
"Yes, I'd like that."
"OK, go get changed."
"Why? What do you want me to change into?"
"You going to run in that?"
"Oh," she said. "I didn't know you meant really run. I thought it was a figure of speech."
"No, I meant really. If I don't run, I'll get fat. I'm not like you, beautiful. I have to work at it."
"Well, I don't get fat, but I do like to run. I'll get my stuff."
She went away to dress while he changed his shoes. He already had on shorts and a tank. When she came back he whistled. She had on a pair of spandex Adidas running shorts in black and solar pink and a matching sports bra. Her shoes were also pink and black and he never remembered her looking so cute and athletic.
"My God, Greyson! You look amazing! When did you get so smoking hot?"
She blushed. "I've always been like this, Benson. Why didn't you ever look at me?"
"I did, but you never wore that before. I mean, I saw you swimming and thought you looked hot, but that looks like, do you just want to sneak back to bed?"
"Yes, but let's run first."
He let her set the pace. It was about three miles by the road to Bronley's house. "How fast do you want to run?" she asked.
"You decide," he said. "I want it to be serious though."
"Well, we'll run five minute miles then. No cheating, OK?'
"You have a watch?"
"No," she said. "I can keep track in my head. I always know what time it is, Ben. Don't you?"
"No, I guess my clock is defective. You keep track. That's amazing though. I didn't know you could do that."
He followed her and the sight of her butt flexing under that tight, thin material and her muscles flexing in her legs made him want to run forever. There were very few women that could run with her. They ran the first two miles at in 10 minutes and she kicked the last mile. When they got to Bronley's, they walked for a couple of minutes and blew.
"What did you run that last mile in?" he asked.
"4:03," she said. "I think I could have got it below four but I didn't want to embarrass you."
"Very funny; I'll set pace on the way back and we'll see." He knew he could run a sub four minute mile and he wondered how fast she really was.
Bronley was home and she was very glad to see them. She still looked as good at 45 as she had when they first got to know her at 25. They had worked for her since Greyson was 21 and Benson was 15.
Benson ran a branch office in Boston and he wanted to develop a building complex for MIT. Bronley got a feel for the idea and promised to fly up and look it over with him. She pulled the proposal up on her computer and suggested several changes. She knew what she was doing and Raphael showed up as they were finishing up. She told Greyson they were going out, and they giggled together for a while.
When they finished the first mile on the way home, Greyson called 3:55 and she fell back a little on the second. Benson thought it might have been similar but he was getting gassed toward the end of the third and she passed him. He was blowing hard when he finished and they cooled down for another five minutes, walking down the path by the river.
"Those big muscles take more oxygen to move," she told him. "You can probably sprint faster than me but I'm always going to catch you after a couple of miles."
"Being little has its advantages," he said.
"Well, I'm not really very little," she said. "I just seem little around you and the twins. I'm really taller than most girls."
"You're perfect, babe," he said. "I wasn't making a short joke. Let's hit the shower."
He got in and in a moment, she joined him. He couldn't resist soaping her up. She was all honey tan and slippery sleekness. He ran his hands over her breasts repeatedly and down her muscular belly to the delight below. She ground her butt against his excitement and he took her from behind, her hands braced against the shower wall as she moaned out her pleasure.
He carried her to bed and continued to make love to her for two hours. She was exhausted and collapsed on top of him.
She cried a little and he asked her if she was ok.
"Yes, it just scares me a little how you can make me feel. God, I love you, Benson."
"I know, I love you too. Greyson, you're absolutely incredible."
Chapter Three
They spent quite a bit of time with Byron the next day. They showed him around the estate, introduced him to their people and let him talk to former demons, now Nephilim like him. They took him out to eat with Boston and let her work her charm on him. They took him fishing with Mariha and at the end of the week, he was totally disarmed.
"I think I was deceived about you," he told them. "I had heard that you intended to rule us all. I don't see any sign of that. I've never met Watchers before but Mariha and Raphael seem like stand up people. You haven't tried to hide anything from me and you've been totally open with me. I've never met anyone as sweet as Greyson. If you ever get tired of Benson, you let me know, Greyson."
She blushed, predictably, and thanked him. "That's very nice of you, Byron, but I'm a Siren and a Reaper. I'm never going to get tired of Benson. I'm his for the rest of my life. Siren's love only one man."
"He's very lucky," he said. "I'm going home. Can I come back sometimes and visit here?"
"You're welcome any time," Benson told him. "If you pray to Raphael he will teleport you here any time you want to see us. We haven't hidden anything from you. This is what life can be like for people like us. We hope you'll want to be part of what we're building here. Do you think you'll have difficulty with your parents? Will the rebel watchers try to do something to you because you're our friend?"
"I hope not. I wouldn't be surprised. They can be ruthless with what they call 'race traitors.'"
"Would you like to have a Watcher assigned to Watch over you?"
"Can you do that?"
"We can, and we will," Greyson said. "We have several that are waiting assignment. I just don't want you to think we're putting a spy on you. The Watcher will be totally at your disposal. So long as you pose no danger to us it will help you in any way you desire."
"I'm not worried about that. The Watchers I've seen are almost fanatically loyal to you. If I trust you I trust them. By all means, assign me one. I can use all the help I can get."
When he left, the archangel Haniel came to them.
"Well done, little Reapers," he said. "At a stroke, you remove a tenth part of the power of the Rebels."
He spent two hours with them, Lexington and Reynolds, joining them along with Orion, outlining a plan for further moves over the coming months. He had three more people he wanted them to visit. Two were Nephilim and one was a human. He had chosen Orion and Sloan to visit one of the Nephilim and Landreth and Reynolds to visit the other. He believed that Greyson and Benson were the best candidates to convince the human of their sincerity.
Greyson took them back to Cambridge that evening and they spent the night making each other totally useless the next day. They lounged around naked all day and watched TV and cuddled. Greyson loved anime and they discovered Attack on Titan on Netflix. It was in Japanese but it had subtitles and she spoke Japanese anyway. She put it in his mind and suddenly he spoke Japanese.
"You're the most amazing woman!" he said. "I can't believe how good you are. Why didn't you ever try to impress me like this before."
She blushed prettily. "Thank you, Benson. I did, you were just semi-conscious for years. Besides, you would just have tried to embarrass me."
"It's so fun," he said. "You turn all pink and sexy. I can see your wings a little."
She was leaking fire and she quickly got it under control. "You can't fuck me tonight," she told him. "We've got to get those pesky humans under our wings tomorrow."
He laughed. "Nice pun. I better fuck you now then."
She squealed as he bit down gently on one little nipple and then there were only moans for a long time. He wanted to fuck her again the next morning but she paralyzed him until she could get out of bed. She locked the bathroom door until she was finished and when she was done she paralyzed him again until she could get dressed.
"I can't believe you did that," he complained. "I'm the Child of Destiny and I want to be treated with respect."
She laughed. "But, you're not at all respectable. Get dressed, brother. We have work to do."
She had breakfast ready by the time he was ready and when they were through she pulled him inside golden fire and they were in Berlin. It was no easy task to persuade the young woman they had been assigned that she should drop her classes and move to Australia. After a couple of demonstrations she was convinced they were who they said they were, but she began to doubt her own sanity. Greyson got her professor to open his shirt and then she released him. It took him a minute to notice and he dismissed the class and hurried away.
Freya thought that was very funny and after they took her out for dinner she agreed to go with them.
"I'm not making any promises," she said. "I'll check it out and then make up my mind, ok?"
They agreed and they were at River House. She was very intimidated at first but they could tell she was hooked. Sagan agreed to take her under her wing, so to speak, and they were free for a couple of days. They went back to Cambridge and Benson worked at his real estate business for a day and when to school the next. When he got home, Raphael was there.
"Hey, Turtle buddy," Benson called. "Are you slumming?"
"Since I spend most of my time in the sewers, this is upscale to me," Raphael laughed. "No, I was wandering if anyone had heard from Sloan. I can't find anyone who has. Have you?"
Benson checked his phone. "No, I haven't. She and Orion were off somewhere to talk to a Nephilim. Do you think they ran into trouble?"
"We're about to go see," Greyson said. "Want to tag along?"
"Wouldn't want to miss out on my gorgeous big sister and the Prince of Art in action," he said.
"Do you think they'll make me paint?" Raphael asked.
"Everyone enjoys a good painting every now and again," Benson said. "Let's go. Where are we going, by the way?"
"Budapest," Raphael said and they were there.
There were sirens blaring and a hell of a fire blazing over a large area ahead. There was a tornado going and debris was flying through the air.
"She's there," Greyson said, pointing toward the tornado. "She's heavily warded and I can't reach her. I can feel her though. She's in trouble, Raphael."
"Break through those wards," Benson told him.
"How? She's better at wards than me."
"I don't give a damn. Paint something; you're an archangel for God's sake!"
"I require something to work with," Raphael said. "Wait, that gave me an idea. You're going to bleed, Greyson."
"Why?" she drew back.
"I need Watcher blood," he said.
"Why can't you use yours?" Benson asked.
"It is volatile," the angel said. "I cannot paint with fire."
He touched Greyson and her blood pooled in his hand. He used it to make a symbol on the wall and pulled them in. They stepped into the middle of a raging inferno."
Sloan's small figure was twenty feet away. She was battered and disheveled.
"Brother, help me," she called when Benson stepped through. "Orion is trying to kill me!"
A shimmering shield appeared over her and she crumpled to the ground. Raphael appeared inside the shield and they disappeared. Benson felt Greyson take his hand and they were on the beach. Raphael was holding Sloan in his arms and he spoke a few words. Her battered features became flawless and she opened her eyes.
"Raphael?" she gasped. "God I'm glad to see you. I saw Ben." She looked around and saw him standing there. "Hey Benson. I see you brought your guardian angels."
"What in the hell is going on, Sloan?" he demanded. "You said Orion was trying to kill you."
"That he was," she said. "He's changed sides. He tricked me, Ben. I can't believe I was so stupid! I knew I couldn't trust him. He's always been a sneaky bastard. They were waiting for me, Greyson. As soon as we dropped in he solidified the air around me and six Nephilim and a watcher started trying to nuke me. I managed to get a sign up and then all hell broke loose. I thought they were going to get me. I tried to call you, Greyson. I wanted Landry or Lexi, but I knew I wouldn't be able to reach them. Did you hear me?"
"No, I hate to break your faith in me, but Raphael came by and told us you were missing. Are you sure it was Orion?"
"Yes, the bastard was laughing at me the whole time! He's the one that sent the tornado."
"This is going to be difficult," Raphael said. "I'm going to have to tell Lilith. She will be devastated."
"She's pretty hard to devastate," Benson said. "This has happened to her before."
"Yes, but she's changed," he said. "She's softer, more vulnerable and altogether lovely."
"Yes, she is," Greyson said. "I will tell her. I love her very much."
"We all do," Sloan said. "What are we going to do about Orion?"
They all looked at Benson. "What? Why are you looking at me?"
"You are the Child of Destiny," Raphael said.
"I can't believe he would just double cross us like this. He seemed sincere back on that island. Is it possible that he's being coerced in some way?"
"You didn't see him," Sloan said. "He was enjoying it! He was laughing like a maniac."
"I'm going to try to talk to him," Greyson said. "If I can find out what's wrong maybe we can fix it."
"You can give him a personality transplant," Sloan said. "That's the only thing that's going to fix him."
"Yes, I might be able to do that," Greyson frowned a little.
"Jesus, Greyson! I was kidding," Sloan told her. "Can you really do that?"
"I could... adjust him," Greyson mused. "If I knew what his problem is I might be able to fix him."
"I know what his problem is," Benson said. "He's a douche! I'm sorry Greyson. I know you love him but he's just an asshole. Sloan's right. He needs a personality transplant."
"Well, we aren't going to solve anything here," Raphael said. "Come, little reapers. Let's go to Benson's home and discuss matters in civilized climes."
"Will you play his piano for us?" Sloan asked.
"If Greyson will sing," he said.
She blushed. "I don't know why you always want me to sing, Rafi."
"Because I love you and you have the sweetest voice I've ever heard," he told her.
That made her blush even more and they were standing in Benson's living room. They talked for a long time and finally came up with a plan. Greyson felt like they needed to capture Orion and isolate him someplace. Raphael suggested somewhere inaccessible to normal people and Sloan suggested Sheol.
Greyson strongly disagreed and listed the many problems with that idea.
"Raphael, can you restrict his access to the Ways?" Benson asked.
"Yes, I will contact Michael and we will cut his access."
"Let's put him in Eden then," Benson suggested. "There's no one there, no one can get there and he can't get out."
"Perfect," Sloan said. "We put the snake back in Paradise! I like that place. I think Sheol is better. At least he wouldn't enjoy it there."
"No, I think Benson's right," Greyson said. "Is that what we're going to do, Benson?"
"Why does he get to decide?" Sloan asked. "I'm the one he tried to kill."
"He is the Child of Destiny," Raphael said.
"Do you love me?" Benson asked Sloan.
"Yes, what does that have to do with anything?"
"Do you trust me?" he asked.
"Yes, ok; we'll do it your way," she said.
"Thank you Sloan, I love you too," he told her. "Let's keep this between the four of us for now. Maybe we can fix this."



"There is the problem of capturing him," Raphael reminded them.
"Greyson, can you find him?" Benson asked.
"Yes, maybe not exactly; but I can tell he's in St. Petersburg," she said. "He's heavily warded."
"Who can break through that?" Sloan asked.
"Either one of you could sing him out," Raphael said. "We should practice. I'll play and Greyson will sing."
"Oh, my God," she said. "This is all just a big ploy to get me to sing!"
They all exploded into laughter and the tension was broken. They planned like conspirators. Benson was convinced that they should bring Lila on board and Sloan hated the idea. Greyson was ambivalent and Raphael didn't think it mattered.
"Of course it matters," Greyson told him. "I love Aunt Lila! What if we damage him or even kill him? What would she think if we just did that without giving her a chance to decide what she wants to do? For that matter, Lexi and Landry should know too."
"She's going to be so sad though," Sloan objected. "What if we could solve everything and she didn't ever need to know? I don't want her hurt any more than Greyson does. I'd rather cut off my arm! This is the woman that taught us all most of what we know. So far as we know, she's a very rare breed of cat. She's one of the few Nephilim in the history of the world that didn't go nuts when she came into her powers. She's been like a mother to all of us; well, not you Raphael, but how can we hurt her like that?"
"I just think she'd be hurt worse if we don't include her," Benson said. "I'd feel like I was stabbing her in the back. She trusts us. How will that work if we shut her out of this? How would you feel if you were being shut out? I don't think we should tell Landry or Lexi unless Lila wants us to."
In the end they left it up to Raphael. They all agreed that he was far older and wiser than they were and he decided to inform Lila. He suggested that Greyson communicate with her but she wouldn't do it.
"You bring her here," she told him. "I'm not about to send her something like this without being with her. She may need my love. It would be like breaking up with a boyfriend by text message."
Raphael agreed and in a moment Lila appeared. "Raphael? What the hell?" she snarled at him when she appeared. "I was taking a nap! What's wrong with you?"
"My apologies, beautiful lady," he bowed. "We required your presence in a matter of some urgency. I should have given you warning."
Greyson threw herself on Lila, sobbing into her chest and squeezing her tightly.
Lila embraced her and raised an enquiring eyebrow at Benson.
"Don't cry, little one," she stroked Greyson. "Whatever it is, Mamma is here. Benson, did you say something meant to her?"
"No," he shifted uncomfortably. "I'm sorry, Lila, but this is something we need to help you with, not the other way around."
Sloan quickly moved to embrace Lila as well and Raphael wrapped them all in fire.
"It's Orion, isn't it?" Lila asked.
"Yes, I'm afraid so," Benson said. "I'm so sorry to have to tell you this. You're someone I love more than I can ever tell you, but Orion just set Sloan up. He was trying to either capture her or kill her, we don't know which. He had a lot of help and we just barely got her out. We hated to tell you, but I thought we owed it to you."
She disentangled herself from Raphael and the girls and walked to Benson. He wrapped her tall, muscular form in his arms and she sobbed into his chest.
"I've seen it coming for a while," she said. "I've been through this a dozen times and it's never any easier. God, I love him, Benson. Why do they turn out like this?" she wept brokenly.
"I don't know. I wish I did," he stroked her flame colored hair. "We're going to try to fix him. Maybe you can help. What do you think we should do?"
"I have no idea," she said. "You were all raised alike. Every one of you is my child and I've treated every one of you the same way. I don't know what happened to him. I've seen him becoming a twisted, broken thing and I didn't know how to stop it. I've never known. I'll help you all I can, but the only thing I've ever been able to do is destroy them. Greyson, you're better at this than all the rest of us put together. What can we do?"
"I can try to break him down and put him back together again, that's the only thing I know," Greyson said.
"There's no time like the present," Lila said.
End, section one.
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The day the bottom fell out Davis Rade hardly noticed. He knew when the inflation rate reached 20 percent. Of course, the Federal Reserve System didn't intend for that to happen, but they had no choice at this point. The national debt was soaring and the only way they could even make interest payments was to print trillions of dollars of money. He noticed when inflation reached 1000 percent, then 1000 percent per week. He also noticed when his cell phone service died and when his satellite dish quit working. It didn't really bother him. He listened to ham radio broadcasts and discovered that the bank in Medicine Lodge had closed its doors and there were a lot of angry people out there. There wasn't a bank open anywhere as far as his set could reach, and he could reach a long way. The government had abandoned the dollar as a currency. He had about 500 of them in the bank but he wasn't going to miss them.
Some smart guy at the Federal Reserve came up with the bright idea of converting to blue dollars instead of the green ones and that lasted about a week until the blue ones were as worthless as the green ones.
Davis knew what the problem was. When you print money by the tens of trillions of dollars, sooner or later people are going to catch on. Their money is suddenly worth half what it was two years ago and people notice that. The price controls lasted about a month and then merchants started ignoring them. The last time he was in Medicine Lodge gas had been 12 dollars a gallon. That was a year ago and you would have had to bring in a truckload to fill your tank last week.
It took about three days for things to begin to unravel. Runs on grocery stores soon emptied shelves and with no currency with which to restock, hunger stalked the streets. Hungry mobs rioted in the cities and roamed the streets, stealing from those who were unable to defend themselves. Fuel vanished and people began to die of starvation. Barter was the only system of exchange and could only be attempted by the bold and those who could ensure their trading items would not simply be stolen. Sewage systems quickly failed and disease walked on two feet. In its death throes, the government thrashed about trying to restore order and failed.
Davis heard on the ham radio about the food riots in Wichita and Kansas City. The National Guard had been pretty brutal about putting them down and that triggered a lot more violence. It sounded like full scale chaos. Ordinary people were hiding in their houses and bands of thugs ruled the streets. The pitiful National Guard force had gone rogue and violence seemed to be the order of the day. By the tenth day, barbarism reigned.
The powerful had moved pretty quickly to secure hard currency supplies, fuel storage facilities, flour, sugar and commodities and the powerless and weak starved or became slaves.
Davis wasn't worried. Sitting in the middle of 100,000 thousand acres of open range land in the middle of Kansas, he was pretty hard to find. If someone wandered up by accident he was prepared to deal with that, too. People were fleeing the cities, and he decided to close the gates in the fence in the morning.
At three AM the dogs woke him. They were making quite a fuss out by the wall, and he got up to investigate. He turned on the flood lights and he could see a motorcycle outside. The wall gates were always closed, and he heard the intercom buzzer.
He pulled on black sweat pants, a black hoody and picked up his M16. He didn't bother with the intercom. He walked down to the gate. The dogs were at the gate milling around and barking. He stayed behind the bunker and walked down the wall. He peeked around the corner and saw two people on the bike. He didn't see any weapons so he shouted at the dogs.
"Anubis, Isis, Lilly! Heel!"
The three Cane Corso mastiffs came running and sat down beside him. They stopped barking and looked up at him, big pink tongues lolling. 400 plus pounds of dog waited for a command.
"Who are you and what do you want?" he called.
The driver of the bike got off and came close to the gate. Davis could tell by the way she walked that it was a woman. She unsnapped the chinstrap and took off the helmet. She looked familiar.
"Who are you?" he called again.
"Mr. Rade? Do you remember me? I'm Calista De la Vega. I work for Channel 3 News. We met at the Peace Treaty Festival three years ago. I did a feature piece about you on Channel 3."
"I remember. You told me you wanted to do a human interest piece on the only baseball player to ever retire at 30 after getting 30 home runs and 30 stolen bases the year before. I also remember that you said I was a racist gun nut that was waiting for the end of the world on a remote ranch in Kansas."
"Look, Mr. Rade. I don't know how much news you get out here. Do you know what's going on? Wichita is in flames, people are killing each other in the street and I'm desperate. We had to get out of there and I thought of you. You were right and I was wrong. The world did end, just like you said. I know you've got a fortress in there. I saw it when I interviewed you, remember? I'm sorry about the story. I just reported it the way I saw it."
"You still haven't told me what you're doing here?"
"We need help. Will you open the gate and at least let me talk to you?"
Davis pushed the button and the gate rolled back. She walked through and into the yard. She was wearing jeans, a t-shirt and a leather jacket and he remembered. She had looked very good three years ago at 22 and at 25 she was stunning. She had that Latina curve going on and the mane of black hair with its auburn highlights framed a face to die for. Huge dark eyes and flashing white teeth in that mocha complexion lit up the television screen like a light bulb.
"Listen Mr. Rade, the world is going crazy. We're starving. We're almost out of gas and if you don't help us we're going to die, or worse. Did you know that there are gangs in Wichita that are enslaving women and children? We need help or we're going to die. We're desperate, Mr. Rade. Please help us."
"You keep saying 'us and we'; who's we?"
"Malina," she called. "Could you come here please?"
The bike passenger got off and walked toward them. Davis could see that it was another woman. Calista was a tall woman, nearly six feet, but the passenger looked more like five four. She removed her helmet as she walked and a cascade of golden hair fell out.
"Mr. Rade, this is Malina Nebrija. Malina, this is Davis Rade."
Malina extended her hand and spoke with a Spanish accent, "I am pleased to meet you, Mr. Rade."
She had the most beautiful blue, almond shaped eyes in one of the most beautiful faces Davis had ever seen. She was obviously very young. Her skin was a golden honey color and the dark blonde hair had hints of brown here and there. Her little mouth formed a recurved bow with the some of the fullest lips he had ever seen. She was gorgeous.
"You're Hispanic?" he was more than a little surprised.
"No," Calista told him, "she's a foreign exchange student from Spain. She picked a very bad time to come to Kansas. She can't get home now. Her host family lived next door to me. They were killed four days ago during one of the riots. Some men were breaking in her house and she got away and ran out the back door and over to my house. The men who were breaking in saw her going across the alley and down to my house. They set her house on fire and were coming to my house. We jumped on the bike and got away. I didn't know where to go. We have been running and hiding for three days. We're thirsty and starving. Our bike is almost out of gas. I was racking my brain trying to think of a safe place and then I thought of you. You've been expecting this for ten years and I knew you'd have the right preparation. Please, Mr. Rade, will you help us?"
"Why should I?" he asked. "The last time I saw you was when you told me you'd meet me at Griffin's restaurant. You never showed and that night the story ran making me sound like a dangerous lunatic. It started an ATF investigation and cost me 50,000 in legal fees. You used me and threw me under the bus."
"I'm sorry about that. You seemed like that to me. I just reported the facts. The reason you should help us is because I have a hundred pounds of South African gold coins in my saddlebags. My father bought it years ago and I inherited it. That's all we were able to take when we got away. We'll pay you to help us."
"I don't need your money. You forget who I am. You know I made 80 million playing baseball for the Cardinals, remember? I've still got most of it and it isn't in paper money. I made twice that much from endorsement deals. You didn't understand me three years ago and you don't understand me now. You used me to jump start your career. You can't pay me to take you in. Is that all you've got?"
"Yes. If you don't want money, what do you want? Please, we don't want to die and that's what's going to happen to us if you turn us away. Neither one of us have any family we can turn to. We haven't eaten in days and we're afraid to go up to houses."
She paused for a moment. "If you help us I'll be very grateful." She stepped closer and fluffed her hair with one hand.
"Now why does that sound familiar? I think that's what you told me the last time you were here." He deliberately looked her up and down. She was a goddess, no doubt.
She walked closer, her hips swaying in an exaggerated runway walk.
"Do you see anything you like?" She put her arms around his neck and melted against him. "I'll do anything you want if you help us."
The dogs stirred and growled.
"Anything I want?" he asked. "Does that mean what I think it does?"
She looked up at him with half closed eyes and nodded.
He disengaged her arms and stepped back. "Anubis, guard," he said.
The big mastiff moved between Davis and Calista and sat down, teeth showing and a growl rumbling in his throat.
He moved behind her and patted her down.
"What do you think you're doing?"
"I'm checking you for weapons." Inside her jacket he found a large kitchen knife.
"Jesus you're a slut. I'd rather sleep with a rattlesnake," he told her. "You were going cut my throat in my sleep."
"You bastard!" she yelled, "Who do you think you are? You can't talk to me like that. That knife was the only thing we had to protect ourselves." She took a step toward him and the Cane Corso rose to his feet with a menacing rumble. She froze.
He walked around her and spoke to the other girl.
"What about you, Malina? Are you willing to do anything, too?"
"No," the girl answered. "I will not do what she said."
"Why should I take you in, then? What have you got?"
"I do not have anything," she said. "Mr. Davis, if you help me I will be your friend. I will protect you and your things with my life. I will work hard and obey everything you tell me to do, but I won't do that. I will not be a slave but I will be a very good friend. I will love you if you help me. You should take me in because I need your help and you can. I am a person that needs help and you have the ability to help me. I will be very grateful and good to you if you help me, but I will not do that. Please Mr. Davis, do you not need a friend? Calley has told me that you are alone here. I can only offer my friendship and my need."
"Yes," he said. "I would like to be your friend. That's the right answer. You seem like a very good kid to have as a friend. What about her?" he indicated Calista. "Will you stay if I kick her out?"
"No, I love Calley. No matter what you think of her, she has been very good to me, even before. She saved my life. I will not stay without her, but if you help us I will love you as well."
"Well, I guess I'll have to take the package deal to get you then," he said. "Pull your bike up to the house, come inside and we'll talk."
Calley walked angrily to the bike, drove up to the house and Malina walked with Davis, the dogs trailing close behind. Calley was furious.
"Hold on a minute Miss Vega," he called as she walked toward the door.
She stopped and waited for them to catch up. "It's De la Vega and it's Ms," she said.
He ignored her. He snapped his fingers and the dogs crowded around. "Friends," he said and snapped again. The dogs walked around the two girls, sniffing their clothes and Lilly licked their hands.
"What kind of dogs are they, Mr. Davis?" Malina asked.
"They're a type of Italian mastiff," he told her. "They're called Cane Corsos."
"Why do they have such little ears?"
"They were cropped when they were puppies. Anubis and Isis are 4 years old. Lilly is their puppy and she's 2."
"They are very well behaved," she said. "I like their little tails. Can they understand English?"
"Some words, maybe about 30. They recognize voice commands and hand signals."
He opened the door and ushered them into the living room. A huge leather sectional faced a big fireplace. The floors were hardwood and the walls were roughhewn logs. There were a lot of animal heads around the walls and Calley thought it looked like a hunting lodge.
He pointed to the sofa and they sat down. He went to the refrigerator and brought back three bottles of dark beer. He popped the tops and handed them each one of the bottles. They drank thirstily and he sat in a recliner across from them and took a drink of his beer.
"Miss Vega, I think we should get some things straight."
"I just told you, it's Ms. De la Vega."
"That's one of the things we need to get straight. You're a guest in my home. I took you in because Malina asked me to. I call the shots here. You don't tell me what to do. If I want to call you Ned or Bill, that's what I'll do. If you don't like it, you know where the gate is."
"You're a Neanderthal, Davis. You think because you're a man you can do anything you want because you're stronger than me."
"See, you don't get it. It has nothing to do with strong or weak. It has to do with human decency. You don't get to call me Davis. You lost that right when you told those lies about me on TV. Only my friends get to call me by my first name. You aren't a friend of mine. You came here with your hand out and expected to bat your eyes at me like you did last time and I'd just drool all over myself. I didn't invite you here and I'll kick your ass out if you so much as look crossways at me. You better get over being sensitive fast. The next Neanderthal you meet may take you for a love slave."
"How come Malina gets to call you Davis?"
"She hasn't stabbed me in the back. Besides, I like her. I don't like you. If you'll notice, she doesn't call me Davis, she calls me Mr. Davis. I'm Mr. Rade to you. You can call me Davis, Malina."
"Oh no, I could not do that. It would not be enough, como se dice, respectful. Yes, it is not enough respectful. You are saving our lives, Mr. Davis."
He threw back his head and laughed. "You're okay, little girl. I knew I was going to like you."
Calley hated him. She had never had a man tell her that he didn't like her before. Most men fell all over themselves to impress her. How could he speak to her like that? He was a cave man. But, he had agreed to let them stay so she supposed she had no choice. They really had no place else to go.
"What else do we need to get straight?" she asked.
"See, that's the right attitude," he said. "All you ever had to do was treat me decently. You didn't do that. If you're nice to me, I'll be nice to you. Malina, you said you'd obey everything I told you to do. That's good, and it may save your life in an emergency, but ordinarily, I don't want to tell you what to do. I won't be your boss and I won't tell you what you do. I don't need slaves or servants who do what I tell them to do. It's like you said, I need friends. I want you to be my friends. That's the only way I'll let you stay. If you will be my friends you can stay. If you can't get over hating me, Miss Vega, I'll still help you, but I won't let you stay here. I need you to be people that I don't have to tell what to do. I need people I can trust. I don't trust you, Miss Vega. I did the first time I met you and you betrayed me. You're going to have to earn that back. You need to be just like me. If you're going to stay with me permanently, we're going to have to be partners. I see something that needs to be done and I just do it. If the garden needs water, I water it. If I need to burn the trash, I do it. If I'm hungry, I cook. I'll cook for you, too, but I don't want you standing around waiting for me to tell you what to do. Do you understand?"
"Yes," Calley said. Malina nodded.
"Good, then I expect we'll get along just fine. We're going to have to work pretty hard. We can't run in to the store when we need something. If we can't harvest it or pick it or hunt it, we can't eat it. I have a huge garden. That's because everything we eat this winter we have to grow. I didn't plan on three of us, but we'll be fine. We're going to have to harvest the wheat and corn. I have 50 cows, 5 horses, 11 pigs and 10 chickens. They have to be taken care of. So do the dogs. We're going to have to hunt and fish. I have three big freezer units in the bunker. They need to be full when winter comes so we won't have to go out much in the cold. We need to cut enough wood to last. We heat with wood."
"Will we have electricity?" Calley asked.
"Yes, I have six solar panels on the roof and a windmill with a turbine out back. I have replacements and we can keep them going for a long time. We have a generator too if we need it, but I don't want to run it if we don't have to. I have 4500 gallons of fuel, but who knows how long it will be before we can get more."
"We will work very hard, Mr. Davis. You will not be sorry you let us stay," Malina told him.
"That's what I need from you. Do you girls need anything from me?" he asked.
"Yes, we do," Calley said. "I'm sorry to have to ask you but we don't have anything. If you won't take our money, we have nothing. We'll work to pay you back. We only have the clothes we have on. We're beggars. We had to leave everything when we ran away."
"I don't have any girl's clothes. I have things like toothbrushes and soap, but no girl's clothes. I didn't know I'd have girls over for breakfast. Let's go see what we can find for you to sleep in. I don't expect you to pay me back. If we're friends we think like that."
They followed him into his bedroom and into the big, cedar lined closet. "Knock yourselves out, he said. "I've got boxers and t-shirts and wife beaters in those drawers there. Gym clothes over there, that's probably all I've got that will fit you."
Calley shot him an angry glare at the 'wife beater' reference. He raised one eyebrow. "Was that a look?"
"No, sorry," she said.
"Good, you're trying," he told her. "Just don't be so prickly. Relax; I always liked you Miss Vega. Just give me a chance, okay?"
Calley nodded.
The girls took the undershirts and boxers. He led them off to two more bedrooms. "These are yours. Fight over them. I know you girls are hungry. Would you like to shower before you eat?"
They did, and he went off to cook breakfast while they changed.
When they emerged, he was cooking sausage, and biscuits were in the oven. They sat at the bar and drank coffee and he got out plates and silverware. He poured milk in tall glasses. "Did I mention I've got a Jersey cow in the barn out back?"



They laughed. "You have everything, Mr. Davis," Malina complimented him.
"Can I help you with anything?" Calley asked.
"Thanks, do you know how to make gravy?"
She didn't and they both got up and came around the stove to watch him. It was evident that neither girl had anything on but the undershirts and the boxers and Davis' eyes bugged out and he choked a little.
"Well girls, I'm glad you aren't shy," he stuttered. "Just let the boobs hang out there, don't mind me. Are you trying to embarrass me?"
Malina cupped her pointy little breasts in his direction. "I'm not shy," she said. "I like to be sexy. Besides, my only bra is dirty."
Calley looked down at her chest and grinned. The undershirt was barely containing her full breasts and her nipples were making two peaks in the thin material. She brushed them with her fingertips and they became even more pronounced. "Regretting not taking me up on that offer, Mr. Rade?"
"Maybe a little," he laughed. "Don't torture me like this."
"I'm sorry Mr. Davis, you will soon become accustomed to living with girls," Malina said. She arched her back and stretched languorously.
"Jesus Malina, stop that." He turned red and took the sausage out of the pan. She laughed and crumbled the sausage up on the plate.
He sifted flour into the sausage grease. "The trick is to soak up all the grease with the flour. Then you make roux and cook it a little. That keeps the gravy from becoming lumpy when you add the milk. Too much flour at first is best. You can always add more milk but if you have to add flour you've got problems."
He stirred the gravy until it thickened and added a little more milk. After it was bubbling he put the sausage back in. He opened two biscuits on their plates and ladled on the gravy.
"I like pepper, but you do it like you want."
The girls devoured their food. "I was starving," Calley said. "That was awesome, Mr. Rade. Can we have another biscuit and some of that strawberry jam?"
"Help yourself. You don't have to ask me. Me casa es su casa."
"Do you speak Spanish, Mr. Davis?" Malina asked.
"A little," he admitted. "Not as well as you speak English. There are a lot of Hispanic ball players and I picked some up. Are there a lot of blonde girls in Spain?"
"Some," she said. "Mostly in the north we live. I lived just a few miles from France and some of my family has blonde hair and blue eyes. I speak French nearly as well as Spanish. English is my third language."
"Well, it's my first and you speak it as well as I do. You know what, I'm declaring tomorrow a holiday," he decided. "There's a general store over at a little town called Belvedere about 10 miles away. It's really not a town, just a store and a few houses. We might be able to trade for some stuff for you. I'm afraid to go into Medicine Lodge, there's still a lot of violence going on and all the stores have been looted, but this is a pretty out of the way place that used to supply the ranches around here. They carry outdoor clothes, hunting stuff; things like that. Maybe they'll have something. We'll go in the afternoon; right now I'm going back to bed. Sleep as long as you want and we'll just wake up when we're rested."
That turned out to be noon for the tired girls and Davis got up at 10:30. He dressed quietly, got his Jeep Wrangler out of the shed and fueled it up. He made sandwiches and put them on the bar. He milked the cow and fed the animals.
He ate his sandwich and went to a door off the kitchen. He walked inside and looked over the weapons hanging on the wall. He picked out two riot guns with pistol grips and picked up a dozen rounds of buckshot.
He loaded the weapons and put them in the Jeep along with his M16. When he went back in he heard showers running in the girl's rooms. He searched around and found gym shorts with drawstrings. He got t-shirts, boxers and his smallest socks.
He knocked on Calley's door. "Just a minute," she called. She soon opened the door and peeked out. "Clean clothes," she opened the door, wrapped in a towel and he handed a pile to her. "You're going to have to make do with boxers until we get something else for underwear. You can pull the drawstrings up tight on the shorts and they'll stay up. I don't have any shoes that will fit you."
"That's okay," she said. "My shoes are fine." She turned away and then hesitated. "Mr. Rade, thank you for taking us in."
"You're welcome," he told her.
He was about to knock on Malina's door when it opened. She, too, was dressed only in a towel. "Mr. Davis," she began. "Oh, I see you have already thought. I was going to ask if you might have anything for me to wear. I cannot stand putting those dirty clothes back on."
He handed her the pile. "Just until we can get you something else."
"Thank you, Mr. Davis." She sauntered back to the bed, and opened her towel, looking back at him over her shoulder. "Do you want to watch?"
He choked and quickly turned away. Her laughter followed him into the kitchen. They looked like they had been dressed by an older brother when they emerged. They took one look at each other and laughed themselves to tears.
"Well, if you're done mocking my wardrobe, grab your sandwiches and let's hit the road," he said.
 
Chapter 2
When they got outside he sent Calley to the bunker. "Go down to the second level and you'll find shelves full of whiskey. Get ten of the purple boxes that say Crown Royal on them and five of the ones that say Jack Daniels on a black label.
He and Molina carried flour and corn and loaded it into the Jeep.
The drove down the driveway and he asked, "I've been wanting to ask you something, Malina. How old are you?"
"I am 17," she said. "I will be 18 next week."
"Trying to find out if she's jailbait?" Calley teased.
"No, just wondered," he laughed. "You said she was an exchange student and I wondered if she was a senior or a junior."
"I am a senior," she told him.
"Listen girls, I don't know what to expect over here. I don't know what's been going on. I haven't been here for nearly a year. There may be no one there or it may be a pretty rough crowd. I'm going to leave the rifle in the car. I've got two pistols and I want you girls to carry those riot guns. You know how to shoot?"
"No," Calley said. "I hate guns."
"Do you like living? You better fall in love fast. Jesus Christ, that attitude is going to get us all killed. You can't miss with that. Just point it and pull the trigger. You operate that slide to get another round in the chamber. Slide it and see how it works."
She worked the slide and a round flew over the side of the car into the road. "Oops, I wasn't supposed to do that, was I?"
Davis laughed. "Well, no, but that's how you do it." He handed her another shell.
"I know how to shoot." Malina told him. "I have often hunted partridges at home."
"Good. That's good, little girl. There isn't a round in your chamber. Wait till we get there before you put one in."
"Is this town on a dirt road?" Calley asked.
Davis laughed. "I told you it isn't much of a town. There used to be a restaurant and the store; that's it."
There were three vehicles pulled up in front of Grizzly's General Store: two pickup trucks and an ATV. The restaurant appeared to have been closed for some time. The windows were boarded up, but the store had an open sign in the window.
"Pay attention in here," Davis told the girls. "Don't let anyone get behind us. I'm going in friendly, but they may not want to be friends."
They got out and the two girls followed Davis inside. They positioned themselves beside the door. A bearded, heavy man with an open flannel shirt with no sleeves was behind the counter. He had a chain running across his belly from a ring in one nipple to another in his navel. Two other men lounged on piles of horse blankets off to the side. One was a young man who looked to be in his early twenties wearing a cowboy hat that had once been white. The other had on biker leathers with an open vest. He obviously worked out.
"Hey, Grizzly, you remember me?"
"Yeah, you're that baseball player got a place across from the Z bar. What can I do for you?"
"You got any clothes or shoes for women?"
"I've got flip flops, boots and Converse All Stars that they might wear. Don't have many clothes. I've got wife beaters, jeans they might find in a small size, t-shirts, thermal stuff, a little cammo hunting stuff and a couple of pairs of insulated coveralls."
"I'll take everything you've got," Davis said.
The two men had gotten up off the blankets and they moved to stand on each side of Davis.
"How were you planning to pay for that?" Grizzly asked.
"How do you want to be paid? I've got whisky, flour, corn or silver. I'll trade any or some of all of that. Or," Davis reached into his pocket and the two men tensed, "I've got a credit card." He showed it to Grizzly.
Grizzly roared with laughter. "He's got a credit card! Ain't that a hoot, boys?"
The two men slapped their sides laughing. A cold light came into Grizzly's eye. "Or, how about we give these two little honeys of yours a roll in the hay? That sound like a fair trade, Rade? You trade some pussy for what you need?"
"I'm afraid that doesn't work for me, gentlemen. I don't own these ladies. They don't look interested, so how about we trade for what I offered you?"
"No, I think I'll take the pussy," Grizzly said.
Davis exploded into action. He stomped his heel sideways into the knee of the biker and slashed the credit card across the eyes of the cowboy. The biker's knee was destroyed with an audible crunch and the cowboy screamed and fell to the floor clutching his eyes. Blood seeped between his fingers and the sound of a shell being jacked into the chamber of a 12 gauge froze Grizzly behind the counter.
Malina pointed the riot gun at his belly. "Take your hands slowly from beneath the, como se dice, the counter."
Grizzly slowly raised his hands. "You take it easy with that shotgun, girl. Ol' Grizzly was just joshing. We wasn't going to hurt nobody."
"No, I would not wish to hurt anyone either. But I will blow a hole in your belly if you lower your hands."
The cowboy was still screaming and Davis took out his 9mm and cracked him on the head. He went quiet. The biker was unconscious, passed out from the pain of his wrecked knee. Davis covered Grizzly and spoke to the girls.
"Go look over the stuff. Take anything you feel like you can use and put it in the jeep, then come back in here with the whiskey."
They quickly moved to the shelves and carried out several armloads. They didn't find any women's underwear, but they got two dozen pairs of boxers. They found All Stars that fit, jeans and t-shirts. They took thermal shirts and some of the hunting clothes. They took two stacks of the undershirts and lots of socks. They found gloves and stocking caps and they both found boots that fit. They made two trips with whisky and Davis put ten 2 ounce silver coins on the counter.
"We aren't thieves Grizzly, but we don't like rapists. Walk around here."
Grizzly walked slowly around the counter and stopped when Davis gestured.
"Cover him, Miss Vega."
Calley leveled her shotgun at the man and he flinched.
"You made some bad decisions today Grizzly. I think that chain made you do it."
"My chain? Are you crazy?"
"No, I've heard that men with chains in their nipples make bad decisions all the time. I'm going to fix that for you."
Davis reached out and ripped the chain off the man. His nipple and navel tore and blood spurted. He screamed and clutched his nipple.
"I'm going to kill you for that, Rade."
"You've still got the ear rings," Davis told him. "You want to go for those? I've got pliers in the jeep."
"No, no, I didn't mean it. Just take your stuff and these two bitches and get out of here."
"Now that's no way to talk to ladies, Grizzly. I think you ought to apologize or I send the girl to get the pliers."
"I'm sorry, ladies. I don't know what I was thinking." He swallowed and licked his lips."
"Next time we come I expect you to be polite," Davis said. "Ladies, go and get in the jeep."
He kept the gun on Grizzly and backed out the door. He turned and ran for the jeep. Calley had the engine running and she put a cloud of dust in the air as she spun around in the road and flew out of town.
Five miles out of town they crossed the Medicine River and Calley pulled off the road. "Why are we stopping?" Davis asked.
"I need to talk to you," she told him. "You guys get out and let's sit on the tailgate for a minute."
Davis lowered the tailgate and sat down. Calley sat on one side of him and Malina on the other. They were tightly packed and Davis could feel the two warm bodies pressed against him. It was a beautiful spot. The wind rustled the leaves of the cottonwoods along the creek and they could hear the sound of running water.
"What is it, Miss Vega?"
"I need to apologize to you Mr. Rade. Damn it, this is so silly. I'm going to call you Davis and you can kick me out if you want. Those men were going to rape us back there and you stopped them. They were going to kill you and rape Malina and me and then kill us. We were going to die horribly and you saved us. Please don't call me Miss Vega anymore. I know you're still mad at me and I deserve it. Will you call me Calley please?"
"I'll think about it. Go on."
"I don't know what to say. I treated you like shit. I didn't know anything about you and I just threw you under the bus like you said. I was 22 years old; I was an intern and I needed to get on the desk in front of the camera. I didn't want to sleep my way there and so I used you. That story I did on you got me the anchor job. I'm very sorry. I know you think I'm a slut Davis, but I'm not. I'm just selfish. I've always just thought about myself. I know it but I'm going to be better. I'm so sorry I treated you that way and I'll do anything you want me to to earn your forgiveness. If I start acting like a bitch again you have my permission to kick me out. Please don't hate me, Davis. I can't stay with you after what you did back there if you hate me. It will destroy me. I'll know that you're the kind of person that will risk his own life to save mine and if you hate me because I treated you like that, I can't live with it. I know what kind of a guy you are now. You risked your life to get us clothes. So I'm begging you, will you forgive me?" She knelt in the road at his feet and looked up at him with tears streaming down her cheeks.
"Don't do that," he took her hand and pulled her back up beside him
"All you had to do was apologize and ask. I do forgive you Calley, and I like to be called Davis. You don't have to beg."
She hugged his arm and rubbed her cheek on his shoulder. It felt like a silk pillow against his skin. "Thank you, Davis," she whispered.
"What I wish to know is how you learned to fight like that, Mr. Davis?" Malina asked.
"Well, that's a long story. Calley knows part of it. It's the reason she called me a racist."
"I'm so sorry," Calley said. "I just found out you spent six months at one of The Covenant, The Sword and the Arm of the Lord camps and I thought you were one of them."
"How could you think that, Calley? Jesus Christ, the people were racist nut bags. Do you know that my mother was a half black South African? I hate racists. You know the police never caught the men who killed Cindy?"
"Who is Cindy?" Malina asked.
"She was Davis' fiancée," Calley told her. "She stumbled upon a group of cattle thieves on the way home from town one night and they raped her and killed her. The police never found them. What does that have to do with The Covenant, The Sword and the Arm of the Lord, Davis?"
"Well, it turns out the thieves were part of that group. I went there looking for them and joined up so I could find them. They taught me how to fight. I spent six months with those sick bastards and learned everything I could about fighting. Some of them were tough. They were sick sons of bitches but they had trained all over the world and they taught me everything they knew. I found out who the five men were that killed Cindy and I killed them, loaded them in the back of my truck and buried them out in the gypsum on the back of my land. That's why you called me a racist, Calley, and I couldn't say one thing in my own defense. I couldn't risk anyone finding out about the men I killed."
"Maria y Christo, Davis. I never knew. How could I know? I'm so sorry."
There were tears in the eyes of both girls. Calley pulled his head down and kissed his cheek.
"Those men were very bad. It makes me happy that you punished them." Malina told him. "Those evil men, those pigs back there; they were not going to let us go after they traded for pussy, were they?"
"Probably not, little girl. They would probably have killed me and used you until they got tired of you and then killed you. I wasn't going to let that happen."
"Thank you, Mr. Davis." She kissed him, too.
"You're welcome. You may save my life sometime." He put an arm around each of them and squeezed. They both sighed and pushed their cheeks into his chest.
He shook his head and let go. He stood up. "All settled?"
They both nodded. "Good, then let's go home."
"Yes, Davis, I like that word: home," Malina reached her hand to him and he pulled her up.
 
Chapter 3
They unloaded the Jeep and Calley and Malina wanted to try on their clothes. None of them fit exactly except the shoes. They looked a little odd in the men's clothes, but they would work. They came out and gave Davis a fashion show while he made dinner. After dinner he took them to the barn and they watched as he milked the cow.
"This is Molly," he introduced them. Davis had raised her from a bottle calf and she was very gentle. They stroked her smooth hair and giggled when she licked Malina's hand.
"Her tongue is very rough," she said. "She is very fat. Her stomach is big, is she with calf?"
"No, not yet," he laughed. "She's a Jersey and they all look like that. When she has a calf next spring, she will have a huge stomach."
"I would wish to pet a calf," she told him.
"Well, if things go well you'll get your wish."
Both of them wanted to try milking but their hands tired quickly. "Don't worry about it. My hands were like that, too. You'll get used to it. We have to do this twice a day if we want milk. I drink it for breakfast every morning and we'll cook with it quite a bit. We also use it to make butter. I want to make cheese but I don't have the enzymes for it."
They went inside and they all showered and changed for the night. It was apparent that the boxers and wife beaters were going to be the norm for pajamas and Davis groaned. They never wore bras, they didn't have any, and the sight of all that jiggling girl flesh was driving him crazy.
"You girls want to watch a movie?"
"How will we do that?" Calley asked. She was sewing a cross stitch design onto a pillowcase.
"We have electricity, a TV and a PS4. Go in my office and push the yellow button to the right of the door."
She went in and pushed the button. The bookshelves rotated and on the back side of them there were thousands of Blue Ray discs.
"Malina, come look at this," she called.
Davis popped popcorn and after 20 minutes they finally selected a movie. It was a Nicholas Sparks film and Davis groaned. "I don't know what I was thinking when I bought that."
"It looks very romantic," Malina told him. "We like romantic movies. We are Latin and have romantic natures."
"Well, I'm an American and we have violent natures. I like action movies."
He had a huge TV and they plugged in the disk. Davis sat on the sofa and the two girls sat on either side of him. He held the bowl of popcorn on his lap and they reached in while the movie rolled.



As it played out the girls snuggled in closer, took their arms and put them around his shoulders. The feeling of two firm breasts pressing against his arms was very distracting. He suspected that Malina was doing it on purpose and looked down at her. He saw her shift and rub one hard little tip across his bicep. She felt his eyes on her and she looked up and smiled at him as she did it again.
"Stop," he mouthed at her.
She giggled and turned back to the movie.
At some point he fell asleep. When he woke up, both his arms were numb. He realized that it was because two heads had been laying on them for some time. At some point he had put his arms around them. The two girls were asleep and there was nothing but static on the TV. He disengaged his arms from behind their heads. They didn't stir. He propped Calley's head up with a pillow, stood and scooped Malina up in his arms. He carried her into her bedroom, managed to turn back the covers with one hand and put her in. She seemed light as a feather. He tucked her in and kissed her forehead. A wisp of blonde hair tickled his nose and with a smile he went to Calley's room and turned back the covers. He returned to the couch and slid his arms under her. She was a much heavier load than Malina, but he was strong and fit and he put her in her bed. He covered her up, turned the TV off and fell into his own bed. Life was definitely more interesting than it had been last week.
When he awoke, he smelled bacon and coffee and he walked into the living room to find both girls working in the kitchen.
"Good morning, Mr. Davis," Malina called and Calley turned and smiled at him.
"You slept late this morning, Davis. Breakfast is nearly ready. Please sit down."
"We have milked the cow and fed the dogs and the chickens," Malina said proudly. "Did you know you are running out of dog food, Mr. Davis?"
"Yes, I know. I'm going to have to do something about that. Do you think you girls could help me with that today?"
Calley nodded and Malina said, "We would be very glad to help, Mr. Davis, but I am afraid I know nothing about the manufacturing of dog food."
He laughed. "We aren't going to manufacture it; we're going to catch it."
"I don't remember going to bed last night," Calley told him. "Did you put me in bed, Davis?"
"Neither one of you would wake up so I carried you and tucked you in."
"You must be very strong Mr. Davis, to carry Calley. She is very rechoncho."
"I am not chubby," Calley protested. "My stomach is as flat as yours. Just because you're as skinny as a little boy does not mean that I'm chubby."
"Yes, it is true but I have tetas and nalgas like little boys do not."
Davis blushed a little. "Well, I what tetas are, and I want you both to know that I looked at yours when I put you in bed. Very nice!"
Calley threw a dish towel at him. "You big clown, I know you didn't do that."
"No," Malina agreed, "that would not be the action of a gentleman to look without permission and I know you are a gentleman, Mr. Davis. How will we catch dog food?"
"Here's the problem; each one of our dogs eats about 10,000 calories a day. They work hard for us. They protect the livestock, patrol the fences and let us know when they find something wrong. We owe it to them to make sure they are well taken care of. There's no way to get enough commercial dog food to keep them fed all winter, but I have an idea. Remember when we crossed the Medicine River the other day? That river has a lot of fish in it. Unfortunately, the main species produced is carp. They get big and they're high in protein but they're nearly inedible. We could eat them if we were starving. They're bony and smelly and slimy, but the dogs don't care. I have a net that we're going to put across the river and we're going to drive the carp down the river into that net. We'll load the fish on our trailer and freeze them. Every day we'll get out a carp and feed it to a dog. What do you think?"
"Yes, I would like to catch carps," Malina was excited. "When will we begin?"
"After we do the dishes," Davis laughed. "But the plural of carp is still carp, not carps."
"English is such a peculiar language," she complained.
He laughed. "You ladies cooked and did chores so I'll wash dishes. Go get your guns and if you think you can, you can get the Ranger out of the shed and hook the trailer to it. It's the green utility vehicle. Here are the keys. I'll do the dishes and get the net and a gaff. There are tall rubber boots and rubber gloves in the mud room. See if you can find some that fit and we'll go."
It took an hour to get ready and they were soon nearing the river. "Remember, we're outside the fence, so keep an eye out," he told them.
"Does the fence go all the way around your property?" Malina asked.
"Yes, it's nine feet of steel hurricane fence with razor wire on top. We can electrify it if we want to. That's the outer perimeter. If someone gets through that, and it will take some doing, there's the nine foot concrete wall around the buildings at the house. If they make it over that, we've got the bunker. There's a tunnel that comes out behind the hill so we won't be trapped inside. No one but the military could get in that bunker and it would take them a long time. I think we're safe there ladies. I hoped I'd never need it, but I'm glad it's there."
"Me, too," Calley said. "Where are we going Davis?"
They staked the net out across the small river in a shallow spot and Calley waited with the gaff while Davis and Malina walked a mile upstream. They entered the water and began walking downstream.
"Splash around, little girl," he told her. "The idea is to frighten the fish and make them swim downstream and get trapped at the net."
Malina enjoyed splashing and soon dozens of large wakes were running down the shallow stream ahead of them. They drove the fish along and the numbers increased. Some wily veterans sneaked back past them, but the majority was content to stay ahead of them and run downstream.
By the time they reached Calley at the net she was already busy gaffing fish and throwing them on the trailer. Some of the carp reached the 20 pound range and every one they caught was at least five pounds. She grew tired and Malina relieved her on the gaff, only to give way to Davis. The small trailer was loaded and they carried them into the freezer and came back for another load.
Many of the fish had begun to swim back upstream and again Davis and Malina walked back up the river. They were two bends away from the net when they heard Calley scream. She screamed again and Davis leaped out of the water, pulling Malina with him. "Take off those boots," he said while quickly removing his. "Wait here while you count slowly to one hundred. Then walk through the woods to the Ranger. Take this gun." He handed her one of the 9mm pistols.
"If you hear anything from me, do whatever I tell you. If you see someone other than Calley or I, you drive as quickly back home as you can. Shoot them if they chase you. Close the gate and call the dogs and stay inside until you hear from me."
He crouched and ran quickly and silently through the trees toward Calley's screaming. As he approached the Ranger he could hear the sounds of a fierce struggle and he heard the voices of two men mixed with Calley's screams. He peered around the trunk of a big catalpa tree and he could see Calley being held down on the ground by the two men. Her t-shirt was ripped open in the front and her breasts were exposed. One man seemed to be trying to remove her jeans while another held her down with her arms over her head. She was screaming at them and attempting to bite the man holding her arms while she kicked viciously at the man struggling with her jeans.
The man pulling on her pants was Grizzly. The side of his face was bloody and his ear was torn where Calley had obviously put the gaff to good use. He turned loose of her pants and slapped her twice. Davis stepped out and put three rounds into Grizzly's back. The man holding Calley's arms dropped her and fired at Davis. He felt the impact of a slug take him high in the left shoulder. The blow twisted him around. His foot was trapped under a root and he felt his left ankle break as it twisted. He fell on his right shoulder and almost lost his gun. He felt another impact on his left thigh and the sights came into line on the red plaid shirt. He pulled the trigger until the slide locked open and he was empty. The man fell face down and didn't stir.
Calley sat frozen, a look of shock and terror on her face. "Calley," he called. She didn't move. "Calley, snap out of it," he shouted.
She started and looked at him. "Check Grizzly and make sure he's dead."
She got up and walked to the store keeper. She felt his neck.
"He's dead," her voice was low and soft.
"Help me Calley. My ankle is broken and I've been hit twice. My foot is twisted and trapped under this stupid root.
She ran to him and knelt down. She opened his shirt and screamed when she saw the blood welling out of his shoulder. His thigh was a mess and the ankle was beginning to throb.
"Call for Malina," he told her. "She's at the Ranger. Tell her I said it's okay and we need her help."
"Malina," she screamed. "It's okay. Help us! Davis has been shot and I need your help."
She knelt beside him and leaned over him. "Don't you die, Davis! Please don't die. We just need to get you home. You'll be okay at home." She sat and cradled his head in her lap. Her bare breasts were in his face and he could see a bite mark on the skin of one smooth mound as she hugged his head into them. "Malina!" she screamed again and he could hear the footsteps of the other girl running toward them.
Malina ran into the clearing with her gun raised. She glanced around and then ran to where Calley was holding Davis. She burst into tears when she saw the blood on his chest. "Mr. Davis, what should we do?" she asked.
"First get my foot out from under that root. Then take off my shirt. Take Calley's shirt. It's torn up anyway. Make two pads and press them over the wounds. Then you have to help me to the Ranger. My ankle's broken and I won't be able to walk on that leg. I'm shot there, too. Calley, can I lean on you so I can walk?"
"Of course, silly." She eased his head to the ground and the two girls looked at his foot. Calley ran to the Ranger and came back with an axe. She chopped the root in two and lifted it off his foot. Malina eased it out straight. Davis' head was spinning from the pain when they moved the leg. Calley began to unbutton his shirt and gave Malina her torn t-shirt. They cut his shirt off with his knife and eased him out of it. Calley tore the tail off and made it into pads as well.
"Help me up, girls," he asked. "I'm feeling very weak."
"Wait," Malina ran to the Ranger and unhitched the trailer. She jumped in and drove the big utility vehicle down to within a few feet of Davis. Malina held the pads pressed to his wounds. Calley helped him sit up and his head was swimming. He drew his good leg under him and they managed to help him stand. He put his good arm around Calley's bare shoulders, she supported his weight two steps to the Ranger and he collapsed into the seat.
"I don't feel so good," he told her. "I'm very tired. When we get back can I lay my head in your lap and take a nap?" His vision grew dark and he slumped in the seat, his head lolling back.
"Davis, Davis wake up!" she shook his head. She slapped his cheek gently and his eyes opened, unfocused, for a moment and then he was gone again.
"Oh God, don't let him die," she prayed. "Please don't let him die."
Malina was sobbing as she sped back home. The dogs met them at the gate and seemed very upset as if they could sense Davis' condition. They got a blanket, got Davis onto it and dragged him into the house. Anubis took one corner and pulled, as if he were helping them. They managed to lift him onto the bar.
They cut off his clothes and located medical supplies in the bunker. There were several boxes of surgical tools and all kinds of bandages.
"Help me roll him up a bit," Calley said.
They rolled him up and she looked for an exit wound on his shoulder. There was none, but her fingers could feel the lump of the bullet under his skin on his back. She took a scalpel, made an incision and squeezed. The bullet fell into her hand, and she cleaned the wound and sewed the incision shut. They used alcohol and cleaned the wound on his shoulder and Calley stitched it closed and bandaged it tightly. Luckily, the bullets didn't seem to have hit any bones.
The second bullet had passed through his thigh muscles and they cleaned that wound carefully and closed it as well. They didn't know what to do about his ankle.
Malina suggested that they twist it back straight and tape it in place on a small plastic cutting board they found. He moaned as they twisted it back into place and beads of sweat sprang out on his forehead. They were thankful that he was unconscious. They dragged him into his bedroom and got him on his bed.
They collapsed on each side of him, exhausted by the ordeal. Malina glanced over Davis at Calley. "Do you know you do not have on a shirt?" she asked.
Calley glanced down at her bare breasts. "I had forgotten. I couldn't think about anything but Davis." She got a shirt out of Davis' closet.
"What should we do now?" Malina asked.
"I don't know. Wait, I guess. He's lost a lot of blood."
"Could we not give him some of ours?"
"How? We don't even know what blood type he is. I don't know myself, do you?"
"Yes, I am O negative. I can give blood to anyone."
"I still don't know how to do it. We just don't have enough skills. Why didn't I become a nurse?"
"I am not a nurse, either. No one could have foreseen this."
"He did," she nodded at Davis. "I'll bet he knows how to give someone a blood transfusion."
"Calley, we cannot allow him to die. He is a good man. He is very kind to us and he fought those men for us on the river and in the store. He is wounded for us and now we must save him. I love him Calley. He is beautiful."
"I know, baby. How could anyone not love him?" She began to cry. "He got shot because he was saving me. After I was so mean to him, he still did that."
"Do not cry, Calley. I think we will save him now. We will take very good care of him." She embraced the older girl and wiped away her tears.
Chapter 4
Davis was rarely awake for five days and when he was he was delirious from the pain. They fed him soup and made him drink water. When he woke up the fifth day he was raving. When Calley touched his skin he was burning up. She took his temperature and it was 104.
"We've got to do something, Malina."
"Yes, we must have antibiotics. He has an infection somewhere. Where can we get antibiotics? If we don't I'm very much afraid. We must find some. Who could we ask?"
"I don't know. Davis would know but he isn't making any sense. This fever is driving him crazy. He thinks you're Cindy when he sees you. He probably thinks I'm the devil."
"I think I have an idea, Calley. You gave it to me just now. Davis knows, but he has the fever. If we could cool him, could he not tell us?"
"How would we cool him? What do you mean?"
"We must make ice. We have large freezers. Perhaps we could even put him in one of those for a while? Or we could make ice and put it in the tub and run water and put him in. I have heard of this."
"You're brilliant, Malina. I've seen that on TV shows, too. I'm afraid to put him in the freezer. He's too heavy for us and we'd have to get him down three floors in the bunker after we got him there and then back out. I don't think we should move him that much, even if we could. Let's get buckets of water and put them in the freezer."
They put the plan in action and in six hours Davis was shivering in a bath of ice water. He raved and shouted and wept that he was freezing to death. They were implacable and kept him there until his temperature was 97. They got him out, dried him off and tried to wake him up. After 15 minutes they got him awake enough to ask him where they could get antibiotics.
"In the bunker," he said; teeth chattering and spasms of shivering wracking his body, "bottom level. White buckets that say 'fish mox' on the label. Don't use the mox. It's for smaller things. There's Vancomycin in one of the buckets. Give me that; one every four hours. Now for God's sake, give me some covers. I'm freezing."
"I'll do better," Calley told him. She got in the bed on his right side and lay half over him and pulled up a comforter over them. "Go get the drugs," she told Malina.
She soon returned with three bottles of the powerful antibiotic and they woke Davis up enough to swallow one. He drank a quart of water and fell asleep again, the warmth of Calley's body through the undershirt and boxers comforting him. In the night he woke her, kicking the covers off with his good leg. He was sweating like he had run for miles. The sheets and pillowcase were soaked and she changed them. After a half an hour he was shivering again and she covered them back up and held him through the night.
She was exhausted in the morning and Malina took her place while she slept. For three days one or the other of them was lying beside him and they forced the antibiotics and water down his throat.
On the third night he began to sweat again and Malina bathed him with cool cloths. She changed the sheets and it appeared that he was sleeping normally. At three AM, he woke her up. He was stroking her hair, playing with the golden strands with his fingers. She looked up at him with sleepy eyes and he was lucid and watching her.
"What are you doing in my bed, little girl? Not that I'm complaining, but how long have I been out?"
"Many days, Mr. Davis. I am watching over you while Calley sleeps. We have been taking turns."
"Thanks," he continued to play with her hair. "My leg hurts like hell. What's wrong with it?"
"It is broken. You have had a very high fever and probably do not remember. We do not know what to do with it. It was twisted to one side and we straightened it. I am afraid we may have damaged it, but we have no medical powers."
"You do. Just knowing you're here makes me feel a lot better."
She cried a little and snuggled her cheek into his chest. "We have been so much afraid. It seemed that you were dying and we were going to be alone."
"You'll never be alone again, little girl." He winced as she moved and she was instantly still.
"Do you think you could get me something for the pain, Malina?"
"I have nothing. I could get you an aspirin or something. Perhaps alcohol?"
"I'm an idiot," he said. "I should have shown you girls where everything is at the day you got here. We have pain medications. They are in the safe in the kitchen cupboard behind where we keep coffee cups. The combination is 12, 31, 19, 85. It was Cindy's birthday. There are bottles in there that are labeled Hydroxydihydromorphinone. The pain in my leg is driving me crazy. I can't think."
"I will get them for you." She slipped out of bed and came back with a bottle of the drugs and a quart of ice water.
"Thanks Malina." He took one of the large white pills and in 15 minutes, the furrow between his eyebrows began to ease.
"Are you feeling better Mr. Davis?"
"Yes, I've finished my water, too. Malina, I hate to bother you, but I would like another. I didn't realize how thirsty I am."
"You sweated away much water in your fever. You are not a bother to me. It makes me happy to do things for you."
She padded away and he heard ice tinkling in the glass jar. She came back and set it on his bedside table where he could reach it. He drank deeply and set it back down.
She snuggled into him again and lay with her cheek on his arm, looking up at him.



"Mr. Davis, how did you come to have all these drugs?" she asked.
"Well, when I started being obsessed by this I thought I might need medicine. You couldn't buy it on the open market; the government controlled all the drugs you might really need. Apparently, they think we're all idiots. I didn't want to buy from criminals and they only sold stuff that would be as likely to kill you as help you. They had pain killers but no useful stuff like antibiotics or antivirals. I have animals and I started wondering about the drugs I gave them. I did some research. Drug companies can't afford to make drugs only for animals, and a lot of the drugs that work on humans also work on animals. I found out that the same companies that sell drugs to veterinarians sell the same drugs to pharmacies. So, I bought antibiotics for fish on the internet. They were the exact same pills that pharmacies were selling to people. I got all the things that I thought were useful from veterinarians. I've been stocking up for years. Let me look at that broken leg, Malina."
She got up and pulled down the covers. He snatched them back up. "Hey, why am I naked?"
"I have been molesting you while you were asleep," she giggled. "But really, we had to wash you Mr. Davis. You were very sweaty sometimes. You were unconscious for many days. You were unable to use the bathroom. I have seen it all and washed it, too. You have no secrets from me."
"Well, that's embarrassing. Just because you did that doesn't mean you're going to keep doing it. Just uncover my leg."
She did as he asked.
"What's that contraption? How did you make it?"
"It is half your little cutting board. I'm afraid we sacrificed it. After we straightened your leg we bandaged it to that board so it wouldn't move."
He reached down and felt along the bone above his ankle gingerly. It was very swollen, but he couldn't feel anything obviously wrong.
"Well, it feels okay. I think you girls did a good job. I have materials to make a fiberglass cast. We'll do it tomorrow. Malina, I'm afraid the pill is making me very sleepy." His words began to slur. "Would you mind if I took a little nap?"
"No, Mr. Davis. I will sleep, too." His eyes were already closed and she stood in thought for a moment. Then she slipped her undershirt over her head, discarded her boxers and slid in between the sheets, pressing her naked form to his.
When she woke up he was stirring uncomfortably in his sleep. She reached for the bottle of pills and got one out. She stroked the side of his face with her hand; the stubble along his jaw was growing softer as it grew.
He opened his eyes and she held up the pill. He opened his mouth and she put it in and gave him a drink. In a few minutes he grew more comfortable, and she slid one leg across his and pressed herself against him.
They slept again for a while. Davis slowly woke, and Malina was snuggled into his side. He wrapped his good arm around her and caressed her naked back. It slowly dawned on him that she had on no shirt. He could feel her pressing on his thigh and the feeling of soft curls between her legs was unmistakable.
He continued to stroke the silken skin of her back. Her eyes opened and he asked her, "Malina, why are you naked?"
"I embarrassed you last night because I have seen you naked. I thought that if you were to see me naked you would no longer be embarrassed."
"I would love to see you naked," he told her, "but not because of that."
"For what reason then should it be?"
"Because you want me to; that's the only reason."
"But I do."
"Then help me up so that I can go to the bathroom. There are crutches in the entry closet. Would you get them for me?"
She jumped out of bed and walked across the room in all her naked glory. She returned with the crutches and helped him get up. He could hardly take his eyes off her. She was youth and beauty personified. She helped him inside, retreated and closed the door. He called her in a moment and she returned and helped him to the bed. His face was grey with pain when he sank onto the bed.
"I need underwear and gym shorts and a t-shirt."
She got them for him and helped him put them on.
"Your turn," he smiled at her.
She padded off to her room and soon returned dressed in her usual night wear. "I am staying inside with you today," she explained. "Calley is outside doing the chores. The dogs very much like the fish we caught for them. Calley has brought back the trailer and we have picked the garden. We have very many vegetables and we need your help to make them into cans."
He threw back his head and laughed. "You mean you need my help to can them."
"Yes, that's what I said."
"You're irrepressible, little girl. Let's get this leg in a cast and I'll walk you through it. Help me to the couch."
Calley came in carrying a bucket of milk as he made his slow way across the living room. She burst out in tears and called his name when she saw him, put the milk on the bar and ran to them, helping him get to the sofa. His teeth were clenched in pain by the time he crossed the big room and he settled onto the sofa with a sigh of relief.
"That bone shifts around every time I move. We've got to get it immobilized. There's a box marked MXGT next to where you found the antibiotics. One of you get that and we'll make a cast.
Malina hurried away and Calley strained the milk and put it in the refrigerator. By the time Malina returned with the box, she was finished and they sat on the coffee table in front of Davis and opened the box. There were several different colors of material inside and Davis raised his leg with a groan and placed it between them.
"I think I must have a spiral break and you girls did the right thing setting it. Now we have to cut off the splint you made and start wrapping the casting material around my foot."
Calley carefully cut the bandages away and they discarded the remains of the cutting board. She reached into the box and came up with a package of bright pink strips.
"Why pink?" he asked. "I don't want a pink cast."
"Of course you do, Mr. Davis. Pink is a beautiful color. It will look very simpatico on you," Malina objected.
"That's what I think." Calley couldn't suppress her giggles.
"Oh, all right," he laughed. "Pink it is."
The girls carefully wrapped his foot in the cotton liner and wound the casting material around his foot, weaving a basket around the ankle and then around and around until they reached the top of his calf. They added a rubber walking pad to the bottom embedding it in the casting material and applied the hardener. He hung it over the edge of the sofa until it hardened and stood up. He walked across the room on his crutches and felt no pain. The break was stabilized and he could begin to heal.
"Wait a minute," Calley laughed. She ran to his office and came back with a black sharpie. The girls giggled uncontrollably as they both wrote their names on the cast.
They changed his bandages and demanded that he admire the stitches they had made. Calley was very good with a needle, and the running cross stitches were neat and even. The wound in his thigh was red and angry looking and they suspected that was the source of his infection. They didn't know what to do about it. Davis favored opening the wound a bit and inserting a bit of surgical tubing so it could drain. The girls were horrified at the thought and so he agreed to wait a few days, continue the antibiotic, and see if it got better.
"I'll give it a few weeks and then try the walking boot," he told them. He sat at the bar and snapped green beans while the girls cut sweet corn off the ears with electric knives.
"I like frozen corn, but not green beans," he told them. "We'll put the corn in bags and put it in the freezer. When we get that done we'll can the beans." The corn was kind of a messy job, and by the time they got it packed in bags and the mess cleaned up Davis had the beans snapped and they let them soak in salt water in the sink while they got the canner out, the jars and lids located and put water in the canner to boil. They packed the beans in the jars and the water was boiling. They filled the jars with hot tap water and lowered them into the canner in a wire basket. When the water in the jars began to boil they put the lids on and removed them. They sat them on the counter to cool and Davis and the girls sat on the sofa and talked.
"Davis, I want to thank you for what you did back there on the river. I realized while you were sick that that's what would have happened to me if I had stayed in Wichita. That's what would have happened to Malina and me both. We'd either be dead or turning tricks for some pimp to stay alive. If you hadn't taken us in, we had nowhere else to go. You saved our lives that night, and you saved us at the store and then you saved me again on the river. You almost died to save me. I'm very grateful Davis, but I don't want you to do it again." She began to cry.
"You're a better person than me and I don't want you to die because of me. I've just realized what a bitch I've been all my life. I manipulated people because I was prettier or smarter or more popular than they were. I came here with the idea of manipulating you. You knew it and you let me stay anyway. Then you nearly died because of me. Don't ever do that again. If anyone is going to die, it's going to be me. If you die, Malina and I won't make it on our own. We're too ignorant. Malina is the most beautiful person I know, and you and she would be just fine without me."
"No, Calley, that is not true," Malina objected. "We wouldn't be just fine without you. I love you and I wouldn't be just fine. Do you not love Calley, Mr. Davis? I think you must. One does not get shot for people one doesn't love." Her angel blue eyes pierced him.
"Yes, Malina, I do love Calley."
"You must tell her. She is very lonely and unhappy. Only if you love her will she not feel this way."
He put his good arm around her and squeezed her to him. "I do love you Calley. We wouldn't be fine without you."
"Really?" she looked at him with tear filled eyes. "Even after I've been so mean to you?"
"Yes, even after you've been so mean to me. You've changed Calley. That gold-dusted reporter isn't you anymore. It never was. I always saw something in you; that's why I told you my story to begin with. You thought it was because you dazzled me with your beauty and veiled hints of more. You are very beautiful, but I thought there was a very interesting and beautiful person inside that stunning body. I was right about you, and that's why I love you."
"You were very cruel to Mr. Davis, Calley; but he forgives you. You see, he loves you and I love you. No one is going to die. We are all going to live and be very happy. I do not want to hear any more of this dying."
"I'm sorry, Malina," Calley reached across and stroked her leg. "I just feel so bad about Davis getting shot because of me."
"That's just the point, Calley," Davis said. "It's not your fault. It was Grizzly and that other son of a bitch that shot me. They were going to rape you and they were probably looking for Malina. They would have shot me whether you were there or not. We made some mistakes and they cost us. We won't do it again. We're never going to be separate outside the fence again. We're going to carry guns everywhere we go. Even inside the fence. We're okay inside the wall, but if you go outside the wall, you have a long gun and a pistol. I shouldn't have left you there. It's my fault you were there by yourself, and I'm sorry. I'll never leave you alone again. What they did to you must have been awful for you."
"Yes, it was, but I knew you would come when you heard me scream. I knew if I could just hold them off you would come." She pulled his face down and pressed her luscious lips against his for a long moment. She finally pulled back and her face was flushed. "Thank you, Davis."
A tinny pop sounded from the counter. "What was that?" Malina asked.
"That was one of the jars sealing," he told her. "They'll all make that sound and then they'll keep for years because the air is sealed out and bacteria can't grow without air. There is a vacuum in the jar now. If one of them doesn't seal we'll eat them tonight."
"Mr. Davis, did you know my birthday was while you were sick?" she asked.
"No I didn't, happy birthday little girl. I'll bake a cake, and we'll have a party."
"I love parties," she said. "I am not jailbait anymore, Mr. Davis."
"I'll keep that in mind," he laughed.
He hobbled around the kitchen and cooked supper while the girls did the chores. By the time they cleaned up, he was ready. The cake was in the oven and he called them to the bar. "This is an interactive meal," he told them.
He took a loaf of slightly sweet hard bread and fried it in butter. He gave them a piece of bread and a clove of garlic.
"Bite the clove in half and put one half on your plate," he told them.
They did it. "Now rub the clove on the bread. Then you take a bite of the garlic and chew it once. Take a bite of bread and let the flavor explode."
They did as they were instructed and a look of bliss passed over their faces. They alternated through bites of garlic and bread until they had each eaten three pieces. He poured them a glass of a slightly sweet rose wine and they took a few sips. When their palate was clean, he brought out a plate of red leaf lettuce and romaine from the garden. He got another plate loaded with very thin slices of beef, fish and chicken. It was cooked with wine, garlic, soy sauce and sesame oil. He had dusted red pepper over it and he told them to put a little meat in one of the lettuce leaves. A bowl sat on the bar containing a plum sauce and he told them to put a dab on the meat, roll the lettuce up around the meat and eat it.
They devoured it until the lettuce was gone and he went to the other oven and removed a dish full of chicken breasts, pan fried and covered with a heavy cream and sour cream sauce, heavily laced with the red pepper.
There were baby carrots with brown sugar and the timer binged on the oven. The cake was done and he applied the icing and found two candles. "I don't have 18 candles. I'm sorry, Malina."
"Two is perfect," she told him.
She blew them out and refused to tell them what her wish was.
Davis poured three glasses of a Pinot and they retired to the comfort of the sofa. Davis winced as he put his cast up on the table.
"Do you need another pill?" Malina asked him.
"Yes, I guess I do," he admitted. Calley went and got one and he was comfortable in a short while.
She went to his stereo and looked over his music lists. She found a CD called Morning Dance, by Spyro Gyra and put it in. The mellow sounds filled the room and Davis gingerly took his arm out of its sling and put one around each girl. He stroked the smooth skin of their arms and sighed.
"Are you happy, little girl?" he asked Malina.
"Very much happy," she said. "I miss Spain a very little, and my mother, but you are my family now and I am content. Are you happy, Mr. Davis?"
"Very much happy," he laughed. "I was okay before you girls came, but I always felt like I was waiting for something. After Cindy was killed, I sort of thought I'd had my chance and missed the boat. Now I have you and I feel like maybe the boat is coming around again. Calley, are you happy?"
"I can't imagine that I would be. I thought happy was all about career and importance and money and glamour. I thought I was happy. Maybe I was. I can't remember. I'm happy to be alive. I'm happy that I haven't been raped. I'm not happy that the world is going to hell in a hand basket. I'm not happy that people are dying and that the violent are killing the weak. But I'm happy I'm here and not there. I'm happy that you and Malina are here with me. I can't think of anyone else I'd rather dance on the edge of chaos with. So yes, I am happy. I'll be even happier if you kiss me again." She blushed a little and looked up at him. He pressed his lips against her luscious ones and her breath quickened.
Malina felt left out. "May I kiss you, too, Calley?"
"Yes you can." The two girls embraced and their lips moved against the others for a long moment. Davis was stunned. "That is the hottest thing I've ever seen," he told them when the kiss ended.
They both giggled and Malina locked her fingers behind his neck and kissed him fiercely. He felt her little tongue against his lips. He parted them and it darted inside for a moment. He caught her pouty lower lip gently between his teeth and she pulled it slowly away.
"I'm a sick man," he told them. "I've been shot and I'm not up to this. Help me to bed.
 
Chapter 5
Agent Lonnie Matuszi, formerly of the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms, was growing desperate. The raid on the estate in Augusta had gone horribly wrong. His partner was dead and he had barely escaped. There shouldn't have been that many people inside and they shouldn't have been that heavily armed. He hadn't heard from his superiors for three months and they had lived by hiding and going out at night and making raids. The Augusta job should have left them sitting pretty. The owners had been preppers, and they would have been well equipped. As it turned out, they had been too well equipped, and they had a small army inside. They had fought doggedly and when Evans was hit, Matuszi had been forced to abandon his dying partner.
They seemed to be vengeful as well, and they had pursued him past the point when reason would seem to dictate that they wouldn't find him. Augusta was a small town and they had been going house to house looking for him. He had stolen a motorcycle and got away. He was hiding out at an abandoned grain elevator.
He went through his files. He had been thinking about a case he remembered. A rancher out in western Kansas had applied for, and been granted, a permit to own automatic weapons. Matuszi had done some research and the man was nuts. He had taken his money and turned it into gold and silver to the tune of 40 million dollars. His permit had been approved based on terrorist threats made against him by a paramilitary group. He had also obtained a permit for a German 43 Panzerschreck Bazooka, and registered 50 rocket rounds as Destructive Devices. The rounds had been manufactured by a local machine shop to his specifications. He also owned a Browning M2 .50 BMG. Matuszi had been investigating him for two years, looking for possible weapons violations, but the man seldom left his ranch and wouldn't allow the BATF on his property without a warrant.
He was just one guy and Matuszi felt like with some help the man would be an easy target. If he could get his hands on that hard currency and the supplies the man had stockpiled, he would be sitting pretty. He had a couple of people in mind. He had worked with a fellow BATF agent named Gerald Johnson before, and he knew he was running a prostitution racket out of a club called Wild Cherries on the south side. Johnson had a crew of thugs, and they could easily knock off a soft target. He would show Johnson the file and the smell of all that money should be enough.
 
Chapter 6
With Davis confined to the crutches, the work that fell on the girls increased. Calley complained a little, but they took it in stride. They took Davis with them when they went outside the wall and he rode in the Polaris when they went to check the cows or pigs. One sow gave birth, and they were delighted with the eight piglets. Davis warned them not to get too close to the tiny pigs on foot.
"That sow will eat you both. I want my pigs to be wild. They fend for themselves down here along the creek and that's the way I want them. They aren't pets; they're mean and short tempered. I start feeding them corn when I want to eat one. That gets them coming to the feeder so I don't have to hunt for them and they taste better. Even the dogs stay away from them. I imagine they could take one down, but they know they'd get torn up in the process.



"But they are so cute," Malina objected. "Can we not take just one home?"
"Why?" Davis asked. "Do you think their mother is cute?"
"No, she is very dirty. She is not at all cute."
"They are going to grow up and look just like her. We're going to kill and eat all the males. We'll have a Hawaiian pig roast when they get the right size."
Malina still wanted to pet one, but the thought of a pig roast consoled her somewhat.
"Will you wear a grass skirt, Davis?" Calley teased him.
"I don't know how to make a grass skirt," he laughed. "If you make me one I'll wear it. But you both have to wear one, too. And, you have to wear one of those flower necklaces and nothing else but the grass skirt. I hear the Hawaiian women dress like that, and you have to do one of those dances."
Malina's eyes sparkled with excitement. "I would love to wear a grass skirt. Can you make them Calley?"
"I might, but did you hear all the other stuff? I'm not doing one of those dances with my boobs hanging out. Besides, Davis is a sick man; he can't handle all the excitement."
"Tontería, it is absurd. Of course we will dance. This would please Mr. Davis, and I like to make him happy. Has he not made you happy Calley? You said so yourself. It is the least we can do."
"I obviously didn't know what I was saying," he laughed. "I won't wear a grass skirt. You girls can't make me and I just said that because I knew you wouldn't do it. My fever must be coming back and I was temporarily deranged. I should have known better. Thank you Malina for wanting to make me happy, but I'm not wearing a grass skirt."
"We will see. You are weak and Calley and I can easily overpower you. When will we have the pig roast?"
"Some of the older pigs are just about ready. Let's feed them corn for two weeks and then we'll do it. But I warn you that I'm armed and I will shoot you if you try to put a grass skirt on me."
"Ha, we will catch you asleep and restrain you. Then we will keep you tied up in the grass skirt and do the dance and you won't be able to touch."
"You are a devious little girl, Malina. Okay, I'll wear the skirt. Please don't tie me up."
She laughed. "It was a joke, Mr. Davis. I would never tie you up; unless you wanted me to." She looked at him speculatively. "Would you like to tie me up?
"Malina! You're shameless!" Calley burst out.
They all laughed hysterically and the pigs, startled by the outburst, ran into the woods.
****
The bouncer on the door of Wild Cherries recognized Matuszi and waved him in. A heavy bass beat filled the club and a young girl was humping a pole on the stage. Johnson was seated at a table in the back and two huge bodyguards stood behind him against the wall. One of them stepped forward and patted Matuszi down. He found the .357 and took it. He stepped back and Matuszi stepped forward.
"Matuszi," Johnson indicated a seat, "how's business?"
"Not so good. Evans bought it two days ago. I barely got away. I'm planning to change that."
"How are you going to do that?"
"I have a business proposition for you; a 40 million dollar proposition."
"What kind of dollars?"
"40 million in gold and silver. I'm talking dollars back in 2000. Maybe another 10 million in gems, art, liquor and supplies."
"Who do we have to kill?"
"One man. His name is Davis Rade and he's a prepper. He was a baseball player back in the day; a hell of a baseball player. He made millions in salary and endorsements. He didn't spend a dime of it till he retired. Then he bought a ranch and started prepping. He turned most of that money into land, gold and silver, precious gems, art and a mountain of supplies."
"So why do I need you? Why don't I just knock him off myself and keep it all?"
"You don't know where he's at. I do. He'll be a tough nut to crack and you need me. You know I'm a sniper. You find me a good rifle and I'll take him out and we move in. We split 50/50."
"Expenses come out of your half," Johnson said. "I pick the team and you pay them."
"Deal. When can you be ready?"
"Give me two weeks. Bastards downtown are trying to muscle in down south. I deal with them and I'm ready to move. Where's this Rade at."
"West and south. I tell you when we're on the road."
"Where's all that trust, Matuszi?"
"Oh, I trust you. I'm just keeping one hand on the wheel."
****
Davis had the girls building an addition on the wall. "I had always planned to get around to this, but now that there are three of us, we can man it right."
"What are we building?" Calley asked.
"A guardhouse," he told her. "I've got a heavy machine gun and a rocket launcher. I'd like to build a platform so we could fire down if we need to. The machine gun I've got would make us nearly invincible if we could get it up there and make a mount for it. I can make a shield and only a lucky shot could get us."
He was using the walking heel some, and he could get around short distances fairly well. The girls loaded timbers, lumber and tools onto the trailer and pulled it up at the site. They dug four deep holes, Davis dragged up four telephone poles with his small tractor, and they used the tractor loader to raise them into place. They mixed concrete and filled the holes around the poles with rock and cement. Davis built an internal structure with lumber and stairs, turning at two landings, leading to a ten foot square platform at the top. The girls mixed mortar in Davis' small mixer and Davis laid blocks up the sides of the structure as high as he could reach.
He sent Malina to a shed for scaffolding and he helped them assemble it. "I can't climb that, girls; you watched me, do you think you can lay the blocks the rest of the way."
They felt like they could and they proved it by finishing the tower. Davis handed up long iron rods and they inserted the rods every two feet into the holes in the blocks. Davis mixed concrete and they carried it up in buckets and poured in into the holes, filling the blocks with concrete.
The tower had a wall around the edge, three feet high, and openings in the blocks at both sides and one facing the driveway. They drove Davis to the bunker to get the guns and he took them on a tour, explaining what was in each box or crate.
He punched in a code and a heavy steel vault door opened.
"This is the treasury for the state of Rade, De la Vega and Nebrija. You know the combination. It's the same as the safe in the house."
The room was lined with shelves and steel boxes lined the shelves. He opened one and the girls looked inside. It was filled with gold coins. He took two out and handed one to each girl.
"It is beautiful. What is it?" Malina asked.
"It's a one ounce American Eagle bullion coin. You couldn't get gold coins for years. In the late eighties, they started minting them again. I started buying 15 years ago."
"Are all these boxes full of gold?" Calley asked. "No wonder you didn't want mine. You can still have it if you want it, Davis."
"No, but you can store it down here if you want to. I don't need your money, Calley. It's yours and you should keep it. It's like Malina said, all I need is for you to be my friend. I know you are, and no, they aren't all filled with gold."
"May I keep this one?" Malina asked.
"Of course. Take a handful if you want."
"No, I only want this one. What is in the other boxes?"
"Take a look," he led them to the next section.
He opened another box and took out two silver coins. "These are 2 ounce silver coins from Provident Metals. You can keep that one too, Malina."
"How much money do you have Davis?" Calley asked.
"There's 40 million here in gold and silver. Come here, you'll both like this."
He led them to a group of a dozen large wooden chests. He opened the lid of one and the girls gasped. Shelves, lined with burgundy felt, were attached to the lid and jewelry lined the shelves. There were a dozen cloth bags in the bottom of the chest. The jewelry was gold and rubies glinted in the settings. He opened the string and the bag was full of rubies. He selected a pendent with a stone as large as the end of her finger and he lifted Calley's hair and fastened it around her neck. It hung in the deep valley between her breasts and the red glow, contrasted with her tawny skin, seemed alive with her heartbeat. He lifted her chin and she looked into his eyes. He tasted her lips and they became alive against his. He pulled away and her face was flushed.
"That's for you," he told her. "I'll bet diamonds would look good on you, too."
"Oh no, Davis, I can't take this. It's too expensive."
"Too expensive for what? It makes me happy to be able to give you things. Malina likes to make me happy. Do you like to make me happy?"
"Yes, but look at this. It's too much, Davis."
"Too much for what? You need to learn how to let people be nice to you Calley. Just say, 'thank you, Davis.'"
"Thank you, Davis," she whispered.
"It's my pleasure. I want to make you happy, too, Calley."
He took Malina's hand and led her to a chest three places down. He opened the lid and took out three pieces. They were white gold, set with large sapphires. He fastened a necklace with a huge blue stone on a fine chain around her neck and took the gold hoops out of her ears. He put sapphire and diamond studs in her ears. "For your blue eyes," he said.
She lifted her lips, eyes closed expectantly and she was too cute to resist. He tasted the full lips and she put her arms around his neck and responded with a passion that surprised him.
She danced away and showed Calley. "Are they not beautiful, Calley? I like your ruby, too." She reached out and ran a finger over it.
"You can wear any of this stuff you want," Davis told them. "Just don't lose it. It's worth a king's ransom."
"No, how could we lose such beautiful things. We must wear them only on special occasions. Perhaps when we do the dance in the grass skirts Calley?"
"No, flowers only," Davis laughed. "We didn't come down here for this. I just wanted to show you everything. Let's go to the gun room. But if you need anything down here, use it. It's yours."
They unpacked the big Browning M2 and wiped off the oil. The girls carried the heavy gun out to the Ranger and made several more trips for ammunition. Davis had welded up a mount and they attached it with a pin.
They built a roof and Davis declared that the job was finished. The girls had been feeding the pigs corn and they had selected one that Davis thought would be just the size to roast. They used the back hoe attachment for the tractor to dig a pit. The girls were learning to run it and they took turns digging. The soil was better along the creek, not so sandy and containing more clay, so they dug there. They filled the pit with pecan wood and set it on fire. It burned all night and in the morning they filled it again. While it burned down to coals they drove to the feeder and found the pig they wanted.
"Do one of you want to shoot him?" Davis asked them.
Calley did not, but Malina was excited at the opportunity. They positioned themselves and when the pig came back she shot him between the eyes. Davis hobbled quickly to it and cut its jugular. Blood spurted out and the pig soon quit kicking. They drug it to a tree with the Ranger, used a block and tackle to raise it off the ground and Davis eviscerated it.
They saved the organs and fat in buckets and they loaded it into the Ranger and took it to the house. The girls got burlap sacks, put them in the spring and weighted them down with rocks. They put the fat in five gallon buckets with lids and put them in the freezer to render into lard later. Davis washed the pig carefully and removed the loins through an incision in the skin. He got potatoes and whole onions and carrots. He inserted the loins and the organs, along with the vegetables and many cloves of garlic and spices into the body cavity and sewed it shut with butcher's twine.
The girls were fascinated with the process and watched closely, running errands and keeping busy.
"I'm sorry we don't have any fresh pineapple," he told them. "Should we try canned pineapple?"
They wanted to try the canned so he opened the pig up a little and they poured three cans inside and rubbed the skin with the juice.
"We need banana leaves," he told them.
"We have none," Malina told him. "What will we do?"
"Yes, we do have some. In the southwest corner of the greenhouse are two banana trees. Bring me about 30 leaves."
"I didn't know we had a banana tree," Calley said.
"Sorry, I should have taken you through the greenhouse. I'm always forgetting you don't know what we have. The bananas aren't ready to eat yet so I just never mentioned it. Bring the leaves and we'll get this bad boy in the ground."
They ran away to get the leaves and when they returned they wrapped the pig in the banana leaves. He sent them after the wet burlap, they wrapped the pig tightly and Calley sewed it together. They wrapped the whole thing in chicken wire and Davis attached a piece of chain to the wire. They loaded it in the Ranger and took the pig to the fire pit. Davis threw a piece of sheet metal on the coals and they swung the pig into the pit with the tractor.
The girls put a larger piece of tin over the top and Davis covered it with dirt. The oven in the earth was done.
"What shall we do now?" Malina asked.
"Now we wait," he said.
"How long will we wait?"
"We'll wait eight hours; long enough for it to steam and then roast."
Davis had a picnic table in the back yard. They dragged it over onto the back patio where he had a large, circular fire pit. They filled the fire pit with cedar and Davis got a redwood sofa out of a shed and put big fluffy cushions on it. He brought out matching tables and put them in front of the sofa.
The girls brought out yellow dishes and a cooler with two bottles of the cabernet Davis recommended. They got stemware and Davis brought another picnic table and covered it with butcher paper. They brought out a yellow tablecloth and finally as the sun began to set, Davis declared that the pig was done.
They removed the burlap wrapped pig from the pit using the front end loader on the tractor to lift it with the chain and put it on the picnic table. Davis cut off the wire, unwrapped the burlap and discarded it. It was charred nearly through in many places. The banana leaves were also charred and a wonderful fragrance of roasted pork filled the courtyard. Davis lit the cedar in the fire pit, the flames leaped and played on the walls and the sweet smell of burning cedar filled the air as the flames crackled. He opened the pig and removed the cuts he had put inside. He put two loins on a platter and carved. The girls had disappeared. He filled their plates with the roasted pork, potatoes, carrots and an onion. He opened the wine and poured three glasses. He heard the patio door slide open and the sound of female voices. They came outside and he saw that they had donned the grass skirts. Each girl had a brightly colored lei around her neck, a garland of the same flowers in her hair and nothing else. Their hair hung down nearly to their navels and glimpses of bare flesh flashed as they walked.
Calley had a third grass skirt in her hand and they walked up and stood in front of him. He couldn't move.
"Close your mouth Davis," Calley laughed. "You look like you've seen a ghost. Time for your end of the bargain." She held the grass skirt and a safety pin out toward him.
He swallowed twice, his mouth was dry and he had trouble speaking.
"Sweet Jesus! You two are gorgeous. You look like you just walked off a beach in Honolulu. I never thought you'd do it Calley. I knew Malina would, but look at you."
He took the skirt and examined it. There was a waistband of cloth and the grass was sewn to the waistband. It looked like the leaves of big bluestem that grew around his ranch. The skirt wrapped around and the waistband could be pinned together.
He took it, wrapped it around his waist and Malina helped him pull his t-shirt over his head while Calley pinned his skirt. It reached halfway down to his knees and his green shorts hung out from underneath.
"That looks very unauthentic," Calley told him. "Lose the shorts."
"I can't," he said, "You'll have to help me."
She pulled his shorts off and helped him get them over the cast, leaving him in boxers.
They sat down and begin to eat. They ate with their fingers and the juices ran down their chins. They dried them with yellow checked hand towels and the girls declared that they had never eaten anything so delicious. When they had eaten all they could hold they cleaned up and carried the remains of the pig into the cooler for storage until tomorrow.
They went back to the fire and Davis refilled their wine glasses and the girls led him to the sofa and seated him in the center. Calley went into the house and came back with an iPod dock. Sounds of Santana's Change Your Evil Ways filled the air and the two women moved close to Davis and with the fire at their back they raised their arms over their heads and began to sway. Malina slipped her lei down around her waist and Calley threw back her hair.
Her breasts were magnificent. They stood out high and proud, not a centimeter of sag in spite of their weight. Her nipples were small and capped large brown areola that formed small, elevated cones on the tip of each big breast. Her waist was very narrow and her hips flared dramatically into the waistband of the grass skirt. They elevated from side to side as she moved and swayed to the music.
Malina was a study in contrasts. Her breasts were perfectly shaped inverted cones and she was very slender yet sensual at the same time. She had the same swell of hip but in miniature. Her honey golden skin glistened in the fire light and he could tell that they had both oiled themselves. Malina's tiny brown nipples were obviously erect with excitement and her golden hair caressed them sensuously. They faced each other and danced closer, their nipples touching and rubbing. They kissed as they continued to sway and Davis could hardly sit still.
The song came to an end and they ran to him. They sat beside him and sipped their wine, snuggling into his sides. He stroked their oily shoulders and arms, skin silky smooth under his fingers and breasts warm against his chest. He wrapped his arms around them and pulled them close.
Calley looked up at him. "Did you like your dance, Davis?"
"It was the most erotic thing I could ever imagine."
"Were we not beautiful?" Malina asked.
"Gorgeous! You were amazing," he told her.
She took his hand and slid it down to one pert breast. "You may touch me if you like," she looked up at him with a drop of wine on her lower lip. He kissed it away and cupped the breast in his hand. He stroked the hard nipple with his thumb and she shuddered with pleasure.
He slid his hand lower on Calley's shoulder and looked at her. She nodded her assent and he tested the weight of one big breast in his hand. He squeezed gently and the resilient flesh gave and overflowed his hand. He claimed her lips and rolled Malina's little nipple between his thumb and finger. She moaned and took his arm from around her shoulder, pulling his hand down across her breasts. He caressed her firm belly, lost in Calley's lips, and his fingers dipped into the indention of her small navel. They moved lower still, stroking her lower belly above the skirt and she moaned again. Calley moved and pulled his head to one breast and her breath caught as he captured the nipple. He pulled with his lips and she threw her head back and her moan joined Malina's.
A branch exploded in the fire and they started. They laughed and the erotic spell was broken. They leaned back into the cushions and put their feet up. Davis toyed with their nipples and twined his fingers in their hair and they talked in low voices and drank wine until the fire died away.



Calley kissed him, rose and said that she needed to wash the oil off. "I'm going to take a long bath."
"Can I watch?" Davis asked.
"Wait until you get your cast off and your wounds heal," she promised him.
"I'm going to break it off tomorrow," he laughed.
She dimpled up and reached out a hand to Malina. "Would you care to join me?" she asked.
"Yes, Calley, I love baths," She kissed Davis and the two girls held hands and walked into the house as Davis' imagination ran wild.
 
Chapter Seven
Something was wrong with the dogs. They came and sat at Davis' feet every time he went outside. They would sit for a moment and then get up and run to the gate. They would stop and look back at him and then repeat the process. He called the girls after the third time.
"Watch this," he said.
The dogs repeated their cycle twice more. "What do you think they're doing?"
"It looks like they're trying to get you to follow them," Calley said.
He walked to the gate and the dogs ran outside when he opened the gate. They ran down the driveway fifty yards and stopped and looked back at him. Lilly ran back and took his hand gently in her teeth and pulled on it.
"I think you're right Calley. They want me to go with them. Get the Jeep and we'll see what they want."
She ran and got the Jeep and pulled up beside Davis. He got in and this seemed to confuse the dogs.
"Walk with them, Malina."
Malina walked behind the dogs and Calley and Davis followed in the Jeep. The dogs kept just ahead of Malina and they led them across the prairie to the fence. The dogs sat, looking out through the fence across the prairie. There was a small hill just beyond the fence and they could see lines of gypsum running across its face. Malina got back in the Jeep and they sat there for a minute. They were perhaps half a mile from the house and there was nothing unusual in sight. Davis scanned the area but saw nothing.
"Calley, drive down the fence until I tell you to stop," he told her.
She drove slowly along until the fence curved and he could see behind the hill. There was an ATV parked there.
"Okay, back to the house," he said.
The dogs lay down in the grass, watching the hill, and he left them outside.
When they got inside he sat the girls down at the bar and got them a glass of tea.
"Someone is watching us," he told them. "Until we find out what's going on, you girls are going to stay inside. Whoever it is, is on Z bar land. I don't recognize that ATV. I know the Z bar people pretty well. Unless they've got a new ATV in the last month, that's not theirs. I don't know how they would have gotten a new ATV. If they stay out there the Z bar riders will spot them eventually. They have fifty people on that ranch and nobody wants to mess with them. That's a pretty tough bunch, old time cowboys that will fight at the drop of a hat. I'd run over there and ask, but I don't want to leave you here and I don't want to leave the place empty by us all going. I've got a big telescope and we'll watch and see if we can find out anything."
They set the telescope up and focused it in on the top of the hill. Davis looked through his binoculars and he could see that the dogs were still there. They got up occasionally and walked up and down the fence for a while and then disappeared back into the tall grass.
Calley watched through the telescope and Davis sent Malina on an errand.
"Just inside the bunker door there is a electrical box with a red handle. Pull the handle down. That will electrify the fence and give anyone that touches it a nasty surprise. I don't like to leave it on," he told Calley. "It will kill animals that touch it accidently and I hate that. The cattle and the dogs know to stay clear, but wild animals don't. Keep the house between you and that hill."
Malina returned and informed them that the fence was now charged. That would quickly drain their electrical reserve so Davis took them to a small concrete building and showed them how to run the generator. They stayed inside the rest of the day and the girls took turns on the telescope. They saw nothing, and when Davis got up in the morning, breakfast was ready and the girls were talking excitedly and taking turns peering through the telescope.
"Davis, good morning, you were very tired this morning. We have found a person! He is watching us. Come and see." Malina was very excited.
Davis hobbled to the telescope and put his eye to the viewfinder. It was focused on a black form on the top of the hill. It was a man in dark clothing wearing a baseball cap. He had a rifle in his hands and he was looking at the compound through a large scope. Davis was a gun expert and the man's weapon looked like a CheyTac LRRS to him. So far as he knew that weapon was only available to the military and law enforcement and the clothes the man had on looked like standard FBI or BATF swat gear.
"I think he's a federal cop of some kind," he told the girls.
"What would he be doing?" Calley asked.
"I don't know. There's no way he could be doing anything official for the government. There hasn't been a government for at least 6 months. The fact that he's got a military sniper rifle tells me he isn't up to anything good. We're at extreme range for the gun he's got. He's not going to hit much at more than 2500 yards. If he's good he can sit on that hill and kill us in the back yard. We can't go out there anymore until this is resolved. Damn it, I'm a cripple and this hole in my chest isn't healed enough to do much. This couldn't have happened at a worse time. We're going to have to do chores after dark and in the dark. He can't stay up there all the time but we have to assume that he's always watching."
"Calley and I are able to fight," Malina told him. "We have not forgotten that you are wounded protecting us. We will protect you."
He hugged her. "I don't want you fighting, little girl. I'm too afraid you'll get hurt. If they come through the fence we'll fight, but as long as he stays out there, we'll just have to put up with it. Maybe the Z bar boys will spot them."
Two days later, Davis got his first look at the man's face. There were two of them up on the hill now and the man with the rifle took off his ball cap and was speaking to the second.
"I know that guy," Davis told Calley who had noticed that she could see the man's face. "He's a BATF agent that has been harassing me for 5 years. His name is Matuszi. He's a BATF sniper. He was one of the guys that worked on my class 3 weapons permit after Cindy was killed. What the hell?"
****
Agent Matuszi was a patient man. Johnson was not. "Why don't you do something?" he complained. "We can't just sit here. You haven't seen anything for three days."
"What would you like me to do? I think he knows we're here. Those dogs down there definitely know we're here."
"If he knows we're here he isn't going to show himself. I'll go get the rest of the men and we'll cut that fence and take him out the hard way."
"Are you kidding? Those dogs will eat us alive. They're huge. Look at them," he handed Johnson his binoculars.
"Jesus, they're monsters. What are they?"
"I don't know. Some kind of Mastiff, but they're way more athletic than any Mastiff I've ever seen. Those are man killers Johnson. We've got to get them out of the way."
"Shoot them then. I'll get the men and you get rid of those dogs."
He slid back a few feet and walked to the ATV and drove away. They were staying in an abandoned house 5 miles away. He heard a shot when he was a mile away and smiled. Matuszi was taking care of the dogs.
That shot was Matuszi's first mistake. He made the shot and the bullet smashed Lilly into the grass. She was killed instantly and the result was not what he expected. The other two dogs instantly disappeared into the tall grass and he couldn't locate them. The next time he saw them they were running through the gate in the wall and to the front of the house where he couldn't see them. The gate in the wall closed.
****
Two miles away, Chip Hardesty was working on a windmill. He was a weathered old cowboy and he knew a rifle shot when he heard one. It sounded like it came from Rade's place. He never knew Rade to waste a shot. Maybe he was hunting, but Hardesty decided to check it out. He put his tools in his saddlebags and rode toward Rade's house.
He knew Rade pretty well and he liked the kid. He always had a beer for a thirsty rider and he was always ready to hunker down and shoot the breeze for half an hour. The old man loved that boy. Rade had worked summers on the Z bar and his daddy had owned the property just to the north. The old man bought that piece of land from Rade after his father died and had sold the land Rade owned along Elm Creek to him.
Hardesty approached cautiously. His horse seemed nervous about something. He kept off the skyline and dismounted below the crest of the biggest hill around and crept to the overlook. There was nothing stirring at the house when Hardesty looked through his binoculars. He looked around the property and spotted a dark form lying on the ground near the fence. It was one of Rade's dogs. It had a big bloody hole in its side. Rade loved those dogs. Hardesty swore and searched the hill beyond the fence. He spotted Matuszi, prone and looking through the scope of a rifle at the house. The son of a bitch was on Z bar land and he had obviously killed that dog. He had Rade pinned down in the house.
Hardesty eased back down the hill and jumped on his horse. He quickly gave it a touch of the spur and rode for the Z bar at a quick lope. He pulled up at the main house an hour later and jumped down. His horse was heaving and he dropped the reigns. It would stand there ground tied for hours. He ran to the front door. He could see Angus sitting at the kitchen table with his foreman.
"Boss, you better come out here," he called.
Angus Bachman was a small, wiry man with a deeply tanned and lined face. He walked out on the porch. "What's up Hardesty?"
"I was working on that broken windmill over by Rade's place. I heard a shot and I went to check it out. There's a fellow with a big rifle sitting up on a hill watching the house. He killed one of Rade's dogs. That was the shot I heard. I think the boy's in trouble boss. I rode straight back here. I know you like that boy, hell, I like him myself. The guy with the gun is on our place outside Rade's fence."
"Damn it to hell, run and round up everyone you can find. Everyone gets a rifle. They've already got side arms. Beckett," he turned to his foreman, "get on the radio and get everyone in a vehicle to go to Davis' place. We'll meet down at the creek where the big spring comes in. Move gentlemen."
Hardesty ran down to the barn and Beckett went to a truck and got on the radio. Nine men came running and picked up weapons. Hardesty came running back with three more, and they jumped in trucks and started south.
"I got 13 on the radio and they're headed for the creek. By the time we get there they'll be there. We should have 25 men boss," Beckett told him.
"If they hurt that boy I'm going to tie them to the bumper and drag them to death," Angus growled. "I promised his Daddy I'd look out for him and I aim to keep that promise."
****
Agent Johnson was back with his crew, and seven men watched the house from the hill. Johnson was angry that Matuszi hadn't gotten all the dogs. He gave a pair of bolt cutters to one of his guys and sent him down to cut the fence.
The man cautiously approached the fence. He looked around and saw nothing. He reached out with the bolt cutters. As the tool touched the fence there was an explosion of sparks and he cried out as 7000 volts surged through his body. He fell against the fence and his body spasmed and his clothes began to smoke. He continued to spasm and then a breaker tripped and he was still."
"Jesus H. Christ," Johnson exploded. "You didn't tell me the fence was electrified. It burned him up!"
"I didn't know," Matuszi protested. "How could I know that? Look, it blew a breaker. It's dead now. We can cut it. Send somebody down before they reset the breaker."
"You go down and do it," Johnson told him. "I'm not risking anyone else."
Matuszi ran down and quickly opened a five foot gap in the fence. He ran back up the hill. "All clear. Go, and I'll keep them pinned down. When you get to the wall I'll come through."
"Go fellows. Get through that fence and stop under the walls," Johnson told them.
They grabbed weapons, and ran down the hill and crawled through the fence. The first man through stood up as the remaining fout crawled through.
Davis and the girls saw the lights flicker and dim when the first man was electrocuted. They came back up when the breaker tripped. Davis grabbed the rifle beside the patio door and parted the curtain looking toward the hill.
"Here they come," he told them.
The girls picked up their riot guns and came and stood beside him.
Davis jacked a shell into the .300 Winchester Magnum and took a rest with one hand on the door. "Cover your ears," he told them.
One of the men stood up and Davis shot him in the chest. He was smashed back on top of one of the crawling men behind him and they all rolled into the grass. Three shots from the hill shattered the glass in the patio door and Davis dove back into the house, pulling the girls with him. He hit hard and felt the bullet hole in his thigh open when he hit the floor. They crawled further into the living room and Davis stood up and hobbled to the kitchen window.
He saw a cloud of dust coming along the fence from the direction of the creek and he saw the Z bar vehicles flying along the fence. Two circled the hill and men jumped out. A thunder of gunfire roared as the Z bar men shot the intruders inside the fence to rags. The Z bar hands crawled through the hole in the fence and checked the bodies. They were all dead. They crawled back through the hole, got in their vehicles and drove around to the gate.
Calley opened the gates and the convoy pulled up in the front drive. As the gate opened, two dark forms slipped out. Anubis and Issus ran outside.
"Hey guys, where are you going?" Calley called to them. They stopped and looked back at her, the stumps of their tails wagged furiously. She laughed, "Oh, go ahead. Have fun." They trotted away and disappeared into the tall grass. Men came pouring out of the trucks and Davis hobbled to the door with the Malina helping him and opened it.
Angus and Beckett came in and the old rancher embraced Davis. "Son, I don't know who those men were but they weren't here for your birthday party."
"Hello Angus, Beckett," he nodded at the tall foreman. "They were here to kill me I think. There's a rogue BATF agent with them. Did you see a guy in a black SWAT suit?"
"He was running like a jack rabbit with another guy. They jumped in a Jeep and they were high tailing it north. Six of the boys are chasing them. We'll find out directly what happened to them."
"Thanks Angus, I was never so glad to see anyone in my life when I saw you boys coming along the fence."
"Hey, your Daddy was the best friend I ever had. You're a good boy, Davis, and a good neighbor. Those sons of bitches were on my land, trying to kill a boy I've known since he was in diapers, and that pisses me off. Who are these two lovely ladies, Davis? I don't believe I've been introduced."
"This is Calista De la Vega and that's Malina Nebrija. Girls, this is Angus Bachman. He's been like an uncle to me all my life. He owns the 30,000 acre empire known as the Z bar."
Angus took off his hat and shook their hands. "Pleased to meet you. What are you doing hanging around with this bum? You know he's a baseball player, right? Never done an honest day's work in his life. He used to work for me when he was in college at Wichita State, if you could call it work."
"Mr. Davis has adopted us," Malina explained. "We ran away from Wichita and came here and he has been very kind to us. Calley and I are in love with him. He has saved us many times and he works very hard to keep us safe. I do not believe that he has never worked." Her Spanish accent deepened and her blue eyes flashed as she grew angry at his description of Davis.
"Lord, young lady, I was just kidding. I know he's a hard worker. I'm sorry, an old cowboy just jokes around like that. I'm in love with him, too. Well, I love him like my own kid, if that's what you mean. You're not from around here, are you?"
Malina's frost melted before the kindly old man. "I'm sorry Mr. Angus. It makes me angry when someone speaks unkindly about Mr. Davis. I see that you love him and it was friendly humor. My home was in Spain. I was going to high school in this country when the bad things happened and I cannot return home. My home is with Mr. Davis now."
"Do I know you?" Angus asked Calley.
"We've never met. You might have seen me on TV. I was a news anchor at Channel 3."
"That's it. Calista De la Vega, I remember. You're even prettier in person."
She blushed. "Please, call me Calley. She smiled at Davis then gasped. "Davis, you're bleeding! Are you shot?"
"No, but I think my thigh opened up again. I think I need to sit down."
The two girls sprang to his side and helped him to the sofa. Malina ran for the box they kept bandages in. Calley cut open the leg of his jeans and they treated his wound. It was oozing greenish pus along with the blood.
"Mr. Bachman, could you go to the bunker for me?" she asked him. "On the second level you will find a blue tub with surgical tubing in it. Bring me a piece about six inches long."
"Call me Angus, Calley, and yes I will." He hurried away and soon returned with the tubing. She poured alcohol into the wound several times and Davis gritted his teeth and groaned with pain. Malina held his face in her two little hands and kissed him. "Be brave," she told him. Calley inserted the tube three inches into the wound and he nearly passed out. Sweat beads stood out on his forehead as she stitched the wound closed around the tube. She wiped his face with a cloth and kissed him. "I'm sorry Davis. I know that hurt. You were right; we should have done that to begin with."
Light was dawning in Angus' eyes. "You weren't kidding, Malina. You girls are in love with this big lunk. Lord what a coil. You're a lucky man Davis. You've got a hard choice to make ahead. What in the hell happened to you? Why is your leg in a cast and how did you get shot and why didn't you tell me?"
The girls told Angus the story while Davis rested and the details all seemed to involve how brave Davis was and how he had fought and killed the two attackers to save them.
Davis opened his eyes. "At first I was in such bad shape I couldn't get over to the Z bar and then Matuszi was up there on that hill and I didn't dare leave the girls here alone. What brought you out here in the nick of time anyway?"
Angus told them the story. "I'm sorry Davis, but your dog is dead."
The two girls burst into tears. Lilly had been their favorite and she had adopted them and went everywhere they did, watching over them. Davis hugged them close. His own eyes were a little misty. "I raised that girl from a puppy. Don't cry girls. She died doing what she was supposed to do; protecting us. We'll let Issus have another litter and you can both pick a puppy."
They were both very excited about that but still sad that Lilly was gone.
"Tell Hardesty I owe him. Any time he's over this way there's a cold beer waiting for him and we'll feed him if he's around at dinner time."
"I'll tell him. When the boys find out you've got these two beautiful ladies you won't be able to keep them away. I've got to get back Davis. I'm going to leave Will Bryant here. He's a good man and you know him. Just till you get healed up. He'll help around and be handy in case those sons of bitches come back. Use your radio boy. Call me if you need anything. I know you want to stand on your own two feet, but you've got friends all over these hills."



"I'm an idiot," Davis said. "I never thought about the radio. Thanks Angus." He started to get up but the old man held up his hand. "Don't get up. I'll have the boys bury those bastards up on top of that hill and we'll fix the hole in the fence. Call me on the radio if you need help." He turned and walked to the door. Calley walked with him. "Hey, you all want to come over for dinner Friday after next? We'll get Curly to play his fiddle, Mack plays guitar, Tom plays piano and we'll have a dance. I'll invite the neighbors and everyone can get to know the ladies."
"Can we go? Please Mr. Davis, I love dancing," Malina begged.
"Yes, little girl; we can go."
"Thank you Mr. Davis. We will not wear the grass skirts. That is only for you," she confided.
Angus laughed. "That's a story I want to hear sometime. Walk me out Calley."
She walked him to his truck. He leaned against it and chewed on a piece of grass. "I'm glad he's got you two here," he told her. "After Cindy was killed he kind of went into a shell. He got cold and hard and I've been worried about him. I can tell he loves you girls. Be careful with him Calley. I know it seems like he's the total package of cool, but he's still a little boy inside. He gets hurt easily and it takes him a long time to get over it."
"I know," she said. "I really do love him, you know."
"Are you in love with him?"
Her face flushed. "Yes, I think I am."
"What about Malina?"
"Yes, I'm in love with her, too."
"Good God girl, this gets more and more complicated. That's not what I meant. I'm an old fashioned kind of guy. I never dreamed. I meant is Malina in love with Davis?"
"Yes, I think so."
"Does that bother you?"
"No, she's in love with me, too. Do you understand? We all love one another. Davis would die for us. He almost did. I would die for him or Malina. It's not complicated. I love them, they love me. I know you're old fashioned but they're both incredible people and so beautiful and they love me. It's the most natural thing in the world to me."
"I think I understand. I'm not built that way, but it seems right with you. If there's anything I can do for any of you, you only have to ask. I won't meddle, but I will help if you ask. You're a good girl, Calley. I can see that. Just take care of Davis and I'll love you for it."
She embraced the old man and he got in the truck and drove away.
****
Anubis and Issus slipped quietly through grass toward the fence. They sniffed Lilly's body and something like a low, moaning growl came from Issus' throat. They trotted around the dead men sprawled around in the grass; sniffing their bodies. Anubis tested the breeze with his nose. It was blowing in from the southwest and the hair over his shoulders rose. He growled and Issus came to stand beside him. They slipped through the hole in the fence and turned away from each other, each circling the hill and they were invisible in the prairie grass.
Agent Matuszi lay in a clump of switchgrass at the bottom of hill. The ground was uncomfortably damp but he didn't dare move yet. He had jumped in the truck with Johnson but when the other agent had produced a gun he had opened the door and leaped from the moving vehicle and rolled into this cover. Johnson had sped across the valley but a truck full of men cut him off and another pulled in behind him. A hail of gunfire swept the truck. Nothing moved for a moment and then four men jumped out and approached Johnson. There were three more shots and the men got back in and drove away.
Matuszi stayed put. They wouldn't stay, and he would use the darkness as cover and when everything was quiet Rade would think things were over. Matuszi would slip through the hole in the fence and the prize would belong to him.
He settled in and waited.
An hour later the breeze picked up a little and the leaves of the switchgrass rustled. There was a slightly louder rustling off to his left. He peered into the tall grass. It was over six feet tall and he was well concealed. It was possible that someone was searching for him. He felt a bit of panic, but he was well hidden.
He heard the rustling again, to his right this time. Were there two of them? He looked toward the sound and some intuition made him glance back to the left.
Anubis sprang from the grass directly at his chest. He only had time to raise one arm in an attempt to protect his face. His gun was in that hand and the big Cane Corso's jaws closed on his arm with a snap. Matuszi's arm was paralyzed and he screamed as Anubis' 140 pounds crushed him to the ground. He heard his arm break as the huge jaws exerted extreme pressure. Anubis' feet found leverage and he began to twist and tear at the arm. The gun dropped from his nerveless fingers.
He felt a shock on his right shoulder and Issus was tearing into his trapezius and deltoid muscles. He screamed again as Anubis dropped his arm and the huge jaws closed over his face. He felt teeth grating on his skull and cheekbones. He screamed and the scream turned into a bubbling moan as Issus shifted her grip and tore out the side of his throat. Darkness filled his vision and he was gone.
The dogs worried his body for another moment. They sat for another moment then turned and trotted back through the fence toward the house. Lilly was avenged.
Two men were working on the hole in the fence when the dogs approached. They had heard the screams and were standing, looking in that direction. They saw the dogs approaching and stood back while they entered the fence. They were covered with blood and the men stepped back and raised their hands. The dogs eyed them for a moment and the stump of Issus' tail wagged a little. They started off in the direction of a pond.
The two men crawled through the hole and a half an hour of searching brought them to the grizzly scene. They looked at Matuszi's mangled body for a moment.
"Jesus Christ! It looks like sharks were eating him," one of them spoke.
"I'd rather have lions after me," the other remarked.
He shook his head and they walked back to fix the fence.
There were no empty bedrooms in the house so Bryant slept in one of the bedrooms on the first level of the bunker. He was a tall quiet man and he quickly took over most of the chores the girls had been doing. Davis' wounds were healing nicely and they took the cast off the next week. His ankle was stiff and his calf looked a little emaciated, but Calley made him run with her and he lifted weights with Malina.
They were eating breakfast the next morning when the radio crackled. "NZ401, this is SX 359 come in please."
It was Angus. "NZ401, go ahead Angus."
"My boys found the guy that was running in the truck. Turns out he was ATF too. They took care of him. We also found Matuszi."
"You take care of him, too?"
"We didn't have to. Your dogs got to him. It was pretty gory, Davis. They tore his face off and nearly decapitated him. Remind me to have you tell them I'm a friend again next time I come over."
"Will do, thanks, Angus. NZ401 out."
"Well, I guess that's poetic justice," Davis told the girls.
"I saw them leaving," Calley said. "I asked them where they were going and they just looked at me and wagged their tails. They looked so cute I told them they could go."
"We must thank them, Mr. Davis," Malina told him.
"How would we do that?"
"We must feed them something nice and tell them how much we love them." She got up, went to the door and whistled. Davis went to the refrigerator and brought two left over grilled chicken breasts and a package of hotdogs.
In a minute, the dogs came to the door and sat, looking up at Malina. "Heel," she told them and led them into the house. They were a little nervous at being in the house, but she insisted and they followed her. She brought them to a rug in front of the sofa and told them "down."
They lay on the rug and Calley brought them the chicken breasts and laid them on the rug. They eyed the chicken and licked their lips but didn't move.
"Why won't they eat?" she asked.
"They won't eat it until you tell them to. I don't want them eating things people give them. They can't be poisoned that way."
"Eat," she told them, pointing at the chicken.
They made short work of the chicken. They licked their lips and looked at Davis. He opened the hotdog package and gave one to Malina. "Tell them 'catch' and throw them a hotdog."
"Issus, catch," she threw her the hotdog.
Issus moved her head quickly and the hotdog disappeared. She threw another one to Anubis with the same result.
"Watch this," Davis said. He walked to the refrigerator and came back with a slice of dill pickle. He broke a hotdog into four pieces and told Anubis "open."
He opened his mouth and Davis put in the pieces of hotdog and the pickle.
"Eat," Davis said.
Anubis chewed a few times and the pickle flew out the side of his mouth onto the floor. He swallowed the hotdog and looked expectantly at Davis.
The girls hooted with laughter and sprang on Anubis' back. He growled in mock menace and they rolled him over on his back and Calley tickled his belly while Malina seized him by the loose skin under his neck and shook him.
"You are such a good boy," she cooed, hugging him and putting her cheek against his. He waved his feet in the air and licked her face. Issus was feeling left out. She stood up and crowded between Calley and Anubis. She nuzzled in and began licking Calley. Calley threw her arms around Issus' neck and scratched under her chin."
"Good girl," she told her and hugged her close.
"Do you not love them, Davis?" Malina asked.
"Yes, I do. But they're not pets, girls. They're my friends and they help me work and keep us safe, but they're dangerous if we don't handle them right. They aren't human and they don't understand how human relationships work. They know I love you and so they protect you. You're part of their pack. They think you're superior to them or they wouldn't let you handle them like that. You can play with them and wool them around and they'll love it. But, you've got to keep giving them commands. When you give them a command and they don't do it, you've got to punish them. When they do it, you reward them. That's the way you keep your place in the pack. They think I'm the pack leader so they defer to me. They're smart and they know there's more to it than that, but they react the way dogs have reacted for millions of years. They can't help it."
"But they're so cute," Calley protested.
"Yes they are. But those cute puppies just tore a man's face off because he was an enemy. He killed their puppy and threatened their pack. They don't know what pity or mercy is. There's the pack and then everyone else. They're friendly to things they don't see as a threat, but they will attack and kill anything they think is dangerous to them, me or you girls. I do love them, and I think they love me, but I don't make the mistake of thinking they're not killers."
"You are a killer, too, Mr. Davis. You killed that man at the fence and those two men that were raping Calley."
"They were threatening my pack," he laughed.
When Friday rolled around the girls were very excited for the dance. They had been hard at work all week making dresses to wear. Davis had bolts of material in the bunker, but few were suited for dresses. They found two, a pale yellow silk Mikado for Malina and a deep red two-ply Chiffon for Calley.
Calley was very good at sewing and Malina was very careful at tracing patterns and cutting the material. Davis had a very nice sewing machine of a commercial grade. It was easy to go too fast and Calley had to take out a couple of seams but the dresses came together nicely. They had browsed through stacks of Magazines Davis kept to start fires with and had found what they wanted.
They raided the jewelry boxes in the treasury and got exactly what they wanted. Shoes were the only problem. They made slippers with leather feet on the bottom and the remains of the dress material for the top.
They insisted that Davis wear a suit. He was very reluctant. "Those cowboys won't have suits on," he protested. "I'll be overdressed and so will you."
"Imbécil," Malina scolded him. "Of course you will wear a suit. You are not a cowboy. You are a rancher. The other ranchers will wear suits. Mr. Angus is going to wear a suit. I asked him. You are our date for the dance and you must look beautiful."
"I don't think it's common for pretty girls to call their date's imbeciles, for that matter," he shot back.
She was instantly contrite. "Of course not; I am very sorry Mr. Davis. Only you insist on not making yourself beautiful for us. It is very frustrating and I lost my temper. We Latin's are known for our hot tempers. But I am very sorry. Do you forgive me?" She pressed herself against him and offered him her lips.
"Of course, little girl. I wasn't mad; I was just teasing you." He took the offered lips and kissed her for a long time. She was breathless when he let her go.
"Oh, you are recovering very quickly, Mr. Davis. Are you sure we should not stay home and test how much you are recovered?"
He laughed. "As tempting as that sounds, I think you're still too much for me Malina. We'd better go, and I will wear a suit."
The girls went to their rooms and dressed. Davis had many suits from his baseball days and he picked out a tuxedo he had worn when he won the National League MVP. It was black and he found a red and yellow bow tie. He struggled with it for a while before remembering how to tie it.
He got the Suburban out of the garage. It didn't seem right to drive a Jeep or a truck to a dance.
He went inside and poured a couple of fingers of bourbon and sipped it while he waited. The bourbon was gone and he was becoming impatient. Calley's door opened and he heard her call. "Close your eyes Davis."
He obeyed and heard the swishing of material as they stood in front of him.
"Okay," Calley said, "you can open them now.
Two visions of loveliness stood in front of him. Calley's dress had no shoulders leaving her brown and bare to the top of her deep cleavage. Her mane of black hair glistened with the auburn highlights and fell down her back. Her breasts were confined to make a deep and mysterious valley and the ruby pendant he had given her hung inside. The dramatic swell of her hips flowed into a tapered full length dress with a high cut on one side exposing one leg nearly to the top of a gorgeous brown thigh. She wore a ruby ring and matching ear rings dangled.
Malina's dress had a one shoulder sweep and two triangles were cut in the sides leaving golden skin exposed. The long dress made her look taller and she looked like a princess out of a fairy tale with her golden hair held up by a delicate white gold and emerald tiara. Her ear rings matched and a beautiful yellow choker of the same yellow dress fabric with a black felt band held another large emerald to her long slender neck.
"My God," he breathed. "Turn around so I can see the back."
They turned and it was a sight that took his breath away. He walked to them and turned them to face him. He took one girl under each arm and kissed them both, stroking the smooth bare skin.
"I'm the luckiest man alive," he told them.
"Look at your clever tie," Malina admired him. "It matches our dresses. Is he not magnificent Calley?"
"I'm just a bench warmer tonight. You girls are the stars."
They glowed at the look in his eyes and he offered them his arms. They each took one and he walked them to the Suburban. He opened the back door and helped Calley up. He took Malina to the other side and helped her in beside Calley.
"I'm your chauffeur tonight," he told them. "I'm sorry I don't have a coach and four, but this won't turn into a pumpkin, either."
They laughed at his joke and he drove to the gate. Will opened the gate and they drove around the road to the Z bar headquarters. There were ten vehicles parked in the grass across from the house and Hardesty was parking the cars when they pulled up at the driveway. He opened the back doors and assisted the ladies out. His jaw dropped as they emerged and he temporarily forgot to park the car as they walked in on Davis' arms. He shook his head and came to his senses.
Angus had a dining table 20 feet long and all the places were full except for three. Davis escorted the ladies to their chairs and seated them and took his seat between them.
"I see you're fashionably late, Davis," Angus called down from the head of the table. "One look at the ladies and I see why. It was worth the wait." His eyes twinkled.
"I think we all know each other here except for the girls. This young lady in red is the lovely Miss Calista De la Vega. Her friends call her Calley. You might recognize her. She was the news anchor that brightened up our screens on channel 3 in Wichita. The charming lady in yellow is Malina Nebrija. She is a visitor from Spain to our country. We hope she'll be staying permanently. They are living with our Davis Rade. Well, not living with him, but you know what I mean." A laugh went around the table. "Please make them welcome.
"You all know that we're going through some tough times. We're all neighbors and neighbors stick together. We're pretty isolated out here and we're all pretty self-sufficient. We've all got food to eat, water to drink and we can take care of ourselves. That's the western way. We've all got western minds; that's why we live out here. This is a party and I want you all to enjoy yourselves. But in the back of your minds I want you to be thinking about how we're going to survive the next ten years.
Some of you are running out of fuel. We need to find a way to get more. Some of us have quite a bit and we'll share but we need a long term solution so be thinking about it. We need seeds. Most of us are growing hybrids and when we harvest that's the end of the line.
Davis saw this coming and he's the only person here that's growing open pollinated wheat, corn and vegetables. I suggest we ask him if he'll trade for our hybrids and eat them and save his crop for seed. That will mean a lot more work for him and I expect you'll all want to pitch in and help him.
He was attacked the other day and I don't know what would have happened if we hadn't come along and helped him. He's dug in pretty tight and he'd probably have been okay, but I might be next or you might be next. I think we ought to get a posse together to help each other out if we're attacked. I'm done with the speech now, so let's eat and get the party started."
Dishes were passed and plates filled as the buzz of conversation sprang up. A young man sitting next to Malina introduced himself as Greg Wilson.
"My older brother played baseball with Davis at Wichita State," he told her. "What part of Spain are you from?"
"I am Castilian, from the north part of Spain. My city is León. Are you born here?"
"I was born in Wichita, but I've lived here all my life. I love your accent. Can I call you Malina?"
"But of course. I shall call you Greg."
"Will you dance with me Malina?"
"Perhaps, I wish to dance with Mr. Davis. If Calley dances with him first or when she is dancing with him I will dance with you. Are you an expert dancer Greg?"
"I've got moves the world hasn't seen yet," he laughed. "Why are you so keen on dancing with Davis? He's got two left feet. You'd be better off sticking with me. Besides, he's old. You can hang out with the kids."
"I have decided not to dance with you at all, Greg. You are a great estupido. Mr. Davis is not at all old. He has saved my life and you shall not speak of him like that." She glared at him fiercely.
"God, Malina, I'm sorry. I know he's a great guy. My brother worships him. I didn't know you would be so offended. I didn't know he saved your life. I just thought you're way younger than him and you might like to dance with someone your own age. Please, I'm sorry. Now will you dance with me?"



She relented. "Yes, but you are not to speak to me about Mr. Davis like that again."
"No, I won't. Jesus Malina; I've never met a girl like you before. I'm sorry."
"I am sorry, too. I lose my temper easily. I am Latin you know. We are famous for our high tempers." She flashed him a rueful smile.
They chatted and Greg was hopelessly enchanted by this beautiful and exotic girl.
Davis and Calley were talking with a man seated beside her and his wife. Davis made the introductions. "These are our neighbors to the west, Joel Anthony and his wife, Cynthia." The talk soon turned to economics. The fuel shortage was a pressing problem and Anthony had an idea.
"What if we could get to one of the refineries down south and make some kind of a deal with them?"
"Where would we get crude oil?" Davis asked.
"I've got three wells on my place and you've got five. Angus must have 50 and if we get everyone pumping we could have truckloads in a week."
"What about trucks?" Calley asked.
"My brother owns a fleet of tankers," Cynthia said. "He lives south of Greensburg and I'm sure we could trade with him to haul for us."
"That sounds like a good plan to me," Davis said. "The problem for me is that I'm afraid to leave my girls by themselves. I won't leave my place unguarded either."
"Let's talk to Angus about it. We can probably arrange something. Maybe the women could all come here and Angus could take care of them."
"What about my place?"
"I don't know, we'll figure something out. I've got less than 600 gallons left. If my generator stops I lose everything in the freezers."
"I've got fuel. If we can work out a plan to get more I'll let you have some. I'm not going to run myself and my family out though. Get the plan together and we'll see what we come up with."
"I'm not letting you go anywhere without me, Davis," Calley had been biting her tongue. "You promised me that we would never be separated outside the fence. Malina won't like it either. Please, Davis, don't leave us alone." Her big brown eyes welled up.
"Oh, my! I didn't realize," Cynthia mused. "So that's the way it is. Congratulations, Davis. I'm so happy for you. Don't worry, honey," she patted Calley's hand. "We'll work something out."
Davis blushed furiously. "She was attacked and nearly raped the last time I left her alone. I did promise her that, and I'm going to keep that promise."
"Are you two in love? Is that what you're talking about, Cynthia?" her husband asked.
It was Calley's turn to blush. Her voice was husky with emotion. "Yes, I'm in love with him. I hope he's in love with me."
"Jesus Calley, just drop a bombshell on me why don't you? I'm sorry, Anthony, I do love Calley but it's complicated. He squeezed her hand under the table. "We need to talk about this alone. Would you excuse us please?"
He walked Calley out onto the porch. He pushed her against the wall and kissed her. She returned it fiercely. He drew back and they sat on the porch swing.
"What in the world made you say that, Calley?"
"I realized it's true."
"What about Malina?"
"I'm in love with her, too."
Davis' head began to swim. "Does she know?"
"Yes, we've made love several times, Davis. Didn't you know?"
"Yes, I guess I did. How does she feel about you being in love with me?"
"She thinks that's the way it should be."
"How does she feel about me?"
"Why don't you ask her? She's not a little girl, Davis. She knows how she feels. Don't ask me, ask her. I only know I love you. I'm in love with you Davis. Do you love me?"
"Yes I do. I want to be with you, Calley; I'm just confused about Malina."
"Then talk to her. Go in there and take her away from that boy and bring her out here and talk to her. I'm going to finish my dinner."
Davis sat on the swing for a long minute, and then walked back inside. People were getting up and going out the back to the barn where the dance was being held. He caught up with Malina and took her hand.
"Could I talk to you for a minute, sweetheart?"
She tucked her little hand in his and he led her to the swing. "Malina, did you know that Calley is in love with me?"
"But of course, Mr. Davis. Why do you ask?"
"How do you feel about that?"
"It makes me happy. She is a very wonderful person. We will be very happy together."
"That's the part I don't understand. What do you mean 'we'?"
She counted on her fingers. "Malina, Davis, Calley; that's three. That is a we."
"Malina, are you in love with me?"
"But of course. I have been trying to seduce you for weeks. Did you not know, Mr. Davis? Perhaps what Greg said is true. I am too young for you." She began to cry.
"No, no precious, it isn't like that at all. Don't cry now, you'll mess up your face. I didn't know. I thought you were just teasing me. You know you like to tease me. I love you desperately. You're the cutest, sexiest little bundle of a girl I've ever known. I thought I was too old for you to be in love with me."
She smiled up at him through her tears. "But I have told you many times that I love you."
"I thought you meant like a brother or because you were grateful."
"I am very grateful Mr. Davis. But I do not let my brother feel my boobs or sleep in his bed naked; only you and Calley."
"How do you feel about Calley?"
"I am in love with her. She is very sexy and squishy and she is very kind to me. I love to touch her. Is she not very beautiful, Davis?"
"Yes, just like you. I'm not sure she would like the squishy part though."
Malina laughed. "No, I tease her about being chubby. I meant good squishy, like she is very squeezable."
"Yes she is. I do love you very much, little girl, and I would be so lonely without you. You can seduce me any time you want."
"I shall," she promised, "but now I wish to dance. Dance with me, Mr. Davis."
He decided to let the future bring what it would and led his little lover onto the dance floor.
 
Chapter Eight
They slept very late the day after the party and Davis declared a holiday. He decided to take them fishing. The girls packed a picnic while Davis collected tackle. They loaded up and drove the Jeep down a track along the fence.
"There are 12 spring fed ponds on this property," he told them. "They all have bass, bluegill and channel catfish in them. If we manage them right, we can catch fish and eat them any time we want to. You girls like fish?"
They did and soon Davis pulled up by a small sparkling lake with willow trees along one bank. They spread two blankets under the willows and Davis got them both catching bluegills.
He threw a buzz bait for bass and caught 25 before squeals from Calley and Malina brought him back to them. He had kept four of the smaller bass and the girls had 15 bluegills on their stringer. Calley had something on her line that was putting up quite a battle. Malina was helping her and after a titanic struggle they dragged a 15 pound channel cat flopping onto the bank.
They were sweating and slimy by the time they subdued the big fish and got him on the stringer. They rinsed their hands and arms in the clear water.
"This water feels very nice, Mr. Davis." Malina said. "Do you think it would be acceptable if we were to swim in it?"
"I don't see why not, but you don't have anything to swim in."
"We will, como se dice, nadar desnudos," she looked at Calley.
"Skinny dip," Calley laughed.
"Yes, we will skinny dip."
Davis fell back on the blanket laughing. "Go for it," he told them.
Malina stood up and pulled her shirt over her head. Davis' breath caught in his throat. He stared. Her breasts were high and firm, standing out in perfect inverted cones. The tiny nipples stood erect in the air, light brown against a darker areole. He was transfixed as Calley also stripped off her t-shirt. Neither girl ever wore a bra, and they were both beautiful and bare from the waist up.
Calley's mocha complexion contrasted with Malina's honey gold, and Davis had never seen two more beautiful women.
"Close your mouth, Davis," Calley chided him. "You're going to swallow a fly."
"Yes, Mr. Davis. You are not to stare like that. It makes me, como se dice, ruborizarse, hot?"
Calley burst out laughing and the motion nearly caused Davis' eyes to pop out of his head. "Not hot, Malina; it makes you blush."
"Yes, it makes me blush, and hot."
"Sorry," Davis stammered. "I'm not used to being with such shy ladies."
They walked to the water's edge and untied their drawstrings. The shorts and boxers were discarded and two incredibly sexy butts, one slim and tight and one full and rounded and both unbelievably erotic, disappeared beneath the water."
They shrieked and shivered at the shock of the spring water. It was warmer near the surface but kept cool by the constant influx of water flowing in and out over a sluice.
They splashed and played in the water for half an hour. Malina's teeth began to chatter and she made her way to the bank. She gathered up her shorts and boxers and walked to the blanket. Davis was asleep. He had taken his shirt off and his skin was a deep bronze color in the sun. She put her clothes by the picnic basket and turned in the breeze, drying herself in the air.
Calley joined her and they lay down beside Davis on their stomachs and soaked up the afternoon sun. It was quite warm, but the breeze playing over their wet bare skin felt cool and relaxing.
Malina pushed herself up on her elbows and looked down at Davis. She couldn't believe he was 36. He looked so young sleeping. His wounds were healing nicely and only red indentions remained. She reached over him and poked Calley.
"Calley," she whispered, "I wish to wake him up and make love to him."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, but I don't know how. You do it. I will watch and learn how."
"Malina! I would be embarrassed."
"Do you not want to?"
"Yes, I do, but I've only done it once myself. I'm embarrassed for you to watch."
"Do you love me, Calley?"
"Yes, I do. You're incredible, Malina."
"Then I will share him with you. I will make love to you tambien."
"Estás segura? Are you sure?"
"I love you, Calley. I am in love with you. You are very beautiful, and I love him, too. He is saving us. I think he will save us tomorrow and for many years. Can we not love him?"
"Yes, we can. It just seems weird. I've never made love with a girl and a guy at the same time before. It's pretty hot, now that I think about it. I'm in love with you too, Malina."
She reached across Davis, careful not to touch him, and cupped one of Malina' sweet breasts. She rolled the little nipple between her fingers and it became rock hard as Malina moaned.
She got up and walked around Davis and turned Calley over. She lowered her head to one large breast and put her lips to the tip. She pulled it into her mouth and rolled the nipple with her tongue. Calley sighed and shuddered and her hands roamed. She rolled Malina over away from Davis. She massaged one firm little mound with one hand and slid the other down and between the other girl's thighs. She felt the sparse golden curls and her fingers sought and found the wetness inside.
Their lips met and they dueled with their tongues for a moment as Malina copied her lover's motions. There were several moments of sighs and moans and Malina sat up. "I want to touch him."
She moved back to the other side of Davis. They both slid on top of him and Malina nibbled at his ear lobe. He opened his eyes sleepily and murmured, "What are you doing, little girl?"
"You call me little girl, Mr. Davis. I am not a little girl. I am mujer, I am woman."
"I know, Malina. I just make up pet names for people I like. I know you're a woman. I just saw that, remember?"
"Jesus, you're naked!" He turned to look at Calley, "You, too!"
He tried to sit up, but their combined weight pressed him down. They caressed his chest and Malina moved lower and kissed his nipple on her side. Calley moved further over him and one big brown breast scraped across his chest and popped into his vision. It was the most gorgeous sight he had ever seen. The size and incredible shape of Calley overcame his resistance as she claimed his lips. He lifted his arm over Malina and buried his fingers in Calley's fullness. He examined the breast with his fingers, and played with the little cone at the tip.
Little hands were busy at his waist and he felt his shorts loosen. The hand slipped inside and stroked him. He felt hands tugging at his shorts and he lifted his hips and felt the breeze play across his bare skin. There was more stroking and caressing and he felt himself enveloped in wet warmth as lips closed around him. It had been too long and he came in waves, the heat of Malina's mouth incredible on his sensitized skin. He came back to earth and Malina was pushing Calley aside to claim his lips. They turned away from him and explored each other's mouths, their manes tickling his face.
It was the most incredibly erotic thing he had ever seen. Calley's hand moved down to find him ready and when she spoke it was the first word in many minutes.
"You're huge, Davis," she gasped. "I don't know if I can take you, this is only my second time and it was a long time ago."
He looked at her in confusion and she moved her leg over him and she was astride. She moved slowly down and locked her lips to his. He felt Malina's little hands on his cock, lifting him into position and again he was enveloped in moist heat.
Calley gasped and stopped for a moment. She pressed down again and a pained expression passed briefly over her face. She rested and then moved again. She rocked against him, growing accustomed to what she had accomplished, then moved down again.
"My God, Malina, how much is there?"
"You are doing well, Calley."
"I can't take it, baby. Help me," she groaned.
She felt Malina's hand reach between them and her clitoris was being stroked. Pleasure flashed through her body in waves and she slid down again and he was inside. She rested for a moment and sat up. She began a slow rise and fall as Malina sat up beside her. She pushed Calley's magnificent breasts together and manipulated her nipples. She ran a hand down over the slight rise of her belly and circled above their joining again. Calley's chest heaved and Davis palmed both breasts, rolling and squeezing the firm flesh. Her orgasm flashed through her and she collapsed onto Davis' chest, panting for breath. Another spasm rocked her body and another as aftershocks rippled through her.
She felt small, insistent hands pulling at her and she slipped to one side with her lips locked to Davis'.
She felt Malina replacing her atop Davis, and she moved to help her lovers. Davis protested a little as he noticed that it was now Malina moving over him. Calley placed a finger over his lips. He looked at her and she nodded.
"I am seducing you now," Malina whispered.
Malina sat up and raised herself as Calley positioned him at her entrance.
"Malina, Estás segura? He's very big for your first time."
"Si, I'm sure."
"Be careful, Davis; she's very small."
It was Malina that pushed the action. She sank slowly down, impaling herself and she cried out as she opened. She sank again and she was gasping and shaking as he slid fully inside.
"Now, Davis, I am ready."
"You called me Davis, little girl. Malina, my gorgeous beautiful woman."
"Yes, I am not being respectful now, I am being cachondo; como se dice, Calley?"
"Horny, she's horny, Davis."
"Yes, I am horny. You can move now, Davis. I don't think I can."
He cupped her butt; the firm round cheeks just filling each hand and began to stroke. A flush mounted in her cheeks and spread down her neck and onto her hard little breasts as they moved. He wanted to pull her down to suckle one of those delightful mounds but the physics were wrong. He began to bounce her in longer strokes and her muscles tightened as she raised her face to the sky and loudly moaned her passion as her orgasm tore her apart. She gasped and continued to moan as she felt him explode inside her, the fluid soothing her stretched and flushed flesh. She collapsed and rested on him, her body still shaking with aftershocks. At last she rolled off, coming to rest with one arm across him and one hard little mound crushed against his chest.
Calley rolled into an identical position on his other side and they reached out to play with one another's nipples. Davis reached down and cupped one of their cheeks in each hand, marveling in the contrast, equally entranced with both. He kissed them both.
"Holy Christ, girls. That was the most incredibly sexy thing I have ever heard of. I've died and gone to heaven. Did you two plan that or am I just dreaming?"
They laughed. "No, Davis, you are not dreaming. We planned it. I am in love with you. I'm in love with Calley too. We both want to be your lovers and you must let us be lovers together, also."
"Calley, you okay with this?"
"I can't imagine being more okay with anything. I think I'm going to be horny all the time. Between you and Malina, I can't keep my hands off either one of you."
"Let's swim again," he said.
"I do not think I can walk," Malina confessed.
"Then I'll carry you." He picked up her slight body and she squirmed against him. Calley walked in front of him and the sway of her hips was intoxicating. They swam and played in the water until the sun was sinking. They walked back to the blanket and dressed, gathered their things and made the ride home.
Both girls walked him to his bed, undressed him and themselves, and they climbed in with him. The night became a thing of wet lips and sliding flesh.
"We will make love to Calley," Malina whispered in his ear. "I am too sore for you, Davis."
They turned their attention to Calley's lush body and she cried out her joy repeatedly until dreams claimed them.
Davis awoke the next morning and two naked girls were in his bed, their arms across his chest, hands resting on each other's breasts. They each had a leg across him and he could feel their soft curls pressed against his thighs.
He stroked and caressed their bodies and excitement coursed through him again. He rolled Malina over and stroked her into writhing on the bed without ever waking up. He rolled and poised above her. She awoke as he slipped inside her and her arms circled his back and pulled him down. He felt Calley stir and her lips were on his neck and then Malina's nipple as they loved the morning away.
"I am starving," Malina stretched like a kitten. "I believe I am unable to walk so you will have to feed me here Davis."
"I have my doubts about moving myself," Calley said.
"Well, I'm not bringing you breakfast in bed," Davis told them. He went into the bathroom and turned the shower on. Steam filled the air and he carried them one at a time into the shower. They soaped and played with each other's bodies until Davis' excitement caused a protest from Calley.
"You have to let me rest Davis. I can't take you now."
He turned to Malina's soapy little body. "No," she said, "take that monster away. You will injure me."
He shouted with laughter and pulled their slippery bodies against him. He rinsed them off. They recovered enough to make it to the bar and he fed them waffles. They sat on the sofa and cuddled.
"Girls, I am the happiest man on earth," he told them. They sighed and wiggled closer. Calley was worried about the projected trip south and wanted to talk about it. Davis refused to worry about it until they had actually had a plan and an intention to go.
"I don't even know if Anthony can put it together. When he comes to me and tells me the trucks are in his driveway then I'll get serious about planning."
"Davis, are you thinking about going to Oklahoma and leaving us behind?" Malina asked.



"No, I'm not. That's exactly what I told Anthony. I told him I was afraid to leave you here."
"That's not exactly what you said, Davis. You said you were afraid to leave us here alone. To me, that meant you would leave us here if we weren't alone."
"You're right. I didn't mean to put it like that. I did think if I could make sure you were safe I could go. I'm sorry girls. That would be breaking my word. I won't do it. Do you forgive me?"
"Of course we forgive you," Malina kissed his scar. "But you are not to make such decisions. You might make sure that we are safe. I am not at all sure that I think you would be safe. I know you are safe when you are with me. I can see you. If something were to happen to you it would kill me. I do not want to live without you. It would be as if someone cut out a third of my heart. Who would wish to live such a life?"
"That's exactly how I feel," Calley told him. "Besides, I wouldn't ever feel safe if you weren't here. I wouldn't feel safe locked up in Ft. Knox without you. I know you aren't Superman, but sometimes I remember those men down at the river and the only thing that kept me fighting was that I knew you were coming. 'I'll never leave you alone again'. That's what you said, Davis, and I'm holding you to it."
"Okay, I've got it. I'm sorry girls. I wasn't thinking well. I've been used to being alone for so long it's hard to get my mind around the fact that I've got you to think about now."
"I know, Davis," Calley said. "But you did say one thing that made me feel all warm inside."
"Well, I like the sound of that. What did I say?"
"You were talking to Mr. Anthony about giving him some fuel. You said that you would help him and then you said, 'I'm not going to run myself and my family out though'. Did you mean me and Malina?"
"Yes I did. I didn't plan it out or anything, but that's what I meant."
"Are we your family, Davis?"
"Well, yes you are. I mean, you're not related to me, and we're not married or anything, but you're family to me."
"I would very much like to marry you, Davis," Malina told him.
"Well, I won't marry you, sweetheart."
"Why not?" she asked.
"You're too young to be married. In a year or two you might decide I'm too old for you and want to marry someone like Greg Wilson."
"Bah," she said, "he is a silly boy. I will marry you, Davis, or no one."
"Ask me again when you're 25," he told her.
"I will," she promised.
"I'm 25," Calley told him. "Will you marry me?"
"Yes, I will," he said. Malina began to protest and he cut her off. "Let me finish, Malina. Calley, I'll marry you the minute Malina turns 25 and asks me again. How's that?"
"You're a wise man," Calley told him.
"Yes, we will be married together. Calley, will you marry me, too?"
"I can't imagine it any other way, baby."
"Well, actually I don't think any of this is legal. There really aren't any laws anymore. It was never legal for a man to marry two women and I don't think it was legal for two women to marry in Kansas; much less for them all to be married to one another."
"I do not care for legal," Malina said. "We are our own state now. You said so, Davis. The state of Rade, De la Vega and Nebrija; we will make our own legal."
"Well, now that we settled that, I have work to do. You girls do the dishes and I'll see what Will is up to. How would you girls like to hire him to work for us? I think I could talk Angus out of him."
"Yes, I like Will," Malina said. "He is very quiet and droll."
"Yes, I guess he is," Davis laughed. "We would have to build him a house. He can't live in the bunker forever."
He went out and left the girls planning their wedding. The day passed quickly and when it was time for bed, the girls showered and put on their night clothes. They played monopoly while Davis showered and when he went to bed they came in and climbed in with him.
"It's a good thing I have a king sized bed," he laughed as they sandwiched him between them. "That reminds me of something. He sat up and opened a drawer in the nightstand and gave them twin discs.
"What is this?" Malina asked.
"Birth control pills," Calley told her.
"Where did you get them Davis?" Calley asked. "They're not fish birth control, are they?"
He laughed. "No, when Cindy was alive she lived here with me and we didn't want children right away. We thought about it and she went to doctors all over the state and got prescriptions for birth control. We stockpiled them and I've kept them frozen ever since."
They both took one and Davis pulled Malina down on top of him. He kissed her and ran his hand up her back under her undershirt.
She kissed him but said, "No, Davis, I am much too sore. Calley is sore, also."
"I just want to cuddle you, little girl. The birth control needs two days to work anyway. I'll let you tell me when you're ready."
"I would love for you to cuddle me," she said. "Can we cuddle Calley, too? She is very nice to cuddle. She is chubbier than you."
She gave a little shriek as Calley smacked her on the rump.
 
Chapter 9
The next several weeks were very busy. They killed and butchered the young pigs. Davis had a smoke house and they made a cure of brown sugar, salt and black pepper. They rubbed the hams, wrapped them in white cloth sacks and hung them in the cooler. They hung the bacon in the smokehouse and Davis kept the fire going and smoke filled the room. They removed the loins and cut the pigs up into the size they desired.
Davis had been feeding two steers and they butchered them and hung them in the cooler to age.
They cut and hauled wood along the creek until they had a huge pile seasoning under a pole barn near the house.
Davis had a small combine and they harvested the wheat up on the wheat field. The girls hauled the wheat to grain bins in a grain buggy pulled by the tractor and Davis drove the combine.
They harvested the garden and canned and froze the vegetables. They fished the ponds and Davis calculated how many fish of which type they should harvest from each one. They filleted the fish and packed them in the freezer.
Three of the hens hatched eggs, and the girls fell in love with the chicks. They brought them inside and they lived in a small, newspaper lined cage in the mudroom under a heat lamp. The girls got them out constantly and held them, and it was not at all unusual to see a small yellow fluffy chick run out from under the sofa.
Several of their neighbors came and traded their hybrid grain for Davis' Turkey Red seed wheat. Joel Anthony came with a tanker truck and Davis traded him 500 gallons of fuel for labor. Anthony was a very good carpenter and they built Will Bryant a small one bedroom house behind the bunker.
Angus' dance and dinner party started a fashion and soon there was a gathering of the neighbors once a month for an event. The girls insisted, and Davis finally gave in and hosted one.
There was a new face in the crowd, one that Davis had never seen before. Angus introduced the man to Davis and the girls.
"This is Reverend King, Davis. Reverend King, this is Davis Rade. The lady in gold is Calista De la Vega and this lovely thing in white is Malina Nebrija. This is their house."
Davis extended his hand. "Pleased to meet you; you new around here?"
"Reverend King is from Topeka. A mob burned his church down and he's been wondering ever since. The Methodist church up in Coats was abandoned and he's holding church up there."
"You're welcome to attend any time, Mr. Rade. Are you three related?"
"I'm not much of a church goer. I go maybe ten times a year. I always attend the German Baptist Church up in Sawyer when I go. They're good people and I've known them all my life. Do you know any of them?"
"They don't teach the same gospel," the reverend replied. "We preach the true gospel, Mr. Rade."
"Okay, but to answer your other question, the girls aren't related to me, or to each other. They were neighbors in Wichita and they had to try and get away from some men that were attacking them. Calley knew me from before and they came and asked me to help them. We've been together ever since."
The reverend nodded. "Young men and women shouldn't be living together outside marriage, Mr. Rade. Do you plan to marry one of them?"
Davis felt his face go hot. "What the hell do you know King? You're a guest in my house. My business is none of yours. Keep a civil tongue in your head or get out."
The reverend began to bluster but Angus cut him off. "Now, Davis, I'm sure the Reverend didn't mean anything. Take it easy boy, dinner's ready; let's eat."
Davis turned away and Calley took his arm. "Take a breath, Davis. Your Latin nature, according to Malina, is showing. Don't lose your temper."
"Yeah, but I'm not Latin. Jesus, Calley, that's just the kind of pompous windbag I've always hated. My dad took me to church all the time when I was a kid and there was always someone like him around; trying to bully other people into accepting his 'true gospel'. Do you go to church Calley?"
"I used to. I was raised Catholic, of course. Most Hispanics are you know, especially Mexicans. My parents came here before I was born and they took me to mass every Saturday night. After they died, I started going to a big community church just because that was where the important people went. I thought it would help my career."
They continued their conversation after their guests went home. Malina joined them and they drank wine in Davis' bed and talked.
"Did you go to church in Spain?" Calley asked her.
"Oh yes. I am a Christian, Calley. We called it Mass. Many people go to church in Spain; especially in the villages. When I came to this country my host family went to church every Sunday. They often took me and there was a service in the afternoon in Spanish. It was not exactly Castilian Spanish, but I could follow along easily."
"What kind of church was it?"
"They were very kind people. They called it Iglesia de Christo. They did many peculiar things. They had no organ and all the people sang and there were no statues or candles. Are you a Christian, Davis?"
"Well, I guess that depends on what you call a Christian. I believe that there must be a God. None of the other explanations make any sense. I believe he must be good. I believe there was a man named Jesus that taught a lot of good things I try to live by. Be kind to your neighbor, don't steal: stuff like that. God must be good because he likes good things. Some of the stuff is too good for me. I can't do it. But I've never belonged to a church or anything. Would you girls like to go to church with me Sunday?"
"Yes, I would love to go to church, Davis. Me, I am a great sinner and I need to confess to God," Malina told him.
"I have to warn you, this won't be like anything you've ever seen. These people all dress very plainly. The women all wear bonnets and the men all have big beards and wear hats. If you're a member, all the men sit on one side and all the women and girls sit on the other. Sometimes boys sit with their fathers, but they're all very kind and they'll help anyone."
Calley looked dubious but Malina was very excited and so she agreed to go.
"We must dress plainly and wear hats so we will not scandalize them," Malina instructed them.
The girls spent all day Saturday making "plain" dresses and bonnets. When they came out of their rooms Sunday morning, they came to the bar where Davis was eating and demanded to be inspected.
The dresses were high necked and made of a white cotton damask with small blue flowers for Malina and dark burgundy flowers for Calley, with matching bonnets.
"How do we look?" Calley asked.
"Well, they're a little more form fitting than they'll be wearing." He squeezed Calley's butt through the dress. "You can't disguise that, beautiful. No one will have a bubble like that."
She slapped his hand. "Stop that! We're going to church, Davis, and you're feeling me up."
"He told us many things were too good for him. You may feel my butt if you like, Davis."
He was happy to oblige and she purred and rubbed herself against his hand.
"I said, stop that," Calley slapped his hand away. "Let's go before I strip both of you naked and spend the day in bed with you."
"Promises, promises," Davis murmured.
She shot him a wicked look, took their hands and led them to the Suburban. Will had decided to go with them when Malina asked him, and he drove them the 15 miles just outside the small community of Sawyer. Davis saw some smoke to the north as they pulled into the church yard.
"See that, Will?"
"Yes, I've heard some gang is raiding some of these people out of Pratt. There's some kind of a National Guard unit up there that's gone rogue and giving them some trouble. You know these people won't fight back, and it's pretty hard on them."
Several women were sobbing in a corner of the church when they went in. A man with a bushy red beard spotted them and a big smile spread across his face. He hurried back and embraced Davis. Davis hugged him back. "Good to see you Kent."
"It's very good to see you, Davis. Somebody told me you'd been shot. You okay?"
"I'm healed up. Calley, Malina, this is Kent Ray. These girls came to me looking for shelter, Kent. They lived in Wichita and when everything went crazy they came to me for help. Kent's one of my oldest friends. His wife's name is Susan, and she's over there with her arm around the woman that's crying. What's going on Kent?"
Kent shook the girl's hands. "Ladies, it's good to meet you. Any friend of Davis' is a friend of mine. Davis, we're in trouble. The Miller's got raided last night. Some Guardsmen out of Pratt stole everything they had and burned their house down. It's the third time this month this has happened to someone in this church. You know we won't fight back. Those people know it too and we're easy pickings."
"No you never would fight. Not even in college when those punks tore off your shirt and painted you red. Kent was my college roommate, girls. There were some punks that thought it would be funny to pick on him."
"Yes, and I remember what you did to them," Kent laughed. "I don't know what we're going to do, though. There isn't any law; I guess we'll just have to take it."
"You don't know what to do, but I do. We'll put together a posse and the next time you have trouble we'll come running."
"I don't want you to do that, Davis. I wouldn't have told you if I thought you were going to do that. I won't have you fighting for me."
"I'm sorry, Kent, but that's bullshit. Yes I know you don't like me to talk like that, but you don't get to tell me what to do. I know what you believe and I respect the heck out of you, but I'm not going to set back and let something happen to Susan or your girls. I don't believe like you do. You know that and I'm going to do what I believe in just like you follow what you believe."
"Yes, Davis, we must help them," Malina told him.
"Davis, if you get hurt or you hurt someone else I'll feel responsible. I appreciate you wanting to help but that's not our way."
"That's just the point, Kent. You're not responsible for me. Who made you responsible? I'll respect what you want, but if I see a way to do something I'm going to."
People were beginning to take their seats, and Davis and the girls sat in the middle row of pews. Susan Ray came and sat beside them. She was a very pretty, soft spoken young woman. She introduced her two daughters to the girls and kissed Calley and Malina on the cheek. The girls were younger copies of their mother. Krista was 16 and Vera was 14.
The service was very simple and moving and they went to dinner with the Ray's. Kent insisted and they sat around and told stories about their college days. They went back to church in the evening with the Rays and drove home.
Malina was strangely silent and Calley asked her if she was okay. "Yes," she sighed. "The church just reminded me of Spain. The people there are very much like village people in Castile. They are very simple and good. They are so very droll with their whiskers and hats. I like them Davis. We must go back often."
"They are wonderful people. There's a dark side to them though. Not here, but I've heard things over the years about other groups of them that are very cruel to people in their families that don't live by their rules. They drive them away and refuse to speak to them. They call it shunning. I've never seen that happen here, but I've heard of it. Some of them are pretty old school."
"Let us go to the Z bar and speak with Angus about helping them," Malina said.
"I want to help them too Davis," Calley told him. "They seem so gentle and peaceful. I can't bear the thought of someone hurting those beautiful girls. I could be good friends with Susan."
Davis turned off on the road to Z bar and they talked to Angus about the situation.
"Davis, the problem is that if those raiders are a rogue National Guard unit they're bound to be well armed and trained. I've got a pretty salty crew but we aren't soldiers and we don't have that kind of weapons. 30/30's are fine guns but they're not up to military standards."
"How many men could you spare?" Davis asked.
"Maybe 30," Angus said. "I won't strip my place. I like those people too, Davis, but I've got to take care of the Z bar. A lot of people depend on me. Why don't you go around to the neighbors and see if you can get some people together?"
"I've got 50 M16's," Davis said. "I'll arm the whole crew. That ought to tip the odds quite a bit. There can't be more than 15 or 20 in that unit. Most of the guard units weren't local. They traveled from all over the area to form up."
"What if they've got heavy machine guns or armored vehicles?" Angus asked.
"I've got a heavy machine gun, too, and a bit of a surprise for armored vehicles. I'll figure out something to make that gun mobile. I'll make the rounds and see which way the wind is blowing."
Over the next two days Davis and the girls made the rounds of the neighbors. He picked up promises from a man here and two there and 10 from the Rocking Ladder. He had one ranch left and he almost didn't go. He had never liked Tom Clanton. They had gone to school together and Clanton had been big for his age in grade school. He had been a bully and had selected Davis as a good target. For ten days in the fourth grade there had been a fight on the playground every day. Clanton started the first one and Davis had started the rest. He lost every fight, but after the tenth, Clanton was through. He had promised to never bother Davis again if he would just stop attacking him. They had never been friendly after that and as they got older, Davis got much bigger and Clanton never grew much after the 7th grade. As his size decreased in proportion to his classmates he became much less aggressive.
He pulled up in the yard and Clanton was sitting on the porch. Davis was surprised to see that the Reverend King was there. He told the girls to wait and walked up to the porch.
"Tom, how you doing?" He nodded at the Reverend.
They made small talk for a minute and Clanton asked, "What's on your mind Davis?"
He explained the situation and asked if Clanton would be interested in helping with the raiders. "If they clean out the German Baptists they'll be looking for new targets. We might be next."
"Never cared much for those Dunkards anyway," Clanton said. "I know you was thick as thieves with the Rays and Millers, but they always seemed sort of odd to me."
"They're more than odd," Reverend King exploded. "They're the spawn of the false prophet."
"What are you talking about?" Davis said. "You told me you don't even know them."
"I know they don't believe in the millennial reign of the Lord. It's here Rade. The axe is laid to the root of the tree and the fire of God is raining down on all the followers of the false prophet. The earth is being cleansed and the temple of God is being set up in the New Jerusalem."



"The Reverend's got a real church set up over in Coates, Davis. I've been going over there and he makes a lot of sense."
"And I suppose the New Jerusalem is Coates and he's the harbinger of God sent to warn all us sinners. You're an idiot Clanton, and King is a fanatic. I don't know why I came here."
He turned to leave. The Reverend walked down the sidewalk two steps behind him. "The fury of God is going to strike you, Rade," he thundered. "You and those two harlots will face the wrath of God."
Davis was on him in a blur and the point of his hunting knife was under the Reverend's chin, tilting his head up uncomfortably. Clanton started to get up and the sound of a shell being jacked into the chamber of a riot gun from the Jeep froze him. He sank back down.
"You open your mouth again and insult those two ladies and I'll cut out your tongue. You're a piece of shit, King. You aren't fit to lick the boots of those good people you call 'false prophets.' Keep off my trail or I'll gut you and feed you to my dogs." He pressed on the knife and a thin trickle of blood ran down the Reverend's neck. His eyes rolled in terror and he felt hot wetness flow down his leg as his bladder emptied.
Davis pushed him back and he staggered and nearly fell. Davis walked to the Jeep and drove away.
"Why did you do that, Davis?" Malina asked.
"He was uncomplimentary toward my girls," Davis said.
"Let me guess," Calley laughed. "We're whores or harlots, and the wrath of God is going to fall on us."
Davis grinned. "Something like that. How did you know?"
"I've met people like him before. There used to be a group that came to campus every year when I was in college. They liked calling women whores and promising hell fire to everyone they didn't like. I like our German Baptist friends better. You made that man piss himself, Davis."
"Yes, it was very exciting, but you must not fight with everyone that insults us, Davis." Malina told him.
"Why not?"
"We do not need your help. Calley and I will scratch their eyes out. We might shoot them with our guns. I was ready to shoot the fat man on the porch, but he was a great coward."
"I know, thanks little girl. I love you but it's my job to protect you, not the other way around."
"Davis, you're a fool," Calley told him. "You're so chivalrous. We aren't some hothouse plants that you've got to shelter. I hate being treated like that. I mean I love you for feeling like that, but it is our job to protect you. That's what you do for people you love. Do you understand? We're partners. I think that's what Malina is saying and I agree with her. I know you protect us and take care of us, but we spent a lot of time taking care of you, too, after you were shot."
Davis grinned ruefully. "I guess I do have a lot of old fashioned ideas, but that's how I was raised. I know you're smart and strong and brave. You're both a lot smarter than me. I'll try to reform. Do you love me?"
"Wait till we get home and we'll show you," Calley promised.
 
Chapter Ten
Davis got up the next morning with a plan. The girls were still in bed when he went to the barn and found Will milking Molly.
"Will, I've got a job for you. I want you to go up to Barnes place on 281. There's no one there and it's a mile off the highway. Take a good pair of binoculars and some camping gear. Take a radio and watch that highway. If you see any military vehicles you call me and hightail it back here. Don't let anyone see you and don't engage them under any circumstances. Will you do that?"
"Sure, boss," Bryant said. "Be like a vacation. I'll finish the chores and leave.
Davis went to the big garage and got out his 5 ton Chevy. He walked around it for a while studying it. He went to the machine shop and inspected his sheet metal. He walked down to an old grain bin and looked it over. He went back to the truck and took a lot of measurements with a tape measure.
He went back to the house, took a cup of coffee to his office, got out drafting tools and began to draw. He heard movement from his bedroom, the shower running and the girls talking. He smiled at that wonderful warm feeling those voices caused and bent back to his task.
He didn't notice when Calley came in until she slipped her arms around his neck from behind. She rested her chin on his shoulder. She was holding a cup of coffee in one hand. "What are you drawing, baby?" she asked him.
"I'm drawing armor for the truck," he told her. She pressed against his back and watched him draw for a while. She nibbled on his neck and he straightened up and spun around on the stool to face her. She had on a button up shirt and that was obviously all. Her hair was still damp and he pulled her against him and buried his face in her fragrance.
"You look so beautiful in the morning," he told her.
Her eyes sparkled and she looked down a little shyly. He reached out and took her coffee cup, setting it on the table, unbuttoned the three buttons she had fastened and slid his hands inside around her waist, parting the shirt. He let his eyes feast on her lush breasts, down over her muscled stomach and to the narrow strip of dark curls. She was unbelievably curvy and sexy.
"You're embarrassing me, Davis," she whispered, a blush creeping down from her cheeks.
He pulled her close and nibbled his way down her neck. She shivered and arched her back, giving him access to her breasts. His lips fastened to one little cone and he stretched it out with his lips as she gasped and shuddered. She reached for his drawstring, and he helped her slide his shorts and boxers to the floor. She climbed astride and threw her head back in ecstasy. She came easily and often, and they were oblivious to the world for thirty minutes.
Malina came to the door and saw them. She smiled happily and waited. When they stopped moving, she knocked and told them breakfast was ready. Davis beckoned her over and she ran to be folded in their embrace. Davis slipped his hand inside her boxers and cupped her butt. He stood up, picked her up and carried her to the sofa. He and Calley stripped her clothes and nibbled and caressed her slender body until she cried out her completion, clutching Calley's head between her thighs, her fingers tangled in Davis' hair at her breast.
They warmed breakfast back up, sat naked on the sofa and fed each other.
"Will you girls help me put armor on the truck today?" he asked them.
They agreed, and stood up to get dressed. He smacked their rumps and they squealed and ran off to their bedrooms.
He rose languidly and dressed in jeans and a long sleeved shirt. He thought to call in and advise them to do the same. They pulled the truck into the machine shop and Davis used the overhead crane to move sheet metal onto tables. The girls used soapstone and drew the shapes on the metal, and Davis took his welding truck down the grain bin and cut five large rectangles out of it. He loaded them onto the truck and hauled them back to the shop,
The girls were finished with drawing the shapes he had drafted. He put goggles on them and they watched fascinated as he fired up the cutting torch and began cutting the shapes. The sparks began to fly and molten steel dripped on the floor. The first part dropped to the floor and Calley dragged it out of the way against the wall with a large pair of channel locks.
"Davis, may I try cutting the metal?" Malina asked.
"Sure, little girl," he cut off the gas and lifted his goggles. "Put on a pair of those long leather gloves."
"Why must I wear the gloves?" she asked. "It is very hot and they look very uncomfortable."
"Yes, it is and yes they are, but not as hot or uncomfortable as it will be if some of that hot metal splashes on your arms. I should make you put on leathers and I will if you weld with the MIG."
"I see, I was not thinking, Davis. I will not ask any more questions. I should have known you would have a reason."
"Nonsense," he told her. "If you don't ask questions you won't get answers. I don't always know what I'm doing. If it doesn't make sense I expect you to ask questions. That isn't always true. If I tell you to run or drop or hide I don't want you to ask questions. Just do it and ask why later. Assume I have a reason for emergency stuff."
"I will remember, Davis." She put on the gloves, he showed her how to use the striker and explained what the valves did. She opened the acetylene valve and lit it with the striker.
"Open the valve a little more," he told her.
She turned the flame up a little and opened the oxygen valve. The orange flame turned blue as she adjusted the flame.
He pulled her goggles down. "Hold the flame there on the edge until you see a glow and a shiny looking puddle forms. Then you push the cutting lever and it blows the metal away. Make a cut over to the line and then just follow the line."
Malina cut a long, narrow rectangle and then cut a rectangular slot in it and turned off the torch. "I love to cut metal," she told him. "The colors are very pretty, but it is very hot. I do not think I would wish to do it all the time as a job."
"Well, welders don't always cut metal. You might like the actual welding better."
It took the rest of the day to cut the pieces and get the sharp edges ground down. They cut brackets to weld to the truck and set them aside for tomorrow when they would actually attach them.
When they completed the job, the engine and wheels were protected by the sections from the grain bin and the cab was lined with steel. There was a slot in front of the driver so it was possible to see out, but the driver would be totally protected from fire. Davis made the truck as safe as he could and fabricated a mount for the M2 .50 caliber in the bed. He had also made a shield that attached to the gun with another slot to protect the gunner while still allowing them to aim.
They delivered weapons and ammunition to the posse and waited to hear from Will Bryant. The wait was not long. Four days after they completed the modifications on the truck, Bryant reported that a group of Desert Sand vehicles had left town and were headed south. He ignored Davis' instructions and shadowed the group as they moved south.
Davis notified the posse and they met at the Sawyer Post Office. Davis and the two girls brought the five-ton, and Calley drove. Bryant gave them the location of the raiders and the posse set out on an intercept course. The posse set up at a crossroads and waited for the raiders to appear.
Soon they could see the dust of the approaching vehicles. Bryant reported that the lead vehicle was a Bradley fighting vehicle and Davis got his surprise ready. The Guard unit stopped 100 yards away and Davis rose up in the back of the truck. Fire roared from the tube of the Panzerschreck Bazooka and the rocket struck the Bradley. It leaped into the air on a ball of flame that surrounded it and landed on its side in the ditch. Davis reloaded and blew up a transport truck which exploded into flames, disgorging flaming figures that flopped for a few moments on the road and were still.
The posse surged forward, guns blazing from the back of pickup trucks with Calley driving the five-ton in the vanguard. Davis opened up the M2 and the heavy slugs shredded anything they touched. In less than a minute 18 men lay dead in the road or sprawling from doors where they died trying to get out. Four men were wounded and taken prisoner.
The group discussed what to do with the prisoners. "These men raped a 14 year old girl and her mother repeatedly while they forced their brother and father to watch," Davis argued.
"How do you know it was these guys?" Anthony asked him.
"I don't," Davis replied. "It may have been some of these other sons of bitches but these men were there and watched it happen if they didn't do it. I think they ought to be executed right now."
"What about a trial?" another man asked.
"They declared themselves guilty when they drove out of town on this raid," Bryant said. "I agree with Davis. I think we should leave one of them alive though. Let him go back and give everyone in that town the message that we're going to kill every son of a bitch that comes out here and tries to rob people in this community."
"Who's going to execute them?" the man asked.
"I'll do it," Bryant said. He didn't give anyone else a chance to argue. He drew his revolver and put three rounds into the heads of the prisoners. He struck the last prisoner in the face and flattened him to the ground.
"You go back home and tell them what happened here. If I ever see you again I'll open you up like a Christmas package." He struck the man across the face again with his gun barrel, leaving him bloody and barely conscious on the ground.
The group dispersed, Davis got back in the truck and they drove to the Ray's farm. They got out and saw Susan in the back hanging out laundry. She waved and hung up the last garment and walked around the house to meet them carrying her laundry basket. Kent came out of the barn and shook hands with them.
"Kent, I know you didn't want this to happen but that Guard unit was heading for Carl Brubaker's house today. We got together with the Z bar boys and about 40 of us met them on the road. They won't be raping or killing anyone else."
Susan burst into tears and threw her arms around Davis and the girls. "Oh, thank you Davis, thank you girls. I was so afraid. You can't imagine how afraid I've been for my girls. I don't care, Kent," she said as he started to object. "I know it's not our way to fight. I'm sorry Davis killed them but I'm not sorry they're dead. I can't be. Our girls are safe and I'm safe and you're safe. I'll pray for those men but I can't be sorry they're dead."
Kent embraced his wife and patted her bonnet. "I know, Susan, I know. I'm grateful to you too, Davis. I just don't want to see blood on your hands. You're a good friend to us, Davis. We all love you and we want you to know that we're all in your debt. I don't know how we'll ever pay you back."
"You don't owe me anything, Kent. I was protecting my family, too. Do you think I didn't know what those people would have done to Calley and Malina if they caught them out somewhere? We would never have had peace as long as they were out there. I can go to bed at night now and know that my friends and people I love aren't being raped and murdered. The way you can pay me back is the way you've been paying me back since we were three years old. Keep being my friend and keep my pew ready for me at church when I come."
Chapter 11
Fall was rapidly approaching. The corn was beginning to turn brown and the mornings brought a chill to the air. The last of the garden was in sight and Davis and the girls worked hard to harvest their winter food. Some of the vegetables were allowed to grow un-harvested so that they would fully ripen for seed. The rest was canned or frozen.
They made another collection of carp from the river for dog food, and Davis was satisfied that they had enough for the winter. Issus was pregnant and so was Molly. They allowed her to go dry for a couple of months and although they missed the milk, they had canned cream to cook with and had plenty of butter in the freezers.
The fall calves were born and the girls fell in love with the shaggy little Beef Master calves. There were also two colts and these quickly became the girl's pets. Pumpkins began to turn orange and it was time to harvest the corn.
Several of their neighbors helped them harvest and traded their hybrids for Davis' open pollinated varieties. They put the corn in the grain bins and Davis traded with Krista and Vera Ray for two kittens, promising them a puppy when Issus whelped. The kittens were instantly adopted by the girls. They were little balls of fluff that Davis hoped would keep down the rodent population around the ranch buildings. He had to speak sternly to the dogs, who regarded the kittens with a great deal of suspicion. The kittens viewed their stumpy tails as toys to be attacked every time they moved and the dogs quickly learned to tolerate them. It was not unusual to see a huge Cane Corso sleeping in the sun with a fluffy kitten curled up under their chin or on their belly.
Four puppies were born two days before Halloween, a male and three females. Davis gave two of the females to the Rays and the Calley chose the male and Malina one of the females. They named them Boris and Natasha. Davis got quite a kick out of those names. The girls insisted that Issus be allowed to sleep inside in the mud room while the puppies were little, and Anubis grew so vocal about their separation that they let him in too to keep him quiet.
They hosted a Halloween party and all the neighbors attended. Angus pulled Davis aside and they went into his office and relaxed and sipped whiskey. Joel Anthony joined them and Malina came in and curled up on Davis' lap.
"Davis, I've been hearing some things I don't like. Reverend King has been spreading it around that you assaulted him. Tom Clanton is backing up his story. He's got a bunch of people from around Coates going to his church and a bunch of people from up around Havilland. Did you attack him Davis?"
"Yes, I suppose I did."
"Why? I've never known you to go around picking fights. Why would you attack a preacher?"
"Angus, you're my oldest friend. I've known you since I was in diapers and you've always been like an uncle to me, but with all due respect, I don't have to justify myself to you."
"Now don't take it like that, Davis. You were always the damndest kid for getting your back up. I'm not asking you to justify yourself, I just want to know what happened."
"Sorry Angus, but the Reverend is a sore spot with me. What would you do if someone told you that Zelda was a whore and that the wrath of God was going to fall on her?"
"Who is Zelda?" Malina asked.
"Zelda is his daughter," Davis told her. "She's about ten years older than me and she lives on a ranch down in Oklahoma."
"I'd kick his ass," Angus replied. "Is that what happened?"
"Yes. Did you think I'd just attack the man for no reason? Clanton was there and started to pull a gun and Malina covered him with a riot gun and stopped him. But I didn't kick his ass. I should have, but I put a knife to his throat and told him to keep his mouth shut or I'd cut out his tongue."
"He was very afraid," Malina said. "He urinated on his own leg. He is a great coward."
Angus and Anthony shouted with laughter. "I didn't think that," Angus said. "I knew you would have a good reason. Don't be so touchy boy. I'm on your side. I just wanted to hear what happened. I'm afraid King is going to try to stir something up. One of my boys went over there to one of their meetings and King was talking about the beast and the false prophet and it seems like you're him. Well, he doesn't like the Baptists over at Sawyer much either but you seem to head the list of the people the Lord is going to punish. I'm just afraid he won't wait on the Lord."
"What can he do?" Anthony asked. "Davis is dug in like an Alabama tick here. No one is going to come in here and get away with it. Those people out there in his living room think he hung the moon. Especially after what happened up there at Sawyer. Hell, man, I think so, too."
"My boys would die for those girls to the last man," Angus said. "Just watch out for him Davis. He's a vengeful man. His religion is all about wrath and hell fire."
"The only time I go outside the fence is to go to one of the dances around or to church," Davis told them. "Let him try to come in here and start something. I despise that kind of fanatic. Religion is supposed to be about love and grace and mercy and treating other people like you want to be treated. He's a nut case and probably a dangerous man once he gets a mob together, but I'm not going to sit back and let him call my girls whores."



"Thank you, Davis, but we have already had this conversation and you know how Calley and I feel about this," Malina pulled on his ear. "We don't need you to fight our battles for us."
"No you don't," Angus said. "You're a little spitfire, Malina and I wouldn't want you mad at me. You were ready to scratch my eyes out though when I told you Davis was lazy. Seems to me like you've got the same idea he has."
"Yes, it makes me very angry for anyone to speak about him like that. But I am Latin and we have fierce tempers. I am trying to be more calm."
"You're perfect just the way you are, little girl," Davis kissed her cheek. "Don't ever change."
Anthony talked for a while about the progress he had made in getting a group together for the trip south for fuel. He was experiencing difficulties in dealing with a militia group headed by a former governor of Oklahoma that had control of the nearest refinery. The man wanted a prohibitive cut of the fuel produced and so far Anthony had little success in talking him off his position. His brother-in-law had agreed to use his truck fleet to haul the fuel but he also wanted a cut and by the time they paid everyone involved it just didn't look like the trip would be worthwhile.
Davis suggested that they think about the abandoned Coastal refinery in Wichita, but the dangers of going there were a huge deterrent. He also had another idea.
"Why can't we make alcohol?" he asked. "It's a fine fuel. We might have to tinker with our engines a bit but we have grain. We can produce more grain and I don't see any end to the amount we could make. Another possibility is natural gas. How many of our oil wells make natural gas? I know five of mine do. I know how to do the conversions and I have the parts for conversions to either. I don't have a still but I know how to make one that will produce 95 percent pure alcohol. The natural gas conversion would be easier. I can convert a small gas engine like a generator in about four hours. People burning propane just have to change the nozzles on their furnace. The biggest problem would be getting the gas to the engines or furnaces. I have about 30 tanks. The coop has compressors for propane we could scavenge. They aren't being used anyway; there's no propane."
"I already have a line," Anthony said. "We quit using it about five years ago when salt water came down the line and ruined the furnace."
"That's just a poor design," Davis told him. "Put a couple of dryer tanks in the line and they collect the salt water. All you have to do is drain them once a month. I know how to install them and I can teach you."
"When can you start?" Anthony asked.
"We can get all the pipe we need from abandoned oil yards. I know where seven are within 20 miles. I can start next week. People will have to get their own pipe. I'm not hauling it for them. I won't install it either. They can do that themselves unless they can't weld. They'll have to find somebody that can and trade with them. Also, while I'm working on their stuff I'm not letting stuff go here. I'll trade for work here. The girls go everywhere I go and I won't leave Will here to do all the work we should be doing. If you pass the word I'll get started. I won't work after the first snow, so we need to get cracking."
Seventeen people wanted to convert to natural gas. Davis started with Joel Anthony. Anthony sent two men to work Davis' place and Davis and the girls had his generator running on compressed natural gas in two days. They converted his tractor and pickup as well, and the girls quickly picked up on the process. Malina turned out to be a very good welder and Calley was a good fabricator. They worked quickly, and by Thanksgiving everyone who wanted to convert was finished.
Davis and the girls took two weeks off and went hunting. Calley didn't really care for hunting, she discovered. She killed a deer and a turkey and retired. She was happy to go with them, and she ran errands and did most of the meat packing after Davis butchered, but she didn't like killing the animals.
They killed 10 deer and 20 turkeys before Davis was satisfied. They went pheasant hunting on abandoned farms to the north and killed 50 pheasants and twice that many quail. Malina loved hunting. Davis taught her how to shoot a bow and all winter, she was as likely to be found sitting in a tree stand as at home. She hunted along the creek inside the fence and took the dogs and hunted the corn fields for pheasants.
Calley and Malina wanted to invite the Ray's for Thanksgiving. Davis smoked a wild turkey and Susan cooked a ham. They played board games and popped maize in the fireplace. Susan and Calley were becoming very close, while the younger girls adored Malina. Her quaint way of talking charmed them to the point that they began to adopt some of her mannerisms, and she was teaching them Spanish.
Davis had made apple cider from some of the apples off his six trees and they sipped hot cider with cinnamon.
They all hugged goodbye and the Ray's went home. Davis sat between his girls on the sofa and ate a turkey sandwich while they drank more cider. Calley was holding Boris on her lap. He was already nearly 40 pounds and Davis declared that he was getting too big to hold.
"No, he's just a baby," she cooed. "Look at him. He loves me."
"Everyone loves you, Calley," Malina told her. "You are so squishy."
Calley was indignant. "I told you she wouldn't like that," Davis laughed.
"But you are," Malina objected. She reached over and squeezed one big breast. "See? I love to squeeze you Calley."
Mollified, Calley arched her back, pressing into Malina's hand. "Okay, I guess I am, but I wish you'd find another word."
"You're getting a little squishier yourself little girl," Davis tested the weight of one of her firm breasts. My little girl's getting big."
"Yes, soon I will no longer look like a little boy. Calley will not be able to tease me anymore."
Davis put Boris on the floor and held his hands out to them. "Let's go to bed and compare squishiness," he laughed.
They lay breathless in the darkness, the girls on each side of Davis, knees touching and cheeks resting on his chest while he ran his hands up and down silky skin and tangled in the tousled hair.
"What do you girls want for Christmas?" he asked.
"I don't know," Calley told him. "Let me think about it."
"I know what I want," Malina said. "I want two days and two nights."
"I don't understand, kitten," Davis said. "Two days and two nights of what?"
"I want you to go somewhere so I can have Calley all to myself for one day and one night. Then I want you all to myself for one day and one night. I do not know how to accomplish this, but this is what I wish for."
"That's the sweetest thing I've ever heard," Calley told her. "I don't know how that can happen, either, but we'll find a way, baby."
"Maybe I know," Davis said. "How far away do we have to be?"
"Not far. I wish for you to be close in case I need you, but not so close that you interrupt me."
"Will is going home for Christmas for two weeks. His folks live out at Coldwater. How would it be if I spent the day and night at his house and Calley stays there the next?"
"Oh, Davis, that would be perfect. You could stay in Will's cute little house and if I need you I could just walk down the bunker and knock."
"I think I know what I want, too," Calley told them. "I think this is what I want but I wanted to talk to you both about it. I'm not sure yet, but I think I will be sure by Christmas."
"What is it, Calley?" Malina asked. "We will give you anything you want."
"I don't want anything from you, Malina, except for you to love me and give us your permission."
"Permission? It is a silliness, Calley. You do not need my permission to do anything."
"I do for this. I would never do it unless you wanted me to."
"You're killing us, Calley," Davis said. "Come on, baby, out with it."
"Okay, here goes. I want an engagement ring from you, Davis. I know you won't marry me until Malina is ready, and I don't want that either, but I want your promise. I want something I can hold on to so I'll have the courage to do the other thing I want.
"What is it, Calley? I cannot stand the suspense any longer," Malina begged.
"I think I want a baby." She burst into tears.
"Oh yes, I should love a baby," Malina squirmed with excitement. "But why are you crying, Calley? Babies should not make one cry. They are very happy. We would be very good mothers, Calley, and Davis would be a wonderful father."
"I know, I was just afraid that you wouldn't want me to. Davis still hasn't said anything. Please, Davis, say something."
"Yes, Davis, you must tell Calley that you love her and that you would love our baby as well. She is very sad and you can make her very happy."
Davis took Calley's right arm and pulled her on top of him and held her tight. He pulled her up so that he could reach her lips and kissed her for a very long time. "You just took me by surprise, Calley. I had no idea that you were even thinking about such a thing."
"But do you want to, Davis?" she asked anxiously.
"I think so," he finally said. "Give me a minute to think. You can't spring this on me and expect me to decide all in a minute. I do love you, Calley, with all my heart, and I love the idea of you having our baby. I just don't know if now is the right time. It might be dangerous for you. It would kill Malina and I if something happened to you. There aren't any hospitals, if you have complications I wouldn't know what to do. How much hardship would a child face being raised in the world right now? I just don't know. Let me think about it. Let's talk about it. Convince me. I'm not saying I don't want to, I do, but I don't know about right now."
"No, I won't convince you Davis. I understand that you need to think about it. I've been thinking for three months. I'm sorry I cried and made you feel like you need to answer now. But think about this; I'm 26 and you're 36. I want to have a baby while I'm still young. I want to be young when our child grows up. I won't ever love anyone else besides you guys. That's all I'm going to say, and Malina, I forbid you to pressure Davis. Let him make up his own mind. If he doesn't think the time is right I'll be fine with that so long as he thinks there will be a right time."
"No, Calley, I promise, but I do want a baby, Davis. I want to have one myself in a few years."
"You know what?" Davis said. "I do know some doctors. Two of my best friends are doctors. The Berkley's live just across the Oklahoma line. His name is Ricky and hers is Kathy. He's a surgeon and she's a pediatrician. I went to grade school with him, and his mom and dad were our neighbors. We've been close ever since. It's only about 40 miles down there. We could go down and stay a couple of weeks. They have a huge house out on a horse ranch, and we could take the Airstream down and stay there for a couple of weeks or so before the baby was born. They could take care of you, Calley. But I'm still getting ahead of myself. Let me think."
He felt Malina's little hand stroking along his thigh. Her fingers danced and his excitement rose again. She moved him into position at Calley's entrance and whispered, "Let's practice."
Calley slid down and he was enveloped in her heat. She sat up and began a slow, languorous movement, her breasts bouncing with her movement and he forgot all other thoughts.
 
Chapter 12
Reverend King looked out over his congregation with satisfaction. The small church house was nearly full. The gospel had been well received lately, he thought. Numbers had swelled over the last few months. These people knew the millennial reign was about to begin and the last battle was on the horizon. God's enemies were about to be overthrown and the axe was laid to the root of the tree. The chaff was about to be separated from the wheat and cast into the fire.
The chief obstacles to his success in uniting the whole community in the truth were the German Baptists over at Sawyer. They were standing firm in their opposition to the truth. They refused to allow him to preach in their building and denied that he was the Lord's prophet. Ever since Davis Rade had murdered the National Guard unit out of Pratt, more and more people had started attending church at Sawyer. For some reason most of the ranchers west and south of Medicine Lodge regarded Rade as a hero. The Reverend knew how to cope with wickedness. Cut off the head and the snake might writhe around for a while, but the body would die.
The problem was getting to the head. As long as Rade was in his compound he was invulnerable. The Reverend had tried to build enthusiasm for a raid on the compound but the stories of the destruction of the Guard unit had made the rounds and his people viewed an attack on Rade's home as a suicide mission.
The two whores were the key. If the Reverend could get his hands on them, Rade could be lured outside and destroyed. They never went anywhere alone. That difficulty had to be overcome. Rade never left them alone. One of the dances seemed to be the best opportunity, but the Reverend wasn't being invited to those anymore. He had been preaching against revelry and debauchery lately so that he could separate his followers from Rade's influence. His moralizing hadn't gone over well among the independently minded ranchers to the southeast and they had simply ignored him. If he could gain the support of the Rocking Ladder and Z Bar he would have a strong base from which to operate.
With that kind of numbers he could expand to Medicine Lodge, Pratt and Greensburg. The whole of south central Kansas would be under the Lord's control and the gospel could be spread throughout the Midwest. Rade was the obstacle standing in the way.
"My text today comes from Revelation chapter 16, verses 13 through 16," the Reverend began his sermon. 'And I saw three unclean spirits like frogs come out of the mouth of the dragon, and out of the mouth of the beast, and out of the mouth of the false prophet. For they are the spirits of devils, working miracles, which go forth unto the kings of the earth and of the whole world, to gather them to the battle of that great day of God Almighty. Behold, I come as a thief. Blessed is he that watcheth, and keepeth his garments, lest he walk naked, and they see his shame. And he gathered them together into a place called in the Hebrew tongue Armageddon.'
"Make no mistake, my brethren; the final battle is upon us. This is the great day of the wrath of Almighty God. You have seen the first six vials poured out upon the earth. All that remains standing between us and the great day of the Lord when the saints emerge victorious and the faithful are raptured is the appearance of the three unclean spirits.
"But what would you think if I told you that your servant has discovered the identity of the three unclean spirits? What if I told you I know where they are? What if we had the ability to remove them from the face of the earth? Do you want to be saved from the wrath of God? He is depending on us for the spread of his kingdom on earth. Yes, the people in this one little congregation in Kansas are the ones he has chosen as his instruments to cleanse the earth of these vile creatures.
"God has chosen me to lead you and he has revealed to me the location and the names of the three unclean spirits. They have lived among you for years, hiding their evil natures. Who is it that has prevented the spread of the gospel among you? Who is it that has defended the spawn of the false prophet and prevented the outpouring of the seventh vial upon the servants of the beast at Sawyer?
"There are three unclean spirits among us. So long as they go unpunished, God's purpose will be halted. His will cannot proceed so long as they go unpunished. Shall we join together and march toward salvation or shall we cower in fear while the enemies of God move forward boldly. God has chosen me to lead you in this righteous cause. Are you with me, my brothers and sisters?"
A chorus of "Amens" rose from the congregation.
"I can't hear you. Did someone say 'Amen?'"
There was an even louder chorus.
"Who are the unclean spirits, Reverend?" Tom Clanton spoke up.
"They are the three people standing in the way of God's plan," the Reverend thundered. "You know them well. They are Davis Rade, Calista De la Vega and Malina Nebrija. Who was it that defended the spawn of the false prophet in Sawyer when the wrath of God was falling upon them? Who is it that has deceived your neighbors and uses their influence to keep them away from our church and fighting against the will of God? Who is it that attacked the servant of God when called to repentance and held weapons at the ready to murder brother Clanton when he attempted to defend God's servant? God's word reveals that judgment must fall upon the two whores. 'I will shew unto thee the judgment of the great whore.' These women are her children. 'And by them the inhabitants of the earth have been made drunk with the wine of their fornication'. Your neighbors have been deceived by them and now is the time of God's judgment.
"God has revealed to his servant a plan. Brothers and sisters, will you stand on the Lord's side? Will you join with his servants and overcome these evil spirits?"
The response was everything he had hoped for. He met with his leaders after church and they began to form their plan. It would take a great deal of planning and execution, but he was confident that the truth was mighty and would prevail. The reign of Christ was at hand.
 
Chapter 13
The three unclean spirits, unaware of their designation, were attending church at Sawyer. It was a cold, clear morning and Malina had risen early, did the chores and cooked breakfast. She dragged a complaining Davis and the somewhat more cooperative Calley out of bed and got them dressed and in the car.
They spent a pleasant day in the company of the Rays. They stopped by the Z Bar on the way home and Angus told them that there would be a dance on Friday at George Lane's house. Lane lived about 10 miles west of Davis, and he really didn't know the man that well. He had come to two of the events, and Angus was planning to go with many of his hands.
Malina wanted to go very badly, and so Davis relented and agreed to go. Lane had primarily been a wheat farmer and Davis had traded some of his Turkey Red to him for seed. They arrived a little late and the dance had already begun. Davis danced with Malina a couple of times and Greg Wilson asked her to dance while Davis went looking for Calley. He found her dancing with Anthony and tagged in. She was looking very beautiful in an electric blue gown and diamonds.
"I told you you would look good in diamonds," he whispered in her ear. "I was right. You're glowing tonight, baby."
"Thanks, Davis, I feel really pretty. I've been wondering if you've given any thought to what we talked about; you know, about a baby."
"I haven't thought about much else. Calley, I love you and I would like nothing better than to make that happen. I know it's what you want and if that's what you want I want it, too."
"That's not good enough," she told him. "I don't want you to want it because I do. I want you to want it because you do."
"Well, I do want it. I'm just afraid."
"What are you afraid of? Are you afraid you won't be a good father?"
"That's not it. I mean yes, I am afraid of that, but what I'm really afraid of is that the world isn't safe for a baby. In ten years I might feel differently, but that window might close for me. I'm just conflicted, Calley. I want you to be happy and I would love to be the father of our baby. I guess I'm telling you I still don't know."
"That's okay, Davis. I'm already happy. I don't want a baby to make me happy. You and Malina make me happy every day. I don't need anything else. I'll wait until you're ready. If you never are, that's okay too. I'm happy you love me and Malina loves me. You're all I need. I just want a baby. I don't have to have one." She reached up and pulled his head down and kissed him.



"You're a great girl, Calley," he told her. "I'm the luckiest man alive."
Malina danced with Greg and he asked her if she knew Tim Lane. "He's been pestering me to introduce you," he told her. "I think he wants to dance with you."
"I do not know him," she said. "Is he interesting?"
"Not as interesting as me," he told her. "But I promised him I'd introduce him. Is that okay, Malina?"
"Yes, I suppose. If he bores me I will wink at you and you must rescue me," she said.
"I'll be watching," he promised.
He led her across the barn to where a thin, blonde-haired young man was sitting on a bale of hay.
"Hey, Tim, this is Malina Nebrija. Malina, this is Tim Lane."
"I am pleased to meet you. Thank you for inviting us to this dance."
He stood up and asked her to dance. "I wanted to meet you. Greg told me about you. You're just as beautiful as he said."
Malina blushed a little. "Thank you, Tim. I will dance one dance with you but then I wish to dance with Davis again."
When the song ended, Tim asked Malina if she wanted to see the new kittens. She really wanted to dance with Davis but she did love kittens. She walked outside with him and around to a shed behind the barn. The kittens were delightful and she played with them for a few minutes. It was cold and she became uncomfortably cool. Her dress had no back and her arms were bare.
"I am growing cold," she told Tim. "We must return so that I can dance again with Davis."
She preceded him to the door and as she stepped outside three men standing outside the shed seized her. Two held her arms and the third slipped a bag over her head and drew it tight. She fought like a tiger. Her screams were muffled by the hood and she couldn't see but she sank her teeth into the arm of one of the men holding her and kicked wildly at the other. Startled by her ferocity, they lost their hold on her and she ran forward swiftly. She struck a car and fell to the ground, hands scrabbling at the hood over her face.
The three men recovered and jumped on her, pinning her to the ground. They pulled her arms behind her and wrapped them with duct tape. She continued to struggle, kicking with her feet until they held her legs and wrapped her ankles and knees. She bucked and struggled but they quickly carried her to a car. They threw her into the trunk and she was bounced and bruised as the car sped away.
She struggled to free herself. She found a piece of what felt like metal and managed to cut the tape around her wrists. She hurt herself on the metal and felt blood trickling down her wrists. She was searching for the knot holding the bag over her head when the car stopped. She struggled frantically, trying to get the bag off. She heard the trunk open and someone grabbed her wrists and bound her again. Hands lifted her from the trunk and she heard her dress tear as it caught on something. Cold air flowed over her legs and someone tore the dress again as they tripped on the hanging material.
She was carried into a warm place and they freed her hands for a moment. She managed to scratch someone and they cursed and grabbed her wrists. She was thrust into something that felt like a wooden chair and her wrists were taped to the sides. They taped her midsection and legs to the chair and cut off the tape she had been restrained with. Hands fumbled with the drawstring around her neck and the hood was removed. Her heart sank when she saw that the two men in the room with her were the Reverend King and Tom Clanton.
The Reverend was smiling. "Welcome to your temporary home," he told her. There were bloody scratches down the side of Clanton's face. "You might as well relax," he told her. "You may be here a while. You see, God has chosen you as the instrument of his will. You are going to be the key to God's destruction of that Minion of Satan, Davis Rade. I'm going to tell him where you are and he's going to try to rescue you. He never goes anywhere without you whores, and he's going to bring Calista De la Vega here with him and the wrath of God will be unleashed on you."
He leaned down and sneered in her face. "Rade won't ever leave you here. He is bound to try to rescue his whore."
Malina spat in his face. "I do not like being called a whore. It is you who are a fat pig of a person. You are a great coward, attacking girls. The last time you faced Davis you urinated on your leg. I believe you will do so again when Davis comes. I will kill you for this."
He slapped her brutally across the face. Her head jerked to one side and she was nearly knocked unconscious. She felt blood in her mouth and she spat it in his face again. "I am not afraid of a coward such as you. Go ahead, hit me again."
He slapped her again and darkness claimed her. When she woke her cheek throbbed and she felt that two of her teeth were loose. Clanton was gone and the Reverend was sitting in a chair across the room. Her head was hanging and she saw that the lower part of her dress had been entirely torn away, leaving her legs bare and her boxers exposed. She glared at the Reverend and he rose and crossed the room to stand in front of her.
He raised his hand and she flinched. He laughed. "Looks like you're learning who's in charge. We're making arrangements for Rade and the other whore. Very soon you'll all be in the same trap."
She writhed and struggled but the tape held her securely. The Reverend stood looking down at her. He reached down and ran one pudgy hand over her bare shoulder. She shrugged it away fiercely and he slapped her again. He went around behind her and stroked her back and shoulders while she struggled furiously. He ran his hands up over her shoulders and circled her neck. He squeezed and she began to choke. As the blackness threatened to take her again he released her and slid his hands down over her chest and into the bodice of her dress. He cupped his hands around her breasts and pinched her nipples. She shifted as best she could to dislodge his hands and he pinched harder. She moaned in pain as his fingernails cut into one nipple, drawing blood.
"You're a pretty little whore," he told her as he squeezed her breasts painfully. "This is really all you're good for. You like this, don't you? That's what all whores like."
She turned her head quickly and sank her teeth into his forearm. With all her might she bit down on his flesh and tore a bloody chunk from his arm. He screamed and struck her on the side of her head and she knew no more.
When she came to again his forearm was bandaged and he had a knife in his hand. Tape now covered her mouth and she could hardly breathe. He advanced slowly and cut the tape around her midsection and thighs. He grasped her hips and pulled her forward, forcing her to sit on the edge of the chair. He taped her in place there with her thighs parted. He grasped her boxers and jerked them down to the tape. He cut them off with the knife and slit the remains of her dress and opened it. She sat helplessly, exposed to his gaze. He held his knife at her throat with his injured arm and reached down, running his fingers through the golden curls between her legs.
She began to scream into the tape covering her mouth and the Reverend laughed.
"Not so high and mighty now, are you whore? One more won't matter to a whore like you."
He opened his pants and let them fall to the floor. His fat white belly disgusted her and she continued to scream and shake her head. He stroked himself and lifted the tape off her mouth. "Did you want to say something whore?"
"Please, not like this," she gasped. "I will help you. I have never seen a penis so large," she lied. It was pathetic. "Let me help. I am a whore, like you said. Let me touch it. I will make it very good for you if you will not hurt me again. Just let me touch it."
The Reverend smiled. "I knew you were a whore. You'll be begging for it soon."
"Yes, I will beg. You are making me very excited. Let me show you."
He used the knife and freed one hand. She reached out and began to fondle his limp penis, panting as though she were excited. He grew in her hand and she continued to stroke him. She pulled on him and he stepped closer. As he did she seized his testicles in her hand and squeezed with all her might. The Reverend screamed and she pulled him close enough that she could reach him with her teeth. Again, she bit down with all her might and tore with her teeth. He managed to pull himself free but his mangled member was spurting blood and he sank to the floor unconscious.
She began to rock her chair back and forth. She braced her feet against the floor and managed to topple the chair over. Her head smacked the floor and she fought to retain consciousness. The chair broke when she hit the floor and she managed to scoot around to the Reverends knife and cut the tape holding her arms to the chair. She cut her thighs and feet loose and stood up. She felt needles of pain as her blood flowed to her constricted limbs and she collapsed, unable to stand the pain. She was determined and she scooted across the floor to the comatose Reverend. She worked his jacket off and put it on. She buttoned it, covering her nakedness. She was finally able to sit up. She found the duct tape and bound the Reverend's hands behind him. She taped his ankles together and began to slap him. His eyes opened and he stared at her for a moment as comprehension dawned.
"Now, fat pig; remember that I promised to kill you? I am keeping that promise."
"You can't, I'm a man of God," he gasped.
"I do not think so," she told him. "I believe you are a fat pig. Let us see if God will save you."
She raised the knife and plunged it into his right eye. He stiffened and spasmed, his body twitched and he was still.
"Perhaps God does not look with favor upon rapists," she said.
The door burst open and Clanton stumbled into the room. He looked at the Reverend with the knife sticking out of his eye. He raised his pistol and pointed it at Malina. She prepared to launch her small body at him and a shotgun blast nearly blew him in two. Gunfire erupted in the yard outside and Malina fell to the floor and fainted.
 
Chapter 14
Davis was getting Calley a glass of punch. Greg Wilson came to the table and Davis shook his hand. "Aren't you dancing with Malina?" he asked.
"No, I introduced her to Tim Lane and he wanted to dance with her."
Davis glanced around the barn. Tim was sitting on a bale of hay in a corner talking to his father. "I see Tim, but I don't see Malina," he told Greg.
"I heard Tim tell her something about going to look at some kittens," Greg said. "Maybe she isn't back yet."
Davis walked over to where the Lane's were sitting. "Where's Malina?" he asked Greg.
"She's looking at the new kittens," the boy told him.
"Where is she looking at the kittens?" Davis asked.
"They're in the shed behind the barn."
Davis took Calley's arm and they walked out of the barn. "Where are we going?" she asked.
"I just wanted to get you alone and ravish you," he told her.
"Don't you think it's a little cold for ravishing?" she laughed.
"Not when you're with a smoking hot woman," he said. "But actually, we're looking for Malina. Something doesn't feel right. Why would the Lane boy leave her alone? He said they were looking at kittens. I know Malina loves kittens, but why would he leave her?"
As they approached the door of the shed, Calley noticed something lying on the ground. She bent to pick it up and recognized one of Malina's slippers.
"Davis, hurry," she said. "Something is wrong. This is Malina's."
They rushed to the door and the shed was empty. They called her name and ran around the building looking for her. Davis ran to the Suburban, got a flashlight and they searched the ground near where they had found the slipper. Calley found a few drops of blood on the grass and screamed.
"Davis, something has happened to Malina. Oh God, no. Not that sweet little girl. Please Davis, don't let anything happen to her. I'll die if something happens to her." She began crying hysterically while Davis tried to comfort her.
People began pouring from the barn and running in the direction of Calley's screams. They came running up and Angus put his arms around Calley.
"Oh, Angus, help us. Please help us," she wept.
"I will, Calley. I promise I'll help, but you have to tell me what's going on. Stop screaming now. This isn't doing any good."
"Malina's disappeared and Calley found blood in the grass." Davis told him.
"Who was the last one to see her?" Angus asked the crowd.
"Tim brought her out here to see the kittens," Greg Wilson told him.
"Lane, what do you know about this?" Angus demanded.
"I don't know anything," the boy protested. "I left her here and she was playing with the kittens."
"Bullshit," Davis said. "She wouldn't have stayed out here by herself."
His knife was in his hand and he was holding it to the boy's throat in a blur of movement. "Where is she, boy?"
He started to shake his head and Davis pressed the knife. A line of blood appeared on the boys throat and he gagged.
"Dad?" he pleaded with his father.
Mrs. Lane rushed forward. "Don't hurt my baby," she begged. "Please don't hurt my baby. I'll tell you where she is."
"Elisabeth," her husband shouted. "You keep your mouth shut. We don't know anything."
The sound of a hammer being cocked beside his head drew him up short.
"It's all starting to fall in place now," Angus said. "I thought it was a little strange you holding a dance here. You've been awful chummy with Reverend King lately. This his idea Lane? You kidnap the little girl and then Davis goes rushing off to rescue her and walks into a trap?"
"No, the Reverend is a man of God. He wouldn't do anything like that," Lane licked his dry lips.
"Mrs. Lane, you married an idiot," Angus told her. "You better tell me where Malina is or I'm going to splash his brains all over the side of this shed and Davis is going to cut the boy's throat."
"No, please," she wept. "Don't hurt them. I'll tell you everything."
"You shut your mouth, woman," Lane shouted. "You shut your mouth before you cost us a place in the kingdom."
Angus slashed him across the face with his pistol and he fell to the ground. Mrs. Lane ran to him and shielded his body with hers. "Please don't hit him again," she begged. "The Reverend promised us a place in the millennial reign if we'd help him. He took the girl over to Coats and they're holding her in the house with the rock garden over there. They're planning to kill Davis and Calley when they go to rescue her. Don't you see, Angus? They've been deceiving us. They're the three unclean spirits keeping Christ from coming back. He won't come until they've been punished. They attacked the Reverend and they've been keeping God's wrath from falling on the children of the false prophet at Sawyer. Kill him, Angus, and God will keep a place for you in his kingdom."
"Are you insane, woman?" Angus shouted. "What kind of people do we have around here? Somebody shut her up. Cline, you stay here and keep these three under guard. Be careful, man; I think they're insane. The rest of you, mount up. We're going to Coats."
Davis and Calley rode with Angus and Anthony and planned how they were going to rescue Malina. "How you want to do this Davis?" Angus asked.
"Drop us half a mile outside town," Davis said. "We'll run in from there. They shouldn't be expecting us yet. I imagine King had some kind of plan to let me know where she was, but it shouldn't have happened yet. Give us ten minutes to get in place and then come in with your lights off. If we don't get Malina quick I'm afraid they might hurt her to make us do what they want. If they've hurt her I'm going to burn Coats to the ground, Angus."
"I'll help you do it boy, but don't think like that. You two go in and get her, Davis. You're the best I know at fighting. Don't let them hurt her." He choked back a sob. "That little girl is precious to me, Davis. Do you know that she's making deer jerky for me? I told her I liked it a while back and that's all she needed to hear. She likes to make me happy; that's what she told me. Good God, I'm going to start crying like a baby."
Calley hugged the old man. "We all love her, Angus. We'll get her out. You just come running when you're supposed to."
They turned off the lights of their vehicles two miles outside Coats and stopped when they saw a few lights ahead. Calley took her riot gun and Davis checked his 9MM's. Calley tore the bottom off her dress, ripping it off so that her legs were bare to the thigh. She left the road with Davis and they ran through the grass. They ran together every morning and she set a quick pace. In three minutes, they were concealed outside the rock house in the grass.
They heard a man scream inside the house and Tom Clanton came running down the street and up to the door. They rose behind him and as he opened the door Calley fired her 12 gauge into the small of his back. Davis was firing at a group of men that came out of a building up the street and Calley ran to the door. Malina was inside, lying on the floor, dressed in a man's suit-jacket. The ruins of her dress stuck out of the jacket and her face was cut and bruised and she had a black eye. The Reverend King lay on his back with a knife protruding from his eye.
Calley stepped over Clanton's body and ran to Malina. She gathered her into her arms and carried her out the door to where Davis was waiting. He had driven the men back into the house and had them pinned down. Lights were beginning to come on in houses as people lit candles or lanterns. Those with generators turned them on and a few electric lights came on. The vehicles of the dance guests roared up and the reinforcements jumped out. Calley carried Malina to Angus' SUV and got in with her, holding her head to her chest and caressing her hair. She kissed her lips gently and Malina opened her eyes.
"Calley?" she whimpered. "I hurt so bad. I think my face is broken."
"No, baby," Calley whispered. "You're just as beautiful as ever. What happened to your clothes, honey?"
"That fat pig cut them off. He was going to rape me, Calley, but I bit off his penis. He hurt my face. He was going to kill you. He was going to kill Davis, too. I couldn't let him do that, Calley. I had to kill him." Sobs shook her small body and she clung desperately to Calley.
Calley opened the door. "Davis," she called, "we've got to get Malina out of here. We need to take her home. She's hurt, Davis; not badly but we need to get her home."
"We've got this," Angus told him. "Take care of that little sweetheart. I swear, Davis, by this time tomorrow there won't be a town called Coats. It's going to vanish off the map. Take my car and get her home."
"Thanks, Angus. I owe you again."
"Bullshit, boy. You pay me by making sure that little girl is okay. Now git."
Calley held Malina in the back seat and Davis drove them home. He parked Angus' car in front of the house and jumped out. He carried Malina into the house and sat on the sofa holding her. Calley ran the big tub in his bathroom full of hot water and bubble bath. She undressed Malina while Davis got first aid supplies, and when he got back he carried Malina to the bathroom and lowered her into the tub. She had been crying the whole time and when the hot soapy water touched her bruises and abrasions she winced in pain.
Calley washed and caressed her small body and Davis cleaned the cuts on her cheek and ear. He placed a clean, warm washcloth on her face and let it rest there a few minutes while he washed her hair.
He took off the washcloth and gently kissed her lips. "You're going to be fine, gorgeous," he told her. "There won't be any scars. You're going to be bruised and sore for a while, but you're okay."



"Two of my teeth are loose, Davis," she sobbed. "I do not want to lose my teeth."
"Open up and let me feel," he told her.
Her jaw was so sore that she could only open it a little way. He wiggled the loose teeth.
"I think they're going to be fine, too, baby. They should tighten back up. You can't eat anything hard or tough there for a while, but I think you're going to be fine."
"My face hurts so bad, Calley. I don't think I can stand it."
"I'll help you baby." She went away and came back with a cup of water and a pain pill.
"She has blood in her mouth," Davis told her. "We need to brush her teeth and give her some anti-bacterial mouthwash."
They brushed her teeth carefully and made her rinse with mouthwash. Davis lifted her from the tub and Calley wrapped her in a towel and wrapped another around her hair. He carried her into his bedroom and put her in.
"Are you feeling better, honey?" Calley asked her. "Do you want another pill?"
"I am feeling better, but I would like another pill. My ear is very painful."
Davis looked inside. "There's blood in your ear, baby. Let me get the Otoscope and look inside."
He got the medical device and turned on its light. He probed gently inside. "Calley, I need some q-tips and some peroxide." She got the supplies and Davis gently cleaned inside her ear while Calley got her another pill. Davis looked inside again. He put the Otoscope away and sat down on the bed next to her. He helped her sit up and she took the pill.
"I know why your ear hurts, baby. Your eardrum is ruptured. Did he hit you on the side of the head, honey?"
"Yes, several times. Will I be able to hear from that ear?"
"Yes, honey, you will. It will heal and be just as good as before. Malina, I'm so sorry I let this happen." His voice broke and tears streamed down his face.
"No, Davis, this is not your fault." She patted his leg. "It is the fault of that fat pig. You came for me, Davis. You and Calley both came. You cannot watch me all the time. Calley, you must not let Davis blame himself. I am growing very sleepy and the pain is almost gone. I am sorry to be so much trouble but I must sleep. Will you both hold me while I sleep?"
Calley lay beside her and stroked her hair and whispered words of love in her ear while Davis showered. He climbed in bed and eased his arm under Malina's pillow. He stroked her silky stomach and kissed her forehead. Calley got up and showered and joined them. Malina rolled over in her sleep and slid one arm and leg across Calley with Davis spooned up against her and they drifted off to sleep.
She woke them in the early hours, shifting and moaning as the medication wore off and her pain increased. Davis gave her another pill and in 15 minutes she was resting peacefully again.
He got up at nine and reluctantly went to do chores. Will was milking when he walked into the barn. Davis explained what had happened and Will was visibly shaken. "I've got the chores today, boss. You go take care of that girl."
"Thanks, Will; I'll make it up to you," he told him.
He made breakfast for himself and Calley and made oatmeal for Malina. Calley was awake when he entered the bedroom. She smiled and blew him a kiss. "Should we wake her up?" she whispered.
"I think we should. She needs to eat and drink. Especially drink and she might need to use the bathroom. We should start her on antibiotics and she needs something in her stomach. I need to ask her a couple of questions too."
Calley leaned over Malina and kissed her lips gently, careful to avoid the cut in the corner of her mouth. "Malina, honey, wake up and eat something," she called softly. Malina's eyes fluttered and she murmured, "Where is Davis, Calley?"
"I'm right here, baby." He sat down beside her. "Malina, are you allergic to any antibiotics?"
"No," she said. "Why do you ask?"
"I think you should take some so that your ear doesn't get infected and just as a precaution. You need something in your stomach so I'm going to feed you some oatmeal. Is that okay?"
"Yes, although I am not very hungry."
"You might like this. I put butter and brown sugar and cream in it. Open up."
He spooned the oatmeal into her little mouth and she opened her eyes. "This is quite good, Davis. It is called porridge in Europe, but it is thin and made with water. I like this much better."
He fed her the rest of the oatmeal and gave her hot tea with lemon and honey to drink. He let her swallow another pain pill and an antibiotic. She sank back on her pillow with a sigh. "Thank you, Davis. You would make a very good mother." She giggled a little.
Davis and Calley ate sitting on the bed beside her. "Davis, is this breakfast in bed?" she asked.
"Yes it is, kitten. Please don't do this again just to get breakfast in bed."
She giggled again. She reached out and pulled Calley down to her and took her position half lying across her. She squeezed her fingers into one big breast and caressed the nipple.
"Hold me, Calley. I am sleepy again. You may go away and do things, Davis. Calley will take care of me." Her eyes closed and she was asleep. Davis covered them up and went to call Angus on the radio.
Angus had not yet returned, but Beckett assured him that he had spoken with the old man and had been informed that his first stop would be Davis' place.
Davis puttered around, carrying wood into the house and playing with the dogs for a while. He checked on the girls after about three hours and found them awake. Calley was helping Malina sit on the side of the bed.
"We just got back from the bathroom," she said. "Malina is feeling nauseas."
"It's probably from the drugs but she might have a mild concussion. Do you think you can get dressed and sit on the couch honey?"
"Perhaps, may I wear your robe, Davis?"
"You can wear anything I own. I'll get one for you." He brought back a robe for Calley as well. They slipped them on and Davis and Calley walked beside Malina, helping her to the sofa. Davis made beef and vegetable soup and a peanut butter sandwich for Malina and sat beside her while Calley fed her.
He and Calley ate the same thing and he made more hot tea with lemon and honey.
"Do you feel well enough to talk, baby?" Calley asked her.
"Yes, I feel very much better now. My face still hurts and my ear, but not so much as last night."
Davis got up and got new bandages and cleaned her cuts and abrasions. She sucked in her breath as he cleaned the cut on her nipple. "I'm sorry kitten, but it has to be done." He kissed the other one gently and she sighed.
"What happened after you went outside, baby?" Calley asked her.
"I'm afraid that Tim Lane led me into a trap," she said. "I'm sorry if he was a particular friend of yours, Davis. He took me to a shed by promising to show me new kittens. They were very cute, but when I grew cold I asked him to take me back inside. Men were waiting outside and they drew a cloth bag over my head and restrained my arms. I bit one of them through the hood. You would have been very proud of me, Davis."
"He wasn't a friend of mine," Davis told her. "I've met the Lanes a few times, that's it. I'm proud of you every day Malina."
"Yes, I am a credit to you. I tried to kick one in the knee as you did the man in the leather jacket, Davis. I kicked him but I was unable to see and so it was not so effective. I lost my shoe when I kicked him and I tried to run but I collided with a car and they caught me. They put tape on me to restrain me and put me into the boot of a car and carried me away."
The intercom on the gate sounded and interrupted her. It was Angus. Davis let him in and he pulled up a chair.
"It's great to see you up and around, Malina," he told her. "I was so afraid we weren't going to get there before they did something bad to you."
"They did many bad things to me, Mr. Angus. The fat pig beat me many times. Twice, he knocked me unconscious. He cut away my clothes and called me a whore. He pinched my nipples cruelly so that one began to bleed and told me that I was enjoying it because I was a whore. He said that since I was a whore one more wouldn't matter to me. It matters very much to me, Mr. Angus. I do not give myself to men; only Davis whom I love."
"Jesus Malina, I'm so sorry," tears filled Davis' eyes. Calley was sobbing on Malina's shoulder and even Angus' eyes were misty.
"From the way things looked in that house you turned the tables on him," Angus said.
"Yes, I saw that he planned to rape me, but he was not capable. I offered to help him. I said that I was a whore and I wanted it and I would help him. He cut loose one of my arms. I had been taped to the chair in a convenient position for him. I touched him. It was disgusting." She shivered at the memory. "Only when I had the opportunity I seized him by the cojones and bit him very hard on el pene. He screamed and blood went everywhere.
"That's my girl," Angus cheered. "She told you she didn't need you to fight for her, Davis."
"No, he was planning to kill Calley and Davis. One cannot simply kill those I love. I could not permit this so I took his knife and stabbed him in the eye."
"Good God, Malina! The man deserved it, but you're a regular tiger. I had no idea you could do something like that," Davis exclaimed.
"Neither did I," she confessed. "But he was going to harm you and Calley. We Latin's are very fierce when our families are threatened. Calley would have done the same thing."
"I would have tried, baby, but I'm not as brave as you," Calley spoke in admiration. "You are the most amazing person I've ever met, Malina."
"Was it not you that shot that other coward?" Malina asked her. "I believe you are braver than you think. What happened to those other evil men, Angus?"
"We killed the ones that fought and buried them in the prairie. The ones that surrendered, we loaded them into trucks and drove them 50 miles west and they started walking on west. We helped them on their way a little, I'm afraid."
"What about the women and children?" Malina asked.
"What about them? They either knew about this and helped set it up, or they knew about it and didn't do anything to stop it or warn us. They wrote their own ticket. We gave them food and water and blankets. I don't care what happens to them and you shouldn't either."
"No, I suppose not," she said. "What about the Lane's? What will happen to them?"
"They took the same ride. They set you up to be killed, little girl. We don't need that sort around here. We burnt Coats to the ground. There's not a building left standing."
"Thank you, Angus," Malina told him. "I would kiss you but my mouth is very sore."
She looked like a mugging victim. Her face was bruised and swollen and both eyes were black and puffy. She had a cut in one corner of her mouth and on her cheek and ear.
He got up and knelt in front of her. He took one of her hands and pressed it to his lips. "I'll take a rain check on that kiss, young lady. You can give it to me when you bring me that deer jerky you promised me."
"Yes, I have finished it. I hope you like teriyaki, Angus. That is the liquid that Davis had in his recipe. You may take it with you if you like."
"I'll love it. But I want you to deliver it to me so I can have the pleasure of your company. Don't ever thank me, Malina. I like to do things that make you happy."
She threw back her head and laughed, then winced in pain. "You must not make me laugh, Angus. It is too painful. When I deliver the jerky we will laugh. Now you must go away so that I can be alone with Calley and Davis."
"I'm off then," he laughed. "I'll be back in a day or two to check on you."
"You will be very welcome," she told him.
Davis walked him out. When he got back Calley was helping Malina back to bed. The drugs made her very wobbly and he quickly supported her on the other side.
They tucked her in and Calley got her a kitten to hold, and a book to read. When she peaked in half an hour later, she was asleep with the kitten curled up on her stomach.
She got two bottles of beer and found Davis in the gun room, cleaning their weapons. She sat his bottle down beside him on the workbench and pulled another stool up beside him.
"Davis, I've changed my mind," she told him.
"I'm told that's your prerogative," he laughed. "What have you changed your mind about?"
"I don't want to have a baby anymore," she told him.
He turned away from his bench and pulled her stool between his legs so that she could lean back against him. She leaned back with a sigh and he slid one hand up under her shirt and fondled her breasts. She sighed again and arched her back, pressing against his hand.
"Do you know, a year ago I would have hated for a man to do that to me," she told him. "I would have found it demeaning. Somehow, when you do it, it just makes me want to melt."
"That's because I love you and you know it," he told her. "You aren't just a pair of boobs to me. Not that you don't have the most incredible boobs I've ever felt. I just can't keep my hands off of you. You're so warm and soft and firm all at the same time."
"It makes me feel incredibly sexy, Davis. I love you, too, and I guess that's what makes the difference. I never loved anyone before. I was too selfish to love anyone. You've changed my life, Davis, but you were right about a baby. It's too dangerous. What if someone stole our baby like they did Malina? I love you, Davis and I love Malina, but I have the feeling that loving a baby would be a whole new experience and if something happened to it it would kill us all. We might never recover."
"You're probably right. I'm not sure we should let our circumstances dictate our actions. I know sometimes that happens, but I think we have the obligation to ourselves to live our lives the way we choose, not the way we think we have to because the world is such a dangerous place. It's always been sort of dangerous, Calley, and people had babies and they were just fine. I suspect the pioneers in this country faced more hardships than we will, but they didn't let that stop them. The only difference between us and them is they didn't know the world was supposed to be any different. We've been spoiled by 100 years of relative safety. Don't let what happened to Malina close your mind about this. Let's keep our options open. It doesn't have to be tomorrow or next week, but when we're ready I think we should do what our hearts tell us is right."
She pressed his hand to her breast with both hands. "Davis, you're the best man I ever met. Thanks for saying that, but now I'm confused again. You're very wise. No wonder I'm in love with you." She turned her head and offered him her lips. He claimed them and kissed her until her face flushed and her heart was racing.
"Make love to me, Davis," she whispered. "We can use my bed."
He scooped her up and carried her to her bedroom and lost himself in her mysteries.
Malina felt well enough to get out of bed on her own. She went looking for Davis and Calley and found them in Calley's bedroom. She climbed into bed between them.
"That's not fair," she told them, "you started without me."
"You were asleep," Calley told her, "and I don't think you're up to it. Besides, you needed to rest. Are you feeling better, baby?"
"Yes, I am very much better. My ear still hurts but it is not so bad. My face only hurts if I press on it and my mouth is hurting not at all. Perhaps I am not up to being loved yet, but soon I wish for you to make love to me. That fat pig made me touch him and I feel not clean. If you love me I will feel good again."
Davis pulled her against him. "I can hardly wait, kitten. Don't you ever feel bad about what someone forces you to do. You'll always be beautiful to us. We should only feel bad or good about choices we make. We can't feel bad about things we do because we have no choice. That man was forcing you to do things you hated and you didn't have any choice. Never feel bad about that. Just be glad when it's over. Besides, you fought and kept him from doing the most evil thing to you and you made sure he'll never do that to anyone else.
"Yes, but when one is forced to do disgusting things, they are no less disgusting because one is forced. I accept no blame but I do feel shame that I was not strong and prepared enough to kill those men who kidnapped me. Davis, you must teach us to fight so that this will not happen again."
He stroked her bruised cheek lightly. "I can teach you to fight, Malina, but no matter how good you become at hand to hand combat, you're very small. You will be able to defeat some men. Men your size are always going to be stronger and faster than you. Training will allow you to defeat them as long as they aren't trained. If I were to attack you, there's no way for you to beat me unless you get lucky. Even Calley who is much larger and stronger than you wouldn't stand a chance. I weigh 220 pounds and I doubt you weigh more than 110. If you were to hit me as hard as you can in the stomach it wouldn't hurt me at all. You might be able to kick me and hurt me. Our best bet is to always carry weapons. Weapons are the great equalizer."
"We cannot carry guns to a dance! It is absurd."
"Why can't we carry guns to a dance? I have guns that we can strap to your thighs, guns that you can carry in your purse; guns that you can pop out of your sleeves. I have knives and razors and throwing stars. I am going to teach you how to fight, but I'm going to teach you how to fight dirty. Unfortunately, even the very best fighters can be caught with their pants down."
"Yes, I wish to be very fierce, Davis. I can defend myself and you and Calley. When Calley has our baby we will be able to defend ourselves and our baby. Why did we not learn to fight before, Calley?"
"We did. We learned to fight in different ways. We fought in the boardroom and in the classroom with different kinds of weapons. We were suited for that type of fight. This is a different kind of fight. We were prepared for the wrong kind of fight. Now Davis can teach us how to fight like this."
"First my face must get better. Then you can begin to teach me. But Calley could begin today."
"No, today we are going to stay right here and have a cuddle Malina day," Calley told her.
"Oh, well, in that case we will begin the fighting tomorrow. You must cuddle me gently though. I am still very sore to touch."
 
Chapter 15
Malina healed with the gift of the young and by Christmas, only a faint darkening around her left eye remained. Davis thought they were both acting somewhat weirdly. Neither girl had slept with him for a week. He knew it was Calley's time of the month so that wasn't unusual, but Malina had been sleeping with Calley. That was unusual She usually slept with him even if they didn't make love. They had been sewing mysteriously and wouldn't let him look at what they were making. He suspected Christmas presents, but really had no idea what they were up to. He had searched through his stock of electronics, saleable items and weapons, looking for something to give them. He found a new iPod. He had several of them, but he didn't want to give both girls the same thing. He had a new Nikon D3200 DSLR camera with 18-55mm and 55-200mm lenses. Calley loved photography and was quite the amateur photographer. She had a camera but it was nowhere near the quality of this one. He would give Malina the iPod but he felt like the gifts were now out of balance because the camera was much more expensive. He dug around some more and came up with a set of Bose quiet comfort headphones. He remembered they cost almost 300 dollars back when a dollar was worth something. He found parang type machetes with sheaths from Gerber and wrapped them. A trip to the jewel boxes brought rubies and sapphires to mind and he took the stones and drove to one of his neighbor's houses. Daniel Southbow was a Native American that had lived on the fringe of society for years. He was a very good silversmith and Davis got him to set the stones in silver wrist bands. He sacrificed several silver coins to the project and bought a lot of turquoise from Daniel to set around the wrist bands in a circle. There were a lot of Native American symbols worked into the designs and Davis collected them early on Christmas Eve. He traded cigars for two beautiful doeskin beaded jackets and he had to be content.



When he got home the girls were locked in Calley's room and they didn't come out until dinner. They cooked and made Davis eat at the dining table instead of on the sofa or at the bar where they usually sat. They made him take a shower after dinner and when he came out, clad in boxers and a t-shirt Malina made him sit in the recliner facing the fireplace. She got him a glass of the good, single-malt Scotch. He was curious to find out what was going on but she refused to say anything. She put on some smooth jazz and cuddled up in his lap on the recliner.
"Are you seducing me, little girl?" he asked.
"No, but it is a good idea," she said. "Tonight is going to be special, Davis."
"In what way?" he asked. "How could it get any better? I'm holding my dream girl on my lap, she's trying to get me drunk and there's a nice fire. It doesn't get any better than this."
"Yes, Davis; it does get better," she said.
He heard the door open behind them and when he saw movement out of the corner of his eye he tried to look. Malina covered his eyes. "Don't look, Davis; you will spoil the surprise."
When she uncovered his eyes, Calley stood in front of them. She had on a red lace camisole and a red lace garter belt with black silk stockings. His jaw dropped and he was unable to speak for a minute. "Jesus, Calley; where did you get that outfit? You look amazing!"
"We made it," Malina giggled. "Is Calley not beautiful?"
"She's ravishing," he said. "Let me look at you for a minute, baby."
She turned in a slow circle and his breath caught in his throat. The camisole was low cut, leaving most of her big breasts exposed. The tops of her areolas peeked out over it and her breasts jiggled and swayed freely as she moved. She wore no panties and her perfect Latina ass was on full display. When she turned back to face him the little patch of dark curls between her thighs shone with a glossy sheen in the firelight He could catch just a hint of pink peeking out through the curls and it looked wet and glistening.
"Tonight is make Calley... I do not know the word; gravid? Como se dice embarazada, Calley?"
Calley burst into laughter. Malina looked confused. "What is funny, Calley?"
"You are," Calley laughed. "You're so amazing, baby. You have this huge vocabulary that includes words like `gravid' but not pregnant! Gravid is for cows!"
"Pregnant, then," Malina joined in the laughter. "You are not a cow, Calley; though you have very large titas." Calley looked outraged.
"Tonight we make Calley pregnant, Davis. I do not know many sex words. They were forbidden in Catholic school."
Davis was shocked. "Really, Calley? You want me to get you pregnant?"
"Yes, Davis," she said. "We've talked about it a lot. You don't mind, I want a baby and Malina wants a baby. I quit taking birth control pills last month. I'm fertile now and you're going to fill me up until I'm pregnant. We have tests and I'm ready."
"We are giving Calley her Christmas present early," Malina said. "You will make her pregnant until the day before New Year's Eve. You will rest New Year's Eve and then you will give me my present I asked for. One day and one night with you, then one day and one night with Calley. She is very sexy and desirable. You must tell her so, Davis."
"I don't do everything you tell me, little girl, but she is sexy as hell. Just the thought of making her pregnant has me about ready to explode. Is this why you girls have been acting so mysterious and not sleeping with me?"
"Yes, Davis," Malina said. "We were saving up your seed. We wanted you very strong and virile for this."
"Calley, I'm going to realize a fantasy here," he told her. "God, honey; this is so exciting. You're gorgeous, baby Can we start now?"
Malina got off his lap and he stood up, taking Calley by the hand. He pulled her in for a kiss, wrapping her smoldering body up in his arms. She could feel the throbbing of his cock against her belly and it made her knees feel weak. Malina was stripping off the few clothes she had on and she left them lying in the living room as she followed them into Davis' bedroom. He stripped quickly while the two girls climbed into bed, following them closely. Malina was in the way and he pushed on her. She giggled and moved over Calley so that he could lie next to her. He kissed her and felt Malina's little hand sliding between them to caress Caley's soft belly. He kissed his way down Calley's smooth brown neck to the tops of those amazing breast, barely concealed by the camisole. Her fat brown nipples and areola were clearly visible under the lace and he made wet spots on the material sucking on them through it. They peaked under the thin lace and she pushed it down so that he could taste the delicious mocha flesh. She shuddered when he buried his face in one big breast and took the nipple into his mouth. He could feel Malina's hand sliding down to test the firmness of his cock and then dip between Calley's thighs. He knew she must be stroking Calley when she began to tremble beneath him, moaning and pulling his head into the generous mound of her breast, seeking more stimulation from him.
"She is ready now," Malina whispered in his ear. "She is very wet. I think she likes being made pregnant. She will cum quickly."
Davis shifted position and felt Malina's little hand position him for entering Calley. She was dripping wet and he penetrated her easily. After a week of no sex she was very tight and she groaned as he sank into her.
"My God, Davis," she moaned. "It's like I'm a virgin all over again! I'm so close already! That's it, baby; fill me up!"
It was a good thing that Malina had her primed to go, Davis thought, because he wasn't going to last long. Calley looked so hot and felt so tight and wet around him and it had been so long since she let him make love to her that he was on the point of no return. When he felt the tension build in her body he went along with her. Her cry as she came beneath him was so erotic to his ears that he came explosively with her, burying his cock to the hilt in her spasming little pussy as he bathed her cervix with his cum. The idea that he might be making her pregnant caused such a sensation in his mind and body that he continued to fill her, long after he would have ordinarily have been drained.
"Oh, God, oh my God, Davis; I can feel it," she gasped. "You're filling me up, baby! It's so good, Malina; we're going to have a baby! God, oh God, I can't stop cuming!"
She shook and shivered under his relentless stream of cum and he kept pumping her until his strength began to flag. He slowed and they held each other tightly for a long time, his cock slowly softening inside her. She pushed at him and he lifted his weight off of her, easing his half hard cock out. Malina bent to examine their handiwork.
"She is leaking, Davis. Push it back inside her!"
He hurried to give her a few thrusts, pushing the white flow back up into her. Malina caught her ankles and pulled them up so that gravity would cause her to drain in and not out. The sight of that fantastic butt posed lewdly and her knees pressed against her big breasts caused Davis to return to full size almost immediately and he rose to enter her again. She groaned again as he sank into her. They resumed their quick motions and Calley quickly began her ascent again. Malina was feeling very left out as she sucked on one of Calley's fat little nipples.
"Calley, I am dying," she whispered. "I will begin to rub myself if you do not help me."
"I'm sorry, baby," Calley pulled her up for a kiss. "Davis, wait. Let's change so I can do Malina."
Davis sat back on his heels and Calley rose and positioned Malina in the middle of the bed, crawling between her thighs and presenting her fantastic butt to Davis. She began to nuzzle Malina's softness as Davis moved into position to enter her from behind. When he began to stroke her again she quickly found the rhythm and the slapping of his body against her butt beat out an erotic song, accompanied by her rising moans. Malina, caught up in the excitement, began her own song and they raced each other to the peak. Calley had a head start and she shook as her orgasm flooded over her. Her moans were muffled by her mouth being filled with Malina's sweetness. It didn't take long for Malina to join her and she writhed as her orgasm flushed her golden skin with a rosy hue. Davis, having already cum once, was going to last a while and he continued to pump into Calley's tight wetness.
She was near cumming again and she continued to match Davis' thrusts as the valleys between peaks became ever more shallow. She felt like she was cumming continuously now and her mind was becoming overwhelmed with the sensations coursing through her body. Davis could feel her pulsations deep inside and the sensations of her pussy contracting around him was bringing him closer and closer to his own climax.
Calley was becoming a little frantic. She felt like she had reached her limit and was afraid that Davis would keep on driving into her indefinitely.
"Davis, please!" she cried. "You're killing me. Oh God, I'm cumming so hard, baby! Cum in me, Davis; hurry baby, I can't take much more. Oh my God, oh my God, please!"
Her body shook and shuddered and she turned her face to lay her cheek on Malina's hard little belly. "Malina; baby, help him! I'm going crazy; oh God baby, I can't cum anymore! It's going to kill me!"
Malina responded by sitting up and stroking her silky back before reaching under her and gently pinching her nipples. "Cum again, Calley; it will open you up so that you will more easily become pregnant." She reached further down and began to rub Calley's clitoris, sending her into another series of spasms.
"No, Malina!" she begged. "Please baby! I can't; don't do that. Please Davis, I'm begging you! Cum baby, cum in me now and give me a baby!"
Davis crested and filled her with another strong stream, pressing deep inside her as her pussy constricted around him, milking him for the last drops. Calley collapsed beneath him, and he lay on top of her, her firm, jutting butt shaking beneath him. His cock deflated slowly inside her and when it slid out he rolled off and pushed her over onto her back. She was as limp as a rag and Malina quickly pushed her legs up, stuffing a glob of cum back inside her with one little finger.
"Jesus Christ!" Calley gasped. "Are you guys trying to kill me? God, Davis! That was so intense. I think I just became one giant cum machine. You were like a machine, too. I thought you weren't ever going to stop. I'm worn, lovers; I don't think I can do it again for a while. Malina, you're breaking me in two! Not so far, baby; you're making my hip cramp!"
Malina relented her pressure a little and allowed her to lower her legs. She got a pillow and made Malina raise her hips so she could stuff it under her butt. "We must do it again," she said, "many times until we are successful. How soon can we know, Davis?"
He laughed. "Not for a while, little girl. I think there needs to be some hormone changes first. It may take a few weeks. Be patient, kitten; Rome wasn't built in a day."
"What does Rome have to do with anything?" she asked. "I know nothing of Rome."
Calley laughed. "It's a figure of speech, Malina. It means that good things take a while to come to completion. I think he put a gallon of cum in me! I feel like a mess down there. Can we at least clean off the outside?"
"Yes, I will do it," Malina declared. Calley shrieked as Malina bent to her and began to lick up the excess cum on her labia. "No, Malina," she tried to push her away. "Not like that! I can't stand it, baby. God, please; I'm too sensitive."
Davis pulled Malina up. "I think she wants a washcloth, baby. She needs to rest for a minute. As sexy as that looks, I don't think she can stand it right now. Can I make you cum?"
"Oh, yes; thank you, Davis."
She lay back and Davis quickly brought her squealing orgasm with his fingers and tongue. After a while Calley became interested in what they were doing. She pulled Malina around and pushed Davis onto his back. His cock was semi-erect and she moved Malina until she was kneeling over Davis' face. He pulled her down until he could reach her with his tongue and Calley took his cock, still slick with the combination of their cum into her hot mouth. She had him fully erect quickly and she turned around and mounted him. As she rode his tool inside her she pulled Malina forward so she could kiss her. Their breasts rubbed together and their rubbery nipples scraped in an erotic dance as the sounds of passionate sex filled the room again.
All night long they woke her up and Davis came inside her so many times he lost track. She protested each time, sleepily rising to mindless orgasm over and over until she felt like she was a wreck. After what seemed to her to be a hundred times, she pushed Davis away. Malina was fastened to one fat little nipple and she pulled her face up to kiss her.
"Stop, baby; my nipples are raw," she said. "You guys are killing me. I've got to sleep. Promise me you won't take me again or I'm going to go and sleep in my own bed."
"I will go with you," Malina said.
"No you won't," Calley told her. "I want to sleep here but unless you promise to just let me sleep I'm going to my bed, alone!"
"May we just hold you?" Malina asked.
"I want that more than anything," Calley told her.
They wrapped her lush body up in their arms and she slept; secure in the arms of the two people she loved the most. For the next five days Calley felt like she was being fucked to death. She was a willing partner, and she loved every minute. She had never been fucked so many times in her life as in that short period and she was constantly exhausted. They kept her almost constantly in bed, making love or sleeping to recover from the last marathon session. They pampered her endlessly, feeding her in bed and running baths to sooth her until she felt like a harem girl in some tale out of Arabian Nights.
She slept almost all day and all night when they reached the end of what Malina called, "make Calley pregnant" time. They were all somewhat physically and emotionally drained and they slept in their own rooms for the two days before New Year's Day. Davis had an extensive fireworks collection and they had great fun filling the sky with blazing lights at midnight. On New Year's Day Calley went to Will's little house for the day and night. Malina kissed her and clung to her.
"Malina, I'm going to be 200 feet away," Calley told her.
"Yes, but we have never been apart since we left Wichita," Malina told her. "I may need you."
"I think Davis will take care of you," Calley laughed. "I think you need this time with him. Make it special, Davis."
"I will," he promised.
It had been very cold for a week and Davis bundled her up and took her ice fishing. One of the larger lakes had a good population of large crappie and he put up his ice fishing shack and they sat in the warmth of a kerosene heater while they fished. She loved catching the fish and putting them on the ice to freeze. They took them home and Davis cleaned them and let them soak in salt water for cooking that evening.
He played games with her on the PlayStation and they watched a movie. She sat, cuddled up on his lap and he stroked her flaxen hair. When the movie was over she sighed. "This is very nice, Davis," she said. "I like being alone with you. We must do this again many times."
"I think it would be good for us," he agreed. "I think Calley is going to need this, too."
"Yes, we must be very nice to her so we will have a happy baby," she said.
"What do you want to do now, baby?" he asked her.
"I am feeling very horny," she said. "I want to do something different. I want to... to... I do not know the word. It is like have sex, but a vulgarity."
"Fuck?" Davis suggested.
"Yes, I would like to fuck," she said.
"We do that all the time," he told her.
"No, we make love all the time," she said. "You are always gentle and sweet with me, Davis. I love that and this is what I need from you. I need you to love me, but now I wish to fuck. I have never been fucked. I want moans and sweat. I wish to cum one million times. I want you to fuck me from the back like you did Calley, but hard and fast. Is this possible?"
"I don't know, Malina. I love you so much, baby, and I don't want to hurt you. You're so little and young and sweet," he said. "Are you sure, kitten?"
"Yes, but I do not wish to be a kitten tonight. I wish to be a tiger."
"My God, baby; I had no idea you had this side to you."
"I am Latin," she said. "We are very passionate."
The thought of just ravishing this sweet girl inflamed Davis. He pulled her into his arms and crushed her lips to his. Still kissing her, he picked her up in his arms and crushed her little form to his chest. He threw her on the bed and she bounced, giggling delightedly. Roughly, he pushed her t-shirt up, exposing her breathtaking little mounds. She kicked her legs as he pulled her shorts and boxers off, shrieking in excitement as he climbed over her, pressing her back into the mattress with his weight and claiming her lips again. He squeezed one firm little mound in his palm and pinched her nipple until she moaned. He moved down, pulling one little brown nipple into his mouth and stretching it before allowing it to slip free. She moaned as she felt his teeth scrape the little nub and move across to give the other the same treatment.
Her belly sucked in with a gasp as he nibbled his way lower, letting her feel his teeth from time to time. When he reached the sparse golden tuft of wispy hair he tugged on it with his lips and she giggled again. He moved lower still and her perfect little pink pussy came into view. He avoided it for the moment, moving to nip at smooth golden inner thighs, making her wiggle with the sensation. She was all golden youth and silky smoothness. He dove into her sweetness, attacking her tiny clit with tongue, lips and allowing his teeth to scrape it occasionally. She came in minutes, bucking up to meet his mouth on her hot little sex. As she continued to cum, he moved back up, plunging into her without warning and she cried out, pain and pleasure mixed together as he sheathed himself in her with one long, smooth stroke.
He pumped her slowly for a moment until she was warmed up and then began to stroke into her with long, firm motions; drawing back and plunging in as far as she could take. She was cumming again in minutes and he pumped her through two orgasms before withdrawing. He flipped her slight body over and straddled her, spreading the cheeks of her tight little butt to slide into her from behind. She groaned as his heavy balls slapped against her thighs, fully imbedded in her youthful tightness. Her firm, round buttocks were being slapped by his lower belly and she moaned into the bed, her hands clutching the covers as her small body spasmed in ecstasy.
Davis was determined not to cum until he had given her everything she wanted. He pulled out of her and rolled onto his back, pulling her on top for a ride. He turned her so that she was leaning back on one arm her back to him and she scooted down until he impaled her in that position. She rode him for a minute before he took control. He slid down the bed with her until his hips were hanging off and he could move freely. He held her up a little so that he could control the motion and began to pound into her little pussy, rapid, jackhammer like a piston, driving her crazy with lust.
He felt her squirt, something he had only felt a couple of times before. God, she was hot. She was cumming in waves, her moans becoming near screams of ecstasy. He had never heard her be so vocal and he pounded her little pussy until he was exhausted, one hand rubbing furiously at her clit until she couldn't take any more.



"Madre de Dios," she cried as she collapsed back onto him. "Dios mio, my God, Davis. It was very perfect! Ah, my God, I did cum a million times! Did you cum, Davis?"
"No, baby; I was trying to make it good for you."
She spun around and pushed at him, indicating that she wanted him to slide back up on the bed. "It was very good," she said. "I wish to do it again sometime. Now I want slow and sweet. I will ride you and make you cum. I wish I were becoming pregnant like Calley, but I am too young. Will you make me pregnant someday, Davis?"
"Yes, when you're 25 and you marry me," he told her.
"You are a great silly," she said. "What is your fascination with this 25? Why must you torture me and make me wait like this?"
"I would do it tomorrow if it was for me," he told her. "It's for you, Malina. I love you too much to let you do things I don't think are good for you. Do you trust me, kitten?"
"Yes, with my life I trust you," she said. "I thought we agreed together that I am not a kitten!"
"I know, but you are," he laughed. "You have claws. They're sharp, but just little. You're my perfect little angel, Malina. Did I mention that I love you with all my heart?"
"Yes, but you may mention this often. I wish not to talk anymore. I wish to make love to you now."
She mounted him and rested her little body on his chest, using he amazing flexibility to pump her tight moistness up and down over his straining cock until they came together, his cum filling her tight pussy until it overflowed, running down over him and matting in their hair.
They showered together and made the slow, sweet kind of love again before he wrapped her small body in his arms and they cuddled. They drifted off to sleep. Tomorrow, Calley would return. Davis would move out for the day and Malina would have Calley all to herself. Perhaps Calley was already pregnant. The future was very uncertain, but they knew that the three of them could face whatever came together; the nation of Rade, De la Vega and Nebrija.
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Welcome to the Magical Mystery Tour. The fine writers who posted today are owed our gratitude. They go to some effort to make sure that the quality of the stories you read is there for these special days. Get out your thinking caps, and follow the clues.
I really had no idea where to post this story. There is no category for mysteries, or action adventure, so I had to just pick one. If female/female sex is a squick for you, or you dislike violence, this is not for you and you should choose another mystery. If you proceed, I warned you.
Thanks to my team. Harddaysknight is my mentor and gives me critical review. SBrooks103x also reads for me. My editors are PapaKilo14, Hale1, Olddave1951 and GeorgeAnderson. Thank you, gentlemen.
I wasn't in a good mood when Mrs. Matthew Davis walked into my office. I had been downtown at Police Headquarters all day. The police don't like competition, especially from people who do their jobs better than they do and without assaulting people or violating their civil rights on a daily basis. If you want to do their jobs, you have to get their permission in the form of permits they dole out reluctantly. Mine were due to expire in two months. Little things like carrying weapons, operating a business investigating criminal activities, protecting people; all the things I do, require a donation to the state that is supposed to be doing these things in the first place. The Sergeant on the desk was a Neanderthal. He seemed to think I should be impressed with his personality and charm. I might have been impressed, except he worked for the police department, his physique had been developed by eating prodigious quantities of fried pastries over years and he was a uniformed thug.
He hinted that an attractive young black girl, such as myself, might lubricate the wheels of justice by a visit to the storeroom with him. I carry a voice activated recorder and I switched it on. I stood up, walked to the storeroom and he fell all over himself to follow me. I used an exaggerated, runway walk, wiggling my butt in what I hoped was an enticing manner. When we got inside I dropped to my knees. Looking up at him, I said; "Officer Peters, are you sure that if I give you a blow job you'll approve my concealed carry permit and my PI license?"
"Yeah, I'll do it if you suck me good," he said.
I pulled his pathetic pecker out of his pants and reached inside to pull out his nut sack. I clutched his balls in my hand and squeezed as hard as I could. He screamed like a little bitch, his face went white and he dropped to his knees in front of me. Our faces were on a level and I head butted him in the nose. He sprayed blood and I squeezed until he passed out and the door burst open. They made me turn him loose and marched me away at gunpoint. They arrested me for assault and I called my lawyer. When Diane showed up she listened to my story and the recording. She left the room and came back with the captain. He listened and began to apologize. When he got to the part where he asked why I went into the storeroom I had enough.
"He's worked here for how many years?" I asked him. "So far as I'm concerned, you either knew, and let him harass women, or you're incompetent at your job. I don't want to hear your bullshit apology. I want to hear it from the Chief."
He went away and in thirty minutes, Chief Roberts came in. "Hello, Patricia," he said. "I see you've got us by the short and curlies. I'm very sorry, honey. I can't believe this happened to you. Why didn't you call me and tell me your permits were due? Your father would turn over in his grave if he knew this had happened. He was the best friend I ever had and his daughter won't speak to me."
"Charles, you know how I feel about what you do," I told him. "The day you quit this and become a human again, we'll have a party. What the hell? You can't believe this happened? You know what kind of sub-humans you employ. Do you want me to sue this department?"
"No, honey, I don't. I don't want the little girl I bounced on my knee hating me, either, but I can't do anything about that. What do you want?"
"You know what you can do about the second thing. I want my permits, and I want them now. I want this department to forget I exist. If I speed or dance in the streets naked, I want them not to notice me. I want that passed down to the beat cops on my block and the cruisers on the street."
"You don't have to blackmail me, Patricia." He looked hurt. "I'd never let anything happen to you."
"Well, except being forced to give a blowjob to a fat married pig in your own station as a bribe, I guess you've done a good job," I told him.
"I'm so sorry, honey." There were tears in his eyes now.
"It's okay, Charles." I went over and hugged him. "Just get me out of here."
So, I was in a bad mood. Mrs. Davis didn't have anything to do with that, but when Sam brought her in I was feeling a little cross.
"What can I do for you today, Mrs. Davis?" I asked in a very grumpy tone after she took a seat.
She was a gorgeous little thing. Her hair was as black as mine and she had very white, creamy skin. She was very petite, about five-two maybe. She had these huge blue eyes and everything about her was cute. She looked like she was sixteen, but Sam had told me she was my age, twenty-seven. When she spoke, her voice was breathy and soft. Those eyes were haunted, shining with the tears of fear and anxiety. Her entire body was tense, and she looked as if she was on the verge of breaking down any second. This little lady was hurting in the worst way, and she was breaking my heart, just looking at her.
"I'm hoping you can help me find my husband, Ms. Macalla," she said.
"How long has he been missing and where did he disappear?" I asked.
"He's not exactly missing," she said. Her voice was breaking and I could tell she was struggling to retain enough composure to get the words out. "He's been kidnapped. It happened here. Well, we live in Riverside. We have a lot of money, Ms. Macalla. We own a big software company. I got a ransom note three days ago and the kidnappers said they would contact me. They haven't yet. I went to the police and they brought in the FBI. They're working, but I don't like them. I feel like they're incompetent."
I liked her better. "I share that feeling," I told her. "What made you come to me?"
"You were recommended by our chief of security," she said. "He said you were a tough bitch underneath all that hotness."
I laughed. "Let me guess, you hired Mike Anderson."
"Yes, he's very good," she said. "He said you've got a top notch staff and you weren't afraid to get your hands dirty. He also said you know people in high and low places."
"Well, hell, I'm going to close up and we're going to go to dinner. You're going to tell me everything and we'll work out the details. Is that okay, Olivia? May I call you Olivia? My name is Patricia. You can call me Pat if you want to."
"Okay," she agreed. "I like Patricia better, though. I'll call you Patricia if that's okay. My friends call me Olly."
I drove, and we went to a bar and grill around the corner. They know me and we got a booth that offered some privacy. She told me all about herself, her company and her husband. They had been married eighteen months, and it had been her father's company. She had taken over at twenty-four and had expanded the business quite a bit. When I asked her what her husband did, she was kind of fuzzy about the details. He met with clients, did some software design and was the Vice-President of Operations, whatever that is. Something didn't smell quite right, but I would need to crack open the books to figure out where they were. I can do that sort of thing, but I prefer not. Brandon, one of my guys, is very good at that, so I asked her if I could send him over to look at their books.
"Why do you want to do that?" she asked. "The police and FBI didn't even ask."
"That's why I earn the big bucks," I told her. "The more I know, the more likely it is that I'm going to be able to find your husband."
That made sense to her, and she said she would meet Brandon first thing in the morning. We had a couple of drinks and talked for quite a while. I was getting a feel for her. She was as smart as a whip, but she was kind of a geek. You seldom see geeks as beautiful as she was, but she was one. She had graduated from Stanford at the top of her class and she had the total package. She gave me a file and it had pictures of her and her husband, copies of all their documents and a copy of the ransom note. I dropped her at her car and called it a night.
In the morning I called Joe Pascal at the FBI. He doesn't care for me much but he respects me. He groaned when I told him Olly had hired me. "Jesus Christ, Macalla, I swear if you get in my way I'm going to run you over," he said. I got him to send me a copy of his file, but he didn't have anything new to tell me. He wasn't a total douchebag and he was honest, so I figured they didn't have a clue. I slummed around with the usual suspects, but there were no whispers on the streets. I called Olly and got her to agree to my phone taps on her house and office. We drove to her house and opened the phone box. The FBI didn't like it. They tried to arrest James and me when we were installing them. I called Olly and she came out and told them she had authorized the taps. I told agent Brown to go fuck himself and took Olly with me down to her office. We snooped around and I talked to a lot of people. There were two that interested me. One was the CFO and the other was a sketchy looking woman in IT who wasn't qualified for her job.
Olly asked me why I needed to talk to her employees and I told her that many times kidnappings were done by someone the victims knew. She was shocked and I wasn't surprised. No one thinks they know any criminals. I took her home and she invited me to stay for dinner. I had a date, but I called him and canceled. This was the second time I had agreed to go out with him and I had kicked myself for doing it. I'll go out with nearly anyone that asks, once. They may be the love of your life and if you turn them down, you'll never know.
The phone rang while we were eating dinner and it was the kidnappers. I wrote a note for her to keep them talking as long as possible. Agent Brown came in and he listened to the call, too. The caller was using some kind of auto-tune sounding voice modulator, and I couldn't tell anything much. They wanted fifty-million dollars wired to an account offshore and they gave Olly five days to raise it. I wrote her another note and told her to ask for proof he was alive. They tried to wiggle out of that, but she insisted and they put him on the phone. He told her he wasn't hurt and he was being held in a dark room. She was sobbing when they cut him off and repeated her instructions. They were stupid. They gave Brown enough time to run a trace. When they kicked down the door the occupants were gone, but they traced the rental and got a description of the woman who rented the place. I knew who she was. It was the sketchy looking gal from IT. Of course, Brown didn't know that and I didn't tell Olly yet.
She was very distraught and I stayed a while to get her calmed down. Maria called and she had the voice analysis done. She thought Matthew's voice was very odd.
"He wasn't scared, Pat," she told me. "He was nervous, but not scared. He had some stress levels but not anywhere close to what I would expect to see in a kidnapping victim being held for ransom in a dark room by unknown persons. It's rotten, Pat. You should get the hell out of this."
I sat and thought for a minute. Olly wanted to know what was going on. I wasn't ready to tell her anything, and I told her I had some leads to follow now. She cried and we hugged on the sofa for a long time. She was very soft and cuddly and she was starting to make me horny. I wondered if she had ever made love to another woman. I didn't want to take advantage of her, but I could feel my nipples stiffen and I was getting moist where it wouldn't do me any good. I tested her a little by kissing her when I left. She didn't seem to mind or be shocked. She even kissed me back a little. I knew she was being grateful and I told her I was on the right track and we'd be okay.
I needed help on this one. My father quit the police department when I was ten and went into the private security business. There are some very sketchy people in that business, and they came around. They treated me like a little sister, and some of them spent quite a bit of time with Dad between contracts. They were always as gentle as lambs around me, but you could tell these were not people to fuck with. I'd kept in touch since I lost Dad, and I called on their particular skills when I needed them.
I ran a list of names through my head, made some phone calls and had my team. I picked up Andy, Desean and Marcus, and we drove to the IT chick's house. It was dark and we ghosted in quiet and sneaky. She was sleeping alone and we trussed her up like a Christmas Turkey.
We took her to a basement in a warehouse I own and strung her up. We had her in a crucifix position, arms and legs spread out like an X. Desean stripped her and she stared at us with wide, frightened eyes. I had Marcus strip and she got really worked up, screaming into her ball gag.
Marcus is a freak. He works out constantly and he has a cock like a horse. He isn't a nice guy. He's not a rapist, but he likes causing pain. He's as black as night and he looks like Satan. I'd known him nearly as long as I could remember, but he wasn't someone you ever really got to know. He didn't have that in him. At some point, the lights had gone out. Looking into his eyes was like someone walking over your grave. He had dead eyes, with locked rooms inside that no one ever want to see into. He was fanatically loyal and lived by a code, but it wasn't anything normal, by any stretch of the imagination. His soul was at the end of a long dark hallway, and there were no lights on, except for the glowing feral eyes at the other end.
I lubed the chick up and she was shaking her head and screaming into the gag. Her name was Cindy and she had a hot body, I'll have to admit. I twisted her nipples until she was shrieking into her gag.
I don't use Marcus unless I've got a nasty job and he won't take money. He wants to fuck and that's his pay. He walked up to Cindy and she shook and trembled, trying to shrink away from him. He grasped her ass and lifted her up a little, positioning the head of that monster cock at her pussy. He pushed up into her and she threw back her head and screamed. He wasn't gentle. He was up into her with two vicious thrusts and she screamed like she was being killed.
I couldn't imagine how that felt but I know I wouldn't want to be fucked like that. He hammered her like a rabbit and by the time he came inside her she was limp and unconscious. We took off her gag and she hung there with her head down for a while. She started to come to and she saw us standing there. She began to sob and whimper like a puppy.
I told Andy to lube up her ass and he went around and worked on her for a minute. I stroked Marcus' cock a few times and it returned to that impossible size.
"Fuck her in the ass," I told him.
"No! Oh God, please no!" she sobbed. "He'll kill me. I can't take that. Oh God, please, I hurt so bad. Please, I'll do anything! What do you want? Please, oh God, please don't let him fuck my ass."
"We just want to fuck you," I told her. "After he's through with your ass, he and Andy are going to fuck you again. They're going to give you a double pommel. Andy is even bigger than Marcus. You ever been fucked in the ass and pussy at the same time? It's going to tear you up bad and then we're going to leave you here to die."
Marcus put his dick against her ass and she shrieked. She begged, sobbing and pleading. I just let her go on for a while, while Marcus rubbed his cock against her ass.
"Tell me about the phone call you made tonight," I told her.
"What? The phone call? Oh my God! This is about the kidnapping! Please, I'll tell you everything you want to know! Don't let him fuck my ass. It will kill me. Please, if you let me go I'll tell you everything."
"Okay, but Marcus gets to fuck your pussy again," I told her.
"No, please, I think I'm bleeding," she wept. "I'll tell you, but I can't take that again."
"Okay," I told her. "He'll fuck your ass then. You're not bleeding. We won't permanently harm you."
"No! Please, he can fuck my pussy!"
"Don't make me waste my time," I told her. "I don't give a damn about you bleeding. There's a sweet innocent little girl out there whose heart is bleeding right now because of you. If you tell me what I want to know, Marcus will fuck you and take you home. He'll stay with you until this is finished. He may fuck you many times. He won't injure you and he won't kill you. It's going to hurt, but you'll be alive and he won't fuck your ass."
We videotaped the whole thing. It was all a scam. Matthew Davis wasn't kidnapped at all. He was the genius behind the whole thing. He was a small time scam artist who got women to fall for him and ripped them off. She was his accomplice and fuck buddy. He wormed his way into Olly's life and she fell for him. I thought he must be a very smooth operator. He proposed to her thinking he would get his hands on her money. Fortunately for her, they had a prenuptial agreement, the finances were never accessable for him, so, he got up the kidnapping scheme with the CFO and they were going to take the money and disappear. We found out where they were staying and I sent Andy after them. Andy likes men. I told him I didn't want them to come back and he should have fun. He understood. When I left the basement, Cindy was screaming away while Marcus humped her on a table.
I drove to Olly's house and took her home with me. This wasn't for the FBI's ears, and no doubt they had her place bugged.
I told her I had solved the case, but she wasn't going to like it. I made her drink a couple of shots of good bourbon and sat her down on the sofa. I popped the disk in and got the remote. When it was ready I sat down by her and pulled her close, wrapping her up in my arms.
"I'm sorry for this, Olly," I told her. "I think you're a sweet girl and you don't deserve any of this. It's going to be shocking. I'm here for you. Just hold onto me, baby."
She looked up at me with those baby blue eyes. "Just show me, Patricia," she said. "I'm stronger than you think."
Cindy appeared on the screen, spread out and naked with her pussy gaping open.
"God, I know her," Olly exclaimed. "Jesus, Patricia, what did you do to her."
"I tortured her, baby, just like she's been torturing you."
"Did she tell you where Matthew is?" her voice was hopeful.
"Yes, just listen to her, Olly."
Cindy sobbed out the whole sordid tale and Olly just sat there, tears streaming down her cheeks as I held her tightly. When the tape was over, I turned the machine off and squeezed her as she wept, her heart-broken sobs killing me inside. I thought I was cold and hard, but this little girl had gotten to me.
"Olly, you're going to be okay," I told her. "I know it seems like your whole life has been destroyed. It may seem like that for quite a while. If you sleep tonight that's probably the first thing you'll think about when you wake up in the morning. You may go on like that for a while. Then, you'll wake up and it will be the second thing one morning. After a while, you'll hardly ever think about it. Believe me, I know what I'm talking about."
"It hurts so bad, Patricia," she said. "I loved him and he was just using me. Not only that but he was going to just throw me away like a piece of trash after he was done with me."



I hugged her. "I know, baby, but you aren't a piece of trash. You're a beautiful sweet person and you didn't let him do that to you. You did something, even though you didn't know what it was."
"What's going to happen to him?" she sniffed.
"Are you sure you want to know?" I asked her.
"I mean, is there going to be a trial? Will I have to see him again? I don't want to see him again, Patricia."
"I took care of him," I told her. "They'll never hear from the kidnappers and they'll just assume he was killed. There's a problem though, Phillip Thompson knew about this. He was in on it. Do you want me to make him go away?"
She looked up at me with miserable eyes. "No, I'll take care of it," she said. "I'll get Mike Anderson to back me up. Thanks, though, but I've got it. How much am I going to owe you, Patricia?"
"We don't need to talk about that right now," I told her. "I'll charge you my usual fee and expenses. There's one fee I'm not going to tell you about now. Later, when you're feeling better, I'll call you up and tell you. I hope it won't be something you'll hate."
"Can I stay here with you tonight, Patricia?" she asked. "I don't want to be alone now."
"Of course you can. Let's get your bed ready in case you need it."
We went and got her bedroom ready and she stood there with her hands on her hips. "I think I want to get really drunk," she said.
"I think that's a bad idea," I told her. "You'll feel absolutely miserable tomorrow. How about you and I get really high instead? You won't be hungover tomorrow, that way."
"What would you suggest?" she asked.
"Do you smoke weed?" I asked her.
"Sometimes," she said. "Not very often and not since I've been... been..." Her voice trailed off.
"You were never married," I told her. "It was a fraud and I'm sure it will be annulled. I can't imagine that was his real name."
"Then I do want to get very high," she said.
I stood up and held out my hand. She took it and we held hands while we went out. I got my bong and we went out on the back deck. The weather was perfect and I put on the new Mumford and Sons album. We smoked weed until we were in a fog of euphoria. We giggled and cried and just chilled. I got us some stuff to munch on after a while and a couple of beers. She said she had never drank beer out of a bottle before, so I got her a glass. She didn't use it; she just took a chug or two. Her eyes were sparkling and stoned looking.
"I like this," she said. "Patricia, this case is over. Does this mean I'll go back to my life, you'll go back to yours and I'll never see you again?"
"I don't move in your circles and you don't move in mine, Olly. You're a computer scientist and I'm an investigator. I'm not sure how that works out. Let's just get through tonight. I think tomorrow will look different." We listened to music and talked about tomorrow and what we imagined life would be like. We talked about fashion, cooking and police work. By two AM we were nodding, and we smoked one more bowl and went to bed.
When I woke up I was still tired, but I had things to do. I left Olly in bed and went to the office. Andy had left a message with Sam that the job was done. I texted Marcus and told him to let Cindy go. I expect she was glad to hear his phone vibrate.
When I went home at lunch time, Olly was just getting up and she was glad to see me. She gave me a hug and I could see she had been crying again. She showered and I loaned her some clothes to wear home. I dropped her off at her house. The FBI wanted to know where she had been and she told them she spent the night with me. They told her they still hadn't heard from the kidnappers, but they were still on the case. She looked at me but she gave no indication that she knew anything different. The girl had played poker before.
I took off and went to the office. She texted me every few days for a while, and then every other week or so. I sent her a bill and she paid it quickly. I took a couple of cases and three months passed. I thought enough time had passed. I never date clients, but she wasn't a client anymore. I called her on Wednesday and left her a message asking her if she would like to go to dinner and a movie. In a few hours she texted me and told me she would love to see me and we could go Friday. I told her I'd pick her up at seven.
I was as nervous as a high school junior on prom night. I showered and shaved all over, I did my hair and wore a dress for the first time in a couple of years. I looked at myself in the mirror. I'm a big girl. I mean, I'm not fat, I'm twenty percent body fat. I work out a lot and I have muscles. I'm just tall and I have big tits and a full ass. I was a Division 1 sprinter in college and I still have most of that going on. I thought the short blue dress looked good on me. I don't wear a lot of makeup but I put some eye makeup on with a little lip gloss.
When I pulled up at Olly's, I sat and tried to quiet the butterflies. I hadn't really mentioned that I wanted this to be a date and I wondered what she would think.
When I rang the doorbell her maid let me in. "Ms. Davis will be down in a moment," she said. She got me a drink and I asked for Scotch and rocks. I sat on the sofa where I had listened to Olly talking to Cindy on the ransom call and waited. I heard a door close and she came bouncing in. She was dressed up and my heart skipped a beat. She looked so slender and beautiful, like a sixteen year old girl. I stood up and she ran to hug me.
"God, I've missed you, Patricia," she said. "I can't believe how you look! I've never seen you in a dress before."
"Most people haven't," I told her. "I only do it on special occasions."
"Is this a special occasion?" she asked.
"It's our first date," I told her. "That makes it special to me."
"Really?" she asked. "You want to go out with me?"
"Yes, I really do," I told her.
"Patricia, I'm not a lesbian," she told me.
"Neither am I," I said. "I think you're gorgeous though, Olivia. I like gorgeous things. I don't care if you're a man or a woman, I like you. You make me horny and I wanted to ask you out all the time I've known you. I didn't think it was ethical until now. Will you go out with me Olly? This is the other thing I was talking about I wanted from you."
She looked at me for a minute then she stepped close and stood up on her tiptoes so she could kiss my lips. She put her arms around my neck and looked into my eyes with those wide blue pools. "Yes, Patricia, I'll go out with you."
I pumped my fist, "Yeah," I said. We went out with our arms around each other and she drove. We went to a nice restaurant and caught up. She told me she had fired her CFO and blackballed him. He couldn't get a job anywhere and she lost track of him after a while. We drank a bottle of wine and when we got home she invited me in for a nightcap. We sat on the sofa and drank Scotch. She got up and came back with a baggie of weed and a little ceramic pipe.
"Remember when we got high back at your place that night?" she asked me. "I smoke weed a little more now and I remember what you told me. I got up this morning and I didn't think about it for two hours. When I did, I remembered that night with you, not what happened before. Let's do it again!"
She packed the bowl and we smoked it. She was getting good stuff from somewhere because we got very mellow. We listened to music for a while and talked. She was as giggly as a little girl, and I thought she was adorable.
"Patricia, I've never made love to another woman," she told me. "I do think you're very sexy, though. Do you want to show me how?"
"I'd love to," I told her. "The first thing we do is get naked."
She giggled. "I thought that was how everything good started," she said.
She stood up and turned around so I could unzip her dress. It fell to the floor and she hadn't worn a bra. She didn't need one. Her breasts were small perfection. She was a small B cup, and they went perfectly on her small form. They were high and perky, just little cones of perfection that made my mouth water.
She was perfect in every way. She was slender and curvy at the same time. She really did look like a sixteen year old girl. She had on a pair of tiny purple panties and that was it. I let her unzip me and we just looked at each other for a minute. I unfastened my bra and let it drop to the floor. She couldn't stop looking.
"Jesus, Patricia," she said. "I would kill for boobs like that."
"They would look weird on you," I told her. "They're the wrong color. Yours are perfect on you."
She giggled and it was amazing to watch. "Do you want to touch them?" I asked her.
Her little white hand reached out and cupped me, and it made me gasp. Her cool little hand felt so good on my hot tit. I pulled her in and we hugged, tits mashed together. I kissed her lips and she tasted so sweet! Our tongues dueled and I was getting very wet.
"Do you want to do it here?" I asked.
"Bedroom," she said.
She led me off and we tumbled into her bed. "Wait," I said. "I brought a toy."
I went and got the vibrator out of my bag. I'll have to tell you, I'm not into huge. Big is good, but I like having a tight pussy. This one was about eight inches, but we wouldn't be using it all. Olly was very tiny and pain isn't fun.
I put it on the bed and we melted together.
"You're a beautiful woman, Patricia," she told me. "I think I'm like you. I like beautiful things. I'm very horny. I can't remember ever being so hot. Love me, Patricia."
I was pretty hot myself. She was very sensitive and very inexperienced. When I took those beautiful little pink nipples into my mouth she came almost immediately; cute little sounds coming from her lips. She writhed around like a cat in heat. I kissed my way down to her cute little navel. Everything about her was cute and sexy. She was as bare as I was, and she tasted sweeter than any pussy I've ever kissed. Her hands were all over me and she pulled on my hips to get me over her. I resisted and pulled her little body up on top of me. Her belly pressed against my tits and her little pussy was right there, waiting for my tongue. She smelled like soap and horny girl. I teased the lips and she was ready to drip she was so wet. I worked her lips for a long time and I felt her doing the same thing. God, it felt so good! When I teased her little clit out of hiding she did the same for me. I could feel her tension build and she was as trembly and excited as I was. She worked my clit like a pro and I pulled hers inside as we exploded together. I came like a ton of high explosives and she was writhing all over me. She actually squirted a little and I was covered in girl cum. I rolled us over and spun around so we could kiss.
"God, that was good," she whispered. "Was I good?"
"You were perfect," I told her. "I'm not done with you yet."
I got the toy and ran it over her nipples for a while. The vibrations got her going again and when I put it inside her she came a million times. She couldn't take any more and I pulled it out. We licked it clean and she used it on me. It felt great and I came like a house on fire, but it was mostly her. We held each other and whispered.
"I really liked this, Patricia," she said. "Do you think we can do it again next weekend?"
"I want to do it every weekend," I told her. "I think I'm in love with you, Olly."
"Really?" she asked. "I do love you, Patricia. I'm not sure how I feel about you, though. I love you because of what you did for me. I'm very grateful and that's all mixed up in there. I loved how you made me feel and I love your personality and your body. I just need to sort it all out in my mind. It's all too new to me. I've never made love to a woman before. I never even thought about it. Let me get used to it and we'll see what happens, okay?"
"That's perfect," I told her. "Everything about you is perfect, Olly. That's why I love you."
We dated for three months and then started taking turns staying at each other's houses. We fucked constantly and she made me cum harder than anyone I've ever been with. I couldn't keep my hands off of her. We would stop and fuck in the middle of making dinner or washing dishes or doing laundry. We became exclusive and didn't date anyone else. I couldn't have imagined it, but I was completely in love with her and she felt the same way about me. The odd thing was, neither of us were lesbians.
We met a guy named Jeff at a club and took him home with us. He fucked us both and I loved feeling his cock inside me and so did Olly, but it was just fucking. We were in love with each other and he was just another toy to us.
Three years later, we're still together and we still fuck constantly. We got married in a civil ceremony, and I'm looking forward to growing old with the most beautiful woman on the planet. We take men home now and again, but we always turn to each other for love. I don't think it's ever going to change.
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Mrs. Andrea Brooks was what many would consider the ideal woman. She had the perfect life, married to a successful businessman, two children, aged eight and 10 that never gave her a minute's trouble and a successful real estate career. She was 32 years old and in the prime of her life. She knew she was beautiful, but she didn't take herself seriously. She was kind and generous, a member of the PTA and on the youth counsel at her church. They had been struggling a bit, financially. It was a tough economy in Cleveland and sales were down at her husband's business. He sold and repaired copy machines and people were waiting for an uptick in the economy before buying new machines. It was winter, and the housing market had been down for several years, anyway. Winter was always slow, and she thought she was going to have to sell her new Dodge Challenger and get something on which she wouldn't have to make payments.
When the she landed the Greyson listing, she thought it was a godsend. She had two clients to show it to, and the second had seemed very interested. They were having a little trouble with financing. They had put down earnest money and believed the bank would approve them in a few days. It was a sixteen million dollar listing and she was charging them seven percent. She would be making more than one hundred thousand in commission. She didn't feel good about the group getting the financing they needed.
When the Chapman Corporation called her and wanted to see the property she told them she already had a contract on it. They wanted to see it anyway, in case the contract fell through. She agreed to show it to them. They loved the facility, and wanted it right away. Andrea wished they had seen it first. She didn't think the other group was going to be approved anyway.
Mr. Chapman told her he had cash to pay for the facility right away. He offered her an unusual arrangement. If she would agree to sabotage the finances of the other group, he would pay her twenty five thousand in cash and close the next day.
Andrea knew she could do it, and the thought of how much she needed the money and wondering how she would make her next car payment, she agreed. She felt very guilty but she needed the money and she reasoned that they probably wouldn't be approved anyway.
She called the finance company and talked to the loan officer. She expressed her doubts about the group's financial stability and he thanked her for telling him. The group called that night and told her that they would have to look for financing elsewhere. She told them she would have to cancel the contract and she sent them back their earnest money.
She called Mr. Chapman and told him she had made the arrangements. He met her at her office and signed the papers on the property. He handed her a check for the twenty five thousand and her financial problems were over for a while. She breathed a sigh of relief and a great burden was lifted from her shoulders. She didn't want to tell her husband about the money. She knew he wouldn't approve, and so she opened a new account at another bank. She dipped into it occasionally when she wanted something and life slowly returned to normal.
She hadn't thought about it for over a year when the manila envelope arrived at her office. Her secretary handed it to her and she put it on her desk for a while before she thought about it again. She opened the envelope and her heart hammered in her chest. Someone knew! There were documents showing the loan cancelled on her recommendation, the account number of her bank and even a copy of Mr. Chapman's check. There was a note in the envelope and her world crumbled as she read it.
"Mrs. Brooks," the note read.
"I know what you did. It should be obvious that I have the documentation to prove it. I know you don't want anyone to find out. I won't tell your husband or the people at church. I won't even tell the board of realtors, the Securities and Exchange Commission or the IRS. It will be our secret so long as you comply with my demands. I don't want money, Mrs. Brooks. I know you don't have any. If you tell your husband he won't be able to help you. Likely he will divorce you and take your children. You will spend a long time in jail. On Saturday you will tell your husband you have an open house on a property you are selling. You will go to 1241 Myrtle Street. There will be one of your real estate signs in the yard. The door will be unlocked. You will go upstairs to the master bedroom. There will be an envelope and a case on the bed. You will do exactly what the directions in the envelope tell you to do. Any failure on your part to perform the smallest detail will result in the disclosure of our secret. If you comply, I will give you all the information and you will be free to go about your life. I require one day of your life. After that you will never hear from me again."
Andrea sat in her chair, numb with shock. She couldn't believe this was happening to her. Her first thought was to reveal everything to her husband. She loved him very much and she knew how he would react. He might very well divorce her. What could he do anyway?
She deeply regretted her actions, but she was guilty of several crimes and she was helpless. She spent Friday in a state of shock, going through the motions of her life. Her children noticed and asked her if she was okay. She burst into tears and ran to her room, crying helplessly. She composed herself and apologized to them, hugging them and telling them she was okay.
She told her husband what she had been instructed to, and dressed like she was going to a showing. She got in her shiny black Challenger and drove to the address she had been given. She loved her car, but now she hated it. If only she hadn't been so greedy. She dreaded going into the house. What could they possibly want with her?
She got out on trembling legs and went to the door. It was a large; two story house that seemed like someone lived in it. She saw the sign in the yard. She wondered where it had come from. The door opened silently, and the interior was silent. She crossed the thick padded carpet and slowly climbed the stairs. Her heart was pounding as she opened the door to the bedroom and peeked inside. It was empty but there was a briefcase and an envelope on the bed. She opened the envelope with trembling fingers and a note fell out. It was typewritten and her horror grew as she read it.
"Mrs. Brooks," it read. "You have complied with the first part of our directions. In the briefcase are items you are going to use. There is a camera, a tripod and a vibrator. You will set up the camera to focus on the bed. You will check to make sure the camera is working and focused on the bed. Then you will strip in front of the camera and use the vibrator to bring yourself to orgasm. When you have done so, you will shut off the camera and return to the bed. There is a hood and a pair of handcuffs in the briefcase, as well. You will put on the handcuffs and place the hood over your head. There is a lock on the hood. You will close the lock and wait for further instructions. If you comply with these instructions, you will not be hurt. If you fail, you know the consequences."
Andrea's heart sank. How could they ask her to do such despicable things? She had never masturbated in her life! It was so sick and disgusting. What kind of people did this? She couldn't imagine making another person do this perverted thing. They wanted her to masturbate for the camera!
She wasn't going to do it, she decided. She would rather go to jail! She stood up resolutely and went to the door. The thought of her children stopped her with her hand on the knob. She might never see them again!
Her feet dragged her back to the bed. She looked at the vibrator and her legs trembled. It was huge! It looked like it was eight inches long and very thick. It was shaped like a penis and there was a button on the end that turned it on and off. She took the camera and the tripod and set it up. She turned it on and checked it to make sure it was working and focused. When she was satisfied, she returned to the bed and sat down. She cried miserably as she began to unbutton her white blouse. How could she do this? Her sobs continued as she took it off and slid down the zipper of her black skirt. She felt so naked and vulnerable in her bra and panties.
She reached back, unhooked her bra and let it slowly slip down her arms. Andrea was a little bit ashamed of her breasts. Their size and prominence had always bothered her. Since they had begun to grow in the seventh grade, the attention they attracted always embarrassed her. She tried to hide them beneath thick bras and conservative blouses. Her nipples weren't huge but they always seemed to be hard and sensitive. Now they jutted forward from her chest and she blushed furiously. They were amazing; the shape was female perfection. They were very full and round, not a hint of sag in spite of their weight. Her areolas were puffy, forming miniature cones on the tip of each big breast.
She tried to keep one arm crossed over her nipples while she slid her panties down her trim hips and slender legs. Her little patch of well-trimmed golden curls matched the hair on her head. Her waist was tiny and her hips flared into womanly curves. Her butt formed a perfect heart shape, and there were a pair of dimples on her back above each firm cheek. She worked hard to keep that butt in shape and her work had obviously paid off.
She sat on the bed, reluctantly reached into the case and took out the vibrator. She shuddered when she touched it. Holding it in her little trembling hands she pushed the button and felt the vibration it gave off. It had settings and she tested them. The vibration sped up and she turned it off.
She wept helplessly and lay back on the bed. She turned the disgusting toy on and tentatively touched it to her pussy. She jerked as if she had been shocked and pulled it away. Her sobs shook her small frame and she touched it to herself again. She shuddered and gasped as the toy pushed against her labia and sent shockwaves through her clitoris. She hated this, she told herself. She didn't want this, but unless she brought herself to orgasm she was in big trouble. Andrea thought about her husband and imagined that they were making love. She felt her pussy grow moist as the vibrations stimulated it. It seemed to her that her husband rarely wanted to make love anymore. Twice a month seemed like their average for the last several years. Andrea was never aggressive enough to initiate sex, but she wished he was more interested.
She rubbed the head of the vibrator over her clitoris and felt it enlarge and emerge from its hood. She slipped the head of the latex penis inside her pussy just a little and her hips began to make involuntary circular motions as she slid it deeper into her moist depths. It was bigger than her husband's penis, and she wondered how much she could take inside her. She put five inches inside and the vibration was making incredible sensations inside her. She was reaching a depth that had never known penetration before and it hurt a little. She accidently pressed down on the artificial penis inside her and it pressed against the top of her pussy, striking against some nerve bundle inside her she never knew existed.
She groaned in surprised pleasure and stimulated the area with the vibrator, sending wave after wave of incredible pleasure through her pussy and exploding through the rest of her body. She was lost in a haze of sexual energy and her free hand moved to her breasts to squeeze and roll her nipples. She slid it down across her belly and rubbed frantically at her clitoris, her hips thrusting forward in coital motions.
Her muscles went taut and she whipped her head from side to side, her long blonde hair flying. Her whole body began to quiver as she pumped the vibrator in and out of her wetness, over that special spot she had found.
A loud groan tore from her throat as she began to spasm in orgasmic convulsions. The most powerful sensation she had ever known tore through her body and she thrashed on the bed in wave after wave of pleasure. The sensations grew rapidly painful and she slowed her motions, only her hand squeezing her nipples now moving until at last that too ceased and she lay motionless and spent.
After five minutes she roused herself a little, and noticed a red light blinking on top of the camera. She was not aware that the signal was being broadcast to a monitor outside in a utility van across the street.
Andrea remembered the rest of her instructions and the horror returned to her mind. She picked up the handcuffs and fearfully fastened them around her smooth wrists. The hood terrified her. It was black velvet, and she sobbed as she picked it up. She slowly turned it, examining it with horror. It seemed like some doom, represented by the hood, awaited her.
She put it on but couldn't bring herself to close the lock. The darkness was terrifying and she discovered that there was a mesh patch in it that allowed her to breathe freely. That encouraged her and she closed the lock with a snap.
Immediately she grew claustrophobic and attempted to open it. It refused to open and she panted in fear. They had promised not to hurt her, she reminded herself. Maybe they would just take the tape and leave. They didn't want her to see them take it. She wondered if her blackmailer was male or female and what kind of sick and perverted people they must be.
She heard the camera make three beeping sounds and the sound of feet coming up the stairs. The door opened, and she heard footsteps crossing the carpet toward her. They stopped in front of her. She trembled in terror.
"Who are you?" she cried. "What do you want from me? Why are you doing this?"
"Because I can," a woman's voice spoke.
Andrea felt a surge of relief. Women were softer and gentler than men, and surely a woman wouldn't hurt her.
"Please don't hurt me," she begged. "I did what you told me to do. Please, I just want to go home. I've never done anything to you. I'm sorry about what I did with the property. I needed the money badly and I made a mistake. Are you punishing me?"
"I promised not to hurt you," the woman said. "I'm not going to hurt you and I'm not punishing you. I don't care that you did a crooked deal. That's not what this is about."
"What is it then?" Andrea begged. "What do you want?"
"I want to make love to you," the woman said. "I first saw you several years ago and I've kept track of you ever since. I saw how beautiful you were. I wanted to see you without those frumpy clothes you wear. I wanted to have you and I found a way. I knew you'd never let me love you so I found a way to make it happen. I'm sorry I frightened you. I'll never mention the deal you cooked again. No one will ever know. I have something better now. I have your tape you just made. No one will ever see it if you'll let me make love to you. I saw how you came on my little toy. You're a very sensuous woman, Andrea. Why do you try to hide that?'
Andrea was in shock. This woman wanted to have sex with her! Her mind was so confused she couldn't think clearly.
"What... what do you mean I try to hide being sensuous?" she stammered.
"You never dress sexy. You always wear baggy tops that hide those stunning breasts. Your skirts all come to your knees and they don't show your amazing curves. I could tell you were gorgeous, but it seemed like you were trying to hide it."
"I... I... I'm not a slut," Andrea said. "I don't like men drooling over me. I don't like to be looked at like that."
"Why not?" the woman asked. "You're beautiful and sexual. The way you came for the camera proves that. You're going to like making love to me and I'm going to show you how beautiful your body and your sexuality really are."
"No, please," Andrea begged. "I don't want to make love to you. You're a woman! It would be wrong. I'm not a lesbian!"
"Neither am I," the woman said. "I like beautiful things. You're very beautiful and I like you. If you could see me you might think I was beautiful, too. Do you like beautiful things?"
"Yes," Andrea sobbed, "but I don't want to do this. Please don't make me do this. I love my husband and I've never been unfaithful to him. I've never even thought about it."
"Why not?" the woman asked. "Does he keep you satisfied? How often do you fuck? Once a week if you're lucky? Does he think about your needs?"
"Not very much," Andrea confessed. "We hardly ever make love."
"How could any red-blooded man be married to you and not fuck your brains out constantly?" the woman asked. "I would fuck your brains out every day if you would let me."
Andrea felt very conflicted. This strange woman was being nice to her and she obviously admired Andrea and thought she was beautiful. The idea of another woman wanting her in a sexual way was strange but somehow exciting.
She heard clothing rustling and the sound of a zipper sliding.
"What are you doing?" she cried fearfully.
"I'm taking my clothes off," the woman said. "It isn't fair that you should be the only one naked."
"Please," Andrea begged. "Don't do this. It's so weird. I don't want to do homosexual things. It's sinful!"
"How can something that's going to make you feel so good be so sinful?" the woman asked.
"It's not going to make me feel good," Andrea protested. "It's going to be horrible!" She broke down and sobbed into her handcuffed hands.
"No, baby; you're going to love it," her blackmailer told her. "Lay back on the bed now."
"No, please, I'm begging you! Don't do this," Andrea sobbed.
She felt a hand on her head, pushing her gently back and she collapsed sobbing onto her back. She felt her hands lifted over her head, causing her breasts to thrust out and she heard a click as another handcuff was attached to her wrist. The woman pulled her to one side of the bed and she heard the handcuff click again. The handcuffs holding her wrists together opened and her other arm was pulled out wide. She heard another click and she tested her arms. Both hands were now secured to the bed and she was spread out and helpless.
"I wish I didn't have to do this," the woman said. "I wish you'd just make love to me willingly."
"No, I don't want to do it at all," Andrea said.
"If I take the handcuffs off will you be a good girl?"
"Yes, you don't need them," Andreas said bitterly. "You have that sick tape you made me make. Why do you need to handcuff me?"
"I didn't know if you would be reasonable."
"Nothing about this is reasonable," Andrea said. "I won't fight you, though. If you'll promise to give me the tape after you let me go, I'll do anything you want."
She had become resigned to her situation. There was nothing she could do. She realized that she was totally in this woman's power.
"Will you take the hood off, too, please? You don't need to be afraid I'll see you. What would I do? Go to the cops and tell them I'm a criminal?"
"I would like to see your beautiful face," the woman said. "I'm glad you're being so reasonable, Andrea. My name is Skye, in case you were wondering."
"Please Skye; take these things off me. I promise I'll be good. This hood is very hot and my wrists are hurting."
"I'm sorry, honey. I'll take them off."
Andrea felt hands at the lock of the hood and it was pulled up and off of her head. The light blinded her for a minute and she felt the sweat cooling on her face. As soon as her eyes adjusted she looked around and saw a beautiful black girl standing beside the bed. She had a mop of coal black ringlets on top of her head and she was naked. She looked very slim and fit. Her skin was a light mocha color and looked very soft and silky. Her breasts were small and cone shaped with little, slightly darker, nipples capping them. Her pussy was shaved bare and Andrea could see a hint of light pink between dusky pussy lips.



"Please, take the handcuffs off," she begged. "I won't try to escape. I'll just lie here if that's what you want."
The girl moved to the headboard and unlocked one arm. She climbed across Andrea and she gasped as the girl straddled her breasts to remove the other. Skye's pussy was exposed to her gaze and she saw a glistening of pink moistness between the dusky labia.
Skye took the arm she had just freed and kissed the red mark on Andrea's wrist.
"I'm sorry, baby," she said. "I'm sorry I hurt you. I promised not to. Do you forgive me?"
She scooted down until her breasts pressed against Andrea's and looked into Andrea's blue eyes with her emerald green ones.
"You have amazing eyes," Andrea told her.
"Thanks. My father was white and I got the eyes," she said. "I got a little of his skin, too, I think. You have such beautiful blue eyes, too, Andrea. That's the first thing I noticed about you."
"What are you going to do to me?" Andrea asked.
"I told you, I'm going to love you. I'm going to love you for the rest of the day and then you're going to get dressed and go home."
"What about the tape?" Andrea wanted to know.
"I'm going to keep it for three months," Skye said. "After three months, if you haven't had an attack of conscience and turned yourself in to the police and I'm safe, I'll send it to you."
"How do I know you won't make copies and put them on the internet?" Andrea asked.
"I'm not a liar," Skye told her. "Have I lied to you?"
"No, not that I know of."
"You'll just have to trust me. You don't really have a choice," Skye said. "No, I'm sorry; I shouldn't have said that. I don't want to threaten you Andrea. Can't you just forget about how we met and make love to me?"
"How can I forget? You made me make that horrible tape. You threatened to turn me in!"
"Did you like making the tape?" Skye asked.
"Well, not at first. It was horrible!" Andrea began to cry. "It was so embarrassing and it made me feel dirty."
"I'm sorry, honey." Skye held Andrea's face between her hands and kissed her. "You liked it at the end, didn't you? You came like an atom bomb! Have you ever cum like that before?"
"No, but I didn't like being forced to do that. That was so mean!"
"I know, baby. But if I hadn't been mean, you would never have done it. You're too uptight and repressed to ever explore yourself and be free like that. I can set you free, Andrea."
"I don't... I can't... it felt so amazing! It scares me, Skye. It isn't supposed to feel good to do depraved things like that."
"Yes, but it does. You loved it! You forgot all about the camera, that I was making you do it and you just came! Don't you want to feel like that again?"
"Yes, but I shouldn't. I can't cheat on my husband!"
"With me? Am I going to take you away from him? I wish I could, but I only have one day! Why should you worry about him anyway? He doesn't worry about you. Do you think he's faithful to you, Andrea?"
"Yes, I mean, I think so. He'd... Do you know something, Skye?"
"If I did, would you want to know?"
"No, I don't... oh my God, you do know something! He's cheating on me!"
Andrea began to sob brokenly. "That's why he never wants me, isn't it? That's why he's never home. That's why he takes all those trips. The bastard is cheating on me! Skye, we're going to make love and you're going to fuck my brains out. You promised me you would."
"That's my baby," Skye kissed Andrea's full, puffy lips. "You need to get you some, honey, and I'm going to give it to you."
Skye's luscious lips pressed against Andrea's and their tongues dueled as they became more excited. Andrea felt her breasts pressed against her lover's and their hard nipples produced an erotic friction as they pressed together. She felt the younger girl's hands caressing her sides and sliding between their bodies to cup her breasts. Skye's fingers tweaked her already sensitive nipples, and she moaned against the girl's lips. Skye's lips left Andrea's and began to nibble along her jawline to nuzzle her neck and sensitive earlobes. Andrea shivered and wrapped her arms around the smooth brown back, marveling at the play of her muscles under the silky milk chocolate skin. She moved her hands down to cup Skye's slim round butt and she had never felt such perfection. She liked beautiful things too, she decided.
Skye slid down until she could reach Andrea's breasts with her lips, fastening over one fat little nipple. The sensation made Andrea gasp. She had always had sensitive nipples and the feeling of this beautiful girl suckling like a baby at her nipple sent sparks through her body. She felt moisture flood her pussy and she tangled her fingers in the shiny black ringlets. Skye didn't leave the other nipple to feel neglected. Her lips closed over it and her teeth gently scraped over it. Andrea's nipples had always embarrassed her. They were almost always hard and made embarrassing little bumps under her blouses. Now they felt amazing and alive under Skye's tongue and lips. She moaned in disappointment when Skye's lips left her nipples but drew in her breath in a gasp when the girl's fiery lips traced a line down across her soft tummy to her navel. She felt a little pointed tongue dip in and her belly involuntarily sucked downward as it tickled her. She giggled as the lips traced their way south, nipping at the little tuft of blonde curls before firm hands parted her thighs and she felt hot breath on her pussy. Skye's tongue made a tentative swipe up the lips of Andrea's pussy, causing her to twitch involuntarily. The tongue returned more firmly and probed her opening, parting the fleshy lips as Andrea's hips bucked.
She couldn't believe this girl was licking her pussy. No one had ever done this to her before. The intense pleasure was driving her wild and when Skye's tongue teased her clitoris she exploded with incredible pleasure.
"Oh, God! Oh my God, Skye; no don't do that! You're driving me wild. We shouldn't... I can't... oh God, don't stop, honey. I feel... I feel..." her voice turned to unintelligible moans as the powerful orgasm swept through her, causing her thighs to tremble and her head to turn to one side, the tendons in her neck straining and standing out. A flush spread across her face and upper chest and the spasms of ecstasy shook her inexperienced body. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she feared that she was going to pass out.
"Skye, I need to stop. You're killing me. I can't stand any more. Please, honey, Oh God, I need to stop."
A cramp seized the tender muscle of her inner thigh and she scrambled frantically away so that she could stretch out her leg. The wide splayed position had become unbearable and the sensations radiating out from her clitoris and pussy were causing an overload.
Skye released her squirming lover and moved back up until she could reach Andrea's lips again. She kissed her tenderly.
"You came so good for me, baby," she whispered against Andrea's lips. "Oh, God, I could fall in love with you. Did you like that, sweetheart?"
"Jesus, sweet Jesus, Skye; that was the most intense thing I ever felt. I thought I was going to die from cuming so hard. How could you do that though? Wasn't it gross?"
"Not at all; it was wonderful. You taste so sweet, Andrea. I knew you would. I loved it. I loved making you cum. You look so amazing when you cum. I just want you to feel good. I want to make you feel good. That makes me so happy, knowing I can do that for you. I've wanted to do it for a long time. Aren't you glad I made you do this?"
"Yes, I am now," Andrea said. "I hated you for making me feel so dirty and ashamed. I guess you knew me better than I know myself. I never dreamed I would let another girl do that to me or that I would ever like it. Maybe I am a lesbian. Do you think so? I never cum like that for my husband."
"Does he lick your pussy?"
"No, he thinks it's disgusting. I could barely get him to touch it. Do you think I'm a lesbian?"
"No, probably not. You just like making love; it doesn't matter who you do it with. If they're beautiful you're going to love it. Will you do that to me, Andrea?"
"Yes, but I'm afraid I won't be very good at it. I've never done it before. Have you made love to a woman before?"
"Yes," Skye said. "I've made love to another woman twice. I was in college and my two roommates and I fucked once when we were drunk. I never even really thought about it again until I saw you. I knew I had to have you. You were so sweet and innocent and sexy I just knew you'd be the fuck of the century. You are, too. God I love you, Andrea. Will you love me, just a little?"
Andrea pushed Skye over onto her back and bent her head to lick one little pointed breast. She pulled the milk chocolate nipple into her mouth and made love to it like Skye had done to her. The girl's reaction was immediate and she moaned and tossed her head from side to side.
"That feels so good, Andrea," she moaned. "I knew you would be so good. I've been burning up wanting you. If you suck on the other one I'll cum for you."
Andrea couldn't believe she found this beautiful girl so hot. She moved her lips across Skye's chest and captured the other nipple between her lips while her fingers rolled the first between them. Skye's slender frame shook and bridged up off the bed as she came explosively. The pent up desire she felt for Andrea for months flowed through her and she groaned out her pleasure. Andreas continued her worship of Skye's body as her mouth kissed its way south. Skye's smoothly shaven mound passed under her lips and she could smell the girl's aroma. It was heady and intoxicating. She had expected the sensations of her lips on another girl's pussy to me unpleasant but Skye just tasted like fresh girl and her moist pussy was like a tangy candy under her tongue.
Skye was in heaven. The goddess she had admired for so long was hers and they were making love! She didn't last three minutes with Andrea's longue lashing her clitoris and caressing her inner pussy lips until she was crying out her pleasure again. She felt Andrea slip a finger inside her and she continued to cum for what felt like hours. The sensations began to overwhelm her slender body and the pleasure became painful in its intensity. She pulled at Andrea's arm and her lover reluctantly allowed herself to be pulled away from that delicious flower and back up to receive Skye's kisses and passionate embrace.
They lay, lips touching with their arms around each other and their pussies touching.
"You were amazing, baby," Skye whispered. "Thank you. You can't imagine how much I wanted that; wanted you."
"I guess bad enough to blackmail me and make me rape myself," Andrea laughed.
Skye chuckled. "I'm so sorry, Andrea. I never wanted to cause you any worry or pain, but I knew you would never have voluntarily made love to me, would you?"
"No. I still don't know why I did. I was so angry at my husband for cheating on me and you were so beautiful and you were being so nice to me. Who is he cheating with, by the way?"
"Your church secretary, for one," Skye said. "You know, the little brunette that looks about 18?"
"That bitch!" Andrea exclaimed. "No, I blame my husband. She's still a bitch, but she isn't married to me."
"The amazing thing is how stupid your husband is," Skye said. "He has the hottest woman I've ever seen practically begging to be fucked at home and he would rather fuck some skank on the side. What an asshole!"
"I know, right?" Andrea said. "I don't know what I'm going to do about it."
"I have pictures, texts and Instagrams," Skye told her. "If you want to, you can divorce him and take him for everything he has. I think the girl's a minor. You could probably land him in jail. Andrea, will you stay and make love to me some more? I won't threaten or blackmail you anymore. You can walk if you want to."
Andrea thought about it for a minute. "No, I'll stay. I'm sort of afraid I'm becoming a lesbian though, Skye. I've never felt like you made me feel before."
"There's only one way to find out," Skye laughed.
"What? How would I find out?"
"Find a guy and fuck him."
"Skye, I can't just go up to some random stranger and say, "I want to fuck you to see if I'm a lesbian."
"I have an idea," Skye told her.
"What? Are you going to blackmail some guy to fuck me?"
Skye laughed. "No, I'm through with the blackmailing business. I got what I wanted," she cupped Andrea's pussy in her hand. "Let's take a shower, baby. I want to wash you all over. Besides, that hood made you sort of sweaty. I'm sorry, Andrea."
"It's okay. It was terrifying, but it got me you. Don't ever do anything like that again."
"No, of course I won't. You go and get the water warm. I need to make a phone call."
She got out her cell phone and Andrea went into the bathroom and started the shower. It was huge and had jets that came out of the walls and floor. The water warmed instantly and Andrea got in just as Skye joined her.
They played with each other for 30 minutes as the steam filled the room. Everything was new to Andrea and Skye was totally enchanted by her new lover. They soaped and scrubbed each other and neither girl had ever seen anything that attracted them more than the butt of the other girl. They stood together under the water, letting it cascade over their slick bodies as they cupped the other's butt in their hands, their pussies rubbing together and the friction making them both so horny that they finally turned the shower off, dried each other with fluffy towels and collapsed in each other's arms on the bed.
Skye climbed on top of Andrea, turning so that her pussy was directly over Andrea's face and giving her access to her most intimate places. She feasted on Andrea's slickness while Andrea probed her pussy.
Andrea was in heaven. The joy she felt with her lover was greater than anything she had ever known. She could feel Skye's fingers pulling apart the lips of her sex and probing at the treasure within. Suddenly Skye turned so that they were face to face, their pussies grinding together in lust. She could feel Skye's fingers and tongue on her pussy and her mind fogged in confusion. Skye's hands were on her breasts, twisting her nipples gently and Skye's lips were locked to hers, and yet she could feel lips on her pussy! She attempted to look down to see what was happening but Skye refused to allow her lips to escape.
The lips on her pussy were removed and she felt pressure on her labia as if someone were inserting their finger into her pussy. The pressure grew to a tremendous level and something huge pushed between her dripping pussy lips. She exerted herself and pushed Skye away.
Her eyes widened in shock as she saw a slender young man kneeling between her thighs. She looked down his muscular body and her eyes widened with fear. A cock was an inch deep in her little pussy! His cock was stretching her pussy and it had been so long. It was better than she had ever imagined. She began to panic.
"Skye!" she cried. "What are you doing? What... who... please, someone is fucking me!"
"Shhh... it's ok, baby," Skye reassured her. "This is Benjamin. Benji, I see you've already introduced yourself to Andrea."
"What is he doing?" Andrea began to cry. "He's fucking me, Skye! Don't let him fuck me! I can't fuck him, it's not... it's," her voice caught in her throat as he pushed another two inches of that monster rod into her.
"Please, God, I can't fuck you," she wept. "I'm married! Please don't let him fuck me Skye. Please, I'm begging you, don't do this!"
Skye kissed her into silence. "You said you were afraid you were becoming a lesbian but you didn't want to fuck a random stranger. This is my friend. You can trust him. He'll be nice to you and give you the fuck of your life. If you like it, you can fuck him whenever you want to. If you don't, he'll go away and you'll know you like girls."
"Please, Skye, I can't. I mean I literally can't. He's killing me. His cock is too big! My God, Skye, he's splitting me apart. I can't take it."
"Yes, you can, baby. You'll stretch out and be just fine. Trust me. He'll be gentle, won't you Benji?"
"I won't hurt you, Andrea," he said. "I'll go slow and gentle. God, she's beautiful Skye. I see why you love her."
"You're already hurting me," Andrea cried. "It hurts now. It's too big and you aren't wearing a condom. What if I get pregnant? I can't have a baby. How would I ever explain that to my kids? I don't mean to sound crazy, but this would ruin my life. Please, you're really hurting me. I can't take it."
"How big is your husband's cock?" Skye asked her.
"I don't know, I've never measured it. Maybe it's about five inches?"
"The vibrator was eight inches," Skye told her. "You took that."
"Yes, but I didn't take it all. This is way bigger than my husband. I tell you, I can't do it. Please Benji, take it out, I'm begging you."
He backed slowly out. "Okay, Andrea, it's out. I really think you'd enjoy it if you'd give me a chance."
"I'm afraid. What if I got pregnant?" Andrea said as she stared at the the pole in front of her. "I'm afraid."
"What if I do it first and show you it is?" Skye asked.
"Skye!" Andrea was genuinely shocked. "Are you guys lovers? You're lovers and want him to fuck me?
"We talked about this already," Skye told her. "I like beautiful things. Isn't Benji beautiful?"
Andrea looked down at the young man. He was very attractive.
"Yes, he is beautiful, but he's your lover!"
"He isn't my lover; we're just friends," Skye assured her."
"Well, I don't know him, and I don't think I should. I can't go around fucking stranger! It isn't right."
"Yes, and you're a woman. I've fucked you twice today. You fucked a piece of rubber and loved it. I've fucked Benji half a dozen times in my life. It's always been good. I like fucking you better, I'm sorry Benji, but that cock feels really, really good inside you. Let me show you, baby. Help him put it in me."
Andrea couldn't believe she was going to do this, but the thought of Skye letting letting him put his cock in her pussy made her so horny she was on the verge of an orgasm just thinking about it.
Skye got off Andrea and moved over beside her onto her knees, her gorgeous ass thrust up in the air and her breasts flat on the bed. As Benji moved behind her, Andrea sat up and watched. The beautiful cock fascinated her and she watched as it moved close to Skye's pussy lips.
"Put it in for him, baby," Skye begged her.
Andrea's hand was drawn to the cock like a magnet, and she grasped it gently and then more firmly. Her little fingers wouldn't meet around its girth. She lifted the slab of flesh and fit the mushroom head spread Skye's pussy lips, exposing the light pink interior. She watched in fascination as the snake disappeared inside her little lover. Skye gasped and moaned as inch after inch sank into her belly.
"Oh, God, that's good, baby! I can feel him up to my belly button. It feels so good, Andrea. It's stretching the hell out of me, but it fits. It will fit in you too. Fuck me, Benji. Go slow for a minute; it's been a while since I had a cock in me. I've never had another that big!"
Benji began to saw the pole in and out of Skye's little pussy. Andrea leaned it to watch closely. She couldn't help herself. She had to touch it. She put her hand between them and explored their joining. Benji was an inch from being entirely inside Skye, and that was evidently all she could take. He didn't try to get the rest inside her, but she was taking that inside her tight little twat!
Andrea caressed her ass cheeks and reached under Skye to swirl her finger around her stiff clitoris.
"Oh, God; that's it, baby," Skye gasped. "Rub my clit. I'm going to cum! Oh God it feels good! Put your finger in my ass and I'll go off like a rocket!"



Andrea could hardly believe she was doing it, but she coated her finger with saliva and inserted into Skye's little brown rosebud. The girls groaned and exploded in orgasm, her hips churning wildly as Benji groaned and came in her pussy.
"Jesus, I feel it, Benji. I can feel your cum! He's cuming inside me, Andrea. God, it feels so hot! It's sooo, good. Damn, Benji, don't stop. Keep pumping me, I'm going to cum again! Help me baby."
Andrea rubbed vigorously at Skye's clitoris and pumped the finger inside her ass and she went off again, screaming out her pleasure as she came again and again."
They coasted to a stop and Andrea took her finger out of Skye's ass. Benji withdrew his shrinking cock and a flood of cum escaped from Skye's pussy and began to drip down toward the bed. Andrea caught it in her palm and stirred it in fascination with her finger. Her husband never ejaculated anything near the amount Benji's balls pumped out. She was nearly out of her mind with the sexual urges that flushed though her shaking body. She needed relief; she needed to cum so badly it was driving her crazy. Her nipples were as hard as rocks and her clitoris was so engorged she thought it would burst. She reached between her legs and used Benji's cum to lubricate her clit. She was dripping wet and she plunged one, then two fingers into her smoldering pussy.
She looked in fascination at Benji's cock. It never totally went flaccid. The sight of this beautiful woman masturbating kept it twitching, and when she reached out and stroked the pole it began to regain its rigidity.
Andrea was drawn to it irresistibly and she touched it with her tongue. She felt Skye's hand between her legs, twining with her own fingers to stimulate her clit. She moved her head down and took Benji's cock into her mouth, tasting Skye's tangy wetness and the muskier taste of his cum. She swirled her tongue around the head and she felt it stiffen and grow inside her mouth.
Skye's hands pulled her back until she was lying on her back, her beautiful legs spread and her pink pussy exposed.
"She's ready now, Benji," Skye said. "She's ready for a big cock."
He moved between her creamy thighs and parted her pussy lips with the head of his cock while Skye twirled her fingers around Andrea's clitoris.
The head popped in and Andrea groaned. It was a groan of pleasure this time. She flinched and writhed on the bed as she was slowly impaled on the spear, her pussy stretching to accommodate the invader. When his black curly pubic hair meshed with her golden curls, he was fully inside her. She was impossibly tight around him and she felt like she had taken a telephone pole inside her pussy. The shaft filled her to her capacity and she felt the angry mushroom head against her cervix. Skye's stimulation of her engorged clitoris was sending flashes of pleasure through her body and her hips began to writhe in a circular motion on the cock inside her.
She felt him draw back a few inches and then thrust back in. The feeling was so intense that she came immediately, her pussy clenching spasmodically around him. He took a quicker rhythm and began to move quickly in shallow movements, deeply embedded in her wildly contracting pussy. Her orgasms continued unabated as he began to pound his cock into her. Each orgasm that wracked her body was more intense until she felt that she couldn't breathe. Still she continued to cum and she felt Skye's finger invade her asshole. She shrieked in a paroxysm of ecstasy and there was a thrumming in her ears as her vision grew dark and she knew no more.
She passed out for a few moments and when she became aware again the cock was still pumping her little pussy and she was cumming again. She felt Benji's movements falter and knew he was about to cum. Panic swept over her and she began to plead with him not to cum in her.
"Don't you dare do it," Skye told her brother. "This is not your pussy, it's mine and I don't want it pregnant. If you come in her I'll cut your nuts off."
Benji made a dozen more thrusts and withdrew, leaving Andrea with a sense of loss. She saw him fist his cock and begin pumping it. Skye grabbed her head and the two girls offered their faces, mouths open for his spunk as it burst out, spattering across their faces and into their open mouths. It was the most erotic sight he had ever seen and he groaned as his balls emptied themselves into the mouths of these two beautiful women. They kissed, swapping the cum in their mouths, open so he could see, and they all collapsed on the bed.
They lay, sweating and exhausted for twenty minutes, Skye and Andrea idly stroking each other's bodies. Benji recovered enough to shower and when he came back in, Skye informed him that they didn't need him anymore.
He kissed them both and with a last fondle of their breasts, he dressed and left.
It was getting late, and Andrea knew she needed to go home. She began to cry and Skye held her close and comforted her.
"What am I going to do, Skye? I'm going to have to go home and that cheating bastard is going to be there. My kids will be there and I'm going to have to pretend I don't know. I don't know what to do."
"I need to know the answer to your question before I'll know how to help you," Skye said.
"What question is that?" Andrea asked.
"Are you a lesbian, or do you like cock?" Skye asked her.
"I'm not a lesbian," Andrea said. "I loved Benji's cock. I love your pussy more, but I still want to fuck men."
"That's exactly the way I feel," Skye told her. "I'll never love anyone as much as I love you, Andrea. You're free to go now. I'll never bother you again. It's your choice, but it will break my heart if you won't see me again."
"Oh, no; I mean I do have to go, but I'll always want to see you again, Skye. I want to see you and make love to you every day. I just don't know what to do."
"Do you think you might want to live here?" Skye asked.
"What do you mean? Whose house is this anyway?"
"It's mine," Sky told her. "You sold it to my parents 12 years ago. That's the first time I saw you and that's when I fell in love with you."
"You were that adorable little girl? You're Skyler Johnson? I remember your parents. I was so sad when I heard about the car crash! I wondered what ever happened to you."
"Do you remember taking me out for ice-cream while Mom and Dad talked about buying the house? You were so nice to me and so kind and sweet and beautiful. That's when I knew I would love you forever." Tears filled Skye's big brown eyes and Andrea hugged her tightly.
"Do you mean you want me to live with you, Skye? You want me to live with you and be your lover?"
"It's all I ever wanted," Skye said. "Will you? Divorce that rat bastard of a husband of yours, move yourself and your kids over here with me and we'll have a fairy tale ending."
"Can we fuck Benji sometimes?"
"Yes, but not often. We can fuck anyone we agree on, but we can't fuck anyone without the other. Do you agree with that?"
"With all my heart," Andrea said. "It's will take me a few days. I'm going to close my office for a week and talk to my attorney tomorrow. I'll start the divorce as soon as possible. I want those pictures. We're going to take him to the cleaners. I want to move here tomorrow while he's at work. Is that good?"
"It's awesome. Go home and get ready. This is going to be good, baby. I love you with all my heart."
Andrea dressed with a heavy heart, dreading going home and wanting to stay with Skye. The thought of her kids perked her up a little. She got her bag and started down the stairs, turning one last time to look at the beautiful naked girl on the bed.
"Wait," Skye called after her. She jumped up and searched in a drawer of the nightstand. "I forgot. I got you something a few years ago that I hoped to be able to give you someday."
She had a little velvet jewelry box. When she opened it, Andrea saw a gold chain inside with a single sapphire glittering on a small pendent.
"I thought it would go with your eyes," Skye said. "Do you like it?"
"I love it, honey," Andrea said, "Will you put it on me?"
She turned and Skye clasped it around her neck. Andrea turned back around and they kissed deeply and clung to each other for a long moment.
Andrea drove home and thought about everything that had happened to her that day. It was almost impossible to believe how dramatically her life had changed and how good she felt about it. She parked and turned her Challenger off. As she got out she heard her phone vibrate. She had a text and it was from Skye.
"I can still taste that blonde pussy and smell you on my hands. I'm not going to wash it off until you get here tomorrow, I love you, baby. Be strong, Skylar."
She smiled to herself and went inside to face the challenge ahead of her.
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Desmond looked up when he heard the jangle of the bell over the door of his shop. Jack, his employee, was working the floor, and Desmond watched as he approached the three girls who came in. They appeared to all be dressed very much alike and he wondered if they were related, or just friends. They certainly looked like they were related. He went back to the job he was doing. The fret board on the old Ibanez was badly worn and he was replacing it. Its owner had dropped it off last week and he was finally getting around to fixing it. Desmond sold instruments, but he repaired them, too, and that was a lot of his business. He heard Jack talking to the girls and then footsteps approaching. He looked up and Jack was coming around the counter.
"Hey, Des; can you help those girls? They want to do a special order."
"Sure, send them back to the office," he said.
He put down the Ibanez and went back to his office and sat behind his desk. Jack brought the three girls in and introduced them. "These girls have a band and they want some stuff with their name on them," he said. "This is Molly. She's the lead singer and she plays bass. Janet plays guitar and Rachael plays drums."
He stood up and they shook his hand. "You girls a power trio?" he asked.
They laughed. "We're a trio, but I don't know about the power," Molly said.
"What kind of equipment are you looking for?" he asked.
"A double bass with our band name on them," Rachael said.
"Do you want it built in, or can we just put a sticker on them?"
"I don't know," she said. "We didn't know what we could do. That's why we needed to talk to someone."
"Well, putting a vinyl sticker on what you're using now would be the cheapest way to go. Replacing the set with something custom built would be the most expensive. I don't know how the vinyl would stand up to you beating on them. I can find out for you. Anything else?"
"Yes, we want three monitors with our names on the back so the crowd can see them," Molly said.
"I can do that," he said. "Let me show you some stuff."
He got out some catalogues and came around to where they were sitting on the leather sofa. Molly and Rachael slid apart so he could sit between them. They looked at some brands and the girls picked out what they wanted. He noticed that they smelled very nice and they weren't shy about leaning up against him to look at the products.
"Do any of you paint?" he asked.
"I do," Molly said. "Why do you ask?"
"Well, I'll make a stencil and lay out the letters and then you can paint them on," he told her. "I'm not much of an artist."
"Okay," she said. "What about the drums?"
"Let me talk to a vinyl guy," he said. "We'll find out whether it will work and I'll let you know. I'll save you the money if it will work."
Molly looked up at him. He noticed she had amazing eyes. They were grey and very light colored; making quite a contrast with her black hair and clear pale complexion.
"Thanks, man," she said. "I appreciate that. We were ready to buy new drums."
"I try to help starving artists when I can. I know it's tough. Where are you girls playing?"
"The Lighthouse," she told him. "Come by and listen to us."
The Lighthouse was a pretty popular place. He thought they must be good to get that gig. "I might," he said. "Are you a cover band or do you do your own stuff?"
"Both," Molly said. "Janet writes most of our stuff we do. We do maybe a third covers."
"What kind of music?" he asked.
"Well, that depends on the venue," Janet said. "We can do metal all the way to some country stuff. Our stuff is kind of alternative. Do you play, Mr. Jones?"
"Please, my Dad is Mr. Jones. I'm Desmond, and yes I do play."
"What do you play?" Molly asked.
"Anything with strings," he said. "I'm not that good with guitars, I don't like them much. I play banjo, mandolin, violin, cello, stuff like that. I play keyboards and horns. I can beat a drum a little, too."
"Want to jam with us sometime?" Rachael asked.
"I doubt I'm up to you girls' level," he said.
"Oh, come on," Molly said. "I'd love to do some stuff that takes those instruments. What horns to you play?"
"Sax and flute," he told her.
"Cool," Janet said. "Will you jam with us?"
"You want me to haul all that stuff out to where you play?"
"Plug us in here," Molly said. "We'll play your stuff. You've got some nice half stacks out there."
It was Friday, and Saturday was a big day for the store. They were closed Sunday so he asked them if they wanted to come back Sunday. They did and they agreed to meet for lunch and come back and play. This was going to be fun, he thought.
Desmond had a small recording studio in the back and he and Jack got it set up Saturday evening after they closed. He had no idea what kind of equipment they used so he texted Janet. They didn't care, so he used Gibson guitars and TAMA Starclassic maple drums. He had some Marshal JVM 410's and he hooked them up. He met the girls for lunch at a steak place, and they were dressed differently than the first time he saw them. They didn't look so much like sisters now. They sat at a circular booth and they slid in on each side of him. They talked and laughed while they ate and they seemed very comfortable with him. After lunch they walked down to the store and he showed them his little studio. They loved it. He had an old ES 335 and Janet fell in love with it. It looked a little big for her but she played it like a dream.
They asked him if he knew "Moaning Lisa Smile," by Wolf Alice. He did and they played it. They were very good. Molly had a voice to die for. It was low and husky, sounding bit like a young Joan Jett. She could sing sweet, too, and do that metal screech on a couple of Halestorm numbers. They did "Can I Get An Amen" and "Mayhem" and it was great. He did a sax run in the middle and then they did some folk numbers with banjo and fiddle parts. Desmond was feeling good and he thought it wasn't bad. The girls loved it. They played a couple of their original numbers and he was impressed. They played for three hours and then they said goodbye and left.
It was a great time and he enjoyed it a lot. Wednesday, he was surprised to get a text from Molly. She asked if he wanted to go out for lunch. "Like on a date?" he texted back.
His phone rang and it was her. She was laughing. "Not on a date, silly. You'll have to ask me if you want to go on a date. I have something I want to talk to you about. Actually we all talked about it and I got appointed to talk to you."
He hadn't really thought about asking her on a date. She seemed out of his league. "Will you go on a date with me, Molly?" he asked.
"I might," she said. "Let's get this other thing out of the way, first. Then you can ask me again."
They met at Appleby's and she kissed him on the cheek. He felt a little awkward, but she seemed fine and he quickly relaxed. They ordered and made small talk while they waited for their food. It didn't take long, and they continued to talk while they ate. They got a beer after lunch and she seemed a little hesitant.
"What is it, Molly?" he asked.
"Well, we really liked the way we sounded at the studio the other day," she said. "It's two things, really. First, we wanted to ask you if we could rent your studio to practice?"
"I don't see why not," he said. "I don't use it that much. I'll get you some keys made. What's the other thing?"
"Well, we were wondering if you'd play some local gigs with us. We think you really add something to our sound we like."
"I don't know, Molly. I don't play professionally. I don't want to get into the scene that much. I like what I do."
"I won't beg, Desmond," she said. "I knew you might not want to. Will you at least think about it?"
"Okay, but I don't think I will," he said. "I might change my mind, but don't get your hopes up."
"Whatever you decide is okay," she said. "We won't put any pressure on you. Will you come to our practice tomorrow? We'll play at the studio. I want you to come to one of our shows, too, before you decide, okay?"
He agreed to both things and they got another beer. "You were going to ask me something else," she said.
He couldn't think of what it was. She started laughing and it came to him. "Oh, that. Will you go on a date with me, Molly?"
"No," she said.
He was crestfallen and a little angry. "Why in the hell did you want me to ask you then?"
She was instantly contrite. "I'm sorry Desmond. I don't mean 'no' permanently. Once you decide about the other thing, I'll go on a date with you. I just didn't want you to think I was trying to sweeten the pot. I'll still go out with you, even if you say no."
He laughed. "I see. Well, that would be a pretty hefty bribe. Let me think about it."
He paid the check and walked her to the bus stop. She kissed his cheek again when she saw the bus coming. "I really like you, Desmond," she said. "Don't wait too long to make up your mind."
His brain was spinning as he walked back to the store. Molly had said she would go on a date with him! All the girls wanted him to play with them! He wasn't really interested in doing the club scene. He'd done that once, and hated it. Most of his dislike had been the people with whom he played. Maybe it would be different playing with these sweet girls. He didn't know what to do. If he decided to play with them, would that make it weird with Molly? He didn't sleep much that night. He left work early the next day so he wouldn't have to see the girls when they came in to practice.
He fell asleep on the sofa after dinner and was awakened by his phone buzzing in his pocket. He looked at it and he had a text from Molly. "Where you @?"
"Home," he texted her.
"We were hoping you'd play with us," she sent back.
"Still thinking," he wrote.
She sent him a smiley face emoji and he laid his head back on the sofa. He still hadn't made up his mind the next morning and he went to the store with a headache. He took a couple of Ibuprophen and by noon he was feeling better. The vinyl guy had called and said the stickers would work fine. He dropped them off shortly after lunch and showed Desmond the stencil he had made. Desmond taped it to the three monitors and went back to the storeroom to find paint. He heard the bell jangle and soon the sound of female voices coming down the hall. The three girls opened the door, and came in.
"Hey, girls; I've got the stickers and the monitors are set up," he told them.
"Good," Janet said. "We aren't here about that though."
"What is it? Studio not working out?" he asked.
"No, that's good too. We're here for an answer, Desmond. We think you should play with us. Will you do it?" Rachael asked him.
"I really hate to disappoint you, but I don't think I want to," he said.
"Why not?" Janet asked. "Let's talk about it."
"Well, first, I don't think I'm good enough," he said. "The second thing is, I like my work. I have a business to run here; a nice business. I'm not rich, but I'm doing well and it's getting better all the time. Third, I'm afraid it will make things weird with Molly."
They looked at her. "Molly?" Janet said.
She laughed. "I kind of said I would go out with him," she said. "I told him I wouldn't until he made up his mind."
"Oh, my God," Rachael said. "You two have to get married!"
"What on earth are you talking about?" Desmond asked.
"In a couple of years they have built
A home sweet home
With a couple of kids running in the yard
Of Desmond and Molly Jones," Rachael sang.
"Oh, my God! The old Beatles song," Molly exclaimed.
All four of them exploded into laughter. "Now you have to take her hand while she sings, "Ob-la-di," Janet gasped.
"We can never get married!" Desmond laughed.
"Why not?" Molly asked.
"I could never afford a 20 carat golden ring!"
The hooted with laughter and when they could breathe again the girls became serious. "That's just bullshit about you not being good enough," Rachael said. "We understand about your store and we promise that our gigs won't interfere with it. I can't say anything about the last thing. That's up to you and Molly. I can't believe you already snagged him like that, Molly."
Molly walked up to Desmond and took his hands. "Desmond, I'll go out with you either way, but I promise not to make it weird if you play with us. Please? Just give it a try. Come to our gig at the Lighthouse tomorrow night. Bring your banjo and your sax and play two numbers with us. We'll rehearse tonight and do them tomorrow. Please?"
Janet and Rachael added their voices and Desmond surrendered. "Okay, one session. I won't travel if you go out of town, though. Don't ask me, okay?"
They promised not to ask and each girl kissed him. They left, and that night they worked two numbers into their set with him playing.
When he got to the Lighthouse, the place was packed. Evidently the girls were quite a draw. The bouncer didn't want to let him in, but he texted Molly and she came and got him. She was wearing black leather pants and a little red top that didn't cover much. She looked delicious. Desmond had noticed how cute she was, but she looked adorable tonight. She had a very tiny waist and the top showed how it flared out into slim but sexy hips. She was obviously not wearing a bra and her breasts bounced and jiggled as she walked him backstage.
She took him into the dressing room and Janet and Rachael were there, dressed identically. These were stunning women, he realized. They both ran to hug him and Molly pressed herself against him in front. Her eyes were shining pools of grey, and he could feel her erect nipples rubbing against his chest. Janet and Rachael went back to their makeup and Molly stayed pressed against him.
"Playing always makes me horny," she whispered. "We play better turned on."
Desmond didn't know if that was the secret or not, but they did play better than he had ever heard them. Molly put on quite a show, and Janet was spot on with her riffs and solos. The crowd loved the two numbers he did with them, and Molly rubbed up against him all the time he was playing. When they got back to the dressing room she never moved away from him for a minute.
"Desmond, you were awesome, we were awesome. Thank you so much for playing with us," Rachael told him.
Both she and Janet gave him a hug. "Molly, what did you think," Janet asked.
"I think I'm ready for that date now," she said. "Desmond, can we go somewhere?"
He took her out to eat wings and they sat together in a booth. She was stuck to him like glue. They talked and giggled together like high school kids, and when he paid the check she leaned over and whispered in his ear."
"Desmond, I want to spend the night with you."
"Really?" He couldn't believe this gorgeous girl was so attracted to him. "I'd love that, Molly. Are you always this horny after a show?"
"Yes, but I don't always have such a great guy," she said.
He took her home and she prowled around his place for a minute. "I love your apartment," she said. "Do you have something I could put on if I take a shower? I'm sort of sweaty from the show."
"I have a better idea," he said. "How about we shower together and then you don't put anything on?"
"I like the way you think," she said.
She led him to the bathroom and he quickly shed his clothes so he could watch her take hers off. She pulled off her little red top and her luscious breasts bounced as she tossed it onto his pile of clothes. She was spectacular. Her breasts weren't huge, but they were full and firm. She had small areolae and cute little pink nipples that capped breasts that turned up at the tips a little. Her skin was milky and he watched in fascination as she pulled down the leather pants and little red panties. She was as bare as a baby, and puffy lips peeked out from between her thighs. Her legs were long and elegant and she had tiny feet.
She licked her lips as she looked him over. She liked what she saw. Desmond was thin and fit. He had been a competitive swimmer in high school and college and he had never stopped. He had the thick shoulders and chest that showed the work and her breath caught in her throat when she saw his cock.
"Jesus, Desmond; that's quite a surprise you've been hiding there!"
He blushed a little. "I didn't want to disappoint you," he grinned. "All rock stars have big packages, I've heard. You've probably seen them all."
"I've seen the cod pieces they wear," she laughed. "You might not believe this, Desmond, but I've never slept with a man before."
"Really? I seem to be saying that a lot. It's hard to believe, Molly. I can't believe a woman that looks like you has never had sex!"
"I didn't say I'd never had sex," she said.
He turned the water on and they got in. "You mean you've slept with women, don't you?" he said.
"Yes."
"Anyone I know?" he teased.
"Janet and Rachael," she said. "We get so horny playing that we need some relief afterward. We almost always fuck after a show. I expect they're in bed together now."
The thought of those three incredible girls together had Desmond hard as a rock. "Jesus, Molly, that's so hot."
"Yes, they're very hot, Desmond. I love them both, you know."
"What do they think about you and me?" he asked.
"They're very happy for me," she said. "They wish they were me."
They spent the next twenty minutes exploring each other's bodies and when he sank to his knees, his tongue buried in her hot little pussy, she cried out when she came. He turned the water off and dried her off. She returned the favor and he carried her to bed. He sank down on her and she felt amazing beneath him. She smelled like his shower gel and aroused girl and he loved her tight little body. He moved up to lock his lips to hers and she shivered as she felt the head of his cock against her pussy. She was very wet and he slid easily between her lips and into her creamy tunnel. She caught her breath in a gasp as he slid into her and her hands shot up to push against his chest.
"Damn, Desmond; you're huge! Slow, baby; I haven't had anything that big in me."
He eased in until he felt his pelvic bone touch hers. There was almost a panicked look in her eyes as he moved to claim her lips again.
"Jesus Christ," she breathed. "Are you all the way in? I don't think I can take any more!"
"You've got it all," he told her.
She relaxed a little and he slid back a little before returning to her depths. "Ah," she said when he bottomed out again. She made that cute little sound every time he moved for a while until her voice rose in volume and pitch and she was groaning at each thrust. He felt her thighs begin to tremble and he could feel the tension gathering in her little body beneath him. He fastened his lips to one little nipple as she arched her back and she exploded, cumming repeatedly as he shot off like a fire hose inside her tight depths. He had never had an orgasm that felt so powerful or lasted so long, and she was still shuddering beneath him when he became lucid again. He continued to pump her and never lost his erection. She came five more times before he went over the edge and came inside her again.
They collapsed limply to the bed and he pulled her over on top of him, his now deflating cock still inside her. She cried a little as she rested her head on his chest.
"Are you okay, Molly?" he asked.
"I'm so okay I can't believe it," she whispered. "Jesus you're a good lover, Desmond. I could get used to this."



He fucked her three more times during the night and in the morning they stayed in bed, cuddling and napping until after noon, when he found the energy to fuck her again. She got up on shaky legs and went to shower again. She came out and rummaged around in his drawers until she found one of his old Marine Corps sweatshirts and a pair of shorts she could wear. He thought she looked incredibly sexy in his clothes and he went and showered, too. They went out to IHOP for breakfast and she wanted him to take her home. She made him wait while she went inside and when she came back she had a bag packed.
"Can I stay with you this weekend?" she asked as she threw her bag in his back seat.
"It looks like I'm saying yes," he laughed. "I can't think of anything I'd like more."
She never left. She stayed with him all week and after two months he asked her to move in to stay. He played with them two nights a week when they were in town and after two years he asked her to marry him. The ring wasn't 20 carats, but it was a two carat diamond, and she loved it. They bought a house near the store and two years later Amanda was born. Dray followed two years later and sure enough, there were a couple of kids running in the yard of Desmond and Molly Jones.
Desmond worked at the store and the kids went to work with him every day. When they started school, they came to the store every afternoon after class and did their homework in his office. Molly was still singing with the band and she felt like they were on the verge of a breakthrough. Having the kids had set them back a little, but she wanted them and thought they were worth it. The kids loved their mother very much and thought she was the coolest person on earth.
When Amanda was nine and Dray was seven, Molly came home from the club very excited. She woke them up and gathered her family on the sofa to tell them the news. "We've been invited to play a huge show in Oklahoma," she told them. "A producer from a big record label invited us, and if he likes us he's going to offer us a contract!"
They were all very excited and she was surrounded by her admirers. After the kids went off to bed she took Desmond to bed and fucked his brains out. She was so horny she couldn't stop cumming, and he had to cover her mouth to keep her from waking the kids as she screamed into his hand.
Janet and Rachael picked her up in the band's van the next morning, and they all hugged and kissed Desmond and the kids goodbye. They would be gone for five days and Desmond hated to see them go. He and Molly had never been apart this long before, and he was going to miss her.
He and the kids were asleep when they got back, and he heard the shower running in the early morning before going back to sleep. He felt her climb in bed with him and cuddle up against him. She was still asleep in the morning and he let her rest while he got the kids off to school. He went to work and when he got home she was gone.
"Moll?" he called. "You home?"
She wasn't, and the she didn't come home before the kids went to bed. She went and took a shower and when he came to bed she snuggled up against him. He wanted to make love to her, but she complained that she was very tired still, so he just held her and went to sleep. It was Sunday and he slept in. When he got up she had breakfast ready and the kids were gone.
"Where did the kids go?" he asked her.
"They're staying with Janet and Rachael," she told him. "I need to talk to you, Desmond."
"What's up, baby?" he asked. She led him to the sofa and pulled a chair up in front of him.
"I'm in trouble, Desmond," she said. "I don't want to tell you, but I did something I'm going to regret for the rest of my life." She began to cry, and she sobbed hopelessly.
Desmond felt his chest go tight and he waited. She recovered enough to continue after a few minutes, and the story came tumbling out.
She had desperately wanted that record contract and the band had nailed their set. The producer had loved them and told them he wanted to sign them to a contract. There were some details to work out and he wondered if Molly would be willing to go over the contract with him. She had been more than willing and they went back to the hotel. She had gone to his room, he got them drinks and they began to go over the contract. It was long and it took quite a while. She had several drinks and then she felt his hand on her leg. He had told her that this was a very big deal and that to seal the deal they should sleep together. She was horrified, but also very horny after the set, and the alcohol had gone to her head. She let him fuck her.
The next morning she felt terrible. She was hung over and so remorseful about what she had done that she stayed in her room and cried all day. She wouldn't talk to Janet and Rachael, and the trip home had been horrible. She thought they suspected what she had done and they didn't speak to her the whole way home.
"He has a video of me fucking him, Desmond," she sobbed. "He's blackmailing me and I let him fuck me again. He said he would send it to you if I didn't. He said he would show Janet and Rachael. They already hate me, and I knew you would be so hurt that I just did it. Now he wants me to make a movie with other guys and I just can't. I would rather you know than do that. I'm in bad trouble, Des. He said he's going to put it on the internet!"
Desmond sat in shocked silence. He just felt numb. His brain wouldn't work for a long while. Molly threw herself at his feet and held his knees. "Say something, Des!"
He pushed her away. "I'm going to get that video," he told her. "Don't be here when I get back, Molly."
"What are you going to do?" she wailed. "Don't kill him, Desmond. You'll go to jail!"
She tried to throw her arms around him but he fended her off. "I swear to God, if you touch me, Molly, I'm going to puke," he said. "I don't want to hurt you. Don't be here when I come home. You're going to go over and explain this to the kids. I'll be by after a while to pick them up."
"No, Des; please talk to me. Please, I'm so sorry! I know I did a horrible thing. I swear to God I'll make it up to you somehow!"
She followed him into their bedroom and continued to plead while he rummaged around in his drawers. He finally pulled it all the way out and threw in on the floor with a crash. It splintered to pieces and Molly cried hysterically. He found what he wanted and carried it out of the house and got in his car. She tried to open the door but he locked it. He rolled the window down a crack.
"Don't be here when I get back," he said.
He backed out of the driveway and drove to the store. He got a couple of items and went back to the car. He knew where Jerry Sanfield lived. He had checked him out when he heard about the deal. The house was dark except for one light on the second floor. He sat in the car waiting. His phone buzzed and he saw that Molly was calling him. He turned the phone off and waited. After a couple of hours the light went off and he waited another hour. He reached across the seat and put on the ski mask and gloves he had brought. He kept a tazer at the store, and he made sure it was charged. He took a plastic tie gun and several ties along with a roll of duct tape, put them in the pocket of his dark jacket and left the car.
There was a wall around the house and he walked down the alley and climbed over into the back yard. The pool lights made a soft illumination and he made his way to the sliding patio door. It was open. Evidently Sanfield trusted the wall to keep people out. That was a mistake. Desmond crept up the stairs to where he had seen the lighted window and eased the door open. It creaked a little and he froze. He could hear soft snoring inside, and he walked quietly to the bed. Sanfield was alone and Desmond pressed the tazer against his neck and gave him a jolt as his eyes opened. Sanfield convulsed and went limp.
Desmond picked the man up and carried him down to the kitchen. He dropped him to the floor and stripped off his pajamas and underwear. He fastened the man's hands tightly behind his back with two plastic ties and put him in a kitchen chair with his hands through the rungs of the chair back. He secured his legs to the chair with ties and then strapped him in using the duct tape. He wrapped duct tape around the ties, and then around Sanfield's eyes and over his mouth. He rummaged around the kitchen until he found a pair of poultry shears. He turned the lights off except the light in the hood over the stove and stood in the semi-darkness. He went and got a glass of water and splashed it over the man's face. He sputtered into consciousness and Desmond slapped him to get his attention.
Sanfield was making strangled sounds into the tape over his mouth and Desmond pulled the tape off of his eyes and mouth. Sanfield's eyes popped out when he saw the masked figure in front of him.
"Please, don't hurt me," he babbled. "I have money. I have jewelry, too. I'll give you anything you want!"
Desmond made his voice low and gruff. "Yes, you're going to give me anything I want. I'm going to hurt you, though."
He walked to the stove and turned on the burner. It was a gas range and the flame made a blue glow. Desmond rummaged around in a drawer and found a heavy metal spoon with a plastic handle. He put the spoon in the flame and waited.
"What are you doing?" Sanfield cried. Tears were streaming down his cheeks and he urinated on the chair.
When the spoon was glowing, Desmond took the poultry shears and showed them to Sanfield.
"What are you going to do with those?" Sanfield eyed them fearfully.
Desmond moved behind the chair and took Sanfield's right little finger in his hand. He put the poultry shears around it and let Sanfield feel the sharp jaws.
"Oh, my God! No, please don't; I'm begging you!" Sanfield screamed. "I'll do anything. I'll give you anything! What do you want?"
Desmond closed the jaws of the shears, cutting Sanfield's finger off at the first joint. The man spasmed and shrieked, and the blood spurted. Sanfield passed out and Desmond went and retrieved the spoon. He used the glowing metal to cauterize the bloody stump and the searing metal wakened Sanfield who gave another agonized shriek.
"Please! Oh God, please! What do you want? Please don't kill me!"
"You have 27 more knuckles," Desmond told him. "This is going to be fun."
He dropped to his knees and repeated the process with Sanfield's left little toe. When he had revived Sanfield from unconsciousness, he nodded.
"I forgot to count your toes," he said.
The man babbled incoherently and Desmond stood back for a minute. "I hear you make videos," he said. "Where do you keep them?"
"Please, I'll give them all to you," Sanfield begged. "Don't hurt me any more!"
"No, I guess I don't want them," Desmond said. He came forward and took Sanfield's prick in his gloved hand. "I think I want this!" He brought the poultry shears forward and squeezed Sanfield's dick gently between the metal jaws. It began to ooze blood and the bound man struggled wildly, screaming and pleading with Desmond.
"I'll give you the videos! Please, I have stars on those videos. They're worth a fortune! They're in my safe and I have copies on my computer! You can have them!"
"How do I know you don't have copies anywhere else?" Desmond asked.
"I don't! I swear to God I don't! I'm afraid to keep them anywhere else! I'll give you the safe combination and there's a lot of money in there, too. You can take everything."
He gave Desmond the combination to the safe and there was a stack of about twenty DVD's inside. They were all labeled and Desmond saw that one said, "Molly Jones." He shook with fury. He went into Sanfield's office, tore apart his computer and took out the hard drive. He found a drawer with flash drives in it and put them in his pocket. Sanfield had a laptop and he broke it to pieces and took the hard drive from that, too.
He walked back to the kitchen and got the poultry shears again. He knelt between Sanfield's legs and closed the shears around his prick. "The next time you think about fucking one of your stars you're going to remember this," he said. "You're going to remember how the jaws of these shears felt around your dick and you aren't going to be able to get it up. If you do, I'm going to come back and we're going to have another little session. The next time, I'm going to have more fun."
Sanfield collapsed, passed out again, and Desmond left him bound to the chair. He went out the back and climbed the wall. He got in his car and drove back toward where Janet and Rachael lived. He crossed a river just a couple of miles from their house and he stopped. He got out and threw the computer parts in the river along with the gloves and mask. He got back in the car and drove to pick up his children.
When he pulled up they must have been watching, because they came running out. They were crying, and Desmond's heart was breaking. Janet and Rachael came out too and they hugged the children and put them in the car. "Desmond, I'm so sorry," Janet said.
"Not your fault," he told her.
Molly came out of the house and tried to open the door to the car, but Amanda locked it. "Go away!" she screamed at her mother. "We don't want to ever see you again!"
Desmond backed the car out of the driveway and they left Molly there, weeping in the driveway.
He drove home silently while his children cried in the back seat. When they got home he sat between them on the sofa and they had a long talk. Desmond's heart felt like it was going to tear in two, and he comforted them as best he could. They sobbed themselves to sleep and he carried them in and put them in his bed. He stood in the shower and let the water run over him for a long time. His mind kept picturing Molly standing in the shower with the water running over her beautiful body and he wept, great sobs shaking his body until he was emotionally drained. He went and got in bed with his children, and at last he slept.
He woke up the next morning with a burning rage in his belly. He fixed breakfast for the kids in a haze and they went off to school. He hugged them and kissed them and they left. He sat on the sofa until he thought to call Jack and tell him he wasn't coming in that day. About ten thirty, his doorbell rang. It was Rachael, and he didn't want to talk to her. He went back and sat down, but she wouldn't go away. She kept ringing and knocking until he went back and looked through the peephole. She was crying on the steps and he couldn't stand it. He opened the door and she threw herself on him, sobbing into his chest. He felt the tears coursing down his own cheeks and he took her to the sofa and they held each other for a long time, just two friends full of heartache.
She got up and went to the bathroom. He heard the water running and she came back with a hand towel and a wet washcloth. She handed him the towel and sat back on the sofa with the rag over her face. That made him chuckle a little and she pulled it to one side and smiled up at him before putting it back.
"I'm a wreck, Desmond," she said. "What are we going to do?"
"I don't know," he said. "What did she tell you?"
"Everything," she said. "What are you going to do about the video?"
"I have it and about twenty more," he said. "Want to watch some porn?"
She laughed and then cried a little. "Burn them, Desmond. Don't watch that video. It will scar you. What did you do to Sanfield? Did you kill him?"
"No, I wanted to. I tortured him a little and he gave them up. He doesn't know it was me. I wore a mask and gloves. What would he say anyway? He was blackmailing musicians?"
"No, I don't suppose he would. What are we going to do about Molly?"
"I'm not going to do anything," he said. "You'll have to answer that question for yourself."
"Are you going to forgive her?"
"Forgive her? You didn't sit here with your kids while they cried their little broken hearts out! That isn't in me, Rachael."
"You're going to destroy her," she said. "You're going to destroy yourself, too."
"I'm going to do that? I'm not the one that fucked some sleazy producer! I'm not the one that cheated. I'm not the one that put my fucking record deal in front of my family and the people that loved me. What do you mean; I'm going to do that? She's the one that destroyed herself, me and her kids! Rachael, I love you, but I don't want you to ever mention her to me again. If you do, I won't see you any more. I can't stand to think about her. It makes me sick at my stomach."
He did feel nauseous. He jumped up and ran to the bathroom and emptied his stomach into the toilet while Rachael ran her fingers through his hair. She cleaned his face with a washcloth and watched while he brushed his teeth.
"I'm going to have to mention her again," she said. "Janet and I talked. We won't play with her again. She asked if she could move back in with us. She's our friend, Desmond. We went to high school together. She's a cheating slut, but she's still our friend. Do you want us to turn her out in the street?"
"No, of course not," he said. "Do whatever you need to. I know you won't abandon her. I don't expect you to. I just can't stand to think about her. You two are welcome here or in the store any time. Just keep her away from me."
"We don't control her, but we won't bring her around," she said. "Are you going to divorce her?"
"I haven't thought about it," he said. "Rachael, I need you to go now. You can come back tomorrow or any time but I need to be alone."
She stood on tiptoe and kissed his cheek and hugged him. "I love you, Desmond," she said. "I wish I had asked you out first. Do you want to fuck me, or Janet? We would, you know. We'd have done it years ago if it weren't for Molly. Would that make you feel better?"
"No! I mean, I always thought you were hot, but that would make me and you just like her."
"I know. I just... never mind. I do love you Desmond and I'll do anything to help you."
He squeezed her. "I know. I love you, too,"
After she left, he sat in his recliner for a long time and mindlessly watched TV. He felt like his brain was paralyzed. He noticed the clock after a while and went to pick the kids up from school. On the way he had an idea, and when they came out they walked with his arms over their shoulders.
"How would you guys like to go on a vacation?" he asked them. "I think we need to get away for a while and just relax and clear our heads. Let's go to Florida and go to Disney and to the beach for a couple of weeks."
"What about school?" Mandy asked.
"To hell with them," he said. "We'll get your work and take it with us."
They were pretty excited about the idea and they went home and packed. When they got back they were feeling a lot better and things settled into a routine. Desmond spent every possible minute with them when he didn't have to work. He hired Janet and Rachael to work at the store so he wouldn't have to be there as much.
After a lot of agony of mind he talked to his lawyer and filed for divorce. She thought it would take six months if Molly didn't fight it and he started the process. A week later, he went out to his car to go to work and Molly was leaning against his car in the driveway. Her car was behind his and he couldn't get out. She looked as good as she always had. She had on blue jeans and a sweatshirt and she was still smoking hot. He couldn't help the lump that rose in his throat when he saw her. She looked so little and lonely and miserable. Then he remembered that she was a cheating slut.
"Move your car," he told her.
"Please, Desmond; I need to talk to you," she said.
"Well, I don't need to talk to you," he told her. "Move your car or I'm going to call the police. I'll get a restraining order if you ever come back here again."



She began to sob brokenly. "I don't care," she wept. "Call the police! I'll let them arrest me, but as soon as I get out I'm going to come back here again. You can have me arrested a thousand times and every time I get out of jail I'm going to come back here until you talk to me. Please, Des; just let me talk to you. I'll do anything you want me to if you'll let me talk to you!"
"Okay," he said. "We'll go in the house and talk. Then I want you to go away and never come here again. You said you'd do anything I want you to. That's what I want you to do."
"Okay, if that's what you want, that's what I'll do," she sobbed.
He walked to the door, opened it for her and she walked in. He sat on the sofa and she got a kitchen chair and pulled it up in front of him. She started to reach for his hand and he pulled it away. "Don't touch me," he said.
Her hand returned slowly to her lap and she looked up at him miserably. "Desmond, I'm dying inside," she said. "I miss you so bad it's killing me. I miss my kids. I know I don't deserve it, but I'm begging you for mercy."
"Maybe you should have thought of that while you were fucking some sleazy guy for a record contract," he said bitterly.
"Yes, I should have. I was drunk, Desmond. It was right after a show and I was drunk. You know how horny I am after a show."
"I've been drunk and horny, too," he said. "I came home and fucked my wife, not some slut in a bar. Why didn't you fuck Rachael or Janet? You know I let you do that. Did someone force you to get drunk? Did he rape you?"
"No," she sobbed. "I know it was my fault. I'm not trying to make excuses. I wanted that record contract so badly I threw everything else I had away. There is no excuse for what I did. I know I deserve everything you feel about me. I'm just asking for mercy. I can't offer any excuse. I can't give you anything but my need. I need mercy, Des. Can you find it in you to be merciful to me?"
He sat in silence for a long time. "Not now, I can't, Molly. I hurt too bad. Maybe in a few weeks, or a few months or a few years. I'm sorry. No, what the hell am I saying? You're the one that did this. What do I have to be sorry for?"
"Nothing," she said. "You never did anything but love me. It's my fault. I'll do anything, Des. I'll even go away and leave you alone. Please let me see my kids. I won't if you don't want me to, but I need to make this up to them. I think I'll kill myself if you won't let me. Please Des, I'm desperate. I have no one. My mom won't speak to me. Janet and Rachael barely tolerate me. I need something, someone that doesn't hate me."
"Maybe you can find a record producer," he said.
She just sobbed. "I know I deserve that. Please, Des; let me see my children."
"They don't want to see you, Molly and I won't make them," he said. "Haven't you done enough to them? They're just starting to get back to normal. I won't keep them from seeing you if they want to."
She reached out to him and then drew back. "Thank you, Des. I won't forget this."
"That's just the problem, Moll; I don't believe a word you say. 'I won't forget this,' but somehow you managed to forget that you had a husband that worshipped you, kids that thought you were the queen of the world and friends who loved you. Don't bullshit me. I swear to God, if you hurt those kids again I'll take them and move to Tahiti. You'll never see them again."
"Des, I made one mistake. I'll spend the rest of my life regretting it. Have you ever made a mistake?"
"Yes, I fell in love with you," he said bitterly.
She buried her face in her hands and collapsed in her chair, weeping hysterically. "I'm so sorry, I'm so sorry, I'm so sorry," she said over and over again, like someone trying repeatedly to open a lock with the wrong key.
"What can I do?" she sobbed. "Would you like to beat me? I'll let you and I won't say a word. Do you want to fuck around? I'll let you and I'll never complain. Just let me be part of your life, I'm begging you. Do you want to fuck Janet or Rachael? They'd do it in a minute. I'll ask them for you. What can I do, Des?"
"I'm not a slut," he said. "Jesus Christ, Molly; do you think I never had a thought about sleeping with other women? Do you think I don't think our friends are hot? Well I do, but I'd never fuck them because I loved you. I love our kids and I respect myself too much to do that."
"I'm just telling you I'll do anything," she said. "I know what I had and what I lost. If I can get the kids to take me back, will you let me come back home? I won't touch you, I swear, unless you want me to. I'll never go anywhere without you or them. I'll hire detectives to follow me. I'll go to counseling. I'll go to church. I'm trying to repent. If you let me come back I'll make you trust me again. Desmond. I know I have to make it right. I've been going to church three times a week. I'll never touch an instrument again if that's what you want. Janet and Rachael won't play with me, anyway. I'll never take another drink again as long as I live unless you want me to. Just tell me what to do and I'll do it."
"I want to think," he said. "The kids are going to be here in a minute and I don't want them to see you. I'll let Janet or Rachael know what I decide. Don't come back here until you hear from me. Do you understand?"
"Yes, will you let me try to set something up with the kids?"
"Yes, but if they don't want to, that's the end of it."
"Yes, I promise. I'll go now. Thank you, Des. You'll never regret it, I promise."
"Your promises don't mean shit to me," he said. "Don't promise me anything."
"No, I won't," she sobbed. "I'm going now."
"Wait a minute," he said.
He went and got her a towel and she dried her tears gratefully. He held out his hand and she gave it back to him and left without another word.
Two days later, Mandy came and pulled her chair up close to his in his office. "Mom wants to talk to me," she said. "Rachael called me and asked me to talk to her. Do you think I should?"
He looked at his little girl with tears in his eyes. "Yes, I think you should, baby. She's still your mother and a girl should have a mother in her life. I think she wants to try to make it up to you. Give her a chance, Mandy. You'll never regret giving people another chance. I know it's hard after they've done something horrible to you. Believe me; I'm struggling with that every day. I think you're a bigger person than me. Go talk to her."
"Thank you Daddy," she said. "I miss her and I still love her. I don't want you to think that I'm not loyal to you, though. I don't want you to think I'm not on your side. I just miss her so bad."
"I know," he patted her head. "Give me a hug."
She threw her arms around him and they cried a little bit. She went off to do her homework and he turned back to his computer. He was researching mercy. He had come up with a definition. "When you withhold from someone the punishment they deserve." He had found another word that went along with it. The word was grace. "When you give someone a gift they don't deserve."
He was struggling mightily with those two concepts. The next day, Janet came and picked Mandy up after school. She was gone for four hours, and when she came home she didn't want to talk. "I need to think," she said. "I'll talk to you tomorrow after school. I'm going to try to talk Dray into seeing her."
"Okay, baby; if you think that's best I trust you," he told her.
When she came to the store after school she sat beside him again. "Daddy, I talked a long time to Mom," she said. "She's suffering. She deserves to suffer, but I can't be the one to make her. I want to be cruel to her, but I can't. It hurts me too much."
"It's okay, baby," he told her. "I understand. What do you want to do?"
"I want Dray to talk to her and then I want you to let her come home."
He groaned. "I was afraid you were going to say that. It's so hard for me, Mandy. Every time I look at her I want to strangle her."
"I know, Daddy. I think we just need time. I was really mad at her at first. I tried to hit her when she told me. Janet grabbed me and wouldn't let me. Now I just hurt inside when I look at her. I just can't believe she would do this to us. Remember when I cheated on that test and got caught? I think this is like that only a lot worse. I knew it was wrong when I did it. I just wanted to get an A so bad that I didn't pay attention to myself. I was very disappointed in myself that I was that kind of person. I think Mom feels like that, too. You didn't make a big deal out of the test thing. I knew you were disappointed in me, but you loved me and you forgave me. Do you still love Mom?"
"Yes, baby. That's what makes it hurt so bad. I've tried not to love her, but I do."
"Then let her come back and live with us. Punish her and get on with your life. I'm going to forgive her and I hope you will, too."
"I'm not as brave and good as you," he told her. "It may take me a long time."
"That's okay, Daddy. I'll help you. Any time you want to talk to me, I want to talk to you. I love you and I want you to be happy."
He could hardly talk around the lump in his throat. "Thank you, Mandy. I love you, too."
Dray went to talk to his mother the next day and he was much easier to placate than his sister had been. He really didn't understand what was going on except that his mother had done something really bad. His young mind was malleable and he only knew he wanted his mother back.
Desmond called Janet and told her he wanted to meet Molly at their house. She and Rachael kissed him and went out, leaving him alone with Molly.
"Well, you talked the kids around," he told her.
"I don't know about Mandy," she said. "I know she still doesn't trust me."
"That's your fault," he told her. "Do you want to come home, Molly?"
"Oh, please, Desmond. I want it more than anything," she begged. "I know I have a lot to prove. I'm going to... no, I said I wasn't going to make any promises to you. You wouldn't believe me anyway, would you?"
"You made sure I wouldn't," he told her.
"Yes, I know. I'm sorrier than you'll ever know. I know what I had, Des. I know I threw it away. What do you want me to do?"
"I want you to be your kids mom," he said. "I want you to apologize abjectly to Rachael and Janet and beg them to take you back. I want you to start playing again. I'll even play with you. I want our lives back to normal."
"Will you sleep with me?" she asked.
"Yes, but that's all it's going to be for a long time," he said. "Maybe forever. It makes my skin crawl to think about touching you, Molly. Maybe I can get over that. We'll see. I'll go to counseling with you. I'm going to forgive you. It's going to take me a while. Can you live with that?"
"Yes, I'll take anything you'll give me. I'm so sorry, Desmond. I know what I did. I had a perfect life and a perfect man and I threw it all away for a fucking record contract. I want you to know something though. I didn't feel anything but ashamed when I was doing it. I was disgusted with myself and with him. I thought I was going to puke. You're still the only man that's ever made me cum and the only man I've ever wanted to be with. I needed to tell you that. I just want you to know that I love you. I always will and I'm yours whenever you want me. If you never do, I understand. I made it like that and I'll take the consequences."
"One more thing," he told her. "You're going to stop apologizing. I know you regret it. You've shown me how much. You're not going to make up for anything either. I'm taking you back because I need to. It's for me as much as it is for you. You don't deserve it, but I didn't deserve all the happy years we had either. Nobody wants what they deserve, least of all me. Do you understand?"
"Yes, you're having mercy on me. Thank you, Desmond."
"Pack up your stuff," he said.
She jumped to her feet and hurried to gather her things. On the way home, he reached out and held her hand. "We're going to survive, Moll," he said.
"Ob-la-di," she smiled up at him with tears in her eyes. "You took me by the hand."
Nine years later he stood beside Mandy in the record office as Molly, Rachael and Janet signed their second recording contract. Molly looked over at him triumphantly and he gave her the thumbs up sign. Mandy gave her a fist pump and she smiled happily.
They still had their problems. Two years of counselling, countless long talks until the wee hours of the morning and constant work by Molly to repair his broken trust had gotten them through. Desmond still had trust issues. Molly had hired that detective. He didn't watch her all the time, but randomly, so that she never knew when she was under surveillance. The detective filed a report every six months with Desmond. He had never opened one. Molly looked at them. She never drank in public and she made sure that only Janet and Rachael were ever alone with her after playing until she could get home to Desmond. She took one of her children with her everywhere she went if possible and one of her friends if not. She didn't trust herself for a long time. Her life was an open book to Desmond and she saved every text she got, along with her recent calls and insisted on showing them to Desmond until after a year and a half he forbade the practice.
"I can't live like this, Molly," he told her. "Either you're going to keep your promises or you're not. I'm going to believe everything you tell me until I find out differently. I'm going to trust you until you make a fool out of me. I don't expect you will."
He was very proud of her that day. Nine years of proving herself had made the difference.
She walked around the desk and rubbed herself against Desmond. "I'm so horny," she whispered. "I can't wait to get you home."
He laughed and held his beautiful wife in his arms. "Do you think Rachael and Janet are horny?" he teased.
Happy ever after in the Marketplace
Desmond lets the children lend a hand
Molly stays at home and does her pretty face
And in the evening she's still singing with the band.
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She was standing by the bus stop in the rain when I saw her. I keep an eye out for situations like this. I knew it wouldn't be long. Leon and his boys cruise the bus stations looking for desperate girls just like this one. She would be one of those sad stories; the Midwestern girl with stars in her eyes, knowing she was the most beautiful girl in the world and that Hollywood stardom was hers for the asking. Leon or one of his scouts would pick her up, take her to a party, blow her mind with drugs and fuck her until her will was broken. In two weeks she'd be turning tricks and in two years, her freshness would be gone and she'd be dead; inside if not physically. I know this from experience. That's what happened to my sister. It had taken me a couple of years to find out exactly what had happened and I was ready to take Leon down. My sister was in a grave with a Jane Doe marker over her and that was not going to be the end of the story.
I knew destroying Leon wouldn't bring her back and another scumbag would take his place, but it was going to give me great personal satisfaction. Ten minutes later, I saw a car pull up and the door opened. It was Rico. He's one of Leon's talent scouts. They talked a while and the girl got in. I had locaters on all their cars and I pulled Rico's up on the screen. I followed, keeping my distance so he wouldn't spot me. These guys are pretty wary. He pulled up in front of a big house and I saw another of the gang come out and take her inside. Rico pulled forward and parked. He was talking on the phone when I got in the back seat. He felt the silencer against his head just below his ear and he froze.
"End the call," I told him.
He pushed the button and it went off. "Do you know who you're fucking with, man?" he started to bluster.
I pistol whipped him across the back of the head. His face smashed into the wheel and he cursed. I took his phone and broke it into pieces with the butt of the pistol. I took the battery out and pulled his head back by his hair. He was bleeding and his eyes were wild with fear.
"Open your mouth," I told him.
"What the fuck?" he said and I smashed his face back down on the wheel. I jerked him back up and snarled. "I said, open your fucking mouth."
He opened it and I jammed the battery inside.
"Now swallow it," I told him.
He seemed reluctant so I gave him a little love tap on the mouth with the butt of the pistol. Teeth broke and his mouth was a mess. His eyes rolled and he gagged as he tried to swallow it. It took him a while but he got it down.
"How many inside?' I asked him.
"Six," he mumbled through his ruined mouth. I smashed him in the back of the head with the pistol and left him there. I hit him hard and I don't believe he was ever going to think right again, if he lived.
There was a wall around the back of the house and they seemed to rely on that for security. There wasn't a system in place and that was a mistake. I heard the sound of a motorcycle pull up in front. That would be Lela. There was a man lying by the pool and I shot him in the forehead. He flopped a couple of times and that was it. No one came to investigate, and I opened the patio door. There were two more on the sofa. They were in the middle of snorting some coke and I took them both before they knew want was happening. I wasn't close enough to risk head shots so I double tapped them both center mass. I heard a spit and the sound of pistol cycling in the entry and Lela came in as an arm flopped limply into the doorway. She nodded at me and we went looking for the last two. Lela is my partner. I took her out of a place like this six years ago and she's been with me ever since. Not with me, as in lovers, but she's my soul mate in operations like this.
A door opened and Leon came out. He was zipping his fly and he stopped when he saw two masked and black dressed people with guns. I motioned to him and he walked over.
"Where's Chris?" I asked him in a low voice.
He jerked his head toward the room he had just come out of. "You know who I am?" he asked.
"Yes, you're someone that's about to die," Lela hissed.
"I got money and coke," he said. "Maybe we make a trade. I got a new bitch in there too. I give her to you. She a tight pussy. You take the money and the coke. Take the bitch and I forget this happened."
"Where's the money and the coke?" I asked.
He indicated a painting on the wall. Of course, the safe would be in a place no one would ever think to look; not. I nodded to Lela and she prodded him over to the safe. I left him to her tender mercies and went into the bedroom.
Chris was taking sloppy seconds on the girl. She was crying and there was that dead look in her eyes. She didn't react when she saw me and Chris was preoccupied. Quite a bit of blood spattered over her when his head exploded and I rolled him off. They hadn't bothered to undress her, just pulling her skirt up and ripping open her blouse. I pulled her up as I heard a spit and a scream from the living room. When I entered the room Leon was clutching himself and writhing on the floor. Lela had obviously shot him in the crotch. She was kneeling beside him and she made him a new asshole with her second bullet. He went quiet and she stood up.
"Gangland violence," she said. "It's getting out of hand. Where are the police when you need them?"
I laughed. "You do good work, lady. What are we going to do with her?" I indicated the girl.
"I've got two," she told me. "This one's yours."
We split the cash and the coke. There was two hundred thousand in cash and maybe half a pound of coke.
"I'll take the coke," she said. "I'll see what I can get for it. It should balance out."
I took the girl by the arm. She hadn't said a word. I put her in the van and Lela took off on her motorcycle. I got Chinese carryout on the way home and pulled into the garage. I got her out and took her inside. I put the bag on the table and took her to the bathroom. She cringed a little when I undressed her. She was bleeding a bit. Evidently she had been a virgin. I felt bad for her, but she made a lot of stupid decisions. Maybe she would learn or maybe she'd be crazy at what had been done to her. It was up to her. I washed away the blood with a warm cloth while the bath water was running. She just stood there with a dazed look on her face. I looked at her eyes and she was stoned out of her mind. There wasn't anything to do about that but wait so I put her in the tub.
She winced at the hot water but I forced her in. I have a huge tub and I pushed everything under but her face. The bubble bath smelled nice and I washed her completely. I went and got her a bottle of water and forced a morning after pill down her. I washed her hair and got her out. I dried her off and wrapped her in a towel. She was a beauty. Most of them are. They seem to think that somehow the ten thousand other beauties trying the same road aren't as gorgeous or talented as they are. It's a crap shoot, and most of them miss.
I took her into the kitchen and forced her to eat. She chewed mechanically, and after I ate I took her to bed. She hadn't said a word. When I took away her towel she began to shiver and I put her in. I stripped and climbed in with her. I knew from experience that when she came down it was going to get ugly. I wrapped my arms around her lush body and held her close. She stopped shivering and I drifted off. Sometime during the night I woke up and she was shuddering in my arms. I had left the night light on and I looked over at her. There were tears running down her cheeks. I pulled her face onto my chest and she began to sob. It was quiet at first but it quickly grew until she was crying hysterically. She began to panic and try to push me away. I just held her tightly and she wasn't strong enough to get away.
I cradled her head and talked quietly to her. "It's okay, honey. You're safe. Nothing else bad is going to happen to you. I've got you. I won't hurt you. I won't molest you. I'm just holding you here so I can talk to you. I promise I won't rape you. You're okay, now. You're safe with me. The men that hurt you are dead. You're safe. Just cry and let me hold you and everything will be okay."
She stopped struggling and great wracking sobs filled her little body as she clung to me. I petted her and kissed the top of her head. I kept talking to her for an hour, reassuring her that she was okay and that I was going to take care of her. She finally slept, an occasional sob shaking her in her sleep. I just held her and gradually I drifted off again.
When I woke up again I had the feeling that someone was watching me. She was still wrapped in my arms and her cheek was pillowed on my chest. One leg was across me and her messy hair was across my chest. I looked down and big blue eyes were watching me.
"You killed those men, didn't you?" she asked when she saw I was awake.
"Yes, honey, I did."
"There was a black girl with you," she said.
"Yes, her name is Lela. I took her out of a situation just like you were in," I told her. "She helps me rescue girls like you."
"God I wish you had gotten there half an hour earlier," she started to cry again.
"It's over now," I told her. "I'm sorry I didn't get there sooner but there were six of them. It took us too long."
"I'm so stupid," she wept. "God I hate myself. Thank you for taking me away from there. I don't know how I'm going to pay you back. Do you want to fuck me?"
"No, baby, I don't," I told her.
"You might as well," she said bitterly. "I've been raped. That's all I'm good for now."
"Now you're being stupid," I told her. "Let me revise what I just told you. Yes, I do want to fuck you. You're gorgeous and I'm a man. But I won't. You're a little bit broken and until you're well I'm just like your big brother. There's a difference though. You're going to sleep with me and we're going to be naked. I'm going to get aroused by being next to you naked. When you see how desirable I think you are and you can come to terms with that, ask me again. Then, if you want me to, I'll make love to you. When you realize that I won't rape you and I don't get excited at the thought of raping you, you'll be well and you can move on with your life. I won't fuck you though. If you want to make love, we will. Fucking is for healthy people that feel horny. You aren't ready for that."
She cried some more and tried to push me away again. I wouldn't let her and she finally quit struggling and just cried quietly until she fell asleep again. I got up and showered. When I was through I made breakfast and brought it to her on a tray. I woke her up and she took a minute to remember where she was. When I climbed back in bed with her she flinched away. I just ignored it and pulled her over against me. I made her sit up and put the tray across our legs. Her covers fell away and her big breasts were exposed. She tried to cover them up but I wouldn't let her.
"You're beautiful," I told her. "Why would you want to cover that up?"
"It's embarrassing," she said.
"I've given you a bath," I told her. "I've seen you naked and I've seen you being raped. I think it's a little late for modesty. Besides, you have gorgeous tits. I like looking at them."
She reluctantly accepted that and I fed her breakfast.
"You fed me before, didn't you?" she asked.
"Yes, I fed you supper last night," I told her. "You were pretty out of it."
We finished our breakfast and she said she needed to pee. I pointed at the bathroom and she got up. She winced when she stood up.
"God I'm sore," she said. "Those bastards... they..."
"I know," I cut her off. "Just do your thing and come back. We're going to stay here and talk for a long time."
She walked to the bathroom, a blonde goddess of youth and she blushed when she felt my eyes on her. I heard the toilet flush and water running. She covered her pussy with her hand when she came back.
"You have a bidet," she said.
"Yes, I like to be clean," I told her.
"Me, too," she said. "I don't think I'll ever be clean again." There were tears in her big blue eyes.
"You will," I promised her. "It may take a while. It's going to be all you can think about for a while. Then one day you'll wake up and think about something else. That's the way it works. My sister died at the hands of rat bastards like that. She was young and stupid, too. It was all I thought about for a long time. Now it isn't. I still miss her every day, but I do other things, too. That's the way it will be for you."
She lay beside me and I pulled her over on top of me. She lay half over me and her leg moved up hesitantly and across me. I could feel the downy curls between her thighs press against my thigh and she gasped when she felt my semi-erect cock under her leg.
"I told you that you're gorgeous and you'll turn me on," I told her. "I won't do anything. It's okay."
She nodded. "I don't even know your name," she said. Her breasts were crushed against me and one fat little pink nipple peeked out of the blanket of blonde hair. She looked adorable.
"My name is Carl," I told her. "Carl Stokes. You can never tell anyone what happened back there. Lela and I killed six men in that house; maybe seven. We robbed them to make it look like a gang hit. You're an accessory and we'll all go to jail if you tell."
"I'll never tell," she said. "You saved me. What kind of tool would I be to tell on you after that? What would I tell anyway? I took a lot of drugs and had sex with two men?"
I laughed. "No, I guess that wouldn't sound too good. Will you tell me your name?"
"It's Amber," she said.
"Okay, Amber," I told her. "I like Amber. It's a pretty name. Do you have a last name?"
She giggled. It was enchanting. That was the first sign she had given that she was going to get better. "Of course I have a last name," she said. "It's Wagner. Amber Wagner."
"Glad to meet you Amber Wagner," I told her. "You're a beautiful girl, Amber. What can I do for you today?"
"Are you going to make me be naked all the time?" she asked. "Am I going to stay with you? I don't know what to do. I don't have any money. My bag is gone so I don't have any clothes either."
"You have a hundred thousand dollars," I told her. "That's half of what I took off Leon. I'm keeping the other half so I can take care of you and my other girls."
"You have others like me?"
"Yes, I have three. They have their own places now. They have jobs and they're going to school. How old are you Amber?"
"I'm nineteen," she said. "If I have money, can we get me some clothes and stuff? You never told me if I'm staying here."
"Yes, you can stay for now, at least. When you think you're well enough to be on your own and when I think I can trust you not to get in a jam like you were in, you can do what you want to do."
I could tell that hurt her feelings. Her big blue eyes filled with tears. "Now don't look like that, Amber," I told her. "You have a long history of making bad decisions. You know that. I'm just trying to help you. Trust is earned; baby and you don't have a lot of credit."
She snuggled closer. "I know," she whispered. "I'm not dumb though. I'm stupid, but not dumb. I know this is all my own fault. I'm sorry, Carl. I'll do what you say."
"Good girl," I squeezed her butt. "Let's get going. We've got a lot to do today."
She squealed when I gave her a little spank on the butt as she got up. She went into the bathroom and I followed her. She sat on the stool in front of the vanity and looked at herself in the mirror. I got out a brush and started working the tangles out of that silky blonde hair. She let me brush her and just watched.
"What do you see in the mirror?" I asked her.
"I see an idiot and a hero," she said.
"I'm not a hero," I told her. "Heroes don't get there half an hour late. Heroes save their sisters. I'm just a guy who's helping you. Look at yourself. Describe what you see."
She looked for a minute. "I see someone that doesn't know much," she said. "I thought I did. I'm a stupid bitch. I thought I was so smart and so beautiful and so talented that all I had to do was show up and famous producers would fall all over themselves to put me in movies. Can you believe that?"
"Yes, thousands of girls think the same thing. That's how the pornography business gets its stars. That's where all the hookers come from. Acting is really a combination of hard work and luck. Most successful actors actually go to school to learn how to act, Amber. Very few of them are your age. You have the body and the face for it. I can probably get you a job as the stripper in the nightclub scene. It isn't likely to be a speaking role. If you had a degree from Julliard and a couple of Broadway and off Broadway roles on your resume and you were lucky you might get a commercial or a bit part. That's how it starts."
"I'm stupid," she said. "I didn't want to wait and I was terminally vain. You don't know what it was like for me."
"You're wrong, honey. I know exactly what it was like. You were the prom queen. All your life you've been able to get boys and men to do whatever you wanted by batting your eyes at them. They bow and scrape and try to please you. You were so popular and everyone you knew was dazzled by the way you look. You had the lead in the school play and everyone told you were a star. Your parents didn't want you to pursue your dreams so you just left. When you got here you figured out that you didn't know where to start. You were broke and Rico pulled up in his shiny new Cadillac and told you he was a talent scout for a big producer and you were perfect. He was going to take you to meet the producer. Leon did produce a few low budget films. He might have even used you. I don't know if you've ever watched pornography or not, but teen porn is a big seller. You would have been the star of a pain flick. It would be one of those where some big black stud with a two foot cock fucks the starlet in the ass while she screams in pain. Maybe there would have been two or three of them. They'd rough you up, slap you around and make you say how much you loved that big nigger dick in your ass. When you were used up they'd whore you out until you were a physical wreck. You'd be a drug addict and you'd come crawling back to them to get your fix until no one wanted you anymore. They'd probably give you an overdose and it would be just one more sad story in a long litany of such stories."
She was shaking and sobbing again. I was done brushing her hair and she stood up and pressed herself against me, clinging to me desperately. I just held her and petted her head and stroked her long silky hair.
"I'm an idiot," she sobbed. "I deserved what I got."
"No, that's wrong, Amber. No one deserves to get what happened to you. Those guys were human hyenas. There are thousands more just like them. We took down one little cell. Tomorrow, someone else will notice the vacancy and move in and the tale will go on. Ignorant girls don't deserve to be raped and pimped out. If you starve by your own stupidity, that's your choice. Being forced to be a drug addict and a whore isn't what anyone deserves. Now, stop crying, sit back down and let me tell you what I see. Look at yourself."
I pushed her back down and cleaned her up with a warm cloth. She blew her nose and wiped her eyes with a tissue. "Okay, what do you see?" she asked.
"Well, I see a naïve, scared little girl. She's really quite remarkable. She has this long beautiful blonde hair that makes you want to touch it. She has this great clear skin with just the right amount of tan on it. She has these huge blue eyes that a man could drown in. Her nose is a cute little button with a few even cuter freckles on it."



She crinkled it up. "I wish I didn't have the freckles," she giggled.
"They're adorable," I told her. "She has a mouth that takes my breath away wanting to kiss it; full, puffy lips that look like she's just been kissed. She has a little pointed chin, just big enough not to look weak. It's a beautiful face, baby."
Her eyes met mine in the mirror. "Thanks, Carl," she said, blushing a little.
"Then, she has a long graceful neck, cute little ears and if you look down a little farther, you see a pair of amazing breasts." That really brought the blush to her face. "They're big and lush and perfectly shaped. You're young enough that they don't have a millimeter of sag to them. We need to get you good bras, by the way, so they stay like that."
I ran my hands down over her shoulders to cup them in my hands. She gasped and shivered a little, stiffening against me. I held them and she relaxed. I felt the weight of them in my hands and bounced them a little. That made her giggle until I rolled the nipples between my thumb and forefinger. That made her gasp and stiffen again. I let my hands move back up to her shoulders and her nipples were erect and beautiful.
"This girl has little, fat pink nipples that drive men crazy wanting to suck on them," I continued. "They're amazing and so sexy. Stand up now, baby."
She rose to her feet and I let my hands run down her sides to the swell of her hips. "She's in very good shape. She has just enough fat on her to make her smooth and flowing into beautiful lines. Her waist is tiny and then there's this dramatic swell out to a woman's hips."
My hands slid around over her belly and caressed it. "She has a belly that's flat as a board and soft as a baby. Her navel is this cute little elongated oval and I want to put my tongue in it." I put my finger in instead and she giggled again. I let my hand slide down and tug at a little stray blonde curl. "She has a cute little tuft of pubic hair to play with and below that..." I let my hand stray down to cup her pussy for a second.
She gasped again, leaning back against me. "Stop, Carl," she panted. "You're driving me crazy. I get the picture. You're making me feel really nice. I had forgotten. I know I look good. That's what got me in trouble."
I wrapped my arms around her. "It doesn't have to, Amber. Not all men are predatory animals. Some just want to be close to you. Some will worship you like you deserve. The most important parts of you are what's in here," I tapped her breast bone, "and in here," I tapped her forehead. "I know you're a sweet girl just from being around you a few hours. That's what I want you to concentrate on. You're the same charming girl you've always been. Sure, something bad happened to you, but that doesn't have to change you. You've got a scar, but you're going to be fine." I stroked her belly and hips, cupped her fantastic butt in my hands and caressed her breasts until she was panting. "Don't you feel wonderful and isn't it good to be alive?" I asked her.
"You make me feel like it is," she panted. She spun around in my arms and pressed herself against me. She could feel my iron hard cock against her belly. Her hands moved behind my head and she pulled me down and gave me a kiss that made my head swim.
"Thank you, Carl," she breathed against my lip. "Oh, God, thank you. I think in a while I'm going to want to thank you better. It may take me a while, but I think you are a hero and the hero always gets the princess. Do you need a princess?"
"I think you can tell," I said.
She looked down. "Did I make that?" she asked.
"You did," I told her. "Let's get all that sexy covered up so I won't be like this all day."
"I don't have anything to wear except what I had on," she said.
"I have girl's clothes," I told her. "This isn't my first rodeo."
I took her to the dresser and she got panties. They were new and she slipped them on. I asked her if she would mind wearing a pair of my shorts and a t-shirt. I didn't have a bra big enough for her, but I could imagine what she would look like in one of my t-shirts.
It was everything I dreamed. Her big breasts jiggled and bounced every time she moved and her nipples seemed perpetually erect. I found her a pair of flip flops and we went shopping. It took most of the day and evening and we grabbed a good burger for dinner. She put her stuff away and I showered and watched TV while she showered. I was in bed by the time she came out and she had panties on when she came to bed.
"No clothes allowed," I told her.
"Please, Carl," she begged. "I just feel so... exposed. It's embarrassing!"
"No," I told her. "Amber, what's the deal? I like to look at you and feel you. Don't you like it?"
"Yes, but it seems... slutty. I've never slept naked. If you like it, I'll do it though."
"I do," I told her. She slipped them off quickly and jumped in. I pulled her over against me and she squealed. I kissed her for a long time and she relaxed. Her eyes were half closed when I let her go and she spooned up against me. We drifted off with my arms around her and her naked butt against me. I held one big breast in my hand and it was the perfect ending to a good day.
When I woke up I heard giggling. There was a warm, naked body on each side of me. The big bed was moving and it felt kind of crowded. I was holding Amber in that spoon position and there was someone holding me identically. I could feel little hard breasts pressed against my back and my hand on Amber's breast was trapped there by another big firm breast.
I looked behind me and Tia's almond shaped brown eyes were twinkling up at me. She's a tiny little Asian beauty and she kissed my cheek. Lela was pressed up against Amber on the other side.
"Good morning," she whispered. "She's gorgeous. Can I have her?"
"If she wants to," I whispered back. "Not now, I think it's too soon. Just pet her for now and tell her you love her."
Amber began to stir a little and her big blue eyes opened. She stretched like a big sexy kitten. She noticed Lela's big smile in her face and started. "What...?"
"I'm Lela and I'm very glad to meet you." Lela kissed her on the lips. "Are you feeling better?"
Amber seemed shocked at the kiss and I squeezed her. "It's okay, baby," I whispered in her ear. "She's concerned."
"I'm Amber. Thank you for rescuing me, Lela. Are you naked?"
"Yes, do you mind?" Lela said. "Carl doesn't allow clothes in his bed."
"I know," Amber giggled. "Are you his lover?"
"No, I like girls," Lela said. "I love him and I would let him fuck me if he wanted to. I would probably even cum because I love him so much, but I just roll the other way."
"I'm his lover," Tia piped up. Amber turned to look. "Hi, I'm Tia," she said. "You're beautiful, Amber. Lela will eat you up if you let her. I let her sometimes, but I like men mostly."
"Hi," Amber said. "Is there anyone else that wants to get in bed naked with us?"
"Yes," Tia told her. "Julie and Rachel would like to be here but they have a modeling gig this morning. You'll meet them soon. Carl, can we take Amber out for breakfast?"
"If she wants to go," I told her. "First, I have a little Thai girl I want to love. Maybe a little black one, too, now that I know she's willing. I'm just kidding, Lela."
"I hope you weren't kidding about me," Tia said. She pulled me onto my back and took my cock in that hot little hand. She pumped me half a dozen times and since I had been very horny from being around Amber with no relief in sight, I was rock hard almost before she touched me.
"Help me Amber," she moaned. "Put him in me."
Amber was shocked. I could tell that she never imagined she would find herself in this position. At the same time, I could see that she was breathing heavily and there was a look of sexual arousal on her face. I felt her hand move tentatively over my belly between us to grasp my cock. It jumped at her touch and she wrapped her fingers around it; exploring a little before raising it to lodge at Tia's wet opening. She didn't take her hand away and explored our junction as Tia sank down over my cock with a groan. I pulled her up against us so I could kiss her and I felt her moan into my mouth. When I looked down I saw Lela's luscious lips fastened to one of those fat little pink nipples. Her face was a conflicting mask of arousal, fear and confusion. Lela sensed her hesitance and she whispered in her ear.
"Let's just watch, Amber. It's so beautiful. You'll see, and when you're ready it will be beautiful for you, too. I want you, baby, but you need Carl. He can make you whole. Just look at them. Can I pet you, baby? We'll just watch them."
Amber nodded with wide, frightened blue eyes while Lela cupped the breast she had been loving in her hand, tweaking the hard little nipple with her fingers.
"Sit up, Tia, so we can see," Lela told her.
Tia heard her. She was pumping her pussy wildly on my cock. It has always amazed me that such a little girl can take me so deep and has so much energy. She hardly ever lets me be on top. She wants to move more than she can with my weight on her and it had been a while since we fucked. She sat up and began to bounce.
"Touch him, Amber," Lela whispered. "Look at her face. She's so in love with him and he's making her feel so good. I'm going to help her. It looks like Carl is about to cum. He usually lasts a long time. He must be crazy about you to cum this soon."
Her long fingers slid up Tia's smooth thigh and massaged her clit firmly and rapidly. She was right. Being naked with a beautiful blonde goddess had me charged up pretty good and being inside Tia's tight little pussy had me ready to explode. I felt Tia began to shake as she went off like a rocket and my cum spurted up inside her as I groaned in ecstasy. Even cumming, I could feel Amber reach down to rub her little blonde pussy and shake with her own orgasm. Lela felt left out and as soon as Tia came back from the moon she took care of that, licking Lela's beautiful pussy until she exploded. I can make Lela cum too with my tongue but she prefers a girl's touch. I held Amber tightly and we watched the two girls squirming together.
"Are you okay, baby?" I asked her.
"Yes, they're beautiful, aren't they?"
"Yes, so are you," I told her. "I love them like they were my little sisters. Do you want to take a shower with me? I think they want to take you out."
"Won't you go?" she asked.
"No, I think they want some time alone with you," I told her. "They want to get to know their new sister."
We climbed in and let the hot water soak us. She let me wash her and she returned the favor. She even washed my cock, although she turned red when she did it. She was really very shy for such a beautiful girl.
"How many girls have you helped like me?" she asked.
"You're lucky number thirteen," I told her.
"Do they all live here and just come over and get in bed with us?" she asked.
I laughed. "No, some of them went back where they came from. Five of them are married and they live close. I rarely see them. We talk a lot on the phone or they e-mail me. They wouldn't cheat on their husbands. I wouldn't let them do that and they prefer to keep their lives compartmented off. Just the single ones come over when they want to. This is still their home if they ever need a place to stay. I lost one, too, Amber. She was so badly broken she could never get over it. I still think about her and cry. She just walked into the ocean one day and never came back. She was the second one and I didn't know how to help very well back then. I just watched her go deeper and deeper. She couldn't stand for me to touch her and I didn't know enough to make her. Do you remember when you were fighting me and trying to push me away?"
"Yes, It was like I was so scared and you were there and you were a man and we were naked. I just felt like I couldn't breathe and I started panicking."
"I know. That's the way she was all the time. I know what to do now. I just held you and talked to you and we were intimate and I made you do it. I didn't know then. I left her alone in her room and she just cried all the time. She got worse and worse until one day she was gone. They found her body three miles out to sea. I can't help but wish I had done something different, but I just didn't know."
I was crying and she hugged me, pressing against me with that beautiful naked body, kissing away my tears. "You tried," she said. "I'm glad you made me stay there with you. It scared me so bad that you were going to rape me, too, but when you were so kind and gentle I knew I needed to hold on to you. If you hadn't made me do that I doubt if I could have ever stood to be touched again."
We were interrupted by Tia and Lela joining us. It was getting crowded and I stepped out to dry off. Amber joined me in a minute and we dressed. The other girls came out and dressed. They took Amber away and I relaxed in a quiet house and read a book. Amber came back about two, and I was asleep with my feet up on the table and the book had fallen on my chest. She sat down beside me and that woke me up. I thought my book had fallen and I gave a start. She hugged me and laughed at my startled look.
"What are you reading," she asked.
"Foutainhead, by Ayn Rand," I told her. "I'm reading it again."
"Have you read Atlas Shrugged?" she asked.
"Yes, do you know Ayn Rand?" I asked.
"Not personally," she laughed. "I've read the books. Are you an anarchist, Carl?"
"Yes, I suppose I am," I said. "That's funny because I used to be a cop. Now I hate them. They're nearly as corrupt as the criminals. There are two groups of them here in town running prostitution rings."
"I'm not surprised," she said. "One of the men at that house was a vice cop. He left before you got there."
"I'll find out who he is," I promised. "What do you think you're going to want to do, Amber?"
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"Well, do you still have your heart set on the acting business? Do you think you might want to go back to wherever you came from? Where did you come from, anyway? I hardly know anything about you."
"I'm from Akron, Ohio," she said. "I don't want to go back there. That may be what I do, but it won't be because I want to."
"Do you know LeBron James?" I asked.
"No, he's a lot older than me," she laughed. "He is from Akron though."
"Do you want to call your parents?" I asked.
"My dad died when I was twelve," she said. "I don't get along with my mother."
"Why not?" I asked.
"Well, to tell you the truth, she didn't like the choices I made," she admitted. "I guess she was right about most of them. She has this really weird religious deal though. It isn't that she thought I was being stupid, but that the entire entertainment industry is evil. She won't listen to music, watch a movie or TV or use the internet. When I wanted to she got really distant and didn't talk to me. I think she wanted me to leave. I'll call her someday just to let her know where I'm at. I don't think she cares. I do have a little sister I care about. I'll text her and tell her I'm okay. I wish she didn't have to be with my mother either."
"Do you want to go to school?" I asked.
"Maybe," she said. "I was third in my class in high school. I got really good grades and I got a 31 on the ACT. How would I live though?"
"It's pretty cheap to live with me," I told her. "You have quite a bit of money. I'll give you more if you need it. Ripping off pimps and drug dealers pays pretty well. Tia and Julie are in college. They both have jobs they work at and they pay for their own places and school. One of them can probably get you a modeling gig. I know a lot of people. If you think of something you'd like to do, let me know and I'll try to find you a job. It's just something to be thinking about. I don't think you're ready for that yet. You're an amazingly resilient girl, Amber. I can't believe you've come as far as you have already."
"I have someone very good helping me," she said. "Actually, I have several. I really, really like Tia and Lela. Lela is so fierce! Tia's just a little angel. Lela wants me to go to yoga with her and Tia invited me over for dinner on Tuesday. I can't wait to meet Rachael and Julie. Do you think they'll like me?"
I hugged her. "They'll love you, baby. You're very loveable. Want to have pizza delivered for supper?"
She did and we watched a cheesy horror flick on TV while we ate. She was cleaning up when I went and showered. I got in bed and read a while. She was in the bathroom a long time. She came out without the panties this time. She scooted over and lay across me. "Read to me," she said. She was asleep by the time I got two chapters read. I put the book down and turned off the light. The moonlight came in through the window and bathed us in silver. Her hair was a halo and I went to sleep with her cheek on my chest.
When I woke up and opened my eyes there were two big blue pools looking into mine. She was on top of me, watching me.
"You're a complicated person, Carl," she said.
"I disagree," I told her. "I think I'm simple. I live a simple life. I do two things. I help people and I enjoy life. How is that complicated?"
"Well, you're a former cop that reads Ayn Rand. You're also kind of a vigilante. You're so kind and gentle but I remember what you and Lela did in that house. You killed those men without a thought. You have multiple lovers that you treat like your daughters. I'd say that's pretty complicated."
I laughed. "When you put it like that, I guess I am. What do you want to do today?"
Can we go to the beach?" she asked.
I looked outside and the sun was shining. "Yes, I think we can."
She didn't move. "How old are you, Carl?" she asked.
"I'm 29," I told her. "Why do you ask?"
"Have you ever been married?" she asked.
"No," I said. "I've never met the right girl. Are you proposing?"
She giggled. "I might, but not today. I don't have anything to wear to the beach."
"That's okay," I said. "It's a nude beach."
She looked at me to see if I was kidding. We both exploded in laughter. "Well, let's go get something," I said.
The beach was fun. I hadn't been for a while and watching Amber in a bikini was fun, too. She was coming out of her shell more every day. Over time, she became vital and alive. By the time two months had passed I could tell she hardly thought about her rape at all.
She enrolled at the junior college and she was doing very well in her classes. She spent so much time with the other girls I felt like I hardly saw her. I was putting another operation together and Lela was over quite a bit. They were spending a lot of time together and I figured Lela had made love to her. Amber was over at Rachael's and Lela and I were putting the finishing touches on our plan.
"Why haven't you fucked that girl, Carl?' she asked me.
"Who, Amber?" I asked. "I'm waiting for her to get well," I told her.
"She is well," she said. "She's waiting on you, dummy! She's madly in love with you! You're all she talks about. All I have to do when I don't want her to do something is mention that you wouldn't like it. She tried to buy these horrible pants last week. I told her I didn't think you would like them and that was the end of it. She never looked at them again. She wonders why you haven't tried to make love to her. She thinks she's done something wrong. Jesus, Carl, just love the girl! She's stronger than all the rest of us put together. She sleeps in your bed naked every night expecting you to fuck her and she's horny as hell. I've fucked her twice, but she wants you."
"I had no idea!" I said. "I want her, too, but I didn't want to scare her off. Thanks, Lela. You're a good girl."
"I know, right?" she said. "Now, I'm ready. I've got the tracers planted and all we have to do is wait. When do you want to start?"



"Friday night will be good," I told her. "That will give me a couple of nights with Amber. You're going to have to take this one, honey. I'm not done with her yet."
"Are you falling in love with her, Carl?"
"I don't know. She's just a kid, Lela. She's the sweetest kid I've ever met, though."
"They're all kids," she said. "I was a kid, too. You were a kid when you took me out of that house. Look at us now. Kids grow up and so will she. She's special, Carl. Be good for her."
I was in the garage tinkering with my bike when I heard the door slam. She must have been looking for me because I heard a couple of doors slam before she came to the garage.
"Hey, baby," I said when she opened the door. "How was your movie?"
She came up and hugged me from behind. "It was good. Rachael told me to give you a hug for her."
I chuckled. "Was that it?" I wiped my hands and turned to face her.
"Yep," she said. She pressed against me and stood on her tiptoes so she could kiss me. "That one was from me," she said with a giggle.
"Let me get cleaned up and we'll meet at the bar," I told her. "Lela left us a homemade apple pie. We'll heat it up and eat it with ice cream."
I jumped in the shower and pulled on a pair of shorts. She had the pie cut and heated when I came in with a carton of ice cream. It was very good pie and we sat side by side and ate. I draped my left arm over her shoulder and she snuggled up.
"Amber, are you happy here with me?" I asked her.
"Ecstatic," she said. "Don't I seem happy?"
"Yes, you seem happy. Do you know I love you?" I asked.
"Yes, I love you, too," she said. We finished our pie and ice cream. She took our plates to the sink and started washing them. I stepped up behind her and pushed her against the sink with my body, wrapping my arms around her. She looked up at me and smiled. It was now or never, I decided. I was very nervous for some reason. I lifted the hem of her t-shirt and slipped my hand inside on her belly. I stroked the smooth flesh, ribbed with muscles under softness. When my hands slid up and covered her breasts she gasped. I touched them a lot when we were in bed or in the shower, but I wasn't sexual with her around the house.
She looked up and back again. "Carl..." She looked a question.
I pulled the t-shirt up and over her head and those big bare breasts bounced. She had on a little pair of shorts and I kept her pinned against the bar while I pushed them down. She squirmed and I bent and picked her up, holding her like a baby while I carried her to bed.
"I'm losing my touch," I told her. "I'm going crazy wanting to make love to you, Amber. I've been waiting and I can't wait any more. I want you, baby; is that okay?"
"Very okay," she said. "I was beginning to think I had done something wrong. I've been waiting for this."
I pulled off my shorts and slipped into bed with her. When I got in she scooted back against me and the silky skin of her butt caressed my cock, throbbing between her cheeks. I pulled her close and wrapped my arms around her, cupping her big breasts in my hands. I tweaked the nipples and they grew erect as she made a small moaning sound.
"I've never made love to a man," she said. "I hope you like me."
"I love you, Amber," I told her. "If you were fat and ugly it would be good for me. You're a big, beautiful blonde goddess. You're as sweet as sugar and I love you so much that it's going to be a glass of ice water to a man dying of thirst in the desert. Don't you worry about anything, just let me love you."
I buried my fingers in those luscious breasts, feeling the resilience of her young flesh. I squeezed them into points and pulled on the fat little pink nipples, stretching them and letting them pop back into place. When I ran one hand down over the arch of her ribs onto her flat stomach it sucked in and I followed it down to her cute little belly button. I drew a circle around it and she sucked in her breath. My hand trailed down to tangle in the little tuft of golden curls and I twisted them while she giggled. When my hand cupped her pussy she gasped and lifted her leg, draping it back across mine so that I had easy access. I opened her pussy lips with my finger and found heat and moisture inside. I coated her inner lips with her slippery fluids and she thrust herself forward, seeking more contact.
I wanted more so I slipped away and she rolled onto her back. I looked down at her and she was a vision of an earth goddess, lush and gorgeous in the moonlight. I bent down to kiss her and her mouth opened for me, our tongues dueling for a minute. Her lips were full and alive, moving against mine.
I reluctantly left them and kissed my way down to take one of her little pink nipples between my lips. It was very hard, a virginal pink under my lips and she moaned as I pulled on it. They were very sensitive and she gasped as I laved it with my tongue and lips. The other begged for my attention and it soon joined its twin, wet and glistening and beautiful.
"God you're beautiful, Amber," I told her. "I can't believe how beautiful you are."
I continued to worship her body, moving down to kiss her navel and lower still until I saw my ultimate goal. She had that one little tuft of curls but the rest of her was bare and silky smooth, her pussy a shadowed line. I kissed it and her hips gave a jerk as she gasped again. I parted the lips and ran my tongue down it to her opening, pushing into it as far as my tongue could reach. She groaned and I could feel a trembling beginning in her. I found her little hidden clit and coaxed it out to play. It grew hard and firm beneath my tongue and her muscles began to tense. She was quivering now, her hips rising and seeking contact with my tongue. I pulled at her little clit with my lips and attacked it with my tongue. Her trembling grew and I could feel her tighten under me until she cried out and she was thrashing, seeking more. I thrust my finger into her dripping heat and found that little bundle of nerve endings I was looking for. She jolted and shook as her orgasm swept through her. She cried out, again and again, calling my name and invoking deity as she came explosively.
"Oh, oh, oh, Carl," she moaned. "I... I... I'm cumming so hard. Jesus, oh my God, oh my God! It's so good, God you're making me cum so good!"
She bucked under me for a long time before I felt her begin to relax. I gave her little clit a last kiss, causing her to jump and spun around to kiss her. Her arms and lips clung to me as she panted and shuddered.
When I moved on top of her and my throbbing cock lodged at her entrance she stiffened for a minute. I knew this was a critical moment and I just held her and told her how much I loved her, over and over. I felt the tension slowly leave her body and she moved a little under me, seeking my cock and pushing the head inside her.
"I can feel it," she said. "You're inside me now. It's so beautiful, Carl. God I love you. I love you for making me feel this way. I want more!"
I gave her more. She was very tight, but very wet and I eased into her slowly, our lips locked together as I kissed her passionately. She winced and gasped occasionally but I kept up a steady pressure. I don't have a foot long cock, but it's thick and she had trouble taking it. Her previous experience had been all pain and violence and I was determined that this would be sweetness and love.
I whispered love words in her ear, kissed her lips and her tightly closed eyes. My hands moved over her in gentle caresses and she responded fully to me. I felt myself bottom out in her little pussy and we rested, joined together as lovers for the first time. We made love, slow and sweet until she let me know by the motions of her pussy over my cock that she wanted more. I increased the tempo and began to plunge deeply inside her, holding for a brief moment fully sheathed and then withdrawing for another deep stroke. I could feel the trembling inside her that was a precursor to her orgasm and I rose up to my hands, plunging in and out with the full length of my cock. We made erotic sounds of wet sex together and she began to moan with each stroke. I felt her pussy flutter around me and then she was cuming, her hips matching my rhythm as she cried out her completion.
The sight of this beautiful blonde girl cuming on my cock sent me over the edge and I erupted inside her, bathing the creamy walls of her pussy with my cum. She was cumming convulsively as I pumped into her and I could tell that this was beyond anything she had ever experienced. Her face was flushed and the fine little hairs around her forehead were sticking to her. The expression on her face as she came was something I wish I could have captured. She was in full rut and her voice rose and fell as she continued to cum.
I kept pumping her as long as I could and then coasted to a stop. She twitched and shuddered beneath me and I rolled, taking her with me to keep from crushing her with my weight. My deflating cock was still inside her and I could feel her pussy contract around me as the last vestiges of her orgasms milked my cock for the last remnants of cum.
She lay limply on me, her cheek on my chest and the top of her head under my chin. I felt wetness on my chest and when I looked down I could see that she was crying. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tightly.
"You were everything I thought you would be, and more," I whispered. "I love you Amber Wagner. You feel right here in my arms. I could stay like this forever, baby. God what a woman. Don't cry now, honey. It was perfect. You're perfect. Do you love me, just a little?"
She moved up so that she could kiss me, my cock slipping out of her. "I love you with everything I have," she said. "Thank you, Carl. You made it perfect for me. I feel clean and whole now. You showed me how beautiful it can be. I'll always love you. I don't think I can ever leave you, Carl. I know the other girls moved out. They found people, got married and stuff, but I think I'm in love with you. It's not because I'm grateful either. I mean, I am, but that's not what this is about. I know you love the other girls, but do you think I can be with you?"
"Let's see what happens," I told her. "Lela asked me today if I was in love with you. I don't know, Amber, I really don't. I know I love you and I may be falling in love with you. The longer I know you the more I realize how special you are to me. I've never been confused with the girls like this. I'm ten years older than you Amber. Are you sure you won't find some wonderful boy you'll fall in love with?"
"Boys are ridiculous," she said. "I need a man, Carl. I think I need you. I think you're the one for me. If you think I might be the one for you, let's find out."
"Okay, baby; we will," I said. "We have the rest of our lives."
"Right now, I think I'm leaking," she giggled. "Let's go take a shower, lover. How long before you can do it again?"
It was going to be quite an adventure.
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I was expecting to clean my fish, open a bottle of wine and spend a nice evening lying on the sofa with a good book. What I wasn't expecting was to see an old, beat-up Ford truck sitting in my driveway with a thirty day tag on it from Tennessee. I wasn't expecting to see a woman sitting in one of the deck chairs on my dock either. I pulled the boat into the slip and put my fish in a bucket. When I climbed down I raised the boat up out of the water and when I went outside she was standing up.
I had intended to ask her if she knew she was on private property but when I saw her standing there I discovered I was unable to speak. She was young, maybe a little older than twenty and she was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. She had long ash blonde hair that hung straight down past her butt. Her eyes were startling. They were a pale grey color and I wondered if she was wearing colored contacts. It seemed odd that they were the same color as mine except lighter. Those eyes were huge and very expressive and there was a look of apprehension on her face. What a face it was. Her nose was aquiline, straight and with a few cute little freckles. Her cheekbones were high and her cheeks were a little hollow. Her jawline was strong, tapering down to a little pointed chin and her lips were red, although she wasn't wearing anything but lip gloss. Her mouth was wide and shaped like a recurved bow and her lips were full and puffy, begging to be kissed. Again, it was the most beautiful face I had ever seen and it was hauntingly familiar. Where had I seen her before? She looked like she'd been in an accident. She had a black eye and the left side of her face was discolored with bruises. She also had a big fading purple bruise on her left arm.
My eyes drifted down, irresistibly drawn to her chest. There were two amazing breasts resting there, high and perfectly placed. They were very large, extremely well shaped pillows of femininity. I started getting hard just looking at them. Her waist was very narrow and her hips just exploded out. I couldn't see her ass but I knew I had to. If it fit the rest of the package this was the absolutely most sensuous woman I had ever imagined. She smiled and when she spoke her voice was low and husky, like old smoky whisky and smooth twenties jazz.
"Did I pass the inspection?" she asked. "Hello Random; you are Random Jordan, aren't you?"
"No," I lied. "He just lets me use his dock when he's not here. I'll give him a message if you tell me who you are."
She looked a little confused, and then she laughed. "Don't worry; I'm not here to bust your chops. Well, it may be unpleasant to you for a while, but I promise it's going to get better."
"Will it involve you helping me eat these fish and talking to me?" I asked.
"If you want me to," she said. "You may not after you find out about me."
"Oh no, I'm sure that isn't going to happen," I told her. "Why don't you have a seat and tell me why you're here while I clean the fish. I won't be five minutes. Would you like something to drink?"
"I think a dark lager beer would be nice," she said.
That's what I drink. "Over there in the refrigerator," I indicated the direction. "Bring me one."
She sauntered off to the refrigerator and my jaw dropped. She had on a little blue sun dress with orange flowers and her ass did match the rest of her. I could see it jiggling under that tight thin little dress and that sight would have given a dead man wood. It was spectacular, large, perfectly round, and you could have stacked cups on it. She looked over her shoulder, caught me watching and smiled.
My face burned and I flopped the fish on the cleaning table and turned on the water. I had them filleted by the time she got back with two Samuel Adams Bock beers and she stood by me and drank from hers while I rinsed them. I got some fresh veggies and some boudin sausage out of the icebox I had by the grill. I turned the grill on and gave her some skewers and a knife. She cut the veggies up into chunks, seasoned them, coated them with the olive oil I handed her and put them on the grill. "We're going to need a little more sausage," she said.
I got out another package, "You really hungry?" I asked.
"Yes, but there are two more of us," she said. I looked around but didn't see anyone. "They're in the truck, and I expect by now they're really hot and thirsty," she said. "Can I go get them?"
I nodded and watched that butt jiggle away. Damn, she was hot! This was going to be a great evening!
Then it all went to shit. When she came back she had two more absolutely gorgeous women with her. The problem was, I knew them. One of them came running and threw herself on me, babbling and weeping and trying to throttle the life out of me with her hug. The other one was older and she just looked around. I disengaged myself and turned the fish.
"Hello, Bailey, Silvia," I said. "Imagine seeing you here."
I hadn't seen Bailey for 22 years. It had been longer than that for Silvia. It hadn't been long enough. She looked even better than the last time I saw her except she looked like she had been fighting. Silvia was the same way. They were bruised and battered but the bruises looked a week or so old.
"Taken up boxing?" I enquired.
The girl laughed and I decided I was going to make her do that a lot. Now that I looked at the three of them together they were obviously related. Of course, I knew Silvia and Bailey were related. Silvia was Bailey's mother and Bailey was my ex-wife. Well, for all I knew she was still my wife. As I said, I hadn't seen her for more than 20 years.
"You should see the other guy," Bailey laughed.
I chuckled. "Well, ladies, it's been nice but I've got some packing to do," I told them, turning away toward the stairs. "Enjoy the house."
The girl grabbed my arm. "You're staying," she said. "I desperately need to talk to you."
"Are they part of the package?" I asked.
She nodded.
"No thanks," I said, trying to free my arm without hurting her.
"Help me," she said to the other two and they all three wrapped themselves around me like boa constrictors.
"Please, Random," Silvia begged. "Just have dinner with us and then if you want to go we won't try to stop you. If we wanted to harm you we'd have shown up with the police. Please, I'm begging you, just finish dinner, give us an hour and then we'll never bother you again." She dropped to her knees and hugged my legs. "Please, Random, I'm begging."
The other two knelt down there too and three women were hugging my knees. It was ridiculous. I pulled them up. "Dinner and an hour, right?"
They nodded and all three of them were all over me, kissing me all over the face and squeezing me like I was their favorite teddy bear.
"Let me cook," I tried to disengage. "You... what's your name?"
"Raney," she said.
"Raney, go up in the kitchen and bring back a bottle of white wine out of the refrigerator. Better get two. There's a corkscrew in the top right drawer of the bar."
The other two wouldn't leave my side. It was like they were afraid I'd bolt if they weren't touching me. They were right. This was a bad situation for me. I'd been hiding from them for 22 years and now they had found me. I turned the sausage and the vegies, buying some time.
"You look good, Random," Bailey said. "You're just as big and beautiful as you always were. You're getting a little gray up there," she ran her fingers through my hair. I drew away instinctively and I could see the hurt in her eyes.
"You two haven't changed a bit," I said, trying to cover the awkwardness. "Still the best looking women in any room."
Raney came back with the wine, put it in the icebox and brought two more beers for the other two. She looked at them and they went and sat at the bar, drinking thirstily. She pressed herself up against me and put her arm around my waist, leaning her head against my shoulder.
"Thank you for staying, Daddy," she said.
"What?" I stared at her stupidly.
"I said, thanks for staying, Daddy," she repeated. "I really needed to talk to you. I need to get to know you so badly. I only found out about you three years ago and I hated you for a while. I know the truth now, and I really want you in my life."
I gawked at Bailey. "She is," she said. "I'm so sorry, Random."
She had a file folder in her hand I hadn't noticed. She waved it at me. "DNA tests," she said, "in case you don't believe us." The problem was, now that I saw her and things clicked, I did.
"The fish is done," Raney said.
I couldn't move and she laughed again and walked me over to a barstool beside Bailey. "I know it's a shock, Daddy. You'll get better in a minute." I took a swig of my beer and shook my head, trying to clear the cobwebs. She went back and took everything up on a big platter and brought it to the bar. "Where are the place settings and plates and glasses?" she asked.
I pointed to the sidebar and she opened the doors and got stuff out. Silvia got up and opened a bottle of wine, pouring four glasses and putting them in front of us. "I know this is overwhelming, Random," she said. "I'm very sorry, too. I know I played a big part in it. I'm going to spend a long time making it up to you. I'm so sorry. I badly misjudged you and I've never regretted anything more in my life." Bailey was putting napkins by our plates and doling out the silverware.
I looked at Raney. She was so beautiful it hurt. "Why... why didn't you tell me?" I croaked.
"We'll explain everything," she said. "Can we eat first? I'm starving. We haven't eaten since last night."
"Of course, I'm sorry," I said.
"No," Bailey said. "You don't ever get to say that to any of us. No matter what you do, you don't get to say that."
Raney took one of my hands and Silvia took the other, they both took one of Bailey's and they bowed their heads. "Thank you, God for this food," Raney said. "Thank you for bringing us here safe and thank you for letting us find Daddy. Please, God, let him love me, Amen."
Tears were running down my cheeks like rivers and they were all crying, too. "Look at us," I wiped four faces with a napkin. "Those allergies are awful this time of year."
We all laughed and they ate like wolves. Raney loved the boudin and we ate every scrap of the fish. I had a peach pie and some ice cream and we ate that, too. The mosquitoes were getting bad and we moved indoors. We were well into the second bottle of wine. The women all came and sat in a little circle on the floor in front of me. Raney reached and held one of my hands in hers.
"I didn't tell you because I couldn't find you," Bailey said. "You just disappeared. Why did you do that, Random?"
"Well, let's see," I pretended to think. "You served me with divorce papers and promised that you were going to rape me in the divorce," I said. "I'm not the kind of guy to just relax and enjoy the rape. I figured if you couldn't find me I would be hard to rape. You moved in with my asshole former best friend and business partner that set me up for the rape. Is that enough?"
Her eyes filled with tears again. "I'm so sorry," she said. "I was wrong. I thought I was right, but I wasn't. You have to know how it looked, Random. You saw the pictures. That's all I had to go on. You never even denied that it happened."
"No, it would have been a lie," I said. "I never lied to you, Bailey. I was in the wrong. I shouldn't have been there, but it wasn't what you thought it was."
"I know that now," she said. "Why didn't you tell me?"
"You didn't want to hear anything I had to say," I told her. "You wouldn't have believed me anyway. Someone had been telling you stuff like that all along. 'He's a player. I knew this was going to happen. It was just a matter of time before he cheated on you. You're too good for him.' Don't you remember?"
I heard a sob from Silvia. "I'm so sorry, Random," she wept. "I was wrong about you. I was just a stuck up bitch and I've been regretting it ever since. I screwed up bad. I hope you forgive me someday. It's us that weren't good enough for you. How can I make it up to you?"
"Well, the apology was a good start," I said. "Do you know what the last twenty years have been like for me? I've basically been on the run. I live off the grid. I work for cash. I have throw-away cell phones. I look over my shoulder, thinking there is going to be a knock on the door every day and it would be the police, there to arrest me because I didn't want to be raped. The woman I loved more than life hated me. I felt like my heart had been cut out with a butter knife. I agree that it was my fault. I shouldn't have been in that bar. I shouldn't have been at that party. I got drunk and passed out and lay like a hog in a mud hole all night. But, I didn't take Christine to that party. I didn't undress her or make love to her. She and Jack set that up and took those pictures. They did it to get the business and he did it to get you, Bailey. They set me up and they set you up and you fell for it. Did you marry him? Are we divorced?"
"No, and no," she said. "I lived with him for fifteen years before I found out the truth, Random. You have no idea how that makes me feel. I fucked a lying, scheming bastard for fifteen years! I was such a fool. All the time, the only man I've ever loved was living like a fugitive." She broke down into helpless weeping.
Raney pulled her sobbing mother into her arms and Silvia held her too. Raney looked up at me. "I've known for two years," she said. "You see how we're beat up? Jack did that to us."
"Why? Why would he do that?"
"He found out we knew," Silvia said. "Bailey found out he was cheating on her. We'd been looting the company, getting ready to leave and he found out. He beat the hell out of us until Raney hit him over the head with a bowling trophy. She knocked him out and we did quite a number on him"
Bailey laughed. "We played patty cake with his nuts. I don't think he'll be okay. I'd be surprised if they stay attached."
"So why are you here and how did you find me?" I asked.
"We hired detectives," Silvia said. "Of course, they've been living with me since we found out. We didn't tell Jack why she left him, but we started looking for you. You were very hard to track. No one had heard of you for more than fifteen years. We started putting together your history until we figured out you were somewhere in southeast Texas. You made a mistake when you bought that lift for your boat. One of the secretaries that worked for that company recognized you. She went to college with Raney and Raney had told her she was looking for her father. She'd seen your picture. We had to find you, Random. I know you're probably too badly hurt to ever accept me or Baily back into your life, but Raney is innocent. She doesn't deserve any of this. We had to do it for her. We're here because we're afraid, Random. We're afraid of Jack and his crew. We're afraid he'll find us and kill us. We took over two million out of the business and without that money, they're history. We need your help. I know I don't deserve it, and maybe Bailey doesn't, but you can't turn Raney away. Please, we'll do anything. I'll be your personal maid for the rest of your life. I'll crawl. I'd die for my daughter and my granddaughter, Random. Just tell me what to do."
"I feel the same way," Bailey said. "I did a terrible wrong. I should have given you a chance. I never let you explain. I never told you I was pregnant. I've been a horrible person, Random, but I've changed. I'm so, so sorry. Please help us. We know you aren't married or permanently attached. You know how to stay hidden. It was just an accident we found you. Please, do it for Raney and I'll be your slave. Beat me, call me a whore, I'll take it. I deserve it, just help Raney."
I looked over at Raney. God, she was gorgeous. This was my little girl! What in hell was I going to do? "Of course I'll help," I said.
I couldn't get another word out because I was buried under three sobbing women that were thanking me and kissing me and just making it nearly impossible to breathe.
"Stop it!" I shouted. "Let me breathe, God damn it. Let me get a word in edgewise here. I'm still really upset with you, Bailey. You, too, Silvia. You just don't get to come waltzing back into my life and act like the last twenty-three years didn't happen. We have a lot of talking to do and a lot of thinking to do. I can't do that with you all over me like this. You can stay here for as long as you want. I need to get away and get my head around all this."
"Oh, no, you aren't leaving me," Raney said. "I've just found you and I'm going with you. I'm sorry Mom, Grandma, but you made this mess, not me. I'm going with him. I got cheated out of 22 years with my father and I'm not going to miss another minute."
There were a lot of tears and words and we finally got it sorted out. We sat around on the sofa and got caught up on our lives. There was a lot of catching up to do. They were all over me. There were two of them pressed up against me all the time and they traded places and it seemed like they couldn't believe I was real. They would reach out and caress my cheek or feel my hair or squeeze my arms or legs. It was very disturbing, especially when Raney did it. I've described her, but her mother and grandmother were two of the best looking women you'll ever see. At 63, Silvia looked forty and a hot forty at that. She had always been drop dead gorgeous and she had aged like a fine wine. She was slender and willowy and one of the sexiest women on earth. Bailey had all her looks except more plush and curvy and at 44 she was looking better than she ever had. Then there was Raney. She made the other two look plain and skinny. She had freckles like my Mom, but otherwise you could tell she was Bailey's daughter. She had a lot of her mother's mannerisms, down to pushing her hair behind her right ear when she was nervous. I couldn't believe she was mine!
We finally went down and got their luggage out of the truck.
"What's with the old truck?" I asked.
"We paid cash and there wasn't any record of the sale," Silvia said. "We didn't want any paperwork and the guy wanted the money. It runs good, so we bought it."
They had a million bags. We were all exhausted by the time we got them settled in. There were only three bedrooms in my house. I let Bailey have my room and I took the sofa. It wasn't bad, but it wasn't a bed. She came out after a while and asked me to sleep with her.
"I know you probably don't believe me, but I've never stopped loving you," she said. "Please, I can't stand the thought of you being out here. Make love to me, Random. No strings attached. I won't expect you to love me or get back together with me. I promise, just come in here and pretend this is the night we made Raney. Isn't she gorgeous, Random?"
"She's amazing," I said. "I can't wait to get to know her, Bailey. Are you sure about this? You know it isn't going to change anything between us."
"I know," she said. "I just want to be happy for one night. I promise you won't regret it."
Against my better judgment I let her lead me to my bed. She just had on a long t-shirt and when she took it off I couldn't breathe. She was just as sensuous as I remembered. Her body was just as spectacular as the first time I saw it. Those breasts were just as big and firm and her nipples were just as sensitive as I remembered. Her right one was shaped a little different than the left and she could still cum by me sucking on it. I loved all over that body I remembered so well and when I went to work on that little pussy she went wild. She still had that little blonde landing strip and her clit was still as cute and sensitive as I remembered. I made her cum four times with my mouth before I slid up and sank into that moist tightness. She groaned.



"God, Random; take it easy, baby. It's been a long time and I forgot how big you are. Damn you've got a big cock. No one has ever stretched me like that. Slow, big boy; let me get used to it again. Oh, Gooodddd!"
It was like sliding into a jar of hot molasses. She was so wet and so hot and so tight that I could tell I wasn't going to last long. I groaned. "It's been a long time, Bailey. I'm going to cum really soon."
"It's okay," she moaned, "me, too. I'll make sure the second time is even better."
She wasn't lying. She came on about the fifth stroke and I didn't last much longer. I filled her up. I can't ever remember cumming so much. I just kept pumping and she became a hot, sticky swamp. I never lost my erection. It sagged a little, but she did this little squeezing thing with her muscles inside and after a few of those I was as hard as ever. This one did last a long time. She did all those little tricks I remembered and some new ones, too. She tried a couple of different positions and we finished with her flat on her stomach and me pounding her little pussy from behind, her sweet ass firm against my groin. When I unloaded in her she screamed into the pillow and her body convulsed in a huge contraction. I rolled off and she was all over me, just radiant with the afterglow.
"Thank you, Random," she said it a hundred times. "I forgot what an amazing lover you are. I want you to know that I love you. I always loved you and I always will. I was so angry with you when I saw those pictures. You know how Mom was always telling me it was just a matter of time until you cheated on me. It made me furious at her, but deep down I guess I was just so insecure. I always wondered why you married me. You could have had anyone. You were so smart and so good looking and so much fun. I was so jealous and when I saw those pictures of you with Christine I just lost my mind. I should have trusted you more."
"I don't blame you, Bailey," I told her. "If I saw pictures of anyone like that I would think just what you thought. The problem was, you never gave me a chance to prove I didn't do it. You just burned down the world around us. There was nothing I could do. I told you what happened in an e-mail and in a phone message. I guess you never got them. When you served me with the divorce papers and left me that message about what you were going to do, I just took what I could get and ran. You didn't leave me a lot of options. This all started with me."
"I got them; I just deleted them. No, you didn't do anything wrong," she said.
"Yes, I did. I put myself in a compromising position," I insisted. "I was very stupid. No adult has any business getting that drunk. I was so immature and so stupid and it cost me everything. Do you know, I've never been drunk since that day? I get a little buzz sometimes and maybe a little more if I'm at home and not going out, but I swore to myself that nothing like that would ever happen to me again."
"We were just a couple of kids," she said. "We got married too young, Random. Maybe if we had been older we could have been strong enough to get through it. It could easily have been me in those pictures. I passed out at parties, too. I was lucky I was never raped. A lot of girls I know were. We were both pretty stupid and immature. What are we going to do, Random? We've lost our way. Do you think we can ever get it back?"
"I don't know how," I told her. "You lived with the man that destroyed us for years. You were best friends with his sister, the woman that helped him. Your mother did her damnedest to break us up long before this happened. I've had a daughter for twenty years I've never seen. God, she's beautiful, Bailey. I don't think we can go back. We might go forward. You say you love me. Is that true or are you just saying that because I make you horny?"
"You do make me horny; you always did, but I do love you, Random. I was raging against you for years, but the only reason was what I thought you had done. If I hadn't loved you, I wouldn't have cared. Do you love me, even a little?"
"Yes, I do," I told her. "I always loved you. I've hated you at times too because of the way I've had to live my life, but like you say, if I didn't feel something I just wouldn't care. Maybe we can move forward, I don't know. I've gotten used to living this way, not having anyone or anything to worry about except the police. Right now I'm just so mixed up and confused I need to get away from you for a while and adjust to this. Maybe after a few days or a few weeks we can get together and talk. All of us need to say a lot of things. I think I might just be too angry or too hurt or just too emotional right now. I'm afraid I'll say or do something I can't ever take back. I don't want to do that. Will you give me some space?"
"Yes, oh yes, Random; this is so much more than I ever dared to hope for. I'll do anything you want, but I don't think Raney is going to give you any space. Do you want her to? I'll try to talk her into staying here if you want me to. I'm just so afraid you disappear again and I'll never find you again. Do you mind taking her with you?"
"No, I'll take her," I said. "God, Bailey, I have a daughter. I want to hug her and kiss her and get to know all about her so bad it's killing me."
Now she was really crying. "I know, baby; I'm so sorry you didn't get to hold her and love her when she was a baby. She was the sweetest little thing. Jack thinks she's his, you know. I've got movies of her and pictures and everything. I brought them for you. You can keep them and look at them and talk with her about them. Jesus Christ, I'm so sorry, Random. Please, hold me and try to forgive me."
I held that soft, silky and amazing body against mine until she was calmer and she slid down and took me in her mouth. "I can't get enough of you," she said. "I love this cock, I always did. Can you fuck me again?"
It turned out that I could and it was as sensational as the first time after senior prom. We slept the sleep of the exhausted and the well fucked and she woke me up when the sky was turning gray in the morning. "Random, you can't be here when Raney wakes up yet. I'm sorry, but all our relationships are so fucked up that we don't need complications."
I actually agreed with that, and I went back to the sofa for a couple of hours. I got up at seven and Bailey got up, too. We made breakfast and drank coffee. She kissed me a hundred times and told me thank you for the night nearly as many. I went and packed my bag and Raney came out with hers. She ate breakfast and Silvia came in. She got a cup of coffee and came to where I was sitting at the bar and plastered herself against me.
"Thank you for what you're doing, Random," she said. "You're a good man. I'm sorry it took me so long to realize that. Take care of my granddaughter." She kissed my cheek.
I was definitely not used to this woman being nice to me. She had been a copper plated bitch as long as I had known her and this was very awkward.
"I'll take care of her like she was mine," I smiled at her and she chuckled.
Bailey hugged me, too. "Thank you, Random," she said. "Please don't go away and leave us here. I know you'll be tempted to just disappear again. You might even talk Raney into it. Please don't take her away from me."
"We'll be back," I told her. "Just be patient."
I gave them keys to the house and my truck and Raney and I went down and got in the boat. The other two women were confused about that and I explained that we were going to my hideout place. It was way up in the swamp up the bay and the only access was by boat. They waved as we pulled down the cut and I could see that they were crying.
Raney stood at the bow, holding on to a cleat and she was a sight for sore eyes. She had on a pair of board shorts and a little t-shirt kind of thing that barely contained her breasts, leaving her belly bare. She had something on under it, either a bikini top or a really heavy duty bra. I suspected she needed one with the size of those amazing breasts.
Her hair blew out in the wind, streaming behind her like a pennant, and she just looked like a million dollars. We had a pretty good ride ahead of us so I opened up the cooler and offered her a beer. "You are old enough to drink, aren't you?" I asked.
She laughed, throwing her head back and flipping her hair behind her. "You gave me beer and wine yesterday; don't you think it's a little late for Daddy to be checking his little girl's ID?"
I just grinned at her. "I've been 21 for three months," she said. "My birthday was April the fourth."
We left the lake behind and started up the Sabine River. I have a jet boat and I can run in less than six inches of water. It comes in handy running up through the swamps. It was nearly thirty miles from the house to where we were going. We flew along and the birds and gators got out of our way. There were little high places here and there, trees marking the elevation around the dry land. My cabin was in the trees on a fairly high spot. It isn't visible from anywhere but by air but you can see the dock in an open area of water. We pulled up and Raney jumped off and tied us off. We picked up our stuff and carried it in. There's just one big room inside, aside from two bathrooms, and she looked around for a while before helping me carry in the coolers with the groceries and beverages. She talked like a magpie the whole time. Everywhere I went she was right there, getting the generator running, chasing away three feral hogs that had taken up residence under the docks and just staying close. After we got settled in I took her out in the river and we set some jug lines. I asked her if she wanted to fish with a rod and she decided she did. I threw a net until we caught some shad and baited her up a couple of hooks. She caught a fairly large catfish; about ten or twelve pounds, and then hooked into a monster alligator gar. It was probably over fifty pounds and several times I thought it was going to drag her over the side.
It took her twenty minutes to subdue the beast and we admired it for a while before slipping it back into the water. She was bursting with excitement and threw herself on me, kissing both cheeks and nearly knocking me down. She wrapped her legs around my hips. She was surprisingly heavy and I had to grab her to keep our balance, my hands instinctively clutching and closing on the hardest and absolutely most amazing ass I'd ever felt. She didn't seem to mind and I gave it a squeeze. She giggled and slid her legs down until she was standing, her big breasts mashed against my chest and looked up at me quizzically.
"You like?" she asked,
"I'm not insane or gay," I told her. "I think my little girl is the most beautiful, sexiest woman I've ever seen or imagined."
"Thank you, Daddy," she said. She let her hands fall down to my ass and gave me a squeeze. "You're pretty nice, too."
She whirled away and baited another hook. "I've never been fishing before," she said. "I love it! This is what fathers do with their kids, huh?"
"I always wanted to," I told her. "I never thought I'd have the chance."
"Is it as fun for you as it is for me?" she asked.
"I'm ecstatic," I told her. "Thank you, baby."
She liked catching fish but not so much waiting to catch fish. I pulled up a couple of deck chairs and we drifted, our legs propped up on the side of the boat, drinking beer and catching up on our lives. She took off her shirt and shorts after a while and she had a bikini on underneath. All that spectacular brown skin came out to play and she oiled up with sunblock. The sight of her made me very uncomfortable. This was my daughter, for Christ's sake; I kept telling myself. My body didn't listen. I had never met her before yesterday and she was still the most amazingly gorgeous woman I had ever seen. It was hard to believe that she was all real but the jiggle of all that delightful flesh told the tale. I had to adjust myself in my shorts to avoid embarrassment several times and she caught me once. She grinned up at me and there was a mischievous glint in her huge gray eyes. I noticed there was a green tint to them today and I attributed it to reflections off the water.
"Daddy, do you have a girlfriend?" she asked.
"Only since yesterday," I told her.
"You mean me?" she laughed.
"Yeah, I think I'm going to spend the rest of my life trying to be around you," I told her. "It will probably annoy the hell out of your future husband."
"He'll just have to understand," she said. "Maybe I'll marry a girl though."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah, I like girls, too," she said. "Are you disappointed in me?"
"No," I told her. "I actually think it's kind of hot. Now if you were my son and interested in men I would think you were crazy. I've never understood how girls are attracted to men."
"Well, you kinda have something girls don't," she laughed. "I mostly like men. If the right girl were to come along though... When are we going back?"
We ran the jug lines and caught half a dozen more catfish and headed back. I'm not a big fan of catfish, but if you cut them thin and get them pretty crispy they aren't bad. I fried them up and cooked hush puppies and she made coleslaw and fried potatoes and onions. We ate like pigs and went out to watch the sunset. I fired up the citronella lamps to keep the mosquitoes away, and we drank some old cognac. I went in and got a couple of good cigars out of the humidor and clipped them. When I came back I asked her if she had ever smoked a cigar.
"No, but it sounds fun. Can I?"
I lit her up and she coughed for five minutes, slobbered and tears flowed down her flawless cheeks. I laughed until it hurt.
"You don't inhale, Raney," I finally managed to gasp. "Just puff it and enjoy the taste. Cut it with the cognac when the taste gets too strong."
"Now you tell me," she choked out. She punched me in the chest. Once she stopped crying she actually enjoyed it.
"Daddy, how come you left and never tried to explain?" she asked me. "I was really mad at you even when I found out what really happened. Mom and Grandma lied to me for years. They told me I was that asshole's daughter. Even when I found out by accident they still lied to me. Even after I found out what happened I was really angry because you didn't stay and fight for me. Why didn't you fight?"
"I never knew about you. I felt too guilty to fight at first," I said. "I put myself in a really awkward position. I got knee walking drunk, passed out in a motel room and left myself open to anything. The only reason I didn't cheat was because I was physically unable to. I wasn't really in any moral position to be pissed off. Your mother never gave me a chance to explain. She moved in with Jack the next day. She personally served me with divorce papers two days later. "I'm going to rape you in this divorce," were the only words she ever spoke to me until yesterday. I cleaned out the company accounts, and I was on a flight to Costa Rica that night. I stole all that money and I'm a wanted man. I hid for years in South America and then here. I knew your mother and Jack would be out for revenge. The problem is, she was the one that actually slept with someone else. I never tried to prove it, but I think she was sleeping with Jack before they got the pictures. I always suspected she asked him to set me up. Look how she moved in with him the next day. That tells me there was something going on before. Silvia always wanted them together anyway."
She looked at me and she was very troubled. "You aren't going to let them come back, are you, Daddy?"
"No, I'm not. I'm sorry, baby, but that bird has flown. I want to be with you, but not her. I don't trust her."
"How long do I have before you take me back?" she asked.
"How long do you want?" I asked.
"We can't leave them wondering for too long," she said. "It would be cruel. Can I have the rest of the week?"
"You can have the rest of my life," I told her. "I'm going to stay in your life, Raney. I don't know how, but it's going to happen. I'm not sure how you feel about hiding me from your mother, but I want to see you often. If you let me, I'll arrange to see you all the time."
"How?" she asked.
I took her around to the back of the house and through the trees to the helicopter pad.
"Daddy, how do you have enough money to do all this?" she asked. "What are you planning to do?"
"Well that depends on you," I said. "I was going to just fly out of here. I have a place in Belize and I was going there. I've made a lot of money buying and selling real estate in South America. I don't trust your mother and grandmother. I don't know what they have planned. So far as I know, this could all be just one big trap. I'm not asking you to betray them if that's what you think. This is very hard for me, baby. I feel like I'm walking through a minefield. Tell me what to do. What do you want?"
"I don't think they're going to betray you," she said. "Jack nearly beat us all to death. I don't see how they could have faked that. I guess it's possible. I need to talk to them, find out what they want. Will you take me back tomorrow? I don't like Mom very much because she's lied to me so much. Grandma is just as bad, but I think they thought it was best for me. I'm convinced they love me. I think Mom loves you, too. I think you're wrong about her. She never loved Jack and I don't think she was cheating with him before. I can't tell you how many times down through the years I've caught her crying when she thought no one was around. She's been looking for you really hard since she found out Jack and Christine set you up. That's how he caught on that we knew. One of the PIs slipped up and he found a report. He was furious with Mom and Grandma. Grandma let us come and live with her and her security people kept Jack away. He caught us at a hotel when he beat us up. He was angry about the money Mom stole too."
"I'll take you back," I told her. "I don't know how long I can wait before running. I feel exposed and I'm afraid Jack or some of his boys will track you. We need to either permanently put him out of commission or get the hell out of Dodge. He's a dangerous and unscrupulous man, Raney."
"Somehow, I never knew that," she said. "I always thought he was an asshole, even when I thought he was my father, but I was never afraid of him. I'm still not afraid of him. He couldn't take three women. He's just a pathetic loser. I know he has a crew that backs his plays but by himself he's nothing. I wouldn't like for him to bring them and find us. Now you've got me worried."
"I'm sorry, baby," I told her. "Don't worry about it. The chances of him finding us are like winning the lottery. I can't believe you found me. It was just an unlucky chance. Let's go to bed and I'll take you back tomorrow. I feel more under control now. Can we go back in the evening so I can spend the day with you?"
"I'd love that, Daddy," she said.
I made smoked sausage and scrambled eggs in the morning for breakfast and we drank coffee on the deck and watched the birds. I have a big wooden lounge chair with a soft cushion on it and she brought her coffee and sat with me, snuggled up against me. I felt my heart swell with love. I put my arm around her and she rested her cheek on my chest, occasionally lifting her head to sip her coffee.
"I want to stay right here forever," she said. "You can't possibly imagine how good it feels to have my Daddy hold me. I could hate you and Mom for not letting me have this. You fucked up, Daddy, you and her both."
"I know, Raney. I'm very, very sorry. Don't be a drunk, baby. Get a little high, have a little buzz, but do it with safe people in safe places and never lose control. Look what it cost me. I'm so sorry. I'll spend the rest of my life regretting not getting to hold my baby for twenty years. I'll work as hard as I can to make it up to you. I know I can't, but I'll try. My only excuse is I never knew. I've only known you for two days, but I love you, Raney."



She looked up at me and those big gray eyes were liquid pools in the rain. "I love you too, Daddy. I never knew I would feel this way." She pushed up a little and brushed my lips with her full, puffy ones. "Just hold me until we have to go and talk to me, okay?"
We stayed there until the heat and humidity became oppressive and then we went inside and took up an identical position on a big recliner, sipping iced tea and talking together in low voices. In the late afternoon I began to think we should be getting ready to leave but she seemed reluctant to move.
"Raney, we need to be going," I told her.
"I know," she wouldn't look at me. "Daddy, I have something to tell you. I don't know how but I have to."
"It's okay, you can tell me anything," I said.
"I stole the money Mom and Grandma took," she said. "I transferred it out of their account and into mine."
I wasn't expecting that. "Why did you do that?"
"I don't trust them," she said. "They lied to me all my life. I was thinking about just leaving them and staying with you. At least you never lied to me. I didn't know what kind of person you'd be. I needed to get to know you a little. Now I'm sure I want to stay with you. I'm an adult, but I don't want to be alone. I need someone... something I can count on. I think that's you, Daddy. I can't count on them. They say they've changed, but I don't know. Maybe they have, but I just can't trust them. I don't know if I ever will. God, what am I going to do? I don't want to lose them."
She broke down into sobs and I held her close. "You can count on me, Raney. I feel like you do about them. Do you want to give them a chance? I know how to do it."
"How?" she wept. "How can we ever trust them?"
"Make them earn it," I said. "We take off tomorrow for Belize. Invite them to go and see what they do. If they go, that's good. If they try to get us to go back, we'll know it's a trap and we tell them we need to think about it. We come back here and disappear. What do you think?"
"I want to trust them," she cried. "I love them, but I'm scared."
"Yeah, me, too, baby," I petted her soft hair. "She's your mother, Raney. Let's give her a shot."
She composed herself and we went back. Bailey and Silvia came out and downstairs when they heard the boat. They ran out to the dock and smothered us with hugs and kisses.
"God, thank you God," Bailey said. "You brought them back to us. I was so afraid I'd never see you again." She turned to Raney. "I know you took the money, Raney. It's okay. I'm so sorry, baby. I know you don't trust me. I wouldn't have blamed you if you just kept running. Thank you for giving us another chance."
"You won't regret this, Random," Silvia was stuck to me like a leech. "Thank you. You'll see."
"Mom, Grandma, we've decided we aren't going to stay here," Raney told them. "We're going South. I'm not telling you where yet. We want you to come with us."
"We're going to Mexico?" Bailey asked. "Yes, the answer is yes. Mom?"
"I'll do anything," Silvia said. "I already said that. Whatever you decide, Random. I'll be your slave for life; just tell me what to do and when to pack."
"Pack now," I told them. "We'll leave in the morning. We need to take everything we're going to need for a long time. I suggest you go shopping. Get personal items and clothes for the tropics. Medicine, whatever you think you'll have a hard time getting in another country. Silvia, you're staying here while Bailey and Raney go. I'm sorry, but I don't trust you all to go away with her."
She looked hurt and so did Bailey but they took it. "I understand," Silvia said. "I haven't earned anything. I'll make a list."
They took my truck and they were gone for three hours. Silvia hovered the whole time. She asked me a dozen times if she could get me anything and her eyes never left me. It was creeping me out and finally I made her sit down.
"Silvia, just relax," I told her. "I'm not about to vanish."
"I'm just so scared," she said. "I don't want to disappoint you. I'm afraid you'll change your mind and leave me. Please, I'll do anything, Random. I know you aren't back together with Bailey and maybe you never will be. I'm hanging on by a thread. I know that and I want you to know how tightly I'm clinging to that thread. I know I'm old, but I still look good, Random. I'm not being vain. I'm a wretched person, but I look good on the outside. If you want me, all you have to do is give me the slightest sign."
I looked at her. She did look good, very good. Her body was slender and tight and her face was to die for. I decided to test her. "Okay, Silvia," I said. "Slide over here."
She didn't hesitate a second. That hot body was pressed against me and her lips lifted for mine. I kissed her and she tried to probe my tonsils. When my hand slid inside her shirt and up to one hard little breast, the nipple was rock hard. She moaned when I rolled it between my thumb and forefinger.
She pulled back for a moment and stared into my eyes. "You don't really want me, do you, Random? This was a test."
"Don't get me wrong," I played with that hard little nipple. "You're as sexy as hell, Silvia. I'd ordinarily fuck you to death, but I'd be afraid you'd bite my dick off. For as long as I've known you, you've hated me. Maybe we'll be friends yet or maybe you'll start hating me again. You never gave me a chance to be friendly. Let's see what happens."
"I'm sorry for being a bitch for so long," she said with tears in her eyes. "I won't bite your dick off, Random, but if you're ever interested I'll try to fuck it off. I'm kind of a slut and you're very good looking. You always were. I thought Bailey was just lusting after you. I never knew she really was in love with you. Hell, I lusted after you, too, but you were just from the wrong side of the tracks. I'm sorry. I screwed everything up."
"I know you're sorry, Silvia. Please stop apologizing. You have really cute titties, do you know that?"
She laughed and pulled up her shirt, showing them to me. They were really, really cute. I wanted to give them a suck but I pulled her shirt down and just held her. She felt amazing in my arms. It was very hard to believe she was 63 years old. She had a body like a woman in her twenties and her face didn't look much older.
"How do you stay so young," I asked her.
She laughed again. "Good genes and hard work," she said. "I've spent more time in the gym and spa in the last thirty years than you'd believe. I eat right and I use lots of skin care products. I still know how old I am when I get up in the morning. I feel every year."
"Yeah, me, too," I said. "Why did you hate me, Silvia?"
"After George passed, all I had was Bailey," she said. "I wasn't interested in getting married again. We'd always thought she would marry Jack. Then you came along and she was only interested in you. It just seemed like all our dreams were blown up when you walked into her life. I don't know why I was so addicted to those dreams. It just felt like I needed to keep them alive to honor George. You were so handsome and so nice and it was hard to hate you, but I did. I knew your reputation, Random. You're like your name. You bounced around a lot before you and Jack started your company and you were quite the lady's man before you married Bailey. I figured it was just a matter of time before you cheated on her and left her. I'm sorry, but I told her that. Then when Jack and Christine did what they did I thought it was just like I thought. I'm so, so... no, you said you didn't want me to apologize any more. All I can tell you is I was wrong, horribly and disastrously wrong and I'm going to work hard to make it up to you. That's part of what showing you my tits was about. It's not all about that. You're very beautiful and like I said, I'm kind of a slut. I won't try to hide it. I'd love to fuck you. If you want me all you have to do is ask, okay?"
"I'll keep it in mind," I told her. "We're going to a kind of rough place, Silvia. You're kind of a high society gal; you think you can handle that?"
"Ha!" she snorted. "I can handle anything you can, buster. I can do anything for my girls. Just give me a shot."
"You're not going to be living with me, Silvia. You'll be close, on the same property, but you and Bailey will be sharing a small house on the property. I'm not trying to string you along, but there are a lot of issues we need to work through. I'm keeping Raney. She's an adult and she wants to be with me. I didn't try to lure her or talk her into it or anything. It was her idea. I hope you don't hold that against me."
"No, I won't," she shook her head and her hair swirled around her. "I know she doesn't trust me. Why should she? I lied to her for years about who her father was. I don't deserve her. I'm going to be trying as hard to win her back as I am you. None of this is your fault, Random."
"Thanks," I petted her silky hair. "Could I see those cute little tits one more time?"
She grinned. "Anytime you're ready to do more than look," she said. "You're just making me horny now and if you don't plan to get me off it's just cruel."
I laughed and kissed her cheek. "You're right, and we'll see."
I held her and we talked until we heard the girls come back. We went down and carried thousands of bags up. Well, it seemed like thousands. I took the couch again and this time no one joined me. I slept fairly well, but I was stiff in the morning when I got up. I made coffee and started carrying their bags down. I made a lot of phone calls and got things set up to leave. The neighbors would keep an eye on my place and the cabin would have to fend for itself for a while. They got up and we cooked everything perishable. What we didn't eat we took with us to eat on the way. We got on the boat and Silvia and Bailey sat down while Raney stood beside me with her arm around my waist, bracing herself against me. She stayed there for half an hour before she sat between them.
Bailey and Silvia loved the cabin and we had a debate about staying there. Raney wanted to stay, too, but it was too small for the four of us and we'd starve before long. It was just too far up in the swamp to be practical for more than two people. I took them out to the helicopter and we made a million trips. I have one of the Bell 429 GlobalRangers. It has a range of about 400 miles and I had made arrangements for fuel stops. We could cruise at about 170 mph and it was at least ten hours of flight time to where we were going. Counting fuel stops it would be closer to twenty. I was going to have to sleep at some point. We strapped in and took off. It was a long flight for the girls and they took turns sitting by me and talking to me on the headphones. We spent the night in the chopper at Ciudad Victoria. I slept for six hours and we were back in the air. The girls woke up when I fired the turbines up, but they went back to sleep once we were in the air.
My place is near Sarteneja and I have a pad to land the chopper. It's a beach property and the nearest neighbor is five miles away. We tied down the bird and I went and got the utility vehicle to haul our bags. There are two houses on the property, about a hundred yards apart. We went to the smaller one first and got Silvia and Bailey unpacked. They went with us up to the main house and they were impressed. It's a big, stucco place with lots of rough wood inside. The main floor is all open with rough beams supporting it. There's a half bath off the living room and the kitchen is at the south end. It has a wraparound deck and a master suite downstairs. Upstairs has a loft bedroom with a bath and my office. The bedroom looks down onto the living room and it's over the master suite. We put Raney in the loft and got her squared away. We needed to go grocery shopping, so I got out the Jeep and we went to town. I sent the girls to the market for fresh fruits and vegetables while I got canned goods and staples. By the time they got back I was ready to go and they picked me up and loaded everything. We stocked both places and decided we would eat dinner together every night at the main house. Raney and I left them to settle in and went home.
She walked in with me, arm in arm. "I can't believe this is our house," she was a little choked up. "How long can we stay here, Daddy?"
"Forever if you want to," I told her. "What do you want to do with your life, Raney? Do you want to go to college, get a job, or just have your father love on you for the rest of his life?"
"Yes," she said.
"Yes? There were sort of some options there, Raney," I chuckled.
"I have 90 hours at college," she said. "I want to graduate."
"Well, we can't stay here forever then," I said. "You're an illegal immigrant. We need to get you papers. Where do you want to go to school?"
"I was going to the University of Tennessee," she said. "I want to go anywhere close to you."
"There's a University in Belize City," I told her. "They allow international students. I could move us there until you graduate. If you want to go back in the States, we have some problems to take care of."
"You mean Jack," she said. "What could we do?"
"There's the nuclear option or the hide and sneak option," I said.
"Why didn't you use the nuclear option?" she asked.
"Your mother would have been collateral damage," I told her. "I don't have to worry about that any more. I'd like that option. If you want to go here, we won't bother."
"I want to stay here," she said. "I don't like having to stay here. I want to be free to go back if we want to without having to hide and sneak."
"Okay, I'll take care of it," I told her.
"Just like that?" she asked. "What will you do?"
"I'm not going to tell you how I'll deal with him," I told her. "After I take care of that, I'll probably have to go to jail for a while."
"No!" she wailed. "I don't want to ever go back then." She threw herself on me, sobbing hysterically.
"You can go back," I told her. "With him gone, no one will be looking for you. I just can't go back as me. I don't mind hiding and sneaking. I'm used to it. I have an iron clad identity. I can go anywhere, do anything, I just can't be me. I took a lot of money and didn't pay taxes. We'll be fine though. I just couldn't let Jack or your mother find me. He'll be gone; she's not looking for me. Everything will work out."
She eventually calmed down and Silvia and Bailey showed up for dinner. They could see Raney was upset and they cooked and let us talk it out. She was happy again by the time dinner was ready. We ate and they were all full of questions about Belize, what we were going to do and what was going to happen. They seemed happy with the situation and almost eager to do something to get Jack out of our lives. I didn't tell any of them what I was going to do.
What I did was hire some mercenaries out of Lima, Peru. They worked cheap, but they were first class. Jack went away. I believe he wound up in Iraq, because they sent me a picture of a bunch of Shiite looking guys celebrating around the body of a dead westerner. No one understood how he got there or why he would be running through the streets toward the green zone with clothes on made out of American flags. His construction headquarters blew up at lunch hour one day and the fifteen guys that worked there went to the hospital. Three of them died and the rest suffered grave bodily harm. Apparently they had been storing explosives in an unsafe manner. Problem solved. I told the girls and we had a party.
Silvia and Bailey became beach bums. Raney joined them a lot and I got an even darker tan. We did a lot of things together and we started getting comfortable around each other. Both of them hinted broadly that if I was ever interested they were available. They went in to the tourist stops and I know they did a lot of dancing. I think Silvia did a lot more than dance but Bailey was always home early. She was there for dinner every evening and she seldom went home before nine or ten.
Raney was my world. We spent every available minute together. I found out she loved horses and we rented some and rode a lot. I hated the brutes, but I loved her and it made her happy. That was enough for me. We got her papers to enter the University and found her an apartment close to the campus. When she left I promised to spend every weekend with her. She was very clingy the week before school started. I drove her down and stayed the night. In the morning, Silvia picked me up. Raney cried when we left and hugged us both like she was never going to see us again.
"I'll be back next weekend, Honey," I assured her. "You're going to be fine. Do good and make me proud."
"I will, Daddy," she promised. "I love you so much."
"Me, too, baby," I kissed her and Silvia drove us away.
Both our eyes were moist. "She's a good girl," Silvia said. "I can't believe how sweet she is after everything that's happened to her."
"We don't deserve her," I said.
The house was big and empty without Raney. I never dreamed I would miss her so much. I guess having her after all these years was just something so new and precious I didn't want to miss a minute. She was a big girl though and I knew my time with her was limited. She'd make friends at school and the way she looked she'd probably find a lover in no time.
I woke up Sunday morning and made coffee and ate a pastry. I heard a noise around back and when I went to the window Silvia was there, working in the garden. I poured her a cup of coffee and took it around. She had on cotton gloves and a little sun dress. She was kneeling on a rug and planting some herbs. When she looked up there was a smudge of dirt on her cheek and she looked adorable.
"Good morning," I said, handing her the cup of coffee. "What are you doing, Silvia?"
"I'm planting oregano," she said. "I know you like to cook with it."
I was surprised. I couldn't imagine what was going on in her head. "Why?" I asked. "What's up with you, Silvia? Is this part of the 'be nice to Random act?'"
Her eyes welled up with tears. "It isn't an act, Random," she choked out. "I thought you would like it. I'm sorry."
She turned away and hurried off down the path. I felt like an asshole. I ran after her and caught her at the gate. "I'm sorry, Silvia; that was very rude of me. Come inside for a minute."
She was still crying but she let me lead her into the house. I sat down with her on the sofa and hugged her close to me. "I just can't get through how much you hate me," she sobbed. "I try and try, but you still say mean things to me all the time. I don't know what to do, Random. I want you to love me, but I just don't have a chance, do I? I love you, Random. I know that now. I can't stay here anymore with you hating me like this. I cry every day, I can't eat or sleep and it's killing me. Please, just let me go away. I'll try to stay close to the girls, but I can't live like this. I know I deserve it, but I'm just not a big enough person to be around you when you're so mean to me."
Now I really felt like a heel. I looked down at this beautiful woman I'd hated for so many years and the hate was gone. I couldn't see her like that anymore. I just saw this soft, vulnerable, extremely gorgeous woman whose heart was breaking and I felt something different. I couldn't catch my breath for a minute. These thought and feelings were swirling around in my head until I felt like I was going crazy. This couldn't be happening! How could I possibly feel this way? This was Silvia, but it was a Silvia I had never known before. Her soft blue eyes peeked up at me and tears trailed down her face. She must have seen something in my eyes because her head swung toward me and her silky hair flared around her face, a few strands sticking to the tear trails down her cheeks.
I cupped her cheek in the palm of one hand and marveled at her beauty. I brushed the strands of hair away and she lifted her hand to mine. "Random?" there was a soft question in her whispered words.



I pulled her to me, swinging her around onto my lap, straddling me, her dress riding up those fantastic legs. "No, Silvia, you can't go," I whispered in her ear, holding her cheek to mine. "I can't let you go now that I've just discovered how wonderful you are. You can plant herbs in my garden any time. That is, as long as you come in here and do this;" I took her face and held it between my hands, pressing my lips against her trembling ones.
She melted against me and all the excitement of this fantastic woman in my arms trembled and sobbed into my shoulder.
"Oh, thank God," she wept. "Thank God! Thank you, God. Random, I've been praying for you to give me a chance. Oh, my God! I can't believe this! Oh, I'm about to burst! Thank you Random, you're never going to regret this, I swear to you."
She sat up and pulled her little dress over her head and she was naked underneath. Her slender, beautiful body was on display for me and she pushed one hard little breast into my mouth. The nipple sprang erect and I pulled on it firmly with my lips, giving it a graze with my teeth and stretching it out before letting it spring free. She felt like a young girl in my arms and her reactions were immediate and strong.
"Oh, God," she moaned. "I love you so much, Random. I haven't felt this way since... since George. I'm going to cum so hard, Random. I've had sex but I haven't made love to anyone in 25 years. Play with me, baby! Take me, make me your slut. I'm only for you, Random, only for you."
I stood up and carried her in to the bed. "This is a big step," I warned her. "I love you, too, Silvia. I love this Silvia, not the old, bitchy one."
"She's dead," she promised me. "This is the new me. I'm going to love you so much. Bailey loves you, too, Random. You know that, right?"
"What are we going to do about that?" I asked.
"I hope you can love her again," she said. "She needs you, Random. She needs you as much as I do or Raney does."
"So where does that put me and you?" I asked her.
"In your bed," she laughed. "I'm going to try to fuck you to death. Tomorrow I'm going to be too sore to do it again. I hope you're going to bring her in here and do the same thing to her. You think you can handle both of us?"
"Probably not," I told her. "I'm not eighteen anymore. One of you is probably too much for me."
"I have plenty of Viagra," she laughed. "I think you'll be fine. I think I have a lifetime supply. Now shut up and play with me."
I was happy to oblige. She was quite a toy. Her nipples were long compared to the size of her breasts and they were very sensitive, especially the left one. She shuddered and gasped every time I got it in my mouth. She had such a tight, hard little body that she was tremendously exciting and excitable. It felt like making love to a young girl, she was so light and flexible. Her skin was incredible and every muscle group in her body was defined and visible. As I kissed my way down that ribbed belly she was as bare as a baby down there. I don't know if it was permanent or she was really good at shaving, but she was smooth and incredibly sexy. She was also not very wet. I knew it wasn't from not being excited because I'm sure she had already cum twice by the time I got to her cute little button. I flipped it with my tongue and she went wild, bucking and pulling my head into hot pussy.
"Oh, God, Random, I need a finger inside," she gasped. "Do you have any lube? I'm over the hill and I need some help,"
I laughed. "I just happen to have just the thing, and if you're over the hill most twenty-year-olds have crashed and burned."
I pulled a tube of lubricant out of the bedside drawer. I don't know why I had it, but it may have been a relic I just never got discarded. It was unopened and I coated my middle finger with it, giving her gorgeous little pussy lips a good gob as well. I went back on the attack, strumming her clit like a guitar string and sliding my finger into that incredibly tight pussy. She groaned and writhed around until I was afraid I was hurting her.
"You okay up there?" I asked.
"Oh, my God yes!" she nearly screamed. "That feels so good, Random. I'm just so horny for you! Please, don't stop; I'm about to cum again!"
I stretched her pussy lips with my fingers and did a number on her clit with my tongue and she came again, wordless cries coming from deep inside her. When she started to relax I jammed my finger back in, curling it up and finding that spot that sent her off again. She came constantly for what seemed like minutes until she began to beg.
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, I'm cumming so hard! You're killing me, Random. Stop, baby, I need to rest for a minute. Please, Random! Please stop! I can't... I can't..."
"One more time," I coaxed her. "Cum for me, Silvia, one more time."
"No," she shrieked, "Please, Random, I can't... oh my God!"
Her voice rose to a scream and she spasmed convulsively thrashing around so much my mouth lost contact with her sweet little pussy and then she just froze for a minute and collapsed, every muscle going limp.
I slid up and her eyes were vacant. She had actually passed out! I had heard of people passing out from orgasms but I never really believed it until then. When I kissed her lips she stirred and mumbled something. Her eyes snapped open and she cried a little.
"Jesus, Random, you nearly killed me. What the hell is wrong with you! I told you I needed to stop!"
"I don't think so," I told her. I coated my cock with the lube and she tried to slide away.
"Wait!" there was a panicked look on her face. "Wait, I'm not ready!"
I pinned her down and sank into all that heat. She was wet now. In fact she was dripping and I didn't need the lube. She shrieked again as I sank into her.
"Jesus, Random, not so fast. Easy! God you have a big cock. Please! Gentle with me, I'm old and you'll break me. Oh! Ah... my God, how much is there? It's been so long. Random! Not so deep, you're too big for me!"
In spite of all her protests she was thrusting up into me as I sank fully inside her. I let her rest then, just soaking and letting her calm down a little. She didn't wait long before I felt inner muscles squeezing me like a hot fist. Damn, she was good. We began to move, finding a rhythm we both liked and she was so amazingly responsive that it blew my mind. She came easily and often and it went on and on. I came after ten minutes and she pushed until she rolled me over and climbed on top. She went to work with her extremely talented mouth and in another ten minutes she had me hard as a rock again. I pushed her off and then pulled her up on her hands and knees, her little, hard round ass up in the air and her face on the pillow. I slid into her from behind and it was like she was a virgin all over again. She was unbelievably tight, like sinking into hot melted wax, and I pounded her little pussy until she collapsed, lying supine beneath me as I mounted her and continued to punish her tight little body. She came a million times and I lasted until she begged me to stop. I didn't stop until I had flooded her slit again, and when I lay beside her, cuddling her hard little body against my big one she cried like a baby. I kissed her over and over, all over that beautiful face and she told me she loved me a hundred times.
We cuddled until about four in the afternoon and she said she needed to shower and try to compose herself before Bailey got there for dinner. She rose unsteadily to her feet and walked gingerly to the bathroom, a long stream of cum running down her thigh. She looked back at me and laughed. "Damn, Random, you've damaged me. Bailey is going to know! I'm not going to be able to walk right for a week." She ran back to the bed and kissed me, throwing herself on me and telling me she loved me a dozen more times. She showered and I joined her about half way through. I petted and caressed her sexy body until she pushed me away and got out. I could hear her moving around and when I came out she was dressed. I pulled on shorts and a t-shirt and we went downstairs. We had dinner well under way when Bailey came in. It took her about five minutes to catch on.
She looked at the mother reproachfully, "Mom! You slut! You fucked Random, didn't you?"
Silvia blushed. "Yes, Bailey, I'm sorry but I love him, too. I'm so grateful and so sorry about how I treated both of you and I'm so in love with him. Please don't hate me."
Bailey looked from one to the other of us. She burst out laughing. "I guess I can't be mad. I threw him away, and I don't own him anymore. You're in big trouble, Random. Since you don't seem to have a conscience, I'm not holding back any more either. I can't believe you fucked my mother!"
"She's smoking hot," I told her. "Besides, I love her, too. She's changed, Bailey; hell, you've changed too. You're both just really sweet girls now. How does that happen?"
"Lots and lots of regret, some humble pie and a steady diet of eating crow," Bailey said. "We're major fuck ups, but we're not stupid, Random. We know what kind of a man you are. Mom, why are you walking like that? Oh, my God, you're sore, aren't you? Jesus, Random, she's sixty-years-old! Did you break her?"
Silvia and I laughed hysterically. "That's just what she said," I gasped. "You really are mother and daughter."
Bailey looked at us like we were crazy and stalked off to bring the food to the table. It was a very strange meal and they both stayed really late. I think they were both waiting the other one out. Finally Silvia laughed and stood up. "Night, Random, night baby; see you both tomorrow." She walked away and Bailey came and sat on my lap in the recliner.
"Random, do you still love me?" she asked.
"I never stopped," I said. "My feelings have changed down through the years. I didn't like you for a long time. You changed into some evil doppelganger. Now you've changed back into the sweet girl I married. Which one is the real Bailey?"
"Both," she said. "I'm sweet to the sweet. I fucked up, but so did you, Random. I asked you not to go to that party without me. When you did and I got those pictures, what was I supposed to think?"
"I know, but then you just went all viper woman and scorched the earth. I had the evidence ten days after the party but you were moved in with Jack and filed for divorce."
"Is there any way back for us?" she asked.
"You mean being married again? What do you think, Bailey?"
"No, I don't think there is," she said. "I think we killed that. It was mostly my fault. What are we then?"
"We can be friends," I said.
"I want that, but I want more," she said.
"What do you want?" I asked.
"Lovers, parents, buddies, people that spend a lot of time together, all of that."
"That does sound like something we can do," I said. "What about Silvia?"
"Did you ever dream of a mother/daughter threesome?" she laughed.
"Not with her," I couldn't keep from chuckling. "I was always afraid she was going to emasculate me in my sleep. You're not serious?"
"Dead serious," she said. "I'm not Raney, I'm not much into women, but I'd play if you would. I do love my Mom, and as you said, she is smoking hot. No rush, just think about it, Random."
They took turns sleeping with me the rest of the week. It was astonishing to me that two women I thought were hard boiled bitches that hated the earth I walked on were now total sluts for me. Bailey did things she never did for me while we were married and Silvia was no holes barred. I made them go home after supper Friday evening. I was worn and I needed to rest. I was flying up to spend the weekend with Raney Saturday morning, and I wanted to be fresh. I slept twelve hours and felt dead that morning. I slouched into the shower and by the time I had my second cup of coffee I felt great. Raney picked me up at the airport and I had forgotten how gorgeous she was. She took my breath away and she made me drive back to her place. I found out why on the way. The jeep had a bench seat and she was all over me, pressing against me and laying her head on me while I squeezed her with one arm. It was like she had been drowning and I was a life preserver.
"I missed you so much, Daddy," she told me over and over. "How are Mom and Grandma?"
"They're great, baby," I told her. She looked up at me and I kind of got uncomfortable. I didn't want to keep any secrets from her. She sensed something was bothering me.
Those huge gray eyes searched my face. A smile slowly spread across her features. "You got together with Mom, didn't you? Did you sleep with her?"
"Well, yes; is that okay, Raney?"
"It's fantastic!" she crowed. "I wanted that more than anything."
"There's something else though," I told her. "We've agreed that we can't be married. There's too much water under that bridge. We're kind of lovers and kind of just friends. We burnt a lot of bridges and we're just trying to see if we can build some new ones. It's kind of complicated."
"It always is," she sighed. "We're not complicated, Daddy. I just love you. You love me. Why can't it always be that simple?"
"I don't know," I admitted. "Stuff happens and it gets complicated, especially where Bailey and Silvia are involved."
"How is Grandma involved?" she asked.
"Well, I don't know how to tell you this," I began.
She looked up at me. "No!" she gasped. "Really Daddy? Grandma? Oh my God! Both of them?"
I nodded sheepishly. "Are you mad?"
"Hell, no," she laughed. "Grandma is hotter than lava. She told me she wanted you, I just thought you hated her too much."
"I did, but she's changed," I said. "So has your mother. I've only met one person sweeter. I don't know how to explain it but they're just so much fun to be around, they're so nice to me and they're so sexy. They're really impossible not to love, baby."
"So who's this paragon that's sweeter than them?" she asked.
"You, Raney, my baby girl is the sweetest woman on earth," I squeezed her tight.
She looked up at me. A really strange light passed through her eyes and they looked almost silver.
"What?" I asked. "You are. I've never met anyone that makes me as happy as you."
She burrowed into my side and nuzzled me with her cheek. "Me, too," she said. "I feel right when you're with me, Daddy."
I put my stuff in her apartment and she dragged me off to go sailing. She didn't know how, but she knew I did. She had rented a boat and we were going to stay out and come back Sunday evening. It was a nice little boat with a comfortable cabin. It was all automated and easy to sail. We took it out and had a nice leisurely sail. I took the helm and she sunbathed on the front deck. When she pulled off her shorts and t-shirt she had on the tiniest bikini I'd ever seen. My jaw dropped and she laughed when she saw me. That bikini was just three little scraps of cloth and some strings. It hardly covered her nipples and her ass was completely and gloriously bare. She had to be shaved naked because there wasn't enough material in those bottoms to cover any bush. I swear, you could nearly see the top of her slit it was so small. All that sexy girl was on proud display as she lay on her stomach on a towel. She stayed there for an hour or so and then rolled over. I couldn't take my eyes off her. I was thankful for the mirrored shades I had on so she couldn't see me staring. After about thirty minutes she took off her top and there those luscious breasts were in all their glory.
I have no idea what size bras women wear. I wouldn't hazard a guess, but those breasts were awe inspiring. She kind of arched her back up and they rose up over her like the Himalayas. Her nipples were totally blended with her areolae, just peaks on peaks, jutting up like miniature features and totally erect. She was completely without a thought about baring them in front of me and my cock was as hard as an iron bar. I was totally uncomfortable but if she didn't mind showing me, I guess I didn't mind looking.
She lay there for another thirty minutes and then put the top back on. The image was seared in my brain though. Her nipples stayed erect and she came back, swishing that fabulous bare ass and got us two beers. She glanced down at my crotch and smiled. "Jesus Daddy, I'd think you'd been getting enough to keep you in check!"
I blushed furiously and she laughed at my discomfort. She wrapped a towel around her waist and put my arm around her bare shoulders, pressing herself against me. I could feel one of those big, rock hard nipples drilling a hole into my side. I stroked the silky skin of her shoulders and she shivered, sliding her hand around my waist. We stayed like that, just sharing an intimate moment until we pulled up under the island we had picked out.
We threw out the hooks and she got out the snorkels and fins. We played in the water, chasing the fishes until she found a big turtle. We followed it for a while and a medium sized hammerhead cruised by. She was delighted with everything, and I was delighted with her. We caught four spiny lobsters and cooked them for dinner along with shrimp we had brought with us. We had fresh, steamed vegetables and fruit for desert. After dinner we lounged around on deck, smoked a cigar when the sun went down and drank enough beer to have a little buzz. She lay beside me, her head pillowed on my arm and we gazed at a million stars. It was the perfect night, she was the perfect girl and my heart was full. We talked in soft voices and I petted her hair, her arms and her shoulders, just loving the feel of my little girl, delighting in the sound of her husky voice.
We called it a night around midnight. I noticed a problem right away. There was only one bed in that cabin. She climbed in the tiny shower and I wondered what was going to happen. She came out wrapped in a towel and I used the shower to rinse the salt off. I pulled on boxers in that cramped space and when I came out she was under the sheet. I could see a little with the light of a three-quarter moon and I asked her if she wanted me to sleep on deck.
"Don't be silly," she said. "I knew this boat only had one bed when I rented it. Are you afraid of me, Daddy?"
"Terrified," I told her.
She laughed for a long time. "Just get in here," she flipped back a triangle of sheet. I climbed in and she turned toward me, her body hot against me and lay with her head on my chest, one leg and one arm over me.
"I like this," she murmured.
I stroked her back and it felt like silk under my fingers. Then it hit me, she had no shirt on! Her bare breasts were against me and now that I noticed I could feel one hard nipple crushed along with a big breast against my side. I stealthily slid my hand down until I should have felt panties. There was nothing!
She giggled softly. "I don't wear clothes to bed, Daddy."
"Jesus Christ, Raney," I groaned. "What are you doing, baby?"
"I'm seducing you," she whispered in my ear. "I love you, Daddy; don't stop me. Let me show you how much I love you."
"No, don't, Raney," I protested. "I love you, too, baby. You don't have to show me anything."
"I know," she said. "I want to. You're fucking Mom and Grandma; why do I get left out?"
She sat up and the sheet fell away. All that gorgeous, amazing sexy body was bathed in the moonlight and it was a sight that could wake the dead. She climbed onto me and lay on me, her hands holding my face and pressing those full, luscious lips against mine. It was too much. She was just too gorgeous, too appealing and I was just too in love with her to hold back. I crushed her to me, my hands everywhere, lush flesh, firm and muscular, filled my hands, my mind, my heart. She was a wild thing, her body throbbing and heated beyond any normal human temperature; she felt like she was running a high fever. I had never had my hands or lips on anything remotely like her.



I realized that as beautiful and sexual as Silvia and Bailey were, they weren't in the same league, not even in the same universe as this amazing daughter of mine. Her perfect face was bathed in half-relief in the moonlight and she kissed me like it was the last kiss at the end of chaos. Her mouth was hot and moist and incredibly mysterious. She tasted like cinnamon flavored toothpaste and girl. My hands roamed freely and settled on her ass, sinking my fingers into rounded globes that filled my hands to overflowing. It was soft and jiggly and then it flexed under my fingers and they were touching steel. She was incredibly muscled and I couldn't get enough of that ass. I've admired many in my life, but I had never seen, much less felt anything like this.
My cock obviously had no conscience and she reached down and grasped it in her hot little hand. "Jesus, Daddy," she gasped. "I've felt a few of these. You have a big fat cock! This is going to take a while. I've never had anything like that inside me."
I was jealous that she'd had anything at all inside her, but it was inevitable that a woman that looked like her would have plenty of opportunities. I couldn't imagine her holding all that sexuality inside without exploding. She moved up until I could reach those giant titties with my mouth and I licked and kissed them all over, avoiding her nipples until she growled in frustration and took my face between her hands, forcing my lips onto one big nipple. It was evidently very sensitive because when I drew it into my mouth and let her feel my teeth a little, she tried to suffocate me. She moaned and shook and she was obviously cumming without me ever touching her pussy.
"I'm on fire," she moaned. "Oh my God, Daddy, this is just what I imagined it would be like. It's good, it's right Daddy. This is what I need and I'm never going to let you go."
As she came down, shuddering against me I wrapped my arms around her and turned her over, pinning her down and taking control. I just had to kiss every inch of her. I held her face between my hands, kissing her forehead, her eyes; those high cheekbones and one for the tip of her cute little nose. By the time I got to her lips, she was reaching for mine with her eyes closed and a look of ecstasy on her beautiful face. The little tip of her tongue was peeking out from between her lips and I sucked on it, crushing her puffy lips with mine and tasting the fresh fruit sensation of her incredible lips. I swear she tasted like the pineapples we had eaten earlier.
Her neck was long and elegant and as my lips moved over it and into the hollow between her neck and collarbone she giggled, shivered and hunched her shoulder up as that spot seemed very ticklish. Her skin was as smooth as brown silk and when I reached those magnificent breasts she was ready for me to taste them.
I couldn't get enough. They were the most amazing things I had ever touched. I thought kissing that firm round butt would be close, but these breasts! Her nipples were very sensitive and I tried to make sure they never forgot being loved. She shuddered and held my lips locked on them, pulling me into those big pillows until I had to breathe and pulled away. I traced a line of fire down over the flat plane of her belly and found her bare and slick, her excitement making her wet and musky. I needed to taste her badly and it was everything I dreamed it would be. I started behind her knees, kissing up those amazing legs, nibbling on the firm flesh of her inner thighs and finally tasting her juices around that mystery between her thighs. Her little pussy was beautiful, pink lips like rose petals opening for my tongue and she was tangy and sweet at the same time. I licked her dry and wet at the same time, lapping up all those delicious juices and leaving her temporarily clean. At the rate she was seeping she wasn't going to stay that way long. I eased my tongue around in that fragrant little pussy and my nose teased her clit as she was gasping and moaning her pleasure. Her fingers were tangled in my hair and she was making wordless cries that were the most erotic sounds I'd ever heard.
She came almost immediately as I fucked her with my tongue and the contractions just mounted when I sucked her little bud inside my lips. I worked it with my tongue and she just kept cumming, spasming over and over until she started pushing my head away. I slid one, then two fingers inside, curling one up to stroke that bundle of nerve endings up inside her and she screamed, bucking until I could hardly hold onto her. She had an amazing capacity for orgasm and I milked her for everything she had to give. She finally just went limp, totally exhausted and I moved up over her, sliding off to the side so I could just hold my baby. I caressed those erotic mountain peaks and pinched her nipples gently, kissing her cheeks, her eyes, her lips.
She finally turned and put one arm under my neck, gluing herself to me and kissing me breathless. "Daddy, you made me feel so special," she said. "I can't believe you can make me feel like that. I love you so, so much and I want to do this again and again. I want to be your lover so bad. Can we?"
"Yes, honey," I told her. "Of course we can. I want to be with you however you'll have me. I just never thought... I never dreamed... God, I just love you so much."
"I know," she said. "It's like I've been living all my life wearing heavy winter clothes and then someone gave me a pretty dress. I feel so free and so happy and just so loved. Everything is like a fairy tale. All my life I thought that asshole was my father. After I found out about you I had a lot of mixed emotions. I wondered what you would be like. Grandma showed me your picture and you were so beautiful. You were big and rugged looking and I kind of fell in love with you. Then I got to meet you and you're so wonderful and I just want to touch you all the time. I know it's kind of weird, but it's not like we've been father and daughter and you gave me bottles when I was a baby or anything. I just see you as a man, a big, kind, incredibly handsome man and I can't keep my hands off you. Do you know what I mean?"
"I know exactly what you mean," I told her. "The first second I saw you on my deck I thought you were the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen. I had no idea who you were, but I knew I wanted you. I knew that I was going to have you no matter who I had to kill to get you. Then when I found out who you were there was just this warm, amazing feeling in my chest like I needed to hold you and protect you, but that other thing didn't go away either, and I was beating myself up over it. I was afraid it would make you feel like I was all creepy or something."
"It made me wet," she said. "My pussy is dripping every time you touch me and my nipples are so sore from being hard and rubbing against my clothes that it's been driving me crazy. Daddy, I want you in me now. Go easy, it's been a long time for me and not very often, okay?"
"Yes, baby, I never want to hurt you," I told her. "I'm going to make this special for you."
I flipped us over until I was on top, those amazing breasts crushed against my chest and she reached down, grasping my cock and centered it into all that heat and moisture. She groaned as the head parted her lips and eased inside. She felt so hot and so tight over me. She was incredibly slippery, like someone had dumped oil into her and I just kept moving, slowly sinking into her incredible tightness until our pubic bones bumped gently together. I think she came again when I was entering her from the moans she was making.
She wasn't a virgin, but it was obvious that she wasn't very experienced. She tried to hurry and I was having none of that. This was going to last until she couldn't take it anymore. I pressed her down into the mattress and took her face in my hands, kissing her gently and then nibbling on her ears.
"Raney, easy, baby, there's no hurry. I'm not going anywhere."
"No!" she protested. "I'm burning up!"
"I know," I caressed her face. "Me, too, but I want to love you, not just fuck. We can do that later. Let it build, baby. Just relax and let me love you."
I saw her make a visible effort and her breathing slowed. The flush on her skin lightened and she started kissing me back. I lay on her, just concentrating on her lips, teasing them and flicking her nose with my tongue. She giggled and relaxed. The urgency was gone and I slowly withdrew until I was just within her entrance. I eased back, all the way inside and she groaned again. I moved with agonizing slowness and she responded, her hands on my back sliding down and then back up with our movements.
We built a cadence and soon I could feel her start to tremble. Her knees came up and she spread herself for me, thrusting against me in counterpoint and she was doing a slow writhe. Her hips were moving to meet me and she changed her motion, circling around and trying different things. She was exploring and I was ecstatic to let her. She quickly found what she liked and then began to search for what I liked. She was a very smart and intuitive young woman, and I could tell she was going to be an extremely good lover. Her body assured that and her motions quickly changed into something that was exquisite. She could do this little gripping thing with her inner muscles and she was so tight to begin with that it felt like a hand, squeezing me at the bottom of each penetration. It was incredibly erotic and as her trembling grew I could tell we were going to go off together.
She began to buck beneath me and the urgency was back. "Daddy, I'm... I'm going to explode!" she moaned. "I've never... never... oh my God! You're so big and you move so damn well. Please Daddy, harder!"
I was on the edge myself and then I felt her stiffen and she screamed, I fired all barrels. I don't think I have ever felt that intense a sensation in my life and she was bridged up under me, every muscle straining in a huge contraction and then she was gasping, moaning, writhing in a continuing spasm of pleasure, calling out my name, crying and clutching at me. I kept her at that peak as long as I could until she just went limp. Pulling me down on her incredible body and holding on for dear life. I kissed her over and over, all over her face and rolled, pulling her on top, still inside her, feeling her inner contractions as aftershocks pulsed through her body.
She rested with her head under my chin and her breasts crushed onto my chest. Her cheek was on my chest and she giggled.
"What?" I asked.
"I can hear your heart and it's about to explode," she laughed. "Don't have a heart attack, old man."
I laughed. "I just might. God you're something special, Raney."
She sighed. "Thank you, Daddy. You make me feel special. I never really thought so. I mean, I know I'm pretty and I'm not stupid, but no one ever treated me like you do before. You just look at me different, like you could just look at me forever. There's something in your eyes I've never seen before. When you touch me it's like you just pour your heart out through your fingers. I just know and I can feel it. You love me like no one else ever has."
"I can't help it," I told her. "How could I not love an angel?"
She slid off to lie half over me, rubbing her hot little pussy against my thigh. "What are we going to do?" she asked.
"About what?" I asked.
"Well, about me and you," she poked me with one slender finger. "What about Mom and Grandma? I'm kind of feeling mixed up. I know I love you, but I know I love them, too. It just seems like we're all tangled up."
"What do you want to do?" I asked. "Do you want me all to yourself? Do you want me to stop making love to them? I'll do whatever you want me to."
"I'm not jealous or anything," she assured me. "I couldn't be jealous of them. I know you love me in a special way no one else can ever touch. I know you've loved Mom for a long time, even when she was so mean to you. I don't know what to think about Grandma. She's a recent development. I know you're not going to get to see me during the week and I'm glad they're with you. I get very lonely. I have some girlfriends I've met and it's getting better. I have to study a lot, too. I need to think about things a lot. I don't make up my mind very quickly, Daddy. Once I do, I'm sure. When you come next weekend we'll talk about it some more."
"Do you think you might like to go out on dates with guys you meet?" I asked her.
"Would you mind?" she asked.
"No, well in a way I would," I said. "You're my baby girl and I probably won't think anyone is good enough for you. If you met someone and fell in love, it would be kind of bittersweet. I would hate it, but I'd be happy for you at the same time. Do you know what I mean?"
"Yeah, I think so," she said. "I'm not going to go out with anyone, I just wanted to know how you felt about it. How long does it take old men to be ready to go again?"
With her sweet mouth wrapped around my cock it took about two minutes. We were rougher this time and I took her doggie style at first. She loved that and we tried a couple of other positions, ending up with her lying on her side with her leg over my shoulder while I pounded into her until we both blew up again. The third time was just before dawn and it was slow and sweet again. I think she came a million times that night. Her voice was hoarse from screaming the next morning and she was walking funny. My balls ached from cumming so much and we both needed a vacation.
We took the boat back and took a little nap together at her apartment before I headed home. She kissed me goodbye and promised to call every night. It was a promise she kept. Silvia and Bailey were waiting when I got home and I was dreading the encounter. I had no idea what I was going to tell them and I fully expected them to have butcher knives waiting to cut my junk off when I got there.
Instead, they were as excited as hell. Raney had called them and told them all about it. In fact, they let it slip that they had known she planned to seduce me before I left and they were all excited to hear my side of the story.
"Is she as good as she looks?" Silvia asked, rubbing her hard little boobs on my arm.
"Mom!" Bailey said. "You don't have to tell us if you don't want to, Random. I'm just so happy for her. I'm happy for you, too. What I want to know is if you're still going to sleep with me. Are you, or are you just going to be with Raney?"
"She hasn't decided yet," I told them. "For now, nothing's changed except Friday I'm resting so I can be with her."
"Two nights apiece," Silvia told Bailey. "I'm so happy, too, Random. So, how was it?"
"It was spiritual," I told her. "You know she goes both ways, Silvia. Take a crack at her and we'll compare notes."
She laughed, "I just might! Bailey has too many hang-ups and she won't."
"You're such a slut," Bailey told her laughing. "You never know. I promised Random a mother/daughter shot. I meant you and me, but if you keep that up it might be me and Raney!"
Silvia looked at her and I think she was stunned. "Really? I'm surprised, honey. I'd love that." She looked at me. "Random is dragging ass. How about tomorrow, big boy?"
I wasn't dragging that much with the thought of the two of them together. I decided discretion was the better part of valor. "It's a date," I said. "How would you ladies like to stay over tonight? Just sleep and rest and cuddle?"
"I didn't bring my PJs," Silvia laughed. "I'd love to. Bailey?"
"We have overnight stuff here already," she said. "Let's eat dinner and go to bed. We'll rest and have that threesome tomorrow."
I found it almost impossible to get to sleep. I was exhausted, but the feeling of those two naked, amazing bodies against me and knowing who it was was almost more than I could stand.
My cock was painfully erect and it wasn't going to go down with these two incredibly sexy naked women pressed up against me. Amazingly, it didn't take them five minutes to drop off. Bailey was snoring softly as she always did when she was sleeping on me. I tried to relax and think of painful things, boring things, difficult things. Finally I went to sleep and it was full of three monsters, carnivorous and dangerous, taking the form of beautiful women. They killed me and ate me several times in gruesome ways and when I woke up I was alone in the bed. I was soaked in sweat and adrenaline was pumping through my body. I got up, changed the sheets, took a shower and went back to bed. I woke up again just before noon and went down to get some coffee and become human. The house was quiet and empty. The jeep was gone and I supposed Silvia and Bailey had gone into town.
I made a sandwich and found some chips. A Mountain Dew completed my lunch and I went out on the back deck to eat it. Silvia was working in the garden. Evidently just Bailey had gone. I ate and went back inside, getting a Dr. Pepper, Silvia's beverage of choice, and went to site on the bench behind her and watch her. She was humming happily to herself and didn't notice me for a while. She looked so cute and her little song was just adorable. She was spreading mulch and she had on a little sun dress and cotton gloves. She noticed me after a bit and jumped up, dancing across the flagstones to give me a kiss.
"Hi, lazy; is that for me?" She took the soda and drank thirstily.
"You know we have a gardener?" I asked.
"Yes, but I like gardening," she said. "I like to grow things, Random. I'm planting tomatoes here and hibiscus over there. I'm going to have a nice herb garden too so we can cook with it. I like fresh herbs and I try to eat healthy things. I'm old and I need to take care of myself. I'll take care of you and the girls, too."
I pulled her down onto my lap and held her. She sighed and relaxed in my arms. "Where was this amazing creature all my life?" I asked her.
"I've always been here," she said. "I never liked you, Random. You were just too smooth, everything came too easily to you and you were just too emotionless. I thought you were bad for Bailey. I was always this way with George and people I loved. When I love someone, I'm very nice to them. I look out for them. I was wrong about you. I love you, Random. This is the me you get from now on."
"I like this 'me,'" I told her. "If I had gotten this 'me' all along, we could have all been... no, forget that. I'm sorry, Silvia. We're moving forward."
There was pain in her eyes when she looked up at me. "I'm sorry, Random. I'm trying to make it up to you," her eyes began to fill with tears.
"No, honey, please don't cry," I squeezed her. "I'm the one that should be sorry. I love you, too. Let's not spoil the moment. Kiss me and smile for me."
She did and I squeezed her again. "Good girl. Now, I want to ask you something. Why aren't you and Bailey angry with me about Raney?"
She buried her face in my chest. "I think I would be, maybe her, too," she said. "The thing is, we both know we blew it with you. We're so grateful you let us be part of your life again. We also know that you didn't seduce Raney or anything. I know it was her idea and she's a grown woman. She told us she was going to be with you and there was nothing we could do about it. Either we accepted it or not, she didn't care. I love my granddaughter, Random. I'm not about to lose her over you or anyone else. Since her mind was made up, I'm going to support her, no matter what. If it means I can't be with you, so be it. I'll still love you and want you, but she comes first. I feel really bad for Bailey though. Do you think you can... Raney can... I don't know. Hell, Random, this is all so fucked up. How did it get this way?"
"I don't have a clue," I told her. "I don't know what Raney's going to do, Silvia. If there's any way possible, we'll figure out some way for us all to be together. The problem is me. I can't keep up with you, hot woman. Now there are three of you."



She looked up at me shyly. "Random, you know I like girls, too. So does Raney. Bailey and I are going to try to fuck you blind tonight. I'll try to get her to make love to me. If we girls do one another, you can mostly be with Raney and if I just get you once in a while, that's wonderful to me. I'd be happy with that and I think Bailey would be, too."
"Jesus Christ, you're an incredible woman," I kissed her neck. "I can't believe how kinky you are, Silvia. You'd fuck your daughter and granddaughter?"
"They're beautiful," she said. "I love beautiful things. I love them. They have sexual needs, so do I. I prefer that big cock of yours, but I like a pretty tongue almost as well or a nice toy. I'll be very happy just to have someone to sleep with. If I get to sleep with you once in a while, it's just that much better. Raney is gorgeous, Random. You know that. Anyone would want to fuck her. How is that kinky?"
"Well, there's the idea about her being your granddaughter," I said.
"So what? Who decided that you shouldn't fuck people you're related to?" she asked. "I didn't decide that? Are you religious or something all of a sudden, Random?"
I laughed. "No, but it's... hell, I don't know, Silvia. I'm not that smart. You girls are way smarter than me. I don't guess I have a problem with it. If you love someone, why shouldn't you be able to express that in any way that's consensual? I don't know where all the moral outrage came from to begin with, but you have to admit it's unusual."
"I don't know how unusual it is," she said. "It's unusual for men to fuck their mothers-in-law. It's unusual for women to fuck other women. It's unusual for couples to break up, not see each other for twenty years and wind up in love again. A lot of things are unusual. It doesn't mean they're wrong. You're an unusual man, Random; that doesn't mean anything."
"You have a unique perspective," I hugged her close to me. "Can I help you with your gardening?"
"You can stay and talk to me," she said. "I want to do it myself. Well, you could carry the bags of mulch to where I want them."
I lugged the bags around and we talked and laughed like an old married couple all afternoon. Bailey came back; she had been grocery shopping. I helped her put the stuff away and she chattered away the whole time. We had a similar talk to the one that I had with Silvia and she seemed as calm about it as her mother. I don't think she thought much about what our threesome was going to be like. I think she believed I would just fuck them and that the unoccupied partner would just watch. She was in for a shock.
We ate dinner, I read a book while they talked and played cards and we went for a swim. We showered and the anticipation was building. Bailey was in bed first and I joined her while Silvia was still in the shower. We were kissing and things were just beginning to heat up when I felt Bailey stiffen in my arms. I glanced down and Silvia was between her legs with her face buried in Bailey's pussy.
"Mom," Bailey hissed. "What... Jesus Christ... what are.. oh my God, what are you doing?" Her last words rose to a shriek. Silvia didn't say a word, she just kept munching away and Bailey went wild. I locked my mouth on one of those succulent tits, biting the nipple gently and Baily came, screeching like a banshee. I had my cock in her before she had time to think and Silvia was swinging around, straddling her head and feeding me a hard nipple. Bailey really got into it. She was tonguing her mother like she was starving for pussy juice while I was banging her little pussy like a jackhammer. It was the hottest thing I had ever seen and when Bailey came again I went with her, ropes of cum filling her and making her scream. Silvia pushed me aside and went into a sixty-nine, making no secret that she loved the mess we had made of Bailey's pussy. Watching them for a few minutes had me hard again and I moved behind Silvia, sinking into her hot tightness and I fucked her until she came twice and collapsed on Bailey.
Bailey wiggled out and Silvia looked back up at me and her big blue eyes were blazing. "Random, take my ass," she said.
"Really?" I was stunned.
"Yes, go easy, babe. I haven't done it since George passed."
I got out the somewhat depleted tube of lubrication and smeared a healthy glob on that cute little pucker. My cock was dripping anyway and I didn't figure it needed anything else. I pressed against Silvia and Bailey slid back under her. I don't know what she was doing but Silvia liked it a lot. She didn't notice the pressure building until the head of my cock popped through her tight opening. That made her groan and put her hand back against me to stop me.
"Wait!" she squeaked. "Don't move for a minute!"
She was distracted by what Bailey was doing and as I slid in she huffed like she was doing some childbirth class exercise. I was surprised but she hung in there and it wasn't long before she was pushing back against me. When I was moving at a pretty good pace the groans turned to moans and she pulled Bailey around and dove into her muff. That got Bailey vocal and we just lost ourselves in lust. It was just an incredible experience and one I never dreamed of in the grip of my fevered imagination. We all went off together and I was just done.
Surprisingly, Silvia still seemed the freshest of us and she got up and padded to the bathroom, cum dripping down her thighs. She came back with warm washcloths and we cleaned up. They didn't stay that way long. I had cum in both of them twice and they seeped. It was incredible to see and they kept having to dab at their pussies with the cloths.
I laughed and they giggled and I grabbed them and crushed those two sexy, naked bodies up against me. "You girls are just incredible," I told them. "God, I'm a lucky man. I love you both so much. Why did it take us so long to figure this out?"
"We were incredibly stupid, and you were incredibly stubborn," Bailey said. "Thank you, Random. Thank you for giving us a chance to figure it out."
"Hey, you came and found me," I kissed her nose. "Thank you."
We cuddled and petted for a while and then Bailey reached over me and pinched Silvia's nipple. That made her squirm around and she climbed over me to lock her lips onto Bailey's beautiful breast. They got in this kind of scissors looking thing with their pussies pressed together and it was so hot that I got hard again. I didn't think it was possible but I fucked them both to orgasm again before firing of a few weak spurts into Bailey. I was done. They weren't and they went at it all night long. I woke up periodically and helped them with tongue and fingers and they just went on and on. I slept until noon and they finally came in at about two, looking like sleepy kittens. Silvia had on panties and Bailey had on a t-shirt but no panties. I had coffee and pastries. They drank milk like starving calves. We couldn't keep milk in the house. They both grabbed a tall glass and their coffee and I carried the pastries and we ate outside on the deck. It was one of the best nights and days of my life. They pampered me unbelievably. One of them was lying on top of me or sitting on my lap or curled up beside me all day. I was kissed hundreds of times. When Silvia went home that night Bailey kept me company in bed. We hugged and caressed and petted but we didn't fuck. I wasn't sure I could anyway.
"I've missed this so much," she told me. "I love for you just to touch me, Random. No one has ever made me feel as warm and safe and loved as you do. Just hold me, honey, that's all I need."
That was a lie because she woke me up in the morning with my cock in her mouth. As soon as she saw I was awake she swung aboard and rode me like a bronc. It was a hell of a way to wake up and by the time she went home I saw Silvia working in the garden. I went out and she saw me coming. She jumped up and ran over, throwing herself on me and devouring my mouth.
"Hello to you, too, beautiful," I told her. "Want coffee?"
She did and we sat on the sofa and sipped it. I had my feet on the coffee table and she propped her legs up on top of mine. She had the cutest little feet. I helped her with her plan for the garden; we had a light lunch and collected Bailey for a trip down to the beach. The two women worked on their tans and I went spear fishing. I got a couple of nice fish and they baked them for dinner. Bailey went home and Silvia tried to kill me in bed again.
Raney called me nearly every day and we talked for hours. She was trying to talk me into using SnapChat, but I wasn't interested. I can text and call on my phone and I use the calendar and the GPS, but I've never been interested in anything else. I guess she was going to try to drag me kicking and screaming into the 21st century. I flew down Friday evening and she picked me up at the airport. Every time I saw her I was stunned for a minute. Bailey and Silvia are gorgeous women, but how any combination that includes my genes could produce that amazing creature had me stumped. She came running across the asphalt and nearly knocked me down when she threw herself on me. I grabbed her and swung her around, kissing her when I set her down. She did that classic one leg bent up at the knee thing and it was quite a kiss.
"Hi, Daddy; are you glad to see me?" she gushed.
"You can't believe how glad," I told her. "After getting to be with you every day all summer, I miss you every minute."
She took my big hand in her little one and we walked to her vehicle. "Me, too," she said. "Especially after last weekend," she looked up at me a little shyly. "Do you want to eat first or go back to my apartment?"
"Why don't we get carryout?" I asked.
We went down to the market and bought all kinds of stuff from the street vendors and took it back to her place. We sat on the floor and ate while she told me all about her classes and the new people she had met. She wanted to introduce me to a couple of her girlfriends. She cleaned up, throwing the container away and washing the forks. I sat on her sofa and played on her computer. She brought a bottle of wine in and we cuddled up, drinking our wine and just holding each other.
"Daddy, I've been thinking about Mom and Grandma and us," she finally said. "I've decided I'm comfortable with the way things are."
"Things are a little different now," I told her about our week. She was a little shocked, but I think she was turned on too.
"I didn't think Mom rolled like that," she said. "Oh well, things have changed. It's like they've both become different people. Maybe I never knew them very well. All the lies and subterfuge made it hard for me to be intimate with them. Do you love them?"
"Yes, baby, I do. I always loved your mother but it was so complicated I just put it away in a corner of my mind. We're friends now, more than friends, but what we had before you were born is gone. I hated Silvia. That's all gone now. Do you love them?"
"Of course," she said. "They've always looked out for me. They always kept a kind of wall between me and Jack. I'm still comfortable with all our relationships. I'm on break for next week. I'm going home with you. You know I like girls, too, right, Daddy?"
"Yes, you told me," I said.
"Well, Mom and Grandma are really hot girls. I'm going to fuck them. Is that good with you?"
"If that's what you want," I told her. "It would make things a lot simpler. If they could join us there wouldn't be any awkwardness."
"Well, I don't want them around all the time," she said. "I want you and them to know that you're mine when I'm home. They only get to join us if I invite them. I mean, they can be with us, but not in bed with us unless we say so. Is that okay?"
"I'm good with only you," I told her. "If you want them, that's good, too. I'll be lucky to keep up with you. Guys just can't hang with women."
"I know," she laughed. "Let's see how long you can hang."
It turned out I could hang three times. My poor abused cock was through, but there was nothing wrong with my fingers or my tongue. I used them on her three more times that night and in the morning she managed to get me up again for another wild ride. We showered together and I couldn't keep my hands off her. That body was just incredible, and I couldn't believe I got to touch it. She took me out to eat breakfast and a couple of American girls, one from England and a little Thai princess joined us. She introduced me and I was surrounded by beauty.
They were all kind of spoiled rich ex-pats, but they were still fun to listen to. I felt like I was a thousand years old. They giggled and whispered and had fun at my expense. It was all good humored and they all went off to the restroom together. Why do women do that? I would be damn embarrassed to ask some guy to escort me. On the way back to her place Raney told me that her girlfriends thought I was hot and that I was never to talk to any of them alone.
I laughed. My baby was jealous. She had nothing to worry about. "You're way more likely to meet some rich, handsome stud," I told her. "I'll never meet anyone as gorgeous as you and she wouldn't look at me twice if I did. I love you, baby."
She scooted over next to me and hugged my arm. "I know, me, too, Daddy."
We flew home the next morning, and Bailey and Silvia came out when they heard the sound of the chopper. They all disappeared while I was carrying in our bags and I didn't see anyone for a couple of hours. I guess they were doing girl stuff. I saw Silvia in the garden a while later and went out to see if she needed help. She was planting a knock-out rose bush, and I dug the hole for her. Raney came out while we were digging and we had a blast planting that bush. Silvia went back to their place after telling me that she and Bailey were going out that evening.
I cooked dinner on the grill and Raney made side dishes inside. We ate on the patio and went to the beach in the afternoon. It was just me and her that night in the house. I went and took a shower before bed and she went up to her room and when I got out I could hear her shower running. I really didn't know what to expect, so I just went to bed. I had been there about ten minutes when Raney came in, naked as a baby. She climbed into bed with me and we cuddled for a while. Her hands began to roam after a while and then she slid down and took me in her mouth. This was only the second time she had done that for me, and it felt amazing. She wasn't as good at it as Silvia or Bailey but she made up for it with her enthusiasm. That and the fact that she had that heart stopping body, that gorgeous face and that I loved her enough to die for her made it a spiritual experience.
I came after about five minutes of that and she swallowed like a pro. I returned the favor and got her off three times. The feel of that body, the erotic smell of her pussy and my hands on her delicious breasts had me hard again by that time and I fucked her until she begged me to let her rest. I hadn't cum but I just soaked for a while as she caught her breath. She looked like she was starting to go to sleep so I pinched her nipple. She squealed and I flipped her over on her belly, entering her from behind, straddling her legs. She groaned when I slid in.
"My God, that feels so deep! God, Daddy, oh my God, that feels so good."
She had a world class ass. It was round and jiggly until she flexed it and then it turned into soft iron. When she came it got hard as a rock and when she relaxed it bounced and I slapped against it. I was getting close and she was over the top.
"Dad, cum in me," she gasped. "Please cum, it's so good, but I'm getting sore. Please, oh my God, I'm cumming again!" She screamed into her pillow and I bellowed like a bull, emptying everything I had left into her. We collapsed together and slept like lovers, tangled up together and loving the feeling of warm bodies touching.
The next night Silvia stayed with us and the sight of those two going at it gave me enough fantasy material to last a lifetime. I came in both of them and they didn't seem to mind cleaning up the mess we made. Bailey stayed the next night and I got another of those mother/daughter shows. I was a wreck. My cock and balls ached and I needed a vacation. These girls were going to kill me! Neither Silvia or Bailey slept with us the rest of the week and I was somewhat recovered by Saturday when all three girls slept with me. I didn't even attempt to keep up. I fucked Raney twice during the night, but I just watched and helped out between naps most of the time. The girls were insatiable. It was a good thing they had each other. I'd never felt so loved in my life. One or the other of them was loving on me constantly, and I had a warm, gorgeous woman in my arms constantly.
I flew Raney back to school Sunday evening and stayed overnight. She cried a little when I left, and my own eyes were a little moist, too. I promised to be back the next weekend and she drove away. I got back in the chopper and went home. Life was very complicated but very good and I was interested to see what was going to happen.
Raney graduated from college in three semesters and we went back to the States so she could continue on with her Masters. She went to the University of Texas and got her Doctorate before we went back to Belize. She's working for the US State Department as a consultant, now. Bailey met and married an Agriculture Minister in Belize. Sylvia is still living with Raney and me and we see Bailey and Raul every week. Silvia and Bailey have been strongly hinting that they want kids in our house. I got a lot of genetic mapping done and neither Raney or I had any dangerous recessive genes, so we've been talking about kids. I think I'm too old to have babies running around the house, but it doesn't look like I'll be getting a vote. When they get to talking about it, I go fishing. After a bit I'll look up and the most gorgeous woman I've ever seen will be sitting in a deck chair, waiting for me to clean my fish.
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I stumbled out the patio door with a nightstick in my hand. The damn dogs were in my trash again. The rumble of my trash container turning over woke me. It was the third time that week, and I was getting sick of it. Why couldn't people keep their damn dogs at home? I knew the dogs were just hungry, but this was ridiculous.
I opened the back gate stealthily and prepared to rush out and deal the mangy curs some punishment. I flung the gate open and dashed to the garbage containers. There were two dark forms with one container on its side. I raised the club and they noticed me.
"Please, mister, we was just hungry," one of them said. "We'll clean it up! Don't hit us!"
It wasn't dogs; it was two children. They were definitely feral, though. It was dark back there and I grabbed them by the collars, dragging them into the backyard under the security lights. I stood them up and looked them over. They were ragged and dirty. They looked like vagabonds. They had on nondescript baggy clothes and ball caps. It was cold out, and I could see them shivering.
"Did you two turn my garbage over earlier in the week?" I asked.
They looked at one another. "Yes, you always leave some stuff like pizza or something in your trash," one of them said. "I'm sorry we left it. We won't do it anymore. Just let us go, mister, we won't bother you no more. We'll clean it up."
This wouldn't do. I took them firmly by the shirts and marched them inside. I took them straight to the bathroom, pushed them in and shut the door. "Don't come out until I get back," I said.
I went and got some of my ex-wife's sweatpants, hoodies, clean socks and big fluffy towels. I took them to the bathroom and opened the door. They were trying to open the window and get away. "You may like being dirty," I told them, "but I don't think a hot shower is going to hurt you. There's soap and shampoo in the shower. Here are clean clothes and towels. Get undressed and get in the shower."
"We don't like being dirty," the biggest one hissed at me. "We ain't got no nice shower like you. You just going to stand there?"
"You might steal something," I said.
"Yeah, right," the little one said. "We going to steal your toilet paper. We ain't thieves. You some kind of a pervert, mister? You like little girls?"
I was dumbfounded. Now that I looked closely, there were definitely girls under all that dirt. "I... I..." I stammered, "I didn't know you were girls. Just clean up and I'll get you something to eat. Come to the kitchen when you get clean and I'll feed you."
I left them the bathroom and went to the kitchen. I opened the refrigerator and took stock. There was cold fried chicken, half a bowl of potato salad, a half-eaten vegetable tray, some pastrami for sandwiches and baby dill pickles. I divided the chicken onto two plates. There were three pieces for each one and I gave them each a big pile of potato salad. I put the veggies on a plate and got some ranch for them to dip in. Some pickles on the plate, a pastrami sandwich for each of us and some chips for me, and them, too, if they wanted them, completed a pretty good meal, I thought. I hoped they liked Muenster cheese, mayo and mustard on their sandwiches.
I heard the bathroom door open quietly and whispers outside the kitchen door. After a minute, two of the most beautiful girls I'd ever seen walked into my kitchen. They had long, midnight black hair and olive skin. The greenest eyes on earth, a little almond shaped, high cheekbones and just the cutest little noses imaginable made them quite a pair. They looked like they hadn't quite made it to teen yet, maybe eleven or twelve. It was funny seeing them in Brianna's clothes. She's a tall girl, and they were very little. They had sleeves and pant legs rolled up and they looked like vagabonds.
"Pull up a chair," I invited them. "Do you like Coke, or I have juice or milk."
They both wanted milk. "I'm McCay North," I told them as I poured their milk. I sat it on the counter in front of them. "Dig in."
"I'm Maggie," the bigger one said. "That's short for Margret. She's Stokely. Can we really eat all this?"
"You can have more if you want another sandwich," I said. "I'll cook for you in the morning. I'm not cooking at 2 AM."
"No, this is good. Thank you," Stokely said.
Maggie looked at me suspiciously. "What do you want from us? We ain't doing no nasty stuff."
I laughed. "No, me either. If either one of you has any designs on my virtue, you're going to be disappointed."
They clearly didn't understand my sense of humor. "I'm not available to little girls," I said.
I could tell they didn't like the "little girls" reference, but they started eating. They ate like wolves. "Hey, whoa, slow down," I told them. "It isn't trying to get away. The chickens are dead and the potatoes were never very fast. You're going to make yourselves sick!"
That got a chuckle out of them, but they ate less ravenously. "Where are you girls staying?" I asked them.
"There's an empty house down the block," Maggie said. "We found a mattress and we've got some stuff to cover up with. We're afraid the crackheads are going to move in, though. As soon as they find out it's empty, they will."
"Would you like to sleep in a warm, clean bed tonight?" I asked them.
They looked at me suspiciously again. "Not mine," I laughed. "I have three spare bedrooms. Well, they're mine, too, but you know what I mean."
They giggled nervously. "We ain't got no money," Stokely said. "We can't pay you. We collect cans, but we just spend all that on food."
"I'm not asking you to pay me," I said. "Did you hear me say I want you to pay me?"
"What gives?" she asked. "Why you being so nice to us, Mc... Mc..."
"Call me Mack," I said. "Everyone does."
"Why you acting all nice, Mack?" she asked.
"I'm not 'acting' any way," I told her. "I'm a nice guy, just ask my mom." That got smiles from them. I liked that. I decided I'd make them do it a lot. "If I were in your shoes I'd want someone to be nice to me," I said.
They seemed to consider that. "Can I have some of those chips?" Stokely asked. I pushed the bag over and they both reached in while they ate their sandwiches. I had finished mine. They drank their milk and looked like they wanted more. I poured them another glass and they drank that, too. I was amazed, but they cleaned their plates down to the crumbs and ate all the veggies. They must have been really hungry.
"Off to bed," I told them. "You'll each have your own bathroom. There are toothbrushes, combs and stuff like that in the vanities. Aspirins, tummy ache stuff, toothpaste and floss in the medicine cabinets. Anything else you need you have to ask me."
"Can we lock the doors?" Maggie asked.
"Yes, but you have to open them in a reasonable amount of time if I ask you to," I said.
They looked at me funny. Light dawned in Maggie's impossibly green eyes. "He's afraid we'll steal stuff," she told her sister. "We won't steal anything, Mack. It's okay if you don't trust us. We don't trust you very much either."
I had to laugh. "Okay, we have a mutual distrust. You're going to find out you can trust me. I hardly ever harm beautiful girls."
That got me another pair of flashing smiles. I think they liked the "beautiful" part. They followed me down the hall and went into their rooms. I heard the locks click and smiled to myself. When I got back in bed, I lay awake for a while. What was the deal on these girls? Why were they rummaging around in my trash? Why were they on their own? Where was their family? I was going to get some answers in the morning.
I was getting dressed when I heard the floor creak down the hall. I opened the door a crack and they were sneaking toward the living room. I figured they were going to leave so I opened the door. They froze.
"You girls ready for breakfast?" I asked.
They looked at each other. "Maybe we better just go," Maggie said. "You ain't going to, like, keep us or nothing, are you?"
"You mean, force you to stay?" I asked.
They looked at each other again. They looked back at me and nodded.
"No, I won't force you to do anything," I said. "It's against my rules to force people to do things. I'd like it if you'd eat breakfast with me, though."
They glanced at one another again. "You'll let us go after that?" Stokely asked.
"If you want to," I said. "Actually, I was hoping you'd want to spend the day with me. If you don't, that's okay, but do you have an appointment somewhere?"
"Yeah, we need to meet with our stockbroker," Maggie smiled. It lit her up like a Christmas tree. "What you going to feed us?"
"First, you left an 'are' out of that sentence," I told her. "It's, 'What are you going to feed us'."
"You an English teacher or something?" she asked.
"As a matter of fact, I am," I told her. "I teach English Literature at the University."
"Cool," Stokely said. "We don't go to school. Too busy."
"You do eat breakfast though, right? I was thinking waffles and bacon. Do you girls like that?"
They did, so we went in and they got out the waffle iron while I mixed up the batter. They cooked the waffles while I fried two pounds of bacon. I'm kind of a syrup snob. I'm a coffee snob, too. I let Maggie turn the bacon while I ground coffee beans and put the percolator on. It all came together pretty well, and we had real maple syrup and waffles. They disgusted me by asking if I had creamer for the coffee. I keep some around for the barbarians and Brianna, and they liked the vanilla hazelnut. We ate all the bacon and they each had three waffles.
"You girls stick with me and I'll have you as fat as toads in a week," I told them. They both laughed and it was the most wonderful sound I'd ever heard. They drank milk like starving calves, too. My pantry was going to need some work.
"So tell me about Maggie and Stokely," I said. "What's up with you girls? Why are you digging through people's garbage for food?"
We took mugs of coffee into the living room and they told me a tale of woe. Their father was an autoworker. He lost his job when they were little and started drinking and knocking them around. Their mother divorced him and they never saw him again. The Detroit economy was a mess. Well, everything about Detroit was a mess, but jobs were hard to come by. Their mother drove a cab and she picked up the wrong fare one night. He stabbed her for what little money she had on her and left her to bleed to death.
They'd been put in foster care and the man of the house started molesting them. They ran away and they'd been living on the streets for three months. Their last name was Steele and they worried about freezing to death, being raped or killed, and where their next meal was coming from.
I sat there for a while after they finished talking. Jesus Christ, they were breaking my heart. I wondered how many like them were out there. It was probably a more common story than I imagined. I wondered if they'd let me help them. I wondered how I could help them. It seemed unlikely that child services would let them stay with me. A single man keeping two young girls sounded like something a pervert would dream up, and I was pretty sure it wouldn't fly with social services. They interrupted my reverie.
"Mack, you married?" Stokely asked.
"I was," I told them. "My ex decided I wasn't ambitious enough. She's a hotshot lawyer and she was going places. She didn't have room in her life for being married."
"What a bitch," Maggie said.
I laughed. "She's really a very nice person. She didn't cheat on me or anything and we're still very close friends. We mutually decided that we should never have gotten married. We were very young and very dumb."
"How old are you?" Stokely wanted to know.
"I'm twenty-eight," I told her. "How old are you?"
"I'm eleven and she's thirteen," she said. "What we going to do today?"
"What 'are' we going to do today," I told her.
"Yeah, what you said."
"We're going to talk," I told her. "First, I'm going to introduce you to someone."
I opened the garage door and a bundle of wiggling fur shot through the door. He noticed our guests and shot over to them, leaping onto the sofa and lying across their laps, swiping them with a big pink tongue.
"This is Grandville," I told them. "I call him Granny."
They were giggling hysterically as he drenched them with his tongue. He weighs about 130, and they weren't getting up with him on their laps. I'm sure he weighed more than they did.
"Down, Granny," I told him. He reluctantly climbed down and lay on their feet.
"He's huge," Stokely laughed, petting his head. "What kind of a dog is he? He's kind of striped like a tiger."
"He's a Bull Mastiff," I said. "He's called a brindle and that's why he's that color."
"He looks like he could bite our faces off," Maggie said.
"Yes, he could, but he won't. He's friendly to my friends. He sees you sitting in our house and being friendly, so he loves you. If you were being belligerent toward me, he would have been alarmed and very aggressive. Now that he knows you, he won't let anyone be belligerent toward you, either. If I yelled at you, he wouldn't like that. He's very protective of people he loves."
Stokely jumped down and lay on top of him, hugging him around the neck while he licked her arm. "I love him," she said. "He's so wrinkly and cute! Does he live in the garage?"
"No, he lives in the house," I said. "He was sick yesterday, and I put him out there so he wouldn't puke all over the house."
"What made him sick?" Stokely asked.
"He eats stuff he shouldn't," I said. "He chews up sticks, eats bugs, dead stuff he finds, no telling what. He seems to be okay today."
"Gross," Maggie exclaimed. "He was licking my face!"
"Yeah, he's cute, but kind of a mess," I said. "He's my buddy, though, so I just put up with him. He'll be your buddy, too, if you let him. We should take him for a walk."
I got his leash and Maggie wanted to lead him. He mostly leads the person with the leash so she stayed a few yards ahead of Stokely and me, being dragged along. Stokely put her little hand in mine. I looked down at her and she smiled up at me. God she was beautiful! "Is it okay?" she asked.
"Sure, baby," I said. "I like holding hands with pretty girls." She blushed a little but she didn't turn me loose. We walked a couple of miles and Granny was panting and drooling by the time we got back. It was cold but he does that anyway.
We got more coffee and talked all afternoon. I finally asked them if they would let me help them. "What can you do?" Maggie asked.
"I really don't know," I told them. "I could talk to Brianna. She's a lawyer, albeit a different kind. Maybe she would have some ideas."
"Is that the bitch?" Maggie asked.
"Maggie, she isn't a bitch," I told her. "Stop calling her that. Do you trust me?"
They looked at each other and then back at me. "Yeah, I guess so," Stokely said. "You're being very nice to us."
"Well, let's give her a call and see if she'll come over," I said. "You'll like her. Just give her a chance."
Brianna was busy, but she said she would come over for dinner. Bri is this tall gorgeous redhead. She's smoking hot but she's never figured that out. I could tell the girls were impressed when she walked in. She gave me a kiss that curled my toes and hugged both the girls.
"You've replaced me," she winked at me.
"No, Bri, you're irreplaceable, you know that," I kidded her. She really was. I told the girls we were still friends, and we were. We were friends with benefits. We still had some great sex together, sometimes once a week or more. Sometimes she came over and stayed with me for a week or so and we fucked like bunnies. She just didn't have time for a husband in her life and I doubted she ever would. She loved me, in her own way, and I loved her, too. We just couldn't be married. We got along perfectly as fuck buddies, but we fought like cats and dogs when we were married.
"So, who are your new girlfriends?" she asked. She smiled at them and I knew they were dazzled.
"I'm Maggie, and she's Stokely."
"Pleased to meet you," Bri said. "You do know that this guy is dangerous, right?"
"Not to us," Stokely said. "I think he might be to someone he was enemies with. He has a club and a really big dog."
Bri prodded Grandville with her toe and he snored in protest. "Hey, big guy," she knelt and hugged him. "Miss me?" He rolled his eyes up at her but couldn't muster the energy to raise his head.
"What's up, Mack?" she asked. "What did you want to talk to me about? Not that I mind the dinner invitation. He's a fantastic cook, girls, if you can get him motivated."
"I think he made lamb chops," Maggie said. "We've never had that before."
"Well you're in for a treat then, but what's up?" she asked again.
We ate dinner and I explained. "We need your help, Bri," I told her. "We don't know anything about legal stuff. The girls are orphans. Well, their dad may be alive but no one knows where. He abandoned them and their mother was murdered. They were in foster care and some asshole started feeling them up. They ran away and they're living on the street. They were dumping out my garbage looking for something to eat and I caught them. Now we're trying to figure something out so they won't be back out on the street."
She looked at me for a minute. "You want them, don't you? Jesus Christ, Mack! You've always wanted kids and because I won't give you any you want them, don't you?"
I blushed. "Yeah, I kinda do. How do you think that could happen, Bri?"
"I don't think it could," she said. "No family court is going to give you two young girls. You're a single man. It's a recipe for disaster. They won't do it."
I looked over at the girls. They were staring at me with wide eyes. "What?" I asked.
They looked at each other and burst into tears. Both of them ran over and threw their arms around me. "You wanted to keep us?" Stokely sobbed. "I can't believe that. I didn't think we would ever find anyone... anyone... " she couldn't go on.
I held them tightly. "Yes, girls, I was thinking about it. You need someone to watch out for you. I need someone to look out for me. I thought we might do that together, and Granny would look for for all of us." Their little bodies were shaking and they pressed against me tightly.
I looked helplessly over at Bri and there were tears running down her cheeks. She looked from the girls to me. "Damn it, Mack, look what you're done to me! Just when I think I know you, you always surprise me. What am I going to do with you?" There was an odd look on her face, like she was seeing me for the first time. "Let me think for a few days. Girls, you're going with me. You can't stay here with Mack. It would ruin everything if that ever came out. Mack, we're taking Granny with us. I can't stay home and he'll have to look after them."
She was like a tornado as she swirled around and swept them and Granny out of the house in into her Mercedes. "I'll call you," she said.
She did call for about thirty seconds, three times over the next two weeks. I didn't see hide or hair of them until she called me Friday morning and told me she wanted to meet me for dinner at Alphonso's. It's a nice Italian place in Pontiac, and we went there a lot. She was already there when I arrived, sitting at the bar with men swirling around her. She jumped up when she saw me and left them drooling. We went to a booth and she pushed me over and sat by me. She usually wants to sit across from me so I knew something was going on. We ordered and she didn't say anything for a while.



"You know I love you, right, Mack?" she finally began.
"Yes, I love you, too," I said.
"I don't mean like I love your Mom or anything. I'm in love with you, Mack. I always have been since that day at Cedar Point. You're the only man I've ever loved or ever will love," she said. "I trust you implicitly. I love everything about you except being married to you. You know how I am. I like to be free, no commitments, no baggage, nothing tying me down. I love my job and my life. I don't love them more than you, but I don't have to choose. You're as faithful as Granny is. We have an understanding. I don't fuck anyone but you. I never have, you know that. You've always understood me. That's why all this is going to sound as strange as hell."
"Uh oh." I laughed. "Sounds like I'm in for a nasty surprise."
She shot me a 'you're an idiot' look. "Yes, I'm afraid you are. Will you marry me, Mack?"
I nearly choked to death on my wine. Wine down the windpipe is a bad place for it to be. After I recovered, I just sat there with my mouth open.
"Stop being a dolt and answer me!" she snapped.
"Hell no," I finally got out. "Why, Bri? We make each other miserable. We'd be at each other's throats in a month. What's wrong with what we do now?"
"Nothing," she said. "This has nothing to do with us. It has to do with the sweetest, most adorable girls on the face of the planet, Mack. I'm totally in love with them. You fucked my life up completely when you invited me over that night. They're desperate to see you. They cry and beg me every night to come and see you. The problem is, I'm not going to give them up. I've never had so much fun or aggravation in my life as I have since they've been with me. Neither one of us has a stable home environment. No judge in his right mind would give them to either one of us. If we were married, they would give them to us in a heartbeat. So, if I want them, I'm going to have to take you as part of the package. If you want them, you're going to have to put up with me. Can we do it, Mack? We're great fuck buddies and I love you to death. Can you avoid irritating the hell out of me?"
"I doubt it," I told her. "You're just as bad as I am. You come home drunk, you're never on time for anything except your job, and you don't come home at all then don't call me. Hell, Bri, we've been there and done that."
"Yes, I know. The thing is, what if it's different now? I can't wait to get home at night. I always call them if I'm going to be late and I've had one glass of wine a night since I've had them. I never dreamed I could feel like this. Marry me, Mack. Give me a chance. I'll give you one."
"I think we need to talk about things," I said.
"So talk. What in the hell are we doing? You think I'm just flapping my gums here? Tell me what needs to happen. You want me to go first?"
I took a big gulp and signaled the waiter for another glass of wine. "Shoot," I told her.
"The thing that pisses me off about you the most is you're so needy," she said. "You need to know everything that I'm doing in great detail. When I'm going to be where, who I'm with, what I'm doing, when I'm going to be home. You're kind of OCD about stuff. If you would just quit trying to control me and let me be me, we'd still be married. You never could. It drives me crazy. Surely you know by now that you're the only man I'll ever be interested in. You know that, right, Mack?"
"Yeah, I guess I do," I said. "That used to bug the hell out of me. I worried that you'd find someone and leave me."
"That's never going to happen," she promised. "I've never even thought about another man since the day I first met you. I go to dinner with clients and colleagues. I go dancing with groups, men and women. I entertain. That's what I do, but from the moment I met you no man or woman has ever touched me intimately or ever will. Do you believe me?"
"Yes, it's the same for me. I trust you, Bri. I know you'd never hurt me. You're just so carefree and careless. I'm as in love with you as I was on the first day we were married. I think you feel the same way about me and we were comfortable where we were at."
"Well, I'm not anymore," she said. "There are these two girls who need a family. I love them nearly as much as I do you. I love them more than my job. I want to be part of their lives and the only way I see that happening is with the two of us doing it together. So, will you give me a chance, Mack? Will you marry me and try to love me so we can have this family together? I'm never going to bear children. I'm too vain and selfish to do that to myself. However, we can have these girls. Marry me, Mack, and I'll try my best to make you deliriously happy, okay?"
"Obviously, you've had some time to think about this," I said. "Give me some time, too, okay?"
She glanced at her watch. "You have twenty minutes," she said.
"Jesus, I'm on some sort of deadline?" I asked.
"Yes, they're going to be outside waiting for us in twenty minutes," she said. "They should get here in ten minutes. They're going to walk Granny for ten minutes and then a car is picking us up to take us to your house."
We hurriedly finished our meal and walked outside. There was a limo waiting but no sign of the girls. The driver told us they were walking the dog. He seemed to disapprove of "the dog." Maybe he didn't like drool on his upholstery. We waited a few minutes and I saw them hurrying toward the car.
"Let's go," Maggie said when they got to us. "There's a guy following us. Granny doesn't like him. He growled at him."
I glanced down the sidewalk and there was a young man approaching. He was about five-eight, had tattoos and metal sticking out of his face. He had on a stocking cap and a hoody and his pants looked like they were about to fall off him. I think he was under the impression that he looked thug, a pale imitation of the "Real Slim Shady."
"What you looking at?" he addressed me.
"Nothing, we're just leaving," I said.
"You think you all fly, nice sport coat, fine women, big car," he said. "You look like you got some spare money."
The dude was nuts. I was eight inches taller than he was and probably a hundred pounds heavier. I don't have a fat belly either. "I think you better move on," I told him. "My dog doesn't like you."
He advanced to about four feet away. "I ain't scared of no pussy dog," he said. "How much money you got on you?" He reached inside his coat toward the top of his pants and I saw a flash of metal. I kicked him in the chest and he launched backward through the air. A gun fell out of his pants to the ground. Maggie lost Granny's leash as he sprang. The kid had the presence of mind to protect his face with his arm and I heard the crunch as Granny destroyed that forearm. He screamed and Granny ripped the sleeve out of his hoody.
"Grandville, heel," I said.
He dropped the sleeve and came to sit beside me. The kid was writhing around on the ground and I went and knelt beside him, Granny at my side.
"Choke, Granny," I told him.
He sprang forward and the kid froze as those huge jaws closed around his neck. "I think you're an asshole," I told him. "Are you an asshole?" He nodded a little, his face rigid with fear. "Say it," I told him. He didn't respond. "Bite, Granny," I said.
He screamed a little and I saw blood trickling down his neck as those huge canine teeth broke the skin. You could hear the air snoring in and out of Granny's nose. "Say it," I repeated.
"I'm an asshole," he gasped.
"How much money you got?" I asked him. "Give it to me."
He reached into his pocket and Granny must have squeezed. "Slowly," I told him as he flopped around.
He pulled out a roll and handed it to me. "Let him go, Granny," I said.
He reluctantly released his hold and the kid scrambled backward. "I'm giving you a twenty yard head start," I said. "Then, I'm going to send him after you. I suggest you run fast."
He was off like a sprinter. He got about fifteen feet and his pants fell down. He took a nasty tumble and jumped back up, pulling his pants up and holding them with his good arm as he ran. "You need a belt," I called after him.
I turned back to the girls and all three of them were standing there with their mouths open. I kicked the gun into the storm sewer opening. "What?" I asked.
Bri unfroze first. "You're a nasty son-of-a-bitch to mess with, Mack. Remind us not to piss you off."
The girls launched themselves at me and I hugged them up. "Jesus, Mack," Stokely said into my chest. "I thought that guy was scary. You fu... you messed him up. Thank you. You did that for us, didn't you?"
"Well, nobody messes with my girls," I told her. "He left you a little donation for your college fund." I handed her the roll. She counted it. There was $700 in it. He must have robbed some other poor suckers recently. She split it with Maggie and we got in the car.
I was turned a little in the back, hugging Maggie, and I noticed something. "There's a van following us," I said.
"I know," Bri said. "It has some of our stuff in it."
I raised one eyebrow at her. "Yes, I know I'm taking a lot for granted," she grinned. "Girls, Mack said yes. We're going to get married again and we're going to keep you."
They gasped and squealed. "Really, Mack?" Maggie asked. "She really isn't a bitch. You were right. We love Bri. She's been so nice to us. We have a bunch of new clothes and she got us into this nice school! We're going to make you guys so proud of us! I promise you'll never be sorry."
"We know you will, sweetheart. Don't worry about that," Bri said.
I was in a bit of shock. I tried to say something but I couldn't get the words off my tongue.
"Are you okay, Mack?" Stokely asked.
Bri laughed. "No, he's going into full panic mode. His carefully ordered world is turning upside down. Everything in his house is spotless. Everything is in the perfect place. He's going to have girl's panties hanging in the shower and we're going to move his books and leave drink rings on his coffee table and it's going to make him nuts. I honestly don't know how he manages to live with Grandville. We're going to have to love him so much that he doesn't care that there are crumbs on the counter. Think we can do that?"
"I think you can," Maggie laughed. "I don't know about us."
"Oh, he's a sucker for pretty girls," Bri assured them. "All you will have to do is bat your eyelashes at him and he'll melt into a puddle. He'll be pissed off at me, though. That will piss me off and you girls will have to love us out of it, okay?"
I groaned. "I didn't actually agree to any of this," I said. "Bri is being her usual hurricane and just sweeping us all along."
"Do you love Bri?" Stokely asked me.
"Yes, I love her on the other side of town," I tried to explain.
"Yes, but we all need to be together to be together," Maggie said. They all burst out laughing at that statement and I had to join them. The idea was ridiculous. How did I lose control like this? As usual, Brianna had just taken over. My little enquiry into helping the girls had become a full-blown marriage and adoption scheme. By such small actions, a whole life spins out of control!
I thought this was a harebrained scheme and I told Bri that as soon as we got to my house. There was a flurry of activity and movers carried mountains of stuff inside and put it in various rooms. To my astonishment, there was pile after pile of girls' clothing going into Maggie's and Stokely's rooms.
"Where did you girls get all that stuff?" I asked Maggie as she swept by.
"Bri took us shopping a bunch of times," she said, disappearing into her room.
Bri stuck her head out of my room. "God, Mack, don't you ever get rid of anything? You have stuff you had when we got married. I'm throwing it away! I need drawers and closet space."
I raced to rescue my high school letter jacket from the trash heap. "Stop it, Brianna," I yelled in. "This stuff isn't to be thrown away! If I didn't want it, I wouldn't have it! Damn it! This is my house and I'll throw your bony ass out if you don't stop it."
She stuck her head out and gave me a glare. "Bony ass, huh?" she snorted. She grabbed me by the sleeve of my jacket and dragged me into the bedroom. It looked like a cyclone had hit. In one motion, she locked the door, pulled her dress over her head and leaned over with her hands on the bed. My breath caught in my throat. She didn't have on any panties!
Her ass was anything but bony. It was firm, small, tight and very muscular! She shook it at me. "Fuck me, Mack," she looked back over her shoulder at me, her blue eyes blazing. "I'm as hot as I've ever been. I need that big cock, baby. Quick, we can make out later."
"I'm onto your fiendish plan," I told her. "You're trying to fuck me into forgetting about my house and my life being destroyed."
"Yes, just fuck me now," she pleaded. "Don't make me beg, Mack."
I'm sorry to say that her fiendish plan succeeded. By the time she was done with me, I was as helpless as a newborn kitten. She was up and going the minute she realized she wasn't going to get me up again any time soon. "Go take some vitamins," she said as she swept out the door. "We've got a lot to do. This isn't over."
By the time the house was in some semblance of order it was 3 AM. By the time she gave me up for dead it was nearly four-thirty. I slept until 10 the next morning before stumbling to the shower. By the time I had shaved and showered, I was beginning to feel vaguely human. Bri was still asleep, that flame colored hair across her face as she lay on her belly. God, her ass was spectacular! I went into the living room and Granny was asleep and drooling on a pile of my best dress shirts.
I sighed. I got a glass of orange juice and a muffin. "Come on, Granny," I told him. "Let's get out of this scene of destruction." He raised his head and rolled his eyes, groaning as he got to his feet. We went out in the back yard and he did his business and came to lie down on my feet. I soaked up some sun, feeling as lazy as a big fat lizard. It was a very warm day for that time of year. The door opened and Stokely came out carrying a glass of milk and a muffin.
"Hi, Angel." I flipped a hand at her.
"Hi, Mack." She shut the door. She stood there for a minute and came to the glider in which I was sitting. "Is there enough room for me?" she asked.
I scooted over and she sat on my lap, putting her feet in the empty space I had made. She curled up with a sigh and took a bite of her muffin. Her big green eyes pierced my soul. "Mack," she began, muffin crumbs spraying over our laps.
"Ah, ah," I told her. "Eat first; take a drink of milk, swallow and then talk."
She giggled, but she didn't try to talk again until her mouth was empty. "Mack," she began again. "If you adopt us, will you be our dad and Bri will be our mom?"
"Would you like that?" I asked her.
"Oh, yeah," she said. "Bri would be the coolest mom ever! You're not cool, but I think you're more... dependable. I love you and I think you'd make the best dad in the world."
I nearly choked. "Well," I sputtered. "I guess it's good to be dependable if you're uncool."
She laughed. "I didn't mean it like that. I mean, she's like a force of nature and you're like a mountain. She really, really loves you, you know. She talks about you all the time. She told us all about you and her. Do you love her?"
"Yes, honey, but you said it. She's a force of nature. It's like trying to love a thunder-storm or a forest fire."
"Mountains don't care about thunderstorms or forest fires," she said. "Maggie's kind of like her. I'm more like you," she snuggled down into my chest. "I think if we wanted, we could just let them swirl around us and we'd kind of be like the calm at the center of their storm." She looked up at me. "I want you to be our dad, Mack. I never thought we'd... find anyone like you. Bri either." She cried a little bit. "We've been so scared and so lonely, Mack. You got room for girls like us in your life?"
I squeezed her little form close. "In my heart, Stokely. There's room in my heart. I've wanted someone like you and Maggie to love for years. I didn't think I'd ever have that. Bri never showed a speck of interest in having kids. I think you girls have messed up her life as much as you have mine. I've seen the way she looks at you. It's as if she woke up two weeks ago and discovered she likes being a mother. I've never seen anything affect her like you have."
"You were right about her," she confided. "She's awesome. She's kinda overwhelming sometimes. She decides to do something and just drags you along."
I laughed. "I know, right? She's always been like that. The first time I met her, a group of us from a college class went to an amusement park. She decided I was going to be her riding partner. I had actually come because I was interested in another girl. She dragged me off and we never saw the other people in our group again. We were twenty and I fell in love with her that day. She's like a virus. She just invades and takes over your life. We had our first fight a month after we got married."
"What did you fight about?" she asked.
"You're going to think this is ridiculous," I told her. "It was about shoes. She kept moving mine and putting hers on top of them. I had to dig through hers to find mine and she scuffed mine up. She says I'm obsessive/compulsive. Maybe she's right, but is it too much to ask for her to keep her shoes on her side of the closet? It just blew up from there. I drove her nuts and she made me crazy. I have a plan about what I'm going to do tomorrow. She's completely spontaneous. That's part of who she is and I love it, but it drives me crazy. She loves how organized I am but it makes her nuts. Those things clash, though, and we just get on each other's nerves."
She giggled. "Maggie and I fight about stuff like that, too. She spends half her life trying to find things she's lost. She gets up and just decides what we're going to do on the spur of the moment. I think we need to change a little bit, Mack. We need to go with the flow a little bit. They need to change some, too. They need to understand we like stuff to be in the right place. Do you think we can work it out?"
"I don't know," I said. "We've never had any reason to try. Bri and I have a really odd relationship. I love her more now than ever. I think she feels that way about me. She's not the type to talk about it. She just does things. We're closer now than we were when we were married and I like her. I didn't much when we were married. I loved her, but we were angry at each other all the time. We've kind of worked things out to where it's like we're married but we didn't have to change. I guess we were too immature and selfish, but it's worked for us. Maybe we just needed you to make us realize what we were missing. The idea of being a family is very exciting, but scary, too. What if we screw it up? We're risking everything on a gamble. I hate uncertainty."
"I know, but sometimes you just have to take a chance," she said. "You don't get anything good without taking a chance it could turn out bad."
I hugged her and she purred like a kitten. "You're the wisest eleven-year-old I've ever met," I said.
"I'll be twelve next month," she said.
She finished her muffin and we went back inside. The other two still weren't up and we took Granny for a walk. By the time we got back, the lazy ones were up and about. Bri was never a morning person and, evidently, Maggie wasn't either. They both looked like beautiful rumpled sleepy cats. They stretched and yawned a lot. When they got out of the shower, they were like human dynamos. Bri whisked us off to get a marriage license, file adoption papers, get temporary custody started and then off to dinner. We had seafood and the girls were in awe of how good it was. They were really in awe of the prices.



"Wow, Mack, you must make tons of money," Maggie said.
I laughed. "I do okay," I told her. "I don't mind you knowing. I make around $90,000 a year. I could take care of all of us if I needed to. Bri makes about ten times what I do."
They looked at her, stunned for a minute. She laughed. "It's just money," she said. "The thing is, we can afford to take you girls out to eat whenever you want to go. Most things, Mack can do better than the restaurants if we can wheedle him into cooking."
"Do you cook?" Maggie asked her.
"Yes, but mostly simple stuff," she said. "Anyone can follow a recipe. Mack is a genius."
"She's really very good," I told them "If she could get over her unfortunate habit of getting distracted and burning things, she'd be excellent."
She punched me. "Make one mistake and he never lets you forget it," she laughed.
I snorted. "The first year we were married we didn't have a dog to eat burnt things. It stinks the house up if you put it in the trash. She took it out back and dumped it at the bottom of a tree. It looked like we were offering burnt offerings to the tree god."
They laughed uproariously. Bri was in a very good mood and she cuddled up against me. I put my arm around her and gave her a squeeze. The girls giggled.
"We ain't never ate at a place like this," Maggie said.
"Maggie," Bri looked at her seriously. "That will never do. You'll drive Mack out of the house in a week if you speak like that. I know you can do better. Say it again."
Maggie thought for a minute. "We've never eaten at a place such as this," she said with a smile of triumph at my nod. "We know how to talk... I mean speak," she said. "We just got in the habit of tal... speaking like the rest of the street people. We went to school until Mom died. We got good grades, too."
"I believe you, honey," Bri said. "I think you'll do just fine. Just try to remember. We may be from Detroit, but we have class."
The girls looked like they were going to burst with pride. She gave them class, too. They dressed like she did. She showed them how to walk, how to sit, how to eat and drink, how to wear makeup and do their hair. In six months, you would have thought they were raised and educated all their lives in upper class New England. They were quick and they did make good grades. That night was the beginning.
Bri was excited to begin. When we got home, she told the girls she wanted them to turn the TV on and leave it on all night. They looked at her curiously. "Your father and I have something to do," she gave them a wink. They giggled hysterically and blushed beet red.
Bri dragged me off to the bedroom. "We're celebrating," she told me.
"What are we celebrating?" I asked.
"The start of something amazing," she said. "I love you, Mack. Never doubt that. We're going to make it. Every night, I'm going to remind you that I love you and then I'm going to show you. We've always been dynamite in bed. Tonight, I want to take it to a whole new level. Then, we're going to keep it there the rest of our lives. You down?"
"Show me," I challenged her. She pulled a comb out of her hair and all that shimmering flame came tumbling down. She rarely wears it down, but it comes down to the top of her butt. It's very heavy and wavy and she swirled it around like a stripper as it fell around her. She strode toward me and turned her back.
"Unzip me," she said in a low, sultry voice. She has one of those low husky phone sex voices that just give you an instant hard-on. I eased the zipper of the blue dress down, letting the backs of my knuckles drag down her spine. She shivered and took two strides away, spinning and letting her hair swirl. She eased the shoulders off and the dress fell, hanging briefly at her breasts and again at her hips before pooling at her feet. She stepped gracefully out, her three-inch heels making her calves just spectacular, thrusting her ass out and arching her back. Her breasts were spectacular, too, big and firm and barely restrained by the white lace bra. I could see the hardness of her nipples and the outline of pink areolae through the lace. Her panties matched and I could see a heart-shaped flame of curls inside. God, she was gorgeous. I don't think she ever realized the effect she had on every man that saw her. She was totally unselfconscious. Men orbited her flame and she regarded them as so many fireflies. She turned all this smoky heat on me and I think I was the only man who had ever seen it. Her arms snaked behind her and her bra fell away, leaving those spectacular breasts to spring forward, gloriously bare, her creamy white skin showing a freckle here and there.
She wiggled her hips as she lost the panties, sliding them down to join her other things on the floor. She bit her finger and the ice blue of her eyes froze me. "I think someone is overdressed," she teased.
"What are we going to do about that?" I asked.
She came forward, gliding like flowing water, pushed me down on the bed and straddled me, her knees resting on the bed beside my hips. I could smell her excitement. It was a subtle perfume, almost masked by the Chanel she always wore. It was a faint muskiness, tantalizing and seductive. Her slender, long clever fingers opened the buttons of my shirt, tugging the tails out of my pants, pushing it off my shoulders and leaving my arms trapped. She pushed me over backwards onto the bed, reaching down to open my belt and pants before tugging on the waistband. I obediently raised my hips and she slid my pants down to my ankles. They hung on my shoes and she untied them, slipping them and my socks off before discarding my pants. My boxers tented obscenely and she undid the button, allowing my erection to spring free. I was harder than I think I've ever been in my life.
This was a whole new level of sensuality, even from Bri. She was always smoking hot but she had transformed into a neon sign that said "fuck me" in pink letters. When she bent down, ran her tongue over those luscious red lips and engulfed me in the inferno of her mouth I nearly went off right there. Her lips moved down until I felt the head of my cock bump against the back of her throat. There was a momentary hitch in her motion and I felt her swallow twice. My cock actually entered her throat and her lips stretched around the base of my cock, her cute little nose touching my belly! She had never done that before and it was too much for my resolve. I spurted into her throat and she backed off until just the head was inside her mouth, pumping my shaft with her hot little fingers and swallowing audibly until I was spent. I pulled her up until I could reach her mouth with mine. She tried to twist her head but I kissed her fiercely, crushing the soft plushness of her lips with mine. She clung to me, her eyes still liquid with the unshed tears of her effort to take my whole cock in her mouth.
"God, Bri," I whispered. "Where did you learn to do that?"
"A girl at work told me how and I practiced on a toy," she whispered.
"Thank you, baby," I breathed. "My turn!"
I flipped her over and she squealed as I pinned her wrists to the bed. I kissed my way down her long, slender neck and she arched her back, her nipples spiked and thrusting, begging for my touch. I was happy to oblige.
When my lips touched those hard little buttons, she gasped and tangled her fingers in my hair, pulling me into the firm mound and calling my name. I had never seen her this turned on before. She's always very responsive and her nipples are always very sensitive, but this was new and amazing to me. I loved on them for what seemed like 30 minutes, but couldn't have been, because she guided my head lower. I think she had a small orgasm while I was loving those luscious tits. "More, Mack, I need more!" she cried out.
I kissed my way down over her flat belly as she arched her back, seeking and reveling in the contact. I pulled on those flame colored curls below with my lips and she giggled and sighed. She willingly spread her thighs for me when I lay between them and her muscles quivered and tautened as I nibbled on the silky flesh of her inner thighs. I nipped at her, letting her feel my teeth, and she groaned and began a slow writhe, just a hint of tremble in her motions. I knew that sign of her rising excitement and I nibbled my way up to nirvana. Her inner lips were sealed shut in a beautiful line that extended up to the button of her little clit. She had a beautiful pussy, bare and clean and sweet. There was a little drop of honey leaking and I lapped it up, savoring the taste of her. She twitched at the contact of my tongue against her lips and I used it to open her like a beautiful flower. She bucked under my touch and there was a flood of moisture. I lapped it up like a starving man as she twisted her hips and writhed beneath me.
Her moans were now constant and when I worked my way up her lips to the little nub of her clitoris she arched her pelvis toward my lips, seeking and finding what she craved. I teased its protective hood and the little button peeked out. She squealed and jumped when my tongue hit it. I loved on it and caressed it gently and the trembling in her body grew more pronounced.
I pulled my lips away from it and tapped on it gently with my fingertip. She jerked convulsively. "Oh, God yes, Mack!" her gasps were electric. "You're driving me wild!"
I took it back between my lips and lashed at it with my tongue, causing her to explode off the bed, crying out and thrusting against me. When I added a finger to her tight little sheath she went off again. I kept her there as long as I could, my finger buried in her hot moistness. I added another and licked frantically along the pink lips, her engorged clit standing lonely above until she started to come down. She was beginning to relax and I attacked it again. She shrieked and tried to push me away. I captured her slender wrists in one hand and put some weight on her, trapping her in place and continuing to attack her clit.
"No!" her voice was a little frantic. "Please, Mack, I can't stand any more! Don't, please stop!"
"No," I told her. "This is my pussy and I want to lick it." I continued to do just that and she whined and exploded in orgasm again. It went on and on and she twisted wildly under me, finally managing to get her hips turned and scrambling backward on the bed. She stared at me wildly for a minute before collapsing back on the bed. Her head shot up again.
"What the hell is wrong with you, Mack? You know I don't like to be held down!"
"Too bad," I told her. I jumped up on the bed and pinned her down, my renewed erection pressing into her hot little pussy, and pinned her wrists over her head again.
She struggled wildly but I was at least a hundred pounds heavier than she was. "No!" she hissed. The hiss turned into a groan as I sank into her humid depths. "Oh, God damn, Mack!" she moaned. "Fuck! Take it easy! You know you're too big to just take me like that!"
I laughed and backed off a little. She relaxed and I pushed into her liquid heat in one long, smooth thrust. I felt her little patch of curls against my belly and my cock bumped against the back of her pussy. We were completely joined and it felt like heaven. She was tight, wet and hot, enveloping me in a volcanic heat as I ground my pubic bone against her clit. I stayed there, buried to the hilt and moving my hips in a circle that she followed in a counter-rotation.
I drew back and began to thrust into her. She wrapped those long legs around my hips and I could feel her heels digging into my thighs. I released her wrists and her arms flew around me, searching for something to hold on to. We found a rhythm and her moans were punctuated with each thrust until she was cumming wildly, her head thrown back and her eyes closed. A flush suffused her face and crept down her neck to her upper chest. She came again and I squeezed her lovely form tightly as she throbbed and shook.
When she recovered a little, I pulled out of her and flipped her to her stomach, straddling her legs and mounting her from behind.
"Oh, no! Oh no!" she exclaimed. "Again? I... I... I can't!"
She could and she did. I fucked her for a good ten minutes in that position as she came over and over, finally sobbing and crying as her body shook and trembled. I came inside her, feeling like my soul was pouring into her. I'd never seen her so hot and so exciting. This was the woman I always knew she was, and could be. She was a creature of total allure and mystery, waiting to be taken and claimed. I think at that moment I truly realized how much I loved her. I knew I would die for her and never question the sacrifice.
I rolled her over and held her tightly. She lay half over me and sobbed on my chest. Her words came, broken and full and husky.
"My God, Mack! You... you... you destroyed me!" She shook for a minute and I held her; stroking her hair and petting the silky skin of her back. She raised her head and stared into my eyes. "Mack, I love you," she said. "I always knew I did. I'm a selfish bitch; I know that, too. I never really gave myself to anyone. I did to you, just now. Do you want me, Mack? I think for the first time in my life I'm ready. I'm ready to be your friend, your lover, your wife, the girls' mother. Will you help me, love me, and be patient with me? I swear to God you'll never regret it. I'm ready, Mack, if you'll help me. Do you love me that much?"
I crushed her luscious lips with mine. "I love you more than anything," I said. "You're going to have to help me, too. You have to be patient with me as much as I am with you. I've always loved you. If we're a team, we can make it."
"I'll do anything for you," she whispered. "I'll do it for the girls, too. I never dreamed I'd feel this way. They just came into my life and I couldn't help myself. I'm afraid, Mack. I'm afraid I'll be a rotten mom. I've always been afraid of that. It's why I would never consider having kids. I'm terrified I'll mess them up. Christ, Mack, I don't know how to be a mom."
"No, me, either," I chuckled. "I suspect Dad is going to be just as hard. I think it's something you learn by doing it. No one knows how when they start. I don't know how to be a husband, either. I don't know how to be a good one, anyway. We fucked it up the first time, Brianna."
"I know," she whispered. "It was mostly me. I was such a child. I still am, in a lot of ways, Mack. I'm going to try as hard as hell to grow up."
"Yeah, me, too." I held her close.
At some point we drifted off to sleep. I woke up the next morning with an incredible feeling. My cock was enveloped in liquid heat and when I opened my eyes, Brianna's blazing blue ones were locked on mine and her head bobbed over my straining erection.
"Good, you're awake." She pulled away with a smile, swinging her leg over me to mount my pole with her back to me. That gave me a perfect view of that spectacular ass and the incredibly erotic sight of her pussy sinking down over my cock, her lips forming a perfect O as they clung to the shaft spearing up into her. They pushed and pulled, in and out as her tightness reversed directions. She rode me to three orgasms before I couldn't hold it anymore and fired off inside her.
We showered together, giggling like school kids, and when we dried off she put on pajamas.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
If I'm not mistaken, we'll have visitors soon," she smiled. "You better put something on, too. I'm feeling too lazy to get up now."
I pulled on boxers and a t-shirt and we hadn't been back in bed for ten minutes before someone tapped on the door.
"Come in," Bri called.
Stokely stuck her head inside. Her face lit up when she saw us and she came running across the room to throw herself on us. Unfortunately, she left the door open and a brindle ball of fur also joined us, lying across our feet and sighing in ecstasy. In another five minutes, Maggie joined us and we all had an impromptu wrestling match with Granny.
Since he had teeth and drool, he won, and we wrapped him in the bedspread and dragged him out of the bedroom. We managed to shut him out and trooped back to bed for a group cuddle. After about half an hour, the girls complained about being hungry, so we adjourned to a diner for breakfast. At 2 PM, Bri announced that we had an appointment. She wouldn't tell us what it was but she drove us down to the municipal court.
"Do you have a case?" I asked her.
"Yes, the hardest case I've ever had," she laughed.
She dragged us inside and into one of the courtrooms. The Justice of the Peace was there and he asked us if we were ready.
"Ready for what?" I asked.
Bri knelt down on the floor and got a box out of her clutch. "Mack, will you marry me, again?" she asked. "This time, I promise it will be until we die. I know we promised that last time, but you know I never stopped loving you or wanting to be your wife. You're the only man I ever loved or ever will love. Please, Mack, marry me."
She had our wedding rings in the box along with her engagement ring. "Brianna, are you sure?" I asked her.
"I've never been so sure of anything in my life," she said. "Girls, help me, he's being stubborn!"
"Yes, please, Mack," they both pleaded. "Bri really loves you. We want to be a family. We love you, too, and we love Bri."
How could I resist? It took about ten minutes and the deed was done. Bri whisked us off to this new Greek restaurant she knew about to celebrate and I saw my life playing out before my eyes. The most gorgeous woman in the world as my wife and in my bed every night. Two awesome daughters who were rapidly going to become beautiful women in their own right; what was not to love about that? Would we make it? Only time would tell.
It took us about a month to get custody of the girls. Bri worked tirelessly to make that happen and when it did, they were the happiest girls on earth and we were the happiest couple. Bri sold her condo and we lived in my house.
I had worried a lot about Bri and me getting on each other's nerves. We did, too, especially at first. There was a minor flare up about three weeks after we got married when Bri went to dinner with a client and forgot to call us. When she came home, she was greeted with six accusing eyes.
"What?" she asked.
Stokely held up her phone and Bri's eyes flashed in anger. She opened her mouth and then burst into tears. She ran over and gathered us all on the sofa, kneeling on the floor in front us and she just sobbed. "I'm so sorry," she choked out. "I just forgot to call. I should have called. Please don't be mad at me. I'll try not to do it again. I won't promise not to, but I'm going to tell my aide to remind me. I couldn't think of anything but getting that meeting over and coming home while I was there. Do you forgive me? Stokely, Maggie, Mack, I'm sorry."
I don't think Bri had apologized a dozen times in her life. It was the beginning of a whole new kind of relationship between the two of us. We both went out of our way to make the other happy and the girls were just amazing in helping us. At times, I felt like we were the children and they were the adults.
We had our little spats, but I had never been so happy and content in my life. There was a private school on the campus where I taught, and Bri had the girls enrolled there. They rode to and from school with me and we bonded during those rides. They talked to me about everything and they just filled up my life with their enthusiasm. When school was out, we went home and they went straight to their rooms and did their homework. It usually took them a couple of hours and when they were through, we took Granny for a walk. At five, I would start dinner if we were eating at home, and Bri was usually home by six-thirty. If she was going to be late, she called well in advance and we usually went out to eat on those nights.



When Maggie turned sixteen, Brianna asked her what she wanted for her birthday. She told us she wanted her driver's license. She studied and practiced for two weeks and she passed it the first time. The night of her birthday Brianna talked to me in bed.
"I want to get her a car," she said.
"Okay, what kind of a car?" I asked.
"I want to get them a new Camaro convertible," she said.
"How much does it cost?" I wondered.
"Jesus, Mack, does it matter?" she asked. "Do you think we're going to go broke?"
"No, I guess it doesn't matter," I said. "I just like to know things, Bri."
"I know," she kissed me. "I'm sorry I snapped at you. I think we can get the one I want for somewhere around 60,000 dollars."
I whistled. "That's a lot of car. She's an amazing girl though. She deserves it."
"Yes, she does," Brianna smiled. "They had a lot of bad things in their lives, Mack. Let's make sure they only have good things now."
We ordered the car. It was bright yellow with lots of black stripes and a black interior. We went ahead and got the big V8, against my better judgment. Brianna thought it would hold its value better and she was probably right. I didn't think Maggie would drive it crazy, anyway.
When it came in, we parked it in the garage and when it was time for school, they got their bags and followed me out to the car. Brianna was inside the garage and I didn't unlock their doors.
"Dad," Stokely said. "Let us in."
"You're not riding with me today," I called. "You're going to drive, Maggie."
"Is Mom not going to work?" she asked.
"No, she's going," I said.
"What am I going to drive, then?" she asked.
I punched the garage door opener. "You'll be driving that," I pointed inside the garage.
Her big green eyes went as round as saucers. Neither one of them moved for a minute and then Maggie began to wail. Big tears rolled down her cheeks and she was shaking like a leaf.
I leaped out and Brianna came running down the driveway. I threw my arms around Maggie and Bri joined me. "What's wrong, honey?" I asked her. "We thought you would be happy. It's your car. We got it for you for your birthday."
She tried to tell us something but she was too choked up for us to understand her. She buried her face in my chest and we held her and petted her until she calmed down enough to speak. Stokely joined the group hug and we finally got Maggie to talk.
"I don't want the car," she choked out. "I love you guys so much and it's too much! I... we... we don't want you to have to buy us things. Stokely and I have talked about it. We don't need things, we just need you to love us," she broke down again.
"Honey, we do love you," Brianna consoled her. "We love both of you more than anything. Having you girls is a dream come true for both of us. We like buying you things, though. We work and make lots of money so we can buy things for our girls. We like making you happy. This is part of the way we show you that we love you. It isn't the big way, but it's a little way. It makes us happy to give you things."
Stokely was crying too, now. I kissed them both on the cheeks. "Come on," I told them. "It's a really cool car. Let's at least go and look at it."
They sniffed around and wiped their eyes and let me lead them into the garage. I opened the door for Maggie and Brianna let Stokely in on the passenger side. Maggie put her hands on the wheel and looked up at me. A smile was starting on her beautiful face. "It looks good on you," I told her. "Start it up."
The big V8 rumbled to life and they were both trembling with excitement. I shut the door and knocked on the window. She rolled it down and I kissed her again. "See you at school," I told her.
She backed down the driveway to the street and stopped. Brianna and I stood together, watching them. Her door popped open and she came flying back up the driveway, throwing herself into our arms and kissing us both, over and over.
"I love you so much," she repeated again and again. "Thank you, you're the best Mom and Dad on earth!" She ran back to her car and they drove away.
I turned to Brianna and she was crying like a baby. My own eyes were leaking for some unaccountable reason. "Look at us," I said. "You would think we were three or something. That was a great idea, Bri. You're an amazing woman."
We held each other for a long time. I knew I was going to be late for class, but I didn't care.
When Stokely turned sixteen we got her one of the new Challengers. It wasn't quite as emotional, but it was special. We took them to Hawaii and Belize when they graduated. The day Stokely started college I came home to find Brianna crying on the sofa.
I went and sat beside her, taking her into my arms and loving on her without saying a word for a while. She just laid her head on my chest and cried quietly for a while. Finally, she looked up at me, those big blue eyes filled with tears. "Our babies are all grown up, Mack," she said.
"I know." I kissed her. "That's what babies do."
She took my face between her hands and looked deeply into my eyes. "Let's make another one, Mack," she said. "You and me this time. I want a baby, Mack." She broke down and sobbed. "I never thought this would happen. I'm so in love with you and I miss them so much already. I want to do it again. It was so amazing! I know they're just 60 miles away, but I miss them."
"Me too, kitten," I said. "Maybe if we're going to have that baby, we should go practice."
She gasped and stared up at me. "Really? You want to? I mean, have a baby?"
"Of course," I said. "I hope it's a red headed girl like you. I love you with all my heart, Brianna."
I picked her up and carried her through the empty house to our bedroom to start practicing. We had to kick Grandville out, but I decided I liked making babies. As I drifted off to sleep, the picture on my night table of Maggie and Stokely held my eyes. They didn't look like vagabonds.
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I was working on my boat and the sun was beating down pretty hard. Some of the wood around a cleat had dry rot and I had found the mahogany to replace it. It's getting harder and harder to find, but I got lucky and found some in the back of an old lumber yard. They had forgotten they had it, and I bargained them out of it. I don't think they knew what they had.
I went to the cooler for a beer and I had just popped the top when a van pulled up at the end of the pier. It looked like a rental, and you didn't see many of those at the pier in that part of Mexico. We tended to old, beat-up pickup trucks for the natives and black Mercedes for the drug lords.
A suit got out of the passenger seat and opened the side door. A stunning redhead emerged. She had on blue jeans and a white button-up shirt. Her hair was that orange flame you see sometimes back in the States, and it hung down past her butt. The two of them came down the pier, checking the names of the boats until they got to me. They saw the name on the side, Southern Cross and they stopped.
The man cleared his throat. "Are you Benson Davis?" he asked.
"No," I lied. "I'm just a boat repair guy. I can give him a message, though."
"Do you know where we can find him?" he asked.
"You give me the message and if he wants to talk to you, he'll find you," I told him.
The girl spoke for the first time. Her voice was low and husky and I wanted her to keep talking. It sent a thrill through me for some reason. She was drop dead gorgeous. She had a tan, which was odd for a redhead, but she had that kind of skin. She was tall and slender and she couldn't hide the size of her breasts under that shirt. Her face was off the front page of a fashion magazine. She had huge green eyes and a dusting of freckles across the bridge of her perfect nose. Her lips were full and luscious and she had those high cheekbones that are the trademark of beauty. She was obviously very young, maybe eighteen, I guessed.
"When you see him, tell him that his daughter is in town and looking for him," she said. "My name is Pendry. We're staying at the Flamingo and I'll meet him in the restaurant if he wants to talk to me."
She turned away and they walked back to the van, leaving me standing there stunned. What the hell? I didn't have a daughter. I'd been married once, but my ex got tired of being married to a guy that was only home two months out of the year. We never had any kids and I hadn't heard from her in years. What the hell?
I wondered if this was some sort of scam someone was trying to pull. The problem with that was, no one knew I had money. I did, but I never spent it in the same place twice. The gold I found on that wreck off the coast of Peru had never been reported, and I had converted it into a dozen different currencies in a dozen different countries over a decade. I couldn't even imagine how they found me. I try to make it hard to find me. I don't use cell phones and I don't use computers. I haven't been in the States for fifteen years and I had changed berths twice this year. I must have slipped somewhere.
I sat down and drank my beer. The Southern Cross was a comfortable old tub. It was built for a Columbian drug lord back in the seventies and she was a mess when I got her. I had her in tip top shape. She had 120 feet of waterline and three nice roomy cabins. Her twin diesels could make 20 knots in a good sea, and I had a nice little 24 foot runabout I towed. I finished the deck work and put on a coat of spar varnish while I thought about what was happening.
When I was done, I had made up my mind. I would check the situation out and see what was up. Whatever happened, I knew I had to see that gorgeous girl again. I showered and put on khakis, a polo shirt and my best deck shoes. I sprayed a little body spray on and brushed my teeth. I got the little Glock 9mm auto out and put on a rig. I pulled on a black jacket and looked myself over. I was 40-years old. A life on the water gave me that deep-water tan and I had brown hair, bleached almost blonde by the sun. I kept it short and bristly. I had put on about five pounds and I knew I needed to take it off. It got harder the older I got. I was six four and weigh 240 pounds in fighting trim. I had an exercise room with a treadmill and lots of free weights that I spent a lot more time in than I wanted to admit.
I put on my Oakley's and went down to the car. I had a 1969 El Camino Super Sport. It was red with the black Chevy SS stripes. It was a 396 stroker and it rumbled to life, turning a few heads in the parking lot. I drove to the Flamingo and checked the front desk. They didn't have a Pendry Davis registered. I thought for a minute. They did have a Pendry Roberts. I called her room and heard that husky little voice over the phone. I told her I had contacted Benson Davis and he wanted to meet her. She agreed to meet in the restaurant in an hour. You needed reservations to eat at the Flamingo, so I made them for an hour later and went to the bar. I watched a soccer game, drank a beer and ate peanuts. I was waiting when she came down and she had the suit with her.
"Where's Mr. Davis?" he asked.
"Who wants to know?" I asked him.
"I represent Reilly, Swindoll and Crouch," he said. "We're a law firm."
"You should represent yourself," I told him. "Dinner reservations are for two. If you want to make an appointment with Mr. Davis you'll have to make your own. This one isn't for you."
He looked at her and she nodded. He disappeared and I offered her my arm. She took it and the guy at the desk seated us.
"So, you're my father," she said.
"I'd like to be, but no; I don't think I am," I told her. "Maybe we can just be friends."
Any further conversation was interrupted by our waiter. I ordered us a bottle of wine and he left menus and went to get the wine.
"I'm not old enough to drink wine," she told me.
"I don't think they care," I said. "I won't tell anyone. We should wait until we order and then we can talk about this. Is that okay?"
"Yes," she agreed. "I didn't know what to expect. Was that really your boat?"
"It is," I told her. "Do you like boats?"
"I'm from Nebraska. We don't have much ocean in Omaha,"
"I don't want to pry," I said, "but do you mind telling me how old you are?"
"No, I don't mind. I'm eighteen. I think you're forty."
I chuckled. "I'll want to know how you know that."
The waiter came back with our wine and poured us a glass. I ordered an appetizer and he went away.
"If you're going to be around a few days, I'll take you out and you can see if you like boats," I told her.
"I'd like that," she said. "I don't know how long I'll stay. We'll talk more about it later. Do you live on the boat?"
"Yes, I like being able to move any time I want to. I've always loved the ocean and I spend most of my time at sea."
"Don't you get lonely out there?"
"Yes, but sometimes I take a lady. I like good books and good music. I have lots of both. I fish; take a smuggling job now and again and that's how it's always been."
The waiter came back with our appetizer and took our orders. When he went away she sipped her wine and looked at me with those big green eyes.
"Why do you think you aren't my father?" she asked.
"Well, one kind of knows these things," I told her. "I was divorced when you were born if you're eighteen. I was at sea somewhere in another hemisphere."
"I know. Your wife was Lisa Jenkins. She was an elementary school teacher. She was my mother."
I was stunned. "You're Lisa's kid? Why is your name Roberts?"
"Her third husband adopted me."
"So what makes you think I'm your father?" I asked her.
"Mom told me you were six months ago," she said. "She was pregnant with me when she divorced you. She told me she didn't want her daughter to have an absent merchant marine father. She loved you, you know."
"She loved me so she divorced me?" My world was crashing down around me.
"She divorced you because she knew your first lover was the sea. That's what she told me."
"I was willing to give that up," I said. "I told her I would. I'd have shoveled rocks for a living to be with her."
"She knew that, too, but she thought you would never have been happy. She couldn't live with that. She wasn't a strong person, Mr. Davis. She was just strong enough to set you free." There were tears in her eyes.
"Hey, kid; don't cry. Don't call me Mr. Davis either. My name is Benson."
"Okay," she wiped away a tear.
Our food came and it was very good. The Flamingo was living up to its reputation. I poured her another glass of wine.
"I'm willing to take a paternity test if you want me to," she said. "Mom never lied to me, though. I don't think she was lying about this. I don't know what her motive would be."
"Well, the timing is right. We had a hell of a two weeks before I shipped out for Argentina. I guess that's too much information. It's possible, Pendry."
"You can call me Penn," she said. "Everyone calls me that."
"I might sometimes," I told her. "I like Pendry, though. I have to ask you, how did you find me?"
"I got Mom's lawyers to hire the Pinkerton Agency," she said. "I've been looking for you for six months."
"You're talking about Lisa like that's a story that's come to an end," I said.
"She had ovarian cancer," she said, choking back a little sob.
I couldn't stand for this beautiful girl sitting across from me to be unhappy. I didn't know what to say.
"I'm very sorry, Pendry. She was a hell of a woman. I've never loved anyone the way I did her. Again, I have to ask you, why were you trying so hard to find me?"
She poked at the last bite of her steak with her fork for a minute. When she looked up her eyes were full of tears. "You're all I've got," she said. "I thought... I thought...," she broke down.
I couldn't stand it.
"If you're through, let's get out of here," I told her.
She nodded and I paid the tab. I gave her my arm and we walked outside to the El Camino.
"Is this your car?" she asked.
"Yes, do you like it?"
"I love it," she said. "I love the muscle cars. I have a '70 Chevelle SS this same color."
"Want to drive," I asked.
"Really? I don't let anyone drive my car," she said.
"I don't either," I told her. "I've never had a daughter before, though. I let her drive my car."
I handed her the keys and she fired it up. "What's it got?" she asked.
"It's a 396 stroker," I told her.
"I know what a stroker is," she said. "This is so cool."
She punched it once we hit the street and the big Quadrajet howled as the secondaries opened up. It fishtailed a little as the fat tires grabbed for traction and she had it to sixty before she backed off.
"This is hotter than my Chevelle," she said. "I've got a 350 with a radical cam and a Holley. It's got Hooker headers and a FlowMaster exhaust. Mine sounds better."
I laughed. "I'm going to fall in love with you, baby. Take a left here and this will take us to the boat."
She parked and held my hand as we climbed aboard. "Want a beer?" I asked her.
"No, I don't like the taste," she said. "I did like that wine, though."
I got her a glass and a beer for myself. We sat together on the sofa in the lounge and I put on Earl Klugh. The air conditioning felt good and she took her shoes off and put her feet on the coffee table. The mellow jazz guitar sounded crisp and clean.
"You were telling me why you wanted to find me," I said. "Now don't cry, it's going to be okay. Just tell me whatever you want."
"I can't help it," she said. "I was looking for you because I thought... I thought...,' she couldn't continue. She sobbed brokenly and I put my arm around her and hugged her.
"What, baby?" I asked.
"I thought you might want me," she sobbed and buried her face in my shoulder. "I don't have anyone else and I don't know what I'm going to do if you don't want me. I'm almost out of money and I'm desperate."
"You're not almost out of money," I told her. "I have lots of money and it's all yours if you need it. Forget about that. What did you mean when you said you thought I might want you?"
"I thought if I was nice to you and you thought I was pretty and a really good person you might want me to... stay with you," she sobbed.
"Baby, baby; you're breaking my heart," I pulled her close to me and held her tight. "Don't cry like this. You're going to kill me. Let me just get used to having you for a minute."
I gave her some tissues and she wiped her eyes and blew her nose. She stopped shaking so much and snuggled up against me.
"You're the most gorgeous girl I've ever seen," I told her. "I like everything I've seen about you so far. This is all new to me. Are you sure you want to stay with me?"
"No, but I want to find out," she said. "I don't know you except what Mom told me about you. Do you think you might want to get to know me?"
"More than anything," I told her. "I didn't even know I had you until today. My God, Penn; if I'd known I had you I'd have been part of your life all along. I'm not some dead beat dad. I didn't know."
"I know. Mom never wanted you to know for some reason. Should I call you Benson or Dad?"
"It doesn't matter," I told her. "You can call me crazy if you want. I just want to hear you talk. I just want to look at you and hug you and love you. Jesus, girl, you've turned my life upside down. Look at you! How did you turn out so gorgeous? You're going to break hearts all over the world."
She laughed and it was the most wonderful sound I'd ever heard. I was going to make her do it often.
"Who are you kidding," she said. "I'm a wreck. I know my eyes are all red and puffy from crying. My makeup is a mess, too, and I feel like a fool."
"You look beautiful to me," I told her. "There's a head over there that you can wash you face in. There's makeup and girl stuff in the top left hand drawer if you can use any of it. Visine is in the cabinet over the sink."
I could tell she would want to primp a little. She got up and went in. I watched her walk away, a tall willowy bundle of sexy. She had a fantastic butt under the little green sundress she was wearing.
Stop it, asshole, I told myself. She's your daughter and she's eighteen, for God's sake.
She looked like new when she came out. She came right back and snuggled up against me again. She sipped her wine and looked up at me with those emerald eyes.
"Tell me a plan," she said.
"I don't have one," I admitted. "I don't know anything about eighteen-year-old girls. Tell me what you want to do. I told you we have money. Do you want to go back to Omaha and finish school? I can make that happen. You have to tell me how you wound up in Omaha sometime. You could go to school here. There's a large expatriate community here and they have a school. You could take some time off and hang out with me. You could start again next year. Do you like school? Do you think you want to go to college? If so, where would you like to go? See, I don't know enough about you to make a plan."
"I don't want to go back to Omaha," she said. "I do want my car, though. I want to stay with you, wherever you're going to be. I do like school. I was third in my class in Omaha. I'll go here if that's okay. I do want to go to college and I want to go close to wherever you are. If I waited until next fall, could we take the boat and travel around for the rest of the year?"
"Yes, I was planning to do that, anyway. The school can wait as long as you want it to. I am in favor of you going. College, too. A person should have an education. I'm glad you're smart. It will help you all through life. God, Penn, we've got so much to catch up on. Will you stay with me tonight?"
"I just need to get my stuff at the hotel and send the lawyer home," she said.
"Why is he here?" I asked her.
"You have to sign some papers to take custody of me since I'm still in school," she said. "You also have to sign as executor of Mom's estate. She didn't have much, but we have a little house in Omaha and our household stuff. I'm going to vote for selling it all. How do you think we can get my car?"
"I'll hire someone to go and haul it down here," I told her. "What's this custody thing though?"
"I'm considered a minor child since I'm still in school," she said. "You're my father. If you don't take me, I'll become a ward of the state. You're going to take me, aren't you?" she began to tear up.
"Stop that, Penn. Of course I'm going to take you," I told her. "How could you doubt it? What have we been talking about here? I just didn't think about you being considered a minor."
She smiled and the tears went away. "I'm going to be so good for you," she said. "I won't be any trouble, I promise and I'll help you with everything. I'll do everything you say."
"No, you won't, because I'm not going to tell you to do anything," I told her. "That's the rule for you staying. You're an adult and you're going to behave like one. You take responsibility for your own decisions. If they're good, I'll be your biggest cheerleader. If they're not, you take the consequences. No whining or trying to evade responsibility. I'll help you all I can, but I'm not exactly a paragon of wisdom and virtue, myself. You're probably a much better person than I am. You'll probably need to help me. I've never been a father before, you know. Deal?"
"Yes; it's a deal," she said. "Dad, I think I'm going to love you."
I put my arm around her and walked her to the car. I knew I was going to love her.
We got her stuff and I signed the papers. She gave instructions to the lawyer and he asked me if that was okay.
"Just do what she tells you to do," I told him. "What's wrong with you, dude? I don't know anything about this."
"As executor..." he started in.
"Stop," I cut him off. "As executor, I'm telling you to do whatever she wants to do. Got it?"
He did and we didn't see him again. I made some phone calls from her room and got a trailer started north to pick up her car. She gave me her bags and we put them in the back of the El Camino. She drove us to the boat and I helped her unpack her stuff. She didn't have much. I wondered how much they'd been struggling financially.
"Pendry, is this all your stuff?" I asked her.
"Well, I have a few more things back at home. Why?"
"You weren't kidding about being nearly out of money, where you?"
She cried a little. "No, it cost a lot for Mom's treatments. We were pretty pinched for a long time."
I hugged her tight. "Come with me, baby," I took her hand. She followed me to the bridge and I told her to open the safe. I gave her the combination and she knelt down and opened it. She gasped when she looked inside.
I knelt beside her. "You can use as much of this as you need," I told her. "When you spend it all, we'll go to the bank and fill it back up again. Memorize that combination. The documents that give you access to all my accounts are in here. I'll set it up so that they're all joint accounts with you. That way, if something happens to me, you'll be fine. I want you to take five thousand dollars out right now. That's your walking around money. I keep that much, too. When you spend some, you come back here and replenish your supply. I want you to always have money in your pocket. Some of the places we go, a bribe is the way of life. Money can get you out of a lot of jams."



She threw her arms around me and buried her face in my chest. She clung to me and sobbed for nearly five minutes. I kissed the top of her head and held her while she got it out of her system. She looked up and me and kissed my lips.
"Thank you, Dad. I'll always remember this," she said.
I made her take out the money and I took her shopping. She loved the market and she loved the dresses. They were all white cotton with intricate embroidery on them. They were very cheap and she bought bunches. There was a department store, too, and she bought lots of American teenager type clothes and an iPhone. She got a laptop and a tablet and software for them. We went to the local equivalent of Wal-Mart and she bought all sorts of personal items. She got make up and feminine stuff and we packed it all into the El Camino. Her eyes were shining with excitement and I could tell that she hadn't done something like this in a long time, if ever.
We carried all her stuff into her room and she put it where she wanted it while I cooked dinner. I had some spiny lobsters on ice and I walked down to the pier and bought bread and fruit. I baked potatoes and steamed fresh vegetables. The lobsters went in the pot and I cut up the fruit. I called her and she came to the table in a new dress. It was white and loose with a red and green vine embroidered on it. It was nearly transparent and very light. It floated around her and she obviously didn't have anything on underneath. It came to mid-thigh, and her legs were long tanned and slender. Her feet were bare and she had put her hair up in a messy bun. She was fantastic and her white teeth flashed in her tanned face when she saw that I appreciated her.
We cracked the lobsters open and dug out the meat. I fed her pieces dipped in drawn butter. She giggled and laughed a lot. The butter ran down her chin and we used it on the baked potatoes, too. I had sour cream and chives and she liked them both. We fed each other fruit on bamboo skewers and drank the rest of the bottle of wine.
"You're a fantastic cook, Dad," she said.
"I had good ingredients and good company," I told her. "I'll need you to help me pick out things for the menu that we can put in the freezer and in the refrigerators before we leave. I don't know what you like."
"I like this," she said. "I don't like raisins or coconut. Anything else is good, but I'll go with you. This is exciting!"
We sat on the sofa with our legs up and she put hers across mine. We snuggled up and she told me all about her life. I drank in every detail, just basking in the sound of her voice. It was low and musical and I wondered if she sang. I asked her and she said only for her own entertainment.
She did play saxophone, flute, guitar and bass, and she was learning drums. I asked her if she wanted instruments and she did, but she would be happy with just a guitar. I promised to get her one and that made her very happy. Maybe we could get the others when we came back for her to start school.
She was a runner, and I told her she would have to be satisfied with the treadmill while we were at sea. She lifted four days a week and I was looking forward to working out with her. When we got around to boys, she blushed a little.
"I had a boyfriend when I was a freshman and a sophomore, but when Mom got sick and I couldn't spend much time with him he dumped me. I've been out a couple of times in the last six months, but they were tools. I just wanted to have fun and they just wanted to feel me up."
I laughed. "You can't blame them for that, Pendry. That's what boys do, especially when the girls look like you."
"Thanks," she said. "I'm not opposed to a little feeling up, either, but not constantly and that's all they want to do."
"You're learning," I told her. "In my experience, and I was one, teenage boys are mostly about sex. When they grow up, they get better. They get more interested in you as a person and not just your boobs."
"I have nice ones," she said.
"I noticed," I told her. "You take after your mom."
One of them was pressed up against my arm and it was obviously bare underneath that thin cotton. I could feel a hard nipple against my arm. Every time she moved it swayed and jiggled against me and it was very distracting.
It was getting late and she started yawning. It was contagious and I told her that old men and young children needed their sleep. She could sleep as long as she wanted the next day and I wasn't planning to get up early either.
She stood up, kissed me goodnight and went off to her cabin. I heard music playing and I went to bed.
I got up at ten the next morning and she hadn't come out yet. I walked down the pier to the bakery and bought pastries and chocolate milk. When I came back I heard water running in her shower, and when she came out she had on an orange and red wrap. It was thin and filmy and it looked like she had a bikini on underneath. We ate pastries and drank a quart of chocolate milk between us. I asked her if she wanted coffee and she did. We sat on the deck and sipped our coffee. She told me she needed some sunglasses.
I told her to go look in the drawer next to the wheel and see if she liked any of them. She came back in a few minutes with a pair of black Ray Bans.
"You have lots of nice glasses," she said. "Can I have these?"
"You can have any of them except my grey Oakley's," I told her. "I'll get you different ones if you want some."
"No, I wouldn't find any that I like better than these," she said. "Dad, can we go to the beach and swim today?"
"Sure, why not. I'll have to cancel all my appointments but it's okay." I told her.
She laughed and it was just as much fun to hear as the first time. "Right," she said. "Were you meeting with the Senator today, or was it your proctologist?"
That made me laugh. "Do you want to take lunch or get it at one of the places on the beach?"
"Let's get it there. It won't give us dysentery, will it?"
"Depending where you go and what you eat, yes, it will," I told her. "You should always ask me before you eat or drink anything. I've been meaning to ask you, can you shoot?"
"You mean like a gun?"
"Yes, can you shoot a pistol?"
"Yes, did you want me to shoot someone?"
"Yes, if they attack you," I laughed. "This is a dangerous place for a beautiful young American girl; especially one with your hair. You'll be a target. I'd rather you be able to protect yourself. A lot of places we go to will be like that. There won't be a policeman on the corner and if there is, he may be more dangerous than the person attacking you."
"What kinds of guns do you have?"
"Let's take a look," I led her down to the arms locker. I have quite an assortment and she took a nice little Beretta .38 auto. I got her a thigh holster for it.
"I don't know how to put that on," she said.
I knelt in front of her and she pulled her wrap up to the top of her thigh. It was firm and tanned and her skin felt like silk under my fingers. I fastened to holster around it and she shivered at the touch of my fingers. She put the gun in and dropped her wrap. It wasn't visible and I got her another thigh harness to carry her money in. I put that one on her, too, and she shivered again.
"You have beautiful legs, baby," I told her. "Beautiful skin, too."
"Thanks," she blushed a little. "Should I put my money in it?"
"Yes, you should carry it all the time, the gun, too. I'll get you a belt you can wear under your shirt, and if you're wearing jeans or something you should carry a purse to keep your gun in. Let's get some towels, sunscreen and something to drink and hit the beach."
She wanted to drive and she couldn't keep her foot out of the El Camino. I directed her and we arrived in about 20 minutes. This was off the beaten tourist path, although there were some all over the Baja. We were outside La Paz, where the boat was docked, and the sand was white and the water was blue. We pulled off the road and she parked on the grass.
We walked down to the beach and put down towels. I put up an umbrella in case we wanted shade and she sat on the towels and took off her wrap. She had on the tiniest red bikini I've ever seen. It was just two little triangles of cloth that barely covered the tips of her breasts; connected by little strings that ran around her back and around her neck. There was another little triangle that covered hardly anything between her legs, connected by strings to another over her butt. The fact that it was crocheted didn't help. The loops were denser over her nipples so that they didn't show and at her crotch, but there was very little else that wasn't visible.
I knew I was staring with my mouth open like a drooling idiot, but I couldn't stop. I was glad I had the Oakley's on so she couldn't see my eyes. She knew, though. She arched her back and her breasts pushed out proudly, accentuating her small waist and the curve of her back down to her incredible butt. She was all softness and youthful beauty. She looked at me and giggled.
"I can feel your eyes," she laughed. "Go ahead; get it out of your system."
"I'm not sure you're the kind of thing I can get out of my system," I told her. "Jesus, you grew up nice, baby. I want to look at you forever."
"Would you like to touch?" she giggled. "I'll let you put sunscreen on me if you'll let me do you?"
"Well, I hardly ever use the stuff," I told her. "I've been out here so long that I rarely burn. I may take you up on that, though."
"Let's swim first," she said.
We played in the shallower water for a while and I went and got snorkels and fins out of our bag. We swam out over the reef and joined with the schools of brightly colored fish. She found an octopus in a crack and we teased it out. It squirted ink and jetted away when we got too threatening for its comfort. We caught four big spiny lobsters and I put them in a sack. There were big scallops by the dozens and we added them to our catch. I towed the sack back close to shore and went to get a stick to tether it with. The brush was up by the road and I heard the sound of vehicles coming down the beach. I hurried back and saw six ATVs and a big four wheel drive pickup truck. Pendry was just coming out of the water and they had surrounded her.
They were saying things to her that they thought were complimentary, but they were in Spanish and she didn't like the situation at all. I could tell she was frightened and I quickened my pace. I saw that they were some of Diaz's soldiers. He's the local drug kingpin. They saw me coming and they stopped talking.
"Buenos Dias, muchachos," I said.
"Holla, Senor Davis," one of them said. "Es este chica bonita con tu?"
"Si, esta mi hija," I said.
"Lo siento," he said. "Yo no sabia. Te dejamos solos. Ella es muy Hermosa."
They roared off and she quickly came and put her arm around me. "What was that all about," she asked.
"They didn't know you were with me," I told her. "They nearly made a mistake and they apologized. They said you're very beautiful and left."
"I would have been in trouble if you weren't here," she said.
"Yes, but I am here, and nothing's going to happen to you."
"Why did they leave?"
"They respect me and they're afraid of me," I told her.
"Why?" she asked.
"I did a big favor for their boss, once. I have the reputation of being a bad man to mess with. That combination keeps the locals polite. I told them you're my daughter. Their boss would have them tortured to death if they harmed you. He would have them shot for just speaking to you without my permission. They'll spread the word and leave you alone. That doesn't apply to everyone though. There are a lot of desperate people in third world counties that just have no idea of who not to mess with. You're going to attract attention wherever we go. You're the most beautiful girl any of them have ever seen and to them, you're exotic because you're a redhead and an American. That's why we carry guns."
"Ours are in the bag," she said. "What would you have done if they'd been hostile?"
"They wouldn't be in the bag if I thought we were in any danger here. I'd be sitting by the bag and you'd be swimming by yourself."
I tethered out the lobster bag in the surf and we went and ate a late lunch. There was a little stand about a mile away I knew about. They roasted their meat on a vertical roaster and they carved it off and put in on tortas. We had chips and Cokes. We ate peaches for dessert and they were good juicy ones. The juice ran down Pendry's chin and her hands were all sticky. She ran laughing back to the water. She beckoned to me and I joined her at a more dignified pace. We played a little more and she was ready to go. I never got to put the sunscreen on her and that was disappointing, but she had a good time and that was what mattered.
We dropped the lobsters and scallops on ice, and then showered and changed. I wore a red Hawaiian shirt and khaki shorts with flip-flops. She came out with a short blue skirt and a loose white top. Her breasts were shaking around freely under it as she took the stairs two at a time. She caught me looking and grinned, cupping them at me.
"Nice, huh," she teased.
"Jesus, Penn, don't you ever wear a bra?" I asked. "You're going to make me have a heart attack."
She laughed. "Sometime I do when I think they'll flop around. What are we going to do?"
"We're going to make a shopping list," I told her. "Where do you want to go and how long do you want to stay out?"
"South; and I want to stay out forever," she said.
I laughed. "South is a big place, and forever is a long time."
"Let me look at a map," she said.
I took her to the chart table on the bridge and we got out maps to look at. She looked it over and found something. She got a magnifying lamp and pulled it over the map.
"There," she said, pointing to a spot. "I want to go there."
'There' turned out to be Santa Cruz Island in the Galapagos chain. It was a long way, but doable.
"I want to see the Southern Cross," she said. "Ever since I heard that song by Crosby, Stills and Nash, I've wanted to see the Southern Cross."
"You a big fan?" I asked.
"Oh, yes; how could I not be? Music will never be that good again," she said.
I made some calculations. "That's almost 3000 miles," I told her. "It's going to take us probably 20 days to get there. Are you sure you wouldn't rather fly?"
"That's silly," she said. "We're trying to find out if I like boats, remember?"
"I forgot," I told her. "What if we drive one another crazy?"
"Then I'll kill you and eat you," she said.
That broke me up. "Okay, we need to do some serious grocery shopping then. We can sail down the coast and pick up fresh stuff occasionally, but it's best to go prepared. We'll make a list. I know staples that we need. You work on menus. If we plan our meals we'll know how much of what we need."
It took us two hours to make that list. We went off to make orders and by the time we finished it was dinner time. I took her out and we ate traditional Mexican food. She loved it all and we went to bed full of anticipation for setting sail the next day.
I woke up early and the fuel barge was already moving along side. We topped off the tanks and filled up the fresh water tanks, too. Pendry went off to buy breakfast and by the time she got back, the truck with our supplies had arrived. They had a working party and they quickly got everything on board and stowed away while we ate.
We cast off and I took us out, Pendry standing beside me with her arm around my waist and leaning against me. She had on another of those white cotton dresses. This one had a pretty red and blue pattern embroidered on it. Her feet were bare and her hair floated around us in flaming waves. She laughed with delight at everything we did and her excitement was contagious. I let her steer once we got out into the Pacific. She leaned back against me and I stroked that flaming hair. The big diesels throbbed and the gulls screamed along in our wake.
She went out and fed them bread, and she thought their antics were hilarious. I hate them. They're the rats of the ocean and they become very aggressive if you give them the slightest encouragement. She wasn't as jaded as I was, and she loved them. She loved the dolphins even more when a pod came in and dove in and out of our bow wake.
She was impossible not to love. She stole my heart that first day and I never recovered. She was totally in love with life and she woke me up to what I had been missing for years. I had imagined that I was happy before, but this was something new for me.
She was very physical. I'd never been hugged and petted on so much in my life. She constantly wanted to be in contact with me, her arm around me, her hand on me, her body pressed against mine. She chattered constantly and the sound of that sweet little husky voice made my heart full. When we anchored off in the evening she lost the dress for a bikini and that was all she ever wore while we were under way. She lay on the front deck and soaked up the sun every afternoon and the sight of her made it impossible for me to look at anything else. She tanned topless and when she rolled onto her back and those big beautiful breasts were exposed it was the most erotic thing I had ever seen. She knew I could see her, but she had absolutely no modesty around me. She was entirely comfortable with her own body and in her own skin.
The third night we were out, a hell of a storm blew and we bobbed up and down like a cork in a bottle. The lightning crashed and the thunder rolled. It was nothing dangerous, but Pendry didn't know that.
She knocked on my door at two in the morning.
"Dad?" she called. "Can I come in? I'm scared. Are we going to sink?"
She didn't wait for me to answer; she just came running to my bed and climbed in. She was shaking and trembling. I held her close and petted her hair.
"No, baby; we're not going to sink," I told her. "We can take a lot heavier sea than this. This is just kind of a middle-sized storm. There's nothing to worry about."
"Are you sure?" she asked.
"Yes, Penn, I'm sure. We'll just sleep it out and it will be gone in the morning. We're fine, I promise. Go back to bed and get some sleep."
She clung to me. "No, Dad; don't make me. I don't like storms. We had a tornado in Omaha once and I've been afraid of them ever since. Let me stay. Just hold me and I'll be okay. Please?"
"Okay, baby," I turned back the covers and she scooted in. She had on a long t-shirt for a nightgown and she burrowed into my chest. I wrapped her up in my arms and we drifted off.
When I woke up in the morning, she was spooned up against me. My arm was over her and her butt was pressed into my groin. There was something going on down there that wasn't supposed to be happening. My cock was hard as a steel pole and it was nestled between the cheeks of the butt pushing back into it.
I felt her little hand move and she pulled on mine. She moved it up until she pressed it over one full breast. She pushed it firmly onto that glorious mound and I could feel her nipple, rock hard beneath my fingers.
"What are you doing, baby?" I whispered.
She gasped. "I didn't know you were awake. I'm sorry Dad, I just feel... I just feel... I don't know what. I just needed to do that. Is it okay?"
"Yes, baby; if you need to do it that's what you need. It's okay, but where is this going?"
"I don't know," she said. "Do you care?"
"I care very much," I told her. "I care about you. I don't want you to do anything that will make us feel awkward around each other. I don't want to risk what we have going here. I've fallen absolutely in love with my little girl and I don't want to spoil that."
She turned over and her cute little nose was touching mine. "How could I ever feel awkward with you?" she asked. "I've known you for a week and I've never loved anyone so much in my life. I don't know anything about being in love, but I'm in love with you, Dad. I know that sounds weird and kind of creepy, but I can't help it. Every time you touch me I get all warm inside. I can't get enough of it. I've been trying to show you. Don't you think I'm pretty?"



"I think you're gorgeous, Pendry. The problem is, you're eighteen and I'm forty. You're my daughter and I don't want to mess that up. I've fucked up everything in my life and the only thing I've ever done right is this week with you. That's precious to me and I'd rather cut my nuts off than screw this up."
"What difference does it make how old we are?" she asked. "Yes, I'm your little girl, but you didn't even know you had me a week ago. If you just met me today and didn't know who I was, what would you think about me?"
"I don't know. I know what I thought the first time I saw you."
"What did you think?"
"I thought you were the most beautiful girl I'd ever seen and that I'd like to get to know you."
"So get to know me," she said. "Love me, feel me."
She pulled my hand back onto one of those awesome breasts. I groaned and filled my fingers with it. When I rolled the nipple between my thumb and forefinger she moaned and moved closer. She offered me her lips and I kissed my baby for the first time as a man kisses a woman. Her lips were soft and puffy, moving and alive against mine and her tongue caressed mine.
I wrapped her in my arms and stroked her back. She pressed that smoking hot body against mine and her hands explored as the kiss deepened. We caressed and loved each other for half an hour, just cuddling between the sheets.
She finally pulled back. "I want more," she said. "This is enough for now, I want to think about this and play it over in my head. I'm going to sleep with you again tonight, Dad. I think I'm always going to sleep with you from now on. Do you mind?"
I kissed her forehead. "No baby, I'd be insane to mind having the most gorgeous woman on earth in my bed. Are you sure?"
"Yes, but now I'm hungry and I need to pee. Go make us some breakfast. I'll wash dishes if you'll cook."
When she came in she kissed me and we had sausage, biscuits, scrambled eggs and honey.
"Dad, do we have to go anywhere today?" she asked.
"No, baby; why do you ask?"
"Let's find a little island somewhere, anchor out, go ashore and hang out," she said. "I want to go fishing."
Little John Island was about ten minutes away and we pulled in as close as I dared. I dropped the hooks and we pulled the runabout in and fired it up. She swung the basket down with our lunch and gave me the tackle. She climbed aboard and we found a drop off into deep water from about eight feet and started bouncing jigs down the drop off. We started catching dorado, almost immediately. They were strong and active and Pendry was having a blast. I saw something in the water and I had her grab a pole with a big circle hook on it. I cut the tail off of a dorado and baited it up. I told her where to throw and she hit it perfectly. The hookup was immediate and she set the hook. She was dragged down the length of the boat and she held on for dear life. I sprang after her and wrapped my arms around her belly. We leaned back and the line began to scream off the reel. The fish kept running and I knew we weren't going to be able to turn it before it stripped the line.
"We need to follow it," I told her.
"I got it," she panted "Let's go."
I fired up the engine and we followed the fish. We gained a little line and by the time we went a mile offshore she had it turned as it tired. She pumped the rod and gained more line. When she got two hundred yards back on the reel it made another run and she lost everything. We chased it again and the run was only half a mile this time. Twice more it made runs and we had to chase it. She had been fighting it for 45 minutes and she was exhausted. I offered to relieve her, but she was having none of that. Slowly, she gained line and I saw it close to the surface, thirty yards out.
"There it is, baby," I shouted.
She looked and saw it out there.
"What is it," she called.
"It's a big Bluefin Tuna," I told her.
She pulled it in slowly until it was right beside the boat. It was huge! It must have weighed close to 500 pounds.
"Can we eat it?" she asked.
"It would be like butchering a cow," I told her. "Let's let it go. We can eat the dorado and we'll catch smaller tuna. I'd really like to catch some skipjack. It's beautiful, isn't it."
"Yes, I didn't want to kill it anyway," she said. "How will we let it go?"
"I'll cut the line," I told her. "Ease up a little."
I cut the line with my knife and it swam slowly back into the depths.
We moved back to shallow water and we wound up catching a dozen skipjack that I put on ice. We tied the runabout back up and swam to shore. We snorkeled and gathered more scallops to add to our collection. When she was ready, we swam back to the boat and climbed on board. We showered and dressed for dinner.
I should say I dressed; Pendry undressed. When she came in she was fluffing her hair with a towel. She had on shirt with no sleeves that she was wearing as a vest. The buttons were serving no function and it gaped open giving me flashes of little brown nipple every time she moved. Her breasts were breathtaking. They were full and heavy and they bounced and swayed every time she moved. That firm teenaged flesh was the stuff to drive men wild. She had on a pair of lacy bikini panties that were practically non-existent and that was it.
"Jesus, baby," I exclaimed. "Are you trying to kill me?"
"No, I'm seducing you," she laughed and then became serious. "I've been trying for days. Haven't you noticed?"
"I notice you're beautiful and very naughty," I chuckled.
"I think after this morning clothes are supernumerary," she said.
"Penn use big word,"
She punched me. "I know what words mean. Maybe you should spend some time in a dictionary."
"I actually know what that means, too, but sometimes clothing is necessary."
"Not when it's just me and you," she said. "I may go naked."
"As erotic as that sounds, this is probably more exciting," I told her. "Less isn't always more. Dressing sexy is sometimes more exciting than wearing nothing. What you have on leaves something to the imagination. I have a very fertile imagination. I think what you would look like if I took your shirt or your panties off.
She pushed the waistband of the panties down, giving me a peek at a little flame red stripe of curls. It was only a flash, but it was incredibly sexy.
"Stop it or I'm not going to feed you," I told her.
"What are we having?" she asked.
"I'm going to make scallops and we're going to grill tuna," I told her. "Have you ever had fresh grilled tuna?"
"No, only out of a can," she said. "I don't like it much."
"This is nothing like that," I said.
The galley had a grill next to the range and I fired it up. She sat at the bar and watched me, her breasts hanging forward and pushed together by her arms with the nipples barely showing as she leaned on her elbows. The tuna had been marinating and I had the scallops ready to go. I had rice ready to fry and two kinds of squash. I made her chop onions and cut up the squash while I put the tuna on the grill. It sizzled away and I put the rice and vegetables on the griddle and broke three eggs. I had her stir fry everything with soy sauce, oil, butter and Worcestershire sauce. Her butt swayed under the shirt and I took time to press up against her back, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her firmly against me. I slid my hands under her shirt, cupping those amazing breasts, and she turned her head and looked up at me with those big emerald colored eyes. She raised her lips and I claimed them for a moment. I pulled away and her eyes smoldered at me. I turned the tuna and put the scallops on. If you cook them too long they get tough. These were huge, about the size of a small biscuit and I kept basting them. I basted the tuna too and the scallops were done first. She got two plates, halved the rice and vegetables and I put half a dozen scallops on each plate.
We dug in and the scallops were very good. Pendry loved them and took the last three off the grill. The tuna was finished and she ate her piece with relish.
"You're right," she said. "It was nothing like the can. This is delicious. You're a fantastic cook, Dad. Thanks. I'll clean up. You go relax and I'll join you in a minute.
I went up on deck and poured a jigger of good brandy. I put my feet up on the rail and lit up one of the good Cubans. I closed my eyes and relaxed. She came up in about 15 minutes.
"I didn't know you smoked," she said.
"I don't," I told her. "I smoke a couple of cigars a month. Would you like one?"
"Are they good?" she asked.
"I think so. Some people hate them."
"I'll try one," she said. "What are you drinking?"
"It's brandy. I'll get you some of that, too."
I went below and got a cigar out of the humidor and some brandy for her. When I got back she was sitting in my chair.
"Hey, get your own chair," I told her.
She stood up and when I sat down she sat on my lap, leaning back on one arm of the chair with her knees over the other.
"I like this," she said.
I showed her how to cut a cigar and how to light it so it burns evenly. She puffed on it and coughed for a minute.
"You don't inhale," I told her. "Just puff on it. Drink some brandy to cut the taste."
She took a sip and shivered. "It tastes good, but strong," she said.
"Yeah, it's just for special occasions, like the cigars," I told her.
"What's the occasion?" she asked.
"One week ago today my daughter told me she wanted to stay with me and get to know me," I said. "It's been the best week of my life."
That made her eyes get all teary. I couldn't tell if it was the cigar or emotion, but I suspected the latter.
"It's been the best week of my life, too," she said.
We smoked the cigars and sipped our brandy. Her shirt slipped gradually away until both breasts were fully exposed just a foot away from my eyes. They were amazing. They were very full and firm. They didn't sag a fraction of an inch and her nipples were fat and stubby, centered on quarter sized areola. Her stomach was as flat as a board and her abdominal muscles rippled in high definition under her skin. I could see that little strip of flame under the lace of her panties and I couldn't help myself. I had to touch her. I rested my palm on her stomach and she put her hand over it. She pulled it up over one breast and I cupped it in my hand. I rolled her fat little nipple between my fingers and she moaned.
"I'm going to brush my teeth," she said. "I don't like the aftertaste of the cigar."
I followed her and we brushed and washed the smoke smell off our hands.
"Take me to bed." Her emerald eyes glinted.
I took her hand and when we got to the bed her shirt went away. I stripped to my boxers and we climbed in together. She climbed on top of me and straddled my body, bending down to kiss me.
Her lips were alive and luscious and she gave them to me fully. Her little pointed tongue probed between my lips and I let it duel with mine as the kiss deepened. I pulled her to me and those spectacular breasts rubbed over my chest. He nipples were two pebbles scraping over me. She moved up a little so that she could find my lips with one fat little nipple. It rubbed over my lips and I opened them to take it. She moaned and shuddered as I pulled at it. I circled it with my tongue and let my teeth grip it gently. I pulled at it and let it slip away. I found the other, pulling it in, and she shook as an orgasm rippled through her body.
"Oh, my God, Dad!" she gasped. "Something... Something... What's happening to me? Oh God, it feels so good, You're making me... Oh, sweet Jesus!"
She shuddered and collapsed against me, pressing her lips to mine like she was desperate for affirmation.
"God, baby," I told her. "You're smoking hot! You came for me, baby. You look so beautiful when you cum. I can't believe you came from me just sucking on your nipples! You're so hot, Pendry!"
She smiled down at me. "I've never felt like that before," she told me. "I've never let a man touch me like that. God, Dad, that felt amazing. Can I do it again?"
"I don't know if you'll cum again from me playing with your nipples, but you can cum again. I'm going to make you cum a million times."
"I want to look at you," she said. "Can I?"
"Of course, baby. I want to look at you, too. God, you're so beautiful, Penn."
She moved to the side, lying beside me as she ran her hand across my chest. "You're in great shape for an old man," she giggled, teasing me.
"You little minx," I said. "I'm in good shape for anyone!"
She squeezed my pecs. "Yes, you are. I was just kidding. You are in great shape. You have huge muscles."
Her hand slid down over my stomach and into the waistband of my boxers. She grasped my cock in her little hand and gasped. Her hand jerked away like it had been burned, and just as quickly returned to hold me again. She pushed urgently at the boxers and I raised my hips so she could pull them off. My erection sprang up, bumping her chin as she slid the boxers off my feet and she gasped and froze. She stared with wide eyes.
"Jesus, Dad, it's huge!"
She looked at me with an expression of almost panic. "I don't know, Dad. I'm afraid! I don't think I can take that! It's so big."
She sat beside me and held my cock in her little hands. She turned it back and forth as if memorizing every detail.
"How big is it?" she asked. "I can't imagine that you would have such a big cock."
"What do you have to compare it to?" I asked her.
"The internet," she said. "Maybe you aren't that big, but it looks huge."
"I think it's pretty normal," I told her.
"Well, it's intimidating."
"Having second thoughts, baby?"
"Yes, well no, not really. I still want to. You're going to have to be really slow and really gentle with me, Dad. I've never done it before and I'm really scared."
"Don't be scared, baby. I would never hurt you. If you don't want to do this, I love you. If you do I love you. This is totally up to you. If you want to wait, that's ok. Whatever you decide, I love you."
"I love you, too, Dad and I want to love you every way possible. I want to do it, and I want to do it tonight. I want to be your lover."
I rolled on top of her and kissed her lips. I traced a line of kisses to her earlobe and nibbled on it. She shivered and giggled. I kissed down her neck to her breasts, kissing all over her firm flesh. I couldn't get over how they held their perfect shape, even lying on her back. She was a big beautiful bundle of sexual energy and she moaned her pleasure as I nursed at her breasts.
When my lips traced a line of fire down off her ribcage onto the flat muscularity of her belly, it moved sweetly under my lips. I paused to push my tongue into her little navel and she giggled again. When I reached the little satin panties, I pulled at them with my teeth and she pushed them down over the swell of her hips.
The little flaming strip of curls came into view and I tugged at one with my lips. I parted her golden thighs and lay between them, looking at the most beautiful sight I had ever seen. Her pussy was perfect. Pink lips were tightly sealed and the little nub of her clitoris nestled at the top. I traced her lips with my tongue and they separated slightly as her hips bucked against me. I parted them with my fingers and felt her wetness seep down, covering her lips with a glistening sheen.
When I probed her opening, she squealed and clasped my head between her thighs. I lapped upward to the little nub of her clitoris and teased it with my tongue.
"Oh, oh, Dad, that feels so amazing," she moaned. "That's it, lick me! I can't believe how good that feels. Please don't stop."
I had no intention of stopping. I teased her clitoris and it elongated, emerging from behind her protective hood and peeking out. I massaged it with my tongue as her hips jerked and she writhed beneath me. It continued to swell, engorging with blood until I could take it between my lips and suck it in. Holding in inside with suction I lashed it with my tongue and she exploded. Her hands pulled at my hair and her pelvis thrust and bucked until it was all I could do to maintain contact. She moaned and thrashed and cried out her passion.
"Cuming! I'm cuming again! Oh, God, Dad, you're driving me wild. Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, I'm cumming!"
She continued to thrash and I continued to attack her little pussy until her movements began to subside and she squirmed to escape my tongue.
"Stop, Dad," she cried. "Please, it's too much; I can't stand it. Stop, oh my God, please," her voice rose in distress and I slid back up over her until I could claim those rich, full lips.
She kissed me passionately and I felt the head of my cock kissed by her wetness. I probed her lips and lodged at her opening.
She looked up at me with wide, frightened eyes as I increased the pressure.
"It's okay, Pendry," I told her. "I'll be gentle."
She smiled tremulously and I felt her nether lips part as the head of my cock slipped inside. I felt heat and wet against the head of my cock as I pressed into her, but no barrier. She winced and shivered and I let her rest and relax. I moved my hips in a circle, centered on our joining and her moisture flowed freely, easing the way.
I could feel her pussy lips, moist against my cock as if to drag me in. I just rested, socketed in her. I reached down and rubbed against her little love nub with my fingers. After a few minutes she had a small orgasm and I thrust forward suddenly and I was in. She sucked in her breath and I felt her belly flutter.
"Shit, wait!" she said. "Why did you do that?" She looked up at me with pain in her eyes.
"It's the only way, Penn," I told her. "I'm sorry, baby, but you are so tight. That's the only way I was getting in. Are you okay?"
"Yes, but damn that hurts. Don't do that again, okay?"
"No, Pendry; I won't. We'll just go slow, okay?" I thanked the deities she hadn't had a cherry.
"Am I bleeding?" she asked. "It feels like I'm bleeding!" there was a little panic in her voice.
"No, Pendry; you're not bleeding. Don't worry about it. It's normal. If you had a hymen you would be. It wouldn't be much. We'd have probably ruined the sheets, but that would have been okay. We'd just have saved them for a trophy."
"You're an asshole, Dad," she laughed. "I can't believe you hurt me like that and now you're laughing about it."
"I don't feel like laughing, baby. Sometimes I make jokes because I don't know how to express my emotions very well. If you could feel how full of love my heart is for you right now, you would understand. You just gave me something that you'll never give anyone else. I'm so honored and so proud that you let me be the one. You've kept that treasure for eighteen years and you just gave it to me. You'll never know how that makes me feel. I'd die for you, Penn. I love you more than anything I've ever loved in my life. My heart is bursting so I make a joke because I don't know how to tell you how much I love you."
"Jesus, Dad; I think you just figured it out," she said. "That's the most loving and sweetest thing anyone has ever said to me. I'm glad I waited so I could give it to you. I can't imagine giving it to anyone else. There will never be anyone for me except you, Dad. I think I'm built to love only one man and you're him. I'm grateful I found you and I'm so in love with you. Don't ever let me go, Daddy. I want to be with you forever. I want to make love with you every day for the rest of your life. I want to have your babies in a few years. Do you want me like that?"
"You make me so happy, Penn," I told her. "I won't ever let you go. About babies though, should we be doing this bareback? Are you taking birth control?"
"Yes, Dad; I started when I was fifteen because I had irregular periods. I'm going to run out in a month, though. We need to do something about that, but not right now. Right now I want you to make love to me."



I inched slowly forward and she winced again but she didn't draw back and I pressed ahead until I felt my pelvic bone bump against her clit. She moaned when she felt that and I drew back a little. She was amazing! She had been a virgin and she took my whole fat cock inside her. I drew back a couple of inches and then thrust deep again. She gasped and her knees bent up and her thighs squeezed against mine.
I drew back again and found a rhythm, moving just a few inches back and forth and her moans grew stronger and her body began to move with me. Her big breasts bounced with our motions and we made erotic sounds as we coupled. I began to give her longer strokes and she winced with the first few thrusts until she grew more comfortable. As her pleasure grew her discomfort diminished until she was thrusting back at me vigorously. Her voice sounded, low and husky at first, but quickly rising in pitch without losing its huskiness. The volume also increased until she was crying out her passion with each plunge of my cock into her depths. It was slow and sweet and she came a dozen times, each climax building in intensity. I could tell that I wouldn't last much longer and I pumped her little pussy like a piston. She thrust up hard against me and I felt her open and I was buried to the hilt. Her eyes opened wide and she groaned. She was cumming continuously now, and I felt the cum boil up from my balls as I erupted inside her convulsing walls.
"Oh damn, oh my God, oh sweet Jesus, Dad; I can't stop cumming," she groaned. "I can't stop, oh, Christ, it's so good. I can feel your cum inside me, it's filling me up! Cum Daddy, cum inside me! It feels so good; I don't ever want to stop!"
I groaned as my balls emptied inside her and it felt like I came forever. She was sobbing beneath me and I became concerned. I coasted to a stop and she grabbed my head and kissed me fiercely.
"Pendry, are you okay?" I whispered against her lips.
She nodded. "Yes, I just felt like I was losing control. You made me cum so many times I thought I was going to die! Jesus you're a good lover. You make me so happy I just cried. I couldn't help it. I came so hard I thought I was losing my mind."
"I'm glad it was good for you, Penn," I told her. "I love you so much. You're gentle, so sweet, so smart and you have the most beautiful body I've ever seen, baby. Playboy bunnies would die to look like you. They have surgery and still can't look like you and you're all natural. I'm the luckiest man on the planet."
"As long as you fuck me like that, you'll stay lucky," she laughed. "Dad, I think I'm lying in a puddle of cum. As sexy as it feels, I don't think I want to sleep in it. Can we take a shower and change the sheets?"
I got up and pulled her to her feet. She began to collapse and I caught her.
"I don't think I can walk, Dad," she said. "Could you carry me?"
I swept her beautiful body up in my arms and carried her into the shower. We washed each other and I couldn't keep my hands off that glorious teenage nakedness. She loved the contact and when we were clean and dry, I carried her to her cabin.
"I don't feel like changing sheets tonight," I told her. "Well sleep in your bed."
"It's our bed," she said. "Any bed I'm in is our bed. I'll always share with you."
She took her favorite spoon position against me, pillowing her head on my arm and she was out like a light. I drifted off holding the girl of my dreams in my arms, her hair tickling my chest and her butt pressed against my cock. It seemed like moments had passed when I woke up with her lips moving over my cock. I was as hard as I've ever been in my life as my little girl bobbed her head over my cock. She sucked me like she had been dying to do it all her life. When I felt the cum boiling up I warned her. "I'm going to cum, baby." She looked up at me with those emerald eyes and took what she couldn't get in her mouth with one hot little hand while the other massaged my balls; milking me for my cum. I exploded in her mouth and she choked a little, unprepared for the volume. She kept at it and swallowed every drop, running her tongue around the sensitive head of my cock as she searched fro the last few drops. She moved that fantastic body back up over me and kissed me deeply before curling up and going back to sleep. Twice more during the night I woke her up. I fucked her like a man possessed the first time, pounding her little pussy until she screamed out her pleasure. Toward dawn we made slow, sweet passionate love and she came a dozen times before I gave her what little cum was left in my balls. We slept until early afternoon before I woke up. I watched her sleeping for a long time, her flaming hair covering us like a blanket and one big breast peeping out of the covers. When I squeezed it she moaned in her sleep and rolled onto her belly. That gave me an opportunity to play with that glorious butt. It was truly amazing and I could feel my erection growing. I moved between her wide spread thighs and entered her from behind. She woke up when she felt the head of my cock slip into her.
She groaned. "Easy, Dad; I'm so sore. I don't know if I can. Jesus, you feel so big this way. It's like you're doing me for the first time again!
I reached into a drawer by the bed and applied a little lube. We slid easier then.
"Oh, Jesus, Dad; that's better. Fuck, that feels good."
She began to moan deeply as I pushed in, bottoming out in her tight little pussy. I held at full penetration and she groaned. I made short, deep strokes, holding at the bottom and she made a sound at each thrust, becoming louder with each stroke until she was moaning constantly. I could feel her pussy spasming around me as she came again and again. A note of desperation crept into her voice as I continued to fuck her for more than twenty minutes.
"Jesus, oh my God, Dad; oh my God, I can't stop cumming. Please, Dad; cum. Oh my God, Dad; please cum, please cum, you're going to kill me!"
Her pleas drove me over the edge and I erupted, holding myself deeply inside and painting her cervix with cum. When the last few drops were inside her I lay over her and felt her shuddering beneath me. She was crying and I eased out to hold that beautiful body against me as she sobbed.
"Christ, Dad, that was intense. I think you've damaged me. I don't think I'll be able to walk for a week."
"Why are you crying, baby?" I asked her.
"I'm not sad," she said. "I don't know. You just made me so emotional. I'm so in love with you and you just turned me into an emotional wreck. I can't believe you make me feel like this and it scares me. I feel like I've given you everything and I'm afraid you don't love me as much as I love you. You could hurt me so bad and that scares the hell out of me, so I just cried."
"Don't cry, Pendry. I'll never hurt you and it's impossible for me not to love you. You're the most loveable girl I've ever met. I'll always love you and I'll never let you go. I'll never hurt you like that and you don't have to worry ever again about anything. You're mine and I'm going to keep you here always. I love you with all my heart, Penn."
I kissed her lips and we slept again, her body wrapped in my arms. If I never woke up, my life was complete.
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Lucas Ramsey collapsed in his La-Z-Boy and sipped his scotch. It had been a very long day. In fact, it had been a long week. He had just arrived home from a business trip to Hong Kong. He had been there all week and had worked very hard to put this deal together. He needed manufacturing and he had found a group he thought could put it together. He hadn't expected to find a major new market, but that's what had happened.
He didn't really need to work anymore, but he enjoyed it. At fifty-six, he could retire and never get out of his chair again, but he liked staying busy. His wife had wanted this business to succeed and it had. After her passing, caused by a blood clot after a visit to the dentist, work had been all that kept him sane. He had loved Lilly with every fiber of his being. Her death left a hole in his life that had never really filled in.
The scotch was very good. It was a single malt and he made a note to buy it again. He felt something unusual and then realized his cell phone was vibrating. He had turned it to vibrate and forgotten to turn it back up.
He got it out and looked. He didn't recognize the number, but he got calls from many people he didn't know, so he answered it.
"Hello?"
"Uncle Luke?" he heard a girl's voice on the line. "Is that you?"
"This is Lucas Ramsey," he said. "Is that you, Samantha?"
Samantha was his only niece. She lived in Seattle and he saw her maybe once a year. His youngest sister was her mother and he never really got along with Rebecca. She was too careless with her life and too slutty for his tastes. She was drop dead gorgeous and she had parlayed her looks into a series of marriages that had left her very well off. They rarely spoke and Samantha had never called him before.
"Yes, it's me. I'm sorry to bother you."
"You aren't a bother to me," he told her. "I'm just surprised to hear from you. I didn't even know you had my number. How are you, honey?"
The last time he had seen Samantha she had been about twelve and she had looked more like eight. She was a tiny little blond pixie of a girl and Lucas had thought she was charming. He took her to the zoo in San Diego that Christmas when they had met at his parents' house, and he had loved her enthusiasm at everything they saw.
"I got your number from Aunt Susan," she told him. "I'm in trouble, Uncle Luke and I don't have anywhere else to turn. I need your help. If you don't help me I don't know what I'm going to do."
He could tell she was crying. "What's wrong, sweetheart? Where are you?"
"I'm in Portland. I was wondering if you could come and pick me up?"
"You're here? What are you doing... never mind that. You can tell me after I come and get you. Where are you?"
"I'm at the train station. It's not in a very nice place and I'm scared."
"Find a policeman or someone that works there," he told her. "I'll be there in twenty minutes."
"Okay," she sniffed a little. "Thanks Uncle Luke."
"Hang tight," he told her.
He jumped up and grabbed his coat and keys. He went to the parking garage and fired up his 1970 Buick GSX. The big yellow and black muscle car rumbled to life and he drove quickly to the train station. He caught most of the lights and he was parking in fifteen minutes.
The train station was underground and it was in a rough neighborhood. He took the stairs two at a time and looked around the platform for Samantha. There were only three people in sight and she wasn't one of them. He walked along the platform and saw a corridor leading off to the right. He heard voices and walked down to the turn. He saw a group of four young men, a young girl and a slightly older girl. The two women were backed against the wall and the men had surrounded them. He saw one of the men reach out and touch Samantha. She slapped his hand away and Lucas was close enough to hear what they were saying now.
"Come on, baby," the one that had touched Samantha was saying. "You know a fine looking bitch like you wants the big package. Marcus got the big dick. He make that pretty little pussy feel real nice."
"Leave us alone," the older girl said. "I've already called the cops and you punks better get out of here."
She was a tall, slender black girl who looked like she was in her early twenties. She had on a uniform and she evidently worked for the train company.
"Who asked you, bitch?" one of the other's asked. "You better watch yo mouth. Popo don't come down here. He afraid we fuck him up."
Lucas was now within ten yards and he cleared his throat. The thugs turned to look at him.
"May I help you gentlemen?" he asked.
"Old man better get to stepping," the one who had touched Samantha said. "This none of you biddness. You don't want none of this."
"I'm afraid I can't do that," Lucas said. "This young lady is my niece, and I'm here to pick her up. I don't think the ladies are interested. I suggest you pull up those pants and get moving."
"You talking shit to Marcus? I fuck you up, old man."
"I don't think so," Lucas advanced toward him. They were now within reach and they got a feel for his size. Marcus looked at his boys a little nervously. This man was huge.
Lucas was six feet six inches tall in his socks and he weighed 285 pounds. None of it was fat belly. He had played offensive tackle in college and could have played pro ball. He was the number 12 pick in the draft his senior year. He had chosen to go into shoot boxing, then mixed martial arts and fought for six years in Japan. When the company was bought out by the Americans, it became evident that they weren't going to have a weight class he could compete in, and he retired.
Marcus pulled a knife out of his pocket and Lucas kicked him in the belly. He flew across the corridor and slammed against the wall. He slumped to the floor unconscious, but Lucas was already moving. He got a right in just below the ear of the nearest thug and he dropped like he had been shot. Lucas spun away and caught the third with a spinning back fist on the bridge of the nose. The nose broke with a sickening crunch and the remaining thug was running as fast as his low hanging pants allowed.
"I told him he should pull up his pants," Lucas said. "Are you ladies okay?"
They stared at him in silence for a moment, their mouths hanging open.
"I'm leakin," the thug holding his broken nose cried. "Somebody call the ambulance."
Samantha shook her head and ran to Lucas. She jumped on him and he caught her easily, hugging her to him as she wrapped her arms and legs around him.
She kissed him fiercely and buried her face in his shoulder. "My God, Uncle Luke, I can't believe you did that. I thought they were going to rape us or kill us, maybe both. Thanks for coming to get me."
He laughed and set her down. "You're welcome. I think we should get out of here before they wake up or the cops finally show up and we have to answer a bunch of awkward questions. Are you going to introduce me to your friend?"
She took his hand in her little one and the young woman's hand with the other. They walked back toward the platform and Samantha introduced them.
"This is Lila. She works on the trains. She lives here and she was taking me back to the office to wait for you when those men saw us. Lila, this is my uncle, Lucas Ramsey."
"Pleased to meet you," Lila said, "especially since you got us out of a bad situation back there. There's supposed to be a security guard here. I don't know where he is. Are you the Lucas Ramsey; the telecommunications guru?"
He laughed. "No, he's an imposter. I'm really just Uncle Luke. I pretend to be a tycoon, but my real job is rescuing damsels in distress."
Lila laughed. Lucas liked her laugh. It was full and deep like her voice. She was a very attractive lady, he decided.
"Well, girls, let's get out of here. I know an all-night diner that's close. They have good pie. Will you let me buy you a piece of pie and a cup of coffee? There's a story I need to hear and I'd love to have two beautiful ladies go with me."
"I'd like that," Samantha said. "Please, Lila, will you go with us?"
The girl hesitated for a minute. "Yes, I'll go. I should call my mom and tell her I'm in. She worries if I'm late."
When they reached the street, Lila called her mother and Lucas led the way to where he had parked his car.
"Oh my God," Samantha exclaimed when she saw the GSX. "Is that your car, Uncle Luke?"
"Yes, do you like it?"
"I love it," she exclaimed. "It looks like a giant bumble bee."
"Well, you're going to have to sit in the back," he told her. "You're the only one little enough to get back there."
They climbed in and Samantha sat forward so that she could put an arm around each of their shoulders. When he fired the big V8 up she was thrilled with the rumble of the exhaust. "Is it fast?" she asked.
He pulled into the street and stopped at the light. "Want to see?" he asked them.
"Oh, yes," Samantha said. Lila nodded, her big brown eyes shining.
When the light changed he punched it. The 455 roared and the big car fishtailed as the fat tires clawed for traction. Samantha was pinned back to her seat and Lila clutched her arm rest as the GSX roared through the gears. The streets were deserted and the speedometer quickly climbed past one hundred before Lucas dropped it back down to the legal limit.
The girls chattered excitedly. "Jesus, Uncle Luke. That was like one of those powered launch roller coasters," Samantha said. "I love this car."
"I'll let you drive it sometime," he told her. "Do you have your license?"
"No, Mom doesn't have a car," she said. "I have a permit, though. I can drive with a licensed driver in the car."
"Well, it's a good thing Lila's an adult," he laughed. "That way we kids can drive."
Lila laughed again. That was what Lucas had been hoping to hear. "You are just a big kid," she said. "One of us has to be responsible."
They pulled into the diner and sat down in a booth. Samantha sat very close to Lucas and they ordered. Lucas and Lila had coffee with their pie and Samantha had hot chocolate.
"I guess you want to know why I called you," she told him.
"Yes, I've been wondering about that. If you want to wait until we're alone to tell me, that's okay," he said.
"No, I don't mind Lila knowing," she said. "She was very nice to me on the train, and she tried to help me when we got here."
"Have you run away from home?" Lila asked her.
"Yes," she glanced up shyly at Lucas. "I know you don't like Mom very much, Uncle Luke. I don't like her much either. She's always been nice to me, but with her, she's what matters most and everything else comes second. I've always been sort of an inconvenience to her." Her deep blue eyes filled with tears.
"I've always been okay with that. I'd just as soon not be around her much anyway, but two years ago, she met Raymond. He puts on a good show, but after a about a year of living with us he started... doing things," she shifted uncomfortably.
Lucas knew where this was going. "I understand, honey. You don't have to talk about it if you don't want to."
"No I want you to know. If you know, you won't send me back to her. He would come in 'accidently' when I was getting out of the shower or getting ready for bed. He started brushing up against my boobs or my butt. He watched me all the time, and it made my skin crawl. We went swimming once and he had his hands all over me. He would come into my room in just his underwear. He wanted me to touch him..." her voice broke and she began to sob. "I hated him. He makes me feel dirty and ashamed. I had to get out of there, Uncle Luke. I tried to tell Mom and she was furious. Not with him though, with me. She called me a slut and said if I didn't tease him and go around looking like a whore, it wouldn't happen. I'm not a slut, Uncle Luke."
Her small body shook with sobs and he hugged her tightly. "I know you aren't, baby girl. None of this is your fault. Don't worry about it. Did you tell Aunt Susan about this?"
"Yes, after I ran away I called her. She's the one that suggested I come to you. I'm sorry to bother you, Uncle Luke, but you and Aunt Susan and Grandma are the only family I have. I remembered when you took me to the zoo and I thought you liked me. I tried to make you like me. I thought if you liked me maybe... If you thought I was pretty... you might... " she was sobbing so much she couldn't continue.
Lila reached over and patted her hand. Lucas' heart was breaking. He couldn't stand the thought of anyone making this little angel so sad.
"I do like you, baby. I think I would fall in love with you if I knew you better. I just haven't been able to spend much time with you. I'm sorry about that. If I had known... no that's just an excuse. I never knew you were so unhappy. I've always known Rebecca was a bitch. That's why I avoid her. I was selfish. I should have found a way to get to know my niece better. That's my fault and I'm very sorry. Will you forgive me, baby?"
She looked up at him with tear filled eyes. "It's not your fault, either," she said. "I'm not your kid. There's no reason you should have been any different. When you had the chance you were nice to me. That day you took me to the zoo was the best day of my life. Someone was nice to me just because they liked me. I've always held on to that. That's what gave me the courage to come here."
"You're breaking my heart," Lila said. "God, what a mess. What are you going to do?"
"What do you want me to do for you?" Lucas asked. "I'll do anything I can."
"I don't know what to do," Samantha said. "I need help. What do you think I should do, Uncle Luke?"
He thought for a minute. "Do you think you might like to stay here in Portland with me?" he asked. "I guess you could go to New York and stay with Susan, but she already has her plate full with taking care of Bob. Did you know he has cancer?"
"Yes," Samantha nodded. "Would you really let me stay with you?"
"I can't think of anything I'd like better," he told her. "Do you think Rebecca will try to make you come back?"
"I don't think so," she said. "I'm 18, so I don't have to do what she says, but I didn't have anywhere to go. I'm still in high school, Uncle Luke. She'll be pissed off about it, but she never really wanted me there in the first place. She might try to make me come back just out of spite. Do we have to tell her?"
Lila thought that they should tell Rebecca. "I think you should tell her that Samantha is with you and that you know what was going on. You should threaten to tell Family Services that bastard was molesting her. I think it's still illegal, what that creeper did. I don't think there's a statute of limitations on child molestation. Tell her that if she doesn't cooperate you'll have the bastard arrested and she'll go to jail, too. I know about you, Lucas. You have the ability to get that done."
"Would that be okay, sweetheart?" he asked Samantha.
She cried some more when he asked her. "I thought that would make you happy," he said.
"It does," she sobbed. "I'm not crying because I'm sad. I just can't believe I could be so lucky to have an Uncle like you. I was hoping you might want me, but I was so afraid you wouldn't."
"You are very lucky, Samantha," Lila told her. "You're lucky, too, Lucas. Listen guys, I want to know how this all comes out, but I've got to get home. I'm sorry, but I have to catch a train in the morning. I need to call a cab."
"Nonsense," Lucas told her. "We'll take you home. But there's one more piece of business to take care of before we go."
"What is it" Samantha asked.
"It's about Lila," he said. "Will you go out with me, Lila?"
Samantha squealed with delight. "Oh, please say yes, Lila. That would be so cool."
"I know I'm too old for you," Lucas said. "Would you give me a chance?"
She looked at him with those huge, honest brown eyes. "I might," she said. "There are some big problems though."
"What?" he asked. "Line them up and I'll knock them down."
"Well, you're obviously a very nice guy," she said. "You're very good looking, you're loyal, you love your family and you're taking in your niece that you hardly know."
"Those are problems?" Samantha asked.
Lila laughed and it sent a thrill through Lucas. "No, I guess those are anti-problems. The problem is; first the age thing. You don't look a day over 35, Lucas. That's still ten years older than me. You're white and I'm black. You're rich and I'm not. I'm sure I'll think of others."
"Okay, I get the age thing," he said. "I'm in good shape though."
"I know," she laughed. "I just saw you put a beat down on four thugs half your age."
"Okay, I think we can work with that," he said. "I don't get the black and white thing."
"Would you want Samantha going out with a black guy twice her age?"
He thought for a minute. "I don't want to offend you, Lila, but you asked. No, I wouldn't like that, not in general. It would depend on the guy. I don't like it on general principle. It makes me uncomfortable. The stereotypical relationship like that is something ugly. Some black guys seem to have a thing for white girls. I think it's racist. I hate that sort of thing. I suppose there are white guys with the same kinds of sick ideas. I don't have a thing for black girls, Lila. I'm only interested in one."
"I understand, but my mother won't. She's going to feel just like you do about Samantha going out with a black guy. I feel that way, too."
"Well, we just need for her to get to know Uncle Luke," Samantha said. "Then she'll fall in love with him and there's no problem."
"That sounds right, but it won't be that simple," Lila said. "She's going to have a hissy cow when she finds out."
Lucas laughed. "I love that phrase," he said. "Now, I really don't get the rich, not rich thing."
"Don't you?" she asked. "Don't tell me that there haven't been thousands of women that have tried to get in bed with you just so they could get close to your money."
"Well, I can usually spot that sort of thing a mile away," he said. "They don't usually come up with lists of reasons they won't go out with me."
That made Lila laugh for a long time and Samantha giggled, too. "Okay, I see that you've thought about this and you're making me seem silly," Lila said. "I'll think about it. Call me on Thursday when I get back in and ask me again. Okay?"
Lucas had to be content with that. He paid the check and they dropped Lila off. She kissed his cheek and hugged Samantha for a long time. They both cried a little, and she went inside. She turned and waved from the top step, and they drove away.
When they got home, there was a problem. Samantha didn't have any clothes or personal items. They drove to a convenience store and she bought a toothbrush, toothpaste and contact solution. She still didn't have any clothes, but Lucas got her a t-shirt to sleep in. He had a spare bedroom for her and she went to take a shower and put on the t-shirt. She brought out her dirty clothes and he took them. He took her to the laundry room and showed her how to use the machines. He was a little embarrassed to put a tiny pink thong in the washing machine, and the little matching; lacy bra was just as intriguing.
They turned on the machine and he put a frozen pizza in the oven. She was hungry, even after the pie, and they shared the pizza. She looked adorable in his t-shirt. She was a tiny little thing and it made a good nightgown. She wasn't much over five feet and he doubted she weighed more than a hundred pounds.



"Stand there and let me look at you," he told her. "You've grown up a lot since the last time I saw you."
She was a little embarrassed, but she posed with her hand on one hip while he looked her over. She wore her blonde hair long, reaching to the middle of her back. It had streaks of brown in it and she confessed that she colored it with the brown highlights. It was pure blonde, naturally.
Her face was gorgeous. Her eyes were huge and a deep cobalt blue. She was very brown and she told him she tanned. Not artificially, but her mother had a sun deck and she spent a lot of time there. She had a cute little button nose with a dusting of freckles on it, full, pouty lips and a little pointed chin. Her cheeks dimpled when she smiled and she smiled a lot. She was a little brown cherub. She was very slender, but there were definite feminine shapes under the t-shirt. She had small, pointy teen-age breasts and he could have sworn he could make out little hard pointed nipples under the thin material. The way she stood showed that her hips were curved in all the right places and he could see a firm little round butt when she turned around to give him a look at her from the back.
"Well, do I pass inspection?" she asked him.
"You're perfect," he told her. "God, you're beautiful, baby. You grew up right. You're going to break hearts."
"Not yours," she told him. "I'm going to love you all my life and I'm going to make you very happy. I'm going to make you proud of me."
"Don't worry about that," he told her. "I already am. Tell me about Samantha."
"Well, I play trumpet in the jazz band at school," she began. "I'm very sad I had to leave my trumpet in Seattle."
"We'll get you one," he assured her. "What else? What do you like to do?"
"I like math and science," she told him. "I was third in my class, I was on the debate team and I swim the 100 meter butterfly and dive. I like old music and fast cars. I like to cuddle," she hinted, "but I haven't had anyone to do that with."
He pulled her over against him and she snuggled into his huge form; one arm across his chest and her head on his chest.
"That's better," she said. "I like being outside, I like fishing and camping and I like horses. What do you like, Uncle Luke."
"I like little gorgeous blonde girls," he said. She giggled and he continued. "I like to snow ski, I like a lot of the things you like. Are you sure you didn't just make that stuff up because you knew I liked them?"
She giggled again. "I don't know anything about you. Mom never talked about you. I think she was jealous of you because you are all the things she could never be. When are we going to talk to her?"
"I think we should do it tomorrow," he told her. "It isn't going to be fun, but I don't like to put unpleasant things off. Do you want to see her face to face, or do you want to give her a Skype call?"
"I don't want to talk to her at all, but I will if you want me to," she said.
"I can handle it if you want me to," he told her. "I'll talk to my lawyers in the morning, get the paperwork ready and fly up to Seattle and confront her. I'll make her sign the papers for me to be your guardian as long as you're in school, and be home in time for dinner. How does that sound?"
"It sounds like you're my hero," she said. She took his hand and snuggled her cheek into it. "Thank you, Uncle Luke. I'll make it up to you somehow."
"You don't have anything to make up for," he told her. "That's one thing I won't allow if you're going to stay with me. It's okay to be thankful, but families do things for each other. When they do, it isn't because they expect to be 'paid back.' I'm doing this for you because it makes me happy for you to be happy. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Uncle Luke. But I'll never forget what you're doing for me. You've already saved me from being raped and maybe killed. I didn't know you could fight like that."
"Your mother probably never told you, but I used to fight mixed martial arts professionally. I never lost a fight. Those punks didn't stand a chance. There are some people you just shouldn't fuck with. I'm sorry, Samantha, I shouldn't have said that word," he apologized.
"It's okay, I've heard it before," she said. "I say it sometimes, too."
"Not anymore, you don't," he told her. "I won't either. I never want you to talk like that, okay?"
She laughed. "You are old, Uncle Lucas. But if you don't like it, I won't."
"It's time for bed," he told her. "I've got a long, unpleasant day tomorrow."
She jumped up and helped pull him up. "I know, and I know you're doing it for me," she said. She kissed him and scampered off to her bedroom. He fell asleep instantly when his head hit the pillow.
He awoke with the feeling something was unusual. He had been dreaming a very pleasant dream. He was in bed and holding an angel in his arms. Hair was tickling his neck and he felt a warm little body snuggled up against his chest. He had an erection and it was nestled between the cheeks of a very firm round little butt. A head was resting on his arm and a girl was spooned up against him. His arm was over her and his hand was resting on one firm little breast. He could feel a hard nipple under his fingers. He squeezed it and the form wiggled a little. He opened his eyes. It was dark but he could see the blonde hair spread out over his pillow and over his arm.
He snatched his hand away from her breast and scooted his butt back so that his erection was no longer touching her. She stirred and he whispered, "Samantha?"
Her head turned and the moonlight fell across her beautiful face. "I'm sorry, Uncle Luke. I didn't mean to wake you. I was lonely and scared and I couldn't sleep. Can I sleep with you?"
"No, Samantha. I'm naked. I don't sleep in anything."
"I know," she giggled. "I could feel you getting hard. It's okay. I won't molest you. I don't mind."
"I do," he said. "You're my niece, for God's sake. I can't sleep naked with my niece!"
"Why not?" she asked. "I told you I wouldn't molest you." She scooted her butt back against him and pressed it against his erection. "You feel really nice. Please, Uncle Luke, just hold me. It's okay, I trust you."
"You shouldn't," he told her. "It's been a long time since I held a girl in my arms. You're making me horny, Samantha. It's embarrassing."
"People get horny," she said. "Go take care of it and come back to bed. I'll take off my t-shirt if that will help you not be embarrassed."
Now Lucas was really embarrassed. He couldn't believe that she had suggested he go and masturbate. He got up and went into the bathroom. He sat on the stool and his erection refused to subside. He sighed and stroked it, the thoughts of that fantastic butt and that hard little nipple running through his mind. He exploded and cum flew everywhere. When he was finished, he cleaned up and went back to his bed. He slipped under the sheets and lay on his side facing her. When she felt him get in she immediately scooted across and fitted herself against him again. She laid her head on his arm and pulled the other over her. She settled his hand over that pert little breast and he drew in his breath with a gasp. She was naked!
Her little nipple was rock hard under his fingers and the feeling of her smooth, silky butt against him was amazing. She sighed and pressed his hand over her breast. He felt her relax, and she was asleep. He lay awake for a while, just holding her tiny form in his arms. He felt his heart swell. This little naked waif trusted him, she was counting on him and he wasn't going to let her down.
He fell asleep and it seemed like he had just closed his eyes when the alarm sounded. He saw one little brown arm slip out of the covers and slap the snooze button. He remembered that she had slept with him. He was on his back and she was lying half across him. Her cheek was resting on his chest and one arm was across his belly. One leg was over him and he could feel the downy soft curls between her legs pressing on his thigh. It felt incredibly erotic and his heart thudded in his chest. She was stirring a little, gradually waking up and he wanted to move before she woke up. There was no way that was going to happen.
Her big blue eyes opened sleepily, and she looked up at him. She stretched languidly, her arms stretching up and out. Her thigh raised up and rested over his burgeoning erection. She pressed it against him.
"Jesus, Uncle Luke; are you always horny?"
He laughed. "Well, there's this thing that's making me like that."
"What?" she asked innocently. "Little old me?"
"I have the most gorgeous, sexiest little naked blond eighteen-year-old girl in bed with me. Her boobs are crushed against me and her nipples are always hard. Her pussy is pressed against my thigh and her leg is against my cock. Is there a man on earth that wouldn't be horny?" he asked her.
She giggled. "I guess when you put it like that; anyone with a pulse would be horny. What are we going to do about it?"
"What would you suggest?" he asked.
"We could fu... I mean make love," she suggested.
"Really?" he asked.
"Maybe," she said. "I never have before. It scares me a little. I've heard it hurts the first time. I don't like pain."
"No, we don't want that. Why are you so casual with being naked with me and talking about making love, but your mom's boyfriend creeped you out?" he asked.
"I love you," she said. "He was a pervert. I hated him. There's a big difference between being with someone you love voluntarily and having some creep feel you up against your will."
"I know, I just thought you would have been traumatized by all that and be sort of freaked out about the whole thing," he said.
"I think I would be with anyone besides you, I trust you. I know you'd never do anything with me without my permission. I came in here to be with you. If you'd snuck into my bedroom that would have been creepy."
"But it isn't creepy that you snuck into my bedroom?"
"I never thought about it like that. I guess it is creepy. I should have asked. I'm sorry, Uncle Luke. I won't do it again."
"It's okay, baby. Sometimes you just need to do things. This is something you should ask permission for, though. Next time you will, right?"
"Yes. Uncle Lucas, can I sleep with you tonight?"
He laughed. "You don't waste any time. Yes, honey; you can sleep with me whenever you want to."
"So, what are we going to do about this?" she asked, rubbing her silky thigh over his erection.
"What do you think?" he asked.
"Will it go away on its own?"
"Yes, eventually it will. It won't be very comfortable for a while, though."
"That wouldn't be fair," she said. "I caused it, so I should take care of it. Can I play with it?"
"Have you ever done that before?"
"No, but I want to. Can I?"
"Only if you let me play with you."
"I want to do that, too," she said. "What will we do? I don't know how. I mean, I've seen things on the internet, but they didn't look like they were having all that much fun. The guys were all assholes and the women had dead looking eyes."
"That's not what real people do," he said. "They do some of the same things, but it's fun because they care about each other and they're excited about each other, not being paid to perform."
"Show me," she said.
"Can I kiss you?" he asked.
"I've been wanting you to since I was eight," she said.
"Really? What happened when you were eight?"
"We were at Grandma's house and you came with Lilly on a motorcycle. You took me for a ride. Do you remember?"
"I remember the motorcycle. Do you remember everything?"
"I remember every word you ever said to me," she said. "I've been in love with you ever since that ride. You were so kind to me. I've really never loved anyone besides you and Grandma and Aunt Susan. You guys are the only ones that ever cared about me."
"That's so sad, baby. Come up here and let me make you feel good."
She slid up until she was astride his stomach. Her face was over his and he could feel her little hard nipples scrape over his chest. He pulled her lips down to his. They were soft and luscious. She tasted like ripe fruit and he let his tongue explore inside her lips. She had braces and he ran his tongue over them. Her teeth opened a little and he let his tongue slip inside to duel with hers. The kiss went on for what seemed like hours to her. The alarm startled them and she slapped it again.
"Turn it off," she told him.
"Someone is on top of me." He said. "There's a button on the side. Slide it back."
She did and then nuzzled her nose into his neck. "You smell like a man," she said.
"I guess that's a compliment," he laughed. "It's better than smelling like a goat. I'm going to kiss you again and touch you other places."
"Okay," she pressed her lips against his.
He wrapped his arms around her tiny form as his hands caressed the silky skin of her back. He ran them down her back, feeling the slide of surprisingly large muscles under the smooth skin. He reached lower and felt the flare of her hips and the rising swell of her butt. He cupped it in his hands and sunk his fingers into the resilient flesh. It felt incredible to him. She had muscles on her muscles. Her butt was very soft but there was iron under the skin when she flexed it against his fingers. He couldn't get enough of it. He wanted to roll her over and kiss it all over, but that could wait. She moaned into his mouth and pressed her pussy against his stomach, rubbing against him.
He broke the kiss and pushed her up a little. Her breasts were exposed to his gaze and his breath caught in his throat. They were perfection. They were small, maybe a B cup, but they formed perfect little brown cones on her chest. She had large areolae. They were a shade lighter than her skin, almost invisible except they were puffy, forming miniature secondary cones on the tip of each breast. They were capped by little brown nipples, evidently perpetually hard, and about the size of pencil erasers. He pulled her up until his lips could close around one.
She exploded when she felt the shock of his lips on her nipple. She groaned and writhed. "Oh, God, Uncle Lucas. Oh my God; something... something... what's happening to me!"
"You're cumming, baby. You're having an orgasm. God, you're hot. I can't believe you're cumming from me playing with your nipples."
"Don't stop, please Lucas, I'm running away!"
She writhed and shuddered against him, grinding her pussy against him. She collapsed against him. "That was the most intense feeling I've ever had," she whispered. "Can we do it again?"
"I hope so," he said. "Maybe not like that, but we can make it happen other ways."
"How?" she asked. "I want to do it."
"Easy baby, reach down and feel me," he told her.
Her hand made its way hesitantly down across his belly and she touched his cock. Her hand jumped back as if it had been burned. She quickly reached back down and grasped his erection.
"I want to see," she said.
She dismounted and slid the covers down, exposing him to her gaze. She gasped and used both hands to turn his cock this way and that, memorizing every detail.
"It's huge, Uncle Luke. How big is it?"
"How would you know?" he laughed. "I don't go around measuring my cock."
"I told you I had seen things on the internet," she said. "I know those aren't normal. I've talked to my girlfriends and I think five or six inches is more like the average. How do you ever fit this in a girl's pussy?"
"Slowly," he said. "It took your aunt Lilly a couple of weeks to get used to it. I'm not sure you're ready for that."
"Why not?" she asked.
"I'm not sure eighteen-year-old girls should be having uncle's cocks in their pussies."
"Why not?" she asked again. "Eighteen-year-old girls have babies. One in my school did."
"I don't know why not," he said. "It might harm you in some way I don't even understand. I'm not an expert in teen-age girls."
"No, but I am one, and you're about to become an expert because you have one. You better read up. I'm depending on you," she told him. "Can I kiss him?"
"You can do more than that. You can suck it the way you would a lollipop. Everything you want to do with a lollipop, you do with a guy's cock. But while you're doing that, I want you to straddle my face so I can treat your pussy like a lollipop, too. No, wait, I want to look at you first," he told her. "It might make me have a heart attack. Do you know CPR?"
"Of course," she giggled. "I'm a lifeguard in the summer."
She lay back on the bed and he knelt beside her. He gazed down at her naked form. She was a woodland nymph. She was as brown as a a nut all over. She obviously tanned in the nude. He loved that. He enjoyed a good tan line as much as the next guy, but the thought of this gorgeous little girl, naked on his deck in the sun, filled him with wicked thoughts.
She was perfectly formed. She looked like Tinkerbell if Tinkerbell was five feet tall. She had a cute little blonde patch above her pussy, trimmed to a neat little V. Her legs were muscular and trim and she had tiny feet.
"Roll over for me," he said.
She giggled and rolled onto her stomach, looking back over her shoulder at him with her chin in her hands. There was that butt he had been dying to see. It was even more than he had imagined. It was the roundest ass he had ever seen. He had to touch it. He stroked it gently and it grew goose bumps. He bent down and kissed each cheek, running his lips over it until she quivered and giggled.
"That tickles," she complained. He lay on top of her, feeling his cock slip between her cheeks and he rubbed it back and forth.
"You have a thing for butts, don't you?" she asked.
"Not usually," he said. "I like to look at nice ones, but I've never seen anything as sexy as yours."
She rolled back over under him. "I'll let you fu... make love to mine," she told him.
"Oh, my God," he exclaimed. "You're amazing, Samantha. You can say fuck if you're talking about sex."
"Okay, I'll let you fuck my butt if you want to," she said.
He looked down at her. His balls were nestled against her pussy and his cock reached nearly to her cute little belly button. The sight was almost obscene.
"I'm going to hell," he told her.
"Why, what's wrong, Lucas?"
"I'm an asshole. I shouldn't be doing this," he said. "You're so young and perfect. I'm afraid I'm going to mess up your life. I'm so in love with you and I want you so bad and I don't even know how I'm going to get through the next hour with you."
"I do," she said. "You're going to lay down here on your back and I'm going to suck your cock like a lollipop, and you're going to lick my pussy like a lollipop. You promised me! Then we're going to take a shower together. I'm going to wash you and you're going to wash me. Then I'm going to make us breakfast and you're going to call your attorney."
"Okay," he surrendered. "Let's do that."
He lay down and she scooted around and swung her leg over his face. She took his cock in her little hands and began to lick all over the head. She took it between her lips and sucked it in, swirling her tongue around the rim of his helmet. She had a little trouble because he was so big and she was so small, but she kept at it.
She felt him part the lips of her pussy with his fingers and he planted a kiss on it, causing her to jerk and quiver. He nibbled at the silky soft skin at the top of her thighs where they joined beside her pussy. He could feel the tendons stretched tight by her weight on them. He thrust his tongue inside and she was dripping wet. He lapped up her juices like a man dying of thirst. She felt his tongue caressing her labia and then work upward to find her little bump. He nibbled at its hood and pressed on it with his tongue. Her clitoris peeked out and he gave it a swipe. She moaned on his cock and quivered with ecstasy as he teased it out of hiding. It swelled and grew as he attacked it with his tongue. He teased the sides and he felt her thighs begin to quiver. Her muscles grew taught and when he sucked it inside his lips and lashed it with his tongue she exploded. He grabbed her cheeks and squeezed, keeping her in place as she bucked, forgetting his cock for the moment as she flung her head back and her hair whipped around her. She screamed and bucked over him and shudders of pure bliss swept over her little body.



"Oh, my God, Lucas; oh my God! You're killing me! Oh, God it feels so good. God, I can't believe it, oh my God, I love you, Lucas," she cried in her passion.
She came explosively and multiple times as he continued to suck and lash her little clitoris with his tongue. The pleasure began to fade and it quickly became discomfort as she thrashed, trying to escape the sensations he was causing on her over stimulated clitoris.
"Stop, please stop, Lucas; I can't take any more," she begged. "Stop now! Please, you're killing me."
He reluctantly gave in, giving it one last swipe with his tongue and causing her to jerk and shudder. He let go of her butt and she collapsed beside him. She was crying and he pulled her up beside him.
"What's wrong, baby? That was supposed to be good."
"It was," she sobbed. "It was awesome! I never dreamed... I never thought anyone could make me feel like that. It's scary, Uncle Luke. It's like I just let go and gave you control of my body. I love you so much and you could hurt me so bad. It is scaring the hell out of me."
He crushed her little body in his arms. "I'll never hurt you, little girl. You can count on Uncle Lucas. Have you noticed that you don't call me Uncle Luke when we're having sex?"
She smiled up at him through her tears. "Yes, I don't know why, but you seem more like just Lucas when I'm cumming on you. I never finished. It's my turn, now."
She flung herself around and attacked his cock with her mouth and hands. She lay half across him on her belly and he took advantage of the opportunity to feel up her incredible butt. She worked feverishly at him and in minutes, he was gasping at the edge. She scooted around so she could look up at his face.
"I'm going to cum," he told her. "It's going to be messy. You can take it in your mouth if you want to try that."
She nodded vigorously and continued to pump away. The sight of that cherub face, cheeks hollowed with suction, and her lips wrapped around his pole sent him over the top and he exploded in her mouth. She swallowed and choked, trying to cope with the flow. It was too much for her and she let it escape. Her hands pumped at him and she ran her tongue around his head until he stopped pumping. She cleaned him up with her little pointed tongue and she looked up at him, a messy little cherub with a blob of cum on her cheek.
"I'm sorry, Uncle Luke. I wasn't ready. I didn't think there would be so much. I loved it, and I'll do better next time. Was I okay?"
He pulled her up and wiped the cum off her cheek with his thumb. He held it up for her to see and she licked it off. It was the most erotic thing he had ever seen.
"You were amazing, baby. 'Next time?' Is there going to be a next time?"
"Of course, silly," she said. "As soon as you get home there's going to be a next time. Then there's going to be a next time in the middle of the night if I wake up and tomorrow morning, too. There's going to be a next time for the rest of your life until you get so old and decrepit that you can't get it up any more. Then I'll just play with myself and let you watch."
"You're incredible, little girl," he laughed. "You're also naughty and sexy and cute as a button. You've also got cum all over your chin and on your boobs. I think we need that shower, now."
She jumped up and ran for the bathroom. She turned the water on and came back for him. She led him into the shower and they played with each other and explored each other until she feared she was getting pruney. She allowed him to dry her off and she padded away naked to the dryer to get her clothes.
That reminded him of the clothes problem. He called the manager of a strip mall he owned that housed about a dozen high-end shops for women and told him he was sending his niece around to shop. He told the manager that her name was Samantha and he was giving her his debit card. He was to let her have anything she wanted. Lucas was sending her around in a car and he wanted her treated like a princess. He called and made reservations for her at a good Italian place he knew for lunch, made arrangements at the office for a car for her and talked with his attorneys. They agreed to get the paperwork done in an hour and one of them would be ready to leave for Seattle.
He called Rebecca while Samantha made waffles. She was not pleased to hear from him and even less so when he told her that Samantha was with him.
"Put her on the phone right now," she demanded.
"She doesn't want to talk to you," he told her.
"I'm going to send Raymond to pick her up tomorrow," she said.
"That isn't going to happen," he said.
"Who the hell do you think you are?" she shouted. "You can't keep my daughter away from me. I'll call the police and have you arrested."
"Do you really think you can call the Portland police and they'll arrest me?" he asked her. "You better think again. The Chief is a friend of mine. When they get here I'm going to have affidavits waiting for them telling them how Raymond molested her and how you allowed it to happen. They're going to state how that when she told you she was being molested, you punished her and told her it was her fault. Who do you think they're going to believe? I'd be willing to bet that Raymond has a history of things like this. I'm going to find out, and when I do, I'm going to have both of you arrested. Besides, she's eighteen and she can decide where she wants to live."
"You bastard, you've always hated me! You've always thought you were better than me. I'm her mother!"
"No, you've never been her mother and when you allowed your pervert boyfriend to molest her you gave up all those rights. Let me tell you what's going to happen," he said. "I'm flying up to Seattle in two hours. You're going to meet me at the airport. I'll have papers for you to sign giving me full guardianship of Samantha. If something happens to me that will pass to Susan. Then you're going to sit down and explain this situation to Mom. You're going to tell her the truth. If you don't meet me, or if you give me any shit about any of this or if you don't tell mom the truth, you're the one that's going to be arrested for child endangerment and Raymond is going to jail for child molestation. I hope he likes it up the ass. I hear they've got a special wing for child molesters at Walla Walla."
"You son-of-a-bitch. You come up here and I'll kill you. That little slut was practically begging for it. She's the one that came on to Raymond. He didn't do anything but touch her. He squeezed her boob once. She's lying to you. She goes around dressed like a whore and then complains because someone touches her ass. Well, go ahead. You come up here and I'll kill you."
"I should tell you that I recorded this conversation. I now have your admission that Raymond molested her. I'll meet you at the airport at two or at the police station at two-thirty, your choice." He hung up the phone.
"Well, that was as unpleasant as I thought it would be," he told Samantha.
She had put on her bra and panties and she flung herself on him, wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing him fiercely on the lips.
"I'm so sorry, Uncle Lucas. I hate this. I don't want to be trouble for you. I was so happy just a few minutes ago. Everything about Mom is bad for me. I'm not a slut, Uncle Luke. I've never done anything with anyone besides you. I don't dress like a whore either."
"I know, baby. I don't believe a word she said. I need you to go down to the office with me and swear out the affidavits in case she won't cooperate. I'm going to arrange the rest of your day, too. I need to get dressed and then we'll go."
To Samantha's disappointment, they didn't take the GSX. Lucas' driver picked them up in a black Mercedes and drove them to his office complex. She was very impressed when he opened the door for them and addressed Lucas as Mr. Ramsey. Lucas introduced them. He was James, and she was Miss Ramsey.
"You're going to be taking care of her for the rest of the day, James. She wants to go shopping, she has lunch reservations at one at Giovanni's and when she gets through with lunch, she's going to Lucy's. She has a card for the mall. Here's money for her in case she wants something she can't use the card for. Tell Lucy to bill me. Tell her I don't want anything outlandish. If she looks like a hooker or an androgynous boy, I'll shoot her in the face. She's a senior in high school and that's how I want her to look. She isn't to tell her to cut her hair. You're going to bring her to the airport to pick me up at six-thirty. Do you understand?"
"Shopping at the mall, lunch at Giovanni's at one. Lucy's after lunch. No weird clothes or haircuts, pick you up at six-thirty."
"Good man." Lucas gave James 2000 dollars and they went inside.
"Anything you need money for, you ask James," he told her. "I'll give you pocket money but he carries all you need, okay?"
"How much did you give him?" she asked.
"I gave him 2000 dollars," he said. "Here's 200 for you."
"I can't take all this money," she protested.
"Why not?" he asked. "Do you love me?"
"Yes, more than anything. What does that have to do with anything?"
"I love you, too. That means I get to give you stuff. You get to give me things, too."
"I don't have anything to give you," she began to cry.
He pulled her into the elevator and when the doors closed he pulled her against him and kissed her deeply on the lips.
"Don't be foolish," he told her. "I get to look at you, don't I? I get to talk to you; I get to have you in my house and in my bed. I get to have you in my life. You could give me no greater gift."
That made her cry even harder and he took out a key and stopped the elevator. "Samantha, pull yourself together," he told her. "You're my niece and you don't cry in my elevator. Come here, button."
He held her close and wiped the tears away. "If you're going to cry every time I give you something, you're going to be a very sad girl," he told her." I get to give you things. Do you understand?"
Her lip trembled a little but she nodded. "Thanks, Uncle Luke, but I won't spend nearly that much money."
"You might be surprised," he told her. "You're not going shopping at Wal-Mart." He made a note to text James not to let her know the prices of things.
"James calls me Miss Ramsey," she said. "You know my name isn't Ramsey, right?"
"No, I didn't know," he admitted. "I thought Rebecca didn't know who your father was."
"She doesn't," Samantha said bitterly. "Her third husband adopted me. My legal name is Rader."
"Is that what you want it to be?" he asked her.
"No, I'd like to be Miss Ramsey, like you."
"Well, it's been a long time since I've been called Miss," he laughed.
She smiled up at him and the tears were gone. "You know what I mean," she said.
He started the elevator and they went up to the 26th floor. When the doors opened his personal assistants hovered.
"Sarah, Michelle, this is my niece, Samantha Ramsey. They are my assistants and they are invaluable to me," he told Samantha. "I respect them, and so should you. Girls, Samantha is going to be living with me. Eventually she is going to be a huge part of this company. She's in high school now. I want to know what school in this city has a good jazz band, a competitive swim and dive team and a good debate team. Samantha is going to go to school there. If she needs travel arrangements from my place, set that up. She's taking a week off, but she'll start back to school next Monday. Find something we own in that district and make that her residence. Is there anything else you want to find out about the school, Samantha?"
"No, that's good," she said.
"Next, we want locations for a camping trip. We'll stay three days. We want to fish, trout if they're available. We want wild trout, not the stockers. I also need two horses. We can rent at first if you have difficulty finding the ones we want. We want acreage to keep them on and a barn. We want a groom to tend to them. What kind of horse do you want, Samantha?"
"No, don't do that," she whispered. "It's too much."
"Remember the elevator," he whispered back.
"I want a gaited horse," she said, "a running walk or a fox-trot. It needs to be a quarter horse. I want a bay with four black stockings. I want to see it before you buy it. Uncle Lucas wants an Appaloosa. It needs to be gaited, too. We prefer geldings, but a mare will do." The girls were furiously taking notes.
"I want Samantha to get my briefing notes delivered to the apartment every morning before she goes to school. Everything you think is important, she needs to see. She won't be making any real decisions for a while, but I want her to make them anyway. You tell me what she decides. If she's wrong, I want her to see the people that can tell her why. Now, what do you have for me?"
They were walking all the time he had been talking. They arrived at his office and Sarah went and got another chair. She copied her notes and gave them to Samantha.
"Are you Samantha or Miss Ramsey?" Michelle asked.
"You can call me Sam," she said. "Most people do. Uncle Lucas is the only one that calls me Samantha."
"Okay, Sam's papers are ready," she handed him a file. "She needs to sign them and we'll notarize them. Do you want a copy, Sam?"
"Yes, I think I do."
"You'll have them before you leave. We've cleared your calendar for next week. You have one meeting on Friday afternoon that can't be changed. Mr. Soji is flying in from Hong Kong and you have to personally meet with him and sign the papers. Other than that, there's nothing that can't be put off. You have twenty minutes before you need to leave. Is there anything else we can do?"
"No, we're good. Show Samantha where to sign."
Samantha signed her name dozens of times and Sarah used her seal on them. They put them in a briefcase and gave it to Lucas. He thanked them and they walked him to the elevator.
Samantha was quiet on the ride down. She tucked her hand into his as they walked to the car. "You're kind of a big deal, aren't you?" she asked.
He laughed. "You might think so from seeing what you just saw, but those two girls really run things. If I want something done, they do it for me, but I leave most things in their capable hands. Speaking of girls, would you mind calling Lila today and checking up on her? I don't know what I'm going to do about her."
They got in the car and Samantha didn't understand what Lucas was talking about. "What do you mean?" she asked. "You're going out with her on Friday."
"I thought I was, but you sort of changed everything. I can't go out with her now."
"Why on earth not?" she asked.
"Because of you," he said; somewhat puzzled.
"What about me? I want you to go out with her. I would like to go out with her myself."
"Well, that's interesting, but aren't we sort of lovers now?"
"What do you mean, 'sort of?' If we're not all the way lovers, I don't know what more we could do. What does that have to do with you going out with Lila? Do you imagine that I'd be jealous or something?"
"Not exactly, but I don't cheat on my lovers," he told her.
"How is it cheating if I want you to? How is it cheating if you have my permission?"
"I don't know, Samantha. I had no idea that you'd react this way. I thought you wouldn't want me to."
"Well, you were wrong. I want you to go out with her. I want you to seduce her and then bring her home so that we can both sleep with her. Don't you think she's very sexy and nice?"
"Yes, I do. I didn't know you rolled that way."
"I don't. I'm curious, though. I've never had a chance to be with a girl. I might like it. Wouldn't you like to find out what it would be like to be with a guy?"
"No, I wouldn't. The idea horrifies me. I don't find men at all attractive. Frankly, I've never understood why women do."
She squeezed his crotch. "I think it has something to do with this," she giggled.
"Well, I like mine just fine," he told her. "I don't want to see anyone else's. I do understand why you might be attracted to her. She's very beautiful. Okay, I'll go out with her. I might even ask her how she feels about you. If it happens, it happens."
They pulled up at a gate and James punched some numbers in on a pad. The gate opened and they drove to a hanger. James pushed a remote and the door slid up. There was a white Lear Jet inside.
"Is that your plane?" Samantha asked.
"Yes, do you like planes?"
"I've never ridden in one before," she said. "Mom doesn't like to fly."
"We'll fix that," he told her. "Maybe we can take it out this week."
She squealed with excitement and he remembered the little girl that had squealed at the pandas. He kissed her goodbye and climbed aboard.
When the plane landed in Seattle a car was waiting for him. It took him to the terminal and two guards escorted him to an office. One of them left and returned a few minutes later, Rebecca in tow.
She looked mad enough to eat glass. "You asshole," were her first words. "I can't believe you're doing this. You're stealing my daughter!"
"No, I'm removing a girl I'm related to from an abusive situation," he said. "I don't give a rat's ass about your feelings, Rebecca. I don't know how that girl turned out so sweet being raised by a bitch like you, but I'm not interested in talking to you about it. You either keep your mouth shut, sign the papers, or I call the police and go through the courts. Either way, I'll get to keep her and you don't. Either way you give her up. You can live out your wretched life free, or in jail. It doesn't matter to me. Your move."
"I don't believe you have those papers," she spit. "I don't believe you recorded that conversation either."
He opened the file and pushed it across the table. He got out his phone and played the conversation for her.
"The next time I use my phone, it will be to call Child Services," he told her. "She was seventeen, Rebecca. That's a crime."
"This is blackmail," she screamed. She turned to the two guards. "You heard him! He's blackmailing me!"
"George, did you hear anyone being blackmailed?" he asked one of the guards.
"No, Mr. Ramsey. I heard this woman threatening you."
Her mouth fell open and she stared at the guard. Her shoulders slumped in defeat.
"I should have known," she said. "I'm going to find some way to pay you back for this, you smug bastard."
"No, you won't," he told her. "These documents are going into a safe place. By the way, I found out Raymond has two child molestation charges on his record. He paid their parents to go away, but I'm in the process of getting their sworn depositions as we speak. Those will go into a safe place, too. As long as you don't attempt to contact either Samantha or myself and as long as you send me a copy of your letter to Mom, they won't ever see the light of day."
She spat on the floor and began to sign. She signed all the copies and then started to speak to him.
"George, show this creature out," he told the burly guard.
George took her arm and pulled her through the door. Lucas put his papers in the file, closed them in the case and went back to the waiting car. He boarded the jet and when he got back at six-thirty, Samantha was waiting for him.
She jumped out of the car and came running to throw herself into his arms. "Did she sign the papers?" she asked excitedly. "Did she sign them, Uncle Luke?"
"Yes, baby; you're all mine now," he assured her.
She broke down, laughing and sobbing at the same time.
"Did you get your new clothes?" he asked her.
"Oh, yes I did. You're going to love them" she said. "I got all kinds of stuff. I got an iPhone and a trumpet too. James knew where to find them. Lucy is a crazy woman. She measured me for hours. She talked about colors and material until my head was spinning. I finally just told her to do whatever she wanted with me."



"No, surely you didn't?" he said. "She's a crazy woman."
Samantha laughed. "She was very flustered. She said you wouldn't like for her to do whatever she wanted and that she was going to do what you wanted. The woman is terrified of you Uncle Luke. What did you do to her?"
"Nothing I want to talk about," he told her. "I don't want to hear about her. I want to hear about you."
James opened the door for them and Samantha chattered about the events of her day until they reached the restaurant Lucas had picked. They had seafood and Samantha loved it. She tried to get Lucas to order them some oysters.
"I've heard they're aphrodisiacs," she whispered.
"I don't think we need them," he whispered back. He squeezed one little brown thigh under the table. "If you turned me on any more I'd take you right here."
She looked around and flashed him a glimpse of one pert little breast.
"You're going to get us kicked out of here," he warned her. "That would be a shame because this is one of my favorite places. Besides, I hate oysters. You would hate them, too."
"How do you know?" she asked. "I might like them."
"Do you like snot?" he asked her. "That's what they taste like."
"No, but I like cum," she whispered.
He gave a shout of laughter and several diners looked at them and smiled. A father and his daughter were enjoying each other's company.
That thought gave Lucas' mind a whole new direction. "Do you realize that you're basically my daughter now?"
She was quiet for a minute. He felt her little hand slip into his big one. "I know," she said. "I'll always be grateful and I'll always try to make you proud you're my father."
"I already am," he told her.
They finished dinner and James dropped them back at the apartment. She took him to her room and showed him her new trumpet. It was beautiful. She promised to play for him. She knew he played piano, and she wanted to play with him. She modeled her new clothes, holding them up for him to see. They were certainly feminine, but not overtly revealing. She showed no signs of dressing like a whore as her mother had said. Lucas had known it wasn't true.
She shooed him out and he heard water running in her shower. He went to his bedroom and showered, himself. When he came out he heard the sound of a blow drier running. He poured two glasses of a good white wine and knocked on her door. She peeked out, wrapped in a towel and he asked her if she wanted a glass. She said she was too young to drink wine, but he promised not to tell anyone. She laughed and took the glass. She told him to go away and she'd be out in a minute.
He sat on the sofa in his boxers, sipping his wine with his eyes closed. He heard her door open and the sound of bare feet crossing the hardwood floor. They stopped in front of him and he opened his eyes.
She had on a beautiful, nearly transparent purple negligee, tied with little black bows. It reached mid-thigh and her brown legs were delightfully bare underneath. She spun around, giving him a glimpse of little matching panties covering her little butt. Her eyes were shining, and she refilled her glass and his.
"Do you like me?" she asked. "I bought this just for you."
"You're gorgeous, baby," he told her. "That's the sexiest thing I've ever seen."
"Really?" she asked. "What about Aunt Lilly? I remember her being very beautiful."
"She was, sweetheart. I loved her with all my heart. I can't compare you with her. It's apples and oranges. She was sexy and mature and all woman. You're something different. You're all sex with that forbidden thrown in, and you're vulnerable in ways she never was. She never needed me like you do. We were desperately in love, but we had our own lives and our own space. I don't have any space with you. I'm too close to you to ever have that kind of relationship. It's not better or worse, just different. Do you know what I mean?"
"I think so. I didn't mean to make us all introspective. This is a celebration. Would you like to pull my bows?"
"Very much, come here, kitten."
He reached out and pulled at the three bows and they came loose. The negligee opened and her underwear peeked out. She had a little purple demi-bra that exposed the top half of her hard little nipples. The panties were just little purple triangles with black bows that tied on the sides.
He groaned at the sight and reached for her. She stepped back, teasing him, and he groaned again. She giggled and held out her hand. He took it and she pulled until he stood up. She led him to bed, discarded the negligee and slipped between the sheets.
"This feels so naughty," she said.
"It is," he told her. "Uncles aren't supposed to have nieces in their beds wearing next to nothing. Fifty-year-old men aren't supposed to have eighteen-year-old high school students in their bed. Everything about it is naughty. Are you sure you want to do this, baby?"
"Yes I am, and don't ask me again," she said. "You aren't forcing me to do anything. I got in your bed while you were asleep; remember? I don't care what people think; this niece is going to have her uncle and this eighteen-year-old girl is going to have this fifty-year-old man. Get used to it, Lucas. It's going to be this way for the rest of your life."
"I'm sorry, Samantha. I just wanted to make sure."
She rolled on top of him. "Shut up and suck on my nipples," she said.
He was happy to oblige and he discovered that they were fully as sensitive as the first time. When his mouth closed over one, and then the other, she came quickly.
"You're as hot as a firecracker, little girl," he whispered.
"You make me like that," she said
She slid down until her little pussy was over his erection and pressed against him, her hips making fucking motions. He slipped his hands down to her panty covered butt and they slid inside, cupping her maddening cheeks. He pulled her against him more firmly. They slid back up her naked back and he wrapped his arms around her slight form. He rolled, taking her with him until he was on top. He lay, half over her and stroked her flat little belly. He played with her belly button for a moment. It was an elongated oval and he wanted to kiss it. He slid his hand back into her panties and manipulated her clitoris until she exploded again.
When she returned to earth, he pushed to crotch of the little purple panties to one side and moved the head of his cock to her little pink opening. She stiffened when she felt him there and then relaxed. Her pussy lips were parted slightly and she was dripping wet. He moved his hips and slid the head of his cock up and down through her wetness.
She moaned her pleasure at this most intimate contact, and he moved to kneel between her thighs. He used the head of his cock to rub over her clitoris and her hips began to buck against him. He slid the head of his cock back and forth from the opening at the bottom of her pink lips up and over her clitoris again and again and another orgasm wracked her beautiful body.
He pressed his cock against her opening and reached up to cup her breasts in his hands. He pushed lightly forward and she was so wet and slippery that her pussy lips parted easily and the head of his cock popped inside.
She gasped and froze in place. Her hands flew to his stomach and she pressed her palms against him.
"Wait, stop," she gasped. "Hold still for a minute. Jesus Christ, Lucas, give a girl some warning. My God, you're big. It feels like I have a telephone pole inside me. Don't move for a second. Let me get used to it."
"You move when you're ready," he said.
She nodded and one hand moved off him and began to rub at her clitoris. Her breathing quickened and her hips began to move in a circle. He took this as a sign that she was ready and he advanced an inch. She stiffened up immediately and he froze in place.
Her breath came in little pants and she continued to play with her clitoris. After another minute she began to move a little and he gave her another inch. His shaft was now inside her and she was the tightest thing he had ever been in. It was almost painful, but her circular motions eased the way. He eased in another inch and he felt the incredible pressure on his cock.
"Stop," she gasped again. "I don't think I can take any more right now. I'm sorry, Lucas."
He bent over her and kissed each hard little nipple. "Don't be sorry, baby. I'm not. Look at us."
She propped herself up on her elbows so she could look down at their joining. It was incredibly erotic. His shaft stretched her pussy lips obscenely as it disappeared into her depths. He withdrew a couple of inches and the shaft glistened with her wetness. He gave her the distance back and she moaned, falling back to lie supine on the pillow. He continued to fuck her and she shuddered. He gradually increased the tempo of his thrusts and her hips quickly caught the rhythm. She matched him and the wet sounds made by his cock inside her wet little pussy were beautiful to their ears.
The incredible eroticism of his cock slipping into this young beauty and the fact that she was his niece set his body on fire. He knew he wouldn't last long. Fortunately, he wouldn't have to. Her body's incredible sensitivity made her cum easily and often and as he shouted out, she crested with him, feeling his cream spurting uncontrollably inside her snug little hole.
"Oh, my God," she screamed. "Oh, my God' I'm cumming again. You're cumming inside me, Lucas! Oh God, I love it; I love you!"
He collapsed over her slight body, covering her completely and locked his lips to hers; claiming her mouth as he had claimed her pussy. They kissed and embraced for long minutes.
"You're crushing me, Uncle Luke," she finally said. "I can't catch my breath."
He laughed and slid his arms under her, rolling onto his back and taking her with him. She snuggled down onto his chest. "That's better," she said.
She played idly with his nipple and rested her cheek on the other. His cock gradually deflated inside her. "I could stay like this forever," she murmured. "You feel so warm and squishy."
"Hey, was that a fat joke?" he asked.
She giggled and the feeling was incredible. "No, silly; you aren't fat. I meant squishy in a good way, like fun to squeeze."
He reached down to her panty covered butt and squeezed it. "Like that?" he asked.
She nodded. "Was that fucking, Uncle Luke?"
"I guess, but I'd call it making love. Fucking is when you just go at it. I would like to do that sometime with you, but this was slow and sweet and full of emotion. That's making love. You know what I'm talking about?"
"I think so. I'd like to fuck you, too. Maybe we will when I get more used to you. You came inside me, Uncle Luke. Do you think I'll get pregnant?"
"No, baby. You told me you were on the pill. Do you want to get pregnant?"
"Yes, well, no, not right now. Maybe in a few years. I'd love to have your baby, but I'm still a baby right now myself. I don't think it would be good for me."
"You're a smart girl," he squeezed her butt again. "The thought of you pregnant is very sexy though."
"What are we going to do? I love feeling you cum inside me. Can we keep doing that without me getting pregnant?"
"Yes, honey, I'll take you to the doctor and get you a new prescription for birth control," he said. "I can do that now that I'm your father. I'm surprised Rebecca wanted that. I guess she thought you were such a slut, so she put you on birth control?"
"She knew I wasn't a slut. She just made that up so she could live with herself," Samantha said bitterly. "She didn't give a damn about me."
"I don't like you to curse," he told her. "But, I know how you feel. She has always been a little twisted. She doesn't realize that other people are not like her. She sees them as object to be used to get whatever she wants. She was always like that. Mom couldn't ever see it, but Susan and I got tired of her manipulations when she was just about your age. She made us stop caring about her by using us every chance she got."
"I don't want to talk about her anymore," Samantha said. "I'm getting very sleepy and I want to think about good things while I go to sleep."
"Hey, we need to clean up a little before you go to sleep," he told her. "Unless you want to sleep in a puddle of cum, we need to go to the bathroom and wash you up a little."
"I can't walk," she told him. "You stuck that fence post inside me and my legs are damaged."
He laughed and rolled her off him. He had to look. Her little pussy was gaping open and a trail of his cum was leaking out and running down over her little brown pucker. He stood up and bent down, sliding his arms under her little, nearly naked, body. He cradled her easily in his arms and carried her into the bathroom. He sat her on the counter by the sink and untied the bows on her little panties. He ran the water warm and wet a washcloth; sliding it between her thighs and washing away the cum matted in her curls and leaking from inside her. She moaned as he washed her and he knelt between her thighs and quickly brought her to another orgasm with his tongue. She clutched his head and pulled him into her sweet little pussy until she could stand the sensations no longer.
She pulled him up and he gave her a final cleaning with the washcloth. He ran it over his cock and carried her back to bed. He pulled the bows on the little half bra and she was gloriously naked. He got in bed with her and pulled up the covers. She spooned up against him and brought his hand around to cover her pert little breast. Her nipple was hard, as always, and he rolled it in his fingers as she sighed and closed her eyes.
"This makes me happy," she murmured. "Good night, Uncle Luke."
"Me, too," he whispered in her ear." Night, baby."
He woke the next morning with her lips moving over his cock. When she noticed that he was awake, she moved her pussy over his face, giving him access to her folds and they came together in ecstasy. This time, she managed to keep from choking when he came and she took it all in, cleaning him completely before turning to throw herself on him.
"You're amazing, little girl," he kissed her angelic face.
"I know, right? I love waking up like this." Her eyes were sparkling violet.
"You're going to kill me," he told her. "I haven't cum as many times in the last five years as I have in three days with you. What a way to go, though."
"You're a very silly man," she giggled. "I'm good for you. I'm going to whip you into shape in no time. Is there a pool in this building? I need to swim. It wouldn't hurt you either."
"There is, and I do swim. When you're a fat guy like me, that's about the only cardio your joints can stand. Let's grab a bite of breakfast and we'll go. Wait, you don't have a swim suit."
She laughed. "Did you really think I'd go shopping and not get something to swim in? That's what I do. I need to swim at least three times a week. Will you swim with me?"
"Of course, baby. I usually swim four times though. I also lift four days a week. Do you lift?"
"Yes, but probably not like you do. You have power lifter muscles. I lift light with lots of reps. I'll lift with you, though. I'll be your spotter."
"I don't know, Samantha. I lift a lot. Some of my weights may be four times as much as you weigh. I usually use the Smith press so I don't need a spotter. It would be cool if you lifted with me. You could cheer me on and I could help you work, too."
"Yes, let's do that," she said. "Lift first, and then swim. Do we have a weight room?"
"Yes, it's in the same building as the pool. I belong to a gym, too. It has an Olympic pool and one of those little pools with current. Want to run over there? It's about ten minutes away?"
She did, and they ate fruit and cereal and drank milk. Lucas had coffee and Samantha drank some, too, with creamer. They got out the GSX and Lucas let her drive. She was a very good driver, although the torque of the big 455 was much more extreme than she was used to. She chirped the tires at the lights until he began to suspect that she was doing it for fun. He looked at her after the third time and she grinned impishly at him.
"I love doing that," she said. "I love our car."
"Well, don't get used to it," he told her. "I'll get you a car. This one is mine."
"What kind of a car?" she wanted to know.
"Something small and box shaped," he told her.
She whacked him in the chest. "Really, I want to pick it out."
"Okay, what kind of cars do you like?"
"Old ones like this," she said. "I like new ones okay, but they all look the same. I can't imagine that anyone wants that, but they obviously do. I want something different."
"I know just what you mean," he told her. "It seems like we go through trends. I hate those crossovers or whatever they call them. I like SUV's and I like vans, but I don't like their bastard offspring. I don't know why the manufacturers try to build the ugliest car possible and make that their fleet standard. When Buick built this, they were building something people would want to own. This is a Stage Two, GSX. They called it the hemi-killer. It turned heads back then and it still turns heads today."
They pulled up at the gym and Lucas signed her in. He paid for her a membership and they went to change. He came out of the locker room and she wasn't out yet. He talked to a group of guys he knew for a minute. They were gym rats and it seemed to him like they lived there. They were into steroids and he despised that. He had seen enough of that in football and fighting to know he didn't ever want to go there. He used human growth hormones occasionally when he was injured or feeling tired, but that was the extent of his involvement. He was lifting heavier than they were, anyway, although they had more definition. They respected him because he was twice their age and lifting more than they were.
Samantha came to find him and she was stunning. She had on a spandex body suit. It was black with one hot pink leg and one pink shoulder. It hugged her curves like a second skin. The guys all turned to look as she came down the aisle between the treadmills.
"Oh, my God," one of them said. "I've died and gone to heaven. Who is that hot babe?"
"She's my niece," Lucas said, "and she's eighteen. If I hear one word or see one look that makes her uncomfortable I'm going to break someone's arm."
"No, dude; I didn't know. We'll treat her like our sister," he said. "Sorry, Lucas."
"It's okay. I know she's hot. Just don't leer at her."
They promised not to make her feel weird. He introduced her around and they all shook her hand. "You look strong, Sam," Gio said. He was a cop and so were two of the others. "You're tiny, though. How much do you weigh and what's your bench max?"
"I weigh 97 pounds and I bench 155," she told him.
"Jesus Christ, kid. That's nearly twice your body weight. You power lift?"
"No, I swim butterfly and dive freestyle. I need to stay flexible."
"Cool," he said. "Let me and the boys design a workout for you, okay? We'll keep you strong and flexible. Will you lift with us?"
"I'd love to. I want to mostly lift with Uncle Luke though. Is that okay?"
"Sure, Sam; he power lifts, though. Jonah here, lifts like you. He runs a gymnastics club. Anything you need or anyone bothers you, you come to us."
"Thanks, Gio." She hugged him. "I'm going to like you."
He lifted an eyebrow at Lucas. "She does that a lot if she likes you," he said. "Better get used to it."
"Oh, I could," the big cop laughed. "Don't tell my girlfriend, though."
He and Jonah took Samantha away and Lucas worked on the decline. He was through with his primary lifts when she came back. Her face was flushed and her body shone with sweat.
"I like your friends," she said. "What are you doing?"



"Chainsaws," he told her. "Want to hit some with me?"
She went and selected her dumbbells and brought them back to the bench. They worked for an hour and changed to swim.
Samantha came out wrapped in a towel and they went into the pool room. She took off her towel and she had on a black one-piece. It didn't disguise her beautiful body at all, but it was a competitive swimmer kind of suit. She had a cap on to cover her hair and carried goggles. They swam laps for 30 minutes and changed back into their street clothes.
She drove them back to the apartment and they looked at cars on the internet. He really didn't want her in an old car. He explained that they were lots of trouble, had to be maintained too often and were liable to break down at any moment. She didn't care and insisted on an old car until he showed her the new Challenger Hellcat. They found one in burnt orange that she loved.
"Now that's a good looking car," she said. "Why aren't they building cars like that?"
"Well, Dodge is," he said. "Chevrolet and Ford have the Camaro and the Mustang, too. You just have to look at the pony cars."
The Challenger had a supercharged hemi making 707 horsepower. It would do a quarter mile in just under 11 seconds and run 199 miles an hour. He worried that it was too much car for her.
"I'm not a speed freak," she told him. "I like to chirp the tires and I like the initial rush, but I know speed kills. Do you trust me?"
"Yes, I do. I know you're a good girl. Let's go drive one and we'll see what happens."
They made an appointment for the afternoon and when she saw it, she loved it. She was distracted by another car. "What's that?" she asked the salesman.
"It's a Charger Hellcat," he told her. "It has the same engine and comes in the same color. It's five miles an hour faster on the top end. It's a sedan, though."
She decided she liked the Charger better after driving them both. The Challenger was a little sportier, but she hated the back seat. Even at her size, the back of the front seat was so close to the back seat that there was no way anyone could sit back there.
"What if I wanted to take friends somewhere with me?" she mused. "I don't like that."
"We do have other cars that can haul friends," Lucas told her. "We have big SUV's with three rows of seats. We have two limousines and two Mercedes sedans."
"Yes, I know, but this is going to be my car and I don't want to have to call James or bother someone else to bring me another car. I want the Charger, but they don't have the right color."
The salesman explained that they could order one in any color offered. It would take a while to get it, but she decided to order one in the burnt orange.
"I've never had a car, and I've been fine. A while longer won't hurt me," she said.
On the way home, they stopped for frozen custard. She sat with him in a booth and he put his arm around her.
"I'm very proud of you, baby," he told her.
"Why?" she asked. "I just spent 70,000 dollars!"
"Yes, I know, but you made good choices, you didn't let your heart overrule your head and you understand delayed gratification. You're a very smart girl, Samantha. I admire the way your brain works."
She smiled up at him. "Thanks, Uncle Luke; but I was hoping you'd want me for my body."
He laughed himself silly and she was very proud of her joke.
He took her to the doctor and she got a birth control implant.
On Monday, Sarah called and she had found a camping package she thought they would like. They would ride horseback into the Cascades and stay at a cabin on a world famous trout stream. They would stay three days and two nights. Samantha was thrilled with the plan and that excited Lucas. Everything about this little girl made him love her more. Her natural bubbly personality blossomed more every day she was away from her horrible home situation.
She was growing before his eyes and becoming something that neither one of them had expected. Her budding sexuality was a big part of that. With him, she was very comfortable with her body and the feelings he inspired in her. He didn't know how she would react with anyone else, but she seemed to be burying the ugly situation with her mother's boyfriend in beautiful new memories.
They flew to Yakima and drove north along the Okanogan River nearly to Canada. Near the small town of Tonasket, they met their outfitter. He told them the cabin was stocked with everything they would need. He strapped packs to a packhorse with fishing gear and perishable food items, mounted them on good saddle horses and they set off up a mountain trail.
They rode for three hours and stopped for lunch. They were alone in the wilderness and Samantha became completely uninhibited. She chattered constantly, talking about anything and nothing. Whenever they dismounted she rubbed against him constantly, her lips constantly seeking his. After two more hours, they came in sight of their cabin. It was beautiful and rustic. The setting couldn't have been more perfect.
Samantha began breaking down their packs immediately, and she had their gear stowed by the time he had the horses stabled. She wanted to go fishing right away. They had a couple of hours of daylight left and he carried their gear while she ran ahead. She came back several times and urged him to greater speed.
"Samantha, I weigh 300 pounds and the air is very thin. I need more oxygen than you. Be patient, little girl. We have three days here."
She laughed merrily. "You're just old, Uncle Luke. You should just admit it. It's okay, I like old men."
He smiled ruefully. "I guess you're right. You make me feel very old."
They came out on the bank of the river, they tied on flies and began to probe a pool. He quickly caught two small brookies before she caught a fish. She shouted and her rod bent nearly double as he hurried up with the net. A huge rainbow trout jumped three feet in the air as she played the heavy fish. After a ten minute battle, she subdued the big fish and it slid into the net. They admired it for a while and Samantha announced that she wanted to eat it. She was through fishing for the day, so he wrapped the fish in wax paper and put it in her pack.
It smelled wonderful, baking in the herbs and lemon juice they had applied. She roasted potatoes and he made macaroni and cheese. They devoured the fish, and by the time they cleaned up, it was dark outside. He went to check on the horses while she showered. When he returned, she was popping corn, absolutely naked. She peeked back over her shoulder and caught him staring at her butt. She shook it mischievously and told him to go shower.
He cleaned up and put on boxers. He always felt exposed and vulnerable being naked around the house. When he came out she was sitting on the sofa, still gloriously bare, eating popcorn and waiting for him. She had poured a white wine in two glasses and she handed him one when he sat down. They munched popcorn and sipped the wine while they talked about what they would do the next day. She wanted to fish again in the morning and go for a hike in the afternoon. He had no objection to the plan and she was content.
When she finished her wine, she took the bowl of popcorn from him and set it on the table. She took his empty wine glass and set it down, too. She climbed on his lap and sat, her nose touching his and her impossibly long lashes tangling with his. He drowned in those blue/violet eyes.
"This seems serious," he said.
"It is," she replied. "I'm ready to tell you things. I'm in love with you, Lucas. You know that. I've loved you most of my life. Do you love me?"
"Of course I love you, baby. You're precious to me."
"That's not what I mean. I know you love me like that. You wouldn't have taken me in and treated me like you have if you didn't. I'm asking you about something else. Am I someone you want to spend the rest of your life with? Do you want me for a lover? Will you love me like you did Aunt Lilly? I need to know because I love you like that."
Her eyes began to fill with tears, anticipating a reply she didn't want to here.
He didn't say anything for a moment. "Honey, I don't know what to say. You're my eighteen-year-old niece. What happens to me in a few years if you meet some wonderful boy you fall in love with? I do love you like that, but it scares me to death. I don't see a certain future here. I'll always love you and take care of you, but I'm afraid. You're so much younger than me. I feel like I would be cheating you out of everything that might be someday. You have your whole future ahead of you. Mine is mostly behind me. I do love you like that and I'd be the happiest man in the world if you spent the rest of my life with me. I just don't want you to miss out on anything because of me."
"Lucas, you're an idiot," she said. "How can you not know how I feel about you? I've tried to show you in every way I can think of. I'm crazy about you. I want your body to touch mine all the time. I want to hear your voice. I want to kiss you all the time. I ache for you. There will never be a wonderful boy I fall in love with. I'm already in love with you. I'm not built like that. I don't love one person and fall in love with another. I want to grow up with you. I want to have your babies someday so I'll still have you after you're gone. I want you to teach me everything. You're perfect for me. I need you. I don't have anyone else and I don't want anyone else. I'm perfect for you, too. You need someone like me in your life. You need someone to take care of and protect. That's the way you're built. So I want you to tell me that you'll never send me away or turn me away. Tell me you're mine and you'll always be mine."
"Yes, baby; I'm yours and I always will be. I'll never say no to you. If you'll have me, I'm yours. Why is this so important to you right now?"
"It's important because tonight is the night. I'm going to give myself to you. I had to know before I could do it. If you weren't going to love me forever, I wasn't going to do it. I only give myself to my lover. Will you take me to bed now and make love to me? I want everything tonight."
"Are you sure, Samantha? We don't have to do this now. I'll wait as long as you need me to."
"No, no more waiting. I'm sure. This is what I want."
He stood up with her in his arms and carried her to the bed. The fire crackled in the fireplace, sending a wavering light across her lithe form as he laid her down. He took his time, bringing her to orgasm with his mouth and hands three times. He gave her his cock and she sucked him to orgasm and swallowed it down without hesitation. He continued to caress and stroke her exquisite body while the thought of taking her stirred him to erection again. He pulled her on top and she rubbed her dripping pussy over his rod.
"You be on top for a while and you can control things," he told her. "Go easy and have fun. If it hurts, it isn't fun."
She nodded and reached down to position him at her entrance. Her little hand on his huge member looked incredibly erotic and had he needed any inspiration to become steel hard, it would have been provided by the gorgeous sight of his head slipping between her prominent pink pussy lips. She gasped when the head popped inside and she sank down until he was mostly inside her. She pressed down twice and winced in pain.
"I don't think I can do it, Lucas," she gasped. "You're too big and I'm too little."
"Just relax for a minute," he told her. "Come down here and kiss me."
She gave him her lips and he ran his hands all over her silky body, finally cupping her butt in his hands and squeezing it tightly. He kneaded the firm flesh and wrapped her in his arms, squeezing her slight form against his chest and belly. He continued to taste her lips and returned his hands to her butt. He held it tightly and she began to squirm on him as she relaxed and enjoyed the fullness she felt. He could feel her tightness around him and the heat was incredible. He felt her relax and made a sudden thrust until he was fully embedded.
She hit him on the chest. "What did you do that for, Lucas? God, that hurt. What's wrong with you?"
He grinned up at her. "Were you going to do it, or were you going to chicken out?"
She chuckled a little. "Well, I was going to chicken out. I guess I'm glad you did. God, it hurt though. Don't move for a minute. Don't do that again!"
"No, I won't. Move when you're ready."
He continued to stroke her slim body, feeling the marvelous tone of her young muscles under her skin. She looked down at their joining, finding him fully inside her.
She sat up in triumph. "I did it," she cried. "God, you're big, Lucas. I didn't think it would ever stop. I feel like I'm about to burst, but I did it. I'm going to ride you now."
She raised herself up and then plunged back down. She winced a little as his head passed through her tightness, but it grew less and less and she rocked on him. When her first orgasm wracked her body she cried out and flung her head back, her hair whipping around them. She was beginning to pant and perspiration coated her slender form. She continued to ride him through two more spasms of pleasure before collapsing on him.
"Did you cum?" she asked him? "I was having too much fun to notice."
"No, I was having too much fun watching you," her told her.
She sat back up and began to rock again, but he could see her legs trembling with exertion.
"Let me drive, baby," he told her.
She nodded and fell back on his chest. "I want to make you cum, but I'm very tired," she said.
He rolled her onto her side and knelt behind her, tucking her lower leg between his and placing the other extended up past his shoulder.
"God Lucas, are you trying to make me do the splits?"
"Just wait and see," he promised her.
He scooted forward and penetrated her slowly. "That feels strange," she said. "I like it. Can you go faster?"
He could and he did until he was plunging into her like a piston.
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God," she cried over and over. "Lucas, it feels so good. Yes, keep going, don't stop. I can't stop cumming. I can't believe it, it feels so good. Oh my God, I love you. I love you."
She exploded over and over, her orgasms nearly continuous and her moans and cries driving him over the edge until he shouted and erupted into her, plunging to her cervix and holding there until he stopped spurting.
Her hip began to cramp and she frantically pulled until he turned her loose. "Jesus, Lucas. You nearly killed me! My hip is hurting. Rub me, quick."
He dug his fingers in to her muscles, working the cramp out and they collapsed together on the bed.
"That was fucking at the end, wasn't it?" she asked him. "You were like a machine there. Jesus, you're a good lover, Lucas. I can't believe you can make me cum like that. Was I good?"
"You can't possible imagine how good you are," he told her. "It's like making love to an angel. You're perfect, kitten. I couldn't stand it if you were any better. When you make sounds like that it's like you could make a dead man cum. I wouldn't have lasted a minute inside you if you hadn't made me cum with your mouth already. You took the edge off and I can go a long time after that."
"That's the way we're always going to start then," she said. "Can you get hard again?"
He laughed. "I'm not eighteen, Samantha. I don't recover as quick as I used to. If you give me a couple of hours I probably can. Twice in a row is probably a limit for me. Do you want me hard?"
"No, I can't do it anymore. You wore me out, Uncle Luke. My pussy is going to be so sore tomorrow. I may be sore all over. I felt like I was having a convulsion there at the end. Every muscle in my body went rigid. I don't think I can walk right now, but I need to pee."
"I'll carry you," he told her.
He scooped her up and carried her to the bathroom. He stood her up in front of the toilet and went to the kitchen to get them something to drink. He came back with bottles of water and they drank thirstily. He picked her up and carried her out to the deck and put her down on the edge of the hot tub. He had started the heater that morning and it was steaming. He turned on the jets and got in. She came down the steps on shaky legs until the water reached her little belly button. She winced and stopped.
"It's so hot," she said.
"Yes, it's a hot tub," he told her.
"It's burning me," she objected.
"Nonsense," he said. "I'm in it and it isn't burning me. Haven't you ever been in a hot tub before, baby?"
"No, I was never around one."
He held out his hand and she took it. He pulled her in and held her on his lap. She squealed and tried to stand up, but he held her and she quickly relaxed.
"Why do you do things like that to me?" she complained.
"Because you're a chicken, and if I don't you'll never do it yourself. See how good it feels?"
"Yes, It does feel very good. I'm not a chicken, though."
"No, I know you're very brave. It took guts to run away like you did. It took courage to call me when you didn't even know if I would help you. It took courage to do all the big things you've done. You're just a chicken about the little things. Think about how good it felt once I was all the way inside you. You weren't ever going to work up the nerve to take the plunge. I helped you. Just like now. You were just about to back out because the water was too hot, weren't you."
She giggled. "Yes, I guess I was. There's probably a lesson about life there. Don't let the hot water keep you from taking the plunge."
"We should write that down. That's very wise, Samantha."
"You're the one that said it."
"Yeah, but I was talking about hot tubs."
She nuzzled her face into his neck and he ran his hands all over her slick little body. He loved on her and played with her little breasts until she announced that she was roasting and demanded to be carried back to bed. They shivered in the chill air, and he hurried her inside and dried them off with big fluffy towels. He laid her down on the bed and went to the bathroom. He found some body lotion with aloe and he came back to bed. Her eyes were closed and she lay naked on top of the covers. She looked like a nymph out of a fairy tale. He rubbed lotion between his hands and began to rub her body, starting at her feet. He massaged her muscles around her shin bones, kneaded her knees and explored every muscle in the front of her thighs. He applied the lotion liberally. She spread her thighs, granting him access and he probed the insides up to the tender flesh between. She began to writhe slowly and he rubbed all around her pussy, oiling and soothing her skin and muscles. He moved up her stomach and across her chest, rubbing the oil into her breasts and he filled his fingers with them. He paid special attention to her areola and manipulated her hard nipples. He worked up across the front of her shoulders and worked her throat and the sides of her neck. His fingers moved across the planes of her face and he caressed her cheek bones and forehead.
"Roll over," he said.
She did and he began at her feet again. He worked the muscles of her calves, the backs of her thighs and he lingered a very long time on her butt. She was squirming again as he moved up, kneading the firm muscles of her back and up over her shoulders to the back of her neck. He turned her back over and spread her thighs open. He stroked her labia with the tip of his tongue. She shuddered and when she became moist and writhing beneath him, he attacked her clitoris. In minutes, she was crying out in release and her hips bucked against him. He put lotion on his fingers and soothed her down, coating her inflamed lips and clitoris with the lotion. He kissed the little patch of curls and lay down beside her. She turned to lie across him and he pulled up the covers. She snuggled her cheek into his chest and smiled up at him sleepily.



"Uncle Luke, I love you with all my heart," she said.
He kissed the top of her head. "Me, too, baby."
She sighed and he felt her body go limp as she fell instantly asleep.
She woke up before him the next morning. She had turned in the night and they were in her favorite spoon position. She lay contentedly for a while in his arms. Finally she slipped out of bed and gingerly walked to the bathroom. She was very sore inside, but not as badly as she had feared she would be. Her muscles had a little ache, too, but the massage he had given her had taken most of that away. She showered and went to the refrigerator. She made drop biscuits, fried bacon and eggs and made coffee. He was still sleeping and she yelled at him.
"Get up, lazy. We have a lot to do today."
He sat up. "God, that smells good, sweetheart. I think I'll keep you."
He got up and put on his boxers. She was gloriously naked and he ate breakfast while staring at a little bare nymph. After his second cup of coffee, he showered and got dressed. She was dressed, had the fishing gear ready to go and the horses saddled when he came out.
"Where are we going?" he asked.
"There's a dam on the river three miles downstream, The steelhead are running and they run up to that dam and stop. We're going to catch four of them."
"We don't have cards," he told her.
"Yes, we do. Sarah got us punch cards. We can each catch seven steelhead this year, but we can only take two a day," she said. "If we catch two early, I'm going to ride back here and freeze them and then we'll catch two more."
"I think that's cheating," he laughed.
"I don't care. We only have two more days."
They rode down the river to the dam. It was accessible by road and there were four cars in the parking lot. The water was beautiful, flowing over the top of the dam. They couldn't fish right below the dam, so they tied their horses and walked downstream.
They floated pink Berkley Trout Nibbles down the current and in thirty minutes Samantha hooked her first steelhead. It was a tremendous battle. She played it expertly and the fight took her fifty yards downstream before she subdued the big fish. Lucas took pictures and they put the big fish on the stringer. She hooked another and lost it in the rocks before he hooked up. It was a nice fish, although not as large as hers. They had four by three o'clock and true to her word she rode back to the cabin with them. She returned in an hour and he had another on the stringer by the time she arrived. She quickly caught her limit again and advised him where to drift his bait until he hooked up with his last fish of the day. They wrapped them in paper and rode up the river, stopping twice to fish for brook trout. They caught four for supper and returned to the cabin. They cleaned fish and Samantha decided that she wanted to swim in the river and bathe there.
"I'll freeze my nuts off," he told her. "We have a perfectly good shower with hot water here!"
"Yes, but how many times will you have the chance to bathe with a naked eighteen-year-old in a mountain stream?" she asked him.
"When you put it like that, how can I resist?"
She got a bar of soap and they took towels and walked out to the pool they had fished in the day before. She stripped off her clothes and waded out into the water. She shivered and goose bumps popped up all over her body. Her nipples were always erect, but the areola crinkled up as well. She was adorable.
She dove in and came up shrieking. "Come in or I'm going to splash you," she threatened.
He waded out and the water made his bones ache. His balls drew up into a knot and his penis threatened to withdraw inside him. He knew there was no easy way in so he took the plunge. The shock took his breath away. He swam to her and took the soap. He lathered her quickly, soaping up her hair, as well, and she ducked under, scrubbing away the soap. He washed himself quickly and they made their way to the bank. Her teeth were chattering and she shivered as he dried her. He wrapped the towel around her and she gathered up their clothes while he dried.
"I can't believe you're not shivering," she said between chattering teeth."
"There are some advantages to being a fat guy," he told her. "I'm better insulated than you are."
"Why do you call yourself a fat guy?" she asked. "There isn't an ounce of fat on you."
"I just got in the habit when I was playing football," he explained. "I weighed 360 back then and everyone referred to the linemen as the 'fat guys.' It was a good natured joke."
"Oh, well, I guess I understand. Let's go inside and make a fire. You cook supper. I want the brook trout."
"Yes, madam," he laughed. "Will madam be having the white wine or the rose?"
She giggled. "I cooked breakfast. It's your turn. I want the white. Don't you always drink white wine with fish?"
"Not always," he said. "A rose goes better with red fleshed fish like trout or salmon. You could even go with a Pinot Noir. White wine goes with white fish."
"I'll remember," she said. "Madam will have the rose. What's a Pinot Noir?"
"It's a red burgundy. It means black pine, in French. I'm going to grill them, so the Pinot Noir is the better choice. It goes better with the char from grilling. If we were poaching them or baking them, the rose would be better. It doesn't matter, if you want the rose, the rose you shall have."
"No, I trust you. I don't like red wines as well. The times I drank them at home they made me shiver."
He laughed. "I'm glad you aren't going to become an alcoholic."
He started the grill and cooked the trout , basting them with spices, lemon juice and lots of butter. He made vegetable kabobs and grilled them, too. The trout were delicious and Samantha loved the kabobs, too. She liked the Pinot with the trout and she admired his ability to cook and his knowledge of food and wines.
"How do you know so much?" she asked.
"I'm fifty-years-old," he said. "I've done lots of things and had a lot of experiences. You're much smarter than I am, Samantha. When you're fifty, you'll know twice as much as I do."
She was much too sore to take him inside her that night, but she had an idea. "I know how much you like my butt," she said. "Do you think you might like to fuck me there?"
"I don't know, baby. I don't think that would be fun for you. I've never done it. I'm too big and I'm afraid I'll hurt you."
"Let's try and see. If it hurts too bad, I'll suck you."
"I don't think we should do that either. I think once I'm in your butt, that finishes it for anywhere else. You might catch something."
"What should we do if we want to try it?"
"I have no idea," he said. "I think you should have an enema."
"Yuck," she said. "Forget I ever mentioned it."
"No, it was a good idea, but I think I can improve on it. We'll oil you up and try just the head. I would love to just slide back and forth between your cheeks. You have such an incredible butt, baby, that I could cum just from rubbing against it. If the head hurts, we'll know this isn't for us. Remember, pain isn't fun."
"Yes, I agree. Sometimes you have a little pain to get a lot of pleasure though. It hurt so bad when you first did me, but then it was all worth it."
She stripped his clothes off, and then hers. She lay down on the bed and he applied body lotion liberally to her butt and his cock. He was rock hard just looking at her and thinking about sliding between those marvelous cheeks.
He mounted her, pressing her into the bed and holding her breasts in both hands. He slid back and forth between her slippery cheeks until she felt him tense up in anticipation of cumming.
"No, Lucas, don't cum. Put it inside. I want to try it."
He was on the point of no return and he eased his cock down until it pushed against her little pucker. He spread her cheeks so he could see. It was incredibly erotic and he knew he was going to cum quickly. He pressed harder and felt her stiffen beneath him.
"You have to relax, baby, or I know it's going to hurt," he told her.
He felt her go limp and he eased the head through her sphincter and the heat was incredible. He began to shoot inside her butt and she squealed.
"Oh, God; don't move, Lucas. Oh, my God. That feels so weird. You're cumming in my butt, aren't you?"
He groaned in reply, trying not to move as he emptied his balls in her ass. He couldn't help some involuntary motions and her hands flew back to press against him, trying to keep him from going any deeper. He spent inside her and eased it out.
She covered her little butt with her hands and writhed for a moment before going still. "Owee!" she groaned
"I hope that was good for you," she moaned. "It's never going to happen again. God that was weird and painful. Maybe if you had a little needle dick we could do that. I don't think something that big is supposed to go in. I have an exit only butt. Was it good?"
"It was incredible, but not if it hurt you. I could just have easily cum between your cheeks. I'm glad you wanted to try, but I never want to hurt you. Now we know, right?"
"Yes, it wasn't that bad. It hurt, but I could stand the pain if I thought it was going to feel good after a while. I don't think it would ever feel good. I can't believe women do that. I can't believe gay men like it either. It's just weird, Uncle Luke. I'm going to go to the bathroom now and we're never going to talk about this again. You can come between my cheeks any time you want to, but we're not going to talk about this anymore, okay?"
"Yes, baby; I'm sorry it wasn't good."
"It was good. Everything with you is good, but that was only good once. Your cum in me feels disgusting. I love it in my mouth or in my pussy, but not back there. All over my body is good, too. It just feels like I need to poop now. We won't talk about it anymore, right?"
"Right," he assured her.
She went into the bathroom and stayed for ten minutes. He heard water running and then she came out, drying her butt with a towel.
"Yuck," she said. "I think the enema would have been better."
"I thought we weren't going to talk about it anymore," he said.
"We aren't. That was the last word. I want to get up early in the morning and go catch more steelhead before we have to go."
"I would like that, too."
She lay down and spooned up against him. She looked over her shoulder at him. She scooted her butt back against him. "Don't get any ideas," she said. "Should I put on panties to protect myself?"
He shouted with laughter. "I like you with panties on," he said. "It's really sexy to have a naked little girl with only panties in my bed."
"Really? I didn't know you liked that," she said. "I like it, too."
She got out of bed and got a pair of lacy black ones out of her bag. She snuggled back in and he slid a hand down to feel them. The contrast between her silky skin and the lace was very sexy. He traced a finger up the swell of her hip to the panties and cupped her pussy.
"I love you so much, baby," he whispered in her ear.
She smiled and he felt her go limp.
They left at daybreak the next morning and by ten, they had their limit of steelhead. Samantha actually caught three, but they had their four and they rode back to the cabin. He cleaned fish and packed them in ice for the trip home while she tidied up the cabin. They packed the horses and made the five hour trip down the mountain. Their outfitter took charge of the fish and told them he would ship them home. They drove back to Yakima and it was nearly midnight by the time they got back to Portland. They showered and fell asleep in each other's arms.
Lucas went to his meeting and Samantha slept until noon on Friday. They got up and went to the gym. Samantha was a bit of a celebrity and Gio was there. He took her under his wing and she lifted with Jonah. True to his word, Gio had a workout designed for her, and after they lifted they swam for half an hour. It was getting toward evening and Lucas called Lila. She had reluctantly agreed to letting him meet her mother. He wore a nice suit and Samantha helped him pick out a tie. She was going to watch movies on Netflix.
He had James pick him up in a limousine and drive him to Lila's house. He brought two bunches of flowers, and with some trepidation he rang the bell. They lived in an older brownstone and he heard the doorbell chime.
A tiny black woman opened the door. She looked up at Lucas. "Something I can help you with, honey?"
"I'm Lucas Ramsey," he told her. "I'm here to pick up your daughter. She agreed to go out with me but I wanted to meet you. I feel like I need to explain myself. These are for you."
"Thank you, Mr. Ramsey." She looked him over. "My, you a big white boy. Why you want to go out with my daughter, Mr. Ramsey?"
"Please, my name is Lucas. I want to go out with your daughter because she's beautiful and kind."
"How on earth do you know she's kind? Any fool can see she's beautiful."
"I know she's kind because she was kind to my niece. I wish you could meet my niece. Her name is Samantha and she's eighteen-years-old. She lives with me and I have custody of her. Her mother was abusing her and her mother's boyfriend was beginning to molest her. She ran away to me. She rode the train from Seattle to Portland that your daughter was working on. The train station is in a bad part of town and Samantha was scared. I told her to find a train employee and she found Lila. Lila protected her. They were both being attacked when I found them. Lila was trying to protect Samantha. I... intervened."
"She told me what you did, I can believe it now, looking at you. You a big man, Lucas. I'm grateful to you for helping Lila."
"I bought her and Samantha a piece of pie. We talked and I discovered that Lila is a delightful person. I love hearing her talk and that laugh of hers got under my skin. Did I mention that I think she's beautiful?"
"Yes, you did. We agreed on that. I don't like the idea of my girl going out with a white man. I ain't a racist, but it just don't seem right."
"I understand. I even agree with you in general," Lucas said. "I wouldn't like Samantha going out with a black man. But I'm not just a white man. All I'm asking is for you to give me a chance. Let me get to know you. You get to know me. I don't have a thing for black women. I've never dated a black woman. I just like Lila and I'd like to have a chance to get to know her better and see where it goes."
"What you do for a living, Lucas?"
"I'm an entrepreneur, Mrs. Chrome."
"I've heard that word. What does it mean?"
"I own companies that make things."
"What kind of things?"
"My primary business is software for cell phones. I develop and sell three of the ten most popular applications for cell phones. I'm in real estate, as well. I buy land, develop it and lease it to companies or sell it to them. I got in on the ground floor with an online auction company. Mrs. Chrome, if I started giving you my money today in hundred dollar bills we would both be dead before we got half way through. I'm not telling you this to impress you. I just want you to know I'm a responsible person. Lila knows who I am. She told me she recognized my name."
"She said you a lot older than her. You don't look old, but why you interested in a young girl like my Lila?"
"I'm not interested in her because she's a young girl, if that's what you mean. I'm interested in her because she's a girl. That's all. I think she's someone I'd like to know better. If things don't get romantic, that's okay with me. I just want to be her friend. Well, to be honest I hope we can be more than friends. If that doesn't work out, then we'll be friends. I hope that Samantha and I can just hang out with her."
She thought for a minute. "You seem like a nice man, Lucas. I don't like many white people, but I like you. You be good to my girl and I like you a lot. You hurt her and I'll send the brothers to mess you up. Don't think you can pull no kung fu tricks on them."
He laughed. "No, I promise not to hurt her. Is she ready?"
"Yes, she been fixing up. She like you, Lucas, to get all pretty for you. I told her I'd call her after we talked."
"Lila," she called up the stairs. "Mr. Ramsey here. You ready, honey?"
He heard movement upstairs and Lila came down. She was stunning in a short blue skirt, a black jacket and a white top. She had on black heels and a matching blue clutch.
"Is everything okay, Mom?"
"Yes, it's okay. I like this white boy, Lila. You make him show you a good time and don't let him get frisky with you."
"Mom, stop that! I'm sorry, Lucas. She's always like this."
"You're delightful, Mrs. Chrome. Don't ever change," he said. "These are for you, Lila."
"I take care of them," her mother said. "He brought me flowers, too, Lila. I put them in vases. You kids run on, now."
She watched them go to the car and James opened the door for them.
"My baby going out with a rich white man," she said to herself. "What the world coming to?"
Lucas was taking Lila to a play. It was a dinner theatre and the play was a comedy. It was a little raunchy, but it was funny and they both laughed together as they ate. The food was even better than the play and Lucas was satisfied.
He owned a club with live music on the other side of town and he felt like a king going in with this stunning girl on his arm. He had a private table reserved and he ordered drinks. She wanted a vodka Collins and he sipped Scotch. They talked with their heads close together and it thrilled him when her lips brushed his ear.. He liked this band. It was hot jazz and he asked for a couple of songs. He asked her to dance when he heard the opening bars and she wanted to. It was slow and pretty and Lila moved like a feather in his arms. They stayed on the floor and the singer pointed out that the owner was in the house.
"We have a song for his lovely lady here. This one is for Lila."
It was a cover of Randy Newman's "You can leave your hat on." It was lively and ribald and the crowd cheered as Lila swayed to the music. She took off her jacket and handed it to Lucas as she danced around him. She began to unbutton the buttons of her top and the crowd went wild. She pulled the tails out, exposing a satin camisole underneath. She handed it to him and he pulled her close and held her there as the song ended.
The crowd applauded as they made their way back to their table. She took a bow and they sat down. Her eyes were sparkling and he could have sworn her face was flushed. He kept the jacket and top, putting them over the back of his chair.
"You're going to give them back, right, Lucas? I can't go home like this."
"Why not?" he asked. "I think you're gorgeous, Lila."
She wouldn't meet his eyes for a minute. "Thank you, Lucas."
He could hardly hear her. He bent his head and he could feel her ringlets of hair against his cheek.
"One more drink and I'll take you home," he told her
They talked while they drank and when they finished, he stood up. She stood and he held out her top. She put her arms in and he buttoned it up, lingering over the buttons over her breasts, brushing them with the back of his hands. She looked up and him and her eyes were liquid pools. He helped her into her jacket and she tucked the top of her blouse into her skirt. He texted James and the car was waiting when they stepped outside.
He got out and walked her to the door. She stopped and looked up at him.
"I had a wonderful time, Lucas. Thank you."
"Will you go out with me again?" he asked.
"Yes, I'm leaving tomorrow, but I'll be back Tuesday. Is a week night okay?"
"Yes, Samantha is going to be in school next week, so I can't stay out late. Could we get together early, like around five?"
"That would be perfect."
"Can I kiss you, Lila?"



She wouldn't look at him. "Yes, if you want to."
He did, and he took her chin in his fingers and tipped her head up. She looked into his eyes and offered him her lips. They were full and very soft under his. He put his arms around her and pulled her close. She melted into his arms and the kiss lasted a long time. He could see a blush on her coffee and cream cheeks when she pulled away.
"Oh, my," she said. "That was very nice, Lucas. I want to do it again."
Just then the porch light came on and she quickly drew away. "Mom waits up for me," she smiled. "Call me, Lucas, and I'll see you Tuesday."
He rode home, thinking that she was a very exciting girl. He had another waiting for him on the sofa. Samantha jumped up when the door opened and ran to hug him. She kissed him and pulled him to the sofa. She wanted to hear all about his date.
"Did you kiss her, Uncle Luke? Tell me you kissed her," she said when he had finished telling her.
"Yes, I did," he laughed. "She wanted to do it again but her mother interrupted us."
"Oh, I can't wait until you seduce her," she said, clapping her hands together. "Just thinking about it makes me horny. Take me to bed, Uncle Luke."
He was happy to do that. They showered and she climbed in bed naked. "There's no use in putting panties on when we're just going to take them off again," she explained.
In minutes she was cumming as his tongue teased her clitoris and again when he entered her. She was still very tight and small. It still hurt her at first, but he was very slow and gentle. As she came for the fifth time he erupted inside her and they collapsed, panting beside each other. She went to the bathroom and came back with yellow panties on.
They stayed inside most of the day Saturday, spending most of the day in bed. He made love to her three times during the day, and after the third time she was exhausted.
"My sweet Jesus, I think I came a hundred times," she gasped. "Was it good for you, Uncle Luke?"
"You need to stop asking me that," he told her. "You know you're incredible. I'm so in love with you that if you were fat and ugly, you'd still be beautiful to me."
She smiled. "I know; me, too. I'm glad you're not fat and ugly though. You're a very good looking man, Uncle Luke. I just love hearing you tell me. I need that. My life was ugly for a long time and I didn't feel very good about myself. You changed all that, but I still need your approval."
"I won't stop telling you," he assured her. "I'll show you, too."
"By the way," she said. "Michelle came around and left papers for you to sign so I can start school Monday. I've got three tryouts Tuesday after school; jazz band, diving and swimming. I won't be home until late. I know you're going out with Lila. I won't wait up. I'll be in bed when you get home, probably. Wake me up and tell me about it."
"Just tell James when to pick you up," he told her. "I'm going to drive next time."
The GSX turned quite a few heads when he rumbled to a stop at the Chrome's. He had a rose for Lila and an antique tea set for her mother. Lila had told him she collected them, and this one was seventeenth century Chinese. He gave her the box when she let him in and he gave Lila her rose. Mrs. Chrome put it in a vase and he walked Lila out to the car. He asked her if she wanted to drive.
She did, and he put her in and handed her the keys. She confessed that she rarely drove. She didn't own a car, although her mother did. She was a very good driver, although cautious with his GSX. She asked him where they were going and he directed her to the water front. They took a dinner cruise on the Portland Spirit. It was very romantic and she kissed him several times. They stood together on the deck and he kept his arm around her. She had on a yellow dress, very short and sexy, showing off her long, slim legs to perfection. One shoulder was bare and he stroked her soft skin. She shivered a little.
"Are you cold, Lila?" he asked.
"Maybe a little, but that's not why I reacted like that."
"No, what is it then?"
"You turn me on, Lucas. Would you like to make love to me?"
He was a little shocked. She instantly apologized. "I'm sorry, Lucas. Damn, now I've made it all awkward. You must think I'm a slut."
"Not at all," he said. "I'm just a little surprised. I thought I'd have to get over this young, old, black and white stuff before you'd even think about it. You're sort of shy, too."
"I don't sleep with men I don't think I could love," she said. "I've decided that all those rules don't apply to you. You make me feel special and I don't care about any of that, anymore."
"You are special," he told her. "I would like to make love to you, but just not tonight. Samantha had tryouts for jazz band, the dive team and the swim team after school. It's ten now, and if I don't get home soon she'll be asleep and I won't be there for her to tell me about it."
"Oh, my God," she said. "Where have you been all my life. You're the sweetest man, Lucas. That just makes me want you more."
"When are you off this week," he asked her.
"I get in Friday afternoon and I don't leave until Monday afternoon."
"If I pick you up at the train station, will you spend the weekend with Samantha and I?"
"I might. What will we do?"
"It's a surprise. It involves an airplane flight, a boat and hot sun," he said. "Will you do it?"
"It sounds incredible. Yes, I'll go. What should I pack?"
"Clothes to get from here to there and back. A bikini and personal items, too. That's it."
He took her home and kissed her again at the door. He got home at eleven and Samantha was asleep. She woke up when he climbed in bed after his shower and she told him she had made all three teams. She hadn't swum well enough to make the open butterfly, but she made the medley relay. She was sure she could get her time down enough to get the open spot, too. He told her about his date and that they were going out of town on Friday. He would pick her up early from school and they would spend the weekend with Lila. She would miss school Monday, too.
"I'm sure we'll be able to get her in bed if we have her all weekend," she said. "Good work, Uncle Luke. Do you like her a lot?"
"I do," he told her. "I think I could fall in love with her if I didn't have you."
"Why does that matter? What if I fall in love with her, too? What if she loves me? What if she loves you? I'll share you with her if you'll share her with me."
"You're incredible, baby. Go to sleep and we'll think about it. It may turn out just the way you want it to."
They picked Lila up at the station at one on Friday, and James drove them to the airport. They boarded Lucas' jet and took off. Neither girl had ever flown before and they loved the jet. It was very well fitted and they enjoyed the luxury. They landed in Cabo San Lucas in the early afternoon. A car was waiting for them and they were soon aboard a yacht.
"Where are we, and whose ship is this?" Lila wanted to know.
"This is Cabo San Lucas in Mexico and this is my yacht. It's called the Inside Strait. Do you like her?"
They demanded to be shown around and he introduced them to Captain Gomez and the mate, Julio. There was a cabin boy and a chef as well. They put out to sea and the blue water hissed by. The Inside Strait had 130 feet of water line and seven cabins. There was a large deck aft with comfortable seating and another on top of the bridge. The girls went to get changed and they agreed to meet on the aft deck.
The girls were stunning when they emerged. Samantha had on a red crocheted bikini that showed so much skin she was nearly bare. Lila had a yellow string affair. The bottom was a little yellow triangle with strings attached and the top was two more little yellow triangles with strings. It looked amazing on her coffee complexion. Her breasts were much larger than he had expected from her slender body and her butt was a thing out of a young man's fantasy. He had on dark sunglasses and he was glad they couldn't see his eyes. They were fixed on two of the most perfect girls he had ever seen. One little, blonde and golden brown; the other tall and slender, with that coffee and lots of cream beauty.
"I can feel your eyes," Samantha laughed. "He's like this all the time, Lila."
"I could get used to it," she said. "She put her arms over her head and spun gracefully, giving him the full effect."
"You're beautiful," Samantha told her. "I would kill for boobs like that."
"They would look odd on you," Lila told her. "Yours are perfect for you. I suspect they'll grow a little when you hit 20, or so."
"Don't you think she's beautiful, Uncle Luke?"
"Yes, baby, I do; inside and out."
He saw that rosy tint creep over Lila's cheeks. "Can I offer you girls a beer, a glass of champagne?"
"I don't like beer," Samantha said, 'but I'll take the champagne."
"You let her drink?" Lila asked.
"She does what she wants to," he said. "I trust her. She'll ask me if she thinks I might not like something."
Lila took a beer and they lay on the cushions and soaked up the sun.
"I forgot to bring sunscreen," Lila said.
"I didn't think you needed it," Samantha said in surprise.
"Most people don't know, but black people burn just like white people," Lila told her. "It would hurt for a while and I'd get black as coal. I don't want to be any darker. I like my skin the way it is."
"I like it, too," Samantha assured her. "I have sunscreen. I'll let you have some. I'll put it on you if you'll do me."
She jumped up and rummaged around in her bag. She came up with four tubes. "I intend to spend a lot of time out here," she said.
She sat astride Lila's thighs and began to work the sunscreen into her back. She worked down over her legs and feet, tickling her feet in the process. Lila giggled and kicked wildly. Samantha worked her way back up to Lila's shoulders and arms. She stopped and pulled the yellow string holding her top on. It fell open and Lila glanced at Lucas for a moment. He didn't appear to notice anything amiss, and she relaxed as Samantha's small hands soothed her.
"Roll over," Samantha told her. She rose up a little so Lila could roll over. She clutched her bikini top to her and lay down on her back. Samantha repeated thr process. This time when her hands reached Lila's breasts, she slipped them under the cups and worked the sunscreen into Lila's breasts. The little triangles pushed up exposing chocolate colored nipples, already standing at attention. Samantha tweaked them and Lila gasped.
"Don't, Samantha," she whispered. "Lucas is right there. He'll look over her and see us."
"He won't mind," Samantha whispered back, rolling the nipples between her thumbs and forefingers; wringing a soft moan from Lila. "He might be jealous, but he won't mind, I promise." She took Lila's top away and put it on the ground. She bent down and kissed each chocolate nub. "You can turn back over now."
Lila quickly turned over, hiding her breasts against the cushions. She felt Samantha's hands slide over the cheeks of her butt again. She dug her fingers into the smooth brown skin at the top of Lila's thighs. Lila moaned softly and spread her legs a little, giving Samantha better access. She moved around so that she could cup Lila's butt in her hands and Lila felt Samantha' hand slide between her thighs and cup her pussy. There was a distinct wet spot there and Samantha took that as an invitation to push the strings aside and slide a finger into Lila's pussy while the other hand rubbed at her engorged clitoris.
"Samantha,," she whispered frantically. "What are you doing? God that feels good, but we have to stop. Lucas is going to notice."
"Can we do this later when he's not around?" Samantha asked her.
"Yes, honey. God you're sexy, but we can't let him find out."
"Will you make love with me?"
"Yes, baby, stop now."
"There's no reason to stop," Samantha told her. "He already knows I want you. I told him the first time after the restaurant. He approves. He wants you himself. He tells me everything and I tell him everything. I'll share him with you if you'll love me, too."
Lila turned over and pulled Samantha down on top of her. "Are you and Lucas lovers?" she asked.
"Yes, ever since the first night. I climbed in bed with him when he was asleep. By the time he woke up I had him so horny he couldn't say no. Do you mind?"
"No, but this isn't going the way I thought it would at all. I feel like I'm corrupting a child, Samantha. I was going to fuck Lucas' brains out. I didn't know you felt like this about me. I didn't know you two were lovers. Hell, I guess I don't know anything."
Samantha was squeezing her breasts and Lila shivered at the touch. "Stop, baby, and let me think. That makes me too horny to think."
"You're not corrupting anyone," Samantha told her. "I came on to you, remember?"
"Yes, I remember. Did you two plan to get me in bed this weekend?"
"Yes, do you mind?"
"I should. I think I'm in love with him, Samantha."
"Good. I'm in love with him, too. I could easily fall in love with you. You're very lovely, Lila. Do you think you could love me?"
"I'm already halfway there. I want to make love to you. I know you're sweet as sugar and smart as a whip. You're funny and sexy. Yes, I could fall in love with you."
"Uncle Luke told me he thought he could fall in love with you if it weren't for me after your last date. I told him that I liked that idea. I told him I'd share him with you. Look at him, Lila. He's beautiful and so full of love. He's strong, brave, rich and hung like a horse. He hadn't been with a woman since Aunt Lilly died two years ago. He needs us. He was so lonely it would break your heart. He has me and he loves taking care of me, but he needs someone like you, too. You're just like Aunt Lilly was. You're so strong and independent. You won't ever cling or be needy the way I am. Love us, Lila. Can you love us?"
"Yes I can. I think he's asleep. Let's strip and go over there and fuck him until dinner. Then we'll take him to bed and we'll fuck. That should get him going again and we'll have an orgy all night long."
"I like the way you think," Samantha giggled. "Do you know his cock is huge? I've only fucked him twice, but we've done lots of other things. I was sore for a long time after the first time. I got better a couple of days ago and I fucked him again. I want to do it now."
"Jesus, Samantha; how did you take it. You're so tiny and young."
"He made it easy, Lila. He's an incredibly gentle and tender lover. You're going to love this. You fuck him first and I'll play with both of you."
They went and stood over him. He felt their shadows fall over him and pushed his glasses up to look up at them. Both girls dropped the tops of their bikinis to the deck and the kneeled beside him.
"Am I about to be raped?" he asked.
They giggled and lay down on each side of him. They took turns kissing him and each other. They played with each other's breasts and ran their hands over his chest.
"You don't have any body hair," Lila said. "Do you shave?"
"No," he said. "I never had any."
"I don't care for hairy men," Samantha said. "I want to shave his pubic hair, too."
Lila moved closer and he admired her body. Her breasts were high and proud, probably a large C cup. Her nipples were longer than Samantha's and her areola were small chocolate circles. Her breasts tipped upward a little and the bottoms were very full. Her belly was firm and flat and her hips were slender but curvy. She had no pubic hair and her pussy was bare and beautiful. She had large, dark labia and he could see flashes of light pink inside when he untied her bikini bottom.
Samantha reached out and ran her fingers between Lila's pussy lips. "She's very wet for us," she said. "I warmed her up while you were sleeping."
They pulled at his trunks and slid them down over his feet so that he lay beneath them naked.
Lila gasped when she saw his cock. "Jesus Christ, Sam. I can't believe you took that. Look how thick it is." She wrapped her hands around it. "My fingers won't wrap all the way around!"
"I know it's intimidating," Samantha said. "I really didn't have anything to compare it to. I know you can do it. Not yet though. Let us love you."
Lila lay back on the cushions and Lucas inhaled one of those sweet chocolate nipples. He stretched the rubbery nubbin between his lips and let it pop back. He grazed it with his teeth and she shuddered and moaned. She felt Samantha part her thighs and felt the girl's hair, silky over her excited flesh. She felt little fingers parting her labia and a little pointed tongue teasing her clitoris. She groaned and her hips bucked under Samantha's ministrations. Lucas had switched nipples and now he claimed her mouth as she took him in her hand and stroked his erection.
Samantha was beside herself with excitement. She had never seen anything as beautiful and sexy as this lovely girl's pussy. She loved the bare skin with not even a hint of stubble. The pinkness inside was a beautiful contrast to her dark skin. She coaxed the clitoris out of its hood, remembering Lucas' mouth on her and imitating the things he did that made her feel good.
Lila's clitoris grew and swelled under her tongue until it resembled a tiny penis. Samantha knew how to make penises feel good. She took it between her fingers and stroked it up and down the sides of the tiny shaft. Lila was now writhing and moaning continually and she exploded into orgasm as Samantha lashed the head with her tongue. She came in a powerful orgasm for a few minutes then pushed Samantha's head away with her free hand. Her breasts were heaving and she was shiny and slick. Her pussy was dripping and Samantha was ready for more.
"She's ready for you now, Lucas."
He swung around between her thighs and pushed the head of his cock between her labia. The contrast between pink, black and white was incredibly erotic and Lila raised her head to look at their joining. Samantha was holding Lucas's cock in her little hand and guiding him in. Her buttery lips parted and he began to penetrate her as Samantha began to trace circles around her clitoris. She groaned as she felt her pussy stretch around his girth. She put her hands against his stomach and pushed against him.
"Wait, stop Lucas," she moaned. "Slow, honey, very slow. You're the fourth cock I've ever had in me. Don't hurt me, Lucas."
"He won't," Samantha assured her. She worked her fingers furiously over Lila's distended clitoris and the girl gasped and thrust herself on the rod impaling her. At six inches she felt him begin to invade places that had never been touched before. Not only was he longer than her previous lovers, his girth as stretching her more than she could have imagined. He halted his forward progress for a minute and withdrew a few inches. He fed it back inside and she moaned and writhed beneath him. He fucked her steadily and she began to quiver as she felt herself approaching a mind-blowing orgasm. She screamed in ecstasy as she came and he used the cover of her orgasmic spasms to bury himself inside her.
"There, you've got it," Samantha praised her. "Good girl. Now we can get serious. Will you lick me while Lucas fucks you?"
Lina was incapable of speech and could only nod. Samantha climbed astride and Lila tasted that little blonde pussy. It was wet and delicious. She could tell that they were kissing above her and Samantha began to moan as Lila teased her labia and clitoris. Lila had a little experience with girls. She had made love several times with her college roommate and she knew how to drive Samantha over the top.
She felt Lucas increase his tempo and he began to slide quickly between her very wet lips. She was cuming continuously and she didn't know how much more she could take. Lucas was moving like a machine now, pounding into her and his cock was scraping over her clitoris with every stroke, stimulating her g-spot and driving her crazy with lust. She felt his rhythm break as the head of hic cock sliced through her pussy to bump against her cervix.



"Can I come inside you, Lila?' he gasped.
Her mouth was covered by Samantha's cumming pussy, and so she just reached down and pulled his hips into her. He understood and he pistoned into her for another minute and she felt him quiver and shake. His cock swelled incredibly larger inside her and she felt the hot blasts of his cum flood her with its soothing cream. The feeling of that hot fluid filling her caused her to cum again and she twitched and shuddered through one more orgasm as he remained buried deep in her belly. Samantha collapsed beside her, Lucas' heavy weight settled over her and he was kissing her lovingly. She rested, buried beneath her lovers, overwhelmed by her emotions. She never wanted this to end, she realized. She wanted to stay like this the rest of her life. A little blonde angel snuggled up against her side and a heavy weight, on her and in her, brought tears to her eyes.
"That was amazing," Lucas said. "You girls are amazing."
"You're about to crush one of the amazing girls," Samantha warned him. "Get off her, Lucas. Let her breathe."
She made way so that he could lie between them. He rolled reluctantly out of and off Lila and pulled both girls over so that they faced each other across his chest, their breast crushed against him.
"Say something, Lila," he looked down at her.
"I can't," she gasped. "Let me rest for a minute."
She panted for a minute. "God, that was incredible," she finally said. "I came a thousand times. That was the sexiest thing that's ever happened to me."
She kissed Samantha's pouty little mouth and Lucas' chest.
"Thank you Samantha. You made the first move. You made this possible for me. I love you, honey. Thank you for sharing Lucas and yourself with me. Was it what you hoped it would be?"
"It was fantastic," Samantha said. "I love you, too. I love your body. I don't ever want to stop making love to you. Do you mind, Uncle Luke?"
She reached down and stroked his sticky cock. It twitched and showed signs of returning to life.
"No, baby; I don't mind. That is as long as I can fuck a little blonde cherub, too."
He rolled on top of her, supporting his weight on his elbows and kissed her tenderly. He sucked her nipples and ran his finger inside her very wet tunnel.
"You can have me any time you want me," she whispered. "No other man will ever touch me."
She gasped and moaned as his cock penetrated her little pussy and he began to make love to her gently and passionately. The sight of his cock moving into this little blonde angel's pussy stirred Lila's passion, and she made love to Samantha's little breasts. She loved the little hard brown nipples and she lavished attention on them until Samantha pulled her astride. She felt the girl's tongue on her pussy and she watched as Samantha tongued Lucas's cum from her, licking it down like candy. She pressed her clitoris onto her lips and began to rock with them.
Lucas fucked Samantha until she begged him to stop, totally wrung out by her multiple orgasms. He pulled away and the two girls brought him to completion with their mouths, trading his cum between their tongues and sucking him dry. They slept for an hour until the dinner bell rang. They pulled their bathing suits back on and the girls produced wraps to wear for dinner.
"We don't want the crew getting ideas," Lila giggled.
"They could have had a free show, but they never invade my privacy," he assured them. "They're a good crew, but they never come aft if I'm there."
After dinner, Samantha wanted to fish and they stopped the yacht while they baited hooks. The captain set them up in fighting chairs and it wasn't long until Lila hooked a large tiger shark. It was a titanic battle and the girls traded off when they became too tired to pull on the monster. It took them two hours to get it to the surface close to the boat.
"Qué es lo que quieres hacer?" Gomez asked.
"Liberarlo," Lucas said.
"What was that?" Samantha asked.
"He wanted to know what we wanted to do with the shark. I told him to release it."
"I didn't know you spoke Spanish," Samantha said.
"It isn't one of my best languages," he told her. "I get by."
"What are your best?" Lila asked him.
"I speak pretty good Mandarin, Japanese and German."
"Really? I had no idea," Samantha said.
"I don't reveal all my secrets," he grinned at her.
Gomez cut the wire and the shark swam slowly away. They changed rods and tackle. The Inside Strait got underway and they fished for yellow fin tuna, maceral and skipjack. They caught three yellow fin and Gomez delivered them to the chef for dinner the next day. They anchored off a small island and spent the night. Lucas had his doubts about making love again that night, but the sight of the two girls in a 69 drew him to participate, first with his mouth and hands, and then he grew inspired and made love to Samantha until she orgasmed, and then Lila, before exploding into the beautiful girl.
They stayed at anchor on Saturday and Lucas, Samantha and Lila jumped into the water and swam to the island. They snorkeled for hours and Julio brought them a picnic lunch to the island in the inflatable. There were two palm trees and they spread blankets under the trees and ate cold fried chicken, baked beans and potato salad and drank champagne. They lay on the sand in the afternoon and played in the water. The girls both went naked the whole time they were on the island and they ended up making love for two hours on the blankets under the trees.
Julio ferried them back to the yacht as the sun was setting and they ate grilled tuna for dinner. They drank brandy on top of the bridge after dinner and Lucas gave them good Cuban cigars. The girls both laughed as they puffed away, sitting in deck chairs in their bikinis. They liked the idea of smoking cigars, but Samantha didn't care much for the brandy.
"We look like rich old men," Lila laughed. "That's what they would do."
"Hey, is that an ageist remark directed at the only one of us not a teenager?"
They laughed. "I'm not a teenager, either," Lila protested.
"You might as well be," he told her. "You're next thing to it. You girls make me feel ancient."
"Ancient men can't make love like you," Samantha told him. "Speaking of which, Lila is going to sleep with us tonight, right?"
"Did you invite her?" he asked.
"No, I thought you should do that, It's your bed."
"Lila, you're invited to sleep in my bed," he told her. "You're invited to sleep in my bed anytime you want to. How's that?"
"Perfect," Samantha said. "Will you sleep with us, Lila?"
"Yes. I would like to sleep with you. I would also like to sleep with just one of you at a time occasionally. I'm not as easy about this as you are, Samantha. When we're together it's all hot and wet, but I think that when we get back home and I'm riding a train to Boston or Tampa I'm going to question my sanity."
"I know what you mean," Lucas said. "I'm caught in her web and I don't want out, but I can see how you would have some doubts."
"Just give us a chance," Samantha asked. "If it's not a school night we can get together and just hang out if you want to. We don't have to fuck. I like just being around you guys. If you come over on a school night you can sleep with Uncle Luke by yourself. I need at least eight hours of sleep a day if I'm going to keep my grades up. I really do want to be valedictorian. How does that sound."
"It sounds like you want me in your life badly," Lila hugged her. "I'm not going to kick you out of your bed though. Maybe we could use yours and then come get in bed with you so we wouldn't keep you awake. I hope you have a big bed, Lucas."
"He does," Samantha said. "What will your mom think about you staying over with us?"
"She'll disapprove, then she'll love me anyway. She never approves of sex before you're married. It doesn't matter if you're in love or not. She'll feel better about it if I tell her I'm in love with Lucas. I could never tell her about you, Sam. It would upset her too badly. I don't like to hurt her."
"No, I understand. Do you think I could come over and meet her?"
"Yes, honey; I think she'd like you a lot. I think you'd like her, too. Lucas thinks she's amazing."
She slept with them that night and Sunday night as well. Saturday they did mostly sleep, but Sunday night became a thing of sweetness and sighs as they made passionate love over and over.
Monday came all too soon, and they sailed back to Cabo San Lucas and boarded the Lear. James was waiting for them at the airport. He drove then to the Chrome's and they went in to introduce Samantha to Lila's mother. Samantha hugged her tightly and Mrs. Chrome fell in love with the little blonde pixie right away.
"Aren't you a pretty child," she said. "Lila tell me all about you. You a poor baby, but you got your Uncle Lucas now. He's a nice man. He'll take good care of you, I know. You like tea, child?"
Samantha did, and they had brought Mrs. Chrome a bag of Yorkshire Red from Harrowgate's, of London, and a new tea ball. She was very pleased, especially with the tea ball.
"This the good stuff," she said. "We had it once or twice. It too expensive for us most of the time. Aunt Shonda's tea ball was getting old, too. The latch don't work too good. I got oatmeal cookies. You want cookies?"
Samantha went to the kitchen with her and they drank tea and ate cookies. Samantha chattered happily to her about tea and old jazz while Lucas and Lila cuddled on the sofa.
After half an hour, they were ready to leave. "You got a real sweet girl here, Lucas," Mrs. Chrome told him. "She's smart and pretty like my Lila. You bring her over for dinner next Saturday. I'll cook and show you white people what soul food all about."
They laughed and accepted. Lila was off Thursday through Saturday that week, and Samantha's birthday was on Friday.
Her Hellcat was delivered on Thursday and Lucas kept it at the garage and didn't tell her it had come. He pulled her out of school at noon on Friday, and took her to get her driver's license. She passed the tests and he congratulated her. James dropped them off at the garage. It was located on the office complex and Samantha had never been there before.
"What is this place, Uncle Luke?" she asked.
"This is where we keep our cars when we're not using them."
"Are we taking one out? Why don't we just go with James?"
He raised a large garage door and the Charger stood just inside under the lights. Samantha squealed with delight and threw her arms around his neck. He picked her up in his arms and squeezed her tight. She kissed him deeply.
"Happy birthday, baby," he told her.
"Thank you, Uncle Luke," she breathed against his lips. "I love you so much. Now put me down and let's go for a drive."
The Hellcat sounded amazing. It had a Flow Master custom exhaust system and the big, supercharged V8 burbled as it idled out of the complex. It had traction control and refused to let go of the pavement, but it would chirp the tires. Samantha loved the smell of new car and she adjusted the seat, pedals and steering wheel to fit her. The Hellcat was programed to remember her, and she was amazed that it could remember Lucas, too.
"Where should we go," she asked.
"Do you want to go fast or hit some lights?"
"Both," she decided.
"Okay, let's turn right at the next light."
He took her through town for a while and then on to the interstate. They drove five miles and he had her exit. He knew the owner of the Speedway and he had agreed to let Samantha try the Charger out at high speed on the empty track.
He was a large black man named Stephen. He met them at the gate and fitted them with crash helmets and a harness.
Samantha's eyes were shining as she pulled up to the starting line. Stephen gave them a green flag and the Charger shot off the line. She kept it around a hundred for the first two laps, slowing a little for the steeply banked curves. Once she had a feel for it they flew around the track. The Hellcat handled like a dream and he saw the speedometer touch 160 down the backstretch. She took the curves low to high and let the big, supercharged V8 slingshot them out of the other side. After ten laps she decided she had enough and she slowed to a stop back at the finish line.
"That's a good piece of driving," Stephen told her. "If you ever want a job, I'll put you in pace cars. You've got the looks to be a star around here. You drive very well."
Her eyes shone and all that silky blonde hair came spilling out when she took off her helmet. She shook her head and it billowed around her and settled back into place.
"You've definitely got the looks," Stephen admired her.
"Hey, she's mine," Lucas laughed.
"You're a lucky dog," Stephen chuckled. "Seriously though, I meant it about the job. If you're ever interested have Luke give me a call."
She promised to think about it. She drove them back home and he told her he had dinner reservations for them at seven. He was going to have James pick Lila up, but Samantha wanted to go and show her the Charger. It was going to be a formal dinner and she put on one of the new dresses she had received from the hand of Lucy. When she came out, she was stunning. Her hair was done up in a cunning knot and her dress was a midnight blue affair. It was shiny and long with a deep slit on one side. It was a mermaid style with one shoulder bare and had a silver ribbon wrapped around the torso. She posed for him, one little brown thigh exposed and tall silver heels peeking out. She had a matching blue clutch and she was gorgeous.
"God, you're beautiful, baby," he exclaimed. "You take my breath away."
She walked over and kissed him. "Thanks, Uncle Luke. I love dressing up for you. I can't wait for you to take it off."
He swatted her butt and she squealed and got out her keys. "Be back in half an hour," she said.
He made a couple of telephone calls and worked on some paperwork. He put on his black tuxedo and got a blue bow tie to match her. Forty-five minutes passed with no sign of the girls. He called Mrs. Chrome and she told him that they had left thirty minutes ago. He became alarmed and tried to call both Samantha and Lila. Neither girl answered their phones.
He called Gio. When the cop answered he asked if he were busy. "No, but I have plans for later," Gio said.
"I need your help," Lucas explained that the girls were missing.
"I can't file a missing persons report until they're gone 24 hours," Gio said. "I'll check accident reports and see if they've been stopped anywhere."
When he called back in three minutes he hadn't found anything.
"There's a traffic camera on the light in front of Lila's house," Lucas said. "Can you check that footage?"
"I'll do it right away," Gio said. "I'm ten minutes from the station. I'll have it in twenty."
"Thanks Gio, I owe you."
When Gio called back his voice was full of concern. "I've got real bad news, Lucas. The traffic camera shows Sam pulling up at Lila's. She went in, and her and Lila came out. There were three men in a white van across the street. When the girls came out, two of them walked across the street and pulled guns. They got in the back seat of the car and they drove off."
"Can you send me that footage?" Lucas asked.
"It's on the way."
Lucas looked at the footage until he saw the two men cross the street. He zoomed in on their faces and he recognized Raymond. His heart swelled with horror when he saw that.
"Gio, one of those men is her mother's boyfriend. His name is Raymond Chandler. He's a child molester and he's the reason Samantha lives with me. He's taken her and it can't be good. Let me think for a minute."
He wracked his brain for a minute. "Hey Gio, her car has one of those GPS things in it. Can you check and see where it is?"
"I'll get right on in. Call you back when I've got it."
In five minutes he called with the address. It wasn't far from Lucas' office. He punched it in on Google maps and it was a warehouse.
"Thanks Gio. I'm on my way there."
"You want us to roll here? This is a kidnapping. The FBI will help, too."
"No, I don't want a hostage situation. Don't tell anyone, Gio. Will you meet me there?"
"Of course, Lucas. That little girl means a lot to me. She's going to take me for a ride in her new car, for God's sake." His voice broke a little. "You got a gun, Lucas?"
"Yes, but I hope not to use it. I'm going to kill Raymond, Gio. He's caused this little girl too much pain already. If you aren't good with that, don't come."
"
No, I'm good. You need to kill him in a fight, Lucas. You can't just kill him in cold blood. I can't live with that."
"That's my plan. Meet me across the street in twenty."
Lucas went to the closet and got his 9mm out of its box. He loaded three magazines and put them in his jacket pocket.
He got in the GSX and left for the warehouse.
*****
When Samantha got to Lila's she went in and hugged Mrs. Chrome.
"Happy birthday, honey," she said. "You look beautiful. Lila got a new dress, too. You two going to break hearts tonight. Lila going to stay with Lucas tonight. I ain't happy about it, but she a big girl and I know girls got needs. You watch out for her, you hear?"
"I will, Mrs. Chrome. I know Uncle Luke is in love with her. He won't let her get hurt."
"I know he's a good man. You a good girl, too." She kissed Samantha's cheek and Lila came down. She had on a short red dress that hugged her sleek brown body. She looked glorious with her long brown legs exposed.
They admired each other, Lila grabbed her bag and they left. Lila put her bag in the back seat and they got in.
They buckled in and Samantha heard a tap on the window. She looked up and saw the muzzle of a gun pressed against the window. She gasped in fear when she saw Raymond holding the gun. She glanced over at Lila and there was another man with a gun at her window.
"Roll it down," he told her. "Don't start the car."
She rolled the window down and he held the gun to her head.
"Unlock the back doors," he ordered.
She pressed the button and the two men climbed inside. "Now drive," Raymond ordered.
"Where do you want me to go?" she asked.
He gave her the address and she punched it into her GPS. She pulled away from the curb.
"What are you doing, Raymond? You're kidnapping us. You're going to be in a lot of trouble."
"No, you're the one that's in trouble. Because of you, Rebecca kicked me out. You're going to pay for that."
"Are you going to kill us?" Lila asked.
"Oh no, that would be too easy. I've got plans for you. I've got plans for you, too, Samantha. They were just for you, but this hot mama is a bonus."
Samantha pulled up to the warehouse and the garage door opened . He told her to drive inside. She parked and he ordered them out.
They walked inside and there was what looked like a movie set inside. There were two fake walls, a large bed and photography lights were set up.
"What is this?" Lila asked.
"We're going to make movies," Raymond said. "You're going to be the stars. You're going to make me a lot of money. You're the one that caused this, Sam. Strutting around and teasing me with that hot little body. You were begging for it and then when you started getting it you ran away. Your Uncle told Rebecca about me and she kicked me out. Well, now I'm going to take what you teased me with. We're going to film it. Then I have a crew that is going to take it, too. We're going to fuck you until you can't walk and then fuck you some more. You're going to love it."
"You're going to be disappointed," Samantha said. "You're a sick son-of-a-bitch and if you think I'm going to enjoy it you're out of your mind. You can force me to do it, but I'm going to puke every time you touch me."



"That's where you're wrong, little girl. I've got just the thing for you."
He held up his hand and a large black man stepped into the light. He was followed by two more and the girls could see two syringes in their hands.
"What is that?" Samantha panicked a little. "Is that drugs?"
"It's just a little cocktail to make sure you have a good time," he laughed. "I told you that you were going to enjoy it.
His cocktail was a blend of cocaine, a little heroin and a ecstasy. Raymond had used it before, and was very happy with the results
The men seized the girls and held them while Raymond injected them with the drugs. When he took the rubber tube off her arm the drugs rushed to Samantha's brain and her legs sagged. She was carried to the bed and she lay limp and floating in a drugged haze. Lila was placed on the other side of the bed and she lay with her eyes closed.
"I'm glad you girls dressed up for us," Raymond sneered. "This is going to be good. God damn, they're hot, Jamaal. Look at that little white girl. She's a senior in high school. Just think how she's going to look with your cock in her. I want her first though. She's teased me long enough. This is going to be big on the internet. Get the camera's rolling."
Two cameramen from a pornography studio had agreed to film the movies and they turned on the lights and got the cameras ready.
Raymond walked to the bed and rolled Samantha over onto her face. He unzipped her dress and rolled her back over. She was too weak to resist. Jamaal did the same to Lila. The cameramen followed closely as the men stripped the dresses off of the beauties on the bed. Neither girl wore a bra, and their glorious breasts were exposed to the crew. Their nipples were rock hard in response to the drugs flowing through their systems. Samantha's red lace panties came into view as Lila's white lace was exposed.
Raymond caressed Samantha's firm little breasts and her areola puckered. He slid his hands down over her young body to her swelling hips. He pulled her little panties to one side, exposing bare skin and her little pink pussy. She shifted in protest but couldn't muster the strength to resist effectively. Raymond slipped them down over her heels and dropped them to the floor. He pulled her butt to the edge of the bed and knelt between her thighs. Her labia were swollen and flushed from the effects of the drugs and when he parted them with his fingers she was very wet inside.
"No! No, you pervert. I swear to God; I'm going to find a way to kill you for this!" She kicked fiercely
He avoided her kicks easily. He leaned in and her musk filled his mind with lust. He slid his tongue up over her lips and teased her clitoris. It was swollen and flushed with blood and she moaned.
She clasped her thighs against him, preventing his access. Her head was shaking and her hands reached down to push him away.
"No! No; I won't," she said. "You bastard, I won't!"
He was amazed that she could muster the strength to resist his advances. He pushed her thighs apart and attacked her clitoris again. Feelings of sexual euphoria were sweeping over her.
Lila was faring no better. One of her large assailants was rubbing the head of his huge cock against her full lips while a second was sliding the huge purple head of his cock up and down between her pussy lips. Her hips were making involuntary motions against the intruder. She was making an attempt to push them away and she struggled weakly and vainly to resist her sexual arousal.
Samantha was near the point of orgasm as her rapist licked and sucked her little clitoris. He pulled away and took off his pants. His cock wasn't large, but she stared at it in disgust as her body writhed against her will. He advanced on her and dipped the head of his prick into her secretions and teased her clitoris with the head. He drew back to plunge inside her at the same time Lila's rapist slid his cock head into her opening and prepared to fuck her.
*****
When Lucas arrived at the warehouse, Gio was waiting. "How do you want to do this, Lucas?" he asked.
"I'm going to go in and kill them all," Lucas said. "I don't want bullets flying around, Gio. The girls might get hit. Let's go in quiet and try to take them out. Keep them off my back. Shoot them if you have to, but I'm good at fighting. I can kill these people with my bare hands. I can take them two or three at a time. If someone is armed, shoot them. Otherwise let me handle it."
"It's your show, Lucas. You can count on me."
The side door was locked, but Lucas put his shoulder against it and gave it a bump. The metal groaned and bent. He hit it harder and the lock gave way. It wasn't loud and no one came to investigate.
They crept into the dark interior. They could hear sounds from the large, central room and they opened the door and looked inside. The sight filled Lucas with horror. The girls were naked on the bed and they were obviously being raped. The girls were fighting with the men over them and they were kicking furiously at their assailants. Raymond slapped Samantha brutally and flung her legs open. All attention was focused on the rape scene playing out, and Lucas broke the first cameraman's neck from behind without a sign. No one noticed and he quickly delivered a blow with the edge of his forearm to the second cameraman's throat. He went to the floor, his air passages destroyed and blood filling his mouth. His stool fell over and Raymond looked up in time to see the heel of the hand that struck his nose. He collapsed to the floor, writhing in pain and blood spurting from his crushed appendage.
The men on Lila had time to stand before he was on them. He heard a shot and a body fell from the balcony above. He kicked the man that had been between Lila's legs in the face and spun, delivering a brutal kick to the right knee of the second man with his shin. The knee was destroyed and the man collapsed to the floor. Lucas left him and followed the man he had kicked. It was Jamaal, and he staggered backward, his head spinning. Before he could recover, Lucas was on him, striking him over the liver with a right hand and he doubled over. Lucas caught him in a guillotine choke hold and wrenched up with all his strength. Jamaal's neck broke with an audible snap and Lucas spun away, coming to face Raymond. Raymond snatched up a microphone stand and swung it at Lucas' head. Lucas blocked it with his left forearm and seized Raymond by the throat with his right hand. He lifted the man with the hand on his throat and choke-slammed him to the floor. He fell to the floor and rolled Raymond on top of him, wrapping his legs around Raymond's right arm. He trapped Raymond's left arm under his left arm and dropped three elbows on Raymond's unprotected face. Lucas could break cinderblocks with his elbows and bones shattered in Raymond's face as he went limp. He struck him seven more times with his elbow, and the man spasmed and went still.
A shot came from above and Lucas felt it slam into his shoulder. He heard Gio fire twice and another body fell from above. Gio was standing over him.
"We got them, Lucas. God, man; you're hit. Girls," he shouted. They sat up, dazed by what had just happened and still foggy from the drugs. "Help me," he shouted. "Lucas has been shot. Bring me one of those sheets!"
"Oh, God no," Samantha screamed. She jumped up and came to fling herself on Lucas. Lila sprang up, too, and tore the sheet off the bed. She ran to Gio and gave him the sheet. He tore it up savagely and made a pad. He tore Lucas' shirt open and pressed the pad onto the ragged wound.
"Hold this here and press on it hard," he told Samantha. "We've got to stop the bleeding." She was crying hysterically. "Sam," he slapped her. "Get it together or Lucas is going to die. Here, I'll hold it and you girls get dressed quick. We've got to get him to a hospital."
They quickly slipped into their dresses, not bothering with underwear, and came running back. Samantha put her little hands over Gio's and pressed hard on the sheet. Lucas groaned, but she didn't let up.
"Help me, Lila," Gio told her. We've got to drag him out of here. He picked up Lucas' shoulders. "Damn, the man weighs a ton. This isn't going to work. Find his phone; I left mine in the car."
Lila searched his pockets and found it quickly. She dialed 911 and handed the phone to Gio. He gave his badge number and told the dispatcher that a civilian had been shot and to send an ambulance. He gave her the address and hung up.
"God, what a mess," he said. "This is going to be hard to explain. Are you girls okay?"
"Yes," Lila said. "They gave us drugs and they were going to rape us and sell the movie. Is Lucas going to be okay?"
"I don't know, Lila. If that bullet didn't hit a lung he may be okay. Damn, where is that ambulance."
Lucas slowly rose to consciousness. He opened his eyes and saw Samantha. She was crying and he tried to reach up and pet her. His right arm didn't work so he patted her with his left. "Are you okay, baby? I'm so sorry. I spoiled your birthday. Is Lila okay?"
"I'm here, Lucas," Lila said. "We're both okay."
Samantha was weeping uncontrollably. "That's so like you, Uncle Luke. You're shot and you're worrying about my birthday."
His head began to swim again and she saw his eyes roll up. "No, Uncle Lucas; look at me," she cried. "Don't die, you can't die. You can't leave me! Please God, don't let him die! Gio, somebody help us," she screamed.
"He's not dead, baby. He just passed out," Lila told her. "He's lost a lot of blood. He's not going to die! He can't die now that we've found him. Do you pray? Samantha, Gio, pray with me."
They bowed their heads and sat in silence. They heard the sound of sirens and they screamed to a stop outside. Gio ran and opened the garage door and the paramedics rolled a stretcher in.
They quickly got Lucas on the stretcher and Gio and the girls walked beside it to the ambulance. They put the stretcher in and Samantha climbed in, too.
"Miss, you can't be back here," one of the paramedics told her, trying to pull her out.
"No," she screamed at him. "I'm going with him. He's my father! I'm going! Gio, make him let me go."
"She goes with you or I'm going to shoot you right here," Gio told him. "I'm a police officer and I say she goes."
"It's against policy," the paramedic protested.
"To hell with policy," Gio shouted at him. "Do you want your fucking car towed every day for the rest of your life? I say she goes!" He got in the man's face threateningly.
"Okay, okay, she can go."
"My keys are in my purse," she told Lila. "Bring my car to the hospital. What hospital are we going to?"
"Legacy Good Samaritan," the paramedic told her.
They went to work on Lucas, getting an IV started and hanging saline. "Do you know what type of blood your father has?"
"He's O positive," she said.
They hung a bag of blood and worked to get him stabilized. The police arrived and Gio went away to deal with them while Lila got the Charger.
The paramedics thought he was stable enough to transport and they sped through the streets with the siren wailing.
Lucas was unconscious and Samantha noticed that he was quivering. "What's going on?" she cried. "Why is he doing that?"
The paramedic sprang into action "He's going into arrest. Hand me those paddles and sit down. Don't touch him." He charged the device and checked to make sure she was clear. He rubbed the paddles across Lucas' chest and shocked him. His body bridged up and fell back. The paramedic checked him.
"His heart is beating again."
"Don't let him die," she begged. "Please, he's all I have. Please, dear God, don't let him die!"
"I think he's going to be okay," the paramedic patted her shoulder. "He lost a lot of blood. We're increasing his volume with the saline and I'm giving him blood as fast as I dare. We'll be at the hospital in a few minutes. I don't see any blood on his lips so I don't think the bullet hit a lung. It's still in there and he'll have to have it surgically removed. They won't allow you into surgery with him. You might as well resign yourself to that. They can't risk contamination when they do surgery."
"What will I do?" she asked.
"You can wait in the recovery waiting room. As soon as they finish the surgery they'll come and get you. They'll take you back to recovery so you can be there when he wakes up. Will your friends be there?"
She stood up and looked out the back window. Lila was right behind them. "Yes, they're coming."
She sat down and held Lucas' hand and cried. They pulled up at the emergency entrance and three nurses came running out. They pulled the stretcher out and dropped the wheels.
"Take his wallet," one of them told her. "You'll need his information. Can you sign a consent form?"
"He's my father," she said.
"Okay, where's your mother?"
"She passed away three years ago."
"So you're his next of kin?"
"Yes, he has a sister in New York."
They hurried Lucas inside and she ran beside them to the surgery doors. One of the nurses stopped her at the doors and stayed with her until Lila came in.
"I had to park a million miles away," she said. "I'm sorry it took so long, baby."
"Who is this?" the nurse asked. "Do you want us to tell her his health information?"
"Yes, this is Lila. She's his girlfriend."
"Someone will be along in a minute to take you away to sign papers. We can do emergency life saving, but it's better if we have permission to work on him. You can give that to me verbally and we'll get started. You can sign the papers in a minute."
"You have my permission," she said. "Go and take care of him."
A young man appeared and took them away to a cubicle. He asked for Lucas' insurance card and driver's license.
Samantha opened his wallet and found them. She signed a dozen times and the young man was very kind. He took them to the recovery waiting room and the girls sat together and held hands. They prayed several times and they held one another and cried.
After nearly three hours, a doctor in scrubs and a mask came in. He looked at the chart he was holding. "Samantha Ramsey," he called.
Samantha stood up. "I'm Samantha," she said.
"I'm Dr. Clarke," he said. "Your father is out of surgery. He has some damage to one lung, but we were able to repair it. That and the amount of blood he lost is serious."
"Is he going to be okay?" she wept.
"Yes, barring complications, he's going to live. He's badly hurt. He isn't going home any time soon. I'm putting him in intensive care for a while so we can monitor him closely. If there are no complications I'd say he can go home in a week or two. The hospital doctors will decide that. In three months, I'm betting he'll be fully recovered."
"Thank you, Dr. Clarke," Lila said. "Thank you, God!"
"Are you Lila Chrome?" he asked.
"Yes, Lucas is my boyfriend," she said.
"I'll put you on the visiting list. He can only have one person at a time with him. You can't wake him up or disturb him in any way. If he wakes up and talks to you, that's fine. He needs love and care right now. Does one of you want to come back to recovery?"
"You go, Sam," Lila said. "Gio is coming as soon as he can. Stay a while and then I'll go back and you can stay with Gio."
Samantha went with Dr. Clark. Lucas was lying on a bed and she cried when she saw him. He looked so pale and hurt.
"Samantha, you can't cry," Dr. Clarke told her. "You have to be brave and touch him and talk to him. Tell him anything you want to. Talk to him like he can hear you. Maybe he can. It will help him to have contact and people around him who love him."
She wiped her eyes and sat on a stool by his bed. She caressed his forehead and talked to him.
"You're going to be okay, Uncle Lucas. I'm so relieved. I was so scared you were going to die, but the doctor said you're going to be fine. You just need to rest for a while and then I'll take you home. I need to tell you how much I love you, Uncle Luke. I never dreamed I'd find someone like you to love. I dreamed about you, sometimes. You've always been like a god to me. I couldn't believe it when you let me live with you. When we became lovers, it was the fulfillment of all my best dreams. I'll love you for the rest of your life. I'll love you for the rest of my life. There will never be another man for me."
She wondered if he could really hear her. He seemed to be sleeping easily. His breathing was slow and steady. She leaned over and kissed his cheek.
"Lila is here and she loves you, too," she told him. "She's waiting with Gio. When I go away she'll come and stay with you. I'll stay with you for a while. I'm very sleepy. The drugs Raymond gave us are still messing with me. I'm going to try to stay awake, but if I fall asleep, I'm still here. I'll always be here."
She stayed for an hour and some nurses came for him from the ICU. They wheeled his bed down the hall and Samantha made them stop while she ran and Got Lila. Gio was there, and they walked with Lucas' bed to the unit.
Lila went in with him and Samantha sat down on a sofa and snuggled up to Gio.
"I never had a chance to thank you, Gio," she said. "I'm so grateful you were there. Those men were going to rape us and make a movie. I don't know if I could have lived with that. I don't know what they planned to do with us afterward. They might have murdered us. You saved us. How did you find us?"
"It was all Luke," he told her. "He called me and got me to look at the traffic camera. He recognized Raymond. He told me to turn on the GPS in your car. Once we got the location he just did his thing. Your uncle is a real bad ass, Sam. He destroyed those men in thirty seconds. Only one of them lived and he's going to be a cripple. I never want him to be mad at me. I think I'm a pretty tough guy, but I'm not in his league."
"I know, right?" she said. "I was stoned out of my mind from the stuff Raymond injected us with, but I saw what he did. It was like an avenging angel fell on them. I knew he used to be a professional fighter, but I never dreamed he could do anything like that. He's so gentle with me, Gio."
"I know. I said something about how hot you are the first time we saw you. I'm glad I didn't say anything else. He threatened to break my arm if I made you uncomfortable. I thought it was a joke. I'm strong, but he's something else. I should make some phone calls, Sam. Is there anything you need?"
"Yes, Lila and I need stuff. Her bag is in my car. She was spending the weekend with us. I need personal things from home. Could you call Sarah or Michelle and tell them what happened. They could go by the apartment and get my stuff. We're going to stay here until he can go home."
"I'll take care of it, Sam. Do you mind if me and the boys come by and spend some time with you girls? We'll bring food when we come."
"I'd love to have you, Gio. You're my best friend besides Lila. I still owe you that car ride. It's really hot, Gio. You're going to love it."
He laughed. "I love you, Sam. You're like a little sister to me. I'll be waiting for that drive. Let's get Luke out of here first. When do you think he'll wake up?"
"The doctor didn't say. I want to be here when he does."
"I think he'd like that. I'll be gone for a couple of hours, but I'll be back."
She hugged him, and kissed his cheek. "Thanks, Gio. I know you saved his life. I'll always love you for that."
He went out with his heart aching. He made the phone calls and in half an hour Sarah and James were in the waiting room. Sarah hugged Samantha and James held her while she sobbed into his chest.
Michelle had gone to their apartment and she came in with a bag for Samantha in another hour. Gio had given an orderly Lila's bag and the girls were set for a few days. Gio, Jonah and the guys from the gym came at dinner time and brought Chinese carryout. Samantha ate with them and went to relieve Lila. James went and picked up Mrs. Chrome and she was waiting when Lila came in.



Samantha settled into a chair beside Lucas' bed and she soon fell asleep. She thought she heard him moan and she jumped up. "Uncle Luke, are you awake?" she asked.
His lips moved and she bent down to hear him. "Water," he croaked. "Thirsty."
She got him some ice from his tray and spooned it across his dry lips. He opened his eyes and looked at her.
"Samantha?" he murmured. "I had a bad dream. I dreamed you were kidnapped. What's wrong with me? My right arm hurts like hell. It doesn't work."
"It wasn't a dream, Uncle Luke. We were kidnapped by Raymond and you rescued us. You've been shot in your right shoulder and you're in the hospital. I thought you were going to die and leave me alone," she sobbed.
"I'll never leave you," he said. "Jesus, I hurt."
"There's a button on your left arm," she told him. "If you push it you'll get a shot of morphine. Do you want me to push it for you?"
He nodded weakly and she pushed the button. In a few minutes the frown on his face disappeared and he seemed to relax.
"Is that better?" she asked him.
"Yes, but it made me very sleepy. You need to get some sleep, too, baby. You look very tired."
"I am, Uncle Luke. Raymond injected us with drugs. They're mostly worn off now, but they've made me very tired. Lila is going to come in and stay with you for a couple of hours while I sleep. I'll come back and let her sleep then."
"No," he said. "You both sleep. There's a motel across the street. Go get some rest. There's money in my wallet. The nurses will take care of me. Sleep as long as you need to. I'm going to be sleeping most of the time anyway. When I wake up I'm going to be in pain. I'll push the morphine button and go right back to sleep. Rest, so that when I get well enough to do without the drugs you can keep me company. I'm going to sleep now."
She tiptoed out and told Lila what he said. "He's probably right," Lila said. "We're both a mess. Sarah, will you stay here? You can call us if anything changes."
"Yes, I'll stay. James or Michelle will come and relieve me when I need to rest. Lucas usually knows what he's talking about. You girls go rest."
James took them to the motel and checked them in. He drove Mrs. Chrome home and went home himself.
"I want to talk to you for a minute, Lila," Samantha said. "It didn't matter as long as Uncle Lucas was in danger, but I'm pretty messed up about what happened in that warehouse."
"Which part?" Lila asked. "I'm having trouble thinking about Lucas killing those men. I know they got what they had coming, but that scared me to death, Sam."
"Yeah, me, too. I'm glad he did it, but it was horrible. That isn't what bothers me the most though."
"What is it, baby?"
"You know after Raymond made us take those drugs? I was out of my mind. The most horrible thing was that he was making me excited by what he was doing to me. I nearly had an orgasm, Lila."
"I know; me, too. Sam, it wasn't like we had a choice. He gave us drugs, for God's sake. I don't know what was in that syringe, but it set me on fire. I hated what was happening to us, but if they had fucked me, I would have cum. I couldn't help it. It's so humiliating and disgusting. How could we enjoy that?"
"I don't know. I think it was the drugs. He gave us something that turns people on and makes them horny. It was like I was an animal and just reacting. I feel dirty, Lila. I'm going to take a shower. I'd like to take it with you. That will help me. I think if we make love I'll feel cleaner. It won't really go away until Lucas makes love to me, but I won't last three weeks feeling like this, let alone three months. Can we make love?"
"Of course we can, baby. I feel the same way. Even though I know it was the drugs, I'm still ashamed that I wasn't stronger. Being with someone I love will make it better. I love you, Sam."
"Me, too. Let's get naked. I want to feel good about myself the next time I see Lucas. I don't want him to find out about how they made us feel, Lila. He saved us from that and it's a burden he doesn't need on his mind."
They got in the shower and washed each other thoroughly. They scrubbed for a long time and Samantha felt like the dirt of that horrible experience was slowly being washed away. She knelt, and with the water cascading over them, she brought Lila quickly to orgasm with her little pointy tongue and lips. The older girl returned the favor, her luscious lips soft on Samantha's little blonde pussy. They dried off and collapsed in the bed, a euphoric lump of delectable girl, and they slept.
When Samantha woke, it was midafternoon. Lila was still asleep so she got up, drove a nearby diner and got breakfast carryout. Her phone rang on the way back. It was Lila, wondering where she was. They ate breakfast, showered again and put on shorts and t-shirts.
When they got to the hospital, Samantha went in to see Lucas. He was sleeping comfortably and she sat with him a while. He didn't wake and she went to give Lila a chance to see him. All day they took turns sitting with him. They went back to the hotel and made passionate love before falling asleep again.
The next morning Dr. Clarke met with them and told them he felt like Lucas was recovering nicely. He was ready to be moved to a normal room. They asked for a double room with an empty bed. Gio came in and arranged for that to happen by telling the desk that Lucas was a material witness and couldn't be in a room with another patient.
He was able to have as many visitors as could be fit in his room and by the late afternoon he showed some signs of waking up alert. Samantha was alone with him at the time and she was the first thing he saw."
"Hello, baby," he whispered. "I'm very thirsty. I seem to remember telling you that before."
She got him a cup of ice-water. "You did. It was two nights ago. You've been sleeping for two days."
He drank gratefully. "I remember what happened now, Samantha. I'm so sorry, baby. I'm supposed to take care of you. Did those men rape you?"
"No, but they were going to. They gave us drugs and raped us with their mouths and hands. They were going to make a rape movie and sell it. You stopped them. I was counting on you, Uncle Luke, and you didn't let me down. I didn't know how you could find us but I was sure you would."
"I'm just sorry it took me so long. Are you okay, Samantha?"
"No, but I will be. It was horrible, Lucas. They made me feel all dirty and like I'm a thing. I don't feel like that when I'm with you or Lila. It's going to take me a while to get over that. I've been making love to Lila and we're both getting better. When you get better I need so badly to make love with you."
He grinned at her. "I can hardly wait, kitten. How long is that going to be?"
"The doctor thinks three months until you get back to normal. The bullet nicked your lung, Lucas. It was dicey for a while. We don't have to wait that long. I could do all the work. I want to do it as soon as it wouldn't hurt you. I want to give you a blow job right now!"
"I don't think I'm up to it, baby," he groaned. "Show me your boobs."
She laughed and pulled up her shirt. Those glorious nineteen-year-old titties stood out proudly and the door opened. Lila came in as Samantha snatched her shirt back down.
"Jesus, Sam; are you flashing Lucas? It's not nice to tease a sick man."
"Hey, he asked me to," Samantha protested. "I'll bet he wants to see yours too."
"Lucas? What's wrong with you?"
He laughed. "I'm a man. I love to look, even if I can't do anything about it. Get used to it. I'm going to enjoy looking at you girls until they put me in the ground. I want to see your butt though."
She laughed that low, melodious laugh and bent over, turning around and slipping her shorts down, exposing her round, firm cheeks to him.
"Wow, you girls are spectacular. We better stop before a nurse comes in and kicks me out of here. Come and kiss me, girls."
They willingly gave him their lips and they pulled chairs up close so they could touch him and talk quietly. Gio came in with carryout from Outback, and Lucas ate a few bites of steak and some shrimp. James arrived with Sarah, Michelle and Mrs. Chrome. They all stayed, talking and laughing until the nurses made them leave. Samantha and Lila stayed, curled up together on the empty bed. Lucas was off the morphine but the nurses gave him Percodan and he slept through the night peacefully. His breakfast arrived at 7 the next morning, but Samantha pronounced it disgusting. She left and soon came back with skillets from the diner. They were huge mounds of scrambled eggs, ham, onions, peppers and hash browns, covered with gravy. Lucas ate nearly half of his and the girls finished theirs. They took his tray away and scraped the "disgusting" hospital food into the trash in the hallway.
A new doctor took over who worked for the hospital. Dr. Hashita wanted Lucas to try to go for a walk in the afternoon. He encouraged him to get out of bed and sit in a chair. It was very painful and Lucas was ashen and gasping by the time he got settled in a recliner. The girls wouldn't allow the nurses to help him. They insisted that they were taking care of Lucas and that they would call if there was something they couldn't handle.
They went and got burgers for lunch. Samantha informed the staff that Lucas wouldn't be eating the hospital food. Since he wasn't on a restricted diet, they didn't seem to mind. He was charged for the meals, anyway, and Lila wanted to argue about it.
"It's not worth the hassle," he told her. "Let it be."
They got him up and walked him up and down the hall in the afternoon. He protested mightily and threatened dire consequences if they didn't leave him alone, but they weren't at all intimidated. To the amusement of the hospital staff, he trudged up and down the hall five times, leaning on Lila while Samantha pushed his IV pole.
The RN came to put medicine in his IV and told him he was a very lucky man. "You've got these beautiful girls taking care of you, Mr. Ramsey. All patients should be so lucky."
"Lucky," he expostulated, "They're a couple of fiends that torment me constantly. They won't even let me use the restroom by myself."
"You shouldn't go by yourself. You're still very weak and you're taking narcotics. You might fall and we'd need a forklift to get you up. You'd bust open all your stitches and we'd have a mess."
He laughed. "I know, I just like to complain. I love these girls. They're my life."
He regained his strength quickly and after ten days, Dr. Hashita released him. Samantha insisted on pushing his wheelchair to the front door. She went and got her Charger, and they helped Lucas into the front seat. Lila spent the night and Lucas got that blow job he had been promised. In fact, he got three; one from Lila, one from Samantha and once they tag teamed him.
Lila had to leave the next morning. "I've missed a week of work," she told him. "I'm not independently wealthy like you. I have bills to pay. I'll be back in four days. Call me every day, Sam, and tell me what's going on."
She promised to call and took Lila home. She did a lot of thinking on the way back home and when she got there, she sat down for a serious talk with Lucas. He was on the sofa in a robe and she snuggled into his good side.
"Uncle Luke, we need to find Lila a job."
"She has a job, baby."
"I know, but she's gone all the time. I don't like for her to be away from us all the time. I want to find her a job that doesn't keep her thousands of miles away from us."
"Have you talked to her about it? I think she likes her job."
"No, I haven't talked to her about it, but I'm going to when she gets back. Help me think of something."
"Well, we could give her a job, but I don't think she'd like that and I'm not sure I want her working for me. I'm afraid it would mess up our relationship."
"No, I don't want that either. Don't you know anyone that would hire her?"
"Probably, but I don't know what she likes to do."
"She likes to help people. That's what she does on the train. She's like an airline stewardess except on a train."
"So it needs to be something that deals with people. Public relations, customer service, something like that. What's her degree in? I don't think she ever told me."
"I think it's in Mass Media. She told me she wanted to work in TV when she was in college."
"Samantha, I think I've got something. We have a contract for customer help lines with a company in India. I've been dissatisfied with them for a while. Their people are rude to women. We've had a lot of complaints. That contract expires next month. What would you think about starting a company to provide help line services for our cell apps and putting Lila in charge of it?"
"How many people would we need?" she asked.
"Hundreds. It would take quite an effort to get it off the ground. It's going to cost millions to get it started. School's out in two weeks. Would you run point and work with Sarah and Michelle to get it going?"
"Yes, if it would mean that we could keep Lila here. What would you think about her living with us, Uncle Luke?"
"I'd love that, but I don't know if she would. This is big stuff, baby. I don't think Mrs. Chrome would approve."
"What if you married her? Mrs. Chrome would love that. She loves you, Lucas. You're not just a 'rich white man' to her, anymore."
"You want me to ask Lila to marry me?"
"Yes, I'll be very jealous. Not of Lila, but I'd like to marry you myself. I know that could never happen, but that's what I'd like."
"Let's think about that for a while, baby. I want to marry you. I love Lila and if it weren't for you, I'd marry her in a heartbeat. I love you most of all, baby, and I don't know if it would be fair to her."
"I'll think of something," she told him. "I love you best of all, too, Lucas. I want to start on the job thing right away though. I'm dying with missing her."
"I know; me, too."
When Lila got back, Samantha took her riding and broached the subject with her. "Lila, I don't like you being gone all the time."
"I know, honey, but I have to work."
"Do you have to work at what you're doing now?"
"It pays good and I like it. Good jobs are hard to come by."
"I know, but I know of a job that pays well, it's here in Portland and I think you'd be perfect at."
"Really? What is it?"
"I'm starting a new company," Samantha told her.
"I didn't know. What kind of a company?"
"We're going to do telephone and online customer support for Uncle Luke's telephone apps. He's funding the startup. He's investing 16 million to start it up. I've got revenue sheets and development plans. I've talked to three of the top ten app developers and they're interested in signing a contract with us to provide domestic support for them."
"What would I do and how much would I get paid?" Lila asked.
"I had you in mind for CEO," Samantha said. "I'll pay you a minimum of 300 thousand, annually. If we make what I anticipate, you'll get revenue sharing, stock options and I'll let you buy in at a discount."
"Jesus, Sam; why don't you just drop a bomb on me? I'm not qualified for that."
"Yes, you are. You have a Masters in the right area. You aren't using it now. I think you'd be perfect. You're tough, independent and reliable. You're smart, you communicate well and you're loyal." She smiled. "Besides, you're sexy as hell."
"All this, just to keep me in Portland?"
"Yes, I love you Lila. Uncle Luke loves you, too. If you don't like that idea, do you think you would just like to be our mistress? We'd spoil you dreadfully."
Lila giggled uncontrollably. "Well, that does sound like quite the life, but I'll take option A. I can't just sit around all day waiting to be fucked."
Samantha laughed. "I can see it. You'd just wear lingerie all the time and lie around like a princess, drinking fruit juice and at my beck and call."
"I'd like to try that for a week," Lila laughed. "Can we do that? I'll be the mistress for a week, and then you have to do it for a week."
"It's a deal," Samantha said. "So, you'll take the job?"
"Yes, Sam. I don't like being away from you any more than you like me to be away. Mom would be thrilled, too. I might even be able to talk her into moving out of the old neighborhood and into your building. I could afford that."
"That would be perfect," Samantha said. "Let's run the horses on the way back."
They galloped back to the stables and Samantha took her to look at a horse that was for sale.
When school was over, Samantha threw herself into the new company. There were a million things to do. Michelle took a leave of absence and worked closely with her to get things up and running. Lila gave her notice and the three girls bought a grocery store from a bankrupt company. They remodeled it and installed huge data lines. They put in cubicles and a state of the art telephone system. They began interviewing people and training them on the software. Before their startup date of three months, they were ready to go. They were supporting five of Lucas' apps and four more for other software developers. They had the promise of as many more as they could handle.
Lucas was completely recovered by the launch date and they had a marathon celebration. The girls fucked him into oblivion and the bad memories of their abduction were laid to rest. Lucas and Samantha had many long discussions about him marrying Lila and she finally persuaded him to ask.
He took Lila to Maui and they spent the weekend on the beach. They went scuba diving, wind surfed and climbed the volcano. The first night he took her dancing.
"Do you remember our first date?" he asked her. "We danced and you stole my heart."
She leaned into him. "I'll never forget," she kissed him.
"I have something to talk to you about," he told her. "Let's go back to our booth."
He led her off the dance floor and held her tight while he fumbled in his pocket.
"What's going on, Lucas?"
"Lila, I'm in love with you. Samantha is in love with you, too. This isn't about her though. This is about you and me. I'm happy when you're with me and desperately unhappy when you aren't. I don't want to spend the rest of my life without you. I'm doing something and I think, 'I wish Lila was here. She'd laugh and I'd feel warm all over.' When I'm with you, everything is right with the world. When I'm not, it's like there's a hole in my heart. So I'm going to do it." He kissed her and she melted against him.
He took out the ring box. She looked down at his hand and gasped. He opened it and she gasped again at the platinum solitaire inside.
"Lila Chrome, will you marry me?" he asked her.
"Oh my God, Lucas," she whispered. "Really? You really want to marry me?"
"More than anything," he told her. "If you'll have me, I'll be the luckiest man on earth. Will you?"
"Oh, yes, Lucas. I will. Does Sam know?"
"Yes, we've been talking about it for a while. She wants you to marry me."
"Take me upstairs, Lucas. God I'm hot. Put it on me first."
He slipped the ring on her slender brown finger and it sparkled in the lights.
"It's beautiful, Lucas. Now I want to make love to you."
They got in the elevator and kissed passionately all the way to their floor. The door opened and two women were waiting to get on. Lila glanced at them and pulled her lips away from his.
"He asked me to marry him," her eyes sparkled and she held out her hand so they could see her ring.
The women smiled. "From the size of that rock, you're a lucky girl," one of them said. "From the looks of you, he's a lucky man," the other one said. "If it doesn't work out, look me up."
They all laughed and Lucas led her down the hall to their room. They had a big, heart shaped red Jacuzzi tub in their room that Lila had eyed earlier. She went in and started the water running while Lucas ordered a bottle of champagne. She closed the bathroom door when room service came and Lucas carried the bucket into the bathroom. She had put bubbles in and started the jets. Her head was back and the black ringlets of her hair were damp and hanging over her forehead and around her neck. She looked disheveled and very sexy.



"I've got the bubbly," he told her.
She smiled up at him and he poured, handing her a glass with a little foam running down over her arm. He licked it and she laughed that low husky laugh. "I love everything about you, Lucas. You're just like a little boy. You do anything that pops into your head and you're never embarrassed."
"By the time you've been a fool as many times as I have, there's not much that embarrasses you anymore," he laughed. "I can be as silly as I want with you. I know you love me anyway."
"Yes, I do, and it makes you that much more loveable. Get in here with me."
She scooted over into the far lobe of the heart, making room for him. He stripped and climbed it, setting the champagne bucket down on the ledge in back of the tub. He pulled her over to sit between his legs and she leaned back against his belly, resting her head just below his chin.
He reached under her arm and rubbed her belly. Pulling her back into his embrace. He downed his champagne quickly, freeing both hands and reached around to cup her generous breasts. He pinched her large mahogany nipples gently and she pushed into his hands and moaned.
"I love it when you play with my tits, Lucas. I never thought I'd like it so much. The idea of a guy just feeling me up would have offended me a year ago. I'm kind of a feminist, you know."
"Tell, me about that," he said, running his hands down to cup her pussy. Her bare flesh was very exciting. Both his girls shaved themselves bare now and they had shaved him as well. They found bare flesh more aesthetic, and he realized he did, too. He couldn't see any of Lila through the bubbles but she felt even more amazing to him than ever. She had her own distinct taste and smell and he found it intoxicating.
"What do you want to know," she asked.
"What makes someone a feminist?" he asked.
"Well, we believe women should have the same rights that men do," she said.
"I believe that, too," he said. "Well, I don't believe they should be allowed to vote or drive."
"You big idiot," she laughed. "I'm serious."
"I know, I was, too, about the first part. Does anyone not believe that?"
"I think so. Not so many as used to believe women were inferior, but some."
"They're stupid," he said. "You should ignore them. What do you mean by inferior?"
"Well, people have the impression that women aren't as good at math or science as men."
"Samantha is better at math and science than anyone I know," he said.
"See, it isn't true."
"Yes, it is true," he told her.
"You just told me Sam is the best you know."
"I know, but she's a woman, not women. Test after test shows that women as a whole score lower at math and science than men. Some women are good at those things, but taken overall, men are better."
"Are you sure?" she asked.
"No, that's what I've read though. I haven't done any tests myself."
"Does that mean men are superior and women are inferior?" she asked him.
"I don't think so," he said. "Women are better at other things. It's not a matter of inferior or superior. It's a matter of different."
"I guess you're right," she said. "I do think women should have access to everything and every position men do."
"I believe that, too. Does that make me a feminist?"
"I think you have to be a woman," she laughed. "I don't like men treating women like sex objects."
He rubbed her clitoris. "You mean like this?"
She wiggled against his fingers. "No, I mean like staring at stranger's boobs or filming rape scenes that men masturbate to."
"They're sick sons-of-bitches," he said. "You know how I feel about that."
"Yes, you kill them," she shivered.
"When you say women should have access, do you think they should have access to playing pro football or the NBA."
"Yes, if they're good enough."
"They aren't," he said. "The top male athletes can beat the top female athletes ten times out of ten. I enjoy watching the WNBA, but any good high school boys' team could beat them. You know that, Lila."
"So, women aren't as big or strong as men. What does that prove?"
"It proves that men are bigger and stronger. Again, they're not better or worse, just different. I don't know anyone as strong as I am. I do know people smarter than me. You're smarter than me. I'm not better than you because I'm stronger and you're not better than me because you're smarter. I would argue for smarter being better if I had to pick a side."
"Unless one is being raped and needs to be rescued." She snuggled back into him tighter. "I haven't forgotten, Lucas."
"You were in that situation because you know me," he said. "You tried to help Samantha and that's what got you in the situation to begin with."
"If I hadn't I wouldn't have had a chance to do this," she said.
She rolled over in his arms and kissed him, pressing her lush lips into his, her tongue reaching inside. He tasted champagne and the sweet apples and cinnamon of her. He poured another glass of champagne for them to share and slumped in the tub so that she could lie on top of him. He held her slender body close with his free arm, and they shared the glass until it was gone. She turned over and flipped the drain with her toes. She pushed up off of him and stood, a duskyVenus rising from the waves. She flipped off the jets and stepped out, feeling his eyes on her. It made her feel hot and she dried herself with one leg propped on the side of the tub, giving his eyes access to the secret places between her thighs.
He rose up and dried off, picking her up wrapped in her towel, and carrying her to the bed. He threw her on it, laughing as she bounced and lost her towel in the process. He grabbed it and threw it toward the bathroom door.
Her eyes were smoky with desire as he lowered himself beside her. He laid half on top of her and idly played with one chocolate nipple. He stirred and bent to take in in his mouth and she gasped as his lips closed firmly over it. He pulled and stretched it with his lips and it became rock hard as she tangled her fingers in his hair and pulled him against her full breast.
"I love your breasts," he told her. "They're big and still so firm. You're a goddess, Lila."
He moved to the other and she moaned beneath him. He suckled at her for several minutes before his lips began to move south. He dipped his tongue into her little navel, feeling the silk of her skin beneath his lips. She began to writhe as he kissed his way over her smoothly shaven mons and the beauty between her legs came into view. Her labia were glistening with moisture and her clitoris was already distended with excitement. He nuzzled it with his tongue and her hips jerked as he touched the sensitive nub. He worked away at her until she exploded, her body quivering and jerking as he lashed her clitoris with his tongue and slipped his finger between her dusky lips, exposing the pinkness inside and releasing a flood of moisture. He lapped it up, reveling in the sweetness of her pussy.
She was over sensitized and she pulled him up until she could wrap her fingers around his cock, feeling its size and the veins pulsing. She stroked it a few times and pulled him to her wetness. She groaned as he penetrated her.
"God, Lucas; I forget how good this feels. It's like I'm a virgin all over again every time I'm with you."
"That's because you're not with me often enough," he said. "You shrink back tiny again. We're going to change that."
He began to thrust slowly and lovingly inside her and she gradually relaxed until she felt his balls against her butt. He continued to stroke slowly inside her and she had a beautiful orgasm, so in love with him that the sweetness made her cry. He continued to stroke her but his motions were now more urgent and he held himself at the deepest point of penetration. He could feel his cock bumping against her cervix and each thrust had a twinge of pain for her. It was driving her wild, her excitement driving the pain away and she began to urge him to go faster.
"Oh, my God, oh my God, oh my God, Lucas. It's so good. I love you so much, fuck me now. Bang me, Lucas. I need you to fuck me."
He began to pound into her pussy and she met every thrust with one of her own. Her orgasms were now constantly wracking her body and she came over and over on his member inside her. She thought she was going to pass out with the intensity of her orgasms and she began to plead with him.
"Oh my God, Lucas, cum in me. Please, you're killing me. Please cum, cum in me. Oh my God, Lucas!" her voice grew to a scream.
She was writhing and bucking beneath him when she felt the pounding rhythm break and he stiffened. She felt the ropey spurts of his cum deep in her pussy and another paroxysm of pleasure gripped her as she felt the warmth of his seed inside her. He coasted to a stop as she jerked and spasmed beneath him. He rested his body on her, keeping his full weight off her with his elbows. He kissed her fiercely, crushing her puffy lips with his until she couldn't breathe. Her pussy continued to convulse around him and she felt him flex within her, the last drops of cum dragged from him by her milking wetness.
She pushed at him with her hands and he rolled off and onto his back, his chest heaving. She rolled half on top of him, resting her cheek on his chest and drifted in a daze of sexual euphoria. They rested for several minutes and she recovered enough to kiss his lips before sliding down to take his cock in her mouth, tasting their combined juices. She sucked her way up and down three times and ran off to the bathroom. When she returned she used a warm washcloth to wash him off and then climbed on top of him and stretched herself out. She kissed the angry red scar on his shoulder and marveled at the contrast between her dark skin and his paleness. It was very erotic and she loved it.
"That was amazing, Lucas," she told him. "Is being married going to be that good?"
"It is for me," he grinned down at her. "I can't get enough of you, Lila. You're an amazing woman. You remind me of Lilly. That's a very good thing. You're one of a kind though. You're so sexy and smart and stunning. I love to just look at you. I can't believe you're mine."
"I love being with you like this, Lucas. I mean just me and you. As much as I love Sam, I'm going to need time alone with you."
"I know, gorgeous. I'll make that time. Samantha won't mind. I should warn you, She needs time alone with me, too. You know that, right?"
"Yes, I've always known. I want you for myself, Lucas, but I'm not that selfish. I do love her, you know. I'm going to want time alone with her, too. I knew when we got involved that this was the way it was going to be. I wouldn't have it any other way. I know we'll have to make it work. Just remember I own a piece of you. I own a piece of her, too."
"Do you think you want to have children?" he asked her.
"I don't think so, honey," she said. "I love kids, but I like to be able to give them back when I've had enough."
"Well, Samantha does," he told her. "She wants to have my kids."
"I know, she told me. It's perfect, don't you see. She wants babies, I like babies, but I don't want my own. I'll love hers and be a good mother, but I don't like that ultimate responsibility. That will be hers and yours. I'll be there for them, but I won't be afraid I'm messing them up. That scares me to death."
"It's up to you, Lila. I think you underestimate yourself. I think you'ld be a perfect mother, whether it's to mine and Samantha's kids or your own. You know yourself best, though."
He slid his hands down her slender body and cupped her amazing butt in his hands, squeezing her firmness. She began to rub her pussy against him and he slowly grew erect against her.
"I want to be on top this time," she said.
When they returned home, Samantha met them at the door and squealed with delight when she saw that Lila was wearing her ring.
"O my God, you said yes!" she cooed. "I'm so happy, Lila. Now we'll be together forever. I can't wait. You have to tell me what happened."
She dragged Lila off to her bedroom and Lucas sat on the sofa; his heart full at the sounds of the giggles of his girls from the other room.



        Domestication

        Is she wife material, or can the claws ever be sheathed?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/domestication-2

Title: Domestication

Author: blackrandl1958

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Is she wife material, or can the claws ever be sheathed?

Tags: true loving wife, action, romance, adventure, cheating wife, violence




Thanks, as always, to my awesome team. My editors are PapaKilo14, Hale1, Olddave1951, Pixel the Cat and GeorgeAnderson. Harddaysknight is my mentor and gives me critical review. SBrooks103x also gives me a pre-post read. Thank you, gentlemen. Love you all.
This is an older story, not posted on Literotica. If you have read it, thank you, and you need not read, comment or vote. If not, I hope you enjoy.
*****
I knew I was going to have fun when I saw him. He was big, had quite a serious case of muscle trying to burst out of the polo shirt he was wearing and he had this explosion of curly brown hair going on. I don't think he was expecting me. Most people don't. I don't look like a security contractor, I suppose. I probably look more like someone that works at your local gym or school or office. Most people don't expect a security contractor to be female, for one thing, or attractive, for another.
I'm tall and very strong for a woman. If you're a guy, and you don't work out very seriously, you're going to be surprised. That's the way I was raised. I've spent two hours a day with weights and cardio at least four days a week since I was fourteen. My father was a contractor when he adopted me. He gave that up to give us some stability and a home life but he kept in touch with his buddies from the bad old days. There were always strange men from exotic places with stories to tell, if you could get them to talk, dropping by our house for a week or a few days.
They were cold, stern men with strange eyes but when a little brown girl climbed up on their laps and wanted to hear a story, they melted like ice on the Fourth of July. I had a string of "Uncles" as long as my arm when I was little and they became "big brothers" as I grew up. They all kept in touch with Dad and, by extension, me, too.
When I was fifteen, Dad took me to my first survival camp as a participant. I was the only girl there. It was tough and my two "Uncles" that were running the camp didn't give me a single break because I was their little "niece." I did get to sleep by myself instead of in a dorm and they ate supper with me every night. I went from "slow and weak" to "princess" with my shower in the evening. I've attended at least three intensive training exercises a year since that first one. There are no weapons I don't know like the back of my hand and I'm very good at hand to hand, too.
I went to high school at the same place Dad taught. I was just starting my senior year when he passed from a sudden massive heart attack. There were probably 200 men at his funeral who I had known since I was three or four. There was someone with me every minute I was awake for a month, and then I was in foster care. I'll tell you more about that later. When I graduated from college, John Davis nearly kidnapped me to go to work for him.
"Sully," he said, (My name is Sullivan Adams, and yes, I've heard all the comments about my name) you're the best operative I know. I know you don't need to work, but you don't want to be idle. You're smart and cute and no one will ever see you coming. I know you don't need to work, but Aaron (my father) wouldn't want you to just vegetate."
"I have no intention of vegetating," I told him. "I plan to become professionally decadent. I'm going to jet around, dance, gamble, and seduce handsome men."
"Well, why don't you start with me?" he grinned. "Seriously though, Sully, I need you. I know you'd be good at seducing handsome men, but you'd get bored with the other in a week."
We had a few ground rules to go over. I wouldn't work for the government, the military or the police agencies. If he had private businesses that needed our services, I would do that. There are too many complications working for "official" agencies and they tend to target people that are guilty of doing nothing other than pissing them off. I went to work for him, and in three years, I was running my own operations all over the world. Like I said, this one was going to be fun. I walked up to Julian Blake and extended my hand. "I'm Sullivan Adams," I said.
He looked shocked, but he made a quick recovery. "I expected you to be... taller and ... more masculine." He grinned and his hand swallowed mine.
I laughed. "Well, yeah, most clients do. Fortunately, most of the bad guys do, too. Do you have a problem with me not being 'more masculine'?"
"Maybe," he said. "It has nothing to do with you being a woman, it has to do with whether you can do the job your company is being paid for."
"Well, I guess you'll find out, won't you," I said. "But then, if the shit hits the fan and I can't handle it, one or both of us is likely to be dead, aren't we?"
"I plan to live forever," he said.
"Yeah, that's my plan, too," I said. "So far, it's been working out. I'll tell you what, Blake: you look like a big, strong guy. You want to go out to the parking lot and take a shot at me?"
He looked me over. It was a little embarrassing. "I think you could take me on the dance floor or in a foot race, or maybe climbing," he said. "But yeah, I'll take that shot in the parking lot."
I hadn't expected that and I was pleasantly surprised. Most men, the decent ones anyway, wouldn't dream of hitting a woman. That's a mistake. If a woman is attacking you, she's given up any consideration for gentleness. My advice is to put her down if you can.
We grabbed his three bags and made our way out to my car. I don't suppose he expected that either. I didn't tell him which one was mine; I just took him over to a corner that wasn't covered by the security cameras.
I dropped his bag. "Give it your best shot," I said.
He grinned and dropped the bags. "Don't whine now," he said, "this was your idea."
"Bring it," I gestured.
He started forward and I pointed at the ground at his feet. He glanced down and never saw me draw the .40 ACP from the thigh holster under my blue dress. When he looked up, he was dead. He stopped in his tracks. "Well, that's certainly a game changer," he said.
"Yeah, I thought you'd see it that way." I holstered the weapon. "Julian, trust me; you don't want to do this. I'm very good at my job."
He was too busy looking at my thigh as I put the gun up to answer for a minute. I liked him looking. When I dropped the hem line down he cleared his throat. "I'm sorry I doubted you," he said. "Plainly there's more to you than meets the eye. I kind of liked what met the eye, though," there was a stupid looking grin on his face. "I think you're right about being good at your job. I apologize. I won't do it again." He stuck out his hand.
I took it and damned if he didn't try to reel me in! My hand was on his throat before he could move and I squeezed enough to make him gag before releasing him. He laughed and wiped his eyes. We picked up the bags and I unlocked the doors. When he heard the trunk pop open, he got a huge smile on his face. "Somehow, it fits," he said.
"It," is my 2007 Dodge Charger Super Bee. It's the Detonator Yellow and Flat Black. I've modified it extensively. I'm a hot rod girl. Dad loved the muscle cars and I kind of inherited that love. I swapped the engine out for a 6.4-liter hemi the year after I got it. It was making over 500 horsepower out of the crate. It's over 700 now. I put a supercharger on it last year. The supercharger is a 145 cubic inch twin-screw IHI unit with integrated charge coolers, and makes 11.6 psi of boost. I love pulling up next to the Mustang owners and just erasing them at the stoplights.
By way of comparison, the Shelby GT500 is a supercharged 5.4-liter engine making 500 horsepower. Don't let people fool you, that legendary Shelby GT1000 is a fake. It never made more than 800 horsepower; it isn't street legal and never was. It also cost over $150,000 to build. I'm into my Super Bee for just a little over $60,000. The Camaros are in the same class as the Mustangs and neither is on the same planet as the Super Bee.
It has a nice big trunk and Julian's bags fit in just fine. We started for his hotel and he outlined the plan he had in mind. A competing firm had a design his company wanted. They knew it was derivative from some things they had patents on and wanted the design so they could prove patent infringements. They had hired Adams Security to get that design. John had paid one of the key employees to smuggle it out and he'd fallen off the map. He wasn't answering phone calls and they wanted the design or the money back. They preferred the design and our contract with Julian's company demanded that. I got him checked in and figured out the details. It took me three days. I put it together and it was time to move.
****
The hallway was very dimly lit and there were children's toys scattered around along with various kinds of trash. In my three-inch heels, it was very difficult to navigate. My target didn't seem to be as nervous as he should have been. He was a little naive for a guy in his position. Of course, he didn't realize his position. It was perilous in the extreme, but I was trying not to give off any vibes.
I had picked him up at the nightclub he frequented without much trouble. Unless a guy is really a racist or gay, I usually don't have any trouble with that. My boobs are just big enough to show some nice cleavage when I want them to without getting in my way, and if I wiggle my ass at a guy, he usually starts drooling. Even the racists don't seem to mind getting a shot at a black girl like me. Maybe they just want to humiliate me, but that's okay, too, for my purposes. My biggest asset is my face. The body and the hair make the total package. People tell me I'm beautiful. I don't see myself like that; I'm just me. I've always looked the same. I was a little more buff than when I was in school, but I hadn't changed much. I have this huge mop of unruly curls that I can just towel dry and fluff up, and people want to touch it.
The black dress I had on was sleeveless and had big armholes so that you could see flashes of my breasts when I moved. Timothy Jenkins had been seeing that all night. It inspired him enough to ask me if we could go back to my place after he bought me enough drinks to float a battleship. I'm a big girl and I'm nearly immune to alcohol. Still, the plant behind the booth got a lethal dose if it was real. In my heels, I was at least four inches taller than he was. He was losing a little hair and had a bit of a paunch, not the best condition for what was going to happen to him. I don't judge people on their physical appearance, unless they're trying to pick me up. Of course, he had something altogether different in mind than I did. Not the best condition for that, either.
I unlocked the door and pulled him inside. No one saw us, and no one would say anything even if they did. I pushed him up against the wall and lit him up with my hottest kiss. He groaned as I rubbed against him, then every bit of breath he had blew out in an explosive grunt as my right knee crushed his balls. I let him crumple to the floor and went to get my equipment. He was making a high-pitched keening sound for a couple of minutes. At least he didn't puke. I dragged him over to the chair I had selected and fastened him in with plastic zip ties and duct tape. He was beginning to recover and he knew what was happening now. The mouth on the man was very amusing. Every third word was "nigger bitch," and it made me laugh. I put a couple of pieces of duct tape over that hole and shut him up. If he only knew how many times I'd heard that down through the years, he'd realize how little it bothered me.
I knelt in front of him and slapped him a couple of times to get his attention. "You owe some people," I said. "I'm the collector." I got out my piercing needles. When I opened his shirt, his eyes were bugging out like they were on stalks. After I pierced his nipple, he screamed into the tape but he was still a little defiant, even after I put in the ring. This might be a little hard to explain to his wife. Yeah, he was married and I hate a cheater. The defiance went away after I did his belly button and put the chain in, joining the two rings. When I opened his pants, he squirmed like a worm on a hot sidewalk and screamed into his tape. It seemed like he wanted to say something.
I took off the tape and he forgot my skin color and relationship to female dogs. "Please," he begged. "I'll give them their money back."
I took hold of his new chain and he gave a little shriek when I tugged on it. "The people I work for don't want the money, they want the design you promised them," I said.
"I couldn't get it," he whined. "I haven't been able to get it out."
"So you're telling me you won't be able to deliver what you promised?" I asked.
"No, I just need more time," he pleaded.
"You haven't been returning my associates' phone calls," I mentioned.
"I'm sorry, I was afraid because I didn't have anything," he sobbed.
"Okay, I'll give you two days," I told him. "If you don't deliver by eight o'clock PM on Friday, I'll be back. I won't be back to play nice like this time, Mr. Jenkins. I'll make you wish you were dead and you'll never see me coming; do you understand? Do you think you're going to deliver what you promised?"
"Yes, yes, I'll find a way," he said. "I'll call as soon as I have it."
"Are you sure you don't want a chain connecting your dick to your belly button?" I asked. "I have a really nice one and a good dick ring."
"No! Please don't hurt me anymore," he begged.
"Okay, I'm going to let you go now," I told him. "You aren't going to get stupid on me, are you?"
"No, please. I'll get the design," he said.
I cut one hand loose and handed him the cutters. I drew my .40 ACP out of my thigh holster and backed away ten feet while he cut himself loose. He looked at me and I motioned to the door with the .40. He practically ran out the door. It was a shame; I really did have a nice chain.
It was just after midnight so I went back to the club. I talked to a couple of bartenders so that they would remember me being there all night. I had talked to them earlier and I gave them nice tips. I went to the door and handed the valet my card. I could hear him coming before I saw my car. I called Julian and he asked me how it went.
"Did you get the design or the money?" he asked.
"No, I wanted him to give it to you," I said.
"Do you think he will?" he asked.
"He seemed to consider it carefully," I said. "He acquired some new jewelry." I had told him my plan.
He laughed. "I like the way you work, Sullivan. Why don't you just go to work for us?"
I laughed. "You can't afford me, dude. If you have another contract, give John a call. Now it's just a matter of sitting on you for a few days."
"Sitting on me?" he asked. "Really? That sounds like fun."
"Making sure nothing happens to you that you might not survive," I said.
I got him set up in the house of a friend that was away on vacation, and we spent the next 18 hours waiting. I didn't really think he was in any danger, but he seemed on edge. Twice he asked me if I wanted to get something to eat, but we just got delivery.
"This is a professional situation, not a date," I told him.
"When the professional situation is over will you go on a date with me?" he asked.
I laughed. "I don't know, Julian. We'll see what happens. When we're clear, make me an offer I can't refuse."
Mr. Jenkins called at four PM, hours short of his deadline. I set up a meet at a cheap hotel and took Julian over to check the situation out. I had him in the room waiting when Jenkins showed up. He knocked on the door and I opened it. He had a briefcase with him and I checked it out. It had designs and a couple of DVDs in it. I patted him down and took him through the connecting door into the next room where Julian was waiting.
He checked out the documents and went through the DVDs while Jenkins sat in a chair.
"This is it," Julian closed his laptop. "We're done."
"Not quite," I said. I turned to Jenkins. "Open your shirt," I told him.
"What? Why?" he gobbled.
"You made me chase you," I said. "Now open your shirt!"
He reluctantly opened the buttons and, wouldn't you know it, his chain was missing. His rings were still there and it looked like he hadn't found a way to open them. I got him a new chain out of my purse. This was a nice stainless steel one that he was going to have trouble getting rid of. I attached it and gave it a little tug. He winced. I guess he was a little sore.
"I'll be checking back," I told him. "If the chain is gone, we're going to do that little dick to belly button thing."
He seemed to be in a hurry, so I let him go. I had no intention of ever seeing him again, but he shouldn't have played hard to get. Julian seemed to enjoy our little interaction and he closed the briefcase.
"What now?" he asked.
"Now we shake hands and you go back to wherever you came from," I said.
"I'm going on a vacation," he said. "When was the last time you had one?"
"It's been a while," I laughed. "Are you inviting me to go on vacation with you?"
"Sure," he said. "I have to warn you that my son will be with us."
That did surprise me. I hadn't known he had a son. "Okay, if you let me pick the place, we'll have some fun."
I made some phone calls and gave him the arrangements. I drove him to the airport and watched until he boarded.
I went home and got a good night's sleep. That little bit of work gave me a fat bank balance. Well, fatter anyway; I was doing okay before. I decided I deserved a little vacation. A little fun on the beach sounded nice so I hopped on the flight I had booked for St Vincent and the Grenadines. I had a little villa booked on Palm Island and it was everything I hoped it would be.
It was about two in the afternoon when I got settled in, and I decided to go down and relax in the sun. I took my book, sunscreen, and a couple of towels in my bag, some beer and water in a small cooler and walked about 200 yards down to the water. I was one of three people in sight. There were a man and a little boy playing down the beach a ways. It was Julian, and what must have been his son. I left them alone but I noticed that the boy was really little and really cute.
I relaxed for a minute with my eyes closed and then I got my book out and started to read. I heard the sand crunching and a shadow moved over me. It was the little boy. I looked up at him through my Ray-Bans and he was even cuter than I thought. He had honey-blonde hair, golden skin and huge blue eyes. There were a few freckles sprinkled across his little nose and he was absolutely adorable. He looked like he was about four or five.
"Whacha readen'," he asked. Even his little husky voice was adorable.
"Money, Bank Credit, and Economic Cycles, by Jesús Huerta de Soto," I told him.
"Is it good?" he asked. "What's it about?"
"It's about money, sweetheart," I said. "What's your name?"
"Merlin," he said. "What's yours?"
"It's Sullivan," I told him.
"Are you going swimming? Wanna go with me and Daddy?" he asked.
"Merle," I heard his father call. He walked down to where we were. "I see you've met Merlin," he told me. "Merlin, did you introduce yourself?"
"She's going swimming with us!" Merlin told him.
He raised one eyebrow at me in question. I laughed. "We just decided that," I told him.
"Merlin, did she really say that?" he asked.
"Well, no, but I could tell she wanted to," he said. "Her name is Sullivan. Isn't she beautiful, Daddy?"
He blushed. The man was a giant as I looked up at him. I had forgotten how big he was. He was at least six four and he had huge arms and a huge chest. His mop of curly brown hair nearly matched mine. He had a dark olive complexion and I remembered I had thought he was very good looking. "Yes, she is, but maybe she doesn't want us to bother her," he said. "I'm sorry, you don't have to go swimming. Let's let Sullivan read her book and not bother her."



"He's not bothering me," I told him. "We were talking about economics."
He glanced at the cover of my book. "Are you an Austrian Economist?" he looked at me with surprise.
"No, I'm just a working girl," I laughed. "I'm interested in those ideas, though. When I grow up, I want to teach economics at a University somewhere. We were going swimming though. Let me put on some sunblock and we'll go."
"You need sunblock?" Merlin asked.
I laughed again. "You mean on account of I'm black?" I asked. "Yes, honey, black people burn and tan, too. I'd be so black you couldn't see anything but my smile at night if I didn't use sunblock."
He nodded and I stood up and took off my wrap. I heard his father draw in his breath. I grinned up at him. "So, let's go swimming."
He tore his eyes away from my boobs. "Sorry, um, okay," he said. "You don't have to go swimming with us, Sullivan."
"No, you seem like good company," I said. "Is your wife here?"
"Mommy didn't come," Merlin said. "She did something bad and we haven't seen her for a long time."
I looked at Julian. "It's a long boring painful story," he said.
"Well, I don't know you well enough to listen to long boring painful stories. Let's go swimming."
The water was warm and gorgeous, blue and beautiful and we had a blast. Julian was a great big, happy teddy bear and Merlin was charming. They were obviously in love with each other and he rode Julian, and me, around like horses. We found pretty shells and Julian found Merlin a hermit crab that he wanted to keep. I had heard of keeping them for pets, but I didn't know if this was the right kind. They moved their stuff over by mine and Merlin shared some chocolate he had in their cooler with me. The sun was beginning to set and I was getting hungry when we parted. Merlin hugged me like I was his best friend. I gave Julian a hug, too, and started up the path. I heard a little boy shout and Merlin was running up the path after me. He threw himself on me and told me he loved me. He wanted to know if I would be at the beach the next day.
I told him that I had planned to go shopping and he looked sad. On the spur of the moment, I asked him if he would like to go with me. His face lit up like the sun and he jumped up and down and celebrated.
"Really, Sullivan? I could really go?"
"Yeah, honey, it'd be fun," I said.
"Let me go ask Daddy," he said. He ran off down the path and came back with Julian.
"Sullivan, don't let him bug you into doing things you don't want to do," he said. "He thinks all he has to do is smile and people will do anything he wants them to do. I guess he has some reason since he has me wrapped around his finger like that." He grinned ruefully. "Do you really want him to go with you?"
"Sure, why not?" I asked. "You can go, too, if you want to, Julian."
He was ambivalent, I could tell. I suppose he must have been worried about Merlin going off with me. We hadn't known each other very long and I'm sure I wouldn't have let him go off with me. I would take very good care of him, but he couldn't know that. He probably didn't enjoy shopping; he was a man, after all. The Daddy part of him won and he agreed to meet me at a coffee shop I had noticed at ten the next morning. Merlin pulled my face down for a kiss and scampered away. Julian thanked me and followed at a more sedate pace. His size didn't lend itself to scampering.
I was sitting in the coffee shop drinking a triple espresso when Julian and Merlin arrived. He got a cup of regular coffee and bought Merlin a hot cocoa. We all had a muffin and the shopping expedition began. We walked and window-shopped, going in when we saw something interesting. The local women made these really cool white cotton dresses with intricate embroidery on them. I bought four of them and a cool t-shirt for Merlin that matched one of the dresses. When I got it for him, he said we'd be twins. Julian didn't want me to buy it, but I insisted. We nibbled on street food to keep the hunger pains away and when we were through shopping, Julian asked me if I would like to go clean up and come back for dinner. I wanted to very badly. I was in love with Merlin and Julian was having quite an effect on me, too. Did I mention that the man was huge? He was carefree and happy and just a ton of fun to be around. I'm not usually attracted to white men, and I suspect he wasn't very attracted to a lot of black women.
I hate to indict my own culture but a lot of black women have an attitude. They're notorious cheaters and there's very little shame in that for them. They aren't looked down on for that. If you have a fat ass and one guy dumps you for cheating, there's always the guy down the street who's happy to get a piece of that. It's a scourge in our culture. There was some shadow in Julian's past that I suspected had something to do with Merlin's mother. That would make him very wary of me and I couldn't blame him. I'm not like that, but he couldn't know that. I actually like nice guys. Bunches of my girlfriends down through the years have told me, "I'd never date him, he's too nice."
That's just so much bullshit. I want a guy who's going to treat me like shit? Not this girl! Julian was certainly one of those nice guys. He was so in love with his son and that just made him nearly irresistible to me, plus, he was very good looking, and huge! I felt tiny beside him. I'm nearly six feet tall, almost 140 pounds and he made me feel petite. I decided I liked that feeling. I needed to find out what that story was about Merlin's mother. He wasn't wearing a wedding band, but I could see the deformation of his finger that showed he had in the recent past.
I wore one of my new dresses and sandals to dinner. To my delight, Merlin had his shirt on, too, with shorts and a cute pair of orange flip-flops. He tucked his little hand in mine and we were twins. That's what he said and I accepted that we were, not identical, but definitely twins. Julian looked very nice, too, with khaki shorts and a black polo. I was naked under that thin cotton and he couldn't keep his eyes off me. You could see the dark impression of my nipples under that thin material and they were so hard they ached when I saw him looking. I hadn't been with a man in a while and he was all man. That thing with Merlin's mother still bothered me though, and I wasn't about to get involved with a married man. I needed to know what was going on.
The restaurant was a fresh seafood place and the food was delicious. We tried a lot of different appetizers and it was all awesome. Julian and I drank beer and I felt very relaxed, just a little mellow. I could tell he was, too, and I thought I'd probe a little.
I asked Merlin if he went to school. He said he was going to kindergarten starting that fall and that Julian was going to be his teacher. I was surprised.
"You're a kindergarten teacher?" I asked him.
He laughed. "No, just for Merlin. I'm actually a football coach, American football. We live in Mexico City right now and there isn't much call for American football coaches. I'm working as a private contractor for the company that hired you."
"Why is an American football coach living in Mexico City?" I asked.
A shadow passed across his face. "Are you sure you want to hear this?" he asked.
"If you don't mind telling me," I said.
"I don't mind," he said. "I really like you, Sullivan. I've never met anyone quite like you before."
"Me, too," Merlin piped up. "I love Sullivan, Daddy."
"Thank you, baby, I love you, too," I hugged him.
"Do you want to come back to our place?" Julian asked. "This is kind of a long story and personal. I'd just as soon not tell it here. Merlin is going to get tired pretty soon and I could just put him to bed when he does."
That sounded like a good plan and we walked back to their villa. It was on the same plan as mine. Merlin put on his pajamas and we sat on the sofa, Merlin between us with his head in my lap and his feet in Julian's. We each had a beer and he started telling me about Merlin's mother.
"I met Staci in college at a party," he said. "We were both pretty high and she wound up going home with me. She passed out in the car on the way back to my place and nothing really happened. She slept on the couch and she was still there when I left for class in the morning. When I got out of class between ten and one she was in the shower. I made lunch and she ate with me. I don't know if it was love at first sight or not but for me it was certainly lust."
Merlin was asleep and I just petted him, marveling at the beauty of this little elf with his head in my lap. Julian smiled down at him. "He's gorgeous," I said.
"I know, right? He looks just like his Mom. We dated for about six months and she told me she was pregnant. We both partied a lot and that was a big change for both of us. I knew I had to settle down and I got a job after school. Staci kept going to school, too, and we got married two months before Merle was born. I fell in love with him the minute I saw him. Staci started acting strange about Merlin a couple of months after he was born. She started leaving him with sitters when I wasn't home and I found out she was partying again. She was doing drugs and drinking. She was breastfeeding our son and doing that, Sullivan."
"Jesus Christ," I exclaimed. "What did you do?"
"I had a fit," he said. "She denied everything, of course, and it took me a month to get the evidence it was true. She was sleeping around with different guys and partying hard. When I confronted her with pictures and video, she just became this evil bitch. She told me I didn't own her and she wasn't going to "miss out on life" because of a stupid brat. That stupid brat was a beautiful, three-month-old baby, Sullivan. I told her to leave and stay the hell away from Merlin and me. She left but she tried to snatch Merlin about a week later. She showed up one evening and just took him from the sitter. It was lucky I just happened to pull up in the driveway as she was coming out of the house."
"What did she say?" I asked.
"Well, she said I was a jealous prick and that she was Merlin's mother. She was filing for divorce and she was going to get custody of Merlin. I went to see a lawyer and showed him my evidence. By that time, I was out of school and working as the defensive line coach of the football team where I had been playing. We had a big, long court battle and I got custody because of her drug use. Staci had two supervised visits a month and after two years, they would revisit the case. For some reason, Staci hated my guts after that. She and her boyfriend of the moment did stupid things like break windows in my car; flatten my tires, just junk like that. They even poured a bag of concrete in my hot tub once."
"She sounds like a maniac," I said. "How did you not see this before?"
"I have no idea," he said. "Anyway, after the two years were up we went back to court. Staci and her attorney had all this line about how she'd cleaned up, she was ready to be a responsible mother and she had been in treatment to get her drug problem fixed. This was a different judge and she bought it, hook, line and sinker. She said she was going to give us joint custody with Staci as the primary care giver. I would get to visit twice a week, I would get two weekends a month and alternate holidays. You should have seen the smirk on Staci's face. I pretty much saw it coming and I was ready. I went home, cashed out everything I had, called my athletic director to resign and got on a plane with Merlin for Mexico City. We've never been back. When I met you there it was the first time I'd been in the states since we left. It made me as nervous as hell."
"That's quite a story, Julian," I said. "Are you going to hide out in Mexico the rest of your life?"
"I don't know what else to do," he said. "I'm sure as hell not going to let Staci get her evil claws on Merlin. What would you do?"
"I'd eliminate her as a threat," I said.
"Does that mean, 'kill' her?" he asked.
"Do you want her dead?" I asked.
"No! I don't think I want that. I just want her to go away. I want to get back to coaching football, living a normal life like everyone else without looking over my shoulder all the time."
"Well, there are other ways," I told him. "You could get evidence that she's still an unfit mother, you could get some dirt on the judge, you could set your ex up so that she goes to jail; there are dozens of things you could do."
He looked at me and I could tell he was kind of shocked. "I don't know how to do any of that," he said. "I don't even know how to start. It sounds expensive, too. I barely scraped enough money together to bring Merle here for this vacation. I'd have to hire investigators or something."
"Julian, you don't know me very well," I said. "I know you have no reason to trust me, but I can help you if you want me to."
"How?" he asked. "Jesus, Sullivan, you're a beautiful young woman and I can tell you're really smart, but you're a security contractor. You're not James Bond. You're a college student, too, right?"
"Yes, I am taking classes," I told him. "I'm working on my PhD in economics. I don't think I want to tell you very much about this, Julian, but James Bond was a pussy. You're a big, strong guy. We've danced this dance before. You want to go a couple of rounds with me?"
"You mean like, fight?" he asked. He laughed. "No, I don't think I want to fight with you, Sullivan. Maybe dance, but not fight."
"Are you afraid?" I asked.
He chuckled. "Yes, I'm afraid I'd hurt you."
I looked up at him. "Call me Livie," I said.
"Livie?" he asked.
I shot my right hand out and chopped him in the throat before sinking my fingers in on each side of his laryngeal prominence. He choked and gagged and his hand shot to my wrist, trying to pull my hand away. I hung on and he quickly realized he would have to injure himself or hurt me to get my grip loose. He looked over at me in a little panic and his eyes were leaking.
"Never call me Livie," I said, releasing his throat. That was the second time he'd felt that hold.
He coughed around for a few seconds, trying not to disturb Merlin. "Jesus Christ," he finally managed to gasp out. "What the hell is wrong with you, Sullivan? What was that?"
"I could have killed you, Julian. If you got your hands on me or got me on the ground, you could probably beat me. You probably have me by over a hundred pounds and I think you're much stronger than I am. I couldn't let that happen so you would never get your hands on me. Put Merlin in bed, I want to show you something."
"You do it," he said.
"Why me?" I asked.
"Are you afraid?" He grinned at me.
I guess I was, a little bit. This was new territory for me. I had never really been around children that much. I slipped my left arm under his neck and my right one under him around his knees. He was as light as a feather. I felt something stir in my heart as I held that precious baby. I carried him in and tucked him in bed. Julian followed and watched, lounging against the doorway. I tucked a wisp of honey-blonde hair behind his ear and kissed that little angel face.
When I turned, my eyes were moist and Julian had the most interesting look on his face. It was a little wistful and kind of hungry. It scared me. He turned and walked back into the living room. I gave one more long look at Merlin, and then followed him.
He was standing in the middle of the room. "What did you want to show me?" he asked.
I was barefooted and I stood in front of him. I pulled the hem of my dress up around my thighs and slowly raised my right foot, extending it up without touching him. I pivoted on my left anchor until my right foot was high enough to rest on top of his shoulder next to his left cheek. "I can kick higher than that," I said.
He reached up with both hands and his fingers met around my calf. He slowly slid them downward until his fingers were caressing the skin of my thigh. I shivered and my pussy flooded.
"God, you're beautiful, Sullivan," he said quietly. "So flexible, so silky, so smart and gentle, but so dangerous and deadly; where did you come from?"
I took his hands away from my thigh and slowly brought my foot back to the floor, letting my dress relax. "It's a long boring painful story," I told him. "Are you sure you want to hear it?"
"I think I have time," he smiled at me and I melted some more. He took a step forward and picked me up just like I had Merlin. I could feel the power of those huge muscles and I shivered a little. Like I said, I'm a big girl, but he handled me like a baby. He carried me back to the sofa and held me on his lap, one thick arm cradling me. He handed me my beer and took a swig of his.
"My father adopted me when I was about Merlin's age," I began. "He was a security contractor working for a huge company that contracted to the UN and the US Military. He quit and started teaching school after he got me. Someday I'll tell you about that, but I was raised around the guys that worked with him. I kind of became a mascot. They all looked out for me and I was like their daughter, too. When I started growing up I became more like a little sister. I started going to training camps when I was little. They let me train with them when they weren't doing dangerous things. I started doing more and more as I got older. By the time I was eighteen I was as good as the best of them. I'm not as strong as you are, but I'm stronger than most men that don't weight train religiously. I'm lighter boned and not quite as fast as elite men, but I would suspect that I'm faster than you are. You might surprise me. You probably have a quick first move from playing football. I'm a private contractor. I do investigative work, debt collection, troubleshooting, that sort of thing. I won't work for governments, but I do private stuff. Say the word and I'll make your problems go away."
"I don't want you to hurt anyone," he said.
"Why not?" I asked. "Do you think the only kind of pain is physical? How much pain has that little boy in there had because his mother didn't want to 'miss out on life?' How much pain are you in, Julian? That little boy doesn't deserve to be a fugitive, hiding out in Mexico City. He's going to be a star if he wants to be. You need to resolve it."
"Why don't you like to be called Livie?" he asked.
That question kind of threw me. It was a total change of direction and I was to discover he did that a lot. He seemed to have multiple trains of thought going on in his head at the same time. I had thought only women did that. "My father passed away when I was seventeen," I said. "I spent six months in foster care. My foster father called me Livie. Then he got in the shower with me one day and tried to rape me. I fucked him up bad and ran away. I went to one of the security company guys. He and his wife kept me until I turned eighteen. Then we went after the rapist and he disappeared. The assault charges against me went away. I've never liked that name since."
"I won't use it," he said. "Why would you help me, Sullivan?"
"Merlin loves me," I grinned. "I think I love him, too. I kind of like you, too, Julian. Do you like me?"
"How can you ask?" he said. "Am I nuts? I have the most beautiful woman I've ever seen sitting on my lap. She's dark and mysterious, and I'm not talking about your skin. She loves my son, and I think she's absolutely fascinating. What's not to like? Will you spend the night?"
That shook me again. I hadn't expected him to go there. "No, Julian," I told him. "I'd love to, but you're a fugitive with baggage. Do something about that and we'll see. I won't be with you unless you can be with me in a serious relationship. I won't live like a fugitive in some other country. I'm not promiscuous. I don't just sleep around. I'm very attracted to you but I'm not ruled by my hormones. Do something about your problem and let's get to know one another. Then we'll see. I'm going home now. See you tomorrow?"



"We'll be down at the beach." He pulled my face down, kissed me, and nearly made a liar out of me. I finally pushed him away and rose on unsteady legs to make my way back down the beach. I jumped in the shower and the thought of those huge arms around me just made me hotter and hornier. My hand slid down to my pussy and I was leaking. It had nothing to do with the shower. I dried off and without conscious thought, I was playing with my clit and pinching my nipple with the other hand. It took about three minutes for me to cum like a bomb. I went to sleep with visions of dark brown eyes and that mop of curly hair running through my mind. "You silly thing," I told myself. "You're acting like a high school sophomore. Get a grip, girl!"
I got up and took a walk on the beach as the sun rose, then went to brunch at a place that had a buffet. I mostly ate fruit. They had a huge variety and it was all delicious. I read my book until about one and then took it and my bag down to the beach.
About an hour and a half later, Julian and Merlin showed up. Merlin ran across the sand, screaming my name until he threw himself on my back, hugging me and wiggling all over in his obvious excitement. I rolled over and hugged him, loving him and showing it for a good while. I think that little boy needed some female attention and I was happy to give it to him.
We spent four idyllic days in paradise and I knew I had it bad. That little boy stole my heart the first day and Julian was growing on me like a middle school crush. I've known and been around thousands of super-masculine men all my life. I was a little crazy my freshman year of college. I became a party girl. I love sex; I mean I really, really love sex. It took me a while to figure out that slutty was neither something I liked, nor a lifestyle that was healthy. I had to figure that out on my own. Had Dad been around, I would have had someone to lean on for wisdom. As it was, I had to figure things out for myself. I can learn and the party girl went away. I've been with one man and one woman since then, both in long term relationships. I don't think I'd ever felt like I was beginning to feel with Julian. The relationship he had with Merlin was something that I'd seen once before and that was my relationship with my father. Half of the way I was feeling about him was built on that. A man that can love his child like that is someone I can respect. Besides, I thought he was just hot as hell.
By the time our vacation was over, I knew I wanted more. The problem was there were all these loose ends and baggage hanging around. I seriously doubted that Julian was going to be able to handle this on his own and I was equally certain that he wasn't willing to risk losing Merlin by going back to handle it himself. I decided that if I wanted to go any farther with this relationship I was going to have to get involved.
I called the company and spoke to John. I told him I needed a few weeks to take care of some personal business. He was good with me taking as much time as I wanted and he even volunteered to help in any way I needed. I asked him if I could borrow Jorge Sanchez and he agreed. Sanchez was on the next plane to Charlotte where he was going to check into Staci Blake. By the time I got there two days later, he knew enough to get us started.
It turned out that her big cleanup was a façade. As far as I could tell, she was clean and not doing drugs herself, but she sure was involved with the trade. She was hooked up with some heavyweight players and they were as dangerous and ruthless as anyone alive. It took Jorge and me, working with two different PIs, nearly three months to get where we needed to be. Had we been restricted to legal means, it would have taken years. I kept in touch with Julian and I did a video call with Merlin every week.
We now knew shipment dates, storage sites and who was doing what. When I had all the information, I called Julian and asked him what he wanted me to do. He didn't have any idea so I gave him options. I'm not a big fan of the police or the court system, but I told him we could use the DEA and the FBI to take them down and put them in jail or we could simply wipe the whole local group out. It would just look like another drug war. I actually preferred the second method. These people were just human scum. Anyone who sells drugs to kids, uses pregnant women to transport drugs through extortion and intimidation like these people did, deserved anything we wanted to do as far as I was concerned. Julian disagreed so I went to the DEA.
The police don't like other people who do their jobs better than they do. They were very reluctant to move on the information I gave them, but a couple of calls from John to the federal prosecutor got them hopping. There were nearly two hundred arrests made and one of them was Staci Blake. She went down for racketeering and drug possession. She got ten years and I figured it was time for Julian and Merlin to come home. My attorney had filed to get the custody hearing reopened and we got a sensible judge this time. He was pissed off about Julian skipping the country but after seeing the drug conviction, he admitted that the previous judge had screwed the whole thing up.
"Mr. Blake," he said, "you are under this court's jurisdiction and obliged to obey its orders. You don't have the right to take the law into your own hands and disregard court orders."
"Your honor," I prodded our lawyer and he spoke. "We're not disputing your jurisdiction or orders, but if my client had followed this court's orders, his son would have been in the custody of a drug trafficker, a human trafficker, and a felon for the last two years. Is the court in the business of turning three-year-old-children over to the custody of such persons?"
"No it isn't, and you're pushing, counselor," the judge said. "It's obvious that the prior judge made a huge mistake. That is what is keeping your client out of jail now. We're fixing that mistake today."
Staci was there in her orange jumpsuit and I've never seen anyone as full of venom as that woman was. She screamed and cursed and had to be restrained when she lost all parental rights to Merlin. Julian and I were sitting together and she lit into him the moment the ruling came down. She tried to come over the railing, shackled and all. If it hadn't been for the bailiffs, she may have gotten to us. That would have been very bad for her, but she didn't know that. She looked at me and if looks could do bodily harm, I'd have been in the hospital. I just flipped her off and we left.
Julian was riding with me and we went to a place he knew and got a very good burger. "Well, that's the end of that," I said. "What are your plans now?"
"Well, I'm going back to Mexico to get Merle first," he said. "After that, I'm sending out resumes to the universities on my list to see if they need a coach."
"How likely do you believe it is that you'll be hired?" I asked.
"Very likely," he said. "I'm a good coach and I was a good player. I teach communications, too, so that gives me an extra edge. I just have to figure out where we're going to land."
"Where do you want to land?" I asked.
"Where do you live?" he asked.
"What does that have to do with anything?" I asked.
"Well, I'm pretty sure that if Merlin has anything to say about it we'll land somewhere he can see a lot of you," he laughed.
"What about his dad?" I asked.
He blushed. "He wants to see a lot of you, too," he said. "Wait, that didn't come out right. Well, maybe it did, but I meant... I meant... hell, Sullivan, I'm crazy about you. I want to be where I can ask you out on a date, hang out with you, whatever you'll allow me to do."
"I live in Tucson," I told him. "1368 Flowing Wells Boulevard, would you like my phone number?"
"I have it from when we were working together," he said.
"No, that was a work number and it won't work again," I said. "I'll give you my personal cell number. I'll be waiting for that date."
As it turned out, I had to wait a while. Julian must have been as hot a commodity as a coach as he claimed because he was hired at U of A almost immediately. The defensive coordinator was moving on the next year and they promised him the job. He was coaching tight ends and doing strength and conditioning within a month. I got to spend one evening with him and Merlin before I went out of town on a job.
I took them out to the Desert Museum on a Saturday afternoon and we spent the rest of the day together. I swear to God I've never felt so loved in my life. Merlin held my hand and hugged me constantly and Julian wasn't much different. We went out to eat and then back to my place to watch a movie we rented. It was an animated thing and I expected to be bored to tears but it turned out to be really entertaining. Merlin didn't want to leave and I asked Julian if he could spend the night. I could tell that he was reluctant but he finally gave in to Merlin's begging and we camped out in the backyard.
I put up a tent to keep the nasty crawlies out and we made s'mores and watched funny videos on my tablet. He showed me these cat vs cucumber videos that were just hilarious. We giggled and snuggled until he fell asleep with me holding him, his curly blonde hair tickling my cheek. I lay awake a while, taking stock of my life and wondering where this was going. Could I imagine myself as this little boy's mother, having a long-term relationship or even being married to Julian? I felt pretty good about it. I wasn't sure I was ready for that sort of permanence, but I was ready to give it a chance. It was really scary because this was a serious thing. There was a child involved, not just me and Julian or me and someone else. Now there were three people that could get hurt and one of them would be totally innocent. If it didn't work, how do you explain to a five year old that you love them but you aren't going to see them anymore?
I was playing for keeps now and I knew there were going to have to be some changes in my life. I finally fell asleep and it seemed like I had hardly closed my eyes before the sun was up and someone was calling my name. "Sullivan, Sully, wake up, I need to pee."
I sat up, blinking like an owl in the sun. "Okay, hold on a minute, baby," I croaked. "Let Sully get her wits about her." We went inside and I made coffee and tried to become human while Merlin did his thing in the bathroom. I was still feeling woozy and frumpy when Julian came to pick him up. He didn't seem to mind looking at me in pajamas and a robe and we talked a few minutes before they left. Merlin hugged me for a long time and Julian kissed me briefly.
John Adams called me that evening and told me he needed me for a job. I had been playing hooky for three months but I wasn't ready to go back. John told me that this meant something to him personally. "Just come in and talk to me about it and let me give you the details. If you won't do it, you won't do it," he said. "I've never insisted you take a job you don't want. I know you have scruples about working for the government and I've never pressured you. This job is working with one of the military contractors. You're the only woman I've got with the experience to do this and I need a woman. Those guys respect you and they'll work with you. Please, Sully, help me out here."
I agreed to listen and I went in Sunday afternoon after church. John had two people with him in the office. They were an older couple, maybe in their middle seventies, still obviously fit and active. They seemed very upset about something.
"Sal, Vicky, this is Sullivan Adams," John introduced me. "She's my operative I was telling you about. Sullivan, Sal Robbins is the VP of operations for Halcyon Oil Explorations division. They have their own security division, but they asked us to oversee this operation. I'll let Sal tell you what's going on."
I shook their hands and took a seat. Sal explained that a vital employee, his wife and two-year-old daughter were working in Venezuela on a huge oil field. Two weeks ago, they were reported missing and Halcyon had received a ransom demand. The people claiming to hold the family wanted 20 million dollars. They were perfectly willing to pay, but they were asking for signs that the three kidnapped family members were still alive. They wanted the three of them out alive and the kidnappers destroyed as soon as they were safe. They wanted to use their own security people, but they weren't really a military type unit. We were, and knew we could get the job done. Hostage rescue is always sketchy at best. You seldom even know if they're alive when you go in. You always ask for signs of life but you never know if the kidnappers killed them just after they provided the signs or there's still someone to be rescued. You go in knowing everyone may die, but also knowing that if you do nothing, they will likely die anyway.
The cops don't want anyone to pay ransoms, but it's my idea that you do whatever it takes to ensure the safety of the people you care about. Get them back, then go back and fuck up the kidnappers. That's where law enforcement always screws the pooch. They think every problem should be solved using a sledgehammer. They go in and do their clumsy shit and people die. The kidnappers get away, the money disappears and everyone gets a black eye. Thankfully, Halcyon knew this as well as I did and they brought in the experts.
The problem was, they weren't getting any signs of life. They had a date stamped picture of the little girl from a day earlier but the only stuff from the parents couldn't be verified. Robbins thought they were probably already dead and he wanted movement in the next two days. He was willing to pay the ransom, but he wanted it back and a message sent. If the bad guys thought they could get away with messing with Halcyon, things around the world would get ugly quick. They did have the reputation of being a bad bunch to fuck with, but if some Venezuelan small timers could get away with ripping them off for 20 million, the vultures would gather.
I called Julian and told him that an emergency had come up. I was going to be out of the country for a while. I could tell right away by the sound of his voice that he was disappointed. "What are you going to do?" he asked. "Is it dangerous?"
"I'm helping to rescue a kidnapping victim," I said. "Yes, it's dangerous, but then driving your car is dangerous. Eating a piece of steak is dangerous. You're dangerous in a way and I'm probably the most dangerous thing you will ever meet, Julian. That's what I do. Do you not like that?"
"No, I think it's cool as hell that you can do stuff like that," he said. "I just worry that something will happen to you. I worry that you'll get hurt or killed. I just wish you were a little more... domesticated, Sullivan."
I laughed. "Okay, Julian, when I get back I'll cook dinner for you and clean your house."
He laughed, too. "That's not quite what I meant. It's just that having you for a girlfriend is like having this tiger holding your hand. I feel like I may be eaten at any moment."
"You do look delicious," I told him. "So far, I haven't even scratched you. Am I your girlfriend, Julian?"
"No, but you've choked me twice," he accused. "I want you to be my girlfriend, will you?"
"Maybe. It was just a little choke," I said. "I had to make you aware that I'm not domesticated. You didn't respect me and I had to make you."
"I'm not sure there's such a thing as a little choke," he laughed. "I'm going to miss you. Merlin wants to talk to you."
I talked to Merlin for about twenty minutes. I tried to say goodbye several times but he just kept me talking. He had ten thousand things to tell me and I really wanted to hear them all; I just kept feeling worse and worse about leaving. "Sullivan, please don't leave us," Merlin finally just blurted it out.
"I'm not leaving you, honey," I told him. "I'm coming back. It's just for a little while. There's a little girl that needs me."
"I need you," he said.
That brought tears to my eyes. "She's in terrible danger," I told him. "Bad people might hurt her if I don't help her."
He sniffed a couple of times and I could tell he was thinking about that. "I still need you," he finally said. "I think she needs you worse than me. Go help her, Sully, but make sure you come straight home after you help her."
"I need you, too," I told him. "I promise that I'll be back as soon as I can."
"Can I send you a picture of me for your phone?" he asked.
"I'd love to have a picture of you for my phone," I told him. "I've got to go now, sweetheart."
"Bye, Sullivan, I love you," the call ended. After about ten minutes, my phone vibrated and he had sent me a picture of himself with a replica of my car I had given him. I set it as my wallpaper and started packing.
It was a long flight to Venezuela. I went over plans and maps on the way down and slept for a good part of the trip. When you're going into a situation like this it's best to sleep when you can. You never know when you'll get another chance.
When I got on the ground, a car was waiting for me. The driver introduced himself. He was a Halcyon employee and he would be my liaison with the security team. They were quasi-military and I worried about having Rambo types. They all seemed tough and disciplined. They seemed to know about me and only one gave me any trouble. He kept making off color comments, talking about taking orders from a woman and just sneering at me.
I knew their team leader a little and he started to say something to the guy. I shut him down and sauntered up. I rubbed on him a little and he smirked and grabbed my ass. I did a leg sweep and he was on the ground with my knife against his throat and his balls in my hand. He froze and I put my face in his.
"Listen, cunt," I told him. "You can be a team player and do what I tell you and shut the fuck up, or, I can cut your throat, squeeze your balls to jelly and let you bleed out. What's it going to be?"
He grinned up at me. "I think option A," he said.
I flipped the knife around. "Good," I gave his dick a squeeze. "You feel like you could be useful."
The crew all laughed and I helped him up. "Sorry, Ms. Sully," he said. "I heard you were a hard ass. I just had to go and step in it. I'll do my job."
I punched his shoulder and we were all buds. They had a video tape. It was pretty ugly. They had the young wife all drugged up to the point she didn't know her own name. They took turns on her and she was fucked up enough not to know it wasn't love. Anyone that says a woman can enjoy being raped should be hung up and castrated. This was nothing but animal stimulation and it was the most sickening thing I'd ever seen. They'd just turned her into an animal and the drugs kept her from knowing what was happening. I seriously doubted she'd be alive or have any will to live even if she was. The husband was tied up and forced to watch his wife's reaction to the gang rape. He wasn't going to be much good either. I made a vow. These bastards were going to pay and it was going to be long and painful.
We had a location and we went in just before sunup. Mom and Dad were dead. I hated it that three of the kidnappers fought back and we had to kill them. We had twelve of them and I told the crew to get creative. They found an acetylene welding torch and the rapists were in for a long day. I found the little girl in a cage in the office.
It was dark when I opened the door and I could hear her crying. "Mama?" she called out when I opened the door.
"No honey, I'm a friend of Mama's. She sent me to come and get you," I told her.
The cage had a cheap padlock on it and I was going to have to break it. "What's your name, honey?" I asked her. She whimpered a little.
"Landry," she finally got out. "What's you name?"



"My name is Sullivan," I told her. "Everything is going to be okay, baby. I'm going to get you out of there. Turn your face away so nothing hits you when I break this lock."
I saw movement and the back of a little head as she turned away. I hit the lock twice with the butt of my rifle and the lock broke. "Come on out, honey," I knelt by the door. "It's okay now."
She came crawling out and she stood up and threw her arms around me. I held her close and she smelled awful. They hadn't let her use the bathroom and she smelled like a toilet. I didn't care. This little thing had been through hell and I was going to see to it that hell didn't exist for her any more. I took her outside into the daylight and looked her over. She was blinking and squinting in the morning sun. Her little face was bruised and swollen and she had a tooth missing. There were bruises all over her and she just broke my heart. I got a team member to drive us back to the hotel and I held her the whole way. She was shaking and sobbing and I was crying, too. We just held each other like we were the last port in a storm.
I carried her up to my room and took her into the bathroom. She had on what had been a little white dress and I pulled it gingerly off over her head. She was a mess, beaten and filthy; I stood her in the tub and rinsed her off with warm water. After the last of the filth was gone I ran the tub full of water, dumping one of those little bottles of shampoo in for bubbles. I made it hot and she complained when I was easing her in.
"I know it's hot, but you'll get used to it," I told her. "It's going to feel really good on your bruises." She reluctantly sank down until she was lying in the tub, everything but her face immersed in the hot water.
"You just relax there for a minute and I'll get us something to eat," I told her. "Are you hungry?"
"Yes, thusty, too," she said.
"I'll be right back," I told her. "You wait for me, okay?"
She smiled and nodded and I went down to the lobby. They had fruit and cereal with milk and I bought some cartons of yogurt with fruit in it and several bottles of water. I got two cartons of juice and some cookies and took them back to the room. I saw a maid and asked her if she had any lotion on her cart. She did and I took five tubes. When I got back to the room I got in my medical kit and cut a Percodan into four pieces. I took one of the pieces and a carton of juice into the bathroom. Landry was still in the tub and I got her to take the medicine. She drank the whole carton of juice.
"We have mo juice?" she asked hopefully.
"Yes, baby," I told her. "Let me wash you and then we'll go and get it and eat some things, too, okay?"
"'Kay," she agreed. I washed her carefully, making sure she was squeaky clean, and I shampooed her hair, cautious not to get any shampoo in her eyes. She had the longest, most beautiful silky blonde hair I'd ever seen on a girl her age. We wrapped her up in a towel, put another around her hair and I carried her in to the bed. We sat, cross-legged, facing each other, and she ate a bowl of Frosted Flakes. We shared the yogurt and fruit and she ate two cookies and drank the other carton of juice. I could tell the Percodan was kicking in when she started yawning.
I took the towels away and brushed her hair out. When I had all the tangles out, I made her lie down and put lotion all over her little body. It was horrific what those bastards had done to this little girl. She hadn't been sexually molested that I could tell, but she was bruised and abraded all over her little form. She winced as I worked the lotion in and I could tell it was hurting her. When she was shiny and slick I pulled the covers up over her and kissed her forehead.
"Take a little nap, Landry," I told her. "Sully is going to take a shower. I'll be right back and we'll take a nap together, okay?"
She nodded and closed her eyes. I held her hand until I felt her breathing change and I went in and took a shower. I put on my nightshirt and crawled in bed with her. She stirred and moaned, snuggling up against me and I wrapped her tiny little body up in my arms. I drifted off and it was dark when I awakened. Someone was touching my face. I opened my eyes and big green ones were looking into mine.
"Sully, I need to pee," Landry whispered. "You holding me."
"Sorry," I whispered back. "You need help, honey?"
"No, I big," she giggled, slipping out of bed. She limped off to the bathroom. I heard the toilet flush and she came back and got in bed.
"Are you hurting?" I asked her.
"Yes, my mouth huuts," she said.
I got up and got her another piece of the Percodan. She took it and drank the whole bottle of water. God knows what or when those bastards had allowed her to drink. She whimpered a little and I held her.
"Where Mama?" she asked.
"Mama had to go someplace else," I told her. "I'm going to take care of you for her."
She seemed to accept that and in a few minutes, the drugs kicked in and we slept again. When I woke, it was morning and my phone was vibrating. The team had cleaned up and notified Halcyon. John was flying in that afternoon and wanted to meet me. I set it up and went down to the lobby to get us breakfast. I got waffles and fruit, eggs and sausage and a lot of milk. They had several kinds of juice and I got all that I could carry and took it back to the room.
Landry was stirring uncomfortably when I walked in. I hated to keep giving her drugs but she'd had enough pain to last a lifetime. I woke her up and gave her the third piece of the pill. We ate breakfast sitting in the bed and she chattered at me the whole time. I got a good look at her and she was a gorgeous little girl. I could tell she was going to break hearts someday. I called down to the front desk and the manager came up after a bit. I let him get a look at her wrapped in a towel, and sent him shopping. He came back after a couple of hours with bags of things for her to wear. There was also a fluffy stuffed dog and she loved it. I dressed her in pajamas and she slept again, holding her dog.
John got in and we talked. He wanted to know what I was going to do about Landry. I asked him to find out if she had any family that wanted her. He made some phone calls and in a few hours he told me we had a problem. Landry really didn't have anyone. She was going to have to go into foster care. I told him there was no way I was going to allow that to happen. He knew what had happened to me in that system and he didn't give me any grief. I told him Landry and I were going to stay in that hotel for a week. He was going to go back home and call in every favor he had to get me custody of this little girl. I threatened him if he didn't get it done and he held up his hands.
"You know I love you, Sully," he said. "I'll make it happen. I just hope you know what you're doing. This isn't some stray dog you're adopting, she's a child."
"I know that, you idiot," I told him. "What, you don't think I can take care of her?"
"I know you can take care of her," he said. "This just isn't you, Sullivan. You're a predator. You're a hunter, not a mother. What's going to happen in a year when you get itchy feet and need your adrenaline fix? What's going to happen to Landry? I just don't see you at soccer games and taking cookies to home room parties."
"You don't know shit," I told him. "I'm not just tits and muscles, John. I'm a woman. Maybe I've just been waiting for the opportunity to drive a minivan and go to parties."
He laughed. "Okay, Sullivan, I'll play. You just let me know how it's going. If you want to work, we'll figure something out. I trust you."
I hugged him. "Thank you, John. I really, really want this. Help me and I'll owe you."
He looked at me. "Your daddy would be proud of you," he said.
He left and Landry and I spent the day talking. It amazed me that a three-year-old had so much to say and that I would like to talk to her so much. She asked for Mama several times that first day. She did that for about a month and then it got less and less frequent until she started calling me Mama. We watched TV and went to dinner together. We slept together and by the fourth day, her bruises started to fade and she wasn't so sore anymore. She worried about her tooth until I told her it was a baby tooth and she would have lost it anyway. It was off to the side and it didn't show unless you looked in her mouth.
I fell hopelessly in love with her and she made it plain she felt the same way about me. I texted Julian and Merlin every day and I sent them a picture of Landry. It seemed like they didn't know quite what to make of her, but I knew that once they met her they'd love her as much as I did.
We caught a charter flight home as soon as John got me temporary custody of Landry. Halcyon was very concerned about her and they made an offer to set up a trust fund for her with me as the administrator. Their insurance was going to make her a very rich little girl, but I knew she didn't care about that now. I'm sure she would have traded it all away for one day with her parents. She was very excited about the flight home and really looking forward to seeing where we were going to live.
I have a pretty nice place. It has a wall around the back yard and a pool. I have four bedrooms and five baths. The patio out back is my favorite place to hang out. I have a nice grilling area with a refrigerator and a bar. When Landry saw it out the patio door, she wanted to go out there right away.
The previous owner had a dog and there was a doghouse in the corner I'd never bothered to get rid of.
"Do we have a dog?" Landry asked.
"No, baby, do you like dogs?" I asked her.
"Yes," she said. "Can we get a puppy?"
"What kind of puppy would you like?" I asked her.
"A big puppy," she said. "I don't like little dogs. Them baak all the time."
I laughed. "Yes, I've noticed that. We don't want a barking dog to aggravate the neighbors."
"No," she agreed. "When can we get a puppy?"
I could tell she wasn't going to forget about this. "We can look for one tomorrow. I have some people I want you to meet, Landry."
"Nice people?" she asked.
"Very nice," I told her. "There's a man named Julian and a little boy just older than you. His name is Merlin."
"Okay," she said. "Do you love them, Sully?"
"Yes, I love them very much," I said. "I hope you love them, too."
"I love you," she said.
"I love you, too, honey, but we can love lots of people, right?"
"Will you still love me if you love them?" she wondered.
"Of course I will," I said. My eyes were tearing up. "I'll always love you, Landry, no matter what happens."
She tucked her little hand in mine and we went inside. I showed her where her bedroom was and where all the bathrooms were. We took a tour of all the rooms and wound up in my bedroom.
"I want to sleep with you, Mama," she said. It was the first time she had called me that and it made me cry like a baby. I knelt down in the floor and hugged her until she giggled and told me not to hug her so tight, she needed to pee. I let her go and she ran off to the bathroom. She came back and I caught her and hugged her some more. The doorbell rang and we went to answer it. It was Julian and Merlin. Merlin ran and threw himself on me right away.
"Sully, you're home!" he shouted. "We've missed you so much! Are you going to stay home? Can I spend the night again? How long can we stay?"
I hugged him, realizing how much I'd missed him. Landry was standing shyly behind me and I pulled her around and introduced them. Merlin acted like they were old friends and dragged her off to watch a movie he had brought. I stood up and Julian was watching me with a twinkle in his eye.
"What?" I asked.
"Nothing," he said. "I'd forgotten how hot you are."
I walked over and pressed myself against him and tried to give him the hottest kiss of my life. He seemed to enjoy it. His knees sagged a little and his eyes were glassy when I let him go.
"Did you bring an appetite?" I asked.
"Well, I certainly found one if I didn't," he grinned.
"I'm cooking," I told him. "You take the kids swimming. By the way, we're getting a dog."
He looked a little puzzled. "Landry likes puppies," I said. "Big ones, so it will be a big dog."
He laughed. "I see. Sullivan, are you keeping Landry?"
"Yes, I am," I told him. "She called me Mama today."
He came over and squeezed the air out of me. "My tiger is sheathing her claws."
"You have no idea," I told him. "Merlin is spending the night. I'm going to put him and Landry in the twin beds in the sunroom. When they get to sleep, are you going home?"
"Really? God no, Sullivan. I'm hoping to never go home again."
"Well, then behave yourself and take them swimming and wear them out," I told him.
I grilled pork chops and we had salad, baked potatoes and broccoli for dinner. The kids complained about the broccoli, but we made them eat three bites.
We got on the internet and looked at puppies after dinner. I had dogs when Dad was alive. He loved Bull Mastiffs. We always had one and I remembered how much I loved them. I didn't like the look of any of the puppies we saw. Landry was sitting on my lap holding my laptop and Julian and Merlin were using the desktop. Landry pointed at a picture. "Click on that one, Mama," she said. I saw Julian look over at me when he heard that. He winked and we clicked on the picture.
It was a Dogue de Bordeaux puppy and he was adorable. "Can we get that one, Mama?" she asked. "I want that one."
I checked it out. Damn, it was expensive! They wanted $2,500 for the little thing! I looked at the parents and they were absolutely perfect. I heard Merlin tell his father he liked the black one. Landry and I went over to take a look. They had found a Neapolitan Mastiff puppy. Merlin and Landry argued for a while over which one to get. Finally they appealed to higher authority. They asked Julian.
"It's Landry's puppy," he said. "She should get to choose." That had the result of making a very sad little boy. I picked him up and hugged him.
"Julian, why can't Merlin have a puppy, too?" I asked him.
He looked startled for a minute. "I never thought about it. A puppy is a lot of trouble," he said.
Landry climbed up in his lap. "Please, Julian," she said. "Merwin weally want a puppy."
He laughed. "How can I say no to that? Okay, but there are some rules."
"What rules?" Merlin asked.
"You two have to take care of them," he said. "You have to feed them, water them, take them for walks and clean up after them. If they need to go out in the middle of the night, you have to take them. The main thing, you have to pick up their poo."
They both looked disgusted. "Don't like poo," Landry said. "Nasty, won't touch it."
We laughed. "You won't have to touch it," I said. "You can use a little shovel or a plastic bag. We can't have poo all over the yard to step in. Will you two follow the rules?"
They both agreed and we went puppy shopping the next day. Of course, they were fifty miles apart but once we saw those little guys we fell totally in love with them. They were like little chubby bears. They had huge feet and heads and they were wrinkly and cute as hell. I dropped $5,500 on them. Julian told me he would pay me back, but I insisted they were gifts. Besides, I made more money than he did. We took them to the pet store for food, beds, food and water dishes and leashes. I made an appointment for them to see the vet and we played with them all day.
It was quite a day. I was walking on clouds all day. The previous night had been something out of this world. We read the kids a story. Julian read to Landry and I read to Merlin. Landry fell asleep while they were reading and it didn't take Merlin long to follow. When I got to the living room, Julian had wine poured and he was sitting on the sofa. He patted the cushion next to him and I went and sat down. I took a few sips of my wine and we talked comfortably for a while. I folded my legs up under me and snuggled up against him. He was warm and squishy and he wrapped one of those massive arms around me. I felt like a little girl.
When he sat his glass down and took mine I knew what was coming. He took my chin in one of those huge hands and tilted my head up, looking into my eyes.
"Sullivan, I'm totally and hopelessly in love with you," he said. "The day I met you and you pulled a gun on me, I knew I was lost. Everything you've done since that day just pulled me in deeper. You're the most gorgeous, sexiest, hottest, wildest and most exciting woman on the planet. I'm going to kiss you now."
That kiss set me on fire. I hadn't been with a man in more than three years. Sarah had been my last lover and for a girl that likes sex as much as I do, it had been a long dry spell. I ran my fingers through his hair, tangling them in that mop of curls and crushing my lips with his. I crawled over onto his lap, straddling his legs. That pushed the soft cotton dress I was wearing up over my thighs and he ran his hands over the bare skin, making me shiver.
I unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it out of his pants, kissing his chest, licking his nipples and I slid downward. He didn't have any body hair. I found that very erotic, just smooth olive skin over bulging muscle. I unbuttoned his pants and tugged on them. He lifted his hips and I slid them down and off over his shoes. They were slip on and I took them off. He was wearing boxers and the front was tented. I knelt on the rug at his feet and opened the single button on his fly. The most beautiful cock I'd ever seen sprang out and hit me in the chin. He wasn't cut but the head had emerged and I gave it a swipe with my tongue. He leaned back and moaned.
"Sullivan, if you do that I'm going to cum in seconds," he said. "It's been a long time and never with anyone as hot as you."
I went to work. He was very big, just like everything about him. I was a little worried. It had been a long time for me too. He wasn't huge, like porn star huge, but it was very big. I'd tried huge once and I remembered the experience vividly. It had been the most painful and uncomfortable thing I'd ever done and I'd vowed never to repeat it. The asshole had just pounded away on me and I finally had to hurt him to make him stop. I never saw him again. I discovered I'd never be a size queen that night. Julian's cock wasn't that big, but it was big enough to worry me. I felt like he'd be gentle and that gave me some confidence. I was going to get him off and then some of that urgency would be gone and he'd last longer.
I sucked about four inches inside and worked on it like a lollipop. He groaned and watched me. I looked up into his eyes and gradually took more and more. I felt him hit the back of my throat and stifled the impulse to gag. I swallowed a couple of times and got him in my throat. When I felt my lower lip touch his balls, I swallowed again and sucked as hard as I could, breathing through my nose and milking his balls with my fingers. I felt him stiffen and the first jet of cum hit the back of my throat. I backed off until just the head was in my mouth, filling it up with thick ropes of cum. I milked the shaft with my hands, feeling the big tube on the bottom pulsing as I tried to keep up with the flow. I got choked a little and my mouth overflowed, trails of semen running out the corners of my mouth. I got my groove back and worked on him until he pulled me up and away. I sat back on my heels and looked at him, searching for approval on his face.
He gave me the biggest smile I had ever seen, reaching out and catching the cum running down my chin with one finger. He cleaned me off and held up his finger, wondering what to do with it. I took his hand and sucked his finger inside my mouth, opening it to show him the cum on my tongue before swallowing it down. He grabbed me and pulled me chest to chest with him, kissing me deeply and then all over my face. I had never been with a man who would do that. I knew he had to be tasting himself, but it didn't seem to bother him and I sure wasn't going to complain.



"You goddess!" he said when he got his breath back. "Christ, I've got my own dusky goddess! God, you're incredible, Sullivan!"
He picked me up in his arms. Once again, I felt like a little girl as he carried me into my bedroom. He sat me down at the foot of the bed and lifted my dress over my head, leaving me in only my panties. "Turn around for me," he said, his voice hoarse and rough.
I did a slow little turn. I had on a thong and he stopped me with my back to him. When he wrapped his arms around me I could feel all that skin and it melted me. His hands came under my arms to cup my breasts and he rolled my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. A moan forced its way out of my throat and he sunk his fingers into my breasts, testing their resilience, before sliding down to squeeze my ass. I flexed my cheeks and he chuckled. "You have the most amazing ass I've ever imagined," he whispered in my ear. "Do you work out?"
I giggled and he pushed me forward into a crawling position on the bed. I went to my elbows, pushing my ass up at him and he eased the thong down to my knees. I raised them and he pulled it off. I felt him moving and glanced back. He had gone to his knees and his face was inches from my pussy. I could feel his breath, hot and humid. He kissed both cheeks and I started when his tongue touched my pussy for the first time. He worked on me like a pro and I turned into a quivering bowl of jelly. It felt so erotic and so exquisitely torturous as he licked at me from behind. I'd never had that done to me before. His tongue touched my rosebud, making me shiver, and returned to caressing my lips, gathering up the flood of juices I was making. He let me know he wanted to flip me over and he was between my thighs, pushing me wide and bending to tongue my clit. It felt engorged, like it was a miniature cock, and I could feel his lips moving over it as his tongue flipped the tip up and down and from side to side. This was more incredible foreplay than I had ever imagined. I felt a fat finger penetrate and it moved around inside, caressing my inner walls before curling up inside me and setting me on fire. I felt like my whole body was exploding! I could hear a woman crying out her ecstasy and I was startled to realize it was me. I came for what seemed like minutes. Just as my contractions were beginning to recede, I felt another fat finger pushing its way inside my ass. That incredible sensation set me off again and I thought I was going to pass out.
"Stop, Julian," I pleaded. "I can't stand anymore!"
"Cum for me again," he whispered, jamming those fingers deeply inside me and attacking my clit with his tongue again.
"No, I can't!" I began to squirm to get away. Second fingers joined the first and stretched me, sending flames through my body again and I discovered that I could. The orgasm just kept building in intensity until I heard a roaring in my ears and my vision shrank to a tiny point and went dark. I must have passed out because the next thing I remembered he was lying over me, kissing my lips briefly before dropping down to torment my nipples. Aftershocks of orgasm were still shaking me and his lips and tongue on my nipples set me off again. It wasn't soul destroying like the previous two but its slow burn just made me a quivering wreck. My emotions overwhelmed me and for some reason I began to cry.
He moved back up and kissed all over my face before claiming my lips. I could taste my juices and it was incredibly arousing.
"You okay?" he asked.
I nodded. "Jesus, Julian, I never came like that before in my life!"
"There's more," he said and I felt his cock, hard as steel against my dripping pussy lips. I felt them part and the head of his cock pushed inside. "Do I need a condom?" he asked.
"No," I shook my head. "Just fuck me, Julian."
"No," he said. "We're going to make love. We're going to make love for a long time, then we'll fuck."
I giggled and he pushed farther inside. The pain I had feared never materialized. I guess I was so wet and so ready, stretched by his fingers and so wide open that I only felt stuffed. I was as full as I wanted to be, maybe a little more, but there was no pain, only the feeling of being completely and comfortably stuffed with a big, fat cock. The friction was delicious and we began a long, slow, sweet ride. It felt like he was touching my soul and I came for the first time in about three minutes. The orgasms were continuous after that and I knew I would never be the same after this. I was an addict and he was my drug. I could never let this man out of my life, my bed, my pussy. I was going to do whatever it took to have him. I was totally and completely lost and only he could ever satisfy me.
He made that slow, sweet, agonizing love to me for probably twenty minutes and I came a million times. He withdrew and flipped me over, straddling me and mounting me from behind, that delicious cock so deep in me, I could feel it bumping against the back of my pussy. It was driving me wild.
"God, Julian, you're going to make me cum some more," I groaned. "Oh my God, oh my God, oh fuck, Julian!"
He pushed in to the hilt, holding the head of his cock embedded, and I groaned out the beautiful torment. He held there for a minute and began to thrust again. I tried to form words but my brain was scrambled. My emotions whirled and I sobbed out my ecstasy as I came again and again, thrusting my ass back against him. I thought I was going to die! One last sprint of rapid thrusts sent me over the edge again and I felt him thrust deep and the pulsing of his ejaculation, deep inside me, his semen boiling against my walls and making me nearly hysterical with joy and pleasure. His groans joined mine and he slowed to a stop, his cock embedded in my soul, and we rested for a minute.
He was very heavy on me and soon he rolled to his back, pulling me half over him with my cheek resting on his pectoral muscle. I was very nearly destroyed and I shook and sobbed into his chest. "God, Julian, you... I... I'm lost! I'm so in love with you and so afraid. Please tell me this is something you want."
"I've never wanted anything so much in all my life," he said. "I love you, Sullivan. I'm going to love you for the rest of my life." He petted my hair and cupped my ass in one hand. The other soothed me, stroking my hair and up and down my back until I was calm. We got up after a bit and took a shower together, slipping back into bed naked and cuddling together like school kids. I fell asleep in his arms with the knowledge that I never wanted to be anywhere else.
I woke up in the same place and just luxuriated in being in the arms of the man I loved. He moved and I knew he was awake. He stroked me and gave me a squeeze. "I love you," he said. I felt his lips press against the top of my head. "We better get dressed before two munchkins come in," he said. I didn't ever want to move, but when he got up and pulled on his boxers I put on some pajamas. I found him a t-shirt that was too big for me but too small for him and we got back in bed. Sure enough, about ten minutes later I heard the patter of little feet. Landry peeked in and came running when she saw we were awake. She climbed in between us and we hugged that precious little form, making a Landry sandwich. She loved it and giggled like a hyena.
"Mama, we going to get a puppy today," she said. I sighed. She hadn't forgotten. It wasn't long before Merlin joined us and we had an impromptu wrestling match on the bed. I tickled Landry into submission and then we worked on Merlin until he was shrieking and begging.
We ate breakfast and went to get the puppies. The boys wound up spending five days with us. The days were filled with the sound of children's delight and puppy love and the nights with a different kind of love. I'd never made love so many times in so short a period in my life. I was sore as hell after that first day but I wanted more, and once we got going I forgot about that and we fucked like bunnies.
The kids named their puppies right away. The Bordeaux was Ripley, or "Wipley," as Landry called him and the Neapolitan was Seth. They grew like weeds and they got along like brothers. Seth was lazier than Ripley was but they both stayed active. By the time they were a year old they were both over 140 pounds. Ripley topped out around there but Seth went on to about 160. He was taller but not as wide. They both drooled incessantly and kept the kids busy cleaning up after them. They didn't mind, they loved those dogs and they were jealously guarded by two huge beasts. They both lived with Landry and me. The boys didn't have a fenced yard.
That wasn't a problem for long. They moved in with us six months after we got the puppies and Julian proposed to me a year later. We got married on a beautiful June day and my life became a fairy tale. Julian insisted that I stay out of the security business. I had my PhD by that time and I had no trouble getting a job at the U of A teaching economics. I started writing a book on the subject after I had been there a year, and it was a modest success. Being a published author got me moved up the food chain and I got the department chair when the woman who held it moved to George Mason.
We wanted another baby and when Landry was five, I stopped taking birth control. I don't think it took two weeks before I was puking my guts up one morning. I thought I had a bug and went to the doctor. I nearly peed my pants when he told me I was pregnant. I was a little panicked, but Julian and the kids were so excited that I couldn't help catching their enthusiasm. When Lauren was born, she was the most beautiful little thing you could ever imagine. She looked like me quite a bit. Her skin was lighter and she had green eyes. The combination was just stunning and by the time she was five, she had gotten several offers to do modeling work.
Julian wanted her to do it and I let her do a few shoots. Once she had her foot in the door, I kept the shoots down to twice a year. We hired a nanny/housekeeper and I went back to teaching after Lauren was a year old. Julian got that defensive coordinator position and we figured it was just a matter of the head coach moving on before they offered him that job.
I had done two security jobs since we had been married. Neither one involved me being in the field but I still got that same rush out of running the show behind the scenes. I still kept my hand in and I attended two training camps a year.
I hadn't really thought about a job for more than a year. I was on my way home from school one afternoon. Julian was gone to LA for a game. I thought I'd take the kids out to eat and maybe to a movie. My Bluetooth on the car told me I had a call. I punched the hands free button. It was Julian.
"Sullivan, where are you?" he asked.
"I'm about two minutes from home, baby," I said. "Why?"
"Something's going on at home." He sounded worried. "Maria called me and said she couldn't get hold of you."
"I was outside the car getting gas," I told him. "What do you mean something's going on at home?"
"Maria said there's been a van parked outside our house all day and that two men just jumped over the back wall. Get there, Sully! Are you still my tiger?"
"If my babies are in danger I'm going to fuck somebody up," I told him. "I'm hanging up, Julian. I'll call you as soon as I can."
I put the accelerator to the floor and the supercharger on my Charger Hellcat howled. 707 horsepower threatened to break loose from the pavement. I was pulling up across the street in less than a minute. There was an unmarked white van with the doors open and the engine running sitting there. I checked it and it was empty.
I popped the trunk of my car and pulled the matched set of .40s out of their hidden compartment. I stuffed two clips in the front of my bra and started across the street. I heard someone scream inside and there were two shots. I was praying that I wasn't too late. I could hear the dogs barking and it sounded like they were fighting something. There was another shot and one of the dogs yelped. They were killing my dogs! The door was locked so I shot the lock out and rolled inside. There were three men and two women inside. One of the men was holding Maria in between himself and Seth while the other guys were trying to get a bead on him.
Ripley was lying on the floor in a pool of blood and there was a guy down there too with his face half torn off. I saw Ripley move and he sank his teeth into the calf of the man holding Maria. There was no sign of the kids. The man holding Maria screamed at Ripley, tearing at his calf and Maria got away. Seth was on him before anyone could move and I saw those huge jaws crunch down on the guy's face. I was rolling and shooting. I got both the other guys that were still standing center mass and they went down. The woman was behind a table and I couldn't line up on her torso so I shot her in the leg. She screamed and went down. There was a horrible bubbling moan coming from the guy the dogs were ripping up.
I called them and Seth came and sat beside me. Ripley's back legs weren't working and he tried to drag himself over. I ran over to him and held his head in my lap. "Good boy," I told him. "You're a good, good boy." He whined and licked my hand.
Maria was screaming hysterically and I yelled at her. "Maria, shut up! Where are the kids?"
She looked around wildly. "I locked them in the laundry room," she sobbed.
"Go get them and call 911," I told her. "Get them in here now!"
I heard her knocking on the door and telling the kids that it was okay and that I was home. "Sully wants you," she said.
They came running in. They took one look at Ripley and the girls burst into tears. Merlin ran over and knelt by me and the girls followed him. "Mom, he's going to be okay, right?" there were tears in his eyes.
"Please say he's going to be okay!" Landry knelt and petted him.
"I don't know," I told them "He's hurt badly. He may have saved our lives. Hold his head and talk to him."
I slid out and she took my place. Lauren petted him and Seth came over and licked his face. I stood up and walked over, checking the four men. They were all in a better place. The woman was trying to drag herself toward the patio door. When I got a look at her face, I saw who it was. It was Staci, Merlin's mother. I guess she had some kind of twisted mother or revenge thing going on.
Evidently, she'd served her time and decided to make a call on her ex and her son. It was going to be her last call. I didn't want to take a chance on her coming back again. I got a pillow off the chair and double tapped her in the face.
Merlin and Lauren jumped up when they heard the shots. "It's okay," I told them. "They hurt Ripley and they would have hurt you too. She died in the fight. Do you understand?"
They both nodded their heads. "Say it!" I told them.
"She died in the fight," they said.
"Mama, we've got to help Ripley!" Landry called.
I went back and knelt by them. I could hear sirens screaming in the distance. Maria had called. Ripley rolled those big amber eyes up at me. "Good boy," I told him. I put my hand down and he licked it. He rolled his eyes up at me again and they went glassy. He was gone.
I tried to pull Landry up but she fought me. "No! No, Mama, he's going to be okay! Please Mama, do something!"
I'd never felt so helpless in my life. I knelt and held my baby tightly. "He's gone, sweetheart," I could feel the tears trickling down my cheeks. "He's gone. He was a good boy. Even hurt as badly as he was, he attacked a man that was going to shoot me. He saved my life, baby. He was a good boy. We'll always love him, but he's gone."
She threw her arms around me and wept bitter tears. Seth became very agitated and he nuzzled her face, licking her with that big pink tongue. She giggled through her tears and hugged his huge head. "What are we going to do, Seth?" she wept. "Your brother is gone. I won't let you be lonely."
The police arrived, a day late and a dollar short, as usual. They actually pointed their guns at us and made us lie on the floor in our own house! We finally got things straightened out when a Detective with a discernible IQ arrived. I took Maria, the kids and Seth and we checked into a hotel. Julian flew in a few hours later and he joined us.
It took six months for the whole situation to go away. Staci had been released from prison and hooked up with some of her old running mates. We never did find out exactly what she had planned. None of them were talking. The dogs had killed two of them and I got the rest. I guess they hadn't counted on three hundred pounds of fiercely loyal war dogs to be waiting for them in the house.
The day they closed the case Julian and I took Landry out of school. We took her out to a ranch in the hills and there was a box waiting for us at the gate. I told her to get out and open it. She gave a cry and looked back at us when she took the top off. She reached down inside and pulled out a beautiful black Cane Corso puppy with a red bow around his neck.
She came running back to the car with him. "Dad, Mama," her face was beaming. "Is he really mine? Isn't he beautiful? What is he? What's his name?"
Julian pulled her in and hugged her. "Yes, honey, he's yours. He's a Cane Corso, a kind of Italian Mastiff. He is beautiful, but he's waiting for you to name him. I know you'll never forget Ripley and we don't want you to, but he's a new friend. I think you'll come to love him just like you did Ripley."
"I love him already," she was so excited. "I want Merlin and Lauren to help us name him."
We drove back home and the other kids were just as excited as Landry had been. They named him Goku after their favorite cartoon character. We had dinner and I was washing the dishes when Julian came into the kitchen. He leaned against the doorjamb and watched me.
"What?" I shot him a look.
"Nothing," he said. "I just forget how hot you are."
"Yeah, right," I said. "I'm hot with my hands in dishwater and an apron on."
"I'm thinking about taking it and everything else you've got on off and bending you over the counter there," he said. "I think I've domesticated my tiger, but I just want to check and see."
He came over and slid his hands up under my shirt, cupping my breasts and pinching my nipples gently. I knew he was going to be fun the first time I saw him.
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Jack watched his tee shot sail exactly down the middle of the fairway. He always hit the same shot. It wasn't long; it was just straight down the middle of the fairway. The other two guys had already teed off, and it was my turn. I got it set up and took a little practice swing. This was a par five, pretty long and pretty wide open. I would just take a rip at it and see what happened.
I'm a big guy and I power lift four days a week. My bench is better than it was in college. I can do reps with 225 pounds that make the steroid freaks at the gym jealous. I had a new driver, one of those graphite composite ones and I felt pretty good. I got the sweet spot and Jack's jaw dropped.
"Jesus Christ, Eric, you hammered that. That's three hundred and fifty fucking yards if it's an inch. It's farther than that. You get up and down and you've got an eagle."
I'd had two eagles in my life. I felt pretty good about this one. We started down the fairway and Jack hit his second shot. It still wasn't to my first one. I heard his phone buzzing in his bag. He was a little hard of hearing so I told him he had a text. He got his phone out and his face went white.
"Eric, I've got to go," he said.
"What's wrong?" I asked him.
"Something back at the office," he said. "Take me back, Eric. I'm sorry but I can't tell you about it yet. You can have the rest of the afternoon off after you take me back."
Jack was my boss. He also owned Whitman Enterprises. I'd worked there since I graduated from college. They recruited me from the time I was a sophomore and I was the number two guy there. It was a family business. We made pumps, all kinds of pumps. They were one of a kind, designed for specific applications. We had a foundry, a machine shop and we made them from the blueprint to the finished product. I was the VP of production and I pretty much ran the place. Jack's daughter, Allison, was my counterpart in sales. I knew there had been some noise about us being bought out by a Swiss company, and I figured it was about that.
I took him back to the office and started home. I was sitting at a traffic light. The street downtown was one of those old cobblestone streets and there was an elderly lady crossing the street in front of me. I watched, horrified, as her toe caught on one of the cobblestones and she tripped. She tried to keep her balance but she was staggering forward, now. She dropped her grocery bag, tripped again and she went down. I heard her cry out as her arms hit the street, trying to save herself. I slammed the shifter into park and jumped out, running around the truck and kneeling beside her. She was crying and I felt awful for her. Her hands were bleeding and her arm was clearly broken.
I gathered her up in my arms. "I'm so sorry," I told her. "I'm going to help you. It's going to be okay. I'll take you to the hospital. Are you hurt anywhere besides your hands and arm?"
"No," she sobbed, "but I think my arm is broken. I dropped my groceries and I'm afraid my eggs are broken, too. Well, my knees are bleeding, too, honey. My arm hurts so bad!"
She was breaking my heart. I had tears in my own eyes. This sweet little lady didn't deserve this! "I'll get you some more eggs," I told her. "Let me help you get in the truck. I'll take you to the hospital."
That made her cry even more. "Thank you, but I can't go to the hospital." Her breath was coming in gasps. "I don't have any insurance. I can't afford to go to the hospital."
I felt like shit now. She was a tiny little black woman, probably seventy or so, and you could tell she had been a stunner. She was still very pretty and I felt really bad for her. I thought about my mother. She had passed away from a stroke two years before. If she had fallen like this I would have wanted someone to take care of her.
"I'm taking you to the hospital," I told her. "I'll take care of it. My wife works there and we'll work something out. You look like someone's mother, and I would want someone to help my mother. I'm taking you now. Let me help you up, I'll get your groceries and we'll go, okay?"
"It hurts really bad," she said. "Thank you, young man. I'll never forget this."
I got her up and into the front seat of the truck. It was higher than she could comfortably get into, so I lifted her. I gathered up her groceries and put them in the back seat of the truck.
On the way to the hospital she told me her name was Samantha Groves and that she was a widow. It was only about a mile and I pulled up at the emergency room door. Cindy, my wife, was on shift, and I helped Samantha inside. I took her to the desk and Kirsten was working. I told her what was going on and that I would be taking care of any bills. She took Samantha right back to a bed and Rachael, the RN, cleaned up her hands and knees while we waited for the doctor.
They tried to shoo me out, but Samantha wasn't having it. She wanted me to stay and that was that. I asked her if she wanted to call someone. She said her phone was in her purse so I went back to the truck and got it. She needed her ID, anyway, and when I got back, I gave it to Kirsten. Samantha got her phone out and it was one of those cheap phones that you buy minutes. She dialed and then started crying again.
"What's wrong, Samantha?" I asked.
"I'm out of minutes," she sobbed. "This is just a terrible day!"
"Here, use my phone," I handed her my Android. I had to show her how to use it and she talked to someone female on the other end.
"Cecilia, I fell and hurt myself," she said. "I'm at the hospital. No, a really nice white man is helping me. Please, Honey, would you? Okay, please don't worry."
I wondered where Cindy was. She worked the emergency room. She was a Physician's Assistant and she should be handling this. I poked my head out and saw Rachael.
"Where the hell is Cindy?" I asked her. "This lady is hurting and she needs attended to."
Rachael flushed. "She went to lunch. I called her and she'll be here any minute."
"What do you mean, 'she went to lunch'? She just got here!" Cindy worked three to eleven. Her lunch hour was at seven.
Rachael stammered around for a minute and finally she just left. What the hell was going on? I went back to Samantha and she was still crying. I sat down by her and hugged her.
"It's okay, Samantha," I told her. "Who did you call?"
"My granddaughter," she said. "She's going to college. She just got out of class and she'll be here after a bit. You can go then. I know you don't want to be here."
"Nonsense," I told her. "I'm off work. This isn't going to be such a bad day, Samantha. You made a new friend today, you're going to be fine, your granddaughter is on the way and you won't have to do a lick of work for a while because you'll have a cast on your arm."
She chuckled and hugged me back. She gave me a kiss on the cheek and I heard a voice behind us. It was low and husky and sounded like smoky jazz. "Who's your new lover, Grandma?"
I looked back and there was a vision framed in the hospital curtain. She was little, brown and as cute as a newborn kitten. She stepped around to the other side of the bed and kissed Samantha.
"I don't know his name," Samantha said. "I've been so flustered I forgot to ask. I think he's the Good Samaritan. He's been taking care of me. I don't know where he came from but he's a gift from heaven."
"My name is Eric Hollister," I told them. "You must be Cecilia. I was sitting in my car at the crosswalk and I saw Samantha fall. I couldn't do anything but bring her here where the DOCTOR should have BEEN here by now!" I raised my voice. I knew I was being passive/aggressive, but I was starting to get pissed off.
I poked my head out of the curtain and saw Rachael avoiding my eyes. "Go get Pierce," I told her. "If someone isn't here to take care of this lady in five minutes I'm going to raise hell at the next board meeting! Where the hell is Cindy?"
"Dr. Pierce went to lunch with her," she said.
"Well, that's just freaking great," I was disgusted. "Call Olivia."
"Your daughter is just an intern," Rachael said.
"Can she prescribe medicine and order a cast for this lady?" I asked.
"Yes, she can do that," Rachael admitted.
"Then page her," I told her.
I went back to sit in the chair by Samantha. "My daughter is an intern here," I told her. "She'll be here in a minute."
I thought about Cindy and that creep Pierce being out to lunch together. What the hell was going on? Cindy knew very well I wouldn't like that. I had made that perfectly plain on a couple of occasions.
We had been dating about six months the first time. I had met Cindy when we were assigned as lab partners in biology. She was drop dead gorgeous. She was a tall plush girl with dark hair, fair skin and the bluest eyes you've ever seen. I invited her for a cup of coffee after the lab and while we were there, I asked her out and she accepted. We went to dinner and a movie, I know, not the most imaginative date in the world, but I was nineteen years old. She kissed me good night at the door of her room and I asked her out again. It took about four dates before she let me feel her breasts and they were amazing. She had very large breasts and they were very sensitive. I think she came twice just from me playing with them. She had been raised by very religious parents and I think I was the first guy to ever get his hands on those luscious mounds. It took me three months to talk her into my bed and she never left it.
We had been going out for six months and I was coming out of the electronics store with a new video game when I saw her and George Cooper going into Chili's next door. I walked in and they were sitting together in a booth in the back. He had his arm around her and she was laughing up into his face. I turned around and went home. I had an apartment across the street from the school and I just picked her stuff up, put it in a box outside the door and went to class. I didn't go home for two days or talk to her. She called me about a dozen times and sent me a bunch of e-mails, but I never read them or responded. Twice, she was waiting outside class when it was over, but I went back in and told the professor I needed to talk to him in his office. We were talking when we came out the door and she had no opportunity to say anything. I skipped biology lab.
When I got up Saturday morning, she was curled up, sleeping in the hall outside the door. I stepped over her and started down the hall. I must have made some sound. I was trying to be stealthy, but she jumped up and ran down the hall after me, throwing her arms around me from behind. She spun me around and her eyes were blazing.
"What the hell is wrong with you, Eric?" she yelled. "Why did you put my stuff out in the hall? Why won't you talk to me? Why are you avoiding me? Have you met someone else?"
"No, you have," I told her. "I heard Cooper has an opening, maybe you should give him a call. I know third string running backs have busy schedules."
"Is that what this is about?" she was incredulous. "You know I went to school with him, right? We dated for a while, but we're just friends now. What did you think, we were lovers?"
"I didn't think anything," I told her. "I was coming out of the store and I saw you go into Chili's with him."
"We're just two old friends having lunch," she shouted. "What the hell is the matter with you?"
"My girlfriends don't have lunch with other men by themselves," I told her.
"You jealous prick," she started crying and walked away. It was two more days before I saw her again.
Maybe I was a jealous prick, but I managed to live with myself. If others couldn't, that was fine by me.
The next time I saw Cindy, she knocked on the door. I looked out and saw her in the hall.
"I don't want any," I yelled through the door.
"It's me," she said. "Can I talk to you?"
"I don't think so," I said. "I'm a jealous prick, remember?"
"I'm sorry I said that," she said. "Please let me come in and talk to you for a minute."
I opened the door. She just stood there for a minute. She wouldn't meet my eyes. "I'm sorry, Eric. I didn't know you would care. I know now and it won't happen again."
"You didn't know that people that are in relationships shouldn't have dates alone with members of the opposite sex?" I asked her. "You read the wrong relationship books, Cindy. That one is out of the cheater's manual, not the relationship manual."
"I'm not a cheater," she said. "It was lunch. I've known him since I was in the fourth grade."
"All the more reason not to be alone with him," I told her. "Why didn't you tell me you were having lunch with him? If you never have lunch, you never cheat. That's my rule. I don't do it and no one I'm in a relationship with does it."
"Okay, I get it. I'm sorry. It won't happen again."
"Okay, I forgive you," I told her. I started to walk away and she ran after me.
"That's it?" she was incredulous. "You're going to just walk away from me?"
"I'm a jealous prick," I told her. "I don't think we're on the same page, Cindy. The fact that you didn't see anything wrong with going to lunch with that asswipe and not telling me about it says that this is not going to work out."
"Jesus Christ, Eric," she burst out. "Okay, I'm sorry I said that. I'm sorry I did it. Don't I mean any more to you than that? God damn it, I've been sleeping with you for months. Don't you know I love you? Are you just going to throw me away for having lunch with a guy I've known all my life?"
I thought about that for a minute. "No, I guess that would be an overreaction. I'm still as mad as hell about it, but we'll see if we can work it out. If you're going to have lunch with a man besides me, you should tell me about it in advance. I'll do the same for you."
We eventually did work it out and it was just a blip on the radar until our senior year. I wasn't much into the campus life thing. I went to school to get an education and most of the students were just assholes with whom I would never voluntarily associate. I did have a few buddies with whom I hung out. Patrick Kelly was one of them. He was a big football fan and we had a pretty good team that year. He kept after me to go to a game until I finally gave in and went. We didn't sit in the student section. His dad had season tickets and we used them to get a seat on the fifty-yard line. After the game, we were getting ready to leave and I saw Cindy in the student section. I didn't know she was going to the game or I'd have asked her to join us.
She was talking and laughing with a group of friends and I started to go over. Then she started walking down the steps and there was a guy with her. She was holding on to his arm and laughing up at him. I froze in place. It was George Cooper. He had an injury and they redshirted him that year. I was just standing there and she glanced my way. Our eyes locked and she froze in place. I turned and walked away and I heard her calling my name. I left Patrick there and kept walking.
She caught up to me in the parking lot and grabbed hold of my arm. "Eric, oh my God, Eric! That wasn't what it looked like. I wasn't... "
I cut her off. "I don't care, Cindy. Let go of my arm."
"Talk to me, Eric," she started crying. "Let me... "
"I asked you nicely to let go of my arm," I told her. She dropped her hand and I started walking. She ran around and stood in front of me. "You're not leaving until you give me a chance to explain," she wept.
"Goodbye, Cindy," I walked around her and left her there crying. She called me about ten times a day until the semester was over and I never answered or listened to any of her messages. She did her camping out thing in the hall outside my apartment but I just packed some things, crawled out the window and stayed with Patrick until the semester was over. I went and stayed with my parents over the Christmas break and she came by a couple of times. I told Mom and Dad not to let her in and I refused to go to the door. I transferred out at semester and went to school fifty miles away. Mom and Dad were pissed at me. I didn't give a damn.
When I graduated, I got a job near Austin and moved into an apartment. I heard about her sometimes when one of my friends would mention her, but I never saw her. I'd been back in Central Texas for about six months when her Dad showed up at work one day when I got off. I saw him standing by my car and started to go back in. I thought about it and just decided to bite the bullet. This was going to suck.
I walked up to my car and he looked up when he heard me. "Eric, I know I'm the last guy you want to see, but I'm a father and I don't have a choice. I love my daughter. I know she did something really stupid. I know she did it twice. The problem is, she really loves you, Eric, and she's miserable. She's lost twenty pounds. The first five didn't hurt, but she doesn't sleep, she hardly eats and she never leaves the house except when she hears you're back home and thinks she might see you somewhere. Put us out of our misery, Eric. At least talk to her. Maybe we can put this behind us and she can move on. Please, our whole family is suffering."
Well, this sucked as much as I thought it would. I felt really sorry for him. None of this was his fault and he had been my little league baseball coach in the sixth grade. I always liked him and his wife a lot.
"Okay, Mr. Peterson," I told him. "I don't know what good it will do. Cindy did this to me once and I thought I made myself very clear. I never dreamed it would come up again. She doesn't think like me. I don't know how to get around that."
"I understand," he nodded. "I even agree with you, but please, just talk to her. Listen to what she has to say. That's all I'm asking. Thank you, Eric. I owe you one."
"You don't owe me anything, Mr. Peterson," I told him. "You taught me how to play first base. I'm the one that owes you. Tell her I'll be back home and pick her up at six on Friday, okay?"
We went to Cheddar's and I bought her dinner. I'd heard it before, several times, I didn't want to hear it again. I knew I was going to hear it whether I wanted to or not.
"George is a really nice guy," she said.
"Cindy, were you going out with me or not?" I asked.
"You know I was, honey," she tried to sweet talk me.
"There seems to have been some doubt in your mind," I told her. "I saw you together at Chili's. You were sitting together in the same booth and he had his arm around you."
"We're very good friends," she said. "If you'd get to know him you'd like him. I want the two of you to be friends. We talked about that and I didn't do it again. I want you and him to be friends."
"We're not going to be friends," I told her. "We're not going out because of your 'friend'."
"What? What do you mean?" she stammered.
"I'm not getting back together with you," I told her. "The first time it happened I told you that if you were ever alone with him again we were done. I guess you didn't believe me."
"Why are you being such an asshole?" she snapped. "It was just lunch and a ride home from the football game. He's a nice guy."
"No, he's the asshole," I told her. "You're an asshole, too. I don't know what I ever saw in you. This was a bad idea."
I got up and threw money on the table. I didn't need the change. I walked out the door and to my car. I didn't realize she was following me until I hit the remote. Luckily, I only hit it once and the passenger door stayed locked. She tried to open it but I just got in and started the car. She ran around and opened my door.



"Are you just going to leave me here?" she yelled.
"I'll call you a cab," I said.
"We need to talk," she said.
"No, we don't," I told her. "Maybe you can talk to Cooper. He's such a nice guy."
"I'm sorry," she said. "I didn't realize you were going to be such a prick about it. I won't be alone with him anymore."
"Too late," I told her. "That should have happened last time. You have no respect for me or anyone else but the 'nice guy'. I'll just take my prick self and find someone that likes my kind of prick, not his. Have a nice life, Cindy."
I did call her a cab. See, I'm a nice guy, for a prick. I didn't see or hear from her for three weeks. When I finally went back to my parents to spend the weekend I got ambushed. I think they had seen too much "Intervention" or Dr. Phool. Mom had called me on the way home and asked me what time she should plan dinner. I was totally ignorant of any nefarious plans and like a dummy, I told her. They even had the sneakiness to park their cars on the next block.
When I got home, I got my suitcase and my laptop and headed inside. Dad met me in the entry and took my suitcase. We went upstairs and put my stuff down and he said Mom and my sister were in the den. They were in the den all right, so were Cindy and her parents and Mom's pastor.
I guess I must have looked like a total idiot, standing there with my mouth hanging open. They had the furniture arranged around in a cute little circle with an empty chair at which everyone could stare. My little sister jumped up and ran over. She hugged me, kissed me and touched me all over as she always does. I loved Chris. She was fifteen and the cutest thing you've ever seen. She took me and led me by the hand over to my throne. It was either that or an electric chair.
Pastor Robbins was evidently the spokesman. I always thought he was a pretentious creep that stood too close to you when he talked.
"Eric, we all have something we want to say to you and we're here to listen to you, too. We know you're upset and we understand, but we think you're being unreasonable."
I looked around and they were all smiling and nodding at me.
"I love you, honey and I want us to be together for the rest of our lives," Cindy gave me her softest, sexiest voice. "Just listen to what we have to say and then we'll listen to you."
It was Dad's turn. I wondered if they had planned who spoke in which order. "Son, do you know that your Mother has friends that are men and I have friends that are women?"
There was a silence. "Do you want me to speak?" I asked.
They all smiled and nodded. "I wasn't aware you had an open marriage," I said. "You concealed that from me so carefully all my life that I was in total ignorance." The smiles faded a little. I think I got off the script. "Are you hanging the horns on Dad, Mom? I never suspected a thing."
She had the grace to blush. "Why are you talking like that?" she asked. "There's no need to be crude. That's not what your father meant. We have friends of the opposite sex. Everyone does."
"Okay, well, this has been enlightening. Is it my turn now?" I asked.
Cindy's Dad spoke up. "Robin and I care about you very much, Eric," he got the smile back. "Cindy loves you with all her heart. She's devoted to you and for you to ask her to give up her friends is just unreasonable. You aren't really going to break up with her because Cindy has friends, are you?"
There was another small silence. "Is it my turn?" I asked.
They all smiled and nodded. "Okay, this has been real fun," I said. "I appreciate you all being here to explain things to me. I can see how unreasonable I've been. I just need to go up to my room and think for a few minutes. You all wait right here. I should be back in about ten minutes." Oh, the bliss on their faces was excruciating. I got up and Cindy came and kissed my cheek.
Chris was looking at me funny. I stood up and climbed the three stairs out of the den and then the seven upstairs to my bedroom. I got my suitcase and Chris got my computer. She had followed me.
We went outside and put them in the trunk. "You aren't coming back, are you?" she asked.
"No, baby," I hugged her. "I love you, but I'm done with this bullshit. Call me and I'll come pick you up. We'll go somewhere, just you and me."
"Okay, Eric," she kissed me. "I love you, too. I'm sorry they embarrassed you like that."
"Not your fault, sweetheart," I told her. "See you." I gave her one last squeeze and backed out of the driveway. I rolled the window down. "Take a walk, honey," I told her. "Give me a chance to get out of town."
She nodded and started off down the street. Twenty minutes later, my car told me I had a call. It was Mom.
"Hi, Mom," I said.
"Where are you?" she asked. "Where is Chris? Is she with you?"
"She's taking a walk," I said. "I'm just passing through Hillsborough."
She sputtered for a few seconds. "But... you said you would be right back."
"Well, yeah, but I decided not to," I said. "Please, feel free to carry on without me. Oh, Mom, from now on, Chris is the only one of you from whom I'll be taking calls. Don't write, don't come to visit, don't use your telepathic abilities you evidently have that tell you how unreasonable I am. Bye, Mom."
"Eric, wait," she said. "I love you, honey. I'm sorry; I only want what's best for you. Just let me talk to you."
"Don't you think I'm the one to decide what's best for me?" I asked. "Bye, Mom, maybe you can talk to some of your friends that are men." I ended the call.
In a minute, I had another call. I didn't answer. I had five more calls in the next five minutes and I didn't answer. The sixth one was from Chris.
"Hi, Kitten, you in trouble?" I asked.
"Kind of," she said. "They made me call you, Eric."
There was a noise and Dad's voice came on. "You should be ashamed..." I cut him off. Maybe my family would be interested in marrying Cindy. They were all so reasonable; maybe they could all have a big group marriage, except for Chris, of course.
I must have got a hundred calls over the next three days. My secretary at work left stacks of messages on my desk every day in the morning, after lunch and at night. I listened to all the voice mails, read all the messages and all the e-mails. There were very entertaining.
Cindy's family was pissed off and so was she. My parents were, too, at first. I didn't hear much from Dad, but Mom wasn't pissed off after the first five messages or so. She was crying on the voice mails and her messages and e-mails were taking on a note of desperation. She was apologetic after the first hour or two. Cindy also became increasingly weepy and apologetic. She pleaded with me to talk to her, see her, meet with her, call her, anything. She was going to change; she was going to make it up to me. Everything was going to be different. If I didn't like someone that was her friend, she'd never see them again. All I needed to do was give her another chance and all this magic was going to happen.
She just didn't get it. I guess none of them did. I have a code. I have friends that are women, too. Since I had been in a relationship with Cindy, I didn't spend time alone with them. That's just asking for trouble. Sure, there were business and social interactions with women besides Cindy, but I sure wasn't taking them to lunch or dinner and I didn't put my arms around them. If they had significant others, we hung out together. If they didn't, we didn't hang out. Why put yourself in a compromising situation?
Dad had told me this all my life. You date the people you know. You marry the people you date. You have sex with people you are alone with and with whom you make relationships. It's a conscious choice. All this bullshit about "I didn't mean for it to happen," or "it just happened," makes me want to puke. It's a matter of a conscious choice. I chose to be a one-woman man and I chose for my partner to be a one-man woman. If it sounds like I'm inflexible, you're damn right I am. Sue me.
I went on a couple of dates over the next week and had a good time. It was kind of a relief not having Cindy around. It was especially liberating not to have to wonder where she was or with whom she was having lunch. I drove back up to McKinney and stayed in a hotel that weekend. I picked Chris up to take her to Six Flags. She came running out and jumped in the car when I pulled up.
"You should go quick," she said.
It was too late. Mom came running down the sidewalk as I started backing out. She jumped on the hood of the car and I just couldn't drive off. I rolled down the window.
"What do you want, Mom?" I asked.
"Promise me you won't drive off till I tell you," she said.
I sighed. "Okay, I promise. What do you want?"
She got down and came to the window. She leaned in, hugged me and kissed me.
"I wanted to tell you I'm very sorry," she said. There were tears in her soft brown eyes. "I should have respected you more, Eric. I love you so much and you're killing me not talking to me. You're my only son and I'm asking you to forgive me. Don't shut me out of your life."
I petted her soft cheek. "What are you doing next Saturday?" I asked her.
She looked hopefully at me. "Nothing," she said. "Do you want me to do something?"
"Why don't I come and pick you and Chris up?" I said. "I'll take you to IKEA in Round Rock." Mom loved that place. "Then we'll take Chris to the outlet stores and have dinner."
Her smile was bright and happy. "Ten sounds like a good time," she said. "We'll be ready, right, Chris?"
Chris was very excited about the outlet stores, much less so about IKEA, but she wanted to go. We had a blast at Six Flags and I was looking forward to the next weekend. Work went well that week. I had just started and I had a pretty steep learning curve. I got some problems in the foundry sorted out and Jack had given me a huge pat on the back. That was also the week I met his daughter, Allison.
I drove up to McKinney and pulled up in the driveway. Mom and Chris came out all happy and bubbly and jumped in. "Eric, I want to apologize to you again," Mom started.
"Let's just forget about all this," I said. "Let's go shopping. All the clothes are on me. Mom, if you buy any of that crappy furniture, I'm not hauling it home."
She laughed and we drove away. We stopped for a burger and it was a good day. I did haul home some crappy furniture. It was just lamps, but I told her she was on her own putting them together. The instructions that came with them were written by professional obfuscators.
I stopped by my favorite bar for a beer on the way home Monday and when I climbed the stairs to my apartment, Cindy was sitting on the top step. I almost turned around and left. Then I got mad. This was my home and I wasn't going to let her chase me off. I sighed and kept climbing. I wondered what she was doing there in the middle of the week. She was in her last year of school to be a Physician's Assistant.
"Can I come in and talk to you?" she asked.
"What do you want, Cindy?" I asked. "I thought everything was pretty clear."
"It is," she said. "I want to muddy it up."
I had to smile at that. "I kind of like clear," I told her. I sighed. She was here so I might as well get it over with. I opened the door and stood aside so she could walk past.
I sat on the sofa and she pulled a chair up in front of me. "I want another chance," she said.
"Well, that's not going to happen," I said.
"Why does everyone but me get one?" she said.
"I wasn't going out with anyone else," I told her. "They felt bad about what they did and apologized."
"So do I," she said. "I've apologized a million times. I'm sorry, Eric. I had no idea you felt like you do. How can I fix this? I'll do anything."
"What the hell do you mean, 'I had no idea you felt like you do'?" I asked. "I told you exactly how I felt."
"I was stupid," she said. "I couldn't believe you really meant it. It sounded so unreasonable to me that I couldn't believe you were serious."
I threw up my hands. "Do you have any idea how sick I am of the word 'unreasonable'? Maybe I am unreasonable. That's just the way I am. I'm happy with my unreasonableness. If you aren't, there's the door. I don't think it's unreasonable of me to expect my girl to not be having meals with other men alone or going to games with them. It seems like good sense to me. If that's unreasonable, that's just the way I am."
"I understand now," she said. "What can I do to make it up to you? What can I do so we can be together?" Cindy didn't look good. Her normally vibrant hair was kind of dull and lifeless and she was gaunt looking. She looked like she was going to cry. Her eyes were all full of tears.
"I swear to God, if you start crying I'm going to get up and throw you out of here," I told her.
She sniffed a few times and dabbed at her eyes with a tissue. "Eric, I'm so sorry," she said. "I didn't plan for that to happen. I didn't go to the game with him. I went with some of my girlfriends and he was just there. We all talked and we were having a good time. He was going to give me a ride back to the dorms. That's all that happened."
"Okay, I believe you," I said.
"So why won't you talk to me, then?" she seemed puzzled.
"I'll talk to you about anything but me and you," I told her. "I didn't think you wanted to talk about anything else."
"I don't understand," she faltered. "I do want to talk about you and me. If you don't believe I went there to meet him, what's wrong?"
"You were leaving with him," I told her. "My girlfriends don't ride in cars by themselves with other men. I understand work and I'm not unreasonable enough to care about that. I thought I made that very clear. I don't spend time alone with other women and I don't allow my girlfriends to spend time alone with other men. You've been reading that cheater's handbook again, Cindy."
"It was just a ride," she protested.
"How did you get to the game?" I asked her.
"With Julia," she said.
"Why weren't you riding back with Julia?" I asked.
She sat there stunned for a minute. "I don't know," she said.
"I do," I told her. "He was cutting you out of the herd and getting you alone. That's how it starts. You let him do it. You knew if you thought about it at all, I wouldn't like it."
"Okay, I see that now," she said. "I was stupid. I can learn though, Eric. I see what you're getting at now. I didn't understand. Do guys really do that?"
"How did we get together?" I asked her.
"You asked me if I wanted to get something to eat after lab," she said.
"Who were you with?" I asked her.
"Julia and Robin... you cut me out of the herd, didn't you?"
"Exactly. That's how it works. I got you by yourself, just the two of us, and that's how it works. That's how romances begin. That's what Cooper was trying to do."
"I let him, didn't I?"
"Yes, Cindy, you did. I can't live with that. I can't always be around to make sure you aren't going off alone with some man. That's your job, and you suck at it."
"I'm so sorry," she said. "I didn't realize what was going on. It all makes sense now. He's been calling me ever since. Eric, if you give me another chance, it will never happen again."
"I gave you another chance," I said. "You fucked it up."
"Yes, but I didn't understand," she said. "I couldn't figure out why you would react that way. I understand now. I won't allow that to happen anymore."
"Okay, let's say I believe you; what now?" I asked.
"Will you go out with me Friday?" she asked. She wouldn't look up at me.
"Okay, what time?" I asked. I still didn't trust her and that didn't change until I accidentally overheard a conversation.
I was on my way home from work and I stopped at the grocery store to pick up a couple of bottles of wine. The liquor section had tall racks you couldn't see over. I saw a couple of guys on the other aisle when I turned into the section I wanted. One of them was George Cooper. They were talking louder than they should have.
"Whatever happened to that hot babe you had on the line?" the guy I didn't know asked.
"You mean Cindy?" Cooper asked.
"Yeah, she was smokin," the other guy said.
"She has this prick boyfriend," Cooper said. "I was just about to seal the deal and he saw us together. He threw a fit and she won't even talk to me now. It won't last. I'll keep calling her and I'll eventually wear her down. I'm going to get some of that yet. She says she'll never talk to me again, but I'm not giving up."
That surprised me. Cindy was keeping her word and I was impressed. She'd had the chance and she passed the test. I felt a lot better about moving forward. I dealt with Cooper, too. It's hard to call women when you have your right arm in a cast. He had another red shirt year and lost his scholarship.
That was 27 years ago, and until about five years ago, she was as good as her word. Then, someone gave her a book. It was something about "Her needs, His needs," and Cindy was all gaga about it. All of a sudden, there was all this psychobabble coming out of her mouth about "getting in touch with our feelings." She explained it all to me. Men and women are different. I was shocked! Who knew? Who buys that shit? Do I need to pay $29.99 for someone to point out the obvious?
I was pretty sure I had known that since the first time I saw a girl. There was all this bullshit about how men didn't understand women, how they often lived lives of deprivation because their men didn't understand or care about their "needs" and how they could take charge of their lives by making us aware of their need for emotional fulfillment.
She had all these great ideas about what we should do. We talked about a lot of bullshit for hours on end in carefully "arranged" and set "bonding" meetings. We acquired a bookshelf that was loaded with the most inane and stupid books imaginable. We watched boring and stupid movies designed to make me aware of my callousness and insensitivity. She would highlight passages in the stupid books for me to read. The insanity got more and more extreme. Most of the sage wisdom she received and dispensed seemed to have one aim: Women need emotional fulfillment and their husband is incapable of providing it. However, if he truly loves her he will support and encourage her in her journey to discover her emotional security and only then, can she find true happiness. That had been her quest for the last five years. Her behavior hadn't changed, as far as I knew. She went out with groups without me, and spent a lot of time with her circle of other sympathetic women, but she was never alone with other men. I lived by the same rule. We both understood emergencies, work and family, but we never went anywhere alone with members of the opposite sex for entertainment. Until that day, apparently. I really had no idea how long this had been going on.
"Dad, earth to Dad," Olivia was pulling on my arm. I hugged her.
"Hi, baby. Sorry, I was a little distracted there. Olivia, these ladies are Samantha and Cecilia. Samantha is hurt. Can you help them?"
"Where's Mom?" she asked.
"That's a good question," I said. "I'm going to want to talk to you about that later. Can you get Samantha fixed up?"
"Sure," she said, turning and looking Samantha over. "So how come you're here with clueless there," she nodded in my direction.
"He's been helping me and you should be more respectful to your father," Samantha told her.
Olivia snorted. "Well, he's not at all respectable, so that's out. I do love him with all my heart, though. Is that good enough?"
Samantha's eyes twinkled. "I can tell, honey. He's been so nice to me. He carried me here in his truck, got me in this nice room with these nice nurses and I'm ever so grateful. You don't have to stay anymore, Mr. Hollister. Dr. Olivia and Cecelia will take care of me now."



"It was a pleasure to meet you, Samantha, but if you call me Mr. Hollister one more time I'm going to take you back," I smiled. "My name is Eric. I'm going to be checking on you. I have your groceries in my truck. What do you want me to do with them?"
"Can you... no I can't ask you."
"Can't ask me what?" I asked.
Cecelia spoke up. "Could you please take them to our house? We can't afford for them to spoil. Her grandson is there and he'll let you in." She walked me out into the hall and gave me the address. I turned to leave and she spoke softly. "Eric, I'm so grateful to you for helping Grandma." She stood up on her tiptoes and kissed my cheek, put her arms around me and hugged me. "You're a really nice man."
I patted her shoulder and walked outside. When I went out the emergency room doors, I saw Cindy and Pierce hurrying toward the entrance. I kept a big concrete column between me and them and I heard them talking.
"This is very bad, Elliot," Cindy was saying. "This is very bad. God, I hope he's still there. We've got to fix this. We'll tell him we were planning the board meeting. He can't find out about us. I'm not ready yet."
"He's too stupid to figure it out," Pierce said. "He doesn't have a clue."
"You're wrong," she said. "He's smarter than either one of us. Our only hope was that he didn't suspect anything. Remember, we were planning the board meeting. I'll get Julia to say she was there."
Talk about shocked. I guess I was really stupid. I never suspected a thing. I walked to the truck in a daze. I was two blocks away before I thought to check the address Cecelia had given me. I was going the wrong way. I went around the block and my phone rang. It was Cindy. I didn't answer.
I found the address. It was a little, white, frame house with a nice vinyl fence around it. I got the groceries and carried them up to the door. When I rang the bell, a slender black guy answered.
"Are you Samantha Groves' grandson?" I asked him.
"Yes, what can I do for you?" he asked.
His voice was kind of high and breathy and my gaydar went off right away. "She had an accident and I brought her groceries home for her," I told him. "She isn't hurt bad, but she broke her arm and she's scraped up a little. Your sister asked me to bring these over."
"I don't have a sister," he said. "If you mean Cecelia, she's my cousin."
"Sorry, my bad," I said. "Can you put the groceries away for her?"
"Yes, I can," he looked me up and down. "Would you like to come in?"
"No, got to run," I told him uneasily. "Wait, are the eggs broken?"
They were and I had promised her more eggs. That gave me a reason to come back when Samantha was there. Now I had some business to attend. I drove to Julia's and she was home. She looked shocked when she saw me at the door.
"Paul isn't here," she said nervously.
"I wanted to talk to you anyway," I told her. Paul pulled into the driveway just then. "Well I guess he's here now," I said.
He jumped out and grabbed his briefcase out of the back seat. "Hey, buddy," he called. "Let's grab a beer and sit on the porch. It's a nice evening. Julia, honey, would you grab Eric and me a couple of beers?"
We sat down on the porch and Julia came out and handed us a couple of bottles of Paul's home brew. He makes very good beer. This was a nice pale ale. She started to go back inside and I caught her hand. "Julia, I told you I wanted to talk to you," I told her.
She looked nervously at Paul. "I've got dinner cooking," she said. "Could I talk to you later?"
"I think now is good," I told her. "I don't want to give you time to make up a story."
She burst into tears. "Don't make me tell, Eric," she begged. "She's been my friend since the second grade. I don't want to get involved."
Paul was pissed at me or her; I couldn't tell which. "What the hell is going on around here?" he asked. "Somebody better tell me something quick."
"Cindy is having an affair with Pierce," I told him. "She has Julia covering for her. There's more to it than that, but I don't know what yet."
"Julia, is that true?" he asked.
"Yes, no... I'm not covering for her. I told her I wouldn't," Julia sobbed. "This doesn't have anything to do with me! I'm so sorry, Eric. I wanted to tell you, but you were so happy and I love you so much. I didn't know how. I didn't have time to figure out what I needed to do! I never had a chance to figure anything out. I didn't want you to be hurt."
I stood up and hugged her. "I know, Julia. I don't blame you. I would have been very upset with you if you had lied for her. I'm very sorry you got dragged into this. You don't deserve any of this. I'll make it up to you somehow. It may take me a while."
She sobbed into my chest. "I'm so sorry, Eric. I don't know what's wrong with her. She's acting crazy. Maybe she'll come to her senses."
"Do you know how long this has been going on?" I asked her.
"No, the first I heard about it was when she called me an hour ago," she said. "She acted like it was going on for a while, though."
"Well, I apologize again, Julia. Paul, I didn't mean to drag you guys into this. I just knew she was trying to get Julia to lie for her. I had to see it for myself."
"If there's anything we can do, just ask us, Eric," he said. "You know we'll be here for you."
"Know any good divorce lawyers?" I chuckled.
"Actually, I do," he said. "My partner is a family law specialist. You should talk to her if you decide to go that route."
I thanked them and apologized again. I drove home, hating the thought of going in. Cindy wouldn't be there but Olivia would. What was I going to say? I wondered if she knew and was covering for her mother. I would have to find out. That would just kill me. I was hurting enough the way it was.
I called her on the way home and told her I would pick up chicken for dinner. Popeye's was happy to supply that and we sat down at the table and ate. She caught me up on Samantha. She got some pain medication and a cast and Cecelia had taken her home. We chatted for a while and I just couldn't get started. I wasn't even sure I wanted to know. She finished putting the leftovers away and I just picked her up and carried her to the sofa, sitting her down and hugging her.
She looked up at me and saw the tears streaming down my cheeks. "Daddy, what's wrong with you?" she asked. "Why are you acting so weird?"
"Livy," I always called her that when she was little, "you know I love you very much, don't you?"
"Yes, I love you, too," she said. "You're starting to freak me out, Daddy. You're not sick or anything, are you?"
I had to laugh. "No, baby, I'm not sick. Do you have anything you want to tell me about your mother? I know you work together."
She looked up into my face with those bottomless blue pools that were her eyes. "You know, don't you, Daddy?" she said softly.
"Yes, I found out today," I said. "Why didn't you tell me, baby?"
She began to cry. "Because I didn't have any proof," she said. "I suspected it. I confronted her about it and she just laughed at me. She said I was being ridiculous and she didn't want ever to hear anything like that again. I couldn't prove anything other than that they disappeared at odd times and acted weird around each other. What are you going to do, Daddy?"
"I guess that depends on her," I said. "I'm going to confront her, too. I won't listen to lies. If she lies, we're done. We may be done anyway. I don't know how to get over this, honey. Will you help me?"
"I'd die for you, Daddy," she held me tightly. "I'm on your side here. She's lying and cheating; I won't stand for that. The idea of my mother lying to me just kills me. The idea of her doing that to you, it makes me madder than hell. I want to bitch slap her."
"Yeah, me, too," I chuckled. "I don't want to go to jail and I don't want you to get violent either. We need to be cool, okay?"
"Yes, I know, but I'm still very angry," she said. "We should change the locks on the door or something."
"That does sound tempting," I laughed. "I'm afraid that would only be temporary. She can get the law to let her back in. Let's just see what happens when I confront her."
"I want to be there," she said. "This is my family, too."
"Okay, we'll just sit here and I'll hold you until she gets home, okay?"
We cried together for a long time. I felt like my life had crumbled around me and I don't know what I would have done if my baby hadn't been there for me. It still hurt worse than anything I had ever experienced, but I knew that Olivia and I would be together. We finally just cried ourselves out. We made a few adjustments to our living arrangements and waited.
She got up and got us a bowl of ice cream and we watched a movie until we saw Cindy's car lights turn into the driveway. She looked very nervous when she came in and saw us sitting there. Olivia was still next to me with one arm around my neck. Cindy tried to bluster it out.
"Hey, you waited up," she said. She walked over and tried to kiss Olivia but she put a hand up.
"Save it, Mom," she practically spat at her. "We know all about it. Don't try to pretend everything is okay."
"Eric, could I speak with you alone for a few minutes?" Cindy started to walk toward the bedroom. When she noticed that I hadn't moved she stopped. "Just a few minutes," she said.
"No, we're good," I told her. "What do you think you're doing, Cindy?"
She came back and sat in the club chair across from us. I saw her square her shoulders and take a deep breath. "I have a relationship with Elliot Pierce," she said. "This doesn't have anything to do with us, Eric. We're fine. This is something entirely separate from our marriage. I'm not leaving you or anything. This is just something I need. I can talk to Elliot and we have an emotional connection. We've talked it over. You won't be able to tell any difference in our lives. I won't neglect you. This is just between me and him. I need something different. I've been very happy with you, but I just need something different than what you give me."
Olivia laughed. "Yeah, like that's going to happen. Get real, Mom!"
"Olivia, this doesn't have anything to do with you," Cindy said. "This is between your Father and me."
"So when will you be moving out?" I asked Cindy.
"What are you talking about?" she asked. "I'm not moving out. Why would I move out?"
"Well, you need a new place to live," I told her. "After the divorce, we'll have to sell this house. Olivia and I need to find another place."
"What divorce?" she said. "We aren't getting a divorce. I don't want a divorce."
"Well, I don't give a flying fuck what you want," I told her. "The total lack of respect you just showed me and your daughter just got you one. What in the hell have I ever said or done over the last 27 years that would make you think I would accept this? No, we're getting a divorce, Cindy. I predict it's going to be a long, nasty one. Then you're going to have a long, nasty lonely life after the divorce, too."
"Why are you being like this? Why can't you just accept that I have needs that aren't being met?" she complained. "It doesn't have to affect us at all. We're not getting a divorce. I love you and I want to be with you for the rest of our lives."
"Well, too bad you don't always get what YOU want," I said. "I want to have a wife that isn't sleeping with that creep Pierce. Did I get what I wanted? Did anyone ask me if I wanted to get sloppy seconds from that douche bag? I don't remember that conversation. 'Eric, I want to be a slut, you don't mind do you?' When did we have that conversation? Did you hear that conversation, Livy?"
"No, I didn't hear it," she said. "Did you really tell Dad you wanted to be a slut, Mom?"
"This is ridiculous," Cindy stood up. "I can see neither one of you is an adult. When you grow up, we can talk. If you're just going to insult me, we can just not speak."
"Good, I don't like to listen to sluts anyway," Olivia said. "When are you leaving anyway, Mom? I've always wanted to have Daddy all to myself. He's adorable."
"I'm not going anywhere," Cindy screamed. "Stop saying that."
"Oh, you're going somewhere," I told her. "Hell, I hope. Maybe they have a cheater's wing. I predict you'll be gone in a week. You have this idea that you're a virtuous, nice person and you're being so reasonable and so loving, but you're not. Now that we all know what you are you won't be able to stand being around us. You're just a pretty rotten person, Cindy. You have no concept of right and wrong. Now we all know it. I'll be telling all our friends, our family, the people you work with, everyone! I'm going to enjoy this. Just how long do you think you can put up with that?"
"You're not going to tell anyone," she said. "It would be too embarrassing for you. You just need time to get used to the idea that you're going to be very happy. You won't be affected at all, I promise. I love you, Eric, and I'm going to make sure you're happy."
Olivia burst out laughing. "You really are a stupid bitch, aren't you, Mom? You don't have a clue how evil you are. You haven't done anything but shit all over our family, your husband and your marriage. No, you're not going to make him anything but miserable. His happiness is now my project."
I couldn't help giving her a thankful squeeze. I had to let out a little spleen. "Cindy, do you remember George Cooper?" Her face went pale. "This is George Cooper, but permanent. Good luck with the rest of your life. You might even hook up with him again. You don't seem too picky about the people you sleep with."
"You bastard," she said. "How can you bring that up? This isn't like that at all and you're the only man I've ever slept with. I haven't slept with Elliot."
Olivia and I looked at each other. I was kind of shocked. The question was, did I believe her? Then there was another question. Did it matter? I decided it didn't.
"Well, what's holding you back?" I asked her.
"You are," she said. "I need for you to accept this. Elliot and I talked about it. If you really love me, you'll be happy for me that I've found this emotional outlet. He doesn't mind that I love you and that I'll never leave you. This is just about me meeting my emotional needs."
Olivia was hysterical. "Oh, my God!" she gasped. She couldn't stop laughing. "Mom, I never knew you were so stupid. Where did you come up with that bullshit? Did that evil creeper 'Elliot' fill your head with that nonsense? You're too stupid to live. God, I hope I didn't get any genes from you."
Cindy went red in the face and I thought she was going to explode with rage. "Olivia, you can go to your room," she said. "I won't have you disrespecting me like that."
"Are you nuts, bitch?" Olivia asked. "I'm twenty-five years old. I'm a grown-ass woman. You can't send me to my room. I make the house payment here every three months just like you do. I have my own wing. Why don't you go to your room? Oh, wait, that's Dad's room. Maybe we'll let you stay in one of the guest bedrooms until the divorce. Maybe, since you haven't fucked him yet, it's not too late for you to save your skanky ass. Maybe if you beg and crawl long enough, Daddy will forgive you. He's a really nice guy. I'm not so nice. I hate a cheater and you're one. I hope the creeper was worth it. Do you know he's hit on all the females at the hospital, your daughter included?"
"That's just a lie!" Cindy shouted. "He loves me! You're just making that up to hurt me. Why are you guys being such assholes about this? Don't you want me to be fulfilled and happy?"
I needed to get a handle on this before it escalated out of control. "Cindy, you're digging your own grave every time you open your mouth," I told her. "You should stop talking. I accept that you need to be fulfilled and happy. There's the door, chase your dreams. You need to give up this idea that you can have your cake and eat it, too. You broke the deal, Cindy. If being with me was part of your fulfillment, you just tossed that away. Maybe you can be 'fulfilled' with Pierce. I don't know, though. He looks like he would have trouble 'filling' anything. He's an anemic little turd. He's getting ready to be unemployed. Maybe he'll have a pot to piss in after his divorce, but I doubt it. I think his wife is smart enough to have a prenuptial agreement. I'm sure her father is. I'd be surprised if you keep your job, too. Her father is the AMA president for this state. When they find out what the two of you are up to, it may get ugly."
"We haven't done anything," she protested. "There's no reason for all this."
"You lied to me, tried to get Julia to lie for you, planned to hang the horns on me with that pathetic fuck and displayed professional misconduct. Neither one of you was on duty when an emergency showed up you were supposed to be covering. I think the board will frown on that. You may both lose your license."
"We didn't do anything wrong," she began to panic. I guess the script they had worked out was going off the rails.
"Besides, I don't believe you haven't fucked him," Olivia said. "You've lied about everything else."
"I haven't... haven't... had sex with him. I'm not lying," she said.
"Why should we believe anything you say?" I asked her. "You were at least planning to. That's just as bad. Do you see the problem here? We don't believe you. That's what happens when you start lying. No one believes anything you say. Worse, you tried to get Julia to lie for you. I heard you planning that lie, Cindy. I think you should go and see if Pierce has any more good ideas."
"I'm not going anywhere," she said. "You'd probably change the locks while I was gone."
Olivia and I looked at each other and nearly choked laughing. Cindy had no idea what we were laughing about, but she didn't like it one bit.
"I don't know what you think is funny about this situation but I find nothing humorous about it," she fumed.
"No, it's an inside joke," I said. "The situation isn't funny, it's pathetic. You're pathetic, Cindy. Now, fuck off, Olivia and I were doing something."
She yelled, wept and had a hissy cow, but Olivia just kept turning the volume of the TV up. We have a killer sound system and we just ignored her. She finally stomped off to the kitchen and warmed up some of the chicken. She came back and tried to sit on the sofa with us but we moved to my big recliner. She finally had enough.
"Fine," she screamed over the TV. "Just act like a couple of spoiled brats. I'm going to bed!"
When she got to the bedroom door, she discovered it was locked. Olivia turned the TV down for a minute. "Your stuff is in the blue room," she said sweetly. "That's Daddy's room."
She turned the volume back up and Cindy just stood there glaring at us before stomping off down the hall. When she closed the door, I kissed Livy and we went to bed. I left for work in the morning before they were up but there was nothing going on. Jack was in a meeting and had left instructions for me to take the day off. That was good because I had an appointment with Paul's partner.
Her name was Jasmine Albright and she was one hell of an impressive lady. She was probably forty or so and she just oozed class. She was tall, slender and dark with this mane of auburn hair and she was just gorgeous. She was as smart as a whip, too, and she got me squared away pretty quickly. I was running around the rest of the day doing all the weird shit she wanted me to do. I visited the bank, the insurance agency, HR at work and our investment advisor. I spent 100 years on the phone, talking to people that didn't understand English and got credit cards changed, policies amended and a million other things. I was exhausted. I had one more stop to make.
I went to the grocery store and bought three dozen eggs. I took them to Samantha's house and Cecelia opened the door. I was amazed again at how beautiful she was. She was just so tiny and cute. She looked like she was about fourteen, but I knew she was a second semester sophomore in college. The slender fellow was missing and I was pleased with that. Cecelia hugged me and invited me in. I had stopped by Starbucks and bought three coffees and three poppy seed muffins.



Samantha was reading a magazine in a comfortable chair in the living room, and her face just lit up when she saw me. She started trying to get up but I hurried over and knelt by her chair. I hugged her and she gave me a kiss on the cheek. The three of us sat around, drank our coffee and ate muffins while we talked. Samantha was feeling a lot better and she couldn't stop telling me how much she loved Olivia. We talked about Cecelia's schoolwork. She wanted to be an education administrator. She was going to transfer to a four-year school after she graduated from the local junior college and she was working hard to get a scholarship. I admired her surreptitiously. She had huge brown eyes in a little pixie face. Her hair was just a curly mop about a foot long and it covered her right eye most of the time. One tiny ear was showing and it was kind of pointed like an elf. In fact, she looked like someone's fantasy drawing of a magical creature. She caught me looking a couple of times but she just smiled and winked.
I stayed half an hour and kissed them both goodbye. I promised to visit again soon and when I left I felt like I had made two good friends. I thought I'd check on them often and see if they needed anything. They hadn't mentioned any men in their lives and the slender young man didn't seem like he would be very handy.
Livy was home when I got there, and I took her out for barbecue. I told her about my day and she said Pierce took Cindy out somewhere for a long time. I guess they were planning their strategy. Well, I was executing mine and it was going well. We both went to bed before Cindy came home. She knocked on the bedroom door but I put in my earplugs and just went back to sleep. I left in the morning and there was a note for me on the table. She thought we needed to talk and asked me to wait up for her that night.
Work was back to normal but I wasn't on my groove. Allison came in to discuss some sales stuff and I just couldn't get focused. The third time she had to shake me she asked me what was going on with me.
"I'm sorry, Allie. I'm not at my best today," I told her.
"Well, you better get that way," she said. "What's your problem?"
"I'm getting a divorce," I told her.
Her jaw dropped. "What the hell, Eric? What did you do?"
"I didn't do anything," I said. "Well, I probably did lots of stuff, but Cindy came home and announced that she was having a relationship with that prick, Pierce. It isn't going to affect our marriage at all. She's going to make sure I'm not unhappy, but she has to 'fulfill her needs'."
"Jesus Christ!" she exploded. "Does the guy have a foot long cock or something? What the hell does that even mean?"
"I have no idea," I told her. "She was spouting some drivel about emotional fulfillment. She insists she hasn't slept with him, but she's going to and if I love her, I'm supposed to let her 'be happy'."
She stood up and went to the bar. She poured us a couple of fingers of her good bourbon, came back and sat down. Allison is one of the most beautiful women I've ever met. She just screams sensuality every time you look at her. It's almost impossible to put your finger on it. Her body is just perfect, big, high breasts, tiny waist, a very firm round ass and the longest legs on earth. Her face puts that body to shame. She's a tiger, though. She chews through men like a shark in a school of baitfish. I've always been about half-afraid of her. She had quite a crush on me when she was a teenager, and it was kind of touch and go there for a while. She wasn't used to anyone telling her no, and I was afraid she would hate me for keeping her at arm's length. She didn't, and she's become probably my best friend. There was always this undercurrent of sexual tension between us, but we handled it. She was Olivia's best friend, too.
"What are you going to do?" she asked. "You aren't planning any stupid revenge plots or anything, are you?"
I laughed. "No, I just want to get this over with and move on. I've wasted way too much time already. I just don't care, Allie. I'm just tired. I'm too old and too numb to plot. I am going to take Pierce down, but I'm not going to kick his ass or anything. I won't do anything illegal. His ass is in a sling, but he doesn't know it. I don't care enough about him to kick his ass."
I was wrong about that, but I didn't know it at the time. I really believe that if they had just left me alone we would have been fine.
Allison hung out with me the rest of the day and it was very good for my ego. She made me promise to take her out to dinner Friday night and I went home. When I opened the door, there was a lot of yelling going on inside.
Cindy and Pierce were sitting on the sofa and Olivia was standing in front of them reading them the riot act. She was poking her finger in his chest and he made the mistake of slapping her hand away. Before he knew what hit him she grabbed his hair and pulled his nose down to meet her rising knee. The nose didn't win that encounter and I dragged him by his hair out the door. When we got out on the porch, Olivia kicked him in the ribs and I body pressed him up level with my face and threw him off the porch into a Barberry shrub. He screeched like he was being clawed to death by house cats and thrashed his way to the ground. Those thorns scratched the hell out of him and he crawled out to the curb and got in a car that was parked there. He burnt the tires getting out of there and I looked at Olivia. She burst out laughing and we split our sides out there on the porch. Cindy wasn't amused.
"I can't believe you did that!" she screamed. "We came over here to have a civilized conversation and you just acted like savages! I can't believe you did that to that nice man. You aren't even giving him a chance. You'd like him if you'd just give him a chance."
"I did give him a chance," I told her. "I didn't kill him, so he has a chance to start running when he sees me. Fuck off, Cindy. Baby, you want to go to a movie?" I asked Olivia.
We cleaned up, changed with Cindy standing in the hall raving at us and went out. We saw a really bad movie that Olivia loved and I hated and went out to eat wings. Cindy was gone by the time we got home. Maybe there was an emergency at the hospital involving thorn removal.
I took Allison out to eat Friday night and we went to a club. My conscience was clear. My marriage was over. She was an amazing dancer and she gave me all I could handle. Guys kept asking her to dance and she said she didn't dare come without an escort. I volunteered to escort her any time.
"My social calendar isn't exactly packed with smoking hot women," I told her.
She grinned up at me. "Well, I'll take you up on that. I've been in love with you since I was fifteen, you know."
"Yeah, I've noticed how you've been pining away," I laughed. "I've been scared to death of you since you were fifteen."
"I know," she said. "I would never hurt you; you know that, don't you, Eric?"
"I know, Sweetheart," I told her. "I'm not really that afraid of you. You're very loyal to the people you love."
"If I ever found the right guy, I would be very loyal to him, too," she buried her face in my chest as we danced. "That man could be you, Eric."
"I'm honored, Allie," I told her. "I'm pretty messed up right now. I don't know if I'll ever get over this. Remind me again when you think I'm healthy, okay?"
"Count on it," she said. "Take me home, Eric, before I attack you. I hope my batteries are in good shape tonight."
We laughed and I took her home. She did attack me at the door and it was the hottest kiss I've ever had. She didn't try to follow up on it and I was grateful. My bruised ego did feel a lot better after that.
Cindy was still up when I got home and she tried to start something, but I was feeling too good to listen to her bullshit. I went to bed, locking the door behind me.
Getting up Saturday morning wasn't something I wanted to do. I lay in bed and tried to make plans for the day. I finally got up and Cindy had made coffee. I ate a pastry and drank a cup. She came in and told me we needed to talk.
"No we don't need to talk," I told her. "Every word you say just pisses me off more. You need to stop talking. Where do you want to be served? My attorney tells me that the papers will be ready Monday. Do you want to be served at work or here?"
"I'm going to tear those papers up," she said. "Why can't you understand I don't want a divorce?"
"Yes, you do want a divorce," I told her. "Everything you've done since you started fucking around with Pierce was headed to this inevitable end. If you didn't want a divorce you wouldn't have started this shit."
"Maybe I made a mistake," she said. "I've been thinking a lot. I don't want to lose you, Eric. I didn't think you'd react this way."
"You knew damned well I'd react this way," I told her. "What made you think any differently? Remember the last time you pulled something like this?"
"We were just immature children then," she said. "I thought you were more mature now."
"I am," I told her. "You aren't. Mature people don't act like you. Hell, Olivia is more mature than you. Everyone is more mature than you. You act like you're in high school. This is hopeless. You're hopeless. Why don't you go hang out with Pierce? You seem to be two of a kind."
I went out and started the lawn mower. She sat on the deck and glowered down at me while I mowed the back yard. When I opened the gate and mowed the front, she sat on the porch and watched. I got out the weed eater and trimmed everything up and Olivia came out and went swimming. She sunned herself for a while and I went in and took a shower. I put on my trunks, picked up a couple of beers and went out to hang with her. We had some water fights and sat on the edge of the pool, drinking our beer and doing a little father/daughter bonding. She had a date that night and I thought about what I could do to get me away from Cindy. I called Cecelia and asked her if I could bring dinner over for her and Samantha. She seemed excited at the idea so I cooked most of the afternoon. I'm a pretty good cook and I went all out. Cindy asked me what I was cooking twice and I just ignored her.
I packed up the cooler and a basket and drove over to their house. Cecelia helped me and we warmed some stuff up and opened one of the bottles of wine I had brought. They were very impressed with my culinary skills. I had even baked a chocolate cake, and it was one of my best efforts. They seemed like old friends to me. I was very comfortable with them and we talked about nothing and everything. Cecelia asked me if I wanted to go for a walk and as much as I had eaten, that sounded like a good idea. We strolled along and she quickly tucked her tiny little brown hand into my big one. It felt like I was walking with a little girl. She bounced and chattered like one, too. She was utterly charming and totally cute. I put my arm around her and squeezed her. She slipped her arm around my waist and bumped my thigh with her hip while we walked.
It made me very sad. I remembered all the walks with Cindy just like this. I think Cecelia must have sensed something wrong because she peeked up at me. "Are you okay, Eric?" she asked.
"It doesn't have anything to do with my present company," I told her. "It's something else. I don't want to spoil the mood. I really like spending time with you and Samantha."
"I'm a pretty good listener," she volunteered.
"My wife told me last week she's having an affair with another man," I said. "She says she hasn't slept with him, yet. I don't believe her, but the idea that I'm supposed to be okay with it because it's something she 'needs' is just mind boggling to me. That's what she told me. 'It doesn't have anything to do with us. I just need to be emotionally fulfilled and happy'."
"Oh, my God!" Cecelia exclaimed. "Eric, I'm so sorry, but she sounds like an idiot. How long have you been married?"
"Twenty-seven years," I told her. "I don't know if I've just been blind and stupid all this time or she's suddenly lost her mind. I needed to get away from her and I imposed on you. I'm sorry."
"Nonsense," she said. "You can impose on me any time. I really, really like you, Eric. What are you going to do?"
"The way things stand now, I'm going to divorce her," I said. "She can't see anything wrong with what she's doing and I can't see being married to someone who doesn't see anything wrong with it."
"No, me, either. I'm so sorry, Eric. I can't imagine how you must be feeling right now."
"It's not right now that bothers me," I admitted. "I'm with you and you make me forget about my problems for a while. Getting to hang out with you and Samantha makes me feel like there's a normal place in the world I can just look at and feel as if I belong. I know I've got friends and people that care about me. Thanks, Cecelia."
She looked up at me and swung around, wrapping her arms around and hugging me, pressing her tiny body against me and burying her face in my chest. "I'm here any time you need me," she said. "I'll never forget what you did for Grandma. She asks me every day if I've seen a hospital bill. You didn't need to pay for her, but you did. You'll always be special to us. Eric, I know you're all mixed up right now. Just let me know when you get it straightened out, okay? I'll have something to tell you then."
We walked and talked for two hours, sitting on benches sometimes with her snuggled up against me or her tiny little hand tucked into mine. I found out that her mother was a drug addict and she sold her body to get drugs. She died from hepatitis five years earlier, and Cecelia had been living with Samantha since her mother's death. The slender young man I had met was her cousin. Her mother's brother had pursued a similar path except he had died from a gunshot wound. Her cousin's name was Ty, and, as I suspected, he was gay. He had his own place but they saw quite a bit of him.
I loved talking to her. She was smart and funny and she was someone I could get really close to. It wasn't going to happen for a while. I was too upset and too on edge to even consider becoming interested in any romantic way. We walked back and Samantha offered me another cup of coffee. I took it and we talked a while before I left for home.
Olivia was home by then, and we sat together on the sofa while she told me all about her date. Cindy came and sat down. I guess she wanted to listen but Olivia stopped talking and just stared at her.
"What?" Cindy asked. "I'm interested in my daughter's life."
"Well, don't get too interested," Olivia said. "You aren't going to be in it very long. Don't you have somewhere to be? I'll bet Pierce would like for you to be interested in talking to his children. He's probably lonely, the poor, nice man. Maybe you should go and console him. Dad and I will just console ourselves with talking about our family that you did your best to destroy."
Of course, that made her angry, she yelled for a while about how selfish we were being and how no one cared about her and what she needed.
"Cindy, you seem to have caring about yourself and what you need on lockdown," I told her. "You don't need any help. We're going out for dinner."
"Where are we going?" she asked.
"Well, the 'we' is me and Olivia," I told her. "You can go out with Pierce."
She yelled some more until we left. It was interesting to me that she just kept blundering on. After we got home, Livy and I played Trivial Pursuit and she tried to play with us. She made popcorn and asked us if we wanted any and just made a nuisance of herself until we went to bed.
When I went to work Monday, I was normal enough that I actually got some work done. When I got home, Cindy was waiting. She was off Mondays, and she had evidently been busy. When Olivia came in dinner was on the table. She had gone all out and it was very good; she could always cook. She tried to make normal conversation but we just ignored her mostly. I went and met Allison at the bar and we talked and shot pool for a while. She's a pool shark, too, and she took me to the cleaners.
Olivia called me about eight and told me to meet her at the Riverside Inn. She said it was important, but she wouldn't tell me why; just that it was important and I should hurry. Allison wanted to come and when we pulled up, I saw Olivia's Dart across the street. She came over and scooted Allison over next to me when she got in the truck.
"Hey, Allie," she said. "Dad, Mom left right after you did. She had been on the phone and I think she was talking to Pierce. I followed her and they came here. They checked into a room and they've been in there about twenty minutes. I think we should pay them a visit. I've got our video camera and I think they're doing the dirty. This will be evidence."
We argued about it for a while. Allison thought it was stupid and dangerous and I really didn't want to know. Olivia carried the argument when she said if Cindy tried to fight the divorce, I could threaten her with the video. That made sense to me and Allison came around, too. I went to the desk and asked the guy what room my wife was in. I told him I was supposed to meet her and he checked my ID and gave me a key card. We stopped outside the door and Olivia got the camera ready. When we opened the door, Cindy was on her knees by the bed and Pierce's cock was in her mouth.
She jumped up and screamed while Olivia caught the action. "What the hell are you doing here?" she screamed. "This is a private room!"
"We were just leaving," I told her. "Well, so much for 'I haven't had sex with him'."
"You made me do this," she yelled. "You forced me into this! If you hadn't been such an asshole, this would all have been so loving and good. No, you had to be a hard ass."
"Hi, Cindy," Allison said. "That's a tiny little pecker you were working on there. You'd get more smoking a cigar. Well, there's no accounting for tastes. Some women go for the pathetic wimp type." She took my arm. "I kind of like tall, dark and handsome."
"Get your hands off my husband!" Cindy screamed.
We turned and left, and I closed the door. We walked back to the truck and I was kind of in a daze. Allison drove the truck and Olivia followed us to Freddy's. We got shakes and they talked. They noticed that I was quiet and they scooted over against me.
"Eric, I know this is bad, but it's not the end of the world," Allison said. "You're going to be fine. You've got people that love you. I love you. Olivia loves you. It's going to be okay. I know it looks bad but I've got some news for you that is going to change things some. I'll tell you at work tomorrow. You have a meeting with Dad at ten. This is going to shake things up a bit, but it's just what you need right now. Take me back to my car."
I walked out between two of the most beautiful girls on the planet and it felt good. Not good like everything was right with the world, but still good. I took Allie back to the bar and went home. Olivia was waiting up and we talked for a while. Cindy came in about an hour later.
"I stopped for gas on the way home and my credit cards wouldn't work," she said. "What have you done, Eric?"
"Well, since we're getting divorced we can't have joint cards anymore," I told her. "We also now have separate bank accounts. I have one, you have one and there's a third one that Olivia is on, too, for household expenses. I put half our savings and half our investment accounts in your checking account. You'll have to get your own credit cards if you want them. The server said you tore up the papers, too. I suggest you get new ones and sign them. If you don't, I'm going to send your new porn video to your parents. I don't know if they're into porn, but since you're the star they might like it."



"You bastard!" she shouted. "I should have known. How am I supposed to get new papers?"
"That's your problem," I told her. "I got you the first set. I've made an appointment with a realtor. She's going to tell us how much the house is worth. You have two choices. You can buy me out or I'll buy you out. I have to tell you though; you can't make the payments in case you decide to buy me out."
"I'm not doing anything," she said. "It's going to take a long time to get divorced. I don't see any reason to do anything until the divorce is final."
"It's going to take about a month," Olivia told her.
"No it isn't," Cindy said. "I know it takes longer than that."
"We're going to file for a simplified divorce," I told her. "There are no children to have custody disputes about, I'm not paying you any alimony and we're going to agree on the division of property. I'm giving you half of our assets. We could have our final hearing twenty days after the filing."
"You make three times as much as me," she said. "I think you should pay me alimony."
"Well, I have a video that says I shouldn't," I pointed out. "There's also the fact that if you fuck with me you'll be unemployed and I predict you'll lose your license to practice."
She cursed and ranted until Olivia and I went and locked ourselves in our bedrooms. Somehow, she got the papers signed and we got the hearing scheduled. I drew up all the paperwork about our division of assets and she signed those, too. Every day for 27 days, she told me she didn't want a divorce. She loved me and this was all just a misunderstanding on my part. As the hearing approached, she became increasingly desperate. Three days before the hearing she left me a note that she needed to speak with Olivia and me and asked us to please wait up for her to get home from work.
She ran up and took a quick shower and then she came back down and got us all a beer. She asked us to sit around the bar in the kitchen and she would talk to us while she got something to eat. I could tell she was very nervous and didn't quite know how to start. She took a couple of bites of her dinner and just looked at us for a minute. It was surreal. We had been here so many times and it was over. I had no idea what she wanted.
Finally, she sighed and began. "Eric, Olivia, I want to apologize to both of you," she said. "I've made some terrible mistakes. I never dreamed that any of this would happen. I never thought it would come to this. I totally misjudged you, Eric. I expected you to understand me and support me. I know now that it was a mistake. I get it."
"No, you don't," I told her. "This wasn't a mistake. You still don't see anything wrong with what you did. The problem, in your mind, isn't what you did; the problem is that I didn't understand and support you."
"It was just an emotional need I had. Why can't you understand that? I love you, Eric, I always have and I always will. Why are you so jealous and immature?"
"Well, I remember something about standing in front of a hundred people and promising each other to 'forsake all others'," I told her. "Before that, you told me you understood me and that what you did then would never happen again. It did, only it's worse this time. This isn't about me not 'understanding and supporting' you, Cindy; it's about you lying and cheating and being unfaithful. You did this, not me."
"Oh, please!" She was disgusted now. "What about all the time you spend with Allison? I know about you and her."
"You don't know shit," I told her. "I've never so much as laid a finger on that girl. Don't imagine I didn't think about it, though. Do you know what kept me from ever doing anything about it? I was married to you! I loved you with every fiber of my being and the thought of betraying you, hurting you, kept me from ever, ever starting a relationship, let alone having sex with anyone else. I've never been with any other woman, sexually or any other way in all the time since I was exclusive with you. This is all on you."
"I don't believe you," she said.
"I do," Olivia said. "It's you I don't believe."
"Of course, Daddy's little angel!" Cindy shouted. "You've always hated me and taken his side."
"Bullshit," Olivia said. "You're just lashing out at everyone around you because you fucked up. Now you say you're apologizing. For what? For getting caught? What's the matter, did old needle dick not turn out to be such a great deal after all?"
"You have no idea what you're talking about," Cindy yelled.
"Sure I do," Olivia chuckled. "I've seen the video. It's pathetic, Mom. That is what you threw Daddy away for?"
"I didn't throw anything away," she started crying. "I never intended for any of this to happen! I don't want a divorce! I love you, Eric; can't you see that?"
"No, I just see a supremely selfish woman that has to get her 'needs' met no matter the damage she does to anyone else," I said. "Are we done here?"
"No," Cindy sobbed. "What do I have to do to fix this? I'll do anything you want me to. Please don't divorce me, Eric."
"I don't think these eggs can be unscrambled," Olivia spoke up. "I'll let Daddy speak for himself, though."
"Eric?" she looked at me with pleading eyes.
"Okay, don't sneak around behind my back, don't date other men, don't lie to me and don't suck other men's cocks," I said. "Oh, wait, you already did all of that. The train has left the station, Cindy. We had some happy years. I'm not out to burn your house down. I'm willing to give you half of everything we have except Olivia. Thank God she's an adult. I'm keeping her."
"I don't want half of anything, I just want you, Eric," she turned and went up the stairs, looking like she was a zombie. I felt bad for her until I remembered Pierce's prick in her mouth.
Three days later, the divorce was final and Olivia and I moved into our new place. We found a nice three-bedroom condo close to the hospital where she worked and not too far from my work either. We went furniture shopping and finally got the place looking like home.
I put the house up on the market and Cindy came unglued. When I came out from work, she was leaning against my truck.
"What do you want, Cindy," I asked.
"Where am I supposed to live?" she asked. "Don't you think this has gone on long enough, Eric? How long are you going to stay mad at me? Can't we just move on before it's too late? You're actually going to sell the house, or is this just teaching me a lesson? If it's a lesson, I've got it, okay? Now, just stop this and come home. I understand now. I made a mistake. Can't you just forgive me?"
"I forgive you," I said. "Now, could you get off my door so I can go home?"
She moved away to her car and I went home, not the old home, the new one.
I had been there about an hour when my phone rang. It was Jack.
"Eric, we have a meeting at ten in the morning," he said. "This is the one that we were supposed to have a while back. We hit some snags but it's all on now. It's important and I want you to be on your game. Allison has told me about the shit going on in your life. I want to know that you've got a handle on that."
I told him that I was fine and that I'd be ready. I really was fine. I surprised myself. As I reflected on things, I guess I realized that this was nearly inevitable. The surprising thing was that it had lasted as long as it did. There was something seriously fucked up with Cindy's moral compass. It had always been like that. The only thing that kept her pointed in the right direction was her fear of losing me. I had made such an impression on her with the George Cooper thing that she hadn't forgotten it for 27 years. Her idea that her needs needed to be "fulfilled" had finally overcome her fear and she had acted on it. I had wasted a lot of time. I was forty-six years old and I needed to start planning the rest of my life.
I called Allison to see if she wanted to hang out. She was on a date. I called Samantha and asked her and Cecilia to dinner. They were available, so I made reservations at Gino's. It was a nice Italian place that I'd been to before. It was a little pricy, but the tetrazzini was second to none. I got the car out to take them. I didn't want to pull up in a truck at a nice restaurant.
They drove to my place and I let them in when they rang the doorbell. They oohed and ahhed around about the new place and I gave them a glass of wine and the grand tour. When we were ready, I took them out to the garage.
Cecilia started jumping up and down. "Oh my God," she shrieked. "What is that?"
I looked around for a spider or something. "What is it, Cecilia?"
"That car! I love it; what is it?"
"It's a 1951 Mercury," I said. "You want to drive it?"
"Hell yes," she was practically drooling. "What's in it?" she asked. "Please don't tell me it's one of those lame-ass 302s."
"No, I don't care for that engine much," I told her. "They put them in the Mustangs, but they would break in half over 500 horsepower. This was a Windsor 351. It's a stroker and it's a 408 making about 540 horsepower and 575 ft/lbs. of torque. Tell me you aren't a gear head?"
"I love hot rods." She snatched the keys out of my hand. She took a minute to figure out that there were no door handles but she hit the remote and the doors popped open. We jumped in and she fired it up. The rumble filled the garage and she was like a kid in a candy store. Her eyes were flashing and all that hair flew around and she was adorable. She saw the nitrous switch and squealed, "I've got to try that." She could hardly wait.
She backed out and smoked the tires heading down the street. Samantha screeched and I buckled her seat belt and put mine on, too. Cecilia laughed. "Nervous, Eric?"
"Terrified," I told her. She was really a very good driver. She stayed in the fast lane and cruised about six or seven miles an hour over the speed limit. We hit an empty patch of interstate and she looked at me and raised one eyebrow.
I looked back at Samantha and she was grinning like the Cheshire Cat. "Hang on," I told her.
Cecilia punched it and we were pinned back in our seats. She hit the switch and the nitrous kicked in. We were flying when she killed the switch and coasted back down. Her teeth were flashing and she was just vibrant with excitement.
"Thank you, Eric," she flashed me a look. "I've always dreamed I'd get to do that."
"Anything to make my girl happy," I said. She shot me another look that made my clothes smoke.
We had a great dinner and I kissed them both goodbye and put them in Cecelia's car. Samantha hugged me and whispered in my ear. "She likes you, Eric. Be good to her."
I winked at her and she got in. I went around and asked Cecilia if she would go to the lake with me on Saturday. She was a little hesitant, but she agreed and I set a time to pick her up.
Olivia pulled up just then and said hi. Something seemed a little odd, but they just talked a minute. She held my arm and we waved as they drove away.
"She's the cutest thing I've ever seen," she confided. "The age thing worries me a little, Dad."
"I'm still in good shape," I told her.
"Yeah, but she's got a broken arm," she looked at me impishly.
I burst out laughing. "I think Samantha is too much woman for me." I gave Olivia a squeeze. "God, I love you, baby," I told her.
"Me, too," she said. We went in and she told me about her date. We talked a bit and went to bed.
I was totally unprepared for the meeting the next morning. I don't know how you get ready for something like that. When I got there, a Nordic looking gentleman was sitting in the office. There were three men that looked like lawyer types inside, our company attorney, Jack and Allison, all looking very serious.
Jack introduced me and the Nordic guy's name was some unpronounceable thing.
"Eric, we're selling the business," Jack told me. "I'm ready to retire. Allison doesn't want the company but she wants to work. The only way I would agree to sell and the only condition they had for buying is that you become president of the company and regional VP in the parent company. I've got the package laid out for you to take a look at. I think you're going to like it." He handed me a file.
I didn't look at it. "What about Allie?" I asked.
She smiled happily at me. "I move into your old job," she said. "I promote my Assistant and I get a big compensation package myself. Thanks for thinking about me, Eric."
I squeezed her arm. "Okay, I'll take a look," I said. "When do I need to decide?"
I had two weeks. I took Allison out to dinner that night. She wanted to go dancing afterward and we were having a wonderful time. We had just sat down after a hot number and I saw Allison's eyes narrow. She was looking over my shoulder. I turned to look and it was Cindy and Asswipe. She was dragging him by the hand and it was evident he wanted no part of it. Cindy plopped down in the booth across from us and pulled him down beside her.
Allison nodded. "Cindy, Needledick, how lovely to see you."
Cindy went livid. "Allison, I hardly think you are in any position to be calling anyone names. I know your life. It sure didn't take you long to move in on my husband, did it?"
"I believe we got a divorce, Cindy," I remarked. "That would make me not your husband. That may have slipped your mind."
"I don't date married men," Allison said. "I wonder if you can say the same. Is Needledick here divorced? I know his wife filed, but I hadn't heard it had come through."
"Yes, and we all know who's responsible for his wife kicking him out and not letting him see his children," Cindy snapped. "Did you really have to send her that video, Eric? You destroyed a good man's marriage. I think you also had something to do with getting us both fired, too. I hope you're happy with yourself."
"Well, I almost think I am," I told her. "I'm no longer married to a cheating slut, the shit bag that destroyed two marriages is in a world of hurt and I think it's actually you two that are responsible for everything that happened to you. I hear the state is going to revoke his license, too. Something about not being in the emergency room when an emergency came in? I hope your needs are being met. Emotions doing okay? Now, it's been wonderful, but I think you should take Dipshit there and go."
"Olivia hasn't spoken to me since you moved out," she said. "Did you have to poison her against me, too?"
"That's all on you," I told her. "I haven't said one bad word about you. The thing is, we don't talk about you at all, Cindy. You hurt us, but we're moving on. Give her a call if you want to talk to her."
"She doesn't take my calls!" she snarled. "She has me blocked."
"This is my problem how?" I asked. "Maybe she's meeting her needs. Now it's time for you to go. I didn't invite you to sit down and I'm about to see if Dickwad's nose there is healed."
He fled unceremoniously and Cindy went off in a huff. I just didn't give a damn, as long as she went. I stood up and pulled Allison up for another dance. The song changed to a slow number and she molded herself against me. "I'm sorry, Eric," she said into my shoulder.
"Not your fault, babe," I stroked that mane of glorious hair. "I'm sorry she spoiled the celebration."
She looked up at me and those amber colored eyes were full of smoke. "Who says it's spoiled?" she asked. I looked down at this vision in my arms. I remembered that fifteen-year-old girl in white stockings and a school uniform sliding onto my desk, flashing me a glimpse of white lace panties and all the cleavage she had. The girl in my arms wasn't fifteen; her hair was a reddish, blonde mane and it matched those eyes. She had a deep tan and there was a sprinkling of freckles on her nose and down her neck, disappearing into the valley between spectacular breasts. Her high cheekbones and full, puffy lips along with that cute little nose just made her irresistible to every man that saw her. I was a man and I had to taste those lips.
They were incredibly soft and full, tasting like the margarita she had been drinking. There was a faint hint of salt and lime and she smelled delicious. We kissed for a long time, just swaying to the music and I felt a stirring as my cock started to rise. She felt it, too, and pushed against me.
"I wasn't kidding when I told you I've loved you since I was fifteen," she said as she broke the kiss. "I never thought I'd have a chance."
"I love you, too," I said. "You're my best friend."
"You wouldn't even go to dinner with me unless it was business," she laughed.
"Yeah, well, I didn't trust myself with you," I laughed. "Didn't trust you either, for that matter. I know you, Allison. You would eat me up and spit out the bones."
"You're so wrong," she said. "I've been looking for someone like you all my life. You just set the bar so high that I could never find that guy. I would never hurt you, Eric."
"I think you've built this image of me up in your mind that doesn't match reality," I told her. "I'm ten years older than you, although you look like you're in your early twenties. I'm careless, kind of a hard ass and I'm a little broken."
"Yes, I know all about that," she said. "I've been working with you for years. Sometimes you piss me off. You're stubborn as hell when you think you're right, but you'd die for the people you love. You have no idea how appealing you are to me. You're still a little boy at heart, Eric. You've had to grow up a lot lately. You don't seem to mind the age thing with Cecilia."
I looked at her sharply and she burst out laughing. "Your daughter is my best friend," she said. Her eyes flashed and she pulled me down for another kiss and that lush body against mine drove me wild.
"Take me home, Eric," she said.
We pulled out onto the street and stopped at the light. She leaned over toward me and we kissed, just tasting each other and exploring. I heard her seatbelt click open and she slid over a little, leaning down. Her fingers opened my belt and zipper and before I could gather my thoughts, her cool little hand was inside my boxers and I could feel the cool air on my cock. It didn't stay cool because she bent farther down and enveloped me in liquid heat. I groaned and she looked up.
"I've wondered for so long," she whispered. "It's beautiful, Eric. Long, but not too long, and fat! I like fat!"
She slid back down and had me ready to explode in minutes. I whipped into an empty parking lot just in time. I warned her I was about to cum and that inspired her. She tried to suck the head off my cock while pumping the shaft with her slender fingers. The woman could suck a quarter out of a parking meter. I went off like a rocket and she gagged once before she caught up and gulped rapidly and audibly. When she finished she looked up at me, her eyes shining and pale in the light from the streetlight. God, those eyes! Who has amber eyes? I pulled her tightly against me.
"Take me home and make love to me, Eric," she said. "No strings, just two people who love each other. If it turns into something else, I'm good with that, too."
"Are you sure, Kitten?" I asked.
"God, yes," she said. "I've waited years for this chance."
She pulled me inside and into the elevator. There was a camera in there but she pushed me into a corner away from it and dry fucked me all the way to her floor. She shed her shoes in the entry and there was the usual trail of clothes all the way to her bedroom. She lost the dress at the doorway and I nearly lost my mind. God, she was gorgeous! She still had that air of innocence, even though I knew she was anything but. This was the girl I had known and loved since she was a young teen. She had on a matching red lace pantie and bra set. They were barely there and the bra was obviously overwhelmed by its job. She was tanned all over and all that golden flesh was spilling over the little bra. She pulled down the straps, pulled her breasts out, turned it around and unhooked it. It fell to the floor and she was in just the panties.



I've seen a lot of beautiful women. I enjoy looking at them and I have an internet connection. I had never seen anything like Allison. Her breasts were large, firm and high. She had brown nipples and brown areolae. The areolae were about the size of a half dollar and her nipples were surprisingly small. They were like little bullets, obviously erect and waiting to be loved. She had broad shoulders, square and very feminine. She arched her back and her breasts thrust proudly forward. If they weren't as perky as they had been at fifteen, they were nearly so and they had become full and womanly. She cupped them in her hands and squeezed them into points. "You like?" she asked.
"God, yes," I breathed. "Come here, gorgeous."
Her hips tilted up and down as she walked across the room and I found myself holding my breath. She had a tiny waist and her belly was flat and ridged with muscle. Her legs were long and finely muscled, golden and beautiful. She slid into my arms and I held all that firm flesh, nearly naked in my arms. I slid my hands down the silken muscles of her back and inside the tiny little panties to cup the cheeks of her ass. It felt like satin and down over steel. I turned her, lowering her gently to the bed and drinking in the sight of her absolute beauty. I climbed over her, straddling her hips on hands and knees, slowly lowering myself until we had full body contact. I claimed her lips, lush and pillowy, and her breath was hot and moist as her tongue dueled with mine.
Her eyes were half closed and I wanted to see them. "Allie," I whispered. She looked at me and those amazing orbs flashed orange fire. It is really almost impossible to describe those eyes. They refused to conform to the standard colors. I suppose hazel would come closest, but it didn't do them justice. There was a sunburst of golden orange, fading in clouds to pure gold on the outer ring. Amber is the only standard color that fits.
"What?" she whispered.
"I just had to see your eyes," I told her.
Her cute little nose wrinkled and she giggled. "I was hoping that you might be interested in something a little lower."
"Oh, I am," I assured her, "but I've always been in love with your eyes." I kissed them closed and nibbled on her ear lobe. She shivered and I moved down her slender, graceful neck, nibbling and letting her feel my teeth. When I reached the little hollow between her collarbone and her neck, she moaned and shivered again. Her fingers were running through my hair and as I nibbled my way across her upper chest, she tried to push my head toward her breast. I resisted, kissing between those mountains and around underneath. I nibbled on the full bottoms and her fingers grew strong, forcing me toward her nipple. I licked it and she quivered. When I closed my lips around the hard little bullet and sucked it inside, her breathing stopped for a second and she moaned louder.
I played with them to my heart's content until she grew impatient. I could feel a faint trembling in her exquisite body and I worked my way down across the drop from her rib cage to the flat plain of her belly. She had a little diamond in her belly button and her stomach pushed in and out, as I tongued that little cleft. As I kissed and nibbled my way down to her mons, I worked my fingers under the waistband of her panties, pulling them down and following them with my lips down her long, beautiful legs. She had tiny feet and I kissed her little toes. Her legs parted and I worked my way back up, biting her inner thigh gently and feeling the resilience of her silken skin. As I approached her pussy, her trembling grew more pronounced.
It was smooth and bare. There was a small strip of red gold curls above and I pulled on them with my lips. She was thrusting toward me now and I could smell her intoxicating aroma. It was a heady mix of soap, clean girl and that musky scent of aroused woman. I had to taste her.
There was a tiny trickle, just beginning to run down, and I lapped it up. She was delicious. I've always loved bringing a woman off with my mouth. Allison had the most beautiful pussy! Her inner lips formed nearly a perfect line, spreading just a bit near the bottom and sweeping gracefully up to a little v shape, culminating at a little pink hood over her clitoris. I traced the line with my tongue, opening them and tasting her honey inside. She gasped and shivered until I reached the top and teased her clit out of its hiding place. She made thrusting motions, seeking more contact and I could feel the tension building in her body as I flipped her clit back and forth and up and down with my tongue. That trembling became stronger and she arched toward me. I moved back to her lips, fluttering my tongue and probing her opening. She slowly lost the arch and as her ass settled back down, I slipped my hands under it, cradling her cheeks and massaging them.
I licked my way back up to her clit and the trembling returned. I could feel her cheeks clenching in need and again I eased her back down. She groaned in frustration.
"Please, Eric," she gasped.
"What do you need?" I asked, returning to her clit again.
"I... I... I need to cum!" she gasped. "Don't tease me!"
I did tease her. I took her to the brink half a dozen times until she was quivering and begging. She tried to put her hands down to bring herself off, but I caught her wrists and continued to torment her. She began to sob and I took pity on her. I attacked her clit with a vengeance, thrusting two fingers inside her tightness and allowing my pinky to slip inside her tight ass, lubricated by her honey dripping down.
She screamed my name and thrust herself up off the bed as the tension built to a peak. The quivering became frozen at her peak and she exploded, writhing uncontrollably and sobbing out her ecstasy as she came. I eased my tongue off of her clit, allowing her to gradually begin to relax before curling my finger inside her tight little pussy up to find that bundle of nerve endings on her upper wall. As I massaged it, she exploded into action again, powerful spasms wracking her frame as she came. When her contractions began to lessen, I sucked her clit back inside my mouth and worked it with my tongue, causing her to cry out, almost a painful sound as she again went into orbit.
She babbled incoherently, her voice rising to a shriek and falling to a pleading tone. She began to push at my head frantically, twisting her hips in an effort to escape my tongue and invading fingers.
"Stop, Eric!" she gasped. "Please! I... I... I'm going to pass out! I can't... I can't, stop!"
I allowed her to pull me up and I slid up over her firm softness until I could reclaim her lips. She kissed me savagely for a few seconds before pushing me away so she could pant. I could feel her moist heat against the head of my cock and I pushed into her, sliding into her depths in one long, slow push. She threw her head back and groaned. "Wait, Eric! I'm not... I can't... I need to rest!"
I held still, embedded deeply in her tightness. I could just feel the tip of my cock just touching the back of her pussy. I kissed her again and her eyelids fluttered, giving me glimpses of that orange fire. She kissed me all over the face, licking her own juices off my lips. I could still feel contractions, the aftershocks of her orgasms, pulsing around my embedded cock. As she began to recover, I could feel her start to make little circular motions with her hips.
"God, you feel so good," she groaned. "I'm stuffed full! I'm okay now; let me feel it."
I drew back and returned as she spread her legs, her thighs grasping my hips, and I could feel her heels on my ass. She groaned as I ground into her, trying to get even deeper inside. We found a rhythm and I thrust into her, just slow, sweet lovemaking. I felt no urgency, thanks to that mind-blowing orgasm in the car and I knew this was going to be special.
We rocked together and she quickly climbed the peak to another sobbing climax. I worked my arms behind her knees and began to thrust, long strokes into her dripping pussy until she came again. When she relaxed, I withdrew and flipped her over, pulling her to her knees and mounting her from behind.
"Oh, God," she groaned. "Oh my God, Eric! Oh my God, Oh, fuck!" She groaned as I pounded into her, gradually sliding forward until she was prone under me. I could look down and see my cock disappearing under the cheeks of that amazing ass. I pushed fully into her, holding at the very deepest and I could feel the end of her tight tunnel firmly against the head of my cock. She groaned. "Fuck, Eric! Jesus Christ, oh my God!"
I began to thrust into her again and her cry turned into weeping sobs as another massive orgasm ripped through her. "I'm cumming again!" she sobbed and the sound and feel of that amazing woman, throbbing under me sent me over the edge again. My groan joined hers, as I held at the deepest penetration possible and filled her little pussy with what felt like my soul pouring into her. I slid my hands under her, clasping her tight against me and she turned her head toward me. She was a glorious mess! Her makeup was destroyed and streaks from her tears were on her cheeks. Her hair was disheveled and wild and her face held that slack look of prolonged sexual excitement.
I rolled off and pulled her half over me, her cheek resting on my chest while I stroked the silk of her back, down to cup one firm ass cheek. We rested together as our breathing slowed. I think we drifted into sleep for a few minutes. I felt her stir, and when I opened my eyes, her amber orbs were blazing into mine, our noses nearly touching.
"Eric, do you remember when I told you 'no strings attached'?" she asked.
"Yes, Kitten, I remember," I said.
"I lied," she whispered. "I'm going to put every string I have on you. I'm going to find ropes, straps and zip ties and try my dead level best to keep you. I'll have babies with you, suck your cock three times a day, never wear a stitch of clothes and run around the house naked. I'll do anything to keep you. I'm in love with you, Eric. I always have been. I know you like Cecilia. All I'm asking for is a chance. I want to be on your list. I know it's too soon, but if you let me, I'll make you so deliriously happy you'll forget you were ever married to that cheating slut."
I silenced her with a kiss. "I love you, Allie. I always have. You were like something that you see, way off in the distance. You think it's amazing and beautiful and you wish it was yours, but you know it never can be so you just push the dream away. Are you sure about this, Kitten? You've never seemed like the 'having babies' type. God, you're like this amazing jungle cat. You admire it behind the fence but you know it would rip you to shreds if you ever got close."
She started to cry. I was shocked. I'd never seen her cry in all the years I'd known her. "I know that's the way I seem," she choked out. "I had to be that way. The one man I ever wanted was the one I couldn't have. I could be anything for you. I could be that jungle cat, but you'll never see my claws. You'll just see love, trust and loyalty. I'll be your jungle cat. I swear, Eric; if you give me a chance you'll never regret it."
I believe you, baby," I told her. "I've never seen you hurt anyone you love. I do trust you. Let's go along and see what happens, okay? Will you go out with me, like on dates? I've forgotten how this is supposed to go. I never thought I'd need to know again."
"I know," she whispered. "Don't worry. I'll take good care of you. I have an out of town meeting tomorrow afternoon, but I'm available, really available, as soon as I get back."
I thought I was totally exhausted, completely wrung out, but she proved me wrong at five-thirty in the morning. I woke up to the incredible sensation of those luscious lips moving up and down over a cock that was very surprised to find itself as hard as an iron bar and she showed me just how athletic she was by riding me through two of her own orgasms and into one of my own. We showered together and I dashed off home to change clothes.
Olivia came in as I was dashing off and gave me a look. "Daddy, I need to talk to you this evening," she said.
"Okay, baby," I gave her a peck on the cheek. I grabbed my bagel and hit the road. Work was a little surreal when Allison came in and I had flashbacks of that hard, tight ass pumping up and down on my cock as she talked. She was bending over, getting a cup of coffee, and she must have read my mind. She looked back over her shoulder, grinned at me and gave that ass a sexy little wiggle.
"Keep thinking like that, big boy, and when I get back we'll lock the door and you can fuck me over your desk," she said.
"Jesus, Allie," I peeked out the door. "Marla is going to hear you!"
Fortunately, my PA wasn't at her desk. After Allison left, work was pretty humdrum and I left at four-thirty. I was worn and looking forward to a quick nap. Olivia was just getting home when I came in and she went off to change out of her scrubs. The doorbell rang and when I opened it, Cecilia was standing there. She breezed in and gave me a hug and a peck on the cheek.
"Want something to drink?" I asked her.
She wanted a beer and I got one, too. We sat on the sofa and she cuddled up to me. "Eric, I want to talk to you about something," she said.
"Uh oh," I thought to myself. "Life is getting complicated." I looked down at her. There was no doubt that she was as cute as a month old kitten. The thing was, she was younger than Olivia. I liked being around her, hell, I liked everything about her, but I just saw insurmountable difficulties, even if I left Allison out of the equation. I waited for her to speak.
"I don't know how to tell you this," she finally said. "I'm very grateful for what you did for Grandma, and you've been so kind to us ever since. I know you like me, Eric. I know what I look like and most guys think I'm cute. You're a very nice looking man. When we met, I felt something there and I'm attracted to you. I just don't think we could work, long term, and I don't want to get hurt. I don't want to hurt you either."
I gave her a squeeze. "I know," I said. "It's flattering as hell that you even think about me like that. I do want to be your friend. I want us to be pals for the rest of my life. The thing is, there is an amazing woman in my life. Well, there are three of them, but there's only one I really want to be with like that."
She stretched up and kissed my cheek. "I'm very happy about that," she said. "That makes it a lot easier. I think I'm going to be in your life for a long time, Eric. I've kind of got someone, too."
"Anyone I know?" I asked.
"Kind of," Olivia spoke from the doorway. "Daddy, would you mind if I went to the lake with you and Cecilia Saturday?"
I must have looked like a total fool. My eyes shifted back and forth between them and Olivia burst out laughing. She came and cuddled up against me on the other side. I finally managed to pull myself together.
"I didn't know you girls rolled like that," I croaked.
They both thought that was hilarious. "We both like men, too," Cecilia said. "It was just kind of love at first sight when we met at the hospital. Olivia called me and asked me out. We've had two dates and I think I found the other half of my soul with her. She feels the same way about me. Do you hate it, Eric?"
I pulled them both into a big hug. "Not at all," I assured them. "Two girls I love, love each other. What's to hate? I'm very happy for both of you. Now I get to have two gorgeous girls with me at the lake Saturday."
"I'm pretty sure there are going to be three," Olivia said. "I invited Allison."
"I'm ruled by domineering women," I lamented.
"Yes, isn't it wonderful?" my daughter said. "You're going to be very happy."
Allison came home and I spent Thursday and Friday nights with her. I was a walking zombie at work, but Olivia was right. I was very happy, ecstatic, as a matter of fact. When I was home, Olivia and Cecilia spoiled me rotten and when I was with Allison, she tried to fuck me to death.
There was a bit of a snake in the garden because Cindy kept intruding in our lives. She called me three times a week and bugged the hell out of Olivia. They finally got together and I don't know what Olivia said or did, but she stopped calling. Olivia said she moved to Oklahoma City and was working at a private practice. I didn't care as long as she stayed there.
It took about three months, but Allison kept the pressure on until I relented and moved in with her. She was my dream girl. I took her, Olivia and Cecilia out to eat on a Friday about eight months later. I had made up my mind and I had a little something planned. After dinner, I gave the waiter the signal and he went into the kitchen. He came back with four pieces of cake. He gave us all a piece, saving Allison's until last. It had a little figurine of a swan on top. It was holding a ribbon in its beak and there was a ring tied to the ribbon. I find diamonds a bit insipid. There were three of them, surrounding a big square emerald.
She put her hand over her mouth and looked at me. Those amber eyes were wet and glistening. "Allison, will you marry me?" I asked.
"Oh my God, yes!" She practically jumped into my lap. She gave me a kiss that nearly set my ears on fire. There were squeals and kisses all around and they dragged me off to a club. I felt like the king of the world. Three gorgeous women escorted me to a booth and every eye in the place was on us. I knew the rest of my life was going to be the best part.
I was playing golf on Monday with Jack. I had actually beaten him on the previous hole and I teed off first. It was a beauty. I had a little power draw and I was about 60-yards from the pin. "Nice shot!" He was stunned. "Christ, Eric, I'm going to have to up my game, or start bribing Allie to wear you out."
I chuckled. "I'm just like a fine wine, Jack. I get better the older I get."
He hooked his tee shot into the trees. "I think you can kiss that birdie goodbye," I taunted him.
"Yeah," he smiled. "I think you've got all the luck."
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It's easy to disappear when you have money. It's very difficult to find someone who doesn't want to be found, especially if you don't have money and they do. I know because I was a ghost. I left an electronic track every now and again, just to keep things interesting. I'd been a ghost for five years. I wasn't the spirit kind of ghost, I was the kind that's flesh and blood, all right, impossible to find unless I wanted to be found. The ghost's name is Caine Stockman.
I'm an aircraft engine mechanic. Once I was the owner of a multi-million dollar business that repaired and maintained helicopter engines for the US military. When I disappeared, all the assets and cash were gone and the business was belly up.
A good mechanic can get a job at nearly any small airport in the country. I had to learn piston engines, but I had plenty of time. You show up at an airport and there's always a plane or two that's grounded. If you talk to the owner and find out how much it was going to cost to repair it, they are usually happy to talk price and pay cash for something good and cheap. Word spreads and I had all the work I wanted. I didn't spend my money I stashed it away; I just spent what I earned. That kept me from making splashes that might be noticed. I didn't pay taxes, didn't have a bank account, Facebook or Twitter and my cell phones were pre-paid throwaways.
I couldn't rent a car because I didn't have a credit card, but I didn't bother anyway. I owned a motor home. It was in the name of a guy that died 20 years ago. I rented it from his wife. She'd never talk; I put her two kids through college after her husband died while he was working for me. She kept up the license and taxes and I lived in it. I also had a little scooter. It was classified as a bicycle so it didn't require a license. When I got to where I wanted to be, I parked the motor home in a park and rode the scooter. I stayed in warm places so I didn't have to worry about weather.
This is why I became a ghost. The answer is simple. I used to have a family. They might still have been looking for me. I didn't want them to find me.
Back when I had a family and a company, I took a chance. I was offered a contract to work overseas. My wife, Gwen, my two daughters, Allicent and Marisol, who were sixteen and thirteen at the time, and I sat around the kitchen table and talked it over. It meant a lot of money. I figured that by the time I had been working the contract 18 months, we'd have enough to retire. Hell, I already had enough to retire. This was fuck you money. I'd be gone three months at a time and then home for a month. Everyone agreed that they could live without me for 18 months and then we'd be together all the time, permanently. It took eight months for the events to transpire that led to my ghosthood.
Gwen got lonely. There was no one there at night for her to snuggle up to. Her bed felt empty. She was emotionally unfulfilled. Apparently, the girls felt it, too. Not the empty bed, but all the rest of the bullshit I heard when I found out, and I found out. Fortunately for them, there was a football coach at the school where she worked as a secretary who also felt emotionally unfulfilled. He knew it was only a fling. His wife didn't know he was unfulfilled. She didn't understand him. He was a high school hero and he needed more than she could provide. They were very careful. They took all sorts of precautions because she loved and respected me. I just wasn't there and she had needs. There would be no repercussions; she respected me too much for that. Gwen didn't love him, she loved only me, but I wasn't there. They always used condoms, so there was no danger of pregnancy or STDs. Apparently, my daughters needed help with strength and conditioning. Gwen needed a cock and the two just happened to be wrapped up in one neat package.
It was also utter bullshit. I found out almost as soon as it started. One of my friends just happened to mention that he saw Gwen and the dickwad having dinner at an out of the way restaurant in a neighboring town. Of course, the first thing I did was get evidence. The PI had an easy job. He caught them at the local Holiday Inn. I authorized him to bug the house and our phones. Nothing ever happened at the house, but the Holiday Inn was a different story. I had pictures and video evidence and I was ready. He did tell me that Gwen had ended the relationship, but at that point, I didn't give a damn. I made all my financial arrangements and flown home. She wept and vowed her eternal love and devotion. The girls cried and told me how much they loved me. I was their father, but their mother had explained it all to them. She had needs and it didn't mean anything. It was heartbreaking to hear a sixteen and a thirteen year old girl spin out the narrative that their mother had spoon=fed them. They were very sincere and backed her play to the hilt. That was what hurt me more than anything. My daughters were my pride and joy. I had been the center of their universe and my little princesses were on the highest pedestals in that universe. We had been inseparable. We did everything together. If I went to the grocery store, they wanted to go. They had been so proud of me that they showed me off to their girlfriends and they were never too big to hug Daddy or embarrassed for me to put my arm around them in public. For them to justify their mother's actions in any way was inconceivable to me. I couldn't get my mind around it. I knew Gwen had twisted them up, but this pain was almost more than I could stand. Of course, it was just sex, Gwen assured me. She loved only me and we would spend the rest of our lives together. I agreed that it was only sex, it didn't mean anything, that I was glad she had been so discreet and congratulated the girls on having such a mature attitude. I told them I would just take a little walk and clear my head.
I walked around the block and called a cab. It took me to the bank and I completed everything I had set up. I then caught another cab to the hangar and took the Bell Ranger. I headed southwest and my phone started ringing. I let it go to voicemail. I must have received more than a hundred calls and texts in the next eight hours. I saved them all to investigate later. By the time I landed in Texarkana, I had a buyer set up for the chopper, and Lilly met me with the motor home. The next time I stopped was in El Paso. I listened to all the voice mails and read all the texts.
They were curious at first, wondering where I was and what was taking so long. They wanted to go out to eat with me and celebrate my return. They grew concerned and then angry. The anger gave way to sorrow, then desperation and, finally, panic. They pleaded for me to call and just talk. They knew I must be upset. They would come and get me, wherever I was. It didn't matter what it took, they were going to make it up to me.
Then my parents and Gwen's got involved. I found out the depths of their complicity, too. They had known all along and they understood. I needed to just swallow my pride and accept that Gwen loved only me. I couldn't expect her to just sit around and wait for me. My girls needed me and I was just throwing away a wonderful life.
Well, it had been nice, but that was then. This was now, and I knew just how big the castle in the sky was, the one I had built in my own mind. I cried like a baby, I cursed like a sailor. I decided to drink myself into oblivion. That lasted until the first time I woke up feeling like a dried cow turd. It wasn't the first time I'd woken up with a hangover after a drunken night, but it was definitely a new low. I decided this couldn't continue, so instead of getting up to crawl to the bar for a little 'hair of the dog,' I went back to sleep. I slept for 16 hours; when I woke it felt like a big, dark thing that had been weighing on my mind had vanished and left me strangely calm and more rested than I'd been in 20 years.
It felt good, and I went to the diner and got breakfast. When I got back to the motor home, I went to the store and got a ream of paper. I had my laptop and I wrote letters to my former family. I laid out for them what I'd done. I told them I wished them luck with their new life. They couldn't keep the house. I'd taken out a home equity loan, and on Gwen's salary; they could never make the payments. They would have no insurance unless she could get the girls on her policy at school. The leases on the cars wouldn't be paid, and unless Gwen could keep up, they'd soon be in default. They had ten days to get the utilities into Gwen's name and then they'd be turned off. I was gone and I wasn't coming back. Her lover's wife would be receiving a copy of all the evidence I had collected before the day was over, as would the school board members and parents at school. I never wanted to see them again.
My loving parents received their own set of letters. I wished them luck in their declining years and hoped they could console themselves with the fact that they still had a slut daughter-in-law and two faithless granddaughters with whom they could commiserate. I also included letters detailing their involvement to their pastor, Dad's brothers and Mom's sister. They were all religious folks and I knew some fancy dancing wouldn't get them out of that hot water.
I put the letters in boxes and dropped them at FedEx for overnight delivery. That brought on a fresh set of calls and texts. At first I was a cold, unfeeling bastard who deserved everything that had happened. As the reality of their situation set in, the tone changed again to pleading and protestations of undying love and devotion. Everything would be okay if only I could forgive them and give them a chance to make it up to me. I kept track for a week and then dropped the phone in an irrigation canal in southern New Mexico.
That was five years past and I was working on a plane in Mesa, Arizona. I heard a car pull up outside the hangar and after a bit the door opened. I was lying half inside the engine compartment and I felt a tug on my pants leg. I wiggled out and there was a young couple standing and looking up at me. The young lady looked vaguely familiar.
"Can I help you?" I asked.
The young lady cleared her throat. "Dad," she said. "Don't you know who I am?"
It was Allicent! I didn't say anything; I just climbed down the ladder and went to wash my hands. They stood outside the restroom and waited. When I was done, I walked past them and outside to my bike. She came running out as I pulled away, and she was calling something, but I never caught it. I was taking down the awning on the motor home when a black BMW pulled up. She got out of the passenger door and the young man got out of the driver's side.
He started this time. "Mr. Stockman, you don't know me. My name is Andrew Waters. I'm Allicent's fiancé. We've been looking for you for a long time. Your family has been looking for you for five years."
I stopped rolling up the awning. "Why?" I asked. "I thought I made myself clear."
"You did, sir," he said, "quite clear. The problem is, I want very much to marry your daughter. When I learned the story of what happened I broke up with her. I felt like my heart had been torn out. I couldn't believe she had been a part of something so despicable and I wanted nothing to do with her. She didn't give up. She's really a very remarkable girl, sir. I think you'd like her if you got to know her. She asked me what it would take for her to get back to the place where we were before. I realized that what she had done to you was what kept me from accepting her back. She told me that she had been wishing for years that she could go back and change what had happened. That's impossible sir, but I told her she could straighten out what was going to happen in the future. I want to marry her and I want your blessing. I want to have children with her and I want them to have a grandfather. I want their grandfather to love our children and for them to love him. So, Allie is here to make that happen. If I leave her here, will you promise me that you'll give her a chance?"
I looked over at her. Tears were streaming down her cheeks and she was wringing her hands. She looked like she was about to pass out.
"How long were you planning to leave her?" I asked.
"At least a week," he said. "I was hoping for more like a month. I have business to attend to in South America. Can I leave her with you?"
I looked at her. She was beautiful. She reminded me so much of her mother. I felt the ground open under my feet and all those feelings of pain and anger came bubbling to the surface. I had put a bandage on that wound and now it was being torn off, leaving me raw and bleeding again. Her mother, she looked like her mother. God, how I hated that woman. Please, God, how I loved her. I didn't want to love her, and everything about Allison just exposed me to the world as a fraud and a liar. Worst of all, I lied to myself every day for five years. I couldn't go through this again! I opened my mouth to say no and she took two steps toward me, falling on her knees at my feet. Her arms wrapped around my legs and she pressed her cheek against my thigh.
"Please, Daddy, I'm begging you," she sobbed. "Don't throw me away. I was sixteen years old. I was stupid and I'm so sorry. I've been living in hell ever since you left. Please don't punish me anymore. I've never stopped loving you. I'm so sorry and so sad and so full of remorse. Please, don't destroy me. You're the only one who can help me. I know what kind of man you are. I'm sorry I didn't know that all along. If you let me, I'll spend the rest of your life loving you and showing you how much I love you."
She clung to me, weeping softly, and I looked at Andrew. He raised one eyebrow in question and I nodded. I reached down and pulled Allie up. "Give your fiancé something to remember for a month," I told her, pushing her toward him.
She threw herself into his arms, sobbing and laughing at the same time, giving him a kiss that made my toes curl. He held her tightly for a long moment and then disengaged. He took two suitcases and a bag out of the trunk, put them down and turned to me. "Take good care of her, sir," he said. "I'll be in touch."
She ran back to me and threw her arms around me. We watched together as the BMW drove away and she looked up at me hopefully. "Come on," I told her. "We need to get this awning back up."
We worked together, and having something to do kind of kept the awkwardness at bay. By the time we got the utilities hooked back up and everything squared away, it was dinnertime.
That gave us something else to do, and we talked about dinner and cooking. I had a pork tenderloin in the refrigerator and we sliced it up, breaded it and fried it. Allie peeled potatoes and mashed them and I made gravy in the skillet where I fried the tenderloin. We had corn on the cob to go with it and I gave her a beer. She said she didn't like beer, but I thought we could use the tension relief. We sat together on the sofa while we ate and talked about her life.
She was going to college. She had done a program in high school that paid for her first two years at a community college. She was getting ready to graduate and transfer her next semester. I asked her where she wanted to go and she told me she was going to one of the state board of regents' schools. She wanted to go to a small private school but even with scholarships and grants, she couldn't swing it.
I felt very guilty about that, but we'd see how it went. We had ice cream with chocolate syrup for dessert and she was just like the little girl I remembered, except a little pensive. She had the same cute little giggle, and she had grown up to be a gorgeous young woman. I asked her if she wanted to watch something on TV but she said she just wanted to talk to me.
"I have so many things I want to tell you," she said. "I've been wanting to tell you for years. I'm so sorry, Dad. I know it's my fault but I've needed you so bad."
She cried a little bit and I pulled her over against me. She leaned against me and curled her legs up like she did when she was little. I knew none of this had been her fault, she was just caught up in the explosion. I had my princess back and it felt really, really good. I had to ask about Marisol.
"She's okay," Allie said. "She misses you as much as I do. We were wrong, Dad. We know that now. I wish I had just thrown a fit when Mom started hanging out around that asshole. I should have tried to stop her. I should have told you. I know that now, but I was confused and stupid and she made it all sound so reasonable. It would just be while you were gone and then everything would be happy again, except it wasn't. I think Mari would come and stay with you in a minute if you would let her. She kind of hates Mom. She feels like... we both feel like she manipulated us. I know we should have done better, but we weren't thinking right. Do you think you'll ever want to talk to Mari, Dad?"
"Maybe," I said. "We'll see. Let's just figure you and me out and then we'll worry about other stuff. How did you find me, Allie?"
"I didn't," she said. "Andrew did. He's kind of rich, Dad. His uncle is some kind of government spook. He hired lots of detectives. He would hire some and then fire them when they couldn't find you. It took us two years. The last company had men hanging out around airfields, hoping to get some word about you. We found some people you'd worked for and they gave us other people until, here I am."
"Yes, here you are," I looked down at her all curled up against me. "I've missed you, Allie. I feel cheated. I feel like all the best years of my life got cut out with a dull knife and I'm just left with only the bleeding pieces."
She began to cry again. "I know, Daddy. I feel the same way. The difference is I was helping hold the knife. I just feel so good being with you like this. I'm a Christian, Daddy. I became one when I was seventeen and I've been praying for four years that I'd find you someday and you'd let me be your daughter again. I promise that if you do, you'll never regret it. Will you?"
I squeezed her tight. "Yes, baby. We just need to get connected again. I always figured you just hated me and had no respect for me. I never thought you'd want me again."
She looked horrified. "My God, Daddy, no! That's not true at all. I always loved you. You were always my hero." She sobbed a little. "I can't imagine how hurt you must have been. It wasn't until I met Andrew that I realized what Mom had done to you. I started thinking about what I would feel like if he did to me what Mom did to you, what we all did to you."
"Okay, baby, I get it," I told her.
"No, Dad, I need to say this. I have literally been living in hell for five years. After you left, I knew it was partially my fault. It was mostly Mom's, but it was partly mine. I felt so bad about myself and I hated her. We had nothing. We barely ate, we got our clothes at the thrift store, we lived in crappy, dump apartments and we cried every day. The worst part was knowing we were getting exactly what we deserved."
I was feeling awful now. All that rage and anger and pain that had driven me was gone. I began to realize what a huge mistake I had made. I never gave my girls a chance. They had just been children and I'd treated them like they were as guilty as Gwen was. It still rankled that they had taken her side and supported her, but they were just kids. I still felt like I was justified in what I did, but it all now seemed futile and hollow. "I'm sorry, Allie, I just didn't feel like the three of you left me many options," I told her.



"I understand," she said. "My only hope was that someday I would find you and you would forgive me. Can you forgive me, Daddy?"
"Yes, Allicent, I know this wasn't your fault. You just got caught up in the explosion. I don't know if I could have a few years ago, but now I can." I sat for a minute and we said nothing while thoughts whirled through my mind. "Allie, I need for you to forgive me, too. I had no right to do what I did to you and Mari. I completely failed you as a man and a father. No matter what you did, you were my babies and I should have taken care of you. I should have kept track of you and made sure you had the things you needed. I was just so angry and so hurt that I couldn't get over it. Will you forgive me, sweetheart?"
"Oh, yes, Daddy!" she said. "I would probably have done the same thing, or worse, if I had been in your place. Where do we go from here?"
"Let's just take baby steps. I like your fiancé a lot," I told her. "He seems like a great guy. How did you meet him?"
She spent a long time telling me that story, and by the time she finished it was getting late. There's not much space in an RV, but I did have two good beds. There was a third, but it wasn't so good. There's not enough room in the bathroom for two people, so I went off to the facilities at the RV Park and she used the one in the RV. By the time I got back, she was ready for bed and she kissed me goodnight.
"I'm so happy, Daddy," she said as she hugged me. "It feels like a big black cloud has been lifted off me. I love you, and thank you for giving me a chance."
I squeezed her tight. "Thank you for not giving up," I said. "We're going to make it, baby."
That was one of the best weeks of my life. I don't ever remember spending a week alone with Allicent, just her and me. She was an amazing young woman. We got comfortable around each other and by the end of the first week, we were pals. We didn't spend a single minute apart and we fell in love all over again. She made me feel like the king of the world. Andrew called her every couple of days and he talked to me twice. I liked him more than I ever believed I would like one of my daughters' boyfriends. On Monday, she told me she needed to call Marisol and her mother to let them know that she was okay.
"Daddy, can I tell Mari I found you?" she asked.
"How is that going to work?" I asked. "How are you going to do that without your mother finding out?"
"I was thinking about telling her, too," she said.
I stiffened up immediately and she came to sit on my lap. She wound her arms around my neck and I relaxed.
"Dad, aren't you tired of hiding and running? How is it going to work when Andrew and I get married? I want you to give me away. I want you in my life. How can that happen if you don't face things and just get it over? Are you afraid of Mom?"
"Terrified," I admitted. "Do you think she'll try to go after me? I pretty much stripped everything I could get my hands on. I expect she could cause some legal problems for me if she wanted to."
"I don't think that's going to happen," she said. "If it does, you can just disappear again. This time, you can't disappear from me, though. I'll even help you. I'll test the water and find out what Mom is thinking. Will you trust me?"
"I do trust you, Allie," I told her. "I don't trust your mother. I need to think about this."
"Can I at least tell Mari that you'll talk to her, that she can see you?" she asked.
"Yes, but it won't be right away. Jesus, Allie, I'm just getting used to you; let me go slow. Give me a chance to get back into Dad mode, okay?"
She nodded. "Yes, I'm so sorry that I ever let you get out of it."
"I believe you, honey," I said. "Stop apologizing. It's over and we're building something else. I'm falling in love with the amazing woman you've become."
She just melted against me and we held each other, talking and whispering for hours. It was time for her to call and she let me listen. She called Marisol's phone and they talked for a few minutes. Finally, Mari couldn't wait any longer.
"Did you find him?" she asked.
"Yes, Mari," Allie said. "He's just as awesome as we remembered."
"What did he say?" Mari asked. "When he saw you, was he still mad? Did he ask about me?"
"Yeah, I found him and he didn't say a word," Allie said. "He just walked out and left us standing there. We followed him to where he was staying and Drew talked to him. I think he was just going to disappear but I literally crawled over, held him by the legs and begged him not to throw me away. He let me stay, Mari, and it's been the best week of my life."
"Did he say anything about me?" Mari asked. "Is he going to let me talk to him?"
"Yes, but not right now," Allie said. "I'm trying to figure out some way we can get you together with him without Mom finding out."
"I have no idea how to do that," Mari said. "What, are we going to sneak around? That's what started all this to begin with. Are we going to become Mom?"
"No, of course not," Allie said. "I don't know what to do either. Let me talk to Dad and we'll figure something out."
They talked for a while longer and Gwen got on the line. She insisted that she wanted to know where Allicent was and what she was doing.
"Mom, I'm an adult," Allie said. "I don't have to account to you for my whereabouts. I'm doing something personal and it's none of your business. I'm just calling you to let you know that I'm fine, I'm busy and I'll probably be here for a while. Andrew brought me here and he knows where I am."
"I'm going to make Mari tell me," Gwen said.
"Well, good luck with that," Allie said. "If she tells me that you've been bullying her I won't call you again. Mother, I love you, but this is something I have to do and I expect you to respect me and trust me enough to let me do it."
"Allicent, are you looking for your father again?" Gwen asked. "Have you found him; is that what you're doing? If you have, baby, please tell me. I won't ask where he is. Just tell me he's alive and ask him to please, please talk to me. Tell him I'm so sorry and I've changed. You know I have, Allie. Please tell him. Please, Allie, I'm begging you. If you have a shred of love for me, ask him to talk to me."
Allie looked at me and raised one eyebrow. I nodded and she mouthed a thank you to me.
"Okay, Mom. Yes, I've found him. He's alive and well and I'm with him. If you let Mari come and see him, maybe he'll talk to you. I'll ask him, okay?"
There was the sound of wracking sobs and incoherent attempts to speak for a while. Finally, she got control of herself enough to speak. "Thank you, God," she breathed. "Thank you, Allicent. Yes, of course I'll let Marisol come and see him. I won't ask any questions, just please, please find some way for me to talk to him. I'll do anything. I won't cause any problems, I swear to God I won't."
"Okay, Mom, I'll ask him," Allie said. "Love you, and tell Mari I love her. I'll let you know." She ended the call and looked at me for a minute.
I could tell she was looking for approval but I was kind of frozen. I couldn't move or speak, and my mind was whirling. I was almost in a panic. I felt as if I should jump up, push Allie out the door and drive away as fast as I could. I think she saw it in my eyes, so she ran over and sat on my lap, holding onto me like I was a life preserver and she was drowning. I felt like I was the one that was drowning.
"Just give me a minute to catch my breath," I told her.
"I'm sorry, Daddy," she apologized. "I know this is such a shock to you. It must feel like your whole life is being turned upside down again. Just tell me this: have you been happy for the last five years?"
"I've been okay," I said. "Well, no, that's a lie. No, of course I haven't been happy. I live in a freaking RV; I was cut off from everyone and everything I loved. I've been living like a fugitive. The only relationships I've had are short term and I felt like I was just filling time until I died. Hell no, Allicent, I haven't been happy. What did you think?"
I was nearly yelling by the time I finished and she cringed down a little, but she just took it. "It's okay, Dad," she said. "I understand and I know it's partly my fault. I know I deserve anything you say to me," she was crying again.
Damn, every time I opened my mouth I was making her cry. I guess all that bottled up anger and hurt was bubbling up. I had thought I didn't have those feelings any more. I guess I was wrong. I had to get a grip on that because I was hurting Allie and that's the last thing I wanted to do. I hugged her tightly.
"I'm sorry, baby; I didn't mean to yell at you. What were you saying?"
"I've been so worried about you. You're fifty-two years old. You're not getting any younger and I need you around close to me so I can take care of you."
I laughed. "You make it seem like I'm ready for the nursing home! I don't need to be taken care of; I need to take care of you, not the other way around."
"Yes, but I want to be able to see you all the time," she said. "Mari is dying without you. I'm worried about her, Dad. She's been getting more and more depressed and wild ever since you left. Mom is just a mess, did you know that?"
"No, I didn't know that. I don't keep track of her, Allie. It's not my fault, whatever happens to her. We sat down and talked about what was going to happen before I ever left on that job. You know that; you were there. If anyone had been unhappy with it, I wouldn't have done it. You all agreed. Gwen agreed. It was going to be 18 months, I was going to retire and we were all going to be together for good. Jesus Christ, Allie, it was 18 months! If she was so unhappy, why didn't she just tell me and I'd have never done it?"
"I don't know," she said. "I think she believed you would never know, things would just go back to normal and we'd all just ride off into the sunset. I know she didn't love the creep. He was just a warm body, Dad. Do you know that she hasn't been with anyone since you left?"
"No, I didn't know that. I told you I don't keep track of her, Allie. Why are you telling me this?"
"I know you don't want to hear it, Dad, but she has changed. She's worked like a dog to keep everything together. She lost her job at the school and so did the creep. She worked 3 to 11 at the hospital and then got up and went to college every day for four years. She's an RN now and she makes good money. She's made Mari and me her life. She hasn't been on a date, she doesn't socialize, nothing. She works and works out and comes home, that's it. She still loves you, you know."
"No, I don't know," I said. "I don't know that she ever did. Why would I think that?"
"Because of what she's done since you left. She pulled herself together and did what she needed to do to keep food on the table. She never went on a single date. She never tried to divorce you, even though she could have when you abandoned us. I think for the first couple of years she thought you would be coming back every day. She kept her hopes up, but she's been getting more and more desperate. She tried everything she could think of to find you. She would get her tax refund and spend every dime on detectives. Money was very tight for a long time, but she would save and pinch pennies so she could try to find you. She cries every night when she's alone in her room or when she thinks Mari and I can't see her. She works out obsessively. I asked her why once and she said that when you came back she didn't want it to be to a fat, saggy old woman. I'm afraid that she'd almost given up hope. I've been afraid she was going to take her own life. I think she was just holding on until Mari and I were on our own. I've been scared to death, Daddy."
That didn't really answer my question, but it gave me something to think about. Would a woman who didn't love me have gone through all that? Why hadn't she divorced me or found someone to replace me? Plainly, Allie thought this was information I needed to have, but the question was still hanging there.
I have to admit that I was a little shocked. I just figured Gwen was a slut and she'd be hooked up with the next guy with a hard on before I was out of town. She couldn't wait 18 months and now Allie was telling me she hadn't been with a man in five years? It just didn't make sense. Gwen had always been a magnet for men. They swirled around her like a swarm of bees and she was the honey. Now she had no social life and didn't date? Either I was wrong about her or she just got better at hiding her affairs.
"Baby, are you sure you know what's going on with your mother?" I asked. "I was gone for just a few months and she was... sleeping with that asshole. Now you're telling me that she hasn't been with a single man for five years?"
"Well, for the first few years she didn't have time," Allie explained. "She was working full time in the afternoons and going to school during the day. I expect she was exhausted. She was also dealing with two very angry daughters and the knowledge that she'd thrown away her marriage and her life just so she could fuck the asshole."
"Allie!" I exclaimed. "I don't like you to use words like that!"
"Sorry, Daddy, but that's what it was," she laughed. "I don't use words like that, but that's the only thing that fits. She didn't love him; she claims that she's never loved anyone but you. She was just horny and you weren't there. He was just a walking dildo."
"Well, I'd just as soon she had used one that didn't have legs and a chrome dome attached to it," I said.
Allie howled with laughter. "Yeah, me, too. You can't imagine how it griped my soul to have to be civil with that jerk at school. Do you think you can talk to her, Daddy?"
I could feel my stomach churning. I knew this was coming but I had been refusing to face it. Could I talk to her? Would I be calm and dispassionate or would all that rage take over and just try to destroy her? What would I say? Sorry, you're a slut and I can never forgive you? I'm still desperately in love with you? Fuck you, Gwen, I never want to see you again? Can you forgive me for never giving you a chance to fix anything? I had it to do, but my ambivalence was overwhelming.
"I have no idea what I'd say," I told her. "I have no idea what she'd say either. What is there to say? We agreed that I should go. If she'd given me the slightest indication that it wouldn't be okay, I would never have gone. Somehow, 'I'm sorry,' just doesn't seem adequate."
"I understand," she said. "I don't know what she wants to say. Maybe she wants to unsay some things. That line we handed you sounds a lot shadier to a twenty-one-year-old than it did to a sixteen-year-old. Maybe she wants to take that back. You'll never know until you hear it. At the very least, you'll fix things so you can be a part of my life and Mari's life again. I need that so badly, Daddy. Mari does, too. I worry about her."
"Anything I need to be concerned about?" I asked.
"Of course you need to be concerned," she said. "She's your daughter."
She felt me stiffen at that remark and she was instantly contrite. "Oh, my God, I can't believe I just said that. I'm so sorry, Daddy. I know we don't have any right to expect you to feel like that."
I relaxed. "No, it's okay, baby. You're right. I've been a terrible father. If I'm going to be around, I need to be concerned. It just felt for a long time like none of you were concerned about me."
"No, that's not true," she protested. "There was that short time when I was so stupid and I know that I just didn't think about you. Before, and after, you were the most important person in the world to me. Mari feels like that, too. So does Mom. God, Daddy, you're all I've thought about for five years. Well, for the last four years, I've thought about Drew, too, but I'm very concerned about you. Don't ever think I'm not. I swear I'll never give you a reason to feel like that again."
She snuggled up against me and I squeezed my princess. "It's a lot to get used to again," I said. "What's Mari doing that I should be concerned about?"
"You'll have to get her to tell you," she said. "I think once she gets a chance to see you and to know you still love her, she'll be fine. You do still love us, don't you Dad?"
I kissed the top of her head. "Yes, I do, Angel. I never stopped loving you. I fell in love with you the first time I felt you moving around inside your mother. The first time I held you at the hospital I cried like I was the baby. I didn't ever want to let you go. I was ready to fight the nurses when they tried to take you back to the nursery. I felt the same way when Mari was born. Look what you've become, too." I looked down at my beautiful daughter. "You're just a gorgeous woman. Andrew is a lucky man. You have a beautiful personality and you're as smart as your mother."
"She can be pretty dumb sometimes," she giggled. "Daddy, what are we going to do? We need a plan."
We hashed one out. I still had a couple of months of work to do before I would be free. It was late spring and Allie was already out of college. Mari would be out in two weeks, just about the time Andrew was expecting to come back. We decided that Allie would fly out to meet him and Mari would come and stay with me until I had my obligations cleared up. When I was free to leave, she would drive back with me and I'd see about arranging to see them on a regular basis.
I had trouble sleeping that night. I tossed and turned for a couple of hours, my brain spinning a million miles an hour but unable to get any traction. I got up and got a bottle of water. Allie was asleep and I watched her for a minute, thoughts swirling through my head. Her lips were slightly parted and the covers rose and fell with her breathing. God, she was perfect! I marveled at her. How could such flawed people as her mother and I produce that? I went back to bed and worried.
Was it possible that I'd been horribly, tragically wrong five years ago? Should I have stayed and fought, tried to make things work? I realized what a coward I was. I'd tucked my tail and run. I sure as hell didn't deserve what they'd done. I knew that. I'm as stupid and mistake prone as the next guy, but I didn't deserve that! I knew I was sort of an inflexible bastard about some things, but was I really that bad? Could Allison be right? Did Gwen really love me and this had just been some sort of weird aberration? How the hell would I ever know? Did I even want to know? I never wanted to feel the kind of pain I felt then again. I knew that for sure. If I got friendly with Gwen again, I was just opening myself up to all that angst and heartache all over again. Allison said she had changed, but could I really trust that? Had I changed? I'm not usually that introspective but I realized that I had changed and most of it wasn't change I liked. I had become morose and sullen. Allie was changing that and I liked myself better. Mari might make that change even more pronounced. If I could open up enough to have that talk with Gwen, would I change again and would it be something I wanted? I had no idea about the answers to any of those questions. When sleep took me, I had decided that there was no way to answer those questions without actually living through the events that would answer them. I was just going to have to bite the bullet and see what happened.
The next morning, we got the RV ready to travel. We had become best buds and I hated to see her go at the airport. She was still that beautiful little girl that stole my heart the first fifteen years of her life. We were comfortable talking about anything or nothing. Ghosthood isn't all it's cracked up to be, and I was realizing how much I'd missed. I spent a lonely night in the RV and drove it back to pick Marisol up at the airport. Allie had set everything up and I hadn't yet spoken to Mari. I didn't know what to expect.



I didn't expect the vision that came strolling through the gate. Allicent had her mother's looks, long blonde hair, blue eyes and a dark tan. Mari's hair was a very dark brown; she had fair skin and grey eyes that changed color with her moods. She looked a little too Goth to suit me, but you could tell that she was a beautiful woman. She had a carryon bag over her shoulder and she was tall and willowy. I could see all the men checking her out as she looked around for me. She looked very cool and sophisticated. All that went away in a second when she saw me. Her face lit up like a Christmas tree; she dropped her bag and flew across the carpet into my arms like a little girl.
"Daddy," she squealed and launched herself at me. That's the way she had always greeted me and I had never failed to catch her. This wasn't the thirteen-year-old slip of a girl that I had last caught. This was a long, solid woman and she nearly knocked me down. When I recovered, she buried her face in my chest and just sobbed.
"God, Daddy, I've missed you so much. I'm so sorry. Please don't hate me. I've needed you so bad. Thank you for letting me come. I love you, Daddy and I'm so, so sorry."
I petted that long, shiny hair and held my baby girl as close as I could. "It's okay, baby," I consoled her. "I don't hate you. I love you. We're going to be okay. Now stop crying and let's go and get your bag before someone steals it."
She giggled wetly and I gave her my handkerchief. She used it to pat her face dry and blew her nose before handing it back to me. I took the crumpled ball gingerly and put it back in my pocket. "I should have known to bring tissues," I said.
She giggled again and dragged me off by the hand to retrieve the bag she had dropped. I carried it and she held my other hand as we walked down to the luggage carousel. "I have so many things to tell you and so many questions," she said. "I can't believe we finally found you. I've needed you so much, Daddy. Promise me you won't leave me again."
"No, baby, I won't I promise," I squeezed her hand. "We can talk as long as you want to. It's a bit of a drive back to where we're staying." We got her stuff put away in the RV, and I gave her the tour. She loved everything and said I had a "cool little house." "Are you hungry?" I asked her.
She was and we stopped at a good burger place I knew. She chattered like a magpie between bites, and I couldn't believe how good it felt just watching her. She had too much makeup on her eyes and I didn't like the dark purple lipstick she had on, but she was very much the baby I remembered. She had a quick smile and very good teeth. She just dazzled me and I realized how much I'd missed her.
It was a beautiful day and I took her down to the park. We sat on a bench and watched the kids play on the playground. She snuggled up into my side and I wrapped one arm around her. She rested her head on my shoulder and I could feel her starting to shake a little bit. When I looked down at her tears were streaming down her cheeks.
"Why are you crying, Marisol?" I asked her.
"I'm sorry," she choked out. "I just thought... I wondered if I'd ever get to do this again. Do you remember when you used to take Allie and me down to that ice cream stand and then we'd take our cones to the park? Allie would always finish hers first and run off to play. I'd just sit by you like this and you'd put your arm around me. I felt so happy I would never want to move. I've been so afraid that I'd never see you again. I drove you away and I'd never..." she broke down.
"No, baby, don't cry," I squeezed her. "It's all over now. You didn't drive me away; I ran like a coward. I'm so sorry, Mari."
"No!" she sat up and took my face in her hands. "You never apologize to me! I had a chance to be there for you and I blew it. You don't ever get to apologize to me again. I'm going to spend the rest of your life making it up to you."
I hugged her close. "It can't work like that," I said. "How about we just forget about anyone making anything up to anyone else and just love each other the way we should have been doing all along?"
She buried her face in my chest. "I want that more than anything in the world," I heard her muffled voice.
I pulled her to her feet and we walked back toward the RV park. She walked pressed into my side with her arm around my waist and mine over her shoulders. "Tell me about my baby," I said. "What's going on in your life?"
Mari was an athlete. She had just graduated from high school. I felt really bad that I had missed her graduation. She had a volleyball scholarship to SMU and she badly wanted to go there. She didn't know how she was going to afford it. The scholarship only paid about half of her tuition. The school was trying to talk her into getting student loans to cover the rest, but she was very skeptical about graduating owing nearly $100,000. Once again, that made me feel like a rotten father. I was going to have to make some moves. I had a while, so I didn't say anything yet. It was easy to tell by the way she moved that she was athletic. That long, slender body just moved like a cat. She liked music and played in the school band. She played sax and flute. She loved dogs and didn't have a boyfriend.
She looked up at me with doubtful eyes. "I've been kind of bad this year, Dad. My grades weren't that good and I've been... doing some stuff. Are you mad at me?"
"No, baby," I told her. "What kind of stuff?"
"I don't want to tell you," she said. "I'm afraid."
"I think it's important that we start being honest with each other," I told her. "You tell me something you think I won't like and I'll tell you something you will like. Deal?"
She stopped walking and looked in my eyes for a long moment. She nodded. "I've been smoking weed," she half whispered. She searched my face, looking for some sign.
"Is that legal?" I asked.
"No, I'm too young and it hasn't been legalized yet in Louisiana," she said. "Allie hates it. I do too, really, but I've just been feeling so rotten and so sad. I haven't done it since Allie told me she found you and that you would let me come and be with you. I won't do it anymore. Will you let me stay with you, Dad? I won't feel like that if you let me stay with you." She was clinging to me now. "I hate Mom, Dad. I can't stand to be around her. She's the one that caused all of this. I know she's sorry and she's tried really hard to make it up to Allie and me, but I hate what she did. She nearly cost us the chance for you to love us and I don't want to live with her. I'll do anything if you let me stay with you. I'll work and take care of you. I won't go to school."
"No, Marisol," I told her. "You don't need to do that. You're an adult. You can live anywhere you want to. You can stay with me as long as you want to, but I'm going back. I made a terrible mistake when I left. I'm going to fix that as much as I can. I want my girls to have a father in their lives. If you decide to go and play volleyball, I'll move to Dallas to be with you. Is that where you want to go?"
"No, I don't give a damn about that," she said. "I would rather have a life than play volleyball. I want to go to LSU with Allie, but they didn't offer me a scholarship. I'm not sure either one of us can afford to go there."
"You can afford to go to Harvard if you want to," I told her. "I'll pay for both of you to go anywhere you want to."
She looked up at me, her eyes shining. "Really, Daddy? Thank you! Is that the thing you were going to tell me?"
"No, I was going to tell you that I love you and I'm sorry for not being at your graduation," I said.
We arrived at the RV and she pulled me inside. She kissed me on both cheeks and hugged me until I couldn't breathe. "It's okay," she whispered. "You'll be at everything else for the rest of your life."
We got to know each other over the next two months, and by the time I got my work obligations wrapped up it was as if the last five years had never happened. Andrew was in Europe and Allie came to stay with us again as we got ready to go back east. She decided she wanted to go along for the road trip. Mari was a changed girl. The dark, weird makeup was gone and she was just the most gorgeous girl under that Goth look. She discarded the weird pants and wore shorts like a normal girl. Allie was very pleased with the transformation and they got along just like I remembered. They fought like hornets, but it didn't last five minutes. They never had a cross word for me.
We had long talks, and they were ruthless in exploring my feelings. I laughed and cried more in three months than I had in the last five years. We talked out our problems and I think we completely understood each other. I loved them without reserve and they showed me every day that they felt the same way about me.
They probed me relentlessly about Gwen and my mother. I didn't want to talk about it, but they were like water rushing downhill and they held me while I poured out my anguish, fear and anger. It was like going to a therapist that had this bottomless love for the client, a boundless sympathy and care. They told me about the changes in their mother and grandmother: how they were devastated and the smoldering wreckage I had left behind. They talked for hours and it was healing and cathartic. I came to terms with my anger and pain, realizing that it hurt me as much as the objects of my wrath. I actually began to let go of all that rage and began feeling hopeful about the future.
I began to realize how lucky I was to have those amazing girls, how hard they'd worked to rescue me from my self-imposed exile and how lonely I'd been. There was a determination building within me to go back, face my demons and try to build a future for myself and the people I loved. I knew I was still in love with my wife, helplessly, and I had thought, hopelessly. My girls gave me hope. If I could mend things with them, was it not possible to mend the same fences with Gwen and my mother? Mom would be a bitter pill to swallow, but she was my mother. Until that final betrayal, she had never been anything but the most amazing woman I'd ever known. She made a horrible mistake. It was worse than that, but I had feet of clay myself. How could I continue to hold her in contempt? Life became brighter and I felt as I had shed a crippling burden that had been resting on my shoulders like Atlas, bearing the weight of the world.
Unfortunately, I got the bed where the table folded up and my old bones complained every morning. The sight of two beautiful, sleepy girls stretching like kittens and looking for a cup of coffee was worth it. As we got farther east, I got tenser. The girls sensed my growing unease and they reassured me constantly. It was impossible to be tense with one of them sitting on my lap. They refused to sit down and buckle their seat belts while we were traveling. One of them was always standing behind my seat, arms around my neck and whispering in my ear. By the time we got to Baton Rouge, I felt like I was going to have a heart attack at any moment.
We pulled into the RV park and got set up. The girls had been feeling out their mother and they were confident that she didn't have any nasty surprises in store for us. I wasn't so sure. The girls set up a meeting. They would go inside, check the situation out and I would scout around outside. The place they chose was a Starbucks. It had a large parking lot and was somewhat isolated from the nearby buildings. The girls went in and I checked out the parking lot. There was a police car in the parking lot behind the building. There was no one in it and I assumed they must be waiting for me inside. I went across the way to a bookstore in the strip mall and texted Mari.
"It's a setup," I told her. "The police are here. She's going to have me arrested."
After a few minutes she texted me back. "It's just a coincidence. I confronted Mom and she went into a panic. The police officer was just getting a cup of coffee and a muffin. She's gone now."
I checked, and sure enough, I saw the patrol car pull out onto the street. I felt foolish, but very frightened nonetheless. I couldn't bring myself to cross that parking lot. After a bit, my phone vibrated. It was Allie. "Where are you?"
I couldn't get my fingers to press the buttons of my phone. Mari came outside and looked around. I couldn't just let my baby girl stand there looking for me. My feet felt embedded in the concrete but I managed to make them carry me across the lot. Mari saw me coming and ran to me. I was shaking like a leaf and my knees felt like they were going to give way. I could see the concern in her eyes when she got close. I suppose she must have felt like I was either going to collapse or back out and walk away.
She hugged me and held my hand. "It's okay, Daddy. Mom is crying but it's okay. She knew you saw the police officer and thought she brought them. She was afraid you'd left. Come on, we won't let anything happen to you."
We went in with her pulling at my hand and I saw Gwen and Allicent sitting at a tall table. I froze. She was still as breathtaking as the first time I saw her. I was a senior and she was a sophomore. She was friends with my A&P lab partner. We were comparing notes at the ice cream shop when I looked up and saw this vision crossing the floor toward us. Dark tan, flashing white teeth in a gorgeous smile, long very light blonde hair, almost white, swinging just below her butt, and a body to die for. She was tall and slender and curved in all the right places. Her breasts were just jaw-dropping, high, firm and just right for her frame. I would have guessed a large c-cup, but who knows about that without checking? I would have happily checked.
Marlie, my lab partner, noticed me staring and giggled. "Close your mouth, Caine. You're embarrassing yourself and me. I'll introduce you." I don't remember what I said during the fifteen minutes Gwen sat with us but I wound up with her phone number, somehow. I was useless as a study partner after that and Marlie sent me off to my apartment with her mockery burning in my ears.
It took me a week to call her. It wasn't that I was shy or backward, I was just busy. I was doing an internship and trying to make grades and I was just busy. I hit a lull and gave her a call. I asked her to go out and she agreed. I'd been in relationships before. I had dated the same girl all through high school. I was popular, all-state defensive end on the football team, state champion twice at discus and a second string power forward on the basketball team. I was basketball homecoming king and prom king, too, my senior year. My girlfriend and I had a misunderstanding about halfway through our senior year and it didn't improve with time. She wrecked my car while driving drunk one night and that was it. I loved that car and despised people that drove drunk.
I fixed the car but that relationship couldn't be fixed. I dated other girls, slept with a few of them and then off to college. There was nothing serious until Gwen. I did the usual college thing and there were always willing girls around. That all came to a screeching halt after my first date with her. In a month, we were exclusive. We dated for six months before I managed to get her in my bed. The first time I made her come, she was mine.
We had taken in a movie early and went out to Buffalo Wild Wings for a late dinner. I asked her if she wanted to go to a club for a little bit. She did and we went to one some guys had been telling me about. The dance floor was pretty busy and we had a couple of drinks. She didn't drink much and I could tell she was getting a buzz. They started up a song she loved and she pulled me to my feet and out on the dance floor. I sort of have two left feet, but she was spectacular. That lithe body bent and swayed in ways that were unbelievable and she was very much a creature of the night. Every man in eyesight was checking her out and a lot of the women, too. The song ended and they struck up a slow number.
This was more my game and I pulled her in. She was all over me, that tight amazing body melted into me and the scent of her was intoxicating. Some dipshit tried to cut in and she killed him with a look. "I'm with him," was all she said before burying her face in my chest. I was starting to get aroused and she obviously felt it. One leg moved between mine and she rubbed herself against my growing excitement, her face flushed and her beautiful blue eyes shining. She shook that curtain of hair back, white in the blue lights and rubbed herself on my thigh. She raised her face to mine and I claimed her luscious lips. We kissed deeply and her tongue was a live thing, flicking my lips and wrestling with my own.
"Take me home," she whispered.
"Home," turned out to be my apartment. When I turned onto the way back to her dorm, she shook her head. "Your place," she said. Her seatbelt came open and she leaned over the console, kissing my cheek and her hand running down my chest, opening my pants and slipping inside. She leaned down and took me in the incredible heat of her mouth, nearly causing me to hit a fireplug.
"Jesus, Gwen," I moaned. "You're going to kill us both."
She didn't answer, just exerted an incredible suction as she bobbed her head, bringing me to the edge of an explosion. I pulled over just in time as cum exploded into her hungry mouth. My fingers tangled in the curtain of hair covering us and I groaned as the agonizing pleasure swept through my body. She kept going until the pleasure began to turn to pain and I pulled her up. She looked at me, a glob of cum on her cheek; just a messy angel, and she caught it on her finger. She sucked it off and audibly swallowed. It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen.
I pulled her face to mine as she resisted. "No, Caine, I need to rinse my mouth out before you kiss me," she protested.
"I'll kiss that mouth any time I want to," I told her. "It's my mouth, those are my lips and I want to kiss them." I pulled her in and showed her how much I loved her. When we got to my place, I buttoned my pants and we got out. She was unzipping and unbuttoning while I fumbled with the key before we ever got to the door.
She just attacked me once we got inside. "Whoa, tiger," I scooped her up in my arms and carried her into the bedroom. "Let's make this comfortable." I dumped her on the bed and she bounced giggling to the middle. She was pulling that little dress over her head and working on her bra by the time I was down to my briefs. The yellow lace fell away and my breath caught in my throat. The most perfect tits I had ever seen in the flesh pushed their way out and she gave the little scrap of cloth a twirl and flung it away. There lay my goddess, clad in the tiniest of panties that matched the discarded bra, driving my heart rate over the moon. God, she was gorgeous and sexy.
I looked in her eyes and she crinkled her cute little nose with that sprinkling of freckles at me. My eyes were irresistibly drawn to those breasts. They were incredibly beautiful. She obviously tanned topless, because they were the same golden color as the rest of her. She had brownish areolae and they were small and puffed up a little. Her nipples were hard little bullets, just a shade pinker, and I couldn't wait another second. I jumped up beside her and took that smoldering hotness into my arms. Our lips locked together and her little pointed tongue came out to play. I nibbled on her earlobes and tickled the little hollow behind them with my tongue. She shivered and moaned.
As I nibbled and kissed my way down her long, graceful neck she began a slow, writhing motion under me, sliding against the sheets. She gasped when I reached her breasts, and when I took her nipple into my mouth she went wild, pulling my head toward the firm mound and crying out her passion. Incredibly, she was having an orgasm from me sucking on that delicious little nipple. I found the other and she continued to pulse for a moment before pushing my head up and holding my face in her palms.



"Caine Stockman, do you love me?" Her eyes were locked to mine, searching my soul.
"Gwen Davis, with all my heart," I told her.
She seemed satisfied and she pulled my head back down to the little rubbery nipple. I never wanted to leave them. I don't know how long I spent, just reveling in those amazing tits, squeezing them and testing their resilience with my fingers, stretching her nipples between my lips and letting them pop back. She grew impatient after a while.
"Caine, you can play with my boobs as much as you want to as long as you want to, but I'm burning up here," she giggled.
I reluctantly left them behind and found more treasures below. Tiny, fine white hairs on her smooth golden belly were like a dusting of starlight over ridged muscle. Her navel was a small, deep indention that I teased with my tongue. Her writhing motion became more pronounced when I slid down and parted her thighs, nibbling on the soft skin over iron muscles. I let her feel my teeth and she gave a little moan. When I grasped the waistband of her panties she raised her hips and let me slide them down and off over her cute little feet.
There it was, the most maddening sight I'd ever seen. She just had this wispy, fine, white/blonde patch in the shape of an arrowhead pointing down to the treasure below. Her pussy was as bare as a baby and just as soft when I caressed it with my fingertips. She jerked when I made contact with the outer lips and her movement never stopped. I blew hot breath over them and she shivered and moaned. As I nibbled upward toward nirvana, I could feel a slight trembling in her thighs that grew more pronounced as I teased the pink inner lips with my tongue. There was a flood of moisture as I opened up her lips and plunged my tongue into her. Her hips began coital motions and she was moaning and twisting her head from side to side.
Her clitoris was a little pink button that expanded and grew as I teased its protective hood. Its head emerged and I tickled it. Gwen cried out sharply and her hips bucked upward. The trembling grew very strong and she arched upward seeking more contact. I sucked the little nub into my lips and tormented it with the stiff tip of my tongue. She exploded into motion, all her trembling and tension draining as she came with a frightening intensity. She groaned and shook and moved until I couldn't keep her in my mouth. I rubbed her with my fingers and she continued to spasm for what seemed like minutes before her motions turned to efforts to escape my stimulation.
I slid back up and her lips were all over my face, heedless of her juices covering much of it. "Jesus Christ, Caine, I never knew... I can't believe... God, I'm so in love with you!" She cried a little and laughed a little. When she felt my erection against her moistness, she stiffened and then thrust against me.
"Do I need a condom?" I asked her.
"No, I've been getting ready for a month," she said. "Promise me you love me, Caine. Promise me you aren't going to fuck me and then leave me. Promise me that you'll never leave me."
"I won't leave you, baby," I told her. "I'm yours as long as you'll have me. I do love you and I promise you I'm not going to love you and leave you. I'm not that kind of guy. You should know that by now."
"I do," she whispered. "That's why I'm giving myself to you. I just have to be sure."
I nodded and she pressed herself against me with her whole body, those dramatic breasts hard and so soft under my chest. My cock slid between lips that clasped me in volcanic heat and she hissed and struggled to stop me.
"Wait, Caine!" she exclaimed. "Slow, baby, I've never had anything inside me before. You're stuck on something and it hurts!"
My God, the beautiful thing under me was really untouched! I eased back and forth between her lips and she grew ever wetter. That barrier was there and I pushed gently against it, just knocking softly on the door. She winced each time and there were tears in her eyes. The barrier weakened under my assault and I don't know if it pushed aside or tore but there was a sensation of popping and my head was inside. She gasped and her hands fluttered against my chest.
"Just stay there for a minute," she breathed. "God that hurt, Caine, let me rest a minute."
I leaned down and claimed her lips. We kissed passionately for minutes and when she broke the kiss, she arched her back up at me. "Suck my nipples," she said.
I was happy to take those puffy little bullets between my lips and she moaned. After a few minutes of that, I felt her hips move and I slid deeper inside her. She winced again and we rested. The whole process must have taken ten minutes but finally I was fully inside her. I had wondered if she would be able to take me. We moved together, me fully embedded inside her incredible tightness and heat, rolling our hips against each other until she was moaning in need.
"Take me now, Caine," she whispered. "I'm ready."
She came explosively in about three minutes and again about two minutes later. After that, it was a continuous chain until she wept and pleaded with me to stop. I let her rest and compose herself and when her breathing slowed, I flipped her over and mounted her from behind, straddling her legs and slipping deeply into her. She groaned at this new intrusion and I began to grind against her.
She raised her head and groaned again, her neck corded with tendons standing out as she went off.
"Fuck, Caine!" came her guttural groan. "Oh, my God, oh my God, oh my God, baby! It's so deep, so hard! Oh, my God!" her voice rose to a scream. I continued to pound into her and she sobbed out her ecstasy, thrashing her head, screaming as her orgasms washed over her again and again. The sound of this woman I loved lost in a primal daze of pleasure, giving tongue to the passion sweeping her, sent me over the edge, and I came into that incredible pussy, my own body spasming in climax until I was drained.
I withdrew and rolled her to face me, collapsing down on her and kissing all over that beautiful face. I wrapped my arms around her and rolled us to our sides, holding her tightly. She was sobbing and nearly hysterical.
"It's okay, baby," I stroked her hair and pressed my lips to her forehead. "It's okay."
"No, Caine, it's not," she sobbed. "I lost myself and I'll never be the same. You took me and I never... I don't... I can't believe you did that to me. I'm so in love with you and I'm so afraid. I'll never be able to live without you now. Please don't leave me, Caine. You've made me..." her voice trailed off into sobs.
"I'll never leave you, Gwen," I told her. "I'm just in awe of you and I'll keep you as long as you'll have me. I love you with all my heart."
She clung to me and we whispered and stroked each other until we drifted off, that curtain of white blonde hair covering us like a blanket.
*****
I stood inside the door of that Starbucks. She was jaw dropping, cock hardening, gorgeous. Her eyes locked with mine and she burst into tears. Mari tugged on my arm and I walked over to the table and sat down. Mari sat beside me with her arm around me and Allie held an identical position with her mother.
"Mom, stop crying and talk to Dad," Allie told her.
"I... I'm sorry," Gwen managed to choke out. "I didn't mean to embarrass you. I'll stop. I just never thought I'd have the chance... never thought..." she began to cry harder.
"This isn't going to work," Mari declared. "We need to get out of here before they kick us out. Mom, come with us." She pulled me toward the door and Allie and Gwen followed us. We crossed the parking lot to the RV and went inside. Allie put her mother in the bathroom and pressed a cold washcloth over her face. After wringing it out several times and reapplying it, she led Gwen back to the table where Mari and I were sitting.
"Mom, don't you have something to say to Dad?" Marisol asked her.
"Yes, I'm so glad to see you, Caine. I have been so worried that something bad had happened to you," she began.
"Well, something bad did happen," I said. "I don't know what your definition of bad is. I'm alive and reasonably healthy, there hasn't been a nuclear war and the economy hasn't collapsed. Other than the odd finding out that my wife is a slut and that my family thought that was okay, I guess things have been just peachy."
All three of them burst into tears. "Dad, this isn't helping anything," Mari said. "I know how you must feel and that you're hurting, but do you have to say things like that? Let's try to be a little less negative here, okay?"
They had to make another trip to the bathroom to get Gwen composed again. When they came back she was still crying, but she could talk.
"Caine, I'm so sorry for everything I did and said. It was inexcusable," she managed to get out. "I know I fucked everything up. I didn't mean to do it, but I did. Nothing that happened was your fault. I'm so, so sorry and I'll do anything to make it right."
"Yes, I understand you're sorry," I said. "So am I. So are Allicent and Marisol. Everyone is sorry. So we just wave the magic sorry wand and everything goes away?"
"Daddy, of course not," Allie said. "What happened in the last hour? Did the Daddy that loved us go away and this ogre move into your body? Do you hate Mari and me again all of a sudden?"
"No, I never hated you, Allie," I told her. "I'm just nervous as hell, pissed off beyond belief and having the second shittiest day of my life. Do you understand?"
"Yes, I do, at least," Mari said. She climbed up onto my lap and hugged my head to her chest. "Allie?" her eyebrow went up.
Allie scooted around the table and hugged me from the side. "I'm sorry, Daddy," she said. "I know how you must feel. Just let Mom talk, okay?"
It was impossible for me to maintain my anger with my two babies loving on me like that. "Okay," I said, "If you two stay just like this I'll be calm."
"Thank you, Caine," Gwen sniffed. "I need to tell you some things. When we talked, just before you left, everything seemed okay. I know I felt okay. We missed you like hell, Caine. I never knew it would be so hard. You know I worship the ground you walk on. The girls do, too. You've always been the center of our lives. Everything revolved around you. Then you were gone and everything just went to hell. Do you remember that we'd never spent more than one night away from each other the whole time we'd been married? We never went more than three nights without making love since the first time we slept together. We made love five or six times a week. I was addicted to you, Caine."
"Yeah, so much so that in three months..." I trailed off. "Sorry, I wasn't supposed to... It isn't my turn."
"It didn't take three days," Gwen said. "I was like a cat in heat. I was going nuts. I wore out so many batteries on the toy you gave me I got rechargeable ones. Then my car broke down. The garbage disposal broke. Mari got pneumonia. We couldn't even call you, Caine. We had no idea where you were or how to get in touch with you. I'm not making excuses I'm just telling you what happened. Coach Ramsey helped us. I know now he was just a pussy hound, but then I thought he was a super nice guy."
"Yeah, he's a real charmer," I said. "Sorry, go on."
"You aren't going to like this," Gwen said.
"Well, I pretty much haven't liked anything for the last five years, so let me have it," I growled.
Gwen sobbed for a few minutes. "I went to talk to your mom," she said. "I was desperate. She helped me. She stayed in the hospital with Mari, she picked up Allie for her music lessons and she told me I should go out to dinner with Ramsey. Just enjoy myself for one night. I did. On Friday for three weeks, we went out to dinner. I... I'm so ashamed, Caine. I don't want to tell you. I... had too much to drink. I was stupid. I got drunk as hell and the next thing I knew I was waking up Saturday morning at the Holiday Inn, naked with him in bed. I don't even remember what we did, but I knew we had sex. I even know why I did it. I felt awful. I was miserable and I locked myself in the bathroom until he left. I cried for three days. Then... then your mom came over again. She told me that I hadn't hurt you. You would never know. You weren't there and I wasn't taking anything away from you. I rationalized it in my mind that she was right. I knew she wasn't and that I was really a piece of shit for doing what I did, but I did it again the next Friday night. I did it for three times and then I couldn't live with myself any longer. I still can't believe you caught me during those three weeks. By the time you came home it had been over for months." She was crying hysterically again.
Allie took her off and got her cleaned up again. When they came back this time, she didn't sit down. Allie took up her place at my side and Gwen knelt on the floor at my feet with her hands on my knees.
"I never was with him again, Caine, I swear to God. I told Allie and Mari. I told them the lies your mother told me. I made them feel sorry for me and for themselves. I was despicable and wretched and I've paid. God, how I've paid, Caine. I can't stand any more of this tonight. I need to go home and take a pill and rest. I just have one more thing to say. Please don't punish me anymore, Caine. I don't think I can stand anymore. I'd love to talk to you again, but if you're going to punish me, just let me go. Tell me and I'll... I'll just go away."
"So what was your plan?" I asked her. "Were you going to tell me or just cover it up and let me go on believing I had a faithful, loving wife?"
"I wasn't going to tell you," she said. "I knew I'd lose you if I did. I knew you would be so hurt that you wouldn't ever forgive me so I was just going to be the most loving wife, the best mother in the history of the world and spend the rest of my life making it up to you." Her voice was just a whisper. "Then I gave you that line of bullshit when I found out you knew. I was desperate, Caine. I knew how badly I'd fucked up and I just tried to bluff my way through. I'll go now."
She rose to her feet and we followed her to the door and outside. The girls stayed, pressed hard against my side and we watched her walk away. She looked so little and broken and alone, and my heart was breaking. "Dad," Mari hissed at me.
I was startled out of my trance. "Gwendolyn," I called. She stopped and looked back. Her eyes were red and puffy and that hair swung around her in the way that had always just taken my breath away. I held out my arms to her. A look of disbelief crossed her gorgeous features and then hope sprang up in dead eyes. She hesitated, then flew back across the lot toward us, throwing herself into my arms and sobbing out the anguish of her soul. "I love you, Caine, I'm so sorry, I'm so sorry," the words and sobbing poured out of her like water and those amazing breasts were pressed into my chest. I held her tightly and I felt the tears and heartache ebbing from my own overwrought emotions.
When I looked up, Allicent and Marisol were gone and I led Gwen up the steps and into the back of the RV. We tore off our clothes and I took my wife, again and again through the night we turned to each other and claimed what was ours.
I woke up the next morning with her luscious lips wrapped around my cock and when she saw I was awake she mounted me, wincing in pain as my sore cock sank into her sore, wet pussy. We slept again and I woke up to afternoon sun streaming in. Gwen was getting up, groaning at sore, atrophied muscles and other things.
"God, Caine, I feel like I'm a hundred years old," she told me.
I laughed. "Well, you look like you're thirty," I told her. "Help me up, baby."
Her laughter was like diamonds sprinkling down as she pulled me to my feet. "Do you think we can both fit into that shower?" she speculated.
"How about you go first and I'll make coffee," I chuckled.
She pressed that glorious naked body against me and scorched me with a kiss. She took my face between her long, slender fingers and pressed her cute little nose to my big beak. "Thank you, Caine," she whispered. "I know everything isn't fixed, but thank you."
I nodded and she went off to the shower. After we were both human, we sat around and drank coffee. She had put on one of my old button-up shirts and she was about the sexiest thing I had ever seen. She was lying in my lap when the door opened and Allie and Mari climbed in, carrying Subway bags and a carton of cream ale.
They laughed with delight when they saw the state of their mother's undress and we ate together, all my girls touching me and loving on me. After lunch, the girls drove their mother's car and we followed them to their duplex. I parked the RV in the driveway and we got the utilities hooked up. I cooked dinner and we sat under the awning, drinking wine and talking.
At the time, I had no idea in the world where this was all going to wind up, but I was willing to play it by ear. Andrew came by after a while and he and Allie went off somewhere. Some girls came and got Mari and they went to see a movie, leaving Gwen and me in a comfortable vacuum. She took me inside the house and we lounged on her sofa.
She looked up at me with those impossibly blue pools of her eyes. "What are we going to do, Caine?" she asked. "Where do we go from here?"
"I have absolutely no idea," I said. "Are we learning to be friends? What do you want, Gwen?"
"I'd like to be friends," she said. "Maybe we could be those friends with benefits everyone talks about. What do you want, Caine?"
"I want to be a part of my girls' life again," I said. "I've almost forgotten how to be a father." I could feel pain and bitterness swelling up inside me. She looked at me with the most horrified expression imaginable. She burst out crying and jumped up, running into her bedroom and closing the door behind her. I was stunned. I really didn't know what to do. I could hear water running and after a while, I got up and went outside. I got a beer out of the refrigerator in the RV and sat on the sofa. I put my feet up on the table and just mulled my thoughts over in my mind. I felt numb, like my brain had molasses in the gears. After about twenty minutes, there was a timid knock at the door. When I opened it, Gwen was standing there. She looked up at me and wrung her hands. She looked pitiful and scared.
"Can I come in?" her voice trembled.
I stood aside and she climbed the steps. She looked around nervously. "Can I have one of those?"
I got her one and pried off the cap. I went back and sat down and she came and sat by me. We didn't say anything and after a bit she put her legs up on the table on top of mine. I patted her thigh and she sighed.
"I'm sorry, Caine. When you said that I just realized that there was one more thing I had fucked up. Our girls worship the ground you walk on. They always did and I just twisted them. I cost them five years of the most important time they had with the man they loved and needed more than anything on earth. I've known that, intellectually, for a long time. I guess when you said that, it just came home to me that I'd cost you that, too. I realized that with all the changes I've made and everything I can ever do, I can never make that up to you or them. I think Mari hates me, Caine."
Her voice caught in a sob and I felt awful for her. "No, she doesn't," I said. "She loves you. She was very angry and hurt, but she's getting better every day. It may take a while, but they have both told me how much you've changed."
"She wants to live with you," she choked out. "I've lost her, Caine, just like I lost you."
"That's not true," I protested. "Just give her some space. She isn't going to live with me in here." I waved my hands around. "I do need to get a place. If I'm going to hang around, I can't live in a motor home and have a family. Likely the girls will want to stay with me some." I looked at her. "Maybe you'll want to stay with me some."



Her eyes shot to mine. "Caine, what are you doing? If you're just playing with me, don't you see that I can't... I..." she couldn't go on.
"I'm not a monster," I stroked the legs on top of mine. "I'm not playing with you, Gwen."
"Don't get my hopes up and then hurt me," she pleaded. "I can't stand that, Caine. I'm weak and broken. It will kill me. If you just want to be friends, we can do that. You can have me any time you want me. I'll always be available to you. I can't take any more pain. Don't make me love you and then hurt me. I think it will make me lose my mind. I know it's all my fault, but just seeing you and knowing what I threw away will drive me mad, if you aren't going to love me back."
"I understand," I told her. "Let's just sit here, talk about our kids, your job; you know, things friends talk about."
"I'd like that," she smiled up at me. "Caine, let's go fishing Saturday."
"You hate fishing," I laughed. "It always bugged the hell out of you that I went."
"I did hate fishing," she grinned at me. "I needed something to do. I remembered how much you liked it, and I decided to give it a try. Do you remember Mitchell Thomas? He has a big spring on his place. It runs out into a little creek. I started stocking it with trout about a year after... after..." her voice trailed away.
"Go on," I said, "a year after you fucked the dipshit and I bailed on my family."
Her voice had a little tremble. "Yes, a year after that. I wanted... I wanted to do something special for you for when... for when you came back. They're cutthroats, Caine. They don't have them anywhere else in the state."
I was touched. She'd gone to a lot of trouble to do something nice for me. Especially considering she was broke. "Thanks, Gwen, that's amazing that you'd do that."
"I learned to fly fish," she looked up at me shyly. "I've spent a lot of time out there. I can think, and I think about where I am in my life and where I want to be. Some of the older fish are getting pretty big."
"I don't have any tackle," I told her.
"I got you a split bamboo rod and a Nautilus reel," she said. "It's a five weight. I've been waiting to give it to you for three years."
I could feel my eyes getting moist. "I'd love to go fishing with you," I told her. "Thank you Gwen. I don't know what to say."
"You don't have to say anything," she smiled. "They bite best at sunup. I'll fix us a lunch and we can stay as long as we want to."
She finished her beer and got up. I walked her to the door and she kissed my cheek. She started to say something, but changed her mind and went in the house.
My emotions were in turmoil and it took me a while to get to sleep. I heard the girls come in and finally drifted off. Someone was knocking on the door when I woke up. It opened and Gwen stuck her head in. It was still dark outside.
"Wake up, lazy," she said. "The fishies await."
I groaned and crawled out of bed. It took me a bit to become human. I finally dragged my ass outside and got in her car. I don't know what time she got up but she had made homemade biscuits. There was scrambled egg, sausage and cheese on them and it was way better than anything you can get at any fast food place. She had two thermoses of coffee, too. One was for her with some kind of those awful creamers she likes and one was black for me. I poured us cups and we drove the twenty miles or so out to Mitchell's place.
I couldn't believe what I saw. Gwen had gone to a tremendous amount of work. She had created pools in the creek and done a bunch of dirt work. Three cross ties stacked up to form little dams and the water ran over them. Long, dark shapes swam in the pools and it was beautiful.
"The biggest ones are in the spring hole," she said. "I don't fish for them very often. Let's start there. You can only catch one of them, Caine. They're kind of my babies and I've been saving them for you. I feed them and they're big and fat. I'll catch one, too, and then we'll save the rest of them for other times. We can catch as many of the smaller ones as we want to. They're reproducing, Caine. There are little bitty guys, too."
I could tell she was proud of what she'd done. It was impressive. She had almost built a monument to me. "How long have you been working on this?" I asked.
"Four years," she said. "Do you like it?"
"I love it," I told her.
She walked up the creek toward the source and the sun burst over the treetops. I watched her, stunned again at how beautiful she was. Her hair floated behind her, a white gold mane in the morning sun. She had on a white t-shirt, khaki shorts and short leather lace-up hiking boots. She stopped and looked back at me quizzically. "Is something wrong?" she asked.
"No, I had just forgotten how beautiful you are," I said.
She smiled and gave her butt a sexy little wiggle. "The fish won't catch themselves," she said.
I walked to her and took her hand. We ambled through the deep grass to the spring pool and took our rods out of the tubes, attaching the reels and threading the line. She was fishing a dry fly and I put on a streamer. "You go first," I said.
She kept a low profile as she approached the water and made a few false casts before landing her fly near an overhanging bush. It drifted for a moment and she stripped a little line, making a small twitch on the placid surface. It erupted and a long, heavy bodied fish leaped two feet into the air, shaking and flipping in midair in an attempt to shake the pesky hook in its mouth. She played it expertly and it made several long runs and deep dives before she subdued it. She removed the hook and held it up. "Isn't it beautiful?" she asked.
It was, and she was. "It's a beautiful fish," I said.
She crinkled that cute little nose. "Your turn," she said.
I was a little rusty, but I got the swing back after a bit. I had made three casts before it felt like a bulldog hit my streamer. The big fish jumped a half dozen times before I got it landed. We admired it and it slipped back into the cold water. We fished the pools and caught fish all morning, all the way from three or four pounds down to little eight-inchers. She went back to the car and came back with a basket and a couple of blankets.
We sat in the shade under a tree and she unpacked lunch. While we were getting ready to eat, Mitchell's old truck came rumbling up and we talked for a while. After he left, I leaned back against the tree trunk and Gwen came and sat between my legs, leaning back against me while we ate. She had bottles of iced tea and we relaxed for a while. She leaned back and looked up at me with a shy smile. I wrapped my arms around her and just held her. The scent of her hair, so familiar, and the feel of her warm body against me caused stirrings.
I slid my hand up under her shirt and stroked the silky skin of her belly. It was as flat as ever and even more muscles ridged it. She shifted against me. "Would you like to fuck me, Caine?" she whispered.
"Oh, yeah," I growled. "You think Mitchell will come back?"
"I don't care, I want you," she said. She pulled her shirt over her head and her breasts were beautifully and gloriously bare underneath. She lay on her back and opened her shorts, pushing them and her panties down over her boots. I was frantically stripping and I moved over her. She grabbed my cock and pulled me into her dripping pussy. "We can play later," she whispered. "I need this big cock in me now!"
We didn't last ten minutes. We lay naked, boots still on, and caught our breath. "God, I needed that," she gasped.
I petted her, running my hands over those spectacular breasts and down over her golden body. She was so beautiful she made my brain ache. She rolled over on top of me and rested her cheek on my chest. I toyed with a few wisps of her hair.
"Why, Gwen?" I asked her. "I'm not trying to upset you. I'm not mad anymore, I just want to understand. Why did you do it?"
She didn't say anything for a while, then she kissed my nipples and propped herself up on my chest so she could look in my face. "That's what I asked myself for a long time," she said. "I finally figured it out. I was selfish and willful and childish, Caine. I was angry with you. I know I agreed to you going, but I wasn't happy about it. I didn't feel like I could object. I didn't have any good reason to object, but I didn't want you to go. I knew, I thought I knew, that you would be upset with me if I said anything. I just felt powerless and angry that you left me alone like that. Everything that happened just made me angrier. It all just built up until that night at dinner. I got as drunk as hell and just lashed out. I wanted to hurt you because I was hurting. It wasn't your fault. I should have just told you, but I was childish and stupid. I just did it."
"Was it that good?" I asked her. "Was he some kind of super stud with a foot long dick?"
Her face looked stricken. "No, God, no! It wasn't like that at all. To tell you the truth, he was a good bit smaller than you are. I had to get drunk every time. I don't even remember very much about it except that it didn't last long, I never even got a chance to come and he was done. Caine, you're a dream lover. It had nothing to do with that. You were always more than enough for me; you know that. You've always made me come like a bomb. It wasn't about the sex; it was about power and me hurting you even if you never found out. I'm so sorry. I was so stupid and such an idiot. I've tried very hard to make sure I never, ever find myself like that again. It's been five years, Caine. I'm a healthy girl, but I've never even thought about another man. Ask the girls."
"They told me," I said. "Whatever happened to Dickwad?"
"I have no idea," she said. "The school fired us both. We had morals clauses in our contracts. His wife divorced him; I know that. He went away somewhere. I doubt he could ever get another job teaching with something like that on his record. Do you want to find him and fuck him up or something?"
I laughed. "No, if I saw him on the street, maybe. I don't give a damn about him. I was just curious."
"He called me a couple of times," she said. "I hung up when I heard his voice and he quit trying."
"Any men you're interested in?" I asked.
"There's a guy at work that's been asking me out for a year," she said. "I've told him that I'm not interested. Actually, there are a lot of guys that ask me out, but I'm not interested. I've been too sad lately, and before that, I hoped you'd come... I hoped you'd come back to me," she cried a little.
"Is the guy bothering you?" I asked her.
"Yeah, kinda," she said. "Will you kick his ass for me, Caine?"
I laughed again. "That's my job, kicking ass and taking names."
She laughed. "I was just kidding. I know how to handle that sort of thing. I'm quite a kick boxer, did you know that?"
"No, the girls told me you work out a lot," I said. "Is that what you do?"
"Sometimes," she said. "Mostly I lift and do cardio. You've stayed in shape."
"Just hard work," I told her.
"We should get dressed," she said but she didn't move.
"No, I want you again," I told her. I slid down and kissed my way down her glorious body to the juncture of her thighs. She protested and tried to pull me back up.
"Nooo, Caine, I'm messy!" I didn't care. I had to have that beautiful pussy in my mouth, tease that little pink nub with my tongue. She was nearly coming by the time I touched her clit and she exploded in minutes.
"Get me hard," I said.
She slid down and engulfed me, and we made love, slow and sweet, for nearly an hour. Her cry of completion rang again and again in the still afternoon air and we lay on the blanket for a while.
"What are we going to do, Caine," she asked.
"I don't know," I said. "Start over, I guess. Gwen, will you go out with me Friday night?"
A tear trickled down her cheek. "Yes, Caine, I will. Friday night, Saturday night, every night you want to be with me for the rest of our lives."
We packed up our stuff and walked back to her car. I took a look at it. It was at least ten years old and it wasn't nice when it was new. It was just one of those box shaped imports. It had a little body damage and a little rust going on.
"Why are you driving a car like this?" I asked her.
She looked daggers at me. "Who the hell do you think you are? I'm driving it because it's reliable and it's what I can afford. I'm not rich, Caine. Jesus Christ, you just don't get it."
I was a little taken aback. I just stared at her and a slow grin built on her face. "It is kind of a piece of shit, isn't it?" she chuckled. "It runs good though. I'm trying to save money to buy the girls a car."
Now I felt like a piece of shit. "Sorry, Gwen," I apologized. "I wasn't thinking. I was mean as hell, wasn't I? We'll work something out about money. I know I owe you big time."
"You don't owe me anything," she said. "I'm the one that screwed everything up."
We drove back and there was a strange car in her driveway. "Who's that?" I asked.
"It's your Dad's car," she said.
Well shit, this sucked. "What's he doing here?" I asked her.
"He comes to visit his grandchildren," she said. "Life didn't just end when you left, Caine. Your parents have been very good to us."
"Yeah, really good," I said. "Damn it, Gwen, I think they're responsible for a lot of what happened! What the hell was Mom thinking, filling your ear with the kind of shit she told you?"
"I'm not responsible for them," she said. "If you have a problem with them, I don't want to be in the middle of it."
"Fine," I growled. "I won't get you involved."
She went inside with our gear. I got out, walked around the side of the house and unplugged the electricity. I put the chairs up, rolled up the awning and got ready to leave. Allie came out and climbed in. "What are you doing, Dad?" she asked.
"Going somewhere else," I told her. "You heard what your mother said, Allie. My own mother wanted my wife to hang the horns on me. She actually advised her to do it. How am I supposed to feel about that?"
"Angry, I guess," she said. "How do you feel about it?"
"Angry," I grinned at her. "I'm not mad at you, baby. I'm not going to hang around and make nice with them. Unless you're coming with me, you better get out."
She slid into the passenger seat. "I'm going with you," she said. "Where are we going?"
"We're going apartment hunting," I said. "Do you know any decent ones around?"
"Yeah, there's a nice building about two miles north," she said. "I think I saw a sign."
Just as we were backing out Mari came running out. She opened the side door, came up, and wrapped her arms around me from behind. "You're not getting away from me," she said. "Where are we going, Daddy?"
"Apartment hunting," Allie told her.
I saw my father come out of the house while Mari was getting in and he came around to my window. I sighed and rolled it down.
"Good to see you, Son," he said. "Why don't you come inside? Your mother would like to see you."
"Well, yeah, that does sound like fun," I told him. "Unfortunately, I wouldn't like to see her. Don't much care for seeing you, either, by the way."
He swelled up like a toad. "That's quite a way to talk to the people that raised you and gave you everything," he said.
"Yeah, they even gave my wife the advice that she should fuck some asshole behind my back," I said. "How many times has Mom hung the horns on you, Dad? You enjoy watching or something?"
He tried to reach in the window and grab me. Instead, I grabbed his wrist and jerked him up against the door. "Don't ever touch me," I growled in his face.
Mom came running down the sidewalk with Gwen behind her. She gave a choked cry and ran around the RV, pulling Dad's arm out of the window.
"Caine, please," she begged. "I'm so sorry. Just give me a chance to talk to you. I'll tell you everything. You're my only child. Please don't hate me. Give me a chance and I'll do anything. Remember when you had that motorcycle accident? You were in traction and I never once left the hospital the whole two weeks. I love you with all my heart and I don't want to die unforgiven with this on my conscience. I'm an old, stupid woman, Caine, but I love you and I need you to love me. I was so afraid I would never see you again and I'd die with this on my conscience." She was crying hysterically and I couldn't stand it.
I looked at Gwen and she mouthed "Please," at me. I looked at my girls and they nodded. Sighing, I put the RV back in park.
"Okay, Mom, you win," I said. "Come around and we'll talk."
They trooped around and Gwen and Mom got in. Dad tried to climb the steps and I gave him a stiff arm. He stumbled back and glared at me. "I didn't invite you," I said.
"You... how come they get to come in?" he gobbled furiously.
"They apologized and you didn't." I said. "I don't like your attitude."
"It will be a cold day in hell..." he started. I shut the door, cutting off whatever he had been planning to say. I locked it and we all sat around the table. I looked at Mom. Tears were dripping off her cheeks in a steady rain and she just stared at me with hungry eyes.
The girls were petting her and Gwen looked at me disapprovingly. "What?" I said. "I didn't cause any of this. Quit looking at me like that or you can join Dad." I could tell that pissed her off, but she looked away.
"We all know you're pissed off, you don't have to keep showing us." Mari said. She gave me a mischievous grin.
I sighed and leaned back. "I can see this is a conspiracy," I said. "Did you all plan this?"
Mom gave a watery chuckle. "We've been planning it for five years. Caine, I'm a very stupid woman. I can't tell you how sorry I am. This is all my fault and I've just been wretched for all this time, knowing I drove my son away with my stupidity and ruined everything. I need to tell you some things and maybe then you'll forgive me and I can have some peace."
"I have to tell you, Mom, I don't see a lot of hope for that," I told her. "What you did is just about the worst thing you could possibly have done to me. For God's sake, you were supposed to have my back! You're my mother. Instead, you just shoved the knife in and you've been twisting it ever since."
That brought about a fresh round of crying. I was surrounded by crying women. I'd never been so uncomfortable in my life.
"You need to understand some things. Do you remember when your Dad was overseas? I think you were seven or eight. He was gone for two years. He came home twice during that time. I found out that he cheated the whole time he was gone. It drove me nearly crazy and I decided that two could play that game. I cheated on him, too. I guess I just came to think that's what people did when they were separated for that long. I just figured you were doing that, too. I know you had plenty of opportunities, and I just figured you would take them. Gwen was going crazy and I just thought she should get some relief. I should have known you weren't that kind of man. She obviously wasn't that kind of woman, either. After she was with that man, she was worse. Now she had all that guilt and shame on top of missing you. Your father and I just got over the affairs and went on with our lives. Once he came home, everything was fine between us. I thought that would be the case with you and Gwen. I was so wrong and I'm so sorry. I screwed up and I'll always be ashamed and regretful about that. Can you ever forgive me, Caine?"
I was just tired. I felt like I didn't have a shred of emotion or energy. I just sat there, numb and unthinking for a long time. "Dad, are you okay?" Allie asked.
"Okay? No, I'm not okay, Allie," I told her. "Every one of you treated me like shit. I never cheated on Gwen. Not once! I never even thought about it. Sure, I looked at beautiful women and wondered what it would be like or what they would look like without clothes, but never once did I even dream about being with anyone else. When I confronted you, you all gave me a line about how it didn't mean a thing and how much I was the only one for any of you, how much you loved me. You made me the bad guy. I deserve all the blame anyone wants to give me for thousands of things, but not that one thing. Damn it, I should never have come here. I should have just driven off and left you in that RV park, Allie. I've had all I can stand. I'm just dead inside."



I sat forward and buried my face in my hands. The tears came and I felt like someone had ripped open my heart. All the years of loneliness and pain and heartache just felt like they were crushing me. I began to think I was going to pass out. The sound of weeping filled the RV and I began to feel short of breath. I had to get out of there.
I stood up, preparing to walk outside and I was buried under an avalanche of women. They pushed me back down and they were all over me. Someone gave me a bottle of water and I drank it all. I was leaning back against the back of the sofa and Allie and Mari were on each side of me, their arms around me, heads buried in my chest as they sobbed. A nearly hysterical Gwen was on my lap and Mom was kneeling at my feet, her head on my knees with her arms around my legs. All I could hear was "Sorry," and "Love you" and "never let you go or hurt you again."
I was just feeling overwhelmed. "Please, Caine," Gwen was begging. "Don't leave us again. I'm sorry, I should never have agreed to this. It's too much."
"I'm not leaving," I told her. "You girls are leaving. I've got to get some elbow room. I'll be back. I won't leave town."
"Like hell we are," Mari said. "Allie and I are going with you. You need us, Daddy and we aren't about to let you go off alone. Gram, you and Mom need to give Dad some space."
"Caine?' Mom was pleading with me.
"Yes, Mom, I forgive you. You've got a lot of work to do before it's going to be okay between us. Do you understand?"
"We'll leave you alone now." she said.
She and Gwen got out and they stood with their arms around each other as we drove away.
Allie was very upset with me. "I can't believe you said that," she was crying. "You just wish you'd driven away and left me! I thought you said you love us and then you say something like that!"
"I'm sorry, honey, I was really hurting, okay. I didn't mean it. God, you're the only good things in my life now. You two mean everything to me."
"So that makes it alright to say mean things to us?" Mari said. "You're hurting so you want us to hurt, too? Well guess what, Daddy; you got what you wanted. Now we all just feel miserable. I know what we did, but when you tell someone you forgive them and you love them, you just can't keep beating them up!"
I pulled into a convenience store and killed the engine. I climbed into the back with them and pulled them down on the bed with me. "I'm so sorry," I said as I held their trembling forms against me. "I'm just nearly out of my mind. I don't think you realize how hard this is for me. I've spent years trying to bury everything I felt so I could just survive. I was lonely constantly and the people I counted on the most were the people I had to forget about. Then Allie shows up and makes me pull up all that emotion I tried to bury. Mari, you came and I had twice as many feelings to deal with. Then there's your mother. I love her, girls. I never stopped loving her no matter how hard I tried. She's just devastated me. She's even more wonderful than she was when we first met. It's like she's the same but even more loving and just mature and stable in ways she never was before."
They were listening intently and they had stopped crying. "Daddy, that's wonderful, not bad," Mari said. "I'm so happy about that I could just scream."
"Me too," Allie said. "So why that outburst? It seems like everything is going well to me."
"Well, it was your grandmother," I said. "Your grandfather was part of it, too. I spent a lot of time over the last five years hating them. I still feel like that about him. He isn't even apologetic or remorseful. I could tell Mom was. She was horribly and tragically wrong and she knows it. She's right. She was devoted to me when I was little and all my life. I can't forget that. She sacrificed for me, fought for me and would have done anything for me to be happy. She obviously feels the same way now and it just tore me up inside. I felt like I was drowning and I just panicked. Do you forgive me?"
"Of course, Daddy," Mari said. "What kind of people would we be if we didn't when you forgave us?"
"I knew it wasn't going to be rose petals and soft music," Allie said. "I kind of expected you to blow a gasket a long time ago. I knew we were going to have to work hard and there would be times when those feelings would come back. You can yell at us, Dad. We deserve it and we'll take it. It's going to hurt us, but it's nothing compared to what we did to you. Now, let us up and take us to those apartments."
I gave them one more squeeze and we went apartment shopping. They hated the first few we looked at. They didn't have enough room for the three of us, let alone four or five. I hadn't been aware that they intended to spend so much time with me. They wanted their own bedrooms and they didn't like the kitchens either. Another had only one bathroom. They wanted one of their own and wouldn't hear of sharing mine.
It was nearly five before we found one that we all liked. I signed the contract and they told me I could move in after two days. I wanted to go to a RV park but the girls griped about that so much that I agreed to park in their driveway until the apartment was ready.
Mom and Dad were gone when we got back and I could see Gwen standing in the front window looking out and wringing her hands. She came running out when we pulled up and before I was hardly stopped she was pulling me out. She held me tightly and shook like she had a fever.
"Is everything okay?" she asked. "You aren't going to leave are you? Please don't leave, Caine."
I reassured her that I wasn't leaving and she calmed down. I ate supper with them and Mari slept in the RV with me.
I had a lot of business to get done Monday. I took Gwen with me and we went to her bank. It took a while for me to get the money I had stashed away back out of the accounts around the world. I opened an account and transferred half of it into my account. Over Gwen's strenuous protests, I transferred the other half into her account. I should have left half of it with her to begin with and I felt bad about making them scrounge around to live for so long. Making it right assuaged my conscience a little. At a stroke, she had enough money to do nearly anything she wanted to. Her credit was a mess because of what I had done and I felt bad about that, too.
She didn't seem angry with any of that but I felt like a total ass. I asked her if she wanted to go car shopping. She wanted to talk about it first. We went to lunch and I told her I wanted to buy her and the girls a car. She got tears in her eyes and absolutely didn't want to do it. I told her I wanted them to have safe and reliable transportation. I said if they wanted me to be her husband and the girls' Dad, by God I was going to do the things Dads did. "Dads buy their girls cars," I told her. "Husbands get cars for their wives, too."
"My car is fine for me," she said. "I don't mind so much getting something for the girls, but I can take care of myself."
"I know you can," I told her. "You've been taking care of everyone. If you want me to stay, you're going to have to let me take some responsibility. I want you to have a better car. I'm afraid yours will break down and leave you and the girls stranded somewhere."
She finally agreed to go and look. I needed wheels myself and I needed to get rid of the RV. I needed help to do that. Lilly was going to have to come up and sell it unless she wanted it. I found a truck I liked at the third place we went. It was a two-year-old Dodge Ram 4x4 stretch cab with the hemi. I liked the idea of the four-wheel drive and I talked Gwen into trading in her car on an Escalade. I've never liked buying new cars and the Escalade only had 28,000 miles on it. It had all the bells and whistles and they agreed to service and detail it for her to pick up the next day. I wanted something special for the girls. I asked Gwen what they liked. She told me they liked the new Camaros and Challengers. We looked at the Challengers. I'm a Mopar guy and I felt like I was betraying a principle by getting the Escalade for Gwen.
I wanted a new car for the girls. They needed something just about as reliable and easy to take care of as we could get. There were three models and we got them the RT. It was black and shiny and I just thought it fit them perfectly.
Gwen drove it back to her place and I drove her car. The girls weren't home when we got there and she invited me in. We sat on her sofa and she cuddled up to me. "God, I've missed this, Caine," she told me. "I've always just felt so safe and warm when I could be close to you. I'm going to want to do this a lot."
I nuzzled her ear and she giggled. "Me, too," I said. I was just about to slide one hand up under her shirt when I heard car doors closing outside. The girls came in and they had Mom with them. Her face burst into a big smile when she saw Gwen and me all snuggled up together.
"Whose car is that?" Allie asked.
"Do you like it?" Gwen asked.
"I love it," she said. "Whose is it?"
"It's mine," Gwen told her. "I decided it's time I had a car as hot as I am."
Mari rolled her eyes. "I think someone is having a mid-life crisis," she said.
"I think so, too," I said. "I just think you girls are awfully young for a mid-life crisis."
Their eyes got big and round and Mari squealed. "Really? Are you serious? Mom, is that really our car?"
"It is," she smiled at them. "Your father and I decided you needed it. He paid for it, but you girls deserve it."
They were chattering a mile a minute and they couldn't get the keys and get out the door to drive it fast enough. That left me, Mom and Gwen alone.
"Did we interrupt something?" Mom gave me an arch look.
"None of your business, you dirty old woman," Gwen said. "Why don't you go away and then you won't be interrupting anything?"
Mom walked over and hugged us both. "Caine, I still don't know where I stand with you," she said. "I can't sleep, can't eat and it's tearing me up inside. Please don't leave me in suspense. I love you and I need you to forgive me and love me. You're my only child and I've been dying inside for five years. I'm so sorry, honey."
"Yes, I know, Mom," I said. "Will you have lunch with me tomorrow, just you and me?"
Her face lit up. "Oh, yes! I'll do anything with you I can."
She left, hopeful at least, and I directed my attention back to Gwen.
"You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen," I told her. "I loved you with all my heart. I also love who you've become. I think you're a better person. You grew up, Gwen."
"I know," she said. "I'm sorry it took me so long. Do you think we can ever get back to where we were?"
"No, I don't think so," I said. "I'm not even sure I would want to be there." She looked at me and I could tell she was scared. "Why don't we shoot for something new?' I asked. "Something better than what we had before?"
She smiled and pressed those luscious lips against mine. "I'd like that," she said.
That was three years ago, and we just got back from the church a few hours ago. It took a while, but we renewed our vows. Allie and Andrew are married and have a baby girl. Mari is engaged to a wonderful young man in law school. Both girls are still in school. Allie is working on her PhD and Mari will graduate next year. She plans to go to law school. Mom and I are back on an even keel. She's back to her sweet, loving self and she shows me every day how much she loves me. Dad finally got around to that apology but it hasn't been the same. We can stand to be in the same room, but it's an uneasy truce. I still think he hasn't admitted to himself that he was wrong and he obviously still thinks I'm an asshole. I can live with that. I have girls that love me. Gwen and I, we still have our moments. A dark shadow occasionally drifts over our lives, and when she feels me withdrawing and slipping away, she is naked in seconds, that pneumatic body against mine and she loves the darkness away. Those bad days are just memories. Even ghosts have to become flesh and blood eventually, or just fade away.
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It was going to be an interesting week. Mom was coming to stay with me. I hadn't seen her in nearly two years. I lived in Hilo, Hawaii, and she lived in Boston. I worked for the National Park Service at the Volcano National Park and she was a professor of Literature at Boston College. We'd always been close. She was my best friend all through school and she leaned on me a lot, too, especially after Dad was killed.
He was sitting at a red light and the driver of a cement truck fell asleep and hit him. He likely never knew what happened. Mom was devastated for a few months and she never really got back to that bubbly girl she was. Over the last two years we'd always meant to spend some time together, but things just kept happening. I finally just bought her a ticket and told her to come over Christmas break. She had a million reasons not to come, but I wouldn't listen and she finally agreed.
When she landed, I was waiting and when she came out of the gate, she still took my breath away. She was forty-eight, but she looked like she was thirty and just coming into her prime. She was tall and slender, with this amazing long black hair that hung down to the back of her knees when she let it down. She was nineteen when I was born and they never wanted another child, so it was just her and I after Dad died. She looked like she needed some sun. I suppose that after a couple of months of Boston winter, she hadn't seen much besides snow, recently.
She saw me waiting and ran to me. She threw herself on me and we hugged. She kissed me all over my face and she was crying.
"Hey, this is supposed to be happy," I told her.
"It is," she said. "I'm just so glad to see you. Thanks for making me come."
I put my arm around her shoulders and she put hers around my waist as we walked down to get her luggage. She leaned her head against me and an older couple was walking beside us. They smiled indulgently at us. "How long have you two been married?" the lady asked.
"Two weeks," I told her. "We're on our honeymoon."
"Oh, that's so romantic," she said. "It just thrills me seeing young people in love."
"What was that?" Mom laughed as they walked away.
"I didn't have the heart to tell them you're an old woman," I told her.
She punched me. "You're such a liar, Regan," she laughed.
"They're still watching," I said.
I dipped her down and gave her a kiss, lingering on those luscious lips. She gasped and held onto my neck until I pulled her back up.
"That's quite a hello," she said, looking into my eyes.
I laughed and picked up her bags. We loaded them in my truck and drove home. There was a spectacular sunset and the volcano was steaming in the background.
"It's gorgeous, Regan," she said. "I understand why you live here."
"There's room for you," I told her. "Anytime you get tired of snow, the sunny beaches await."
I got her settled in her room and cooked dinner for her. We had fresh fish and prawns. We sat together on the sofa and I fed her prawns dipped in drawn butter. We drank wine and ate chunks of fruit.
"Want to go swimming?" I asked her.
"It's dark," she said. "Can we swim in the dark?"
"It's eighty-five degrees out there and the ocean feels like bath water," I told her. "Of course we can swim."
"I'll go get changed," she said.
We met on the deck, she had a striped wrap on and I brought towels. She held my hand as we walked down to the beach. I lived about 200 feet up on a hill facing the beach and there was a stone path down to the water. I had a fire ready to be lit and a cooler with champagne in it down there.
"You planned this all along," she said.
"I thought you might like it," I told her.
"I love it," she said. "Are we really going to swim?"
"I am," I said. "Do you want to go with me?"
She untied a couple of strings and dropped the wrap by the fire. My breath caught in my throat. I had never seen Mom in a bikini. She was spectacular. She had a body that men would kill to touch. Her breasts were large and high, barely held in check by the little red bikini she was wearing. Her waist was tiny, looking as if my hands could circle it and it flared dramatically into hips that were slim but definitely female. Her legs were impossibly long, slender and muscular at the same time and her feet were tiny.
"Stop staring and close your mouth, Regan," she said. "You're embarrassing me."
"My God, Mom," I gasped. "You're gorgeous! I had forgotten how beautiful you are."
"Thanks, baby, but I look the same as I always have."
"I guess I just forgot," I said. "How many times a week do you work out?"
She laughed. "Four times a week, just like I always have. Are you going to stare at me or are we going swimming?"
"I'm going to stare for a couple of hours, and then we'll swim," I said.
She laughed and pulled me toward the water. I followed her and the firelight playing across her back highlighted her fantastic butt. It was firm and very round and she had a thong bikini. Her cheeks were bare and I could hardly keep myself from reaching out to give her a squeeze.
This was not what I had planned! I shook my head. "She's your mother, for God's sake," I told myself. "Get your mind out of the gutter. If she knew what you were thinking she'd be horrified!"
We waded into the surf and the water was as good as I'd promised her. We waded out until the gentle waves were bobbing us off our feet. I'm six-three, and I could stand a little farther out than she could. She paddled over and held onto me and we laughed and played. The feeling of her sleek body, rubbing against mine was causing undesired results and I started to feel the beginnings of an erection. I hid it for a while, keeping my hips turned away from her and adjusted myself so that my trunks held it flat. A larger wave pushed her against me and I felt her stiffen in my arms for a moment. She looked at me seriously and then laughed and splashed me.
"Stop it, Regan," she said. "It's very flattering, but I'm old enough to be your mother." She laughed at her joke and I hugged her for not making it awkward. I towed her in so she could stand up.
"I'm not doing it on purpose," I told her. "If you want me to stop, you shouldn't look and feel like that. Let's play where you're not rubbing on me for a while and I'll be better."
We swam down the beach a quarter mile and back, getting some exercise and then got out. I spread out the towels by the fire and opened the champagne. We drank it all and ate more fruit. She looked like a fire goddess in the flickering flames and I noticed she was getting a little tipsy. Her speech became slower and she lay facing me, her eyes shining in the firelight.
"I love being here with you, baby," she told me. "I've missed you so much you can't imagine."
She leaned into me and gave me a kiss. She lost her balance a little and rolled into me, pushing me over on my back. She snuggled her cheek into my chest and lay half over me. I cuddled her and played with her hair for a minute. Her leg slid up over mine and I could feel the crotch of her bikini against my thigh. I ran my hand down her back and she shivered and pushed against me. She looked up into my face and offered me her lips. I nibbled on them and caught her full lower lip gently between my teeth, stretching it and letting it pop loose. I gave her a full kiss and our tongues dueled for a minute as she rubbed against me.
She pulled back with a laugh. "I think I've had too much to drink," she said. "Maybe we should go get some sleep."
She stood and pulled me up, wobbling a little, and held my hand as she led the way up the hill. She hugged me and gave me another peck on the lips before going upstairs.
"Thanks, baby," she said. "That was awesome. I can't wait for tomorrow."
It was raining when I got up the next morning. I made coffee and cubed fruit. I had some pastry and juiced some guavas. I heard her shower running and she came down in a few minutes wearing jeans and a white button up shirt. She fit in those jeans like a fifteen year old girl and she had the tails of the shirt tied up under her breasts, leaving her stomach bare. She had ridged abdominal muscles showing and it was very sexy. Her toenails were painted purple and yellow and her fingernails matched, I noticed.
She hugged me and kissed my cheek. We ate fruit and drank juice. She nibbled on a piece of pastry over coffee.
"I love how you have all this fresh fruit you can just pick up," she said. "I buy fruit at the store and it tastes like eating a piece of celery. I like celery, but I expect fruit to taste like fruit. I get some good things in the summer at the farmer's market, but that's it."
"I know," I told her. "I have mango and avocado trees and there are all kinds of people selling on the streets. The pineapples are awesome here."
The rain stopped by the time we were finished and the sun came out. I took her to the park and showed her around where I worked. I had a tour planned to take her down in the volcano the next day, but she got a good look from the rim. Stan was bringing a group back when we got up on the rim.
"Is this your girlfriend, Regan?" he asked. "Yes she is," I told him. "Sadin, this is Stan. He usually takes a group down in the morning and I go in the afternoon."
"Sadin, watch out for him," Stan winked at her. "He'll sacrifice you to the goddess if you go with him. You should schedule a morning trip."
Mom just laughed and held my arm. "I trust him, Stan," she said. "He thinks I'm the goddess."
He smiled at that. "You are a goddess, Sadin. You're too beautiful to hang out with him."
"Hey, she doesn't like hairy guys," I told him.
He looked down at the forest sprouting out of the neck of his uniform. "I'm getting waxed this afternoon," he said.
He took his troupe off down the mountain and we stayed a while longer.
"Why do you do that, Regan?" she laughed. "He liked me! Then you told him I was your girlfriend."
"We're on our honeymoon, remember?" I said.
"Yes, you've become an incorrigible liar since you've been here," she said.
We walked back down the mountain and drove home. I made a picnic and we put on shorts and t-shirts to go to a place I knew.
We had to hike half a mile, but it was worth it. I know the property owner and she promised to keep out everyone but us. We walked right back under one of the volcanic ridges where a waterfall plunges sixty feet down into a large pool before running off down a small stream. There were lots of trees and grass and it was the perfect picnic spot. We set our stuff up in the shade and I got blankets to spread on the grass in the sun. We rolled towels up for pillows and lay on the blankets.
She felt like she was burning and since her skin was so fair, I believed her. She tanned easily, but she had been inside in that Boston winter and her tan had faded to a golden tint. She put on sunscreen and we moved back into the shade for a while. It was very humid and we sweated quite a bit. I suggested swimming in the pool.
"Why didn't you tell me we were coming here?" she asked. "We could have brought swim suits."
"I didn't know it was going to be so humid," I told her. "The wind usually blows this humidity away. It may storm tonight. We could go skinny dipping."
"Someone might see us," she said. "Other people come here; I could tell by the path."
"Not today," I told her. "This is private property and the landowner promised she wouldn't let anyone else come today."
She began to blush. "I don't know, Regan. This sounds like a bad idea to me."
"Hey, it's just me," I said. "I remember when you, Dad and I went skinny dipping in Virginia on a canoe trip."
"You were seven," she said.
"Come on, Mom. I'll turn my back and you run and get in. Then you can look somewhere else and I'll get in. We'll go in reverse when we get out."
"Do you promise not to look?" she asked.
"Of course. I'll just open a couple of beers while you get in," I told her.
I could hear her rustling around and then a splash as she dived in.
"This feels great," she called. "Come in now."
I turned around and she was swimming toward the falls. I stripped and carried the beer into the water until I was up to the middle of my belly. I went around the pool to the falls. She was standing there under the water, the beginning of the swells of her breasts exposed and she had her head back while the water splashed over her face. Her hair streamed down her back and floated in the water.
"Venus, rising from the waves," I called over the rush of the water.
She laughed and took her beer. "You know the coolest places," she said. "I can't believe I'm standing under a waterfall in the middle of the winter."
I tried to see her boobs but the water was full of bubbles from the falls. We let the water splash over us while we drank our beer. When we were finished I took her can and swam back toward our stuff. I threw them up toward the blankets and swam back to her. I found a rock in about two feet of water and sat on it. She swam over and I saw her hesitate for a minute.
She looked up at me and then swung up beside me. She quickly crossed her arms over her chest, but not before I got a glimpse of those luscious breasts. We relaxed, leaning against another rock and she gradually forgot about crossing her arms. We talked and she became more relaxed until she was leaning back beside me, those beautiful breasts on display. I didn't stare, but when she wasn't looking at me I drank in the sight like a starving man in a buffet line.
They were amazing. I could tell they were very heavy but they looked like a teenager's little cones. These weren't teenager breasts, though. They were full and nearly perfectly round. They didn't sag an inch in spite of their size. Her areolas were small brown caps on the end, slightly upturned and crinkled from the cool water. Her nipples were also small, just little nubs, but they were rock hard and begged to be sucked and nibbled on.
She turned and caught me looking. We both blushed and she started to cross her arms, then she laughed and relaxed. "This is a beautiful spot," she said. "It really does seem like paradise."
"No snakes, though," I told her. "There are none in this paradise."
"Good," she said. "I don't need any extra temptation. Are you ready to eat?"
I was getting hungry and I agreed we should get out. We swam to the shore and I was very surprised when she just walked out. I could see every inch of her back and as the water cascaded off her sleek form she took her hair and wrung it out. Her butt was on full display and I nearly choked as she flexed it not ten feet in front of me.
My cock sprung to attention and she looked back over her shoulder at me.
"Coming?" she asked.
I stood up and I saw her eyes drop down to look. They widened and I heard her gasp. She blushed even more and her eyes quickly returned to mine. She couldn't help looking and we just stood there for a minute. I could feel the blood pumping and my cock bobbed in rhythm to my heart.
"Jesus, baby," she said. "You grew up nice!"
She walked to her clothes and I could see a few wisps of dark curls between her legs from behind. When she bent over to pick up her clothes I could see everything she had on display. I groaned and she laughed.
"This was your idea, Regan. Don't be groaning around."
"I never thought you'd do it," I said. "I didn't expect you to look like Venus either."
"Venus is a fat chick with little tits," she said.
"Well, yeah in the painting," I said. "I think the real goddess looked just like you."
She pulled on her shorts and t-shirt and came to stand in front of me. My cock was rock hard and I stood there for a minute while she just looked.
"Jesus, Regan; you're big," she said. "You didn't get that from your dad. He wasn't little, but I've never seen anything like that."
She reached out and squeezed my cock for a second. She jerked her hand away and covered her face.
"Oh my God, I'm so sorry, baby. I shouldn't have done that."
She turned away and went to sit on the blanket. I pulled my shorts on and when I sat down beside her I saw she was crying.
"What's wrong, Mom?" I asked her.
"I don't know what's wrong with me," she said. "I just went skinny dipping with my son and touched his cock. I'm so sorry, Regan. I don't know what I'm doing. I haven't had sex in three years. Your father wasn't interested the last year and I haven't met anyone I cared about like that since. Ever since that couple asked us how long we'd been married at the airport and you told them we were on our honeymoon, I've been thinking weird thoughts. What would it be like to be married to you? Then you told your friend I was your girlfriend and I wondered what that would be like. We went to the beach and I made you hard and I've been as horny as hell ever since. You've been so nice to me, this place is amazing and romantic and then you talked me into going skinny dipping. You're so beautiful and you make me feel like I am your girlfriend. I'm a horrible person. I shouldn't be feeling like that."
I pushed her down on the blanket and put my face close to hers. Her cobalt blue eyes looked up at me full of tears.
"Mom, you don't have to feel bad," I told her. "I planned your vacation here to make you feel like you are my girlfriend. Ever since Dad died I've been worried about you. You've laughed more in these two days than in the last six months I was in Boston. You deserve to feel special. You are special. You're the most beautiful woman I've ever met. You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. You look so young and sexy that people think you're my girlfriend or my wife. Let's just spend every day you're here like you're my girlfriend. When you feel horny that's okay. That's the way you're supposed to feel. My God, it's been three years. When you see someone you love and they make it obvious they want you, you're supposed to feel horny."
"You're my son, though. It's sick to feel like this about you."
"How in the hell is that sick? I know that's what people say, but if they had a Mom like you, they'd be lying if they said they don't want you. Do you know how many millions of pages of pornography there are about incest? People have those fantasies and if they don't, they are the ones that aren't normal. If there's a guy alive that hasn't thought about fucking his mom or his sister, they were either ugly, the guy is gay or he has some sort of moral hang-up. I'm going to kiss you now."
I bent down to her and took those full lips with mine. She gasped and I felt her hands running through my hair as she pulled my lips to hers. That kiss went on for five minutes and when I pulled away her face was flushed and she was gasping for breath. I put my hand on her stomach and raised the hem of her t-shirt. I caressed the silken skin over her abs and she sucked in her breath. I ran my hands up over the swell of her ribcage and onto one of those amazing breasts. It was firm and pliable under my fingers and the little nipple was hard as diamond. She moaned when I rolled it between my thumb and forefinger and she arched her back, pushing her breast harder into my hand. I pushed her t-shirt up over her breasts and she groaned when I fastened my lips over her nipple.
"Oh, my God," she whispered raggedly. "Oh my God, baby; that feels so good."
She was writhing under me and when I switched nipples she exploded in orgasm. She was smoking hot and her nipples were obviously very sensitive. Her body spasmed and writhed as she came, her hips making coital motions against my thigh between her legs as she rubbed her mound against me.



I slid my hand down that fantastic body, caressing the silken skin down to her shorts. I slid my hand in and cupped her pussy for the first time. She had a little tuft of neatly trimmed dark curls there, and I tugged on them as she moaned. When I parted her labia she was dripping wet and she twisted her hips in ecstasy. I gathered moisture and began to tease her clitoris. That set her off again and this time she nearly screamed when she came.
I began pushing at her shorts, trying to slide them down her legs but she resisted. "Wait, baby! No, stop! You're driving me crazy. I don't want to make love here. Please don't. I need to think."
I pulled my hand out of her shorts and slid it under her, pulling her on top of me. "It's okay, Mom," I said. "We won't do anything if you're uncomfortable. I stopped; it's okay."
She had a little panic in her eyes that quickly receded as I just held her, her breasts crushed against my chest. She was panting and her chest heaved.
"Too fast," she whispered against my lips. "You're too much for me all of a sudden like that. I was losing my mind."
"It's okay, we'll just stay here a minute and catch our breath," I assured her.
She could feel my erection trapped between us and she shifted so she could reach it with her hand.
"I'm sorry, Regan. I just wasn't ready. I won't leave you like this."
Her hand slid inside my shorts and she pushed them down until my erection sprang free. She began to stroke it, coating the head with pre=cum and then dipping between her legs to coat her fingers with her own secretions. When she got it slippery enough to suit her, she polished my cock like a pro, leaving me gasping and groaning as I erupted. She used my cum to make her hand slide around and I had never had that good a hand job. Her fingers circled the helmet rubbing the sensitive underside and twisting the head. I spurted a gallon of cum on my belly. It shot up on her breasts and she cooed as she smeared it around. Her finger went to her mouth and she licked a gob off. It was the most erotic sight I had ever seen. My smoking hot mom was licking my cum off her fingers and she liked it!
"Was that okay, baby?" she asked.
"It was amazing," I told her. "You're amazing! It wasn't okay, though. I'm going to take you, Mom. Not here; not now; but you're my girlfriend from now on and you might as well get used to it."
"Are you sure, Regan? You're not going to think this is wrong and dirty later? You're not going to hate me? You're all I have, honey; and I don't want to screw it up."
"I could never hate you, Mom. I think you're gorgeous and sexy and perfect. I wouldn't want you any other way. but I am going to make love to you. Next time there's not going to be any 'wait, you're driving me crazy.' I'm going to drive you crazy and you're going to drive me crazy."
"Do you promise?" she laughed. "I can hardly wait. I just want it to be in a bed. I want clean sheets and wine. I want to dance with you and have a nice dinner. I'm an old fashioned girl, Regan. I like romance. As hot as this was, I don't want to fuck, I want to make love. I could have fucked hundreds of men if that's all I wanted. I only want to make love to one."
"I got it, Mom. I'll make it right for you. I actually have that planned for day after tomorrow. We're going to watch the whales, have dinner at a nice restaurant, go to a club and wind up back home. How does that sound?"
"It sounds perfect," she said. "I think we should swim again before we start sticking together. We're a mess. You got cum all over us."
"You look like a messy angel," I told her.
She pulled me up and we stripped and ran laughing to the water. She washed me and I washed her. I cradled those magnificent breasts in my hands and I cupped her butt and pulled her against me while I kissed her over and over. I couldn't keep my hands off of her and evidently, she felt the same. Just thinking about touching her made me hard and it was all I could do not to fuck her right there in the pool. I knew she didn't want that, though, so I just petted her. She was unbelievably sexy and attractive. I never knew she was such a sexual adventurer. She had always just been Mom, and aside from the usual adolescent fantasies I had never really thought of her as a sexual person. Her clothes had always been strictly business, and although I knew she had a drop dead gorgeous face, I had never really thought much about what she might look like naked.
It was like someone had grafted my mom onto the most beautiful centerfold body you could imagine. I had never seen breasts like hers. I had seen them in magazines and on the internet, but they were obviously fake. There was nothing fake about Mom. I guess it was a combination of good genes and exercise that kept her looking like she did. Whatever it was, if she could have bottled it she would never have to work another day. It seemed impossible to me that a forty-eight year old woman could look like she was sixteen. There wasn't a line on her face and not a sag or wrinkle anywhere. I had to tell her.
"Mom, you're the most exciting woman I've ever known. You look like Mary Lou Jenkins did after prom my junior year in high school. You look and feel fantastic."
"You mean for an old lady," she laughed.
"I mean for anyone," I said. She was backed up against me and my erection was sliding between the cheeks of her butt. She reached down and gave it a squeeze.
"That scares me a little," she said. "I've never had anything like this, Regan. I think you're going to hurt me. I've only been with two men in my life. One was your father and another in college. Neither one was close to as big as you. I haven't had a lover in more than three years and I'm afraid."
"Don't be," I told her. "It may be different, but I'll go as slow as you need. If it takes twenty-four hours to make it feel good, that's how long I'll take. I don't want to hurt you. Pain isn't fun. Do you like oral sex, Mom?"
"I think so. I think I would with you. Your dad didn't like it. He liked me to do it for him, but he said I tasted like fish."
"Jesus Christ, Mom; Dad was an asshole. What about the other guy?"
"He did it and he made me come, but I only slept with him once."
"Anyone I know?" I asked.
"No, he ran his motorcycle off a bridge our junior year at Colgate."
"I forget you went to an Ivy League school. How smart are you, Mom?"
"I was second in my class at Colgate," she said. "I could have been first if I were better at math. I know you're smart, Regan. I know your IQ."
"Really? I never knew I took an IQ test."
"You were in the third grade and they wanted to test you for the gifted program."
"What was it?" I asked.
"I'm not going to tell you," she smiled. "It might make your head swell. I should probably tell you that you're three points below me, so there," she stuck out her little pointed tongue at me. "It was good enough to get you into the volcanology program at the University of Hawaii, so you should be happy. It's all you ever wanted to do."
I cradled her in my arms and took her back to the blankets. She tried to put on her clothes but I wouldn't let her.
"I just want to have a picnic with the most beautiful naked girl in the world," I told her.
She laughed and relaxed. She sat between my legs and leaned against my chest while I leaned against a tree. We ate fried chicken and baked beans and drank beer. I put more sunscreen on her so she wouldn't burn and she leaned back into me as I played with her. I stroked and squeezed her breasts and worked her nipples until she was a writhing wreck before reaching down to part her legs. I looked down over her shoulder as my fingers parted her pussy lips and I teased her clitoris. It emerged out of its protective hood and stood tall. It continued to swell until I could grasp it like a tiny penis. I took it between my fingers like a cigarette and masturbated it until she exploded in orgasm. Her hips thrust and she groaned and shuddered as she came while I mauled her breasts with my other hand, nibbling on her earlobe with my lips. She came again and again until she became over sensitized and began to push my hand away.
"Stop, Regan," she gasped. "I can't take any more."
I ignored her and kept rubbing away. She shrieked as she came again and after a minute she began to beg.
"Please, baby; stop now. I can't come anymore. Please, please; for God's sake, stop! I'm too sensitive and it's killing me. Please baby."
I let her coast to a stop and she writhed around for a minute. I put my finger inside her and felt her pussy contracting wildly around it. I could only imagine what that would feel like wrapped around my cock. She pushed me out of her and turned around to kiss me.
"Oh, my God, Regan; I came a hundred times. Jesus you make me hot. I've never come like that before for anyone."
"I loved it, Mom. You look unbelievably erotic when you come. I can't believe Dad ever let you out of bed. If you were my wife I'd be fucking you five times a day."
"Really? You can do it five times a day?"
"I could with you," I told her. "I get hard just thinking about touching you."
"That's so exciting, baby," she said.
She slid down and took me into her mouth. She was very good. Like the hand job she gave me earlier, the pressure and friction she used were intense. She didn't attempt to take more than she could handle. Gagging isn't erotic, but having a vacuum like outer space and the warmth of lava certainly is. Her cheeks hollowed out and her lips felt like rubber bands. Just seeing those luscious lips wrapped around my girth had me on the point of no return. She looked up at me with those smoldering ice blue eyes and she never looked away from my face. Her enjoyment of my pleasure was obvious, and she plainly liked what she was doing. I petted her butt as my muscles tensed and I shot off another gallon of cum in her mouth. She took the first two spurts before the volume overwhelmed her and cum ran down her chin to drip on my thighs. She continued until I was starting to deflate and then she sat up. She cleaned up her chin with her thumb and transferred it to her mouth where she acted like she enjoyed the taste.
"Oh my God, Mom; that was incredible," I told her. "You are beyond incredible. I can't believe how good that felt. If I die tonight I've just had the best experience of my life and I'll die a happy man. You are amazing."
She smiled happily, a little messy angel with cum on her chin. We took one more dip and then packed our stuff and went home. I grilled some local fish and cooked plantains and poi for dinner. I had some fresh pineapples and we ate chunks with toothpicks as we sat on the sofa and cuddled. She yawned several times till I caught the disease and we went to bed.
We went down in the volcano the next day and I took her as close as I dared. I told her the legends and we held hands the whole time. She pressed herself against me the whole time and she constantly kissed me. She looked up into my face and her eyes were blue pools of love in whic I drowned. We didn't do anything sexual except an occasional feel of whatever body part caught our attention. She was very affectionate and I tried to be as touchy-feely as she was. I've never been kissed so many times in one day in my life. We fell asleep on the sofa, listening to Hawaiian music softly with the sound of the surf in the background. I woke up around midnight and carried her to bed. I undressed her down to panties and tucked her in. She woke up enough to smile sleepily at me as I kissed her forehead goodnight.
I cooked smoked sausages and eggs for breakfast and she came down after her shower in a little yellow sundress, ready for the day. Her little feet were shod with sandals that matched her dress and she had her hair up in a messy knot. She looked adorable, like a little girl ready for school. We drove to the harbor and caught our tour boat. They took us out and we soon found a pod of humpback whales and followed them for hours. Mom was flushed with excitement and took hundreds of pictures. She changed memory cards twice on her camera. We had lunch on the boat and continued to follow them until it was time to head back. I took her out to my favorite restaurant and we had a Hawaiian pig roast. She loved the natives dancing and they persuaded her to join them. She was very good at it, so supple and athletic that she could have been a native had her skin been darker. She was developing a nice tan and she looked healthy and vibrant as her hips swayed to the music. I took her to a club and we drank cocktails and did another kind of dancing. She was very good at that, too. She melted into me when we slow danced and she was a wild child during the faster numbers. She constantly fended off invitations to dance and toward the end of the evening she danced with Stan, who showed up and claimed a dance.
When he brought her back her eyes were shining and her cheeks were flushed. She collapsed into the booth beside me, her chest heaving with exertion. She snuggled into me and finished her drink. She turned to kiss me and her lips were sweet with her drink.
"Take me home, baby," she said. "I want you now."
I held her close on the drive home and she laid her head on my shoulder. We held hands as we walked inside and I could feel the heat of her body against me. She clung to me when the door closed and I walked her backwards to the hot tub. I undressed her, following her clothes with my lips and when she was gloriously naked. I turned on the jets and went to get champagne. Her head was back and her eyes closed as she enjoyed the water when I returned. She heard the cork pop and smiled with her eyes closed. We cuddled and drank a glass of bubbly and I helped her out and dried us with big fluffy towels. I carried her to my bed and sat her down. She let the towel drop and pulled some pins out of her hair. It all came tumbling down like waves of silk and she looked amazing in the moonlight. I lit some candles and the light of the flames flickered across her bare skin. I climbed in and patted the bed beside me. She slid in and on top of me as I pulled the sheet up a little, covering us to the middle of her back.
Clean sheets," I told her.
She giggled and locked her lips to mine. I tasted her lips until she moaned and sought my mouth with one hard little nipple. She shuddered as I stretched it, letting my teeth graze it as I released it. I rolled her to her back and tasted every inch of her. My lips moving over her body had her shivering and writhing in minutes and when my lips closed over her clitoris she bridged up off the bed and she quivered and shuddered in release. I let her sink back and relax and drove my tongue inside her. I reveled in her heat and moisture until she was quivering again and I returned to attack her hard little clitoris. It was very sensitive and she came again in seconds. She was dripping wet and I thought she was ready.
She was still quivering from her second orgasm when I nudged the head of my cock between her lips and began to press into her. She made circular motions with her hips, rubbing her breasts against my chest and I increased the pressure. My cock was a bar of steel at her entrance and yet she was so tight and tiny that I thought it was going to bend before the head slipped inside with a popping sensation. She stiffened and froze and I didn't move.
"Oh God," she whispered. "Don't move for a second, baby. Damn, you're so big it feels like you're splitting me in two. Please don't hurt me!"
"No, Mom, I won't. Just relax and I'll move when you're ready."
She reached between us, exploring our joining and finally stroking her clitoris. She continued that for a minute and I felt her hips begin to move with just the head of my cock inside her. She moaned and the motions became stronger. I took this as a sign she was ready and gave her another inch. She winced and froze again and I didn't move. She continued to play with her clit and the circular motions returned. I gave her more, slowly pushing forward until I was half inside her clinging pussy. I drew back and fucked her with that half. A dozen strokes set her off and she gasped and shuddered as she came. Her vaginal walls pulsated wildly around me and it was the most incredible sensation I ever felt. I took advantage of her orgasm to feed her a little more. She went off like a rocket again and I gave her more. Every time she convulsed in climax I gave her more until the full length was inside her and I was bottomed out, the head of my cock just barely brushing the back of her pussy. She gasped, moaned and shuddered under me and I didn't move for a few minutes, letting her get used to the fullness of my cock inside her. She was as tight as a virgin and I remembered she hadn't had sex for three years. It was believable as she was incredibly tight and responsive.
"Damn, baby," she groaned. "I feel like I'm a virgin on her wedding night. Jesus, you're big. I've never had anything that deep in me before and you're stretching me way past anything I believed possible. You can move a little now, but go slow."
Her pussy was fluttering around me as I drew out and slowly eased back in. She groaned and shuddered and I repeated the motion. I moved slowly inside her and her voice grew low and husky as she moaned out her passion. I found a slow rhythm and she matched it. I only moved about three inches, out and then back to full penetration. She moved with me and her voice rose in volume. I took some of my weight on my elbows and began to withdraw almost out and slowly give her the full length.
"Oh God, Regan", her voice was ragged, "Oh God, you're big and you move so damned well. Go a little faster, baby. That's it, make me come again. I'm going to come on your big cock. Oh, Jesus," her voice rose to a scream. "Jesus I'm coming!"
She spasmed beneath me and I began to piston in and out of her. She came easily and often as I pumped into her, her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me into her and I felt her nails on my back. I slowed my motions as she crested, letting her come and when she began to relax I increased the tempo, pumping my pelvic bone against her clitoris and sending her off again. She had a tremendous capacity for orgasm and I kept her there for what seemed like an hour. It was probably more like ten minutes and she was exhausted.
"Stop, baby," she cried, "I can't take it anymore. You have to let me rest a minute. Just for a minute, please baby. You're killing me! Please baby," she began to sob.
I let her rest and kissed her with all the love I felt for her bursting out as I wrapped her in my arms. She sobbed for a minute.
"Oh sweet Jesus, that was so intense, Regan. I thought I was going to die. Did you come, baby?"
"No, I was exerting iron willpower," I told her. "I'm not through with you, Mom."
"No, wait," her hands pushed against my chest "I'm not ready yet. Let me rest a minute."
I eased out of her and rolled her onto her stomach. I lay back down on top of her and my slippery cock rubbed between the fantastic cheeks of her ass. I stroked the skin of her back and slid my cock up and down between her cheeks.
She turned her head and looked back at me. "I don't think I can do that, Regan. God, I can hardly take you in my pussy."
"I'm not going to do 'that,' I told her. "Have you ever tried anal?"
"No, your father would never have dreamed of it. Do you want to do my butt?"
"Maybe someday," I said. "I don't think you're ready for that. Do you want me to?"
She laughed. "Maybe someday. I'd like to try something a bit smaller first. It does sound exciting, though. I want to do everything with you."
I moved down and parted her legs, finding her opening and pressing in. She gasped immediately and pushed her butt back against me. Her round cheeks felt hard and amazing against my belly and I advanced to full penetration. She groaned.



"That feels so good, Regan. I think you're in me even deeper. Do it now."
I made slow, passionate love to her; slicing through her tightness and bumping her cheeks with every thrust. She groaned each time and when I reached underneath her and strummed her clitoris she began to come again. I reached down and pulled her to her knees, her butt thrust out and the sight of her arched back and the feel of those two round cheeks against me drove me crazy. I couldn't hold out anymore and I slammed into her until I felt her tense again. She screamed out her ecstasy and I felt the cum rush through my cock and the head exploded. I spurted, rope after rope bathing her cervix as I couldn't stop coming. When she felt the heat of my cum she went into space, screaming out her pleasure and writhing under me. I coasted to a stop and withdrew, pulling her over and half on top of me. She lay limply across me and we floated on a sea of sexual euphoria. I felt her shake a little and I petted her head. Her hair covered us like a blanket and she continued to shake a little. I looked down and saw that she was crying.
"Mom, what's wrong? Why are you crying? Did I do something wrong?"
She shook her head and her sobs grew stronger.
"What is it then? This was supposed to be happy! Are you okay?"
"No," she sobbed. "I'm a long damn way from okay. You make me lose control, baby. I just gave everything to you. I'm so much in love with you that I feel like I'm losing my mind. You made me come a million times. I just can't believe this is happening to me. I'm so happy here, Regan. I've found the man I always wanted. I've been waiting for you my whole life. Now I've found you and I'm all messed up emotionally. You're my son, you live in Hawaii and in two weeks I'm going to have to go back to Boston. I want to stay here with you the rest of my life and fuck you every day. I want to marry you and spend the rest of my life with you and I've got two weeks! I can't marry you because you're my son. I can't stay here with you and I think I'll be so miserable in Boston I'll want to kill myself because I can't have you."
"Jesus, Mom, I never thought. Do you really love me? I mean, are you really in love with me?"
She nodded miserably. "Yes, I am. I don't know how I'll live without you, now that I know."
My heart was breaking. I hadn't thought about it, but I realized that she had filled a hole in my heart I hadn't known existed. I didn't know how I would live without her either. I squeezed her close.
"Mom, we'll work something out. I'll find a way for us to be together," I told her. "Just don't cry and help me think. Use that big brain and figure something out."
She thought for five minutes and I just petted her and didn't say a word. "No one here knows I'm your mother, right?" she asked.
"No, Stan thinks you're my girlfriend and he's the only one that even knows you're here."
"I think, I've got it," she said. "I need to think and plan."
She fell asleep in my arms and it didn't take me long to join her. I woke up an hour later and it was storming. I couldn't believe this woman I loved so much was naked in bed with me. I'd known her all my life and I realized that I had never really known her. This was like she was a whole new person. I began to stroke her body and I was hard again in seconds. I gently rolled her onto her back and she woke up when I entered her. I fucked her slowly and she came a hundred times before I emptied myself inside her. All night long I woke her up and made passionate love to her. When I finally woke up the sun was shining and she was spooned up against me. I was hard again against her butt and I lifted her leg and eased inside her. She moaned and stirred and I gave her my cock, lying behind her and holding her in place with her thigh in my hand. She began coming almost immediately. After the third time she said her thigh was cramping. I rolled her to her other side and raised one leg straight up over my shoulder and straddled the other. I began to stroke my cock into her with long quick strokes and she went crazy, moaning and thrashing until I thought she was having convulsions. When I exploded inside her she rolled over to face me and her lips pressed against mine.
"Regan, you're killing me," she said. "I've never been fucked like that in my life. I'm exhausted. Are you always going to be this horny?"
I laughed. "I don't know, Mom. I've never been with anyone that turns me on like you do. If I am, do you think you'll mind?"
"I'll be dead in a month," she laughed. "I need rest. I want a shower; I need to pee and I'm starving. Then I want to sleep some more. Make us something to eat."
I cubed fruit, popped biscuits in the oven and got out butter and strawberry jam. I put it all on a tray and carried it to the bedroom. Mom was coming out of the shower and she climbed in bed and we ate. I took the tray back to the kitchen and when I came back she was already asleep, a little sexy mound under the covers. I curled up against her and we slept. When I woke up it was to the most erotic sensation. Her mouth was moving over me and I let her continue until she had me on the point of ejaculation. I reached down and pushed the covers off of us. I tried to pull her up, but she resisted.
"No, let me," she said, returning to what she had been doing. I pulled on her hips and she straddled me, giving my tongue access to her pussy. I attacked it with a vengeance and she was just as hot and sensitive as ever. She came twice before I erupted in her mouth. She didn't lose a drop this time and when she turned around and kissed me, there was a smile of satisfaction on her face.
"Sadin, are you always going to be this horny?" I asked her.
She laughed herself silly. "I don't know," she gasped. "I've never been with anyone like you."
She giggled for a long time. "Let's not do anything today," she said. "Let's just lay around naked and talk and make love sometimes. I feel too lazy to do anything and I'm not sure I can walk so good. You've worn me out, baby."
By the time her two weeks were up we had a plan. When I kissed her goodbye she whispered in my ear. "I'll see you soon. This was the best two weeks of my life, Regan. I've never been fucked so many times in my life as these last two weeks. I can't wait for more."
Six months later she had a job at the University in Hilo. We took a trip to American Samoa and she traveled under her maiden name. We found a priest and he agreed to marry us. No one ever suspected a thing.
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Sydney was just ten miles from home when her day went suddenly south. She had Mumford and Sons on the stereo and she was singing her heart out. It had been a long drive and a long day. She felt like she had signed a million books and she saw the sign: Pensacola, 10 miles. There was something in the road ahead. It looked like an animal. As she got closer she noticed the familiar sight of a dead armadillo. It was right in the middle of her lane and she was meeting a car. There was nowhere to go so she just straddled it with her car. There was a horrible thump and she thought that she was glad it was already dead. She hated to hit animals! When she heard the ominous thump, thump, thump, she revised her thoughts.
"Stupid armadillo," she thought. "If that thing tore up my car I'm going back to run it over again!"
She thought for a few minutes that it had become hung under her car, but the thumping didn't go away. She sighed and turned off the music. There was a wide shoulder ahead and she pulled off. Sydney loved her car. She had a two year old Dodge Charger RTS8; black with the big supercharged hemi. She took meticulous care of it, and now she was worried. She got out and knelt beside it, looking under it to see if she could detect anything hanging down. The asphalt hurt her bare knees and it was very hot. She couldn't see anything. She had roadside assistance on her insurance policy and she was looking for the number on her card when she heard the noise of a diesel engine pull up behind her and shut down.
She looked out and saw a red pickup truck with some sort of logo on the side. It was pulling a trailer that had what looked like steel beams on it. A huge man got out. He had red hair and a red beard and he looked very intimidating. She thought about getting her tazer out, but he was probably just being helpful. She got out and stood up. He stopped at the back of her car. That reassured her a little and she smiled at him.
"Hey, little lady, are you having problems with your car?" he asked.
His voice was the deepest she had ever heard. She imagined that if a bear could speak, this was what it would sound like. She was still a little uncertain and he sensed that she was afraid of him.
"I know I look scary," he told her. "I won't come any closer. Is everything okay?"
She laughed nervously. "No, I hit a stupid armadillo back there and now my car is making this thumping sound!"
"You want me to take a look?" he asked.
"I'd appreciate it very much," she told him.
"You get back in and lock your door so you feel safe," he told her. "Where is the sound coming from?"
"From the front," she said.
"Okay, I'll just take a look. You get back in now."
She slid back in gratefully and locked the door. He seemed like a really nice guy. He was just so big!
He walked past the door and she saw him disappear down in front. He was down there for a couple of minutes before he stood back up. He motioned for her to roll her window down.
"There's a plastic shield apron torn loose under your car," he called. "It isn't a big deal, but it's noisy because it's vibrating in the wind from you driving. It's rubbed on the pavement a little and you're going to have to replace it. It's a dumb design. I'll get some duct-tape and tape it back up so you can drive it. Where are you going?"
"Pensacola," she told him. "I live there."
"Me, too," he told her. "We'll just tape it up and I'll follow you to your exit to make sure you get there."
"Thank you so much," she said. "I was just about to call a tow truck."
"No need for that," he laughed. "I'll fix you up temporarily. You can get home and get it fixed tomorrow."
He went back to his truck and came back with a roll of duct-tape. He disappeared again and she made up her mind and got out. She walked around and watched him.
"Decided I'm harmless?" he chuckled.
"Yes. You're too nice to be afraid of," she said. "What's your name?"
"Logan," he told her. "Logan Thomas. You got a name?"
"It's Sydney Tate," she told him.
"That's a pretty name for a pretty girl," he said.
He stripped tape off and stuck it up under her car. He did it a dozen times and wiggled out. When he stood up she realized just how big he was.
"You're a big guy, Logan," she told him.
"I get that a lot," he laughed. "You're a pretty tall girl yourself, Sydney."
"Not next to you," she said. "Logan, I want to pay you for stopping to help me."
"Now you're going to make me mad," he told her. "See this red hair? That means I've got quite a temper, so we'll just forget you said that."
"I feel like I owe you," she said.
"You don't, but I'll let you buy me a cup of coffee," he said.
"Okay," she said. "There's a Starbuck's at my exit. I'll get you a cup of good coffee."
"It's a deal." He held out a big hand that looked like a shovel to Sydney. He noticed that it was black and grimy from being under her car and he drew it back with a laugh. "Don't guess you want that on you."
"Well, it shows a lot more on you than it would me." She smiled.
"You mean on account of I'm so white and you're not?" he grinned.
"Exactly," she said.
"Well, I suppose they have a restroom at Starbuck's, and I'll just wash up. You ready?"
She was and they got back in their vehicles. She pulled out and he pulled in behind her. She breathed a sigh of relief when the thumping sound made no appearance. She kept to the speed limit and when she came to her exit he pulled off, too. He had to park in the back of the lot to find a place for his trailer, and she waited for him. They walked in together and he went away to the restroom to wash his hands.
She ordered herself a cappuccino and when he got back he ordered a triple espresso. She paid and they took their cups to a booth. She had never heard anyone order a triple espresso before and she was intrigued.
"What does that taste like?" she asked.
He offered her his cup and she sipped a little. It made her shiver and he laughed. "It's an acquired taste," he laughed. "Lots of long hours cramming for tests at the last minute."
"Why didn't you study earlier?" she asked.
"Well, two reasons," he said. "I'm a procrastinator, and there was always practice or a game that got in the way."
"Football?" she guessed.
"Volleyball," he said.
She gaped at him and he burst out laughing. "Yes, football. I got you there, Sydney."
She laughed. "I just thought I was sitting across the table from the biggest liar in Florida! You are tall enough though. Do you know; I actually did play volleyball in college?"
"I believe it," he said. "You look very athletic."
"Thanks," she smiled at him. "Thank you for helping me, too."
"It was my pleasure," he told her. "I'm very glad to meet you Sydney."
"So, what do you do?" she asked him. "I saw metal beams on your trailer."
"That's what I do; metal," he told her. "I build metal buildings. I sell metal to people that are builders or people who want to build their own building. Anything metal, I've got it. You don't need a metal building do you, Sydney?"
"Would you build me a garage?" she asked. "I just have a carport and I'd like a garage to keep my car in."
"That's pretty small for me," he told her, "but we're friends, right? Sure, I'll build you a garage."
"How much would it cost?" she asked.
"I'll build it for cost," he told her. "You pay my guy's labor and I'll charge you what the metal costs me."
"Can you afford to do that?" she asked.
"Yes, I can. Can you afford the metal?"
"Is it really expensive?" she asked.
"No, it's the cheapest garage you can build," he said. "Are you on a tight budget?"
"No, I just signed a pretty good book deal," she said. "This is my third book and I'm selling a lot of them."
"You're a writer!" he exclaimed. "How cool is that? Will you give me one of your books?"
"I'll even sign it for you," she said. "It should be worth at least, say, $29.99!"
They both laughed for a long time. "Well, I know a famous author," he said.
"Yes and I know a guy that's a whizz with duct-tape," she giggled. "He's also a very nice guy. You were pretty scary when I first saw you, Logan."
"Yeah, but I'm a gentle giant," he said. "That was always my problem in football. I just wasn't mean enough unless someone pissed me off. I really do have a temper; it just takes a lot to get me going."
She shivered. "I wouldn't like to see that. I can imagine. Listen, Logan. I've got to get home. Will you give me your number so I can call you about the garage?"
He gave her a business card. "Husband anxiously waiting?" he asked.
"No, I'm not married," she said. "I do have a boyfriend though. He isn't waiting or anything. We don't live together or anything like that. Why am I telling you this?"
"I have an extraordinarily honest face," he said. "People find themselves telling me things."
"I'll bet," she said. "We'll see how honest you are when I get the bill for the garage. Will I see you there?"
"I doubt it, Sydney; I've got a couple of big jobs going. This is kind of going to be a when I get around to it thing. I have a pretty tight schedule but I'll work it in, I promise."
They stood up and he walked her to her car. She hugged him. "Thanks again for helping me, Logan."
"You're quite welcome. Call me about that garage."
He went to his truck and she drove home. She felt a little odd. She thought about him a lot as she was getting ready for bed. He was a very unusual guy and she realized that she wanted to know more about him. That was very unusual for her. Sydney usually had men swirling around her and she never had any trouble attracting the one she wanted. She looked at herself in the mirror. She was tall and slender with just the right amount of plush to her to make her look very sexy. Her skin was a light brown color, just darker than deeply tanned white people would be. Her eyes were very dark brown, almost black, and they were very large and liquid looking. Her nose was aquiline and her mouth was an upside down Cupid's bow. She let her gaze wander down and she could see her full breasts under her camisole. Her nipples were a little erect, making small nubs under the silk and her waist was tiny. Her hips flared and she had a small tight little butt in her silk panties.
She giggled to herself, thinking what a narcissist she was; admiring herself in the mirror like that. It was Logan's fault! He had made her think like that. When she had asked him if he would be working on her garage she had been hoping he would say yes. When he didn't, it was a bit of a shock to her. Most guys she knew would have said yes just to see her again. Maybe he was married! She hadn't thought about that. Maybe he had a lover and he wasn't interested in other girls. She imagined he would be very loyal if that were the case. He didn't seem like he was gay, so maybe that was it.
She shook her head. She had a boyfriend. She was a little dissatisfied with him, though. He was a corporate lawyer and he just seemed a little disingenuous to her, as if there was a shell around him she was never able to get through. They had been dating for six months, and she didn't feel like she knew him any better than she had after their third date. He was very good looking and the sex had been great, at first, but she was finding it harder and harder to get excited about seeing him. She decided she needed to break up with him. Maybe not right away, but unless something changed, she didn't see a future there. She went to bed and read for a while until she was yawning and the words on her screen were blurring. She turned off her light and drifted off. The last thing she thought about was she wondered where Logan lived.
She had a busy day the next day, and it was complicated by the fact that her car was in the shop. She had to take Uber and she hated it. The music her driver played was mad annoying. She went out with Ronald that evening and the conversation was lackluster. She remembered how many times Logan had made her laugh over a cup of coffee and she sighed. Ronald wanted to come home with her but she told him she wasn't feeling it. He was a little angry, but she didn't care. She went home and got Logan's card out of her purse. She decided she would go and get her car tomorrow and go to his office.
The car turned out not to be a big deal, just like he told her, and she drove to the address on his card. There was a large sign that said "Pensacola Supply" over the drive, and she was very impressed when she pulled in. There were two huge metal buildings and the grounds must have covered twenty acres. There was metal fencing, rebar in a hundred sizes, wire of all conceivable sizes, shapes and types and fork lifts and utility trucks were everywhere.
When she walked into the office there were half a dozen friendly young people inside who asked her if they could help her. She told them she wanted to see Logan and one beautiful young blonde told her he was in a meeting. She asked if she could wait and the young woman, her name was Julie, got her a cup of coffee. She stirred in cream and sugar and she was almost finished when Julie came to get her.
"Mr. Thomas can see you now," she said. "It's going to have to be quick, though. He has another meeting with a contractor in ten minutes."
Julie led her up the stairs and to the end of a hall. There was art on the walls and it didn't look commercial. The carpet was nice and Julie knocked on the door. She stuck in her head.
"Someone to see you, Logan. I think it's personal. She doesn't smell like a contractor."
She heard his deep bass chuckle and Julie showed her in. His jaw dropped a little when he saw Sydney. He jumped up and came around his desk to pull her up a chair.
"My God! It's Sydney! Hey pretty lady, what are you doing here?"
"Well," Sydney blushed a little. She didn't know if he could tell, but she rebuked herself sternly. She wasn't some sophomore! "I need a garage and I was told you might be my guy."
"Well, hell, who told you that?" he pretended astonishment. "I only build skyscrapers!"
She laughed. "Looking at your place here I believe that, Logan. You didn't tell me you were a tycoon."
That tickled him. "Hey, Sydney; I have an idea," he said. "I've got one more meeting this morning. I'll give her the brush-off. I don't like her anyway. Then I'll take you to lunch. Would you hang out for twenty minutes or so? I promise I won't take long. I'll make Julie entertain you."
"Don't do that," she said. "I'm sure she has something to do. I'll just get another cup of coffee and read a magazine or something. Where will you take me?"
"Do you eat meat?" he asked.
"Yes, do I look like I wouldn't?"
"Well, no; but you never know. I'll take you to the Tin Cow."
"I've never heard of it."
"You're in for a treat then. They have the best burgers in town. They have all kinds of high end bar food. I can't eat there very often, but when a friend shows up you don't worry about your waistline, right?"
She looked at his belly. He didn't look fat at all, just huge all over.
"You don't look like you have a problem with your waistline," she said.
"Well, looks are deceiving," he chuckled. "If I ate like I want to and was as lazy as I want to be, I'd be as fat as a toad in a month. This sculpted body is the result of constant work."
Julie stuck her head in. "Your 11:30 is here."
"Thanks, Jules. Show her back," he said.
Sydney got up and Julie took her back to the office. She pulled up a chair for Sydney next to her desk and got her another cup of coffee.
"How do you know Logan?" she asked.
"I had car trouble and he stopped to help me. I don't really know him very well," Sydney told her. "I think I'd like to, though."
"Yeah, me, too," Julie said. "I've been working for him since I got out of high school. My brother is a friend of his and he got me the job. What do you do, Sydney?"
"I'm a writer," she said. "I'm kind of new at it. I've only sold three books."
"Wow! I'll buy one if you'll tell me the titles."
Sydney gave her a card with her titles on it. They heard an angry voice coming down the stairs.
"I'll get it from someone else then! Jesus, Thomas, you act like you don't care if we do business or not!"
They heard Logan's deep rumble. "You don't give me the choice. I bid the job, you don't like my bid. That's okay. You think you can get the same quality somewhere else? That's your choice. I fixed the last job you gave someone else and it was a hell of a mess. It cost me money to do it. I run a business here, not a charity."
"We'll see!" An angry woman stalked past and Logan came down the stairs a few minutes later.
"Haven't you ever heard the customer is always right?" Sydney asked him.
"Not this time," he said. "She called me and she was in a jam. She got some fly by night outfit to put up a building and the inspectors wouldn't pass it. She was losing money every day and I went in and fixed it. Now she wants to do the same thing again. I told her I wasn't interested in cleaning up someone else's mess. If she wants me she should give me the job at my rates to begin with. I've spent enough time with her. Jules, I don't know when I'll be back. Cover for me."
Sydney drove and they went to the Tin Cow. She loved the place and she loved the conversation with Logan. He was very interested in everything about her. He asked about her books and she was surprised to discover that he had read one. She was writing a new novel and he asked her all about it. By the time they were through eating she realized that she still didn't know anything about him. The entire conversation had been about her. This was very unusual in her experience. Most guys she went out with couldn't talk about anything but themselves. She couldn't remember the last time Ronald had asked her a question about her life. His conversation was all about his life.
"Logan, tell me something about you," she said.
"I'm not very interesting," he told her. "I'd rather talk about you."
"That's all we've talked about," she said.
"What do you want to know?" he asked.
"Well, are you married?" she asked.
He held up his big left hand. There was no ring.
"Are you in a relationship?" she asked.
"No, not unless you're going to ask me out," he laughed. "I date, but I haven't met the right girl, I guess."
"What kind of girl would be the right girl?"
"I don't know," he said. "Honestly, I'm not worried about it. I like my life the way it is. If it happens, I'm fine with that but I'm not desperately longing for anything. Tell me about your boyfriend."
"He's an attorney," she said. "Sometimes that's all I think he is. I'm beginning to think his job defines him. It's all he ever talks about. I'm thinking about dumping him. I'm beginning to think I haven't met the right person either. I admire you, Logan. I seem to go from one relationship to another and they're all the same. The guys I've had relationships with don't seem to have lives. They're all about one thing."
"Uh-oh," he said. "Well, I can see why they're like that. You have to know you're smoking hot, Sydney!"
"No, dummy," she laughed. "Not sex. It's different things. They're all about their job or some sport or music or something. They aren't complete people. Sometimes it's partying or it could be cars or boats. They don't seem to have enough depth to be real people. Maybe I should just be like you. If it happens, it happens. I shouldn't go looking for it."



"Well, if you're not happy on your own, I've never seen how adding another unhappy person to the equation makes it any better," he said. "Let's talk about your garage."
She told him what she wanted and showed him a picture of where she wanted it.
"It looks like you're going to need some concrete," he said. "Do you want me to just take care of everything, or do you want to get the concrete poured and me to just build it?"
"I want you to do it," she said. "I don't know all the people I'd need."
"Okay, I'll get started when I get back to the office," he said.
They went for a little walk to digest their meal and Sydney slipped her little hand into his big one. He looked down at her and she smiled. "I like you, Logan," she said. "Do you think we can be friends?"
He put his arm around her shoulder and squeezed her. "I like you, too. You're an interesting girl, Sydney. I'm taking a group of my employees to Shell Island, Saturday. Would you like to come? You could bring Ronald."
"I'd love to come, but I won't bring Ronald," she said. "Will Julie be there? I like her."
"Yeah, she's sort of like my kid sister," he said. "I went to high school and college with her brother."
"Do you have any siblings?" she asked.
"Two," he said, "both sisters, and both younger than me. They live in Mobile with my mom and dad. You'd like them I think. Hey, I should invite them. We haven't hung out in a month or so."
"That sounds like fun for them," she said. "Will they put a damper on your party?"
"No, they're cool. I'd be more likely to put a damper on theirs. I'm not much of a hard partier, Sydney. If you were thinking of a drunken orgy, this probably isn't your scene. We'll probably play volleyball, hunt for shells, have a few beers and a picnic. They don't let you take much over there and you have to bring back everything you take. It's pretty natural."
She laughed. "Well, a drunken orgy does sound like fun, but I would be out of place. I don't drink that much. I like the feeling while it lasts but puking and waking up with a hangover pretty much cured me of that when I was in college."
"Smart girl," he said. "You want me to pick you up?"
"Sure," she said. "Will that be the first time I see you or will we talk between now and then?"
"I'll send my guys over to look at your place for the garage and then give you a call," he told her.
She took him back to work and went to see her agent. The week passed quickly. On Wednesday, two men came and did some measuring at her place and Logan called her on Thursday. He gave her a price that the garage would cost her and it sounded very reasonable to her. Machines came and did dirt work around her place, the crew tore down her carport on Friday morning and concrete trucks poured the slab and driveway extension in the afternoon. They put ribbon around it and she was surprised when Logan showed up. He rang her doorbell and she invited him in. He wouldn't come in but he took her around and they looked at the bare pad. He found a nail and they wrote their names in the new concrete.
"You're just like a big kid," she laughed. "I'm surprised you didn't want to make a handprint."
"I did, but I didn't want to get my hands dirty," he smiled. "I better get going, Sydney. I'll pick you up at ten in the morning, okay?"
When he pulled up Saturday Morning he wasn't driving a truck. He was in a red Trans Am. She loved it right away. It had a deep rumble to the exhaust and she liked the sound and the vibration.
"I love this car," she said when he put her in and stowed her bag in the trunk. "What year is it?"
"It's a 1977," he said. "I've done a lot of work on the engine. It's still probably not as quick as your Hellcat, but it feels like it. I've had it since I was seventeen. It keeps breaking and I keep fixing it. I plan to own it forever."
"It's very cool," she said. "How old are you, Logan, if you don't mind my asking?"
"I'm 28," he told her. "You?"
"I'm not as old as you," she said. "I'm over 21, though."
He laughed. "I just answered you, but you didn't tell me. That's not fair, Sydney."
"I'm 25," she told him. "Don't you tell anyone."
"The secret of your antiquity is safe with me," he told her.
They drove down to Panama City Beach and there were about twenty people there when they arrived. Two tall slender young redheaded girls detached themselves from the crowd and came running to throw themselves on him.
"Sydney, these are my little sisters," he told her. "They're both brats, but I love them anyway. The one with the brown eyes is Kristen and the one with the blue eyes is Shey. Girls, this is Sydney. She murders armadillos, so be careful around her."
They both laughed. "Logan told us about you when he called," Shey told her. "You're even more beautiful than he said you were."
Sydney looked up at him and felt her face get hot. "I said nothing of the sort," he protested.
Kristen punched him. "She was just kidding. We could tell by the sound of your voice you thought so."
"They're mind readers," he shrugged. "Ignore them Sydney. Kris, you talk to the boat guys?"
"Yes, they'll be here in thirty minutes. I gave them your card."
The group rounded up baskets, coolers, and bags and they loaded them onto the boats when they arrived. It was a short run out to the island and the water was beautiful around the beach. Sydney was excited and she saw several people checking her out as she stood at the rail beside Logan. She was used to that a little. She had always felt like more people looked at her because she was black than looked at other people, and she accepted that. She knew she looked good, too, and that drew even more eyes. She forgot about it. There were three other black people with them; a couple and a girl she had seen at Logan's business.
When they landed they all began to set up umbrellas, spread blankets and towels out and open drinks. Logan had some huge towels and so did his sisters. They spread them out under a big green and white umbrella and began to apply sun screen. Sydney took off her wrap and she had shorts and a cropped undershirt on over a bikini. She dug around in her bag and got out her sun screen.
She felt Logan and the girls watching her as she put it on. "What?" she asked them.
"I didn't think you'd need sunscreen," Shey said.
"You mean because I'm black? I can get just as bad a burn as you can," Sydney laughed. "That's a myth. I would get so black you couldn't see me at night. Black people have a high incidence of skin cancer, too."
"I had no idea," Logan said. "Well, we can't have that. You'll have to tell us things like that."
"Don't you have any black friends?" she asked.
"Yes, but they don't go to the beach with me much," he laughed. "We mostly play football and you're covered up. We're gingers and we would look like lobsters if we didn't use heavy sun screen. Well, the girls tan, but I just turn red."
She looked him over. He was very pale. It looked natural on him, she decided. He was the most muscular person she had ever seen in the flesh, so to speak. He wasn't grossly muscular like the body builders on TV, but he had huge ropes running over his body and his veins were very large.
"You weren't kidding about working out, were you?" she said.
"No, I weighed 340 when I was playing football," he told her. "I wanted to lose a lot of weight after I quit. It isn't healthy to weigh that much, but I wanted to stay strong. I kind of had a big belly back then. I played offensive tackle and I wanted to be hard to push around. I'm down to 250 and I plan to lose another ten pounds this summer. Want to soak up some sun or go swimming?"
"Let's find pretty shells," she suggested. "This is Shell Island, after all."
Kris and Shey wanted to lie in the sun, and so they strolled off together. Sydney squealed with excitement when they started finding shells she liked right away. She ran back and got a zip-lock baggie out of her bag and came back. They found sand dollars by the dozens and lots of other pretty shells she put in her bag. "I have a collection," she explained.
She danced from one group to another and she could feel Logan's eyes on her. That made her feel a little embarrassed, as if she were out on her first date, and she liked the feeling. Her bag was almost full by the time she tired of searching, and they walked together in the edge of the water, her little feet and his big ones leaving tracks in the sand behind them. She slipped her arm around his waist and he draped his big arm over her shoulders. She felt very tiny beside him and she liked that feeling. She was taller than most women, and she had never liked being with men that weren't taller than she was.
They walked along, talking and laughing until they had gone quite a way from the group. She peeked up at him and he was looking down at her. "Do you want to swim now?" she asked.
"Sure," he said.
She put down her bag and stripped off her shorts and top. Logan pulled his t-shirt over his head and they looked at one another.
"You, are smoking hot, Sydney," he told her. "You know that, don't you?"
"Thanks," she smiled up at him. "You're not so bad yourself, Logan. Let's take our mutual admiration society to the water, shall we?"
He reached out and grabbed her by the arm, pulling her in while she giggled and fought to get away. He picked her up in his arms and carried her squealing and kicking into the water. When he was thigh-deep he set her down, and they waded out until she could barely stand. They bounced up and down in the gentle swell and he went under. He came up with a shell and there was a hermit crab inside. In a minute he found another for her and they played with them for a long time, just laughing and talking together like a couple of kids. They played in the water for maybe an hour and Logan's sisters came looking for them.
They walked back to the group and Sydney loved the interaction between Logan and his sisters. She had been an orphan, and she sensed that Logan's relationship with his little sisters was something of which she would like to be a part. She had never had a family and she was deeply envious. The rest of the group had their picnic ready, and they ate and played beach volleyball. Logan and Sydney were joined by Kris and Shey and they beat every team the rest of the group could put together. Sydney hadn't played competitively in a few years, but she still had most of her old skills and she was the star of the show.
They lay under the umbrella and Sydney got acquainted with Logan's sisters. They were both going to the local Junior College and planned to transfer to Troy University when they graduated from the local college. They wanted to go to school close to their parents and Logan. They had plans and they all seemed to involve their family and staying close to that core. Kris was going to graduate in a few weeks and she was going to live with Logan, at least for a while.
"I love how you guys are all so close," Sydney told her.
"Are you close with your family?" Shey asked her.
"I only have an aunt that I've met a couple of times," Sydney told her. "My parents died when I was 13 and I was raised in foster care."
"Oh, my God," Kristen exclaimed. "I can't believe no one adopted you."
"I didn't really want to be adopted," Sydney explained. "I wanted to remember my parents and not have a lot of emotional baggage from having another set of parents."
"That's so sad," Shey told her. "Logan, we need to adopt her! You can be our sister, Sydney."
Sydney laughed, but her heart felt warm. She could tell she was really going to like these girls.
"I was thinking a little differently," Logan told them.
"What?" they both asked in unison.
"None of your business," he laughed. "I don't tell you two everything. You'd blab it all over creation and I'm not ready for that."
"Oh, my God," Kris exclaimed. "He wants you to be his girlfriend, Sydney! He does too tell us everything, except stuff like that. This is so cool!"
"See how they are?" Logan laughed. "They have no idea what they're talking about and they blab anyway!"
Sydney could feel her face getting hot. "Yes, I do. We're just friends! I hardly know Logan. He helped me with my car and he's building a garage for me."
"Logan doesn't build garages," Shey told her. "He builds huge buildings and sells metal to people that build garages. He must really like you to build you a garage."
"Logan, do you have some nefarious plan?" Sydney laughed.
"Of course," he said. "I always have nefarious plans. They do not include my big mouthed sisters, though."
The boats pulled up at the beach to take them home and the awkward conversation was interrupted. The group dispersed to their cars and Logan kissed his sisters goodbye. They both hugged and kissed Sydney and made a date to spend a day with her the next week. They put the girls in their car and walked back to Logan's car.
He opened her door and she caught his arm. "Logan, let's just sit here in the car and talk for a little while," she asked.
He got in the cooler, got out sodas and a bag of chips and they got in. He turned the stereo on quietly and they opened their pop.
"I'm sorry if the girls embarrassed you," he apologized.
She laughed. "I love your sisters and you don't need to apologize for them," she told him. "I really like you Logan, but I have a boyfriend. I'm not a two-timer. As long as I have one boyfriend I won't have another. We can be friends, but I won't go out with you like that while I'm involved with someone else. I know I'm assuming a lot, but I think you like me, too. Do you?"
"I do," he told her. "I respect that you don't want to go on dates with me. I won't ask you. Can we just be friends then? Will you go places with me that aren't dates? I mean, stuff like today where we're part of a group?"
"We don't have to be part of a group," she said. "I just don't want to get romantic, okay? If you ask me to a game or something like that, I'll go; but I don't want anyone to have any reason to think I'm a cheater, and I don't want to feel like one. Do you understand?"
"Absolutely," he said. "I wasn't going to ask you out. I wouldn't like you much if you went out with me while you were in another relationship."
"I could tell that about you," she said. "That's not why I won't go out with you, though. It wouldn't take much when I'm with you to make me a cheater. Don't tempt me, okay?"
"No, I wouldn't," he said. "This is a very awkward conversation. I'm glad we had it, but do you want to go drive some go-karts?"
They went to drive some miniature open wheel racers, played miniature golf and they had a blast. Sydney was enough lighter than Logan that she could beat him at driving the miniature cars if she paid close attention to her driving, and he just laughed when she taunted him. He took her home and she kissed his cheek and went inside. She turned her phone on when she sat down and she had nine new messages. Two were from Ronald and she texted him that she had been at the beach. He wanted to come over, but she told him she was really tired. She agreed to go out with him Friday night and she went to bed.
She lay awake a long time. Her brain was buzzing with the day and she was very confused about her feelings for Logan. She couldn't imagine why she felt so strongly attracted to him. She wasn't usually very attracted to white men at all; in fact, she had always had a "no white boys" rule, and Logan was one of the whitest guys she had ever met. He was a redhead, for Christ's sake! She had never had a white boyfriend and yet here she was, thinking about one and unable to sleep because of thinking about it. She thought about the way his beard felt against her skin when he was carrying her into the water. It was much softer than she had imagined it would be. She didn't ordinarily like facial hair, but it seemed right on Logan. She couldn't imagine him without it.
She remembered how strong he was. He had picked her up like a baby and Sydney was a big girl. She weighed nearly 140 pounds and she was six feet tall, but she felt tiny around him. She liked that feeling. She loved his sisters and the easy familiarity they showed with each other. She found herself imagining what his parents must be like. Her thoughts turned to Ronald and she compared him to Logan. Her thoughts weren't flattering to her boyfriend. She didn't want to seem as if she were dumping him to be with Logan. That's exactly what she wanted to do, but she felt guilty. She had little respect for people that found a better deal and dumped the person they were with for that deal. She was going to give Ronald another chance. It wasn't like they were married. They really didn't have any formal relationship at all. They had never really talked about it. That was another thing. He just took it for granted that she would be available without really asking her what she thought.
She wondered what she would say if he asked her to marry him. How would she have felt about it two weeks ago before she met Logan, and how had that changed since? She really didn't know the answer and it bothered her that she didn't. She finally fell asleep and when she woke, she had a headache. She puttered around the house all morning, drinking coffee and taking Ibuprophen until her headache was gone. She worked on her book for an hour and Ronald texted and asked her if she wanted to go to dinner. She agreed and he told her another couple from work would be joining them. That upset her a little and she was tempted to tell him she didn't want to go.
It turned out to be really boring. Ronald and the other guy talked about work the whole time, and Sydney was forced to try to entertain herself with the conversation of the other woman. She was not a stimulating auditor. Her conversation was laced with text speak, which Sydney hated, and anecdotes of her business, interior decorating, which Sydney also loathed. She could feel her headache coming back. Ronald evidently admired the couple because he talked about them the whole way back to Sydney's house. She invited him in and got them a glass of wine. Ronald wanted to get romantic and she wanted to talk.
"Ronald, I need to talk to you seriously," she told him. "I'm confused about our relationship."
"What do you mean?" he asked. "What is there to be confused about?"
"Where do you see us in five years?" she asked.
"I have no idea what you're talking about," he responded. "Are we supposed to have some five-year plan or something?"
"Or something," she said. "Are we just going to go to dinner, or are we going somewhere?"
"I didn't know you wanted anything else," he said.
"I don't, necessarily. At the same time, I'm not just a party girl who wants to play around the rest of her life. I don't want to go on and on in a relationship that doesn't have a chance to ever be anything more than going out once in a while and having sex once a week. Do you really believe that we have a chance to be more than we are right now?"
"Are you breaking up with me?" he asked. "Is that what this is about? Are you seeing someone else? Have you met someone that you think you have some future with?"
"No, I'm not breaking up with you. I'm not seeing anyone else, but I have met people. The people I've met made me think about my life. They made me think I might want something more than we have going on. I felt like I was part of something when I was with them and I liked that feeling."
"Who is he?" Ronald asked.
"It's not just a he," she said. "I met a guy and then I met his family and I liked what I saw. I'm not going out with him. I told him I wouldn't because I have a relationship with you. I decided I was going to give us a chance to see where we were going."
"So you're giving me an ultimatum? I need to show you something?"



"It's not like that at all. If you just answer my question this will just all go away."
"I don't believe you," he said. "I think you're seeing this guy. I'm leaving now, Sydney. You need to make up your mind. I'm going places. I thought you were, too. Maybe I was wrong."
He got up and left without another word. Sydney was seething. This was a dead end and she'd wasted a lot of time and emotion on that dead end. She drank her wine and turned on some music. She just relaxed for a while and went and ran a bath. She soaked for a while and went to bed with a clear head.
She heard a lot of noise outside when she got up in the morning and when she peeked out, the crew was working on her garage. Logan wasn't there and she ate a muffin and drank a cup of coffee. She worked on her book some more and went to the grocery store. She made a couple of stops, and she noticed a white van that seemed to be following her. When she got home, the van was still behind her and it drove past her house and parked in the next block. She went inside and put her groceries away. When she was done, she took a thermos of coffee out to the crew working on her garage. They took a break and she poured them coffee and talked with them a while. They were bending metal on a large machine and she thought it was fascinating. She watched them work a while and when she went back inside, she noticed that the white van was still there.
The crew was putting away their tools and packing up when her doorbell rang. It was Logan. She hugged him and they walked around to look at the framework of her garage. He was satisfied with their progress and she invited him to stay for dinner. He accepted and they grilled burgers. She enjoyed herself tremendously and when he left she felt like she was glowing. He made her laugh constantly and he seemed to enjoy talking to her. She knew he didn't need to check on the garage, and she was pleased that he had come by just to see her.
She had a book signing in Tallahassee the next day and she drove down and spent the night. Logan texted her at five and asked if she was away from home. She told him where she was and he said he had dropped by and missed her. She hadn't thought about him coming by, and she was touched and felt a little guilty she hadn't told him. She thought for a minute and texted him again. She was doing a writer's workshop in Mobile, and she asked him if he wanted to go. They could drop by and see his sisters in the evening and drive back that night. At first he told her he couldn't go, but an hour later he texted again and told her he had postponed some things and he would love to go. She was thrilled and the drive home passed quickly.
Ronald called just before she got home and it was ugly.
"So who is the white man you've been seeing?" he asked her.
"I'm not seeing anyone, I already told you," she said.
"I know that's not true," he told her. "I have a picture of you hugging him at your front door."
"Have you been spying on me?" she asked. "Did you hire someone to follow me? I can't believe you! The man you took a picture of is a contractor that's building my garage. He also happens to be a friend of mine who I know well enough to hug. You're a fucking creep, Ronald. I am breaking up with you. It's over. Don't call me again!"
She pushed the button and turned off her Bluetooth. Her phone rang immediately and she ignored it. The crew was hard at work on her garage and it was coming together nicely. She parked and talked to them for a minute. They thought it would be three more days and it would be done. Logan didn't come by that evening and she was a little disappointed. She didn't sleep well, but she felt good the next morning when Logan pulled up.
They took her Charger and she dropped him at his parents' house while she went to the workshop. She was out by two, and she drove back to Logan's parents' house feeling excited about meeting them. Shey came out of the backyard when she pulled up, dressed in a bikini.
"We're around on the deck," she said. "We're having a party. Come on; everyone's dying to meet you."
"Why on earth?" Sydney asked.
Shey took her arm in hers. "Because they want to see what Logan is so crazy about," she laughed.
Sydney was shocked and Shey laughed. "He didn't say that, Sydney. I just told you that to see the look on your face. It was everything I'd hoped for. You've got it bad, girl."
Sydney was blushing furiously when Shey pulled her through the gate. There was a large deck on the back of the house and Logan, his parents and Kris were lounging around in chairs. There was a large barbecue grill and smoker there, and a delicious smell was coming out of it. It was easy to see where the kids got their red hair. Logan's mother was a little older version of her daughters. She was tall and slender and her hair was nearly orange. You could see that it was turning almost blonde in streaks, and that was going to be her grey. She had a big smile on her face and she hugged Sydney like they were old friends. She had a deep southern accent when she spoke.
"Sydney, we're very glad to meet you. I'm Kim and this rude creature," she gave the man next to her a dig with her toe, "is Beckly. We call him Beck."
Beck was a tall, deeply tanned man with brown salt and pepper hair. He got up with a groan and Sydney liked him right away. He had a twinkle in his eyes and a look of good humor about him.
"Excuse my laziness," he told her in that deep drawl. "You're as pretty as a peach, Sydney. I'm going to like you."
"You old lecher," his wife told him. "Don't let him close to you, Sydney."
He hugged her anyway. "Pay her no mind," he said. "She's all Southern Belle out here, but behind closed doors, she's Southern Comfort."
"Quit embarrassing Sydney and go look at your brisket," Logan laughed. "Mom, don't you have something to do?"
"No, I don't," she told him. "I'm going to make Sydney a drink and we're going to get acquainted. Go help your father."
"What would you like, honey?" she asked Sydney.
"I have to drive home later, and I don't drink much," Sydney told her.
"I like you already," Kim said. "You're going to be here a while. You'll have time to metabolize before time to go. We'll have one drink and then stick to non-alcoholic stuff, okay?"
Sydney went in the house with her and Kim poured them both a Scotch on the rocks. "Do you really want to show the guys something?" she asked.
"What do you have in mind?" Sydney asked.
"Do you smoke?" Kim asked.
"No," Sydney laughed. "Do you?"
"No, but I enjoy a good cigar every now and again," Kim told her. "Have you ever smoked a cigar?"
"No, I thought only rich old white men did," Sydney laughed again.
"Well, we're going to take our drinks outside and smoke a cigar," Kim said. "Beck won't let me smoke them in the house. This will be fun."
She took Sydney into her bedroom and got two long cigars out of her humidor. She clipped the ends and got a box of wooden matches. They took the cigars out on the deck and lit them up.
"You don't inhale," Kim whispered. "Just puff on it."
Logan noticed what they were doing and burst out laughing. "Unbelievable, Mom. She hasn't been here ten minutes and you've got her drinking and smoking! I'm never bringing her up here again."
They had a wonderful time. They ate barbecue, which Beck turned out to be very good at, and Kris found Sydney a swimsuit she could wear. It was a one piece that fit fairly well. Sydney had a little more butt than Kris, but she didn't feel naked. They swam and played water volleyball until the sun started to go down.
Sydney felt very much a part of something she had never experienced before, and she didn't want to go home. When they all hugged her goodbye she felt like crying. Shey and Kris were coming to meet her on Friday for shopping, and she was really looking forward to it.
She was a little pensive on the drive home and Logan noticed her peeking at him. "Is something wrong, Sydney?" he asked her.
"No, well yes, sort of," she said. "I really, really like your family, Logan. I just can't help wishing they were my family. I've never enjoyed a day so much in my life. I hope you know how lucky you are."
"I do," he told her. "You can borrow them any time you want."
She laughed. "You have a way of making me feel good, Logan."
"Thanks. Sydney, I know I told you that I wouldn't ask you out. I'm dying to do it, though. Maybe it isn't such a good idea for us to spend so much time together. I like you more than any girl I've ever met. You're funny, you're smart and you're unbelievably hot. I don't think I can just be friends with you."
"Why not?" she asked. "I like being your friend."
"I like it, too," he told her, "but I just want to kiss you every time I look at you."
"So, kiss me," she said.
"What... what about your boyfriend?" he stammered.
"I don't have one. I dumped him last week," she said. "I gave him a chance, Logan. I asked him if he saw any future for us and it just pissed him off. I'm 25 and I'm ready for the rest of my life to start. I want to find someone I can love and be with long-term. I don't want to waste my time, energy and emotion on a relationship with a man that has no chance of ever being anything more. Do you understand?"
"Yes, that's what I was telling you the other day when you asked me if I had a girlfriend. I want a girlfriend, but not just any girlfriend. I'm only interested in girls that I can be something more than a date with."
"Do you think we could be something more?" she asked him. "I'd like that. It's not going to be easy, Logan. There are a lot of problems I can see."
"Like what?" he asked.
"Well, I travel a lot," she told him. "You have a business to run, I have a writing career. You're white and I'm black. You like an old Pontiac and I like new Dodges. Oh yes, I also like cigars."
Logan threw back his head and laughed. "I'm going to kill my mother! Sydney, let me tell you something. I know we're very different people, but let me tell you what I like. I like the cutest little sexy girl I've ever met. I love your smile and your voice. I love how smart you are. I love your skin, and the way it feels under my fingers. I love that curly mop on your head. I love those boobs and the way your nipples try to tear out of your shirt every time I touch you. I love your butt and the way it jiggles when you're walking in front of me. I love your lips and I imagine how they'd feel crushed against me. I like the way you smell, except for cigar smoke, but you could smoke like a chimney and I'd put up with it because I like the total package. There, I'm done now."
Sydney didn't know what to say. She pulled off on the shoulder and unbuckled her seat belt. When she looked over at Logan he smiled and she tangled her fingers in that red bushy beard and pulled him across. Their lips met and she felt like she had experienced an electric shock. A current seemed to be flowing into her whole body and her nipples felt hard enough to shatter. When she felt his hand slide down her shoulder and settle over one breast her breath caught in her throat, and when he gently pinched that nipple she felt her pussy flood and her panties dampen.
She pulled away with a moan. "Logan, you're going to have to drive," she told him. "I don't think I can."
"Oh, no; this is your car," he chuckled. "I'm going to sit here and play with you all the way back. Take off your bra, Sydney."
"No!" she objected. "That's not fair at all."
"Come on, I know you can do that magic trick thing. Off with it!"
Blushing furiously, she wiggled around until her bra came out one arm of her blouse. He took it and grinned at her.
"I have no idea how you did that, but buckle back up and let's get moving."
She pulled back onto the highway, and by the time she had the cruise set he was undoing the top three buttons of her blouse. His hand slipped inside and cupped one of her breasts. She squirmed and wiggled as he caressed her and ran his thumb back and forth over one milk chocolate nipple. It felt so good that she almost pulled off the road again to attack him. He gave the other breast some love, too, and she was desperately horny. As she turned onto her street she noticed the white van parked on the nest block. She pulled to the curb and pushed his hand out of her blouse.
"Logan, stop for a minute. See that van sitting there? It's been following me. My boyfriend was an attorney and they have some private investigators. I think he's got one watching me."
"Stay here," he told her.
He got out and walked down the sidewalk. When he got to the back of the van he crouched down and crept up to the driver's door. He jerked the door open and hauled a small, blonde woman out of the van. She fought like a wildcat, but Logan's size and strength made her helpless. He seized her by the seat of her pants and her shirt collar and frog marched her back to Sydney's car. He opened the back door and pushed her in, slamming the door behind her. He got in and locked the doors.
"Turn off the door locks," he told Sydney, and she pushed the button.
"What the hell is wrong with you?' the girl screamed. "You're kidnapping me! I'll have you arrested."
"Calm down," Logan told her. "We aren't taking you anywhere. Why are you following Sydney?"
"It's my fucking job, asshole!" she shot back.
"Your job is stalking people?" Sydney asked her.
"No, it's catching cheating sluts in the act. When wives cheat on their husbands, or the other way around, they should expect to get caught!"
"I'm not married," Sydney told her.
"What? What are you talking about? Of course you are. You're married to Ronald Green. He hired me to check up and see who his wife was cheating with."
"I'm not married," Sydney told her again. "I dated Ronald for six months. We were never even engaged. I'm not married. I've never been married."
"Bullshit, that's what all the cheating sluts say," the girl snarled.
"We're not kidnapping you, but if you talk to Sydney like that one more time I'll get back there with you and spank your ass until you can't sit down for a week," Logan told her.
"Logan, I had no idea you were so kinky," Sydney laughed. She unlocked the doors. "Go back to your van and check your facts," she told the girl. "Ronald lied to you. You should really get the facts before you take jobs. What's your name, anyway?"
"April Sander," the girl said. "Are you really telling me the truth?"
"She's not married," Logan told her. "Check the records. Call her publisher. Do whatever you need to do, but do it away from here. If you bug her again, it's going to get ugly."
April got out of the car. She tapped on Sydney's window and she rolled it down. "If you're telling the truth, I'm sorry," she said. "If you aren't, I'm coming back here with a bunch of goons, big boy. It looks like I'll need a bunch, but I'll beat your ass for manhandling me like that."
Sydney laughed. "Maybe you two should start an S&M club. Go home, April. Call me if you want. I'll be waiting for that real apology. I kind of like you. You've got spunk, but you're wrong here."
April went back to her van and left. "Jesus, Sydney; evidently your boyfriend was way more into you than you thought," Logan told her.
"Well, if being a creepy stalker is being into me, he was," Sydney said. "This is kind of scary, Logan. I'm kind of afraid of him. What if that had been someone dangerous?"
"I don't know. I'm not really afraid of people."
"Yeah, but you're a freaking truck," she said. "I'm not like you, Logan. This scares the hell out of me. I'm afraid to go in my house."
"Ah, I get it now," he nodded. "You want an excuse to go home with me."
"You asshole! Stop making jokes! I'm serious."
When he turned her chin to look in her face there were tears in those black pools. He quickly pulled her into a hug. "I'm sorry, Sydney. I didn't realize... Jesus, honey; you're shaking. Pull up to your house. I'll go in with you and you can pack some stuff. You can stay with me tonight, and tomorrow we'll figure out what to do, okay?"
She nodded into his chest. "Yes, thank you Logan."
She quickly packed a bag and got some hanging clothes. He got in the Trans Am and she followed him. She had no idea where he lived and they drove for twenty minutes, leaving town and driving down the beach road. He turned off onto a secondary road and stopped at a gate set in a stone fence. He punched in some numbers on a key pad and the gate swung open. They drove a quarter mile up a winding asphalt driveway between palm trees to the top of a small hill. A large stone house stood at the end of the driveway, and he pulled into a two story garage. Another door opened and she pulled into the empty bay. The light came on and she saw a motorcycle, four kayaks and a jet-ski in the next bay.
They went inside and Sydney carried her hanging clothes while he carried her bag. They went through a laundry room into a huge living room. It opened into a large kitchen and they went across the living room to a hall. He led her past several doors and he opened one at the end of the hall. She stepped in and caught her breath. The back wall was glass and it looked out over a large pool down the hill to the beach. The ocean shimmered in the background and they were a few boat lights out there. The pool was softly illuminated and she could see a hot tub beside it. The rippling of the water caused lights to dance in the room.
"This is your room," he said. "Make yourself at home. There's a bathroom through the door to your right and the closet is on the other side of the bed."
He lounged in the doorway while she hung up her clothes. She felt his eyes on her as she moved around and it brought heat to her cheeks. She turned to face him and she could see desire in his eyes.
"Come here, Sydney," he said.
She walked slowly toward him, her heart fluttering and butterflies in her stomach. He pulled her close and closed his arms around her. She rested her cheek on his chest and she could hear his heart beating. He just held her for a minute, her head tucked under his chin.
"Do you feel better now?" he asked. "Safe?"
She nodded. "Yes, Logan, I do."
"Good," he squeezed her. "Are you tired; sleepy?"
"I'm tired, but not sleepy," she said. She looked up at him. "Logan, could we get in your hot tub?"
"Did you bring a suit?" he asked.
She shook her head.
"Really? Oh my God, yes!" his voice shook a little.
"You go and get in," she told him. I'll be along in a minute."
He left and she put on a long t-shirt. He was in the tub and there were two glasses of wine sitting on the edge when she came out. His eyes followed her as she walked to the tub, barefoot and beautiful in the soft light. She pulled the t-shirt over her head and she heard him gasp. She stepped gracefully into the water and slid across to sit beside him.
"Oh, my God, Sydney; you're even more spectacular than I imagined," he told her as he put his arm against her and pulled her against him.
His arm felt very heavy and Sydney pressed herself against him, feeling her left breast crushed his side. His fingers traced a line up her arm, down along her collar bone and down into the water to cup her other breast in his hand. Sydney didn't have small breasts, but she felt tiny as his huge hand held her. Her nipple sprang erect and she shuddered as he rolled it between his thumb and forefinger. He took his hand away and she missed his touch immediately. He reached back and handed her her glass. She sipped a very dry white wine and they cuddled together as the water rolled around them. They talked; just little soft things that meant nothing and everything. She felt like everything was moving in slow motion and she never wanted this moment to end.
When they finished the wine, she was getting very hot and she went over and dove in the pool while he watched her. She swam a lap or two in the cool water and he got out and slipped in, too. After a minute in the cool water she got out and went to a wicker hamper that held towels. She rubbed her hair and wrapped the towel around her. He was climbing out and she took him a towel. He wrapped it around his waist, she retrieved her shirt and they walked back up the steps to the house with his arm around her. She stopped in the living room.



"Logan, I love my room," she said, "but I want to sleep in yours."
He laughed and picked her up, holding her like a baby. "That's what I've been waiting all my life to hear," he told her.
He carried her up the two steps to his bedroom and she gasped when she looked around. He had a huge fish tank in one wall and a huge, round bed in the center of the room. Everything was white and there were sheer, white curtains around the bed. He sat her down near the bed and she lost the towel when he did. She climbed in and watched him as he took off his towel. Her eyes were drawn downward like a magnet and her breath caught in her throat.
Sydney hadn't known quite what to expect. All her life she had heard about how white boys had tiny dicks and she had hoped not to be too disappointed, but everything she had heard was obviously a lie. His cock stuck out like an iron bar. It wasn't huge, but Sydney didn't like huge anyway. She had tried one of those and it was just weird and painful. This looked perfect. Big enough to fill her but not so big it was painful. She had never seen a white cock before, in person, and never seen a circumcised one either. She slid down to the edge of the bed and took him in her long, slender fingers. She examined every inch, trying to memorize every detail and texture. She took him in her mouth and sucked vigorously. In minutes she felt him begin to tense up and he exploded. She choked a little at first, surprised by the volume of his cum, but she gulped quickly, milking every drop and playing with his balls with her free hand.
When he was done, she looked up at him, dragging her little pink tongue up the length of his shaft while looking in his eyes. She saw nothing but adoration there and he pushed her gently back, moving up slowly to claim her lips. They kissed deeply and for a long time. Sydney was so horny that she couldn't keep still. Her body writhed out of her control and when he left her lips and kissed his way down to her breasts she moaned. His lips on her nipples drove her wild and the most incredible sensations filled her slender body. He loved her breasts for minutes while her need rose and when he left them and kissed his way down, she was in heaven. Sydney hadn't been with a lot of men; she had some experience, but nothing had prepared her for the way she was feeling now.
She felt his hot breath on her pussy and when his tongue tickled her clitoris she knew this was going to be big. She reached down and tangled her fingers in his hair, preparing to hold on for dear life as she approached her climax. Her thighs were trembling and she bridged up off the bed as her pent up tension peaked. It all went away in a flood of release and she shuddered as she writhed and cried out her passion. She came for what seemed minutes, and her little clit quickly became over-sensitized. Her movements became motions of escape and she pushed his head away. Her fingers in his hair pulled him up and over her. She could taste herself on his lips and it was so erotic.
She felt his maleness between her thighs, against her moistness, and she made little urgent thrusting motions; encouraging him to enter her. "I need you in me, Logan," she whispered.
She was very wet, and he slid easily into her, her tightness spreading before his advance. He slid in with one long slow thrust, and she felt his balls against her ass. He felt even bigger than he looked, and she was absolutely stuffed and loving it. He began to thrust slowly inside her, his motions tender and sweet. They continued that was for a long time and she had a small orgasm. She could tell that it was a way-stop on the journey to a really big one and she urged him to go faster.
"Oh, my God, Logan!" she moaned. "I'm going to blow up! I love it so much. I love you so much. Now, faster, baby."
He quickened his movements, and she began to build higher and higher. He pushed up on his hands and began to thrust into her, her little body shaking under their movements and her breasts bouncing. She came with a rush that threatened to steal her consciousness as she felt him go with her. A moan escaped his lips and she was screaming. It went on for an almost unbearably long time and they collapsed, spent and gasping, his great weight, on her and in her, making her feel loved, protected and warm. He deflated inside her and rolled to pull her on top. She lay half over him, idly running her fingers up and down his body.
"God, that was good, Sydney," he told her. "You're the sexiest little thing I've ever imagined."
She wiggled with happiness. "You're a very good lover, too, Logan," she told him. "No one has ever made me come like that."
She got up and went to the bathroom. She could feel a stream of his cum running down her leg and it tickled her and made her feel very good. She peed and cleaned herself before going to his refrigerator. She brought a bottle of water back to bed and they shared it. They relaxed for a while and she stroked him until he was hard again.
"I want to be on top," she told him.
She rode him cowgirl for a while and then spun herself around and let him play with her ass while she brought them both to orgasm, panting and gasping out her pleasure. She turned again and lay on top of him until he slipped out. He wouldn't take his hands off of her butt and she giggled, flexing it under his fingers.
"You like my ass, don't you, Logan?" she asked.
"I can't believe anyone can have that much muscle and be that sexy," he laughed.
"I'll let you fuck it sometime," she promised.
"Really? Have you ever done that, Sydney?"
"No, but with you I would," she told him.
"I still remember what you said," he told her. "Were you just coming, or did you mean that?"
"I love you, Logan," she whispered in his ear. "Probably not as much as I will, but more than I've ever loved anyone."
"I think I loved you from the time you showed up at my office," he told her. "When you came in, all I could think about was how much I'd like to get close to you. I was very unhappy when you had a boyfriend and when you told me you didn't anymore, I nearly had a heart attack. I thought maybe there'd be a chance that I could be your boyfriend."
"You are for as long as you want to be," she said.
He kissed her and she spooned up in his arms. They went to sleep with her head pillowed on his arm. When she awakened, she heard the shower running. She dozed until she noticed he was dressed and leaving. She sat up. "Logan, blow off work and come back and get in bed with me." She cupped her breasts and tweaked her nipples toward him.
He groaned. "Sydney, as much as I'd love that, I can't. I've got a meeting at nine. Stay here. I promise I'll be back as soon as I can."
She blew him a kiss, and he left. She heard his car rumble to life and then it stopped. She heard him talking and a few minutes later he came back, tucking his phone into his pocket. He was taking off his shirt.
"Fuck it," he said. "I own the company. If I don't want to go, I won't and I really don't want to go."
She jumped up and ran to throw herself on him. "I want to be fucked in the kitchen," she told him. He took her, bent over the bar and screaming as he pounded her from behind, his groin slapping against her butt as they came together.
He cooked her breakfast and they cuddled naked on the sofa for a while. She heard her phone ringing and ran to answer it. It was April.
"Sydney, I'm really sorry about last night and last week," she said. "My only excuse is that I'm on retainer with the firm that Ronald works for. I didn't bother to check it out because I thought he was being straight. What can I do to make it up to you?"
"I might ask you for a favor sometime," Sydney told her.
"If it isn't illegal, I'll do it," April told her. "Would you like to go to dinner with me sometime?"
Sydney agreed, and they made a time. When she hung up, she told Logan the conversation.
"Well, I guess we're through with Ronald," he said.
Sydney was very relieved and they spent the day together. She went home that night and stayed in, working on her book through the evening. She called Logan and they talked for an hour on the phone. At ten-thirty the next morning she got a text from him.
"I'm about to be arrested," it said. "Don't be shocked. If you'll give Jules a call she'll take care of it. I'm going to the seventh precinct. I'm okay, don't worry. I'll call you when I get out."
Sydney was shocked. She called Julie and insisted on going with Logan's attorney down to the police station. She was an older lady, very nice and very curvy. She had huge breasts and Sydney liked her right away. Her name was Audra Smith, and Sydney followed her to the police station. Audra paid the bail and when Logan came out, his face was bleeding and he had several bruises that she could see. His clothes were torn and he had a black eye that was swelling. His hands were the worst. They were cut and swollen and he winced when he signed the forms.
He came and sat by her on a leather sofa in the hall while Audra talked to the police.
"What the hell happened?" Sydney asked him.
"I think Ronald happened," he said. "I was at a job site down here and someone came up behind me and hit me over the head. Luckily, I was wearing a hard-hat and it just sort of stunned me for a minute. There were four of them. They beat the shit out of me till I could get my wits about me again. I just covered up until my head stopped spinning. Then I started fighting back. I got hold of one of them and squeezed the juice out of him, kind of using him for a shield. He passed out and I got another one. I think I broke his arm. By that time five or six of my guys showed up and we kicked the hell out of those guys. Somebody called the cops and they arrested us all. The guys that jumped me kept telling me that's what I got for fucking someone else's woman. Since you're the only woman I've... fucked in the last six months, I figured it must be Ronald. Three of those guys won't be doing much talking for a while. Maybe the police will get something out of the other one when he wakes up."
Sydney began to cry. "I'm so sorry, Logan. I can't believe this. I'm so sorry."
He pulled her close. "It's not your fault, baby. Don't cry. Take me home, okay? My face hurts like hell."
She jumped up and helped him to his feet just as Audra came out of the door.
"I'll take care of this, Logan," she said. "They already think they know what happened and they're going to arrest Sydney's ex. Jesus Christ! What a mess. You better be worth this, young lady."
"She is," Logan told her. "You're going to love her, Audra. I know I do."
Audra's face softened. "I think you need to go to a doctor, Logan. Let him clean you up and document your injuries so we'll know how hard we can go after this bastard. Tell Sydney where to take you." She hugged him and left.
Sydney drove him to his doctor's office and then home. She made ice packs and put them on his bruises and his eye. Afterward, she made him soak his hands in icy salt water until he complained that he couldn't feel them any more.
It took five days for him to get back to near normal again, and she stayed with him the whole time. Audra kept them updated. Ronald had been arrested and charged. His employer had placed him on indefinite leave until the legal process was over.
*****
Three days before Logan and Sydney were married, he was sentenced to seven years in prison. She had just signed the deal for her fourth book. Logan's dad gave her away and his sisters and Julie were her bridesmaids.
Ten years later, her sixth book hit the best seller list and they had two beautiful little girls standing with their father as she signed the deal on her seventh book. Julie took the girls home with her and on the way to the restaurant, Sydney saw an armadillo crossing the road. She screeched to a halt and Logan slammed forward into his seat belt.
"What the hell, Sydney?" he complained as he rubbed his chest.
"I didn't want to hit that armadillo," she told him with a big smile. "They're my favorite animal."
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My wife's sister was the perfect ice maiden. I'd known her for ten years and she seldom smiled. She was very hard to talk to and seemed to have absolutely no sense of humor. She had a boyfriend who was just as stuffy and uncomfortable to be around as she was. They taught together at the same elementary school in a town about twenty miles from where we lived, and we saw them occasionally, too often to suit me. My wife called her up and asked her out to eat about once a month. It was something I hated, but my wife was someone that loved everyone and she loved her sister, for some reason. For me, I'd never known anyone less loveable.
It's not that she was unpleasant or rude, it just seemed like her personality was a black hole that sucked the life from the room. She was very nice to look at, long black hair, eyes that were so blue you would think she was wearing contacts and the same killer body my wife had. I'd always have loved looking at her if it wasn't for that null void she had for a personality.
My wife set up another of those dinner dates and I expressed my frustration. "Jesus Christ, Ann; why do you do this to me? You might as well set up dinner for us with a cardboard cutout. You know I hate this."
"I know, baby; but I love Samantha. You know that. I wish she wasn't like she is, but she's my little sister and I love her. What else do you have to do that's better?"
"Well, let's see: I could sit and twiddle my thumbs. That would be more exciting. I could eat glass or listen to fingernails scrape on chalkboards. That would be better, too. Is that nard Julian coming?"
"No, I know you don't like him," Ann said.
"I don't like her either," I told her. "I'd rather take you out for dinner and come home. I'll fuck your brains out."
"You'll do that anyway," she giggled. "I wish someone would fuck Sam's brains out. I think that's what she needs." She looked at me speculatively.
"What is going on in that devious mind?" I asked her.
"Don't you think she's hot?" she asked.
"Well, she's built right. She's about as hot as a life-sized doll though. The doll would be more interesting."
"Would you fuck her if I asked you to?"
"Jesus, Ann; what the hell is wrong with you? I wouldn't cheat on you! I'd rather cut off my nuts. You would cut off my nuts! No, I wouldn't fuck her under any circumstances. If I weren't married to you I wouldn't fuck her. I'd rather fuck a rubber toy."
"I fuck rubber toys and you like to watch," she said. "You like to fuck me with them and watch me squirm."
"My God, you're serious about this, aren't you? You really want me to fuck your sister! Jesus, Ann, what the hell is wrong with you?"
"I love Sam. I want her to be happy. Julian is a tool and I don't think they even have sex. I wouldn't be surprised if she was a virgin. Please do this for me baby."
"Are you going to fuck my brother?"
"No, I'll never share my pussy with another man. I would share your cock with Sam. It's different with women, Trace. I couldn't survive the emotions of letting another man fuck me. I know you; you could fuck hundreds of women and not feel a thing. I'm not like that."
"Neither am I," I told her. "I don't fuck around on you, Ann. That would mess me up emotionally. I love you, baby. I don't want to fuck anyone else."
"I know, and I'm glad. I don't want you to fuck around, just Sam. I'd like to fuck her, too."
"Oh my God," I exploded. "You want me to fuck your sister and you want to fuck her, too? You're a very naughty girl, Ann."
"Yes, I'm horny just thinking about it. I want to fuck now, Trace."
I took her there in the kitchen. I have to admit that the thought of Ann fucking her sister was hot! I pulled her dress off over her head. She never wore a bra around the house. I loved being able to slide my hand under her shirt anytime I wanted and feeling up those fantastic breasts. She loved it, too, and we wound up fucking all over the house. She had on a pair of little yellow lace panties and I pushed them to the side and slid my cock into her dripping pussy. She groaned as I bent her over the counter and pounded her from behind.
"God, Trace; that feels good. Give me that big cock,"
She came easily and often, and it wasn't long before I was filling her pussy with my cum. She went off again when she felt me spurting inside her and we wound up on the sofa, spooned up together.
"So you'll do it?" she asked.
"Are you crazy?" I asked. "No, I won't do it. Don't ask me again."
She ignored me and over the next three weeks, she kept at it. She fucked me three times a day, every time she begged and gradually my will eroded until finally I lost my mind and agreed. I had no idea just how devious she was. She had a plan. I told her I had no idea how to fuck Samantha. It would be like trying to seduce a plant. She was never alone with me and I had no idea how to make that happen. Ann did. It was genius. She really wanted this badly!
She invited Samantha to spend the week at our cabin up on the mountain. She had been watching the weather. It had been mild and the roads were open up there. It was snowed in for weeks at a time, but it was open then. There was a big storm expected that Saturday night. We would go up on Friday and Samantha would meet us there. Ann was going to fake an emergency at the hospital where she was a surgeon and text Sam at the last minute, telling her she would come up Saturday. The snow would move in and Samantha and I would be trapped up there for a few days. She wouldn't be able to come up and Sam and I would be alone.
"Work your charms when you get her by herself," she told me. "You're a very charming man, Trace. I'm counting on you. Fuck her silly for a week and I'll guarantee she'll become a different person. I was shy and quiet before I met you. Can you do it?"
"I'd rather go to the dentist," I told her. "Are you sure, baby? I'd much rather be stranded with you if I have to be stranded."
"I know, we'll get stranded another time. Please do this for me, baby. I'll owe you for years if you will."
"I'll do it if you let me fuck your sexy little ass," I told her. She didn't like anal much. We'd done it a couple of times and she was very reluctant to give it up. She liked it once we got going but not the beginning or having cum in her ass.
"Damn, Trace; I can't believe you'd extort anal out of me like that."
"That's my terms," I said. "I don't want to do this anyway."
"Okay," she agreed reluctantly. "I'll do it. You're an asshole though."
"Yes, an asshole that's going to cum in your asshole," I told her.
"Yuck," she said. "I can't believe you like that so much. It feels terrible! I like cum in my mouth or my pussy. Not back there though. It's disgusting, Trace."
"Not to me," I told her. "I love your ass. I want to touch it all the time. It's your fault for having such a sexy one. I'll fuck your little pussy first and make you cum a hundred times."
She set everything up and I made the drive up to the cabin. Samantha was already there when I arrived, and she told me she had got the text just as she arrived. We made stilted conversation for a while. I asked her about school and she warmed up a little. She had been having trouble with a parent. He kept trying to pick up his kid, but he was non-custodial and the kid's mother didn't want her seeing him. He had showed up at school and given Sam a hard time. They had to call the police and they arrested the guy.
"Does that sort of thing happen much?" I asked her.
"You'd be surprised," she said. "Over half the kids in my home room don't live with both their birth parents and it isn't getting any better. We have lists of who is supposed to pick them up. People not on the lists try to pick them up all the time. Usually it's a neighbor or a grandparent, and we get it all sorted out. Some of them get nasty and abusive about it."
"Well that really sucks for the kid," I said. "Can you imagine seeing your Dad taken away in cuffs?"
"No, I can't imagine," she said. "You know Dad died when I was five. I would have loved to have him pick me up from school." She became a little wistful. I think that was the most emotion I ever saw from her. This was going well!
"How well do you remember him?" I asked her.
"Not well; I remember some things. I remember his pipe and the way it smelled. It was really nice. I remember him taking Ann and me to the park and playing with us. We went out for ice cream every Wednesday evening until he died. I missed him dreadfully for a long time. I still do." There were tears in those big blue eyes and she shook a little as a sob escaped.
I put my arm around her and hugged her. We were sitting on the sofa drinking beer. She stiffened when I hugged her then relaxed. I petted her hair. It was very soft and wavy, bouncing under my touch.
"I don't like to think about it," she said, pulling away and getting up. "It's late. Thanks for asking, Trace, but I'm going to bed. See you in the morning."
She climbed up to the loft and I heard her moving around, getting ready for bed. She appeared briefly, walking to the bathroom, a robe wrapped around her. She smiled down at me and her face was transformed. It was such a rare sight that I was shocked for a minute. I went to bed and about two in the morning, I heard the wind moaning. Ice and snow were rattling off the windows and at some point the power went out. When I got up in the morning there was a full-fledged blizzard going on out there, and it was freezing in the house. I could see my breath when I was getting dressed, and I hurried out to build a fire in the fireplace. There was a generator out in the shed to keep the water on, but it wouldn't run the heater. The range and water heater were gas and we could cook and run the refrigerator, but that was it.
Samantha came downstairs and huddled by the fire while I made breakfast. "Ann isn't going to be able to make it, is she?" she asked.
"I'm afraid not," I told her. "I'm sorry, Sam."
"It's not your fault," she said. "Can we get out?"
"We can go outside, if that's what you mean. We won't be able to drive home, though. Not until they get the roads open anyway. They won't even try as long as it's snowing like this."
"So we're stuck here?" she seemed very unhappy with the situation. That was good, too. At least she was showing some emotion.
"I'm sorry; we are stuck. Do you mind so much? I've always wished we knew each other better, Sam. I know Ann loves you. You're very important to her, but I've always felt like you don't like me. I've never known why. Can we try to get to know each other better?"
I brought her breakfast. I had made ham and cheese omelets and biscuits with strawberry jam. I brought her a cup of coffee and we sat in front of the fire and ate.
"Why do you think I don't like you?" she asked.
"Well, you haven't said five hundred words to me in ten years," I said. "I try to talk to you, get you to smile or laugh, tell me something about yourself and it's like hitting a wall. Have I done something you don't like?"
She glanced up at me and I could see tears in those big blue eyes. She looked back down at her plate. "You married Ann and took her away from me," she whispered so low I could hardly hear her.
"Jesus, Sam, I never meant to do that! I wasn't taking her away. Sometimes I think she loves you more than me! We live twenty mile away and you're welcome in our house any time. You never come over. We have to call you and ask you out to dinner and it's like pulling teeth to get you to go. I'm sorry you feel that way, but I want Ann to spend time with you."
She was crying openly now, sobs shaking her. "I thought you didn't like me," she said. "I didn't think you wanted me around."
"No, Sam; you never gave me a chance to like you. I want to like you, but you treat me like I'm a douche bag. I've tried to be nice to you, but you won't let me."
"Please, Trace, I'm sorry," she cried. "I won't do it any more. I want to spend time with you guys, but I thought you couldn't stand being around me."
"I couldn't," I told her. "You're like the ice queen. I've never felt comfortable around you. I understand you felt like I was taking your sister away. I wasn't, and I don't want it to be like that."
"I'm sorry," she wept.
"Will you let me hug you?" I asked her.
She looked up at me with big sad eyes. "Yes, God I'm sorry, Trace. We just got off on the wrong foot." She hesitated a minute. "I know people think I'm cold and unfeeling. I'm really not. I have feelings; I'm just not very good at showing them. It scares me. I'm afraid if I care about people they'll go away like Ann or die like Dad did." She was shaking with sobs now and it broke my heart. I moved over beside her and pulled her close. She wept into my chest, her hands clutching my robe and she couldn't be consoled. I just held her and petted her. This was some deep seated grief. I am a psychiatrist, and I have some experience in these things.
"Ann and I aren't going anywhere," I told her. "We'll always be there for you. Ann loves you more than anything. I think I could fall in love with you if you gave me a chance."
"I will," she continued to shake in my arms. "I'll come over and visit you guys. I'll call you and invite you out. I'm not going to be very good at it at first. You'll have to be patient with me. Jesus it's cold in here. I'm freezing, Trace."
I built the fire up, but it was still going to be cold. I pulled the sofa up in front of the fireplace and sat her on it. I went to the chest in my bedroom and got quilts and blankets. When I took them into the living room, she was shivering. I got her another cup of coffee and we snuggled together on the sofa under the covers, sipping our coffee. She gradually stopped shivering and looked up at me. Her eyes were red and puffy from crying and she looked like a miserable little girl.
"I'm sorry I made you cry," I told her. I bent down and kissed her lips. She stiffened up for a moment then she relaxed and kissed me back.
"It's okay," she said. "I'm glad we got it out in the open. "I've been miserable, Trace." She started to tear up again.
"Now, stop that," I told her. "We're okay now. We're going to be okay. We've got it all out in the open and we can deal with it. I can help you, Sam. I know how to help you deal with grief and alienation. We're all going to love each other and be happy now." I kissed her again and this time she just kissed me back.
"How long do you think we'll be here?" she asked.
"I don't know," I told her. "Several days, I'd guess. Why, are you in a hurry to get away from me?"
"No, but don't you want to go home?"
"Why would I? I'm stuck in the snow with a hot babe that will finally talk to me. I'll stay a month."
She blushed. "I'm sorry, Trace. I will talk to you." She looked up at me. "Do you really think I'm hot?"
"Of course," I told her. "You look like a younger, bigger version of the woman I'm madly in love with."
"Hey, was that a fat joke?" she laughed. I think it was the first time I ever heard her laugh. I wanted to make her do it again.
"No," I chuckled. "It was a compliment. You're curvier than Ann. I love her little tight body, but you're fantastic, too. You've got bigger boobs."
"Trace!" she laughed. "Why have you been looking at my boobs?"
"I'm a man. I like beautiful things. I especially like beautiful girls with big boobs."
She slapped my arm and her face was lit up in a big smile. She looked dazzling. "This is not what I'm going to talk to you about."
"Tell me a story then," I told her. "Tell me something about Sam when she was a little girl."
"I was a sad little girl for a long time after Dad died," she told me. "After a while I didn't think about it so much. Mom took us to the lake one summer when I was about twelve and Ann was fifteen. We rented a cabin and swam every day. There was a family in the cabin beside ours. They had a boy about our age and we got to know him. He went swimming with us and we hiked around. That's the first time I ever saw a boy kiss a girl. He really liked Ann. He kissed her one day down by the lake. I was very jealous. I sulked around the rest of the afternoon. When she asked me what was wrong, I told her I didn't like her kissing him. That's when she... she..., well she didn't kiss him anymore."
"Oh, no," I laughed. "You don't get to do that. I know her; what did she do?"
She wouldn't look at me. "It's embarrassing," she whispered. "I don't want to say."
"I'll tickle you if you don't tell me," I threatened her. She shook her head and I attacked her. She squealed and thrashed around until we fell off the couch. I landed on top of her and tickled her mercilessly.
"Okay, okay," she laughed helplessly. "I'll tell you. Stop, Trace; you're going to make me pee my pants."
I stopped and lay on top of her, our noses almost touching. "She kissed me," she whispered. "She kissed me like she kissed that boy."
"Like this?" I leaned down and tasted those full, luscious lips. They moved against mine and the kiss lingered and deepened. I felt her tongue touch my lips and I opened them, letting her inside. It felt just like her sister. Our tongues dueled and she put her arms around my neck, pulling me down. I could feel those full breasts crushed against my chest and my cock sprang to life. She felt it and ground her pussy against me, dry humping together.
She broke away with a gasp. "No... I can't, Trace. Please, stop and let me up. I can't. I couldn't do that to Ann."
I looked into those bottomless blue eyes. "Was it like that?" I asked her.
"Yes, it was exactly like that," she whispered. "Please, Trace. Let me up. We can't do this."
I got up and pulled her up, hugging her to me. I wrapped the quilts back around us and we sat back down. "You can hold me," she said. "Just don't try to get me to do anything else, okay?"
"Yes, Sam. I like holding you." I told her. "I would never do anything to you that you didn't want me to."
"I know," she said. "That's the problem. I do want you to, but I can't. It wouldn't be right."
It was getting dark. The snow continued to fall outside and the wind howled. We talked and cuddled until supper. She helped me cook and we hurried back to our blankets with our food. She told me a lot about herself and she was an incredibly complex person. She was as smart as a whip and knew a lot about a lot of things. I had never heard her talk so much in her life. I asked her about Julian.
"Are you in love with him?" I asked her.
"No, I just like having someone to go out with and talk to," she said. "I think he's gay or something. Do you know, he's never made a pass at me? He's never kissed me like you... like you did." She blushed again. "He's a colleague and it's convenient. The kids give me a hard time about him. They think he's stuffy. I guess he is a little stiff," she giggled. "I can't imagine what he would think of me being here with you."
"Are you tired?" I asked her.
"Not really," she said. "Why do you ask?"
"We need to think about where we're going to sleep tonight," I said. "We'll freeze to death in our beds. What do you say we pull a mattress in here in front of the fireplace?"
"I think that sounds like a good idea," she said.
We got out from under the covers and hurried to drag the mattress off my bed and into the living room. She put covers on it while I ran to get pillows. I poured us some bourbon and we jumped in. We lay under the covers and sipped the bourbon and talked. I got up and built up the fire as much as I could. We lay facing one another and talked while the blizzard raged outside. Her eyelids grew heavy and she began to yawn.



"I'm very sleepy, Trace," she said. "I don't like sleeping in my clothes. They bind me all up. Will you promise not to molest me if we take them off?"
"I won't molest you," I told her. "I'm going to molest you in my mind, but I'll keep my hands to myself."
She giggled and squirmed around under the covers. Her shirt and bra came out and then her pants. The thought of this gorgeous girl in bed with me in only her panties had me hard as a rock. I sat up and took off my shirt. I had goose bumps immediately and she laughed at me. I pulled my pants and socks off and threw them out. She turned over away from me and told me goodnight. I drifted off to the sound of the wind rattling ice and snow against the windows.
At some point in the night I woke up. There was a naked girl spooned up against me. Her butt was pressing against my erection and my arm was lying across her, a big, firm breast under my hand. I could feel her nipple under my fingers and I desperately wanted to squeeze it.
"Sam," I whispered. "Sam, are you awake?"
She stirred and turned her head to look at me with sleepy blue eyes. "It's okay," she said. "I was cold and you're warm. Just hold me." Her arm was on top of mine, holding my hand over her breast.
"My hand..." I said.
"I know; it's okay. My boobs were cold, too. Just hold me."
It was warm with us sharing body heat and she felt incredibly soft and smooth against me. She didn't seem to mind my erection between the cheeks of her ass and I certainly didn't. She was sleeping again and I drifted off into erotic dreams. When I woke up again it was light outside. The wind had died down but I could still see snow falling through the window. I was on my back and Sam was draped half over me. Her cheek was lying on my chest and the covers were pulled up to her chin. Her waves of black hair were covering us and I could feel those big naked breasts crushed against my side. My arms were around her slender back and she had one leg over me, pressing her thigh against my cock. It was semi-erect and I could feel the heat of her pussy against my leg. I stroked the silken skin of her back and kissed her sleeping lips. She stirred a little and moaned into my mouth, pressing her pussy against my thigh.
Her eyes opened and she gasped and tried to pull away. I held her close continuing to claim her luscious lips. Her motions against my thigh became stronger and she moaned again. She pulled her lips away and panted.
"No, Trace. Stop, please stop. You're making me so horny and I can't. Ann, I can't do this to Ann. Please Trace I... I... oh God, please."
"I have something to tell you," I said. "This was Ann's idea. She knew this would happen and she's been begging me for months to let it happen. Do you remember when you told me she kissed you like that? She wants to do it again. She thinks you're unhappy, baby. She hates to see you like that. She thought if she shared me with you you'd be happy and you might want to share her with me."
Her eyes were wide in shock. "Ann wanted us to do this? She wants you to make love to me? There wasn't really an emergency at the hospital, was there? She never intended to come."
"Yes, Sam, she wants us to make love. I didn't want to before. Now I want to do it, too. You're something I never imagined. I never imagined I'd have this big gorgeous girl who's so vulnerable and beautiful inside naked in bed with me. I never knew I would want you. I do and I'm going to make love to you. Then I'm going to do it again and then I'm going to fuck you. I'm going to do it again and again."
"I'm not naked," she giggled. "I have my panties on."
I took care of that problem and her panties and my boxers went away. "Now you're naked," I told her. "God you feel incredible, Sam. Will you let Ann and I fuck you when we get back?"
She nodded. "I've wanted to make love to her for years. I've felt that way ever since she kissed me. I was afraid I was some kind of weird lesbian with a thing for my sister. I know I'm not though. I have a thing for you, too. Please don't hurt me, Trace. I've never done this before. You're not going to hurt me, are you?"
"Maybe a little. There's no way around it, Samantha. It's going to hurt a little. Then I'm going to make it feel really, really good."
"I know that. That's not what I'm talking about. I'm on the edge of something cool here, Trace. I feel close to you. I think I'm going to be really close to Ann. If you screw me around I don't think I'll ever get over it. I haven't felt like this in years."
"What do you mean, 'screw you around'?" I squeezed her to me and ran my hands up and down her silky back. I could feel her muscles play as she shifted, pressing herself against my thigh. I could feel downy soft curls against me.
"I mean make love to me and then be mean to me. I mean just drop me and let it go back to the way we were before. Ignore me and not love me."
"I'll never do that. I don't think you know how much Ann loves you, baby. I've wanted to just leave you alone for years. She wouldn't let that happen. I love her desperately, Sam. Even if I didn't love you, I would never do any of those things because she loves you and you're important to her. Trust me; I'm a doctor."
She laughed for a long time and it thrilled me to hear that laugh. She was opening up like a flower in the sun. I kissed her and she kissed back running her hands across my chest. I pulled on her arm and she climbed on top of me. Her curls rubbed across my cock and meshed with mine. She rubbed herself on me and I could feel heat and moisture radiating from her. She started to try to get me inside her and I pulled her up and away.
"Slow down, Sam," I told her. "There's more to it than that. I want to love you, baby."
She looked puzzled and I rolled on top of her. "Let me just make love to you a while," I told her. "I want to love every inch of you. I wish it weren't so cold so I could just look at you for a while. You're a spectacular woman, and I could spend hours looking at you."
She blushed and it was delightful. I slid down under the covers and kissed her neck, nibbling at her smooth skin and her earlobes. She shivered and I don't think it was from the cold. I slid down farther and there were those magnificent breasts. There were gaps in the covers that let in light and I could see how spectacular they were. They were very large and firm. They jiggled and swayed at our every movement, but they were so hard and taut that they didn't lose their shape and flop to the side like you would expect. I sank my fingers into them and her breath drew in with a gasp. I rolled them under my hands, feeling how resilient they were and I crushed them a little. She moaned and arched her back, pressing them more firmly into my hands. Her nipples were erect and beautiful. They weren't long but they were fat and very delicious looking. I rolled them between my thumbs and forefingers and she gasped. When I bent and took one into my mouth she went wild. Her fingers tangled in my hair and she pulled my head into the firm softness, arching her back off the bed and babbling.
"Oh, my God, Trace; what are you... what's happening... I... I'm, oh God. I'm running away, Trace." She shuddered wildly under me, pressing her pussy against my belly and tossing her head from side to side. Her long black hair whipped around us, half covering her face as she came for me for the first time. She was obviously very inexperienced and very sensitive; my own twenty-five-year-old virgin goddess. I sucked the other nipple into my lips and she continued to shudder and moan. She gradually came back to earth and I slid up and claimed her lips. She wrapped her arms tightly around me and kissed me passionately.
"Jesus, Trace; what you did to me. That was so intense. I've never let anyone play with my boobs before. That was so amazing. I think I'm going to love this. I think I'm going to love you. Do you make Ann feel like that?"
"Better," I told her. "We're just getting started, baby." I slid half off of her and she could feel my erection drag across her. "Touch me, baby," I told her.
Her hand slid hesitantly down across my belly. When she found my pubic hair she played with it for a minute before seeking what she was looking for. Her hand touched my cock and jumped away. She hesitated for a moment and then grasped me. She held my cock in her hot little hand, letting her fingers explore. They ran over the sensitive head, felt along the shaft and explored the fruit hanging underneath. She filled her hands with my balls and squeezed gently before returning to my shaft.
"I need to see it," she whispered. She scooted down under the covers and I raised them a little so I could watch her and let in a little light and air. She used both hands and explored every inch. I saw her eyes flash up to mine.
"Is it supposed to be this big?" she asked.
"Do you think it's big?" I asked her.
"I don't know," she confessed. "I've never seen a real one before."
"You've seen fake ones?" I asked her.
"No, silly; I've seen pictures on the internet," she said. "This seems really big. I always suspected the guys on the internet were like other actors. You know, bigger than life, like actors are more beautiful than real people. Yours is as big as theirs though. Are all men this big?"
"Some are bigger and some are smaller," I told her. "I think mine is on the big side. I think the average is around five inches."
She measured with her hands. "Jesus, Trace, you're twice that big."
I laughed. "I think you're adding a couple of inches. Are you afraid?"
"No, well actually, yes," she said. "Not any more than I was before, though. I'm going to kiss it. Is that okay?"
"It's very okay," I told her. "Imagine it's a big ice cream cone. It's called giving head or a blow job, baby. Men love it. Women, too. I'll give you yours after."
She thought for a moment and then gave me a swipe with her tongue. She giggled. "Like that?" she asked.
"Yes, you do that long enough and I'll come for you. Do you want that?"
She blushed and nodded. "When I come you can take it in your mouth. If you don't we'll have a mess and we don't want that in our bed. We'd have to change the sheets and it's too cold. You can either hold it in your mouth and spit it out later, or swallow it."
"What does it taste like?" she asked.
"I have no idea," I laughed. "I don't suck men's cocks."
"What does Ann do?" she asked.
"She loves cum," I told her. "She swallows it. She says she likes the taste. Some women don't. You'll just have to see." She nodded again and began to lick all over the head.
She kissed up and down the shaft and then positioned her head over me and slid her lips down, taking three or four inches inside her scalding wetness. She bobbed her head up and down. She seemed to be trying to take more. She gagged and gasped when the head hit the back of her throat.
"Easy, baby," I cautioned her. "Gagging isn't fun. Just take what you can."
She nodded. "No, it isn't," she said. She went back to work and although she was inexperienced she was a natural, just like her sister. The sight of that gorgeous girl with her mouth full of my cock had me on the edge in minutes. "I'm almost there," I warned her.
She began to pump her hands up and down, instinctively milking my shaft and I felt my nuts boil over. She choked a little at first as I spurted into those beautiful lips and a little cum ran down her chin. Then she was sucking like a pro, drinking my thick spurts down, making gulping sounds that were incredibly erotic. She kept working until the last streams were gone and the sensation on the sensitive head was becoming painful. I pulled her up and she rested on my chest, looking at me with those incredible blue pools.
"Was I good, Trace?" she asked.
"You were incredible, baby," I told her. "Just incredible! I can't believe you've never done that before. Did you like it?"
"It was very sexy," she said. "I felt powerful, knowing I could make you do that. I loved the look on your face." She cleaned the cum off of her chin with her thumb and ate it.
"God that's erotic," I told her. "What did you think about the taste?"
"It was good," she said. "It was kind of salty and sort of like a thick shake except warm. If you like it I'll always swallow it."
I was very excited! That meant that she wanted to do it again! It was time to return the favor. I flipped her over and kissed my way down her spectacular body. She was writhing and moaning by the time I reached that little patch of soft curls. They were very soft, dark and springy. I pulled on them and she giggled. I lay between her thighs. That flesh was so incredible; soft and silky, but with iron underneath. I kissed all over her thighs and up between them was the most beautiful little pussy. Her lips were small and very pink, forming a thin line as they pressed tightly together. They rose smoothly to her little clitoris at the top. I parted them at the bottom, putting my fingertip just inside. She was dripping wet inside and I used her moisture to coat the little lips and slide across her little love button. Her hips jerked and twitched as my finger hit her clitoris.
I was going to make this good for her or die trying. I tasted her with my tongue and she was sweet and tangy at the same time, clean girl cum spreading across my tongue. I probed her hole and tasted more. It was like nectar, and I lapped it up. She was moaning every time I touched her now, and I ran my tongue firmly up and down her perfect little lips. She began to thrust her hips up, seeking more contact and I gave it to her. I strummed her little button with the tip of my tongue and she began to tremble. I worked it up and down and from side to side and the tremble in her thighs became more pronounced. When I sucked it into my mouth and lashed it with my tongue she began to bridge her hips up off the bed and when they reached their peak, all that tension came bursting out. She screamed and thrashed under me and her hips were churning.
"Coming; oh God, I'm coming," she groaned. "Trace, oh, Trace; oh my God, oh my God, it's... it's... oh Jesus, Trace!"
I felt her beginning to relax and thrust my middle finger inside her, curling it up to find the roughness of her g-spot. When my finger touched the little pad of nerve endings she exploded again. Her voice was rough and husky and she moaned my name over and over. Her body shook and spasmed as she came repeatedly, crying out her pleasure again and again. Her motions became frantic and she was pushing at my head, forcing me away.
"Oh, my God, Trace; stop, please stop." I continued to move my finger inside her and she bucked her hips frantically, trying to get away. "Please, Trace; oh God, please stop. I can't stand anymore. Trace, I'm begging you; you're killing me!"
I slowly backed off and she stopped thrashing, pulling weakly at my arm. I kissed my way back to those big beautiful breasts and up her neck to her lips. She was sobbing and shaking like a leaf, her arms clinging to me and pulling me against her, desperately seeking contact.
"Are you okay, Sam?" I asked her.
"No," she sobbed. "I've never... Trace; that was so... so intense and so good and so scary."
"Why was it scary, honey?"
"It was like I had no control of my body! You were just taking me away and all I could think about was coming. I just wanted it so bad and it felt so good that I would have done anything for you. I still feel like that. I'd do anything you wanted me to to feel like that again. You're making me fall in love with you, Trace and that scares the hell out of me!"
"Why, Samantha?" I asked. "It's okay to fall in love. It's not scary."
"It is if you're me," she wept. "I've been keeping myself from loving anyone for most of my life. When you love people they hurt you. You could hurt me so bad. The scary part is that I would let you."
"Samantha, I'm not going to hurt you. What kind of monster would I be to do that? I know how soft and beautiful you are now. It would be like hurting a kitten except worse. I'm telling you that you're precious to me. I never dreamed there was this scared little girl inside you that wants to be loved so badly. I'm going to love you for the rest of your life. Ann is going to love you, too. She's going to be so happy that you opened up and let me in. She wants back in, too."
She looked up at me with those big blue eyes full of tears. She held my face in her hands and kissed me. "I'm going to trust you, Trace," she said. "I'm going to give you everything I have."
"Thank you, baby," I told her. "I'm going to treat you like a princess."
My cock was achingly hard with wanting this vulnerable gorgeous girl. I positioned her just right and eased the head in-between her perfect lips. She moaned against my lips and I pressed into her moist wetness. I could feel her lips part and stretch tightly around the crown and it slipped inside. I didn't feel a barrier, but there was incredible tightness. She went stiff and I froze, soaking in her heat and moisture. I kissed her again and again and when she relaxed I pushed through and two inches slid into her creamy pussy. She gasped and froze again. I didn't move and we repeated the process. I stopped and let her rest for a minute. Her hips began to move slightly and I drew back and began a rhythm, giving her the first few inches again and again until she was moaning and thrusting back at me. She began that cute little tremble again and I continued to fuck her slowly until I felt her contract around me. She came, the tension leaving her body and her hips bucking madly. I gave her one of the forward thrusts and this time I thrust sharply forward, burying myself inside her and claiming her pussy as my own. She squeaked and pushed her hands against my stomach. Her orgasm continued for a second or two and then she was crying a little.
"Oweee," she said. "Damn, Trace! Shit that hurt. Don't move! Why did you do that? I thought we were all gentle like and slow; then you just jabbed me."
I laughed and apologized. "I'm sorry baby, I'll be gentle and slow for a while now. Gentle and slow there would have been torture. It's over now; we just had to get past it Thank God you didn't have a hymen."
"Well, okay, just don't make sudden movements like that until I get used to you. That hurt, Trace."
"I'm sorry, Samantha. It won't hurt any more."
I continued to soak in her and she began to make little circular motions. With my curls meshed with hers, she let out a groan.
"You're so deep in me. God, I thought it was never going to end. It's starting to feel really good. You can move now. Let's go a little faster."
"I have to ask you if it's safe to cum inside you." I said.
"Yes, I've been taking the pill since I was fourteen. I had... problems. It's okay if you want to."
That was a relief to me. I hate worrying about pulling out at the right time, and it isn't really safe, anyway. I began to stroke her and she had the tightest, wettest pussy I've ever been in. I hadn't fucked anyone but Ann for nearly fifteen years and I was glad I had come earlier. I wouldn't have lasted five minutes inside that gorgeous girl. The sounds she made and the look on her face when she came were nearly enough to make me blow the way it was. She was extremely responsive and she matched every motion I made. Any change in tempo or depth set her off and she must have cum a dozen times before the incredible look and feel of her sent my cum boiling into her. We coasted to a stop and I rested inside her. We kissed and nibbled and said little love things to each other and in five minutes, I felt my cock begin to swell inside her. We made love, slow and sweet; just two people in love and loving every second they get to spend joined together. When I shot my second load in her she came again, shuddering under me until the last spasms faded.



"I'm starving, Trace," she said. "I also think I'm going to leak and I need to pee." We jumped up and ran to the bathroom. I turned on the shower and she peed while the water warmed up. It was steaming when we got in together. We had a huge hot water heater, and we stayed in there a long time. That was the first time I could really get a look at that amazing body, and it was really something to look at. She was a little embarrassed and kept blushing every time she thought about it. I soaped her up and ran my hands everywhere. I couldn't get enough of her ass. It was spectacular, even more than the rest of her. Slim, yet full and bouncy; I pushed her against the shower wall and slid my growing cock up and down between her soapy cheeks. Her ass stuck out so much that my cock could nearly disappear between her cheeks. I nuzzled her neck and penetrated her pussy from behind. We fucked in the shower and I gave it to her hard and deep as she groaned and came half a dozen times. I came inside her again, inspired by feeling my loins slapping between those incredible butt cheeks. Then I had to wash her again and I knelt and licked her to another orgasm.
She was too weak to walk, and I had to carry her back to bed after we dried off. I put her in naked, and quickly pulled on sweats to hurry to the kitchen and make sandwiches. We drank milk and ate chips along with our turkey and avocado sandwiches. We put the dishes on the floor and cuddled together, sharing our body heat. She chattered to me about anything and everything. She was so animated and alive. It was like the Sam I had always known was gone and this charming girl had taken her place. She talked to me more in an hour than she had in ten years. It was like talking to a teenager, except about different things than they talk about. This was adult stuff, work, family, how much she was looking forward to seeing Ann and telling her how her plan had gone. I got up and built up the fire and we fell asleep in each other's arms.
Four times I woke her up in the night and fucked her until she couldn't take any more. When we woke up in the morning the snow had stopped and the sun was shining. I fucked her again and she complained this time that she was sore. We stayed in bed all morning and about two o'clock in the afternoon the power came back on. The house warmed up quickly and we moved the mattress back to my bed. We changed the sheets, washed the dishes and did laundry. I cooked supper and we showered together again. When we went to bed, she came and got in with me after she was through in the bathroom, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. She wouldn't let me fuck her, but she sucked my cock and swallowed down every drop.
She let me fuck her ass the next morning. It was very painful at first, but she quickly got used to it and to my surprise, she said she actually liked it. Now that was a way she was different than her sister.
"I don't think I could cum like that, but it isn't bad. I'll let you do it when you want to," she said, "maybe special occasions or something."
I was in heaven. I fucked her constantly for two more days and by the time the snowplow broke through, she said she needed a vacation.
"I've never met anyone as horny as you," she laughed after I fucked her for the fifth time that final day. "I am worn, Trace. I need to go home and recover."
Ann arrived just before she got ready to go home and she didn't make it out that night. The sight of those two awesomely beautiful sisters locked together eating each other's pussies is the most erotic thing I've ever seen.
Sam has a job in our town now. Her tool boyfriend is long gone, and two or three times a week she spends the night in our bed. I don't think it's ever going to change. I think I'm the luckiest man on the planet.
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The first time I saw her she was walking a bobcat down the sidewalk. I was spreading mulch around the rose bushes in the yard, and I heard someone walking down the sidewalk. I looked up and saw the bobcat. I was somewhat startled, to say the least, and prepared to flee for my life. Then I noticed her. Something was wrong with this picture. First, you just don't walk any kind of cat. They don't cooperate like that. Second, you don't walk bobcats: you run away if they don't run away from you.
It had a little harness on and a leash was attached to the top of the harness. It was walking along quite happily, stopping to smell things occasionally. Attached to the other end of the leash was a dusky goddess. God, she was gorgeous. She was tall and slender, but very muscular. She must have been close to six feet. Her long, creamy brown legs went from red athletic shoes about a mile upward to the bottom of white shorts that were about mid-thigh. You could see the muscles flexing in her calves and thighs. She had on a t-shirt with some cartoon figure on it and it swept in from slender hips to what looked like about a 24-inch waist. It flared upward to some very nice looking breasts. They weren't huge, but they certainly weren't small. They were perfectly proportioned for her body, very high and firm. My eyes made it up past those breasts and my breath caught in my throat. One of the most beautiful faces I'd ever seen sat on a long, graceful neck. Her lips were full, almost puffy and her mouth was maybe a little too wide for classic beauty. Her chin was little and pointed, and her jawline was strong. Her nose was little, and not very wide. The jawline swept upward to high cheekbones; her cheeks were a little hollow and her eyes were amazing. They were huge, almond shaped and a soft brown. I was close enough that I could see green and gold flecks in them.
She had pounds of curls, reaching down to the middle of her back and standing up in studied disorder around her head. They were a glossy black and there was a strand of brown or red here and there. I was stunned. This was one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen! What was she doing walking down my sidewalk, and what was she doing with a bobcat?
I found my voice. "Hi," I said. "New to the neighborhood?" I know, brilliant conversation, right?
She noticed me and smiled shyly. It was dazzling in its radiance. That smile lit her up like a beacon and told me everything I later found out about her character. She was beautiful, a little hesitant, innocent and confident, all at the same time.
"Hi," she said. Her voice was as beautiful as the rest of her, low, husky and musical in a way that made you want to hear her speak some more. "Yes, I just bought a house on the other side of the block."
"Do you raise bobcats?" I asked.
She laughed and I wanted to make her do it again. "He isn't a bobcat," she said. "He's a Pixie Bob. He does look like a bobcat, though, doesn't he?"
"Does he like to be petted?" I asked.
"Sometimes, if he likes you," she said.
"Can I give it a try?" I asked. "He's so cute! He won't kill me, will he?" She laughed and I came and knelt down in the grass. He looked me over for a few seconds and apparently decided I needed investigating. He came over and rubbed against me. I scratched his cheeks and he began to rumble, his purr sounding more like a threat.
"What's his name?" I asked.
"He doesn't really have one," she said. "He's never seemed to want one. We just call him Cat."
I laughed. "Well, he certainly is a lot of that." He was panting in the summer heat. "He looks thirsty," I said. "Should we give him a drink?"
"If you don't mind," she said.
"Wait here," I told her. I went and got a little plastic bucket off the deck, filled it with water from the hose and brought it to the sidewalk. He was lying in the grass, panting, and I set the bucket down by him. He stood up and began to drink.
"I'm Kara," I told her. "Welcome to the neighborhood." I stuck my hand out. She shook it with a firm grip.
"I'm Syndy," she said.
"Nice to meet you, Cindy," I said.
"I know how you're spelling that in your head," she smiled that smile again. "Whoever named me was weird." She spelled it for me.
"That's an interesting name," I said. "Did your mother ever tell you why she spelled it like that?"
"I never really knew her," Syndy said. "I know about her, but she gave me to an orphanage when I was a baby. I don't know who gave me the weird name."
"How do you know about her?" I asked.
"The Sisters told me," she said. "She was a seventeen year old black girl who got pregnant by an older white man. Her parents were sort of racists and they made her give me up. She told the Sisters and they wrote all the information down in a file."
"Honey, that's just awful," I said. "I'm so sorry that happened to you." I hesitated, not wanting to seem too forward, but my heart already went out to this beautiful woman with a tragic past. "Syndy, would you like to come over for dinner tonight?"
She looked conflicted for a minute, like she wanted to but couldn't. "I can't, I'm sorry," she said. "I have to go pick my daughter up in..." she looked at her phone," thirty minutes. I don't have a babysitter yet. I should take Cat and go home so I can go get her."
"Where is she?" I asked.
"Do you know the Wilkens?" she asked. "Amy Wilkens took her to story time at the library. I really have to go now."
"Bring your daughter," I said. "I made a chocolate cake this morning. We'd love to meet her and I've loved talking to you. Let us make you feel welcome here."
She tugged on Cat's leash and he stood up. "What time would you want me to come?" she asked.
"Come at six," I told her.
"Can I bring something?" she said as Cat began to lead her away.
"No, I've got everything," I said. "Your daughter and an appetite. Bring Cat, too, if you want."
She waved and I watched until she turned the corner.
Randy pulled into the driveway just as she disappeared. I had sent him to Lowe's for more mulch and he had two bags under each arm when he got to me. "Where do you want them?" he asked.
"Right there," I pointed. "Randy, I just met the sweetest, most beautiful girl I've ever seen. She's coming to dinner this evening. She just bought Sam and Allie's house. I didn't know it had sold, did you?"
He shrugged his shoulders, shaking off the weight of the mulch. "No, I haven't been on Pine Street for a week or two. Tell me more about beautiful girls."
"You big lecher!" I punched him in the leg. "She's stunning, Randy. She's black and she's got this hair! She has a little girl. She didn't say anything about a husband and she wasn't wearing a ring. She has this mammoth cat, too, that looks like a bobcat. She was taking it for a walk! Who takes a cat for a walk? We started talking and she's adorable. Help me spread this mulch around and I'm going to cook dinner. You go clean up and look nice after we're finished. You'll want to make a good impression. Trim your eyebrows!"
He laughed and sunk to his knees beside me. He tilted my head up and kissed me. "You're adorable," he said. "If she's going to stay late I'm going to hate her." He slipped his hand up under my blouse and cupped my breast. When he pinched my nipple, it swelled up like a strawberry and I moaned into his mouth.
"We'll run her off in plenty of time," I said. "I'm going to wear you out! It's Saturday night, and you know what that means."
We finished the rose bed and I went off to shower. I put on a cute little red and white sundress I had bought the week before. I made spaghetti red. It's basically chili over spaghetti noodles, with onions and pickles on top. There aren't any beans in the chili, though. I made garlic bread and opened a bottle of a nice Cabernet. I had several kinds of juice for the daughter and I decided on pomegranate. At six, the doorbell rang and I went to answer it. Syndy was standing there and I was speechless again. She was immaculate. She had on a white sheath dress and a leather choker with a pinkish stone.
I wanted to touch her. I felt almost compelled to reach out and feel her hair, run my fingers over that creamy skin and feel how soft she was. I had never felt like this before in my life. This was very upsetting to me. Was it just her vulnerability, her beauty, or what was going on with me? Whatever it was, I felt something I'd never felt before. She held out a bunch of daisies. "Do you have a vase?" she asked. "I hope you like them."
I grabbed her hand, pulled her close to me and hugged her. It was like hugging a volcano. She felt like she was running a fever. She put the hand with the daisies in it behind my back and hugged me. I felt soft lips brush my cheek. I looked down and noticed she had a little shadow by the hand. I squealed with delight.
I knelt down in the floor and smiled. She was a tiny, perfect, miniature copy of her mother. She had that mane of glossy curls, that same coffee with lots of cream complexion and those same huge almond shaped eyes.
"Kara, this is Andrea," Syndy introduced us. "She likes to be called Andie."
"Hello, Andrea, I'll be sure to call you Andie," I said. "Do you like spaghetti?"
She was very shy and she looked like she was about three. "Yes, I wike spaghetti," she said so softly I could hardly hear her. She was so cute I thought my heart would stop.
"Can I hug you, baby?" I asked her.
She hesitated and looked up at her mother. Syndy nodded, and she came forward, putting her chubby little arms around my neck and I hugged her tiny form up tightly. I realized I was crying.
"What's wrong, Kara?" Andie asked. "Why are you crying?"
"You're just so beautiful," I told her. "I always wanted a little girl like you. I can't have children and seeing how beautiful you are just made me so happy you came to see us that I cried. They're happy tears, honey."
Her curly little head pressed against mine. "Maybe Mama will wet me come and be your wittle girl sometimes," she offered. She had trouble with the "L" sound at the beginning of words and it just added to her charm.
Randy came ambling in about that time and I introduced them. He reached down and scooped Andie up as she squealed with delight. He's like a big teddy bear. Children love him instinctively. He hugged Syndy and I could tell he was in awe of her. He couldn't take his eyes off either one of our guests and I smiled. This was perfect.
We ate dinner and I discovered that Andie liked pickles, but not onions and she wanted Parmesan cheese on her spaghetti. She liked chocolate cake, too, and had two pieces and some ice cream. We retired to the living room and Andie watched a cartoon, sitting on Randy's lap, while we got to know each other.
Syndy and I sat next to each other on the sofa with our feet up on the ottoman and our heads touching. I found out that she was a teacher. She taught science at the high school down the street and had moved here from Texas. She was 29, had a master's degree and she coached volleyball.
I told her about Randy and me. He worked for NASA and I was a fiduciary. I managed money. I was 48 and Randy was 49. We'd been married for 21 years and we were high school sweethearts. Syndy liked to play racquetball and we made a date to play on Monday. She was out of school for the summer and I was looking forward to spending some time with her. I knew she was someone I would like to be very good friends with.
Over the next two months, she became part of our lives in ways I had never even anticipated. Randy and I both loved her dearly, and I felt like I had known her all my life. We fell totally in love with Andie. She spent nearly as much time at our house as she did at hers. She loved me and we had lots of fun, but Randy was her real buddy. They spent hours in our pool and Syndy and I watched them play. They often brought Cat with them and, oddly enough, he showed absolutely none of most cats' aversion to water. He swam happily whenever he got hot.
Syndy was a study in contradictions. She was such a child in many ways: at least it seemed so, to this lady going on fifty. She had the same innocence of heart that Andie did. She was an open book and her emotions were never far from the surface. She would laugh at the smallest things and cry at the drop of a hat. There was no middle ground with her. She either loved something or someone, or she hated them. She overreacted to everything except Andie.
Randy and I wondered if the child had ever heard the word "no." She never talked back or questioned anything Randy and I, or her mother, asked her to do. Syndy didn't have many rules for her; the only one she struggled with was being loud indoors. Syndy would raise one eyebrow and that was all it took. Andie would be instantly contrite. That raised eyebrow was the only form of discipline I ever saw used, but it was very effective so we supposed there had been something else at some point.
We did everything together, and Syndy quickly became my best friend. Andie was the daughter Randy and I never had. When school started, Andie stayed with me most of the time. I worked from home except when I had a meeting, and she went with me to most of those. She would sit in a chair with her iPad and never make a peep for however long the meeting took.
There was one thing about Syndy that troubled us. There was about a five-year gap in her life that she would never talk about to us. That gap included Andie's father, and we could sense that there was something dark and sinister there. We figured that she would tell us when she was ready, and we never pushed or pried.
Our relationship changed three days into her summer vacation the next year. It was a beautiful day and Randy had taken Andie fishing. Syndy and I watched movies, drinking strawberry daiquiris and giggling together. We were sitting on the sofa, leaning up against each other with our heads together. My hand was on her thigh and it felt so silky smooth and gorgeous that I had to stroke it. I loved touching her and she was very physical, too. Anytime she was close to me, she had an arm around me and we kissed a lot, too.
I looked over at her and her eyes were half closed as she watched the movie. Her lips were slightly parted and I noticed a droplet of ice and daiquiri on her lower lip. It fascinated me. That lip was so full and puffy and luscious looking and that little droplet was so sensual that it felt like a magnet, drawing me to her. I don't know what came over me, but I had to do it. I leaned toward her and took that lower lip between mine, stretching it out, sucking the drop off and then letting it go.
Her eyes opened wide and I could see those green and gold flecks explode into fire. Her hand reached behind my head and she pulled me close, kissing me for a long time. My heart was pounding, my nipples sprang erect and my pussy flooded.
"Kara," she whispered against my lips. "Do you want to make love to me?"
I didn't say anything, but I was shocked at the answer inside my own head. I did want to make love to her, so badly that I couldn't think of anything else! I wasn't a lesbian. I had never felt this way about another woman in my life, but I loved this dusky goddess! I loved her like she was my little sister, but I was also on fire for her. I was so conflicted that I began to cry.
"Yes, Syndy, I do want to make love to you, but I can't," I wept. "I love you, but I love Randy and I would never cheat on him."
"I love him, too, and I love you," she said. "I would never do anything to hurt either of you," she held me and petted my hair. "I would make love to both of you if you'd let me. Do you think he would?"
I sat up. "I wouldn't know how to ask him," I confessed. "The thought never entered my head until I kissed you, honey."
"I thought you were hot the first time I saw you," she said. That soft low laugh rumbled up. "You two are the most loving people I've ever known. You are such a MILF, Kara, and Randy is smoking hot. I've been lusting after both of you."
"I'm afraid, baby," I told her. "I love you so much, and Randy and I love Andie so much, too. I wouldn't risk our relationship for anything, no matter how much I want you. I won't risk my relationship with Randy, either."
She laughed again. "I think that genie is out of the bottle, Kara. I know how you feel about me and you know how I feel about you. Randy doesn't know, and I won't risk anything about our relationship either. I want to make love to you, Kara, but we can't do that without Randy being okay with it. I won't mention a word to him if you don't want me to. If I could find a way to bring it up to him, would you be willing?"
"Maybe, yes, no, hell, I don't know, honey," I said. "This is so weird! Would you really make love to both of us?"
"In a heartbeat," she said. "Either one of you, one at a time or all of us together, it doesn't matter to me. I love you both and I want to love you every way possible. It just seems to be a way to show how deeply I love you. You've both been so good to Andie and me. I can't help loving you. I would share myself with you in every way possible and I would get to have that intimacy with you that I can't get in any other way. Why shouldn't three people who love each other have that?"
"I have no idea," I said. "My mind is whirling, Syndy. I need time to sort all this out in my head. I need to talk to Randy, although I have no idea what to say to him."
"Why don't you let me try?" she asked.
"No!" I protested. "I'm afraid, Syndy. What if he thinks I don't love him anymore or he gets jealous? What if he falls in love with you and doesn't want me anymore? He might be mad at me for wanting you and his heart would break and I would just kill myself!" I was getting panicked.
"Shhh," she shushed me. "It's okay, Kara. I won't say anything without your permission. We'll think about it and if we can find a way, we'll do it. If we can't find a way, we'll just love each other like before and everything will be fine. This is big, but it doesn't have to be a disaster. Do you trust me?"
"Yes, of course I do, but I just don't want anyone to be hurt," I was very sure about that. "Please, Syndy, just let me think. Don't do anything. We'll talk about this and decide what to do, but I need time to think."
"I've got the rest of your life," she smiled. "You're older than me. Relax, Kara, it's me. I told you, I've been drooling over you since the first time I saw you. I'm so happy you want me. I won't do anything that makes you uncomfortable except this."



Her hands tangled in my hair and she kissed me. It was so hot it made my head swim. I felt her hand slide down to cup my breast, finding and rolling my nipple between her fingers. Sparks blew up in my brain and I thought I was going to come right then. She drew back and left me gasping. "You are so hot, Kara," she laughed. "God, I love you."
"You're so naughty, Syndy," I told her. "I can't believe you did that!"
"I'll do a lot more if I get the chance," she said. "I've never made love to a woman before, but you make me so hot!"
I fanned my face with a magazine. I felt like I was sweating profusely, but it was just excitement. I had been having some hot flashes, but this was something else. I looked over at Syndy and she was smiling that million candlepower smile. I reached out and cupped her cheek with my hand. Her skin was incredibly soft and silky. I stroked her cheek and she nuzzled into my hand and purred like Cat. I ran my fingers up and pushed a stray curl behind her ear. She shivered a little and I ran my finger around the little shell shape of her tiny ear. It was pointed toward the top, reminding me of an elf.
"God, I love you, Syndy," I told her.
"You have no idea how happy that makes me," she kissed my hand. "I need another daiquiri!"
I laughed and got up to refill our glasses. The spell was broken, but the thoughts lingered. We cuddled and whispered until Randy and Andie came home. They were laughing and we went to hug them. They smelled fishy and we sent them off to clean up.
We had dinner together, some of the fish they had caught, and from time to time, I would catch Syndy's eye and those flecks would whirl. We would smile and go back to our dinner conversations. When they went home, I dragged Randy off to the bedroom and fucked him into exhaustion.
"Damn," he said as he lay on his back, trying to catch his breath. "I'm going to have to go fishing more often if this is the result!"
"Randy," I cuddled up to his side, "do you think Syndy is pretty?"
"God, yes," he said. "She's gorgeous and just about the sexiest woman I've ever seen!" He was very enthusiastic. Then he looked over at me and got a sheepish look on his face. "Well, next to you, that is," he finished lamely.
I laughed. "That was a lame-ass save there, buddy boy. I don't care if you think that. I think so, too. I could never be jealous of her. I love that girl, Randy."
"Yeah, me, too," he said. "Why did you ask me that, babe?"
"I don't know," I said. "I just wondered."
"Ha!" he said. "I know there's something going on it that devious brain." He became serious, looking me directly in the eye. "Kara, I meant what I said. You are the most beautiful, sexy woman I've ever seen. You look better than you did the day we met and you were drop dead gorgeous, then. You were kind of skinny, then. You've filled out and you're so sexy I can't keep my hands off you."
"So you like fat women?" I asked. "Is that what you're saying?"
"Someone is fishing for compliments," he said. He grinned at me. "Kara, you're so far from fat that fat runs from you. You just got these big, amazing tits," he squeezed one. "Your ass is fantastic and you keep yourself toned like a teenager. I constantly see men checking you out. I'm afraid you're going to find some young stud and run off."
I kissed his chest. "Well, that's never going to happen," I said. "I've got all the stud I need, right here. I reached down to his cock and it gave a twitch. Taking that as a sign of life, I slid down and engulfed it with my mouth. It took a while, but I got him back up to full attention. I mounted him and rode him until I was exhausted. He took over, pounding up into me until I was a quivering wreck before filling me up again with his hot cum.
Syndy and Andie always went to church on Sunday, so I didn't see her the next day. They came over Monday afternoon to swim and I told her all about what had happened with Randy. Her eyes were shining and those flecks were blazing by the time I finished. Her nipples were visibly erect in her yellow string bikini. Syndy in a bikini was quite a visual feast. Her breasts seem to defy gravity. She was long, very curvy and just packed with muscles. Her skin was just perfection and that tiny little bikini didn't hide much. I couldn't take my eyes off her and I wanted to stroke her in the worst way.
"You can touch me, Kara," she said. "I want you to. We won't do sexy things, but you know I like for you to touch me. I like touching you, too."
"Andie might see us," I said. "We could put sun-block on each other. That wouldn't look weird."
Syndy got a little darker in the summer. She always wore sunblock. I'm a redhead, so I spend most of the time I'm not in the water covered in a wrap. I can tan a little bit, but mostly I get freckles. I get a little golden tint, but I burn easily. I put sunblock on her.
Syndy felt amazing under my fingers. I had never felt anyone so soft and firm at the same time. Randy had bigger muscles but he was kind of hairy and very masculine. Syndy was very muscular in a different way. Her skin was like satin. I rubbed the oily sunblock into her impossibly long legs, feeling her flex occasionally under my probing fingers. As I worked my way up her thighs, she spread her legs a little and I found myself staring. Her bikini had crept up and I could see the distinct outline of her pussy, a little hollow in the middle and a definite crease. I couldn't tear my eyes away for a minute but the opportunity to sink my fingers into her ass pulled me up. I rubbed her inner thighs, very close to her pussy and I let the back of my hand trail up her slit. She jumped and I heard a low soft moan. I giggled to myself and kneaded her ass. Most of it was bare and I put my hands inside the part that was covered, working the oil into her skin. Her cheeks were as round as apples and just as firm. I jiggled them a little and she giggled. I did her back and arms and nibbled on her ear. That made her shiver and get goose bumps. I was straddling her butt and I rubbed my soaked bikini bottoms on it a couple of times before rising up a little so she could turn over.
My eyes were drawn immediately to her breasts. Her nipples were rock hard and tenting her bikini top like little bullets. She saw me looking and glanced down at herself. She smiled that amazing smile.
"Look what you did to me, Kara!" Her cheeks dimpled. "God, you make me horny."
I pinched her nipples and she arched her back and moaned. "Don't do that!" she said. "I'm about to come!"
I wanted to make her come, but this was getting farther than I thought we should go. I did her front and she did me. She teased me a little but it wasn't overtly sexual. We swam and splashed Cat and Andie for a while. Randy came home from work and joined us. He played with Andie while Cat swam around them in circles. When Cat had enough of the water, he climbed up the steps and shook his fur. I rubbed him with a towel and he purred contentedly, like a small engine running. He purred a lot and made little chirping sounds, but I never heard him meow.
We all went out for burgers for dinner and then back to the house to hang out. We got a new cartoon for Andie to watch on pay per view. Randy sat between Syndy and me on the sofa and Andie lay in the floor, wrapped up in a quilt with her elbows resting on a pillow. We both snuggled up with Randy and he had one arm around each of us. Syndy crooked one finger at me and pursed her lips up into a kissy face. I glanced up at Randy and frowned at her.
"Kiss me," she mouthed. "He'll love it."
I hesitantly leaned toward her and she did the same from the other side. We kissed and it was the most erotic thing I'd ever done. I glanced up at Randy and he was watching us with a huge smile on his face. There was something huge growing in his pants under my forearm, too. I thought we had pushed it enough and I pulled back. I cupped the side of Syndy's face with my hand and caressed her with my fingertips. She nuzzled into his chest and my hand and we just petted each other for a while.
When the movie was over, Randy and I walked them to the door and kissed them goodnight. On the cheek, of course, since we didn't want to shock Andie. We petted Cat for a minute and they were gone. As soon as the door closed, Randy was all over me.
"Oh, my God!" he said. "That was the hottest thing I've ever seen, Kara! I can't believe you did that!" He was pulling my top over my head and unhooking my bra as he spoke excitedly. "I thought you two were going to fuck right there!"
"Would you have liked that?" I giggled.
"Have you ever met a man that wouldn't?" he asked. "Two of the hottest women on the planet making out on my lap? God that was sexy, Kara. I had no idea you would do something like that!"
"Are you mad at me?" I asked, hesitantly.
"Let's see," he mused. "Do you still love me, Kara?"
"With all my heart," I said.
"Are you going to leave me and move in with Syndy?" he asked.
That one shook me a little. "Randy, I'll never leave you," I told him. "You're my man. You're my life and I'll always be yours. I'll never leave you for anyone. You're everything to me and I would never do anything to hurt you. You're the other half of my soul and you'll always be first in my life."
He took my hand and guided it down to run it over the huge bulge in his pants. "Does that feel like I'm mad?" he asked.
I unfastened his pants and began stroking his cock. It was steel hard. "It feels like you're about to fuck me to death," I said.
He was kneading my breasts and pinching my nipples and it was driving me nuts. "That's my plan," he said. "No, Kara, I'm not mad at you. I'm surprised; I have some questions, but God, that was hot!"
He scooped me up in his arms and carried me to the sofa. When he put me down, he bent me over the arm of the sofa and pulled my shorts and panties down. I was dripping wet. Getting wet had been a problem for me, recently, but not then. I was as horny as I'd ever been in my life. He stroked up and down a few times, getting that big cock wet in my juices and then he plunged it inside, slowly, in one long thrust, burying himself to the hilt and just touching the back wall of my pussy. I groaned and he started fucking me like a machine. I was coming after about twenty strokes and he just kept on, pounding into me as I screamed my way through a series of climaxes that left me weak kneed and breathless. He gave a growl and I felt him go off, holding deep inside me and filling me up with his hot cum.
My knees started to collapse and he scooped me up again, carrying me to bed and spooning up behind me. He held my breast in his hand and we drifted off. I felt so safe and so loved by my amazing man.
When I got up the next morning, I had slept in. I could smell breakfast and my tummy growled. I showered quickly and when I went into the kitchen, I was surprised to see Syndy.
"Hi, baby," I greeted her. "Where's Andie?"
"She's staying with Laura Wilkens today. They went to the zoo," she said. "Randy called and said you guys wanted to talk to me." She arched an eyebrow at me in question. I shrugged my innocence.
Randy put plates down in front of us. It was delicious and I was starving. We ate and nervously made small talk. I trusted him, so I decided to just go with him, whatever it was.
Syndy helped do the dishes and they talked, making an occasional comment to me as I sipped my coffee and watched them indulgently. She was very playful, bumping him with her hip as she reached for the dishes she was drying. He gave her a swat on the butt once while she was bending over putting a colander away. She squealed and he winked at me. I smiled. They were like a brother and sister, playing with each other. I loved their easy relationship. I hoped whatever was happening with the three of us wasn't going to change that.
When they were finished, we all took a cup of coffee to the sofa. Syndy and I sandwiched him between us, just like the night before, and he put an arm around us and squeezed us up.
"Girls, I haven't been trying to make you nervous or uneasy," he began. "I've noticed how you two look at each other."
"How do we look at each other?" Syndy asked with one of those blinding smiles.
"Like you're about to tear each other's clothes off," he grinned at her. "I want to know where you girls are going with this and what part I'm going to play."
I pulled his head around and kissed him. "You're going to play the part of my husband," I told him. "You're going to play the part of the man I love, the only man I love and the only man I ever have or ever will love. Got it, buster? Randy, you're my husband. I married you and promised to put you first in everything. No man or woman will ever take your place. I love Syndy and I think you do, too, but you're my life."
"Yeah, I think I've got that part," he said. "I was worried about that for a bit. I think I understand, now. I'm pretty good with that role. It's the Syndy and Kara roles I'm wondering about."
"Okay, enough with the acting metaphors," Syndy laughed. "I'm just going to come out and say it, Randy. Is that okay, Kara?"
I was afraid, but I nodded. "I'm in love with your wife," Syndy said.
"Well, that was the part I knew," he said. "What's the other shoe?"
"I'm in love with you, too," she said. "I feel the same way about both of you."
There was a little shock on his face now. "Okay," he said slowly. "I didn't know that. I'm going to have to ask, aren't I? You two are just going to keep beating around the bush all day. Are you two having sex?"
"Nooo!" I said. "I would never do that, Randy. Don't ever think I would do something like that behind your back. Syndy wouldn't either. We've kind of felt each other up a little, but we agreed not to even tempt each other very much. Neither one of us would ever do anything you don't approve of, Randy. I promise we haven't."
Syndy nodded. "We want to, though. Can we? Please, Randy? I promise that I'll never try to take her away from you and you're going to get some incredible benefits, too."
"Do I get to watch?" he asked.
"If that's what you want," she said.
"Wouldn't you rather participate?" I asked him.
"You mean, like with you or with Syndy, too?" he was a little hesitant.
"With me too," Syndy answered him. "I'm not a lesbian, Randy. I've never been with a woman before, but there's something about Kara that just makes me incredibly horny. I think it's that red hair and those big, beautiful breasts and just the way she's so loving and kind to everyone. I told her she's such a MILF. Let's take her to bed and fuck her, Randy. I want you to do me, too. I've been checking out that package when you're in the pool. God, it's been so long since I've been with anyone. You'll probably be disappointed. I've probably forgotten how."
I could see Randy's shorts begin to tent up. He looked at me. I cupped my breasts at him and he burst out laughing. "God, I was so worried that you two were going to kick me out in the cold," he said when he could catch his breath. "Now you're planning to kill me! You're going to make me have a heart attack, aren't you? Then you can move in together and enjoy my life insurance!"
"You big dope!" I punched him. "I was all worried that you'd think I didn't love you anymore! Are you sure you're okay with this, Randy? If you aren't, in any way, we won't do it."
"Are there going to be other men involved?" he asked.
"Of course not," I said. "Don't even think such a thing."
He turned to Syndy and slid his hand up under her top. I could see her melt as he fondled her breast. He kissed her and I heard her moan. "Let's take Kara to bed and fuck her," he said.
They attacked me and my clothes were gone before I could catch my breath. "No," I squealed. "I'm not going to be the only one naked! Stop it!" I grabbed Syndy by the arm. "Take her clothes off, Randy."
She struggled half-heartedly and we soon had her as naked as I was. We both paused, shocked, I think, at her absolute beauty. Naked, she looked exactly as I imagined she would with her clothes on. I think everyone who saw her mentally undressed her. That was an exercise in eroticism all by itself. Actually taking her clothes off and being able to see that fantastic body was nearly enough to make me cum without being touched. Her breasts were just perfect. They were high, firm and perfectly formed. Her areolae were very dark brown, and her nipples were a shade darker, almost a dark blackberry color. They were the sexiest things I'd ever seen and I had to have one.
I fastened my lips to one nipple and Randy took the other. I ran my hand down that silky belly, ridged with muscle to the softness below. She had a tiny, arrowhead shaped patch of glossy black curls. I tugged on it and she moaned. I let my fingers trail down to heat and moisture and I felt the bump of her clitoris. I pinched it a little and her hips jolted up off the sofa as she started writhing slowly.
"I thought we were going to fuck Kara, Randy," she said. "It kinda seems like the target has changed."
He lifted his head from her breast. "Nah, just wanted you horny and in the mood." He grinned at her and grabbed me.
I squeaked when he picked me up and I wrapped my legs around his waist. Syndy pressed her naked body against my back and reached around to cup my breasts. "I've wanted to get my hands on these since the first time I saw you," she whispered in my ear. "We're going to fuck you until you scream and then keep fucking you until you can't scream any more."
I shivered. This girl was wild and hungry! She reminded me of Cat. They walked me into the bedroom pinned between them and Syndy moved so Randy could lay me down on the bed. She pinned me down and he started removing his clothes. She was solid and heavy on top of me and she crushed my lips with her puffy ones. Our breasts crushed together and I could feel her nipples rubbing against mine. I ran my hands down the silk of her back to that amazing ass, pulling her to me as we ground our pussies together. I felt the bed shake and Randy was crawling up beside us. She turned my head toward him and his lips replaced hers.
I could feel her sliding downward and her tongue flicking over my nipples before continuing lower. Randy switched to my breasts and I was free to moan out the ecstasy streaking through my body. Syndy pushed my thighs apart and I could feel her hot breath on my exposed pussy. It sent shivers through me. The thought that this woman/child wanted me and was about to taste me made me nearly insane with lust. The simple fact that she was a woman was so erotic and taboo that I was panting and trembling before her tongue ever touched me.
I felt her hot fingers spread me and then her tongue was caressing my inner labia. Shocks like electric current shot through me and I felt my clit throbbing, feeling like it had grown to an inch long! Her tongue circled it gently and I thrust my hips toward her, seeking more contact as Randy's lips and tongue on my nipples flooded my body with overwhelming sensations.
Randy slid down to join her and I heard murmured words between them. My mind was in such a fog of euphoria that what they were saying didn't register. I only knew I needed to come so badly I thought I was going to die. I felt Syndy slide away and then Randy was teasing me, tapping my clit with his tongue but refusing me the release I so desperately craved. I was vaguely aware of Syndy moving away and then she was back. She had a bag in her hand and I recognized it as my toy bag. She rummaged around for a bit and came out with my white vibrator. She flicked the switch and it gave a low hum.
She switched places with Randy and her weight moved over me. She straddled my head and her pussy was poised over my face. I had to taste it. I could smell her aroma. It was heady, a hint of some floral soap and a faint musk. Her lips were a dusky brown, becoming a pale pink inside and the little dusky pink bud of her clit needed my attention. I flicked it with my tongue and she twitched. She was now tracing circles around my clit with her tongue and Randy had begun to tease my pussy lips with the vibrator. I was frantic to come!



I sucked at her clit, hoping she would give mine more contact. It emerged from its hood, a pinkish little bud, just the cutest thing I had ever seen. I took it between my lips and felt her take mine in the same way while Randy plunged the vibrator into my dripping pussy. I groaned and lost my mind and I came explosively, my body spasming again and again. Randy changed the angle of the vibrator and it found my nerve bundle inside. I shrieked into Syndy and I could feel her trembling, approaching her own orgasm. I felt the vibrator withdraw and something bigger and warmer replaced it. Randy was driving his cock into me and that set me off again. I licked frantically at Syndy's clit as Randy began to pound into me. I managed to get my hands on her ass and I pulled her to me, burying my face in her fragrance as I felt her tension build and snap. There was a long, low groan from her and then she was shaking and quivering in the throes of her own orgasm.
I licked until she rolled frantically away. Randy was still pounding away inside me and I felt him stiffen and then felt the heat of his cum flooding me. We collapsed together, hands exploring languidly as we caught our breath. I was a quivering wreck. I felt Syndy stirring and opened my eyes to see her sliding down to take Randy's cock in her hand and slide her mouth down, taking his soft member entirely in her mouth. I shivered at the eroticism of that sight. I twisted around until our heads were together at his groin, cheeks touching. She offered me his cock and I slurped it down. We took turns and in a few minutes it was back at full staff. He was moaning with his eyes closed. He opened them and grinned down at us.
"I've died and gone to Paradise," he said. "Too bad neither of you are virgins."
We laughed and I pushed down on his big pole until I gagged. "How do you know I'm not?" Syndy asked him.
"Well, there's the little matter of Andie," he chuckled. "I think I better find out, though."
He looked at me and I nodded. "Fuck her, baby," I told him. "Give her that big cock and make her come so hard."
He moved up over her, pushing her down on her back, and I guided his cock to her opening. "Easy," she said. "It's been a long time for me. Never with anything like that, either." She didn't take her eyes off of his cock for a second.
I watched as he slowly penetrated her, her pussy lips stretching to surround him. I wished I had a cock so I could feel that gorgeous girl surrounding it. She was groaning and I could hear a hint of pain mixed with her pleasure.
"Wait, Randy," I told him. "Let her rest a minute."
He reached down and tweaked her nipples, then lowered his body until he could suck on them. They swelled and I wanted one. I sucked on it like a baby and then moved to her lips. I held that gorgeous face between my hands and we shared the most passionate kiss of my life. I felt her tremble and knew Randy was moving deeper. I slid my hand down and manipulated her clit until I felt his pubic bone against my fingers.
"Is it in?" she gasped. "God, Kara, I don't think I can take any more!"
"That's it," I kissed her again. "You took it all, Syndy. Now he's going to fuck you like you've never felt before."
I think he did. I kept her lips busy and Randy kept the rest of her busy. She really was like a big cat. She scratched his back and the sounds she made were wild and exotic. Her face in orgasm was one of the most erotic things I'd ever seen. She pulled at me with one hand until I mounted her face and she burrowed into me while Randy filled her, his mouth latched onto my nipples. She seemed like she was coming non-stop and I know I was. Randy was in good shape and he needed to be. He lasted a long time for the situation he was in. I could only imagine what he was feeling, being buried in this gorgeous girl while she brought his wife to orgasm after orgasm with her mouth.
I heard him groan and I had to see her face. "Can he cum in you, baby?" I asked her quickly.
"Yes," she nodded. "I'm safe. Oh, God, Kara, he's killing me! Randy, cum for me. Please cum, I can't take it anymore!"
When he went off I saw a look of pure passion and ecstasy wash over those beautiful features and she went off again, writhing and clutching at me as it went on and on. When he coasted to a stop, she was crying out and he held deep inside her. I knew she could feel him spurting into her and I held her tightly, feeling her jerk and quiver with the aftershocks.
He rolled to one side and we held her between us, caressing that amazing body while she cried for a while. "Are you okay, Baby?" I asked her.
"Yes," she drew in a quivering sigh. "I love both of you so much. Thank you for letting me be with you. I just never knew it could be like this. I dreamed that I'd find someone, someday, but you two, I never dreamed I'd find this!"
Randy kissed away her tears. "So I take it you aren't going to fuck us and dump us?" he laughed.
"God no," she hugged his head. "I never want to move again, let alone leave. I want to be with you as long as you'll let me."
"How about forever?" I asked her. "At least for the rest of our lives. We're older than you."
She laughed. "I knew that would come back and bite me someday."
"Syndy, are you sure you want to be with old, wrinkled people?" Randy asked.
"You two are the youngest old people I've ever met," she said. Her low, musical laugh filled my heart. "Yes, I'm sure. Can we take a nap? You two wore me out!"
We did nap, a naked dusky goddess between us and both of us lying half over her. We made love again before she had to go pick up Andie. When she was gone, Randy and I took a long hot bath together, just relaxing in our big tub.
"I think our lives got a lot more complicated today," he said, nibbling on my ear as I leaned back with my head on his chest.
"I know," I said. "Is it good complicated? Are you upset with me, Randy? Are you okay with all of this?"
"I think so," he said. "I don't feel like you've taken anything away from me and I don't feel like I've taken anything away from you. I still love you as much as I did yesterday, maybe more. You're an amazing woman, Kara. I thought I knew you like the back of my hand. You sure surprised me with this." He cupped my breast and pinched my nipples. "Kara, I want you to know that I'm hopelessly, desperately in love with you. We've made love thousands of times and I'll always see you as the most beautiful woman alive. You're my wife and I'll always love you more than anyone else alive. We've changed the rules, but the rule that says I love you best of all hasn't changed. I always will." He sunk his fingers into my breasts and tested their weight.
"Again?" I asked him.
"Yeah, if I were 20," he laughed. "I may be too old to keep up with two nymphomaniacs. One was hard enough!"
"Maybe we can look into getting you some Viagra," I giggled. "Or, maybe some of that stuff that smiling idiot uses on TV."
He chuckled. "I think I already have a permanent stupid grin. God, did you see her, Kara? I really did think I was going to have a heart attack! I keep thinking I'm going to wake up and you're going to be furious with me for having this fantasy."
It wasn't a fantasy, though. Twice during the week, they all came over, even Cat, and spent the night with us. As soon as Syndy got Andie asleep, she joined us and we made love all night long. Sometimes all three of us went at it together and sometimes one or the other of us would drift off. I woke up three times with her tongue in my pussy and I don't think I've ever cum so many times in one week.
They stayed with us all weekend and when Randy went to work on Monday, he complained about having to go to work to get some rest. I knew he was loving it, though. We were so blatantly sexual that I was constantly horny. He would feel us up constantly. Syndy was pretty physical, too. I felt like my breasts were constantly in someone's hands and my nipples were always at least half-erect and very sensitive. Randy and I had made love a lot, even before Syndy, but this took us to a whole new level. It was like she was the fountain of youth and we were the Spanish explorers.
We settled into a schedule, of sorts. They spent three or four nights a week with us and almost every weekend. Occasionally, something kept Syndy at school late, but it was rare. She could often be found sitting at our kitchen table, grading papers or working on lesson plans. Randy and I fell more and more in love with her, Andie and Cat every day. All our lives, we had wanted children and Andie was the answer to all our prayers.
We cried when she called Randy, "Daddy" for the first time. It wasn't long before I became "Mommy Kara," too. We loved that little brown bundle of joy as much as if we'd been her real parents. Cat seemed to have adopted us as well. He let me take him for walks and I got plenty of looks that, for once, had nothing to do with me. One rarely sees a woman walking a bobcat.
We'd been together for three years when Syndy finally opened up to us about Andie's father. I don't know if she ever would have, had events not forced her hand. She'd been out late at a volleyball game; it was about 11 PM when I heard her key in the lock. She came bursting in, clutching Andie, and with Cat following her. She was crying hysterically and it was upsetting Andie and Cat dreadfully. Randy sat and held her on the sofa and I got Andie in bed. I held her until she was calm and she drifted off, the sleep of the innocent overtaking her.
I went to the kitchen and made Syndy a cup of hot chocolate. When I took it in, she was sobbing and Randy was looking up at me with sad and helpless eyes. I got a warm washcloth and cleaned her up while she sipped her chocolate and Randy petted her. We finally got her calmed down enough to speak.
"He's found me!" she broke down again.
"Who, baby?" I asked. "Who's found you and made you so upset?"
"Him," she sobbed. "Andie's father, Marcus."
"Why does that upset you so much," Randy asked her. "Wouldn't it be good for Andie to know her father?"
"No, you don't understand," she wept. "He's evil! I think he's the devil, Randy. He... he... did things to us, to me. Oh, God, what am I going to do?" Her sobs became a wail.
"Honey, you've got to talk to us," I pulled her head to my breast and held her like a baby. "We don't know anything about this. You've never told us anything. We didn't want to push you, but you've got to talk to us now. We won't let anything bad happen to you or Andie. You've got to trust us, Syndy."
"I do," she could hardly get the words out. "I hoped he'd never find us and the nightmare would just go away. We've been so happy and I've felt so loved and safe, but he's found us."
Randy held her face in his hands and made her look in his eyes. "Syndy, stop being afraid and talk to us," She calmed down and the story came tumbling out.
She had been a wild child. She met Marcus when she was 17 and fell in love with that "bad boy" thug image. They had an on again off again relationship all the time she was in college. He was into some really bad things, drugs, crime, the usual things stupid young men think are glamorous. She got pregnant and things fell apart. After Andie was born he became abusive, took her to clubs and let other men use her. He got her into bondage and sexual torture and a downward spiral into degradation began. She had been desperate to keep their relationship and gave in for a while. Finally, a counselor at school had helped her escape from him and she spent the next two years getting healthy. Marcus went to prison for drug trafficking and weapons charges and she had moved to Texas, and then here. The nightmares had begun to fade. Then she became part of our lives and she told us that her life had become something she'd always dreamed of but never thought she'd find.
She'd wanted to tell us, many times, but she was afraid of how we'd react. "Now you probably hate me and think I'm a horrible person," she wept.
We held her and loved on her. "No, honey, we don't think that at all," Randy told her. "If anything, we love you more than ever. We're so proud of you, how you turned your life around and what a wonderful person you've become. We'll get through this. Tell us what you're afraid of."
"I'm afraid of him," she said. "I'm afraid he'll get me back in his clutches and Andie... Andie... God, I'm so afraid!"
I knelt down in the floor in front of her. "Baby, do you trust us?" I asked her.
She nodded fearfully. "Yes, but you don't know how evil he is."
"No, but we know how good you are," I said. "We're going to go and get your things. We're going to get Andie's things and Cat's things. You're going to stay with us until we figure out what to do. Will that make you feel better?"
She sniffed and nodded again. "I need a tissue, Randy," she said. "Thank you guys so much. I'm so sorry, but I didn't know what to do. I didn't know who else to turn to."
"We don't want you to turn to anyone else," Randy said. "We love you, Syndy. You're family to us and we'll always be here for you. Let me talk to some people and we'll figure this out, okay?"
She stayed with us for the next three weeks. It turned out that Marcus had been released from prison and he had filed a motion with the court to visit Andie. Of course, he had absolutely no interest in Andie. This was a way to locate Syndy so he could work on her. Randy knew a lot of people in law enforcement and he also hired private detectives and got our attorney to work. Our attorney got protection orders and the detectives soon tracked him down.
Marcus was living at a halfway house and one condition of his release was that he find employment. He hadn't even tried very hard; he obviously hoped to live on Syndy's earnings. We knew he would turn up like a bad penny, and sure enough, he did. Two weeks later, Randy took Syndy by her house to get the mail and there was a strange car sitting across the street from her house. Randy made Syndy duck down in the seat and drove on by. She was nearly hysterical and it took us a while to get her calmed down. Randy called his detective friend and he worked a plan out with Randy. They got Randy's police detective friend involved and in two hours the private detective and the police were parked on Syndy's block. Syndy and I took my car and parked behind our detective while Randy pulled into Syndy's driveway. We saw him get out to walk down to the mailbox. The door of the strange car opened and a man got out.
"Is that Marcus?" I asked her.
Her face was a mask of terror and she nodded. I couldn't see anything particularly frightening about him, but I didn't have her experience.
He walked up to Randy and we could see them talking, but we couldn't make out what they were saying. Marcus got right up in Randy's face and suddenly, it became violent. Marcus slapped Randy on the right side of his face and Randy rubbed his face for a second while Marcus continued to threaten him. Almost before I could tell what was happening, I saw Randy's knee smash forward into Marcus' groin. We heard a groan and Randy had Marcus by the throat. He lifted him completely off the ground, slamming him to the concrete on his back, and began punching him in the face. The police car shot forward and three officers jumped out. One of them dragged Randy off Marcus, and the remaining two pinned Marcus to the ground.
Randy settled down and the three officers took Marcus and put him in the back of the car. Our detective got out with a video camera and handed a SD card to the police. He and Randy walked back to us and Syndy was wrenching her door open. She leaped out, ran around the car and threw herself sobbing into Randy's arms. I got out and we had a big group hug.
"Marcus is going away for a long time," the detective told us. "They found an unregistered gun in his car. I don't think he'll be bothering anyone again for a long time."
We didn't know what the long-term solution would be, but he was back inside for the remainder of his term for violating parole, with 10 additional years for assault and the weapons charge.
Luckily, there was never any need to deal with the problem again. Marcus got hepatitis and died while he was in prison. Syndy was reborn when he went back to jail, and when we learned of his death it was like a cloud lifted from her life. She was normally bouncy and happy, and after his death that just became more pronounced than ever.
They never went back home after the incident with Marcus. We moved their things into our house and we became a real family. We experienced some difficulty when Andie grew old enough to ask questions, but we had been preparing for that for years. Our arrangement became so routine for her that she never really thought much about it. I asked her once what she told her friends and she said that she told them it wasn't any of their business.
Andie graduated from high school last week. Cat had finally succumbed to old age two years earlier and for her graduation, we got her a kitten. This one doesn't look like a bobcat, it looks like a leopard! He's a Savannah cat and he's even weirder than Cat was. His name? Savannah, of course. I guess Syndy is the only weird name we'll have in our family.
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I passed the door of the department store and looked in the window. There was a line of kids inside about fifty long, waiting to talk to Santa. He looked like he was about twenty years old and really didn't want to be there. I didn't blame him a bit. Kids these days! I saw one of the store workers come up and chain off the queue so no one else could get in line. I guess Santa's shift was over. I was mildly amused, so I watched for a minute. I saw a young woman and a little girl hurrying toward the door. They rushed inside and I could see their faces fall when they saw the "closed" sign. The little girl was especially hard hit. They came back outside and she was crying softly. I could hear her mother talking to her.
"I'm so sorry, baby. I came as soon as I got off work."
"I know, Mom. It's not your fault," the little girl hugged her mother. "It's just that tomorrow is Christmas and I won't get another chance. I really, really needed to talk to him."
They stood there for a minute, just holding each other. "Come on, Molly," the mother said. "If we're going to get a bed we need to get to the shelter."
Jesus Christ, they were breaking my heart. "Excuse me, Ma'am," I cleared my throat. "I don't mean to intrude, but I couldn't help overhearing. If your daughter really needs to talk to Santa, I can arrange that."
They both looked up at me with wide, frightened eyes. Mom had one of the most beautiful faces I've ever seen. She was some exotic ethnic blend, probably mostly black, but there was some white and maybe Hispanic thrown in there, too. Daughter was even lighter-skinned than Mom was, and they both had those tilted up almond shaped eyes that just stole your soul.
Mom started to edge away from me, shepherding her daughter half-behind her. "Please, don't be afraid," I said. I knelt down on the snowy sidewalk. I knew my size could be intimidating. "Just listen to me for a minute and I won't bother you anymore."
They stopped retreating and stared at me, still obviously frightened. "What do you want, Mister?" Mom asked.
"My company is having a Christmas party at the Adams Hotel tonight," I told them. "I know for a fact that Santa is going to be there. I heard you say that you needed a place to stay tonight. It's bitterly cold out here and I'm afraid you won't get a place. I know the nearest shelter and you're late. There'll be a line already formed and you're not in it. I have 25 rooms booked at that hotel in case some of my staff get a little inebriated and need to stay. There will be food at the party, presents for everyone, and I guarantee that you'll get to stay in one of those rooms tonight. You can probably stay longer. You can order anything you want from room service. I'll give you a card and if you show it at the door, they'll let you in. I guarantee it."
"What do you want from us?" Mom asked.
"I want you to make me happy by letting me help you," I told her.
"Why would you do that?" she asked.
"I'm a nice guy," I grinned at her. "It's Christmas. I can help you and I will; no strings attached. I tell you what, I'll get you a cab and you run over to the shelter. You let me be your backup plan. If you get a bed, you can always go back there after you talk to Santa. If you don't, you come to me, okay?"
They stared at me for a minute. "He has nice eyes, Mom," the little one said.
Mom took a step toward me and held out her mittened hand. I put my card in it and hailed a cab. It pulled up and I gave the cabbie a fifty. "Give them the change when you drop them off," I told him. "You wait and see if they get in. If they don't, you bring them to the Adams and there's another hundred waiting for you. If they get in but they still want to come to the Adams, you bring them. You still get the hundred. Do you understand?" I tore a hundred in half and handed him one half.
"Yes sir," he said.
They climbed in and drove off. I didn't expect to see them again. There was just too much pain and mistrust in those eyes. I sighed. What a fucked up world we live in. Just in case, I went into the department store. They had been all bundled up and it was hard to tell what size they were. I would just have to guess. I figured they'd be skinny. They probably weren't eating too well. Mom was tall, probably close to six feet. Daughter was little, maybe four or five. I got a sales person to help me. She was a young woman and very helpful. I described what I wanted and we guessed at sizes. I had them wrapped, and when I went outside the car was waiting. Fredrick took me to the hotel and I got changed for the party.
It was well underway when I stepped off the elevator, and a server came over to ask me what I wanted to drink. I asked for a good bourbon and went to the table. People slapped my back and congratulated me on a great party. I nodded politely and shook a few hands. Malina came to meet me and I kissed her cheek. She looked stunning and she led me to the table. Malina is my Personal Assistant and I'd be lost without her. She's this gorgeous, Hispanic, jungle cat kind of a woman, a tawny complexion and a mane of dark hair with auburn glints in it. I'd been at the table about ten minutes and Paul, my sales manager, and Malina were telling me an amusing anecdote about a meeting earlier in the day. There was a little commotion outside the door and one of the hotel staff came over to me.
"Sir, there is a... person outside," he said in a condescending voice. "She says you invited her to the party. She has a child with her and she had your card. Do you want me to get rid of her?"
I jumped up. "Absolutely not," I said. "Paul, Malina, would you excuse me for a minute?"
I went to the door just in time to see them disappearing outside. I hurried out onto the sidewalk and caught them. "I'm so sorry," I said. "Come in, please. I was hoping you'd come, but I was afraid you wouldn't. Did you get a bed?"
Mom shook her head sadly. "No," her voice cracked a little. "You were right. We were too late."
I saw the cabbie standing there and I gave him the other half of the hundred I'd promised. "Thanks, man," I told him.
"Thank you, sir," he said. "Have a great Christmas."
They both had backpacks on and I took Mom's elbow and brought them back inside. We walked up to the desk and I talked to the Manager. He looked at them like they smelled bad, and that pissed me off. "Is there a problem with your attitude?" I asked him.
"No, sir," he looked away from my eyes. He gave me a key card and I got the things I had bought for them from behind the desk.
"Why don't you go up to your room, get cleaned up and come back down for the party?" I said. "It'll be going on until at least midnight. I'll make sure Santa is waiting and then we'll eat, okay?" I handed them the packages.
"What are these?" Mom asked.
"I told you there would be presents," I said.
She looked at me suspiciously, but the little one was so excited that it was impossible for her to say no. I took them to the elevator and told them that the door attendant would bring them to me when they came back down.
I gave the bellhop the word and it was close to an hour before I saw them coming. I was stunned at the transformation. Mom was a vision and the little one was a heart breaker. They both had this mop of black curls that stuck out in complete disorder. Their hair was nearly down to the middle of their backs and it was just gorgeous. Mom had on the red dress I had bought for her and I had guessed pretty close. The little one was in blue and the sales girl had been spot-on with her, too. They both had fuzzy shawls over their bare shoulders and gold bracelets. Leather chokers with pink safed coral moonga stones were around their necks and they were just gorgeous. They were walking a little gingerly and I suspected that I hadn't gotten the shoe sizes right. They both were carrying little black clutches and I stood up when they got to the table. There were chairs on either side of me that I had reserved for them.
I hugged Mom and she was as stiff as a steel post. "I need to know your names so I can introduce you," I whispered. "You're old friends of mine. Just play along, okay?"
I could feel her nod and she smelled very good. "I'm Sahara Wright and she's Molly," she whispered. "Who are you?"
"Bleys Wainwright," I said. "I own the company that is having the party. It's Wainwright Consulting." She nodded again.
I introduced them to Malina and Paul as old friends I had invited. They sat down and I got champagne for Sahara and punch for Molly. They took a sip or two and I took them over to the buffet. I suspected they were very hungry, so we filled plates and I took them into a meeting room where we ate together. I was right about them being hungry. They finished long before I was done and I took them back. They filled their plates again and we took them back to the meeting room again. I managed to finish before they polished off the second plates and we went to get dessert. We took that back to the main table and ate slowly while the band started playing.
I looked over at Molly and she just had this glow on her face that lit up the whole room. It wasn't long before Paul asked her to dance. She looked hesitantly at her mother and Sahara nodded. I could hear her laughter as Paul twirled her around and she moved like an acrobat. I danced with Malina and Paul came back to the table with Molly. She whispered to her mother and when I brought Malina back, I asked Sahara. She tried to turn me down but when Molly lent her pleas to Paul and Malina's, she gave in reluctantly. She didn't know how to ballroom dance, but you could tell she knew some kind of dancing. She moved like a dream and she was very athletic and flexible. I dipped her once and she bent over nearly in the shape of a U, her hair brushing the floor.
When the song ended, we went back and I sat between them again. I caught the door attendant's eye and he brought brightly colored packages over. He sat them on the table and went out to the lobby. When he came back, Santa was with him. Santa was Bill Kemp, my ex-father-in-law. He's been my best friend for more than 20 years. When Samantha left me to "pursue her dreams" ten years ago, he disowned her. As far as I know, he'd never spoken to her since. His own marriage nearly fell apart over it until Helena, his wife, finally came to the realization that he wasn't going to budge and if she wanted to salvage her marriage, she was going to have to turn her back on Samantha, too. He's the kindest man I've ever met, but honor and loyalty aren't just words to him. That's the code by which he lives. He'd been my security chief since I formed the company back in 1998.
Molly squealed when she saw him. When he came up to the table, he looked like he had just dropped in straight from the North Pole. "Molly?" he asked. "Is that you? The elves tell me you're on the naughty list."
Molly looked like she was about to cry. "No, honey, Santa was just joking," Bill was horrified. "Of course you're on the nice list. Now you have to sit on my knee and tell me what you want."
Molly climbed up and put her arms around his neck. We all heard her soft little voice. "Santa, we need somewhere to live. It's cold outside and we're afraid to sleep in the subway. Me and Mom just need someone to love us. Daddy doesn't love us and we're really lonely and scared. Please, can't you send us someone to love us?"
Bill was too emotional to speak. He looked around at us desperately and we were all trying to see through the tears in our eyes. I heard a choking gasp from Sahara and she jumped up, pulling Molly down off Bill's lap and walking rapidly toward the door.
Malina glared at me. "Do something," she choked out. "Don't let them get away."
I sprang to my feet and caught them before they could get outside. I blocked the exit and knelt down in front of them.
"Please, just let us go," Sahara said. "This was a bad idea. Thank you, but I can't let her get her hopes up like this," she was sobbing brokenly.
"Sahara, it was the best idea I ever had," I told her. "You don't need to go anywhere. You have a warm room upstairs with a good bed and a big bathtub. I'm going to be two rooms down from you and Malina is one floor up. I told you that you could stay here. You can stay as long as you need to. I can help you. Do you need a job? I can give you one. It isn't charity; you'll work hard and earn every penny. You can stay here until you get on your feet. If you insist, you can pay me back when you're able. Give me a chance, please. Molly deserves this and so do you. You didn't open your presents. Let's go back in there with our heads high. It's Christmas Eve, Sahara. Let Molly's wish come true. If you can just bring yourself to trust me, trust Malina and Paul and Santa. We're good people, Sahara. You're good people, too. Let's make this a Christmas to remember."
She looked at me doubtfully. Molly ran to me and threw her arms around me. "Yes, please, Bleys," she said. "Mom, can we please open our presents?"
I stood up and offered Sahara my hand. She took it hesitantly. "Chin up, shoulders back," I told her.
We walked back in and no one said a word. We all had presents, even Santa, and Molly was thrilled with two dolls, a stuffed unicorn and a big tin can of different flavored popcorn. Sahara got a fluffy bathrobe, a big box of all different kinds of fudge and a gift card for Macy's. I got one of those wrist things that keeps track of how fit you're getting and a gift card from iTunes along with three bottles of cologne. Everyone got a kick out of that.
"So, I see what everyone thinks of me," I laughed. "I'm fat and I smell bad."
"We just want you around for a while," Malina teased me. "He's a very special guy, girls. If you're going to stay with us, you have to help us take charge of him. He'll just read books and get fat and never do anything or go anywhere but work if we don't hound him."
They all had a good laugh at my expense and I pretended to be very angry. I couldn't maintain the pretense when Molly climbed up on my lap and kissed my cheek. "I don't know what that 'hound' is," she said, "but I know Mom and me want you to be around for a long time, too."
I looked over at Sahara and those big brown eyes were liquid pools. We talked and played some party games until Molly started yawning.
"Some of us are four years old," Sahara said. "I need to put Molly to bed. Can I talk to you later, Bleys?"
"Do you want to come to my room?" I asked.
I could tell right away that she wasn't comfortable with that. "It's okay," I quickly said. "There's a sitting area down at the end of the hall. Come by and knock on my door and we'll go there."
"Thank you," she said. "Thank you all. This has been the best night of our lives. We'll always remember you all and how kind you were to us. My shoes are killing me," she grinned at me. "I'm a size ten." We all laughed.
"We're not through being kind to you," Bill said. "We'll see you around, Sahara. Molly, you're the sweetest little girl Santa has ever had on his knee. I'm going to see what I can do about your Christmas wish, okay?"
She hugged him and they walked away.
"Damn it, Bleys," Malina exploded as soon as they got in the elevator. "That was the saddest and sweetest thing I've ever seen in my life. I thought I was going to cry like a baby. How could you do that to that beautiful girl?"
"Hey, how was I supposed to know she was going to say that?" I asked. "I thought she wanted a pony or something."
Bill pulled off his beard and hat. "I was smothering to death," he gasped. "It's not your fault, Bleys, but if you don't help those girls I'll never speak to you again. I swear to God if you don't do something, I'm going to adopt them myself. Malina and Paul will quit you tomorrow."
"I don't need to be blackmailed," I said. "Jesus Christ, I'm the one that brought them here. I'll do what needs to be done. I'll make sure they get what they need."
"I think that's a very proud young woman," Paul said. "You better walk on eggshells with how you go about helping them."
"Give me credit for having a little sense," I protested.
Malina snorted. "You don't have sense enough to come in out of the snow. You're going to screw it all up."
"Well, I keep you all in a job, don't I?" I asked.
They all just looked disgusted. "Yes, you do, and we're all grateful," Paul said. "You're a smart guy, Bleys, but you have all the tact of a sledge hammer. You know that."
"Well, you just watch my smoke," I told them. "If you give me any more shit I'm going to fire the lot of you."
They all looked disgusted again. I had enough of their attitudes, so I told them I was calling it a night. Malina and Paul hugged me and Bill just patted my shoulder. I left them to demolish my character and I went up to my suite. I actually lived there. I changed out of my suit and into shorts and a t-shirt. I spent an hour on the treadmill, trying out my new calorie watchdog and grabbed a quick shower. I pulled on clean shorts and a robe and I was drinking water with fruit in it to get rehydrated when I heard a soft knock on the door. I poured two more glasses and carried them down to the sitting room. Sahara was there in her new robe.
I gave her a glass and we sat on opposite ends of the sofa. She curled her legs up under her the way women can and men can't.
"I need to tell you some things," she said.
"You're really Cat Woman," I said.
She laughed and the tension went out of the air. "I wish," she said. "No, I'm really a homeless person. I'm a single mother with no money, no skills, no high school diploma and a four year old daughter that would be taken away from me if Family Services knew where I was."
"That's where you're wrong," I told her. "You live at the Adams Hotel and those douche bags in Family Services couldn't afford your rent. You have a good job. You're going to learn skills and you're going to graduate from high school this year. Then you're going to enroll in college and you're going to get good grades. You are a single mother. I don't know how that happened, but you now have a support network and you're going to be fine. So is Molly. It's going to be a lot of hard work, but I have every confidence you're up to the task. The mom I saw rushing down the sidewalk after work so her daughter could talk to Santa has character. I'm betting the house on that. Tell me I'm wrong."
"I won't tell you that, but some people might," she said. "I got pregnant my junior year of high school. My mom kicked me out of the house when I told her. I lived with Molly's father for a year and a half. After he beat me up for the fifth time, we left. I had to drop out of school and I work part time at a convenience store. That's where I could get a job. I owe hospital bills I can't pay. I barely manage to feed us. I've made a bunch of bad decisions in my life, Bleys. I'm smart enough, but I've been very, very stupid. I'm in such a hole I haven't been able to climb out of it. Every time I manage to save a little money, something happens. Molly gets sick, thieves steal it at the shelter, and I've been robbed twice. People try to take advantage of me. There's a pimp that's trying to force me to become his whore. I'm desperate enough that I've been considering it. I've heard you have to hit the bottom before you can climb back up. I've been at the bottom for a long time. I just want you to know what you're getting into. I'll work hard. I'll do anything you ask me to do. I won't have sex with you or anyone else."
"I guess I know where that's coming from," I told her. "I don't ever want to hear that again. You're a beautiful woman, Sahara, but no one is expecting you to have sex with them. If I wanted that, I could just visit that pimp you were talking about. I know you probably have trouble believing what I'm telling you, but you'll see. You're going to quit that part time job. This job that you're taking has health insurance and a 401K. It has stock options and profit sharing. You'll start Monday."



"Why can't I start tomorrow?" she asked.
"Tomorrow is Christmas Day," I told her. "We don't work on Christmas. You need to go shopping after Christmas. You need to dress professionally, and Molly needs to look like a professional's daughter."
"What will I be doing?" she asked.
"Anything Malina tells you to do." I said. "You're going to be her assistant. She may have you making coffee, filling the paper towel holder in the restroom or escorting important clients from one office to another. You may be typing reports or taking notes in meetings. You'll do whatever she needs you to do. Well, if she tells you to have sex with her, you don't have to do that," I grinned at her.
She laughed. "Okay, I guess I deserved that. Since she told me she's engaged, I suspect that won't be a problem."
"Well, she goes both ways," I said. "She's not a cheater, though. Now, do you have anything you need to tell me?"
"Yes, I do," she said. "I have 73 dollars. How am I supposed to buy clothes to dress professionally?"
"You have a card for Macy's," I told her. "I'll have Malina take you and help you pick out what you need."
"How much is on it?" she asked.
"I have no idea," I said. "Malina will have a corporate American Express Card. If yours runs dry, she'll use that. You'll have one by the end of the week. You have to account for your expenses, but you can use it for anything you need. Just make sure you need it. You'll have to answer to Malina for what you spend. You can use it for food until you get your own cards. After that, it's up to you. You may need to eat here for a while. You can order anything you want from room service. You can eat in the restaurant here. It won't cost you anything. You can get toiletries from the hotel and anything you want from the concierge that is available. That will be at no cost. That should help you get started. Anything else?"
"What are Molly and I going to do tomorrow?" she asked.
"Hopefully, you're going to go with me to my daughter's house for Christmas dinner," I said.
"Oh, no, we couldn't impose on your family like that," she protested.
"It's only an imposition if I, or she, don't want you there," I said. "I want you there very badly and once she meets the two of you, she's going to want you there, too. She's a very nice person, Sahara. She's much nicer than I am. That's the way I raised her. I wanted her to be better than I am. Thankfully, she did what I said, not what I did."
"Do you think she'll like me?" Her voice was tremulous and frightened.
"I think she'll love you, and I know she'll love Molly. Don't worry; I won't leave you alone with anyone you don't know."
She sniffed a couple of times and nodded. She stood up. "I'm going to go to bed now. Thank you, Bleys. I'll never be able to thank you enough."
"Just be happy and take care of yourself and Molly. Live a good life; that's all I want you to do."
She came and stood in front of me, her huge tilted up eyes fixed on mine. She stood on her tiptoes and incredibly soft lips brushed my cheek. She fled down the hallway and was gone.
When I knocked on their door early the next morning, Molly opened it and threw herself into my arms.
"Good morning, angel," I hugged her close. "Are you ready to go?"
"Yes, me and Mom washed our clothes this morning. You should see our huge bed, Bleys," she dragged me off to the bedroom to show me. I saw that they'd had fruit and cereal delivered. Sahara was just pulling a sweater down over her head and I got a flash of milk chocolate skin and a red bra. She gave a little shriek when her head popped through the turtleneck.
"Bleys, Jesus, don't you knock?"
"He did knock, Mom," Molly told her. "I wanted to show him our bed!"
Sahara blushed and it was an interesting effect. Her cheeks took on a pink cast that spread beautifully down her neck. "Sorry." She glared at Molly. "Do I bring people into rooms while you're getting dressed?" she asked.
"Sorry, Mom, I thought you were dressed," Molly apologized.
"Well, it was a good show," I grinned at Sahara. Her blush deepened but she laughed.
"Well, I am dressed now," she said. "Are we ready? I'm sorry I don't have any nice clothes like you got us, Bleys."
Both of them had on jeans, sneakers and bulky sweaters. They might be a little warm at Alicia's, but they looked great to me. "You're fine," I said. "Let's go."
The car was waiting when we got out front, and we climbed in while Fredrick held the door. "Is this your car?" Molly asked. "Don't you ever drive? How come it's so big?"
I laughed. I remembered Alicia asking all those questions, too. "It belongs to the company, I do drive sometimes and it's big so I can haul Molly and Sahara in it."
"Don't ask so many questions," Sahara told her.
"How will I ever know anything if I don't ask questions?" Molly asked.
"That's right," I said. "You're a smart girl."
Sahara rolled her eyes. "Please, don't encourage her. She never stops."
When we pulled up in front of Alicia's building Molly looked up in awe. "Why does your family all live in such tall buildings?" she asked.
"We like to make people's necks ache from looking up," I told her.
She looked up at me to see if I was serious. "Nuh-uh," she said. "You shouldn't lie to little girls, Bleys."
We both laughed, the door attendant opened the door for us and took us to the elevator. When it opened, there were delicious smells filling the hallway. I rang the bell and in a minute, Alicia pulled the door open and flung herself into my arms. We kissed and I just held her for a minute. I loved my little girl. She wasn't at all little any more. She was twenty-two and a second semester junior in college. I introduced her to Sahara and Molly and she hugged them, too. She hugged everyone. We were swept up in her tornado of energy and whisked through the door and inside. Cloe, her roommate, gave a little shriek and came running to hug me.
"Hi, Dad, (she'd called me that since she was in the first grade) I've missed you!" She kissed me a dozen times and I introduced her, too, explaining our relationship to Sahara and Molly. Cloe and Alicia swept them off into the kitchen and when I checked, Sahara was whipping mashed potatoes and Molly was sitting on the counter top, helping Alicia put whipped cream on a pie. Helena, my mother-in-law, was in there and she waved and blew me a kiss. They were all laughing and chattering, and I went to join Bill in the living room. He poured me a drink from a decanter and it turned out to be a very good Scotch.
After a bit, Alicia came in and curled up against me. "I have something to tell you, Daddy," she said. "Promise me you won't get mad."
Well, that's never a propitious beginning to a conversation, but I promised. "You aren't pregnant or something, are you?"
She punched my arm. "No, silly. Mom is coming by later."
I wasn't mad but I was very disappointed. "Why didn't you tell me this earlier?" I asked.
"I didn't know," she said. "She called about ten minutes before you got here."
"Well, I didn't promise not to get mad," Bill said. "What the hell is wrong with you, Alicia? I won't be in the same room with her. Helena and I are going to leave before she gets here. Bleys, you can go with us."
"Jesus Christ, Grandpa," Alicia blew up. "She's my mother and she's your daughter. How long are you going to keep punishing her?"
"Forever," he said. "You just tell me right now when she's coming."
"You don't have to leave," Alicia said. "She's only going to be here an hour. You and Grandma and Daddy can go in the den. I promise I won't let her go in there. I'm very disappointed that you're all such a bunch of damn cowards, though."
"Well, I'm disappointed my daughter is a bitch and that my granddaughter is too stupid to see it," he said.
"Whoa, whoa, let's not say things we don't mean here," I jumped in. "Bill, Alicia isn't stupid. Alicia, that was very rude. We all need to calm down here. Alicia, I'm glad you have a relationship with your mother, but none of the rest of us want anything to do with her. You know that and you shouldn't have let her come here."
She started to cry. "I'm sorry, Grandpa. Do you think I don't know what she's like? Do you know how many nights I cried myself to sleep when I was five years old, because my mother was too selfish to love me? I know you all hate her, but for my own mental peace, I'm not going to do that. I didn't want her to come here today. I promise I won't let her bother you. You can all just go to the den and I'll keep her away."
Bill moved over and took her in his arms. "I'm sorry I said you were stupid, baby," he told her. "I just don't want to see her or think about her. It hurts me."
They hugged and she composed herself. Helena called in that dinner was ready and we all trooped into the dining room. We sat down and began passing the dishes around. I noticed that Molly was sitting with her hands folded in her lap, just watching everyone. "What's wrong, honey?" I asked her.
"We should say grace," she said.
We all looked at one another. I'm a believer, but not at all comfortable with such open displays. "Do you want to say it?" I asked her.
"Yes," she nodded and all those curls bounced around her little face. "We should hold hands."
We all attached ourselves to the people next to us and bowed our heads. I watched Sahara and Molly. "Thank you, God, for this wonderful food," she began. "Thank you for Mom and for us all being together. Thank you for Alicia and Cloe and them being so nice. Thank you for Bill and Helena. I've been praying for a long time, God. I didn't think you were listening. Maybe Santa told you. I've been asking for someone to love us and you sent us Bleys. Please let him keep loving us. That's all I wanted to tell you right now. Thank you."
Sahara was sobbing and all the other girls were emotional wrecks by the time that little voice stopped speaking. There was the sound of scraping chair legs and every woman in the room was trying to hug her at the same time. I discovered that my cheeks were wet and Bill was just as bad. My God, it was heart breaking. Everyone was telling Molly they loved her and Alicia gave me a fierce stare and nodded at Molly. I didn't need the direction; I knew exactly what I needed to do. I got up, walked around the table to her and knelt by her chair.
I pulled that little curly head up against my chest. "I'm never going to stop loving you, Molly," I told her. "I'm going to love you for the rest of my life."
She gave me that little angel smile and stretched her little arms around my chest as far as they could reach. "I'm going to love you the rest of my life, too," she said.
I looked at Sahara and those exotic eyes were shining and liquid. "Thank you," she mouthed. I nodded and we all went back to our chairs. Alicia went and put on a Christmas album and the whole afternoon took on a lighthearted air as we stuffed ourselves and laughed together.
Bill and I cleaned up and when we went into the den afterward, the girls were watching some sappy Christmas movie. I sat on the sofa and Alicia came and sat beside me. Molly noticed me after a bit and came to sit on my lap. I wrapped my girls up in my arms and just soaked up the love like a sponge. I don't ever remember feeling better.
The doorbell rang, and Alicia gave us all a look. The mood evaporated a little, but I couldn't be brought down from that emotional high with a little napping angel on my lap. Alicia went to answer the door, and after a bit I could hear voices talking in the living room. Molly stirred and woke up about that time, and I stood up and carried her to the door. Alicia and her mother were sitting there and I leaned against the jamb and held Molly.
I hadn't seen Samantha for more than two years. She lived somewhere in France. I didn't keep track. She pretended to be some sort of artist. I hadn't seen any of her work for sale in the New York galleries, but evidently, it made her happy.
She looked up at me when I leaned against the door. "Hello, Bleys," she said. "You're looking well." I nodded to her.
"Who's your girlfriend?" she asked.
"I'm Molly," she piped up. "I love Bleys. He loves me, too, but I'm not his girlfriend. Do you love Bleys?"
Samantha nearly choked. After sputtering around for a minute, she looked at Alicia for help. Alicia raised one eyebrow.
"Yes, I suppose I do," Samantha finally said. "We used to be married."
"Why aren't you still married?" Molly asked.
Samantha gobbled around for a minute and was saved from answering that awkward question by Sahara coming in and standing beside me. She slid her arm around my waist and I draped my free one over her shoulder. Samantha looked shocked. Her face went white and then red. I turned back to the den and took Sahara and Molly with me.
"Who was that woman?" Sahara asked.
"She used to be married to Bleys," Molly told her. "I forgot her name."
Sahara looked up at me. "We were divorced seventeen years ago," I told her. "Alicia and I were 'stifling her dreams.' We see her every couple of years when her dreams permit. It's a long story. I want another piece of pecan pie. You ladies want anything?"
Molly wanted fudge and Sahara wanted coconut cream, so I went to get it. Samantha was gone and Alicia came into the kitchen with me.
"She thought Sahara was your girlfriend and Molly was your daughter," she said. "I didn't enlighten her. I think she was stunned about the idea of you finally having someone in your life."
"I've had someone for twenty-two years," I squeezed her.
"Yeah, me, too," she grinned up at me. "Jamie is coming over. You want to take Sahara and Molly and go on a walk with us?"
Jamie was her boyfriend. I kind of liked the guy, but, of course, he was the enemy because he wanted my baby. He was a broker with some firm down on Wall Street. I told her I'd ask them after we finished our pie. They wanted to go, but they needed coats. Alicia found one for Sahara and Molly made do with a NYCC hoody with the sleeves rolled up. Jamie showed up and we introduced him around.
We walked down to the park and around some trails. Molly skipped along, holding my hand on one side. Pretty soon I felt another hand slip into mine and Sahara smiled up at me. "Is it okay?" she whispered. I nodded and squeezed her hand. It was a beautiful day, very cold but sunny. The snow sparkled and our breath puffed out white clouds. Molly wanted a piggyback ride and I carried her for a long time. She felt like she weighed about ten pounds. That little voice chattering in my ear was the sweetest sound I'd heard in a long time.
Sahara walked closer and closer to me and then she took my arm and put it around her shoulders, pressing against my side as we walked. I played with that amazing mop of curls and when we got back, I didn't want it to end.
We stayed until evening and ate leftovers before leaving for home. The goodbyes were loving and tearful and Fredrick held the door for us to get in. The girls snuggled up against me and we talked and dozed on the way home. I dropped them at their door and got a hug from Molly before she scampered inside. Sahara came and pressed herself against me, looking up into my eyes. "Thank you, Bleys," she whispered. "This was the best day of our lives." Her soft lips brushed mine and then she was gone.
I made my way down the hall and I had to agree. I didn't ever remember feeling that good. After thirty minutes on the treadmill to burn off a small portion of those calories I had consumed I showered and got in bed, thoughts of little dusky angels and bigger ones, too, lulling me into pleasant dreams.
Life got pretty much into a routine after Christmas. Malina took Sahara and Molly shopping the day after Christmas. Molly wanted to show me all her new things and dragged me off down the hall to their room. She was just adorable, and Sahara and I talked about her going to school. Alicia had gone to a private school nearby, and I suggested that Molly go there, too. Sahara told me she couldn't afford it, but I knew they offered scholarships to poor children. I promised to check into it and insisted that the company would pay her tuition if that was necessary. In the meantime, she came to the daycare at the office building while Sahara was working.
We met in the hotel lobby in the morning and rode to work together. Sahara took Molly off to the daycare and then went to Malina's office to work. She had her own office, but she wasn't there a lot. The first day we had been there about two hours when Maria, my secretary, buzzed me. "Someone is here to see you," she said. "I'm letting her in."
It was Molly. She had a daycare worker with her and she ran across the office and hugged me. "I was lonely," she said. "I'm kind of scared, Bleys. I don't know where Mom is and we couldn't find her, so I came to you."
"It's okay, baby," I told her. "You can come and see me anytime you're lonely or scared. Have your teacher there show you how to get here and you memorize it. I'll have Maria show you where Mom's office is. She may not be there, but sometimes she will be. I'll tell you if she's leaving the building."
It became a routine. Every morning about 10:30, Molly would come up the elevator and into my office. She would give me a hug, and go back to the daycare. I started keeping pastries in my office and we would have one before she went back. It didn't matter what I was doing, if I was in the office I made time to do that. I discovered that your day just goes better if you get a hug from a little dusky angel at 10:30 every morning. She came up to my office at 5:30 and we waited for Sahara there. When she came, we would go home together and it became the usual thing for us to go out to eat three times a week.
Molly was accepted into the kindergarten at the school, and she was on a scholarship. She only went in the afternoons, and Fredrick came and picked her up from day care at noon. She went to school until 3:30 and he brought her back to the day care. They became very good friends over a short period. She was impossible not to love.
If you knew what to look for you could still see the fear in both of them. It was most apparent in Sahara, but they were both always on edge around me. It was almost heartbreaking how much they wanted to please me and how hard they worked at it. I could tell that they'd talked about it because every time one or the other of them would begin to argue with me about something, the other would quickly shut that down. It got to the point that I couldn't stand it any longer. We were playing some silly board game in my suite one evening, and Molly and I started a friendly argument about the rules. I saw Sahara reach out and touch Molly's arm. Molly looked up at her and Sahara frowned.
Immediately, Molly capitulated and began to apologize to me. It was time for a talk. "Listen, ladies," I told them. "I know what you're doing. I love it that you want me to be happy, but I'm not happy with little slave girls that bow and scrape to me. You should see that from the way Malina and Paul treat me. We fight like hornets sometimes. They aren't afraid of me. It hurts my feelings that you are. Do you think that I'm just going to get mad at you and toss you out on your ear? That's not the kind of guy I am and it pisses me off that you think I am. Sorry about the language, Molly. If you think I'm wrong about something, you need to tell me. If you want to snap at me and throw a tantrum, that's what you should do. I love you both very much. You're family to me and even if I'm mad at you, you'll still be family. We'll kiss and make up and everything will be fine. Just relax and be human. I'm not God."
There were tears in Sahara's eyes. "You are to us," she said softly. "Ever since Christmas Eve, our lives have been like a fairy tale. We owe you everything. How can we argue with you or throw a tantrum at you when you've been everything to us? I don't think you know how bad it was for us, Bleys, and how much we owe you."



"You don't owe me anything," I told her. "Neither one of you owe me a thing. How do you think it makes me feel when this little Christmas angel walks into my office at 10:30 in the morning and hugs me and tells me she loves me? I couldn't buy that with all the gold in Fort Knox! How do you think it makes me feel when I'm walking down the hall and I see this gorgeous woman turning the corner? She sees me coming and her face just lights up with this million candlepower smile and we share that bond and know we love each other? Where else can I get that? I'm the one who owes you."
"Well, I'm pretty sure you can get that from Alicia or Cloe or Malina any time you want," she said. "I know you love us, Bleys, but we're so afraid that this will all just turn into a mirage and vanish and we'll find ourselves back out on the street. That's always in the back of our minds and we can't help it. We'll try to do better. Please don't be mad at us."
"God doesn't take back his answers to prayers and I've never heard that Santa is in the repo business either, No, I'm afraid you're stuck with me. I'm not mad at you, but I'm going to be if you don't start treating me like a friend instead of some glass figurine you have to be so careful with."
"We'll do better," Molly said. "Please don't be mad, Bleys. What should we do?"
"Well, nothing, but just be yourself. If you want to argue with me about the stupid rules, just tear into me. I'm used to that. I'll tell you what, if you want to make me feel really good, I have an idea. Molly, tomorrow night you put on something pretty and I'll take you on a date. Just you and me, how does that sound? Then Saturday night, I'll take your mother on a date. What do you think?"
They looked at each other and burst out laughing. "Yes," they both said at the same time.
Molly and I went out to eat at her favorite restaurant and I took her to a concert. She was a heartbreaker. She had on a little blue and white dress that fell off one shoulder. She had on a silver chain with a blue stone in it and those curls swirled around her like falling water. She was really the most beautiful child I had ever seen. I hated the music, but she loved it and I loved her. We went home with heavy subsonic bass throbs rumbling in my head and when she kissed me goodnight at the door I knew that life was perfect.
It got even better on Saturday. Sahara was jaw dropping when she came into her entry. Her makeup was subtle, just framing those eyes and her hair was pounds of curls hanging down her back and standing in ordered disarray around her face. Her lips were a luscious red and the white dress she had on was a second skin. Her breasts weren't huge, maybe a small c-cup, but they were showing some milk-chocolate cleavage and a ruby pendant hung between them. I recognized it. I had given it to Alicia two years ago. Her curves were on full display in a way that I had never seen before. She looked nice at work, but this was a whole different Sahara. She had one of the firmest, tightest butts on the planet. It just jutted out in that white dress and took my breath away. She saw me looking at the pendant and smiled.
"Alicia wanted me to wear it," she said.
"Are you two up to something?" I asked.
"You'll never know," she grinned. "Where are you taking me?"
"Out to eat, to a club and dancing is on the agenda," I told her. "Where's Molly?"
"She's staying the night with Alicia and Cloe," she said. "It's her first sleepover. I may have to call her a couple of times. I've never been apart from her like this before. At work I always know I can go and find her if I need her. I have issues, Bleys."
"I know; it's okay," I told her. "If you start missing her too badly we can go and see her."
"You'll just have to keep me busy." She took my arm and we went downstairs. I was driving for a change. The valet pulled up in my Bugatti Veyron and Sahara's eyes glittered. She hadn't seen it before. It was the orange and black one, and I held the door for her. Creamy legs flashed as she got in and I was reminded how tall she was. Her legs were a mile long and it was quite the scenic mile.
Enoteca Maria had valet parking, and I had reservations. It wasn't not open early in the week, but it was packed on the weekends. The food was delicious and the attention of every man and most of the women in the place was on my date. I couldn't take my eyes off her, myself. She was as happy as I'd ever seen her, and she just sparkled energy and delight with the whole experience.
After dinner, I took her to a club and we got a booth in the VIP section. That limited the traffic some, but after we danced once, there was a steady stream of people to our table, asking her to dance. She turned them down graciously and we hit about every third song. She was drinking Tom Collins and I could tell she was getting mellow. A young guy I actually knew came by and asked her to dance. I encouraged her and she reluctantly let him lead her out. I watched them and she just shone out there on the floor. The difference between this goddess and the lonely frightened girl outside that department store on Christmas Eve eight months earlier couldn't possibly have been more extreme. I couldn't have imagined it at the time.
I was ordering us another drink and when I looked up, there was a big guy in a brown sports jacket trying to pull her away from her partner. I jumped up and headed over. He was saying something in a heavy eastern European accent that I couldn't make out. Sahara was pulling away from him and I could see all that fright and desperation that had been on her face the first time I saw her bubbling up to the surface.
"You come with Anton," he was saying when I got close enough to hear. "Anton been looking for you, pretty Sahara. You ready to go to work for me now?"
She saw me coming and tried to get to me. He was holding her arm tightly when I reached between his legs from behind and got me a handful of nuts. There was the beginning of a high-pitched scream that quickly became a bubbling wheeze as I put every ounce of strength I had into that grip. I'm a big guy at six-four and somewhere around 240. There hadn't been a week since I was fourteen years old that I hadn't lifted weights at least twice, and most weeks four times. At forty-six, I was stronger than I'd ever been as long as I didn't have to move my feet. I played football in college, offensive line, and I still power cleaned and snatched every week without straps. You don't do that with a weak grip. I squeezed Mr. Soviet-bloc's nuts into jelly.
He fell to the floor, unconscious, and I took Sahara by the arm and got her out of there. She tried to pull away, instinctively, but I made her look at me. "Sahara, it's me, I've got you," I said. She threw herself against me, sobbing hysterically, and I just held her to me and carried her out the back door. An alarm went off when we went outside and a bouncer came running out. He reached for me and saw the look in my eye.
"It's a good day to die, motherfucker," I told him. "If you were doing your fucking job we wouldn't be here. Just give me an excuse to fuck you up."
He raised his hands and backed off. "Good," I told him. "Now go get the keys to the Bugatti and bring them back here."
He disappeared inside and the alarm stopped. He was back in three minutes with the keys and the Manager. "Mr. Wainwright, I can't begin to apologize enough for this incident," he said.
"Are you in the habit of letting your guests be accosted and mauled by Russian gangsters on the dance floor?" I asked him. "What kind of place are you running here?"
"He was Romanian," the bouncer said. "I don't know how he got in."
"Sounds like your security staff sucks," I said. "We're leaving."
I took Sahara and we walked down the alley to the parking lot. She was trembling violently and wouldn't let go of me for a second. "How did that guy know you?" I asked her.
"He was the pimp I told you about," she managed to get out.
"He won't be bothering you again," I said. I put her in the car and walked around to the driver's side. Adrenaline was pumping through me and I felt like I was going to explode. I screamed into the night and felt a little better.
When I got in, Sahara looked at me and cowered away with wide frightened eyes. I felt worse than before. I stroked her arm and she stopped shivering. I pulled her over and held her in my arms.
"Sorry I scared you," I told her. "This was just going to be the perfect night. Nice dinner, dancing, maybe a walk in the moonlight with the woman I love and then, just mystery. I was wondering where it would go. All that frustration had to go somewhere."
She gasped and looked up into my face. "Bleys, you said... you said... 'the woman I love.' Is that me?"
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to say that," I told her. "I'm not thinking too clearly. Yes, Sahara, that is you. God, I've been in love with you for months. Didn't you know? I love your daughter, too."
She buried her face in my jacket. "I hoped," she said. "I was afraid to hope. I've been in love with you since the moment you ran to catch us at the door and knelt down there and gave us a reason to hope. You never said anything. I was afraid I was in the friend zone. I thought you might think of me like Alicia or Malina. Alicia told me she thought you were in love with me. That's when she gave me the pendant to wear. We've been trying to think of a way to get you to ask me out. When you surprised me like that, Molly and I had been talking about it, too. I know I'm younger than you and I'm a mess, but I swear you'll never regret loving me, Bleys."
"No, I don't imagine I will." I took her chin in my hand and tilted her face up toward me. Those eyes haunted me and I claimed her lips. I had never tasted anything so luscious and soft. Her eyes closed and she kissed me back. Her tongue pushed into my mouth and the kiss became the most passionate thing I had ever experienced. She drew back and searched my face with her eyes.
"I was waiting until you knew you could trust me," I told her. "I didn't want to take advantage of you because you were grateful or you felt like you owed me. I just wanted you to love me because you thought I was worth loving."
"I do think that," she said. "You're the most lovable man I've ever known. I am grateful and I do owe you, but that's not why I love you. I love you because of who you are. I love that you're the kind of man that does what you did for Molly and me. It doesn't hurt that you have such a beautiful face and body, either," she grinned at me. "I wanted this to be such a special night, Bleys. I set it up so we could be alone, without Molly or anything. I wanted you to make love to me. I don't know whether I can do that now. So much has changed in my life, but I was just reminded of how close I still am to that bad place I was in when you found me. Do you think we could just go home and you could hold me? Just let me feel safe and know you love me?"
"I can't think of anything I'd like better," I told her. "Well, maybe a couple of things," I stroked her silky arm. "That's at the top of my list though. I want to hold you and make you feel safe the rest of your life, Sahara."
"Take me home," she said.
We walked into the lobby and I handed the valet the keys. Sahara was plastered to me as we crossed to the elevator and I pushed her against the wall and kissed her all the way to our floor. She stopped at her place for some things and we proceeded to mine. I remembered that she had been frightened to come in the first time. Things had changed and there was no hesitation now. She went to the bath and I could hear water running. She hadn't closed the door so I joined her and we brushed our teeth and shared the sink. She took her makeup off and I marveled at her complexion. She really didn't need makeup. I watched her and I saw her glancing at me from time to time. She got a little self-conscious and told me to stop staring at her.
I told her I couldn't help it, she was too beautiful not to watch. That made her blush prettily and I left her to finish. She came out after a minute and stood in front of me with her back to me. "Unzip me," she said softly.
She raised that mop of curls and I slid her zipper down ever so slowly, feeling the silky skin of her back against my knuckles. She shivered and the zipper reached its terminus at the swell of her butt. I slipped my hands inside across her shoulders and the fabric slowly peeled away, revealing her broad back and the lace of her bra. She slipped her arms out and wiggled it down over her hips to puddle at her feet. She stepped out of her heels and the dress and bent to pick them up. That caused the sweetest ass I'd ever imagined to press back into my groin and I groaned. She stood back up and padded to a chair. She hung her dress over the chair and put her shoes in it.
She walked back to me and I could hardly breathe. God, she was beautiful. She unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it out of my pants, her fingers going to my belt buckle and pulling it open. She unbuttoned my pants and eased the zipper down, her fingers brushing against the hardest erection I ever remembered. My pants fell to the floor and she walked to the bed, turned the covers back and crawled in. I stripped off my shoes and socks and clad only in my boxers, I joined her. I saw her wiggling around and her bra came out and flew toward the chair. I so wanted to strip those covers back and just drink in the sight of her, but I knew she didn't want that, at least not yet.
When I crawled in her back was toward me, and I moved us to the center of the bed, spooning up against her. She started when she felt my erection against her panty covered butt and I slipped one arm under her head, that mane of curls tickling my face. The other arm curled over her and one firm, amazing breast filled my hand. She gasped when I flipped the rock hard little nipple with my thumb and half turned her head toward me.
"Please, Bleys, just hold me," she whispered. "I'm so scared. Sex has never been good for me. I promise I'll try, but could you just hold me?"
"Yes, baby, that's what we talked about," I told her. "I can't help reacting like this. You're the most gorgeous, most sexy thing I've ever seen, but I'm under control. We'll only do what you want to do, Sahara."
I noticed a darker splotch on her back and I kissed it. She shivered. "Is that a scar?" I asked her.
"Yes, it's a cigarette burn," she said. "Molly's father liked hurting me."
"Oh, my God, Sahara, I'm so sorry," I told her. "That will never happen to you again. I'll never hurt you; you know that, don't you?"
"Yes, you're so gentle, Bleys, except with Anton at the club. I was afraid you were going to kill him."
"I would have if he'd harmed you," I told her. "There are very few situations that are improved by violence. When someone is trying to harm people you love, that's one of those situations."
"Thank you, Bleys," she said. "I've seen so much violence in my life that it nearly makes me ill. I'm glad you're good at it if it has to be done."
"Enough about that," I said. "Have I told you I love you in the last few minutes?"
"No," she laughed, "but I want you to."
We cuddled and talked for a long time and eventually my arousal was drowned in lassitude and we drifted off, shared warmth something that each of us had been missing for a long time.
It was gray and barely light outside when I woke to the sensation of feather light touches. I thought it was a dream for a while before I realized that Sahara was awake and exploring my body. She was lying half over me, her breasts crushed against my side and one thigh over mine. I could feel her panties against the top of my left thigh. She rubbed them gently against my thigh and traced my pectoral muscles with her left hand. I flexed them, making them dance, and she giggled.
"You're awake, aren't you?" she whispered.
"Yeah, do I get to touch, too?" I asked.
"Yes," she whispered. "I'll be right back."
She went off to the bathroom and I heard the stool flush, the bidet and then the sound of her electric toothbrush. When she came back, I did the same thing and we met back under the covers. I pulled her against me in the same position, stroking the satin smoothness of her back while she played with my chest hair. I pulled her face up to me and we kissed for a long breathless time. I could feel her against my thighs and something was different. I realized that her panties were gone and this dramatically exciting woman was naked in bed with me.
"Please don't hurt me, Bleys," she whispered. "I want you. I'm burning up."
She felt like she was. Her body against mine felt feverish, like her body temperature was higher than mine. I felt her hand slide down and push against my boxers and I raised my hips, allowing her to pull them down to my knees. I kicked them off and her hands were on me, coaxing me to a full-blown erection.
She tested it gently with her fingers. I hoped she wasn't disappointed. She didn't seem to be. She slid down and enveloped me with her luscious lips, engulfing me in liquid heat. She swirled her tongue around the head of my cock and the suction she used was like nothing I'd ever felt before. This was obviously not her first dance, and she had learned the steps well. She kept moving down, taking more and more of me until I felt her gag. I tried to pull her up a little but she slapped my hands away and I felt her swallow. It was the most incredible feeling as her lips stretched around the base of my cock and her cute little nose nuzzled my belly. Her tongue did wild things and her throat contracted around me as saliva drooled on my balls.
This incredible sensation and sight had me ready to explode in about three minutes and I warned her I was going to come. She backed off until just the head was in her mouth and pumped the shaft with her long, slender fingers. I exploded in her mouth and she kept working, lewd gulping sounds filling the room, and she allowed globs of cum to escape and ooze down the shaft before taking me back into her throat and recapturing everything that had leaked. The pleasure quickly turned to sensitivity and she backed off, looking up at me with those almond shaped eyes as my cock reappeared from between those amazing lips. She captured one strand of cum that had escaped with her finger and in one of the most erotic gestures I've ever seen, slipped it between her lips and sucked it clean.
I pulled her up over me until our noses were pressed together and tried to kiss her. She pulled back. "No, Bleys, let me go brush my teeth," she protested.
I pulled her firmly against me and kissed her over and over. When I let her go, I held her there, her breasts crushed against my chest. "I wanted to kiss you," I told her. "If it was good enough for you it was good enough for me. That mouth is mine and I'm going to kiss it all the time. God, you're good at that. That was so amazing, baby."
Her brows drew together and sadness crossed her features. "Molly's father made me do it all the time," she sobbed a little. "He beat me if I didn't do it right. That's how I got the scar you saw."
Jesus Christ! I had never been so pissed off in my life. I held her and stroked her as I whispered in her ear. That bastard had taken this amazing creature's loving gift and turned it into something debased and degrading. "Never again, Sahara," I whispered. "I love you so much and that was so amazing. It's all about loving, honey. It's a gift and I love you for it."
"I loved giving it to you," she said. "It was different. I hated doing it with him. This was so different. I could feel how much it excited you and it made me excited, too. I loved watching your face when you came. I felt so powerful and so loved. I'm going to want to do that a lot."



I laughed. "God, Sahara, you're every man's fantasy, but it's my turn now."
I rolled her onto her back and began to make love to this goddess. I quickly found her zones of pleasure, that spot just behind her earlobes, the hollow where her graceful neck met her collarbone, the sides of her neck. Her skin was so sensitive and sensual and she shuddered and moaned under me.
I nibbled my way down to one breast and nuzzled the hard little nipple. Her areolae were a couple of shades darker than the milk chocolate of her skin and her nipples were the same shade. They were small and very erect. She shivered when my tongue touched it, and when I pulled one inside and squeezed it with my lips she gasped and pulled my head down into the lush firmness of her mound. She was doing a slow writhe beneath me now, and when I moved across to love the other breast she came, surprising both herself and me. I couldn't ever remember anyone coming from just breast play like that. She shuddered and cried out my name, thrusting against me and seeking intimate contact. My right knee was between her legs and her pussy was rubbing frantically against my thigh as she shuddered and shook in ecstasy.
As she gradually relaxed, her fingers combed through my hair and I kissed my way down from her arching rib cage, across the descending plane of the ridged muscle of her abdomen. Her belly button was a small indent and she giggled and shivered as I plunged my tongue into it. Her pubic mound rose below and as I slid down her full beauty was displayed to my eyes for the first time. She was breathtaking and I just wanted to look at her forever.
"Bleys, you're embarrassing me," she said. "Do you like me?"
"Am I insane?" I asked. "God, you're the most beautiful woman I've ever imagined, Sahara. I worship you. I'm going to taste you now."
"Nooo, don't do that, Bleys," she tried to shift away.
I held her in place and spread those gorgeous muscular thighs, hooking my elbows under her knees as I nibbled on her inner thighs. She gasped at each touch of my lips and as I got closer to the joining of those firm thighs, she began to make little thrusting motions, seeking contact on her most intimate center. She had a little thin pencil line of black curls pointing to a totally bare and beautiful slit below.
Her aroma was intoxicating, a faint hint of soap combined with fresh horny girl. There was just a hint of musk, which grew stronger as her labia began to glisten with moisture and a little drip of honey appeared at the bottom of her slit. Her clitoris and pussy lips were a dusky brown, fading to a pale pink as they flowered open, and the hot pink inside began to show. I captured that little drip of honey with my tongue and savored it. It was tangy and sweet at the same time. Her hips jolted when she felt my tongue on her pussy lips, and she protested a little again.
"God, Bleys, you're driving me wild. Are you sure you want to do that? No one... I've never... Oh, God, what are you doing to me?"
Her words became incoherent as I licked and nibbled up one side and down the other, plunging my tongue into her opening and releasing a flood of nectar. She was now slippery and very juicy as I slipped a finger inside. She stiffened and then relaxed, beginning to tremble a little as I licked my way up to the little bump of her clit. I swiped it with my tongue and her hips jolted again. I began to fuck her with my finger and tongue her clit to the same rhythm as she moaned and cried out wordless sounds. My name, deity and good were the only words I could make out. The trembling became very pronounced and I felt the tension of her body build until she was stretched as tight as a spring. I could feel her clit emerge from its little hood and stand erect and bare under my tongue. I sucked it inside my lips and lashed it with my tongue. Her muscles convulsed, she bridged up off the bed and the spring snapped. She screamed and went into spasms as her orgasm overwhelmed her. She bucked under me like a wild thing and I could hardly maintain contact with my mouth. I held her hips firmly and she continued to convulse as waves of pleasure crashed over her.
I knew her little clit would quickly become too sensitive, so I moved my attentions back to her labia and she began to come down from her orbit. I added a second finger and fucked her with them rapidly for a minute. She stiffened again and when I curled one finger up to stimulate that little bundle of nerve endings on the upper wall she went off again. When she came back to earth this time, I returned to her clit and the combination of the stimulation of her g-spot and her clit brought her to her third orgasm in the last five minutes. Her hands came down and tangled in my hair as she bridged up against me again, and when she collapsed like a falling star this time she tugged on my hair until it became painful, pulling me away from that sweet pussy and up to her face. She was gasping for breath and she kissed me fiercely, her arms locking around me and murmuring wildly in my ear as she pulled my cheek next to hers.
"Oh, my God, Bleys, were you trying to kill me? I didn't know... I never dreamed... no one has ever done that to me before. No man ever... I've made myself come before, but never like that. No man ever made me feel like that. God, Bleys, I love you so much. I'm hopelessly, desperately in love with you. Can we make love now, I mean inside me?"
The sight of her coming like that was enough to make a zombie hard, and I was more than ready to be inside her. I shifted and she felt me at her opening. She made a little motion and the head of my cock popped just inside. She gasped and stiffened. "Wait," she groaned. "It's been a long, long time and you're so big."
I just waited. "I'm glad you aren't disappointed," I said.
"Nooo, not disappointed at all," she said. "You have a beautiful cock, Bleys. It isn't huge; it's just perfect. It's fat and long and just perfect. I had a huge one once, and I hated it. It was just painful and weird. I could never be disappointed in you. Give me some more now."
I sank into that liquid tightness and she didn't stop me this time. I made a long slow push into hot lava until I was completely buried in her steamy depths. We stayed joined together for a minute as I just kissed her and I felt erotic contractions around me. Her hips rocked a bit and the friction was intense. I began to move with her rhythm and we made love, slow and sweet, and for a very long time, just enjoying the intimacy we shared as our excitement built. She began to make little cat-like mews on each downward thrust and they quickly grew to full-throated moans of passion. I felt the tell-tale trembling of her approaching climax and I pushed my upper body off until my weight was on my hands and began plunging into her, giving her long rapid strokes until she exploded, her head tossing from side to side, her eyes closed and her beautiful face flushed, the dark mop of curls whipping around us. That erotic sight was enough to send me over the edge and I plunged deep, firing ropes of cum into her tight little pussy. I made three or four more deep thrusts and held at the bottom, the head of my cock just brushing the back of her pussy as our hearts hammered together. She pulled me down to her lips and we shared the most loving kiss I had ever experienced. I tried to rest some of my weight on my elbows and we gazed into each other's eyes, both seeking that intimate affirmation that we loved and were loved in return.
I rolled, taking her with me until we lay in our embrace, side by side and together. "If you put your finger in me I could come again," she whispered.
I laughed and amazingly enough, she could. It was just a minor convulsing of her whole body, but when she fell back she was utterly spent. We napped together and took a long shower, exploring each other as we washed. We dressed leisurely and she gave a little shriek.
"What's wrong, Sahara?" I asked.
"The time, Molly!" she cried. "I have to go get her."
"We'll go get her," I said. "She's fine."
"But what if Alicia and Cloe had something to do?" she worried.
"They go to church on Sundays," I said. "They probably took Molly with them."
She visibly relaxed, but she rushed me around until we were ready to go. "Am I walking funny?" she asked as we went down the hall.
I laughed. "Do you feel like you are?"
"Yes, I feel like my pussy is swollen and something is about to leak down my leg," she grinned.
No one answered the door when we knocked but the elevator dinged as I was getting out my keys. The three girls came into the hall and Molly squealed when she saw us and came running down the hall. She hugged us, turning from one of us to the other and kissing us over and over. "I missed you guys so bad," she said.
"Were the girls mean to my baby?" I asked her.
"No, no, I love Alicia and Cloe, but I just missed you. They gave me a jelly donut and took me to church," she gushed. "The music was beautiful and I talked to God."
"Good, honey," Sahara held her. "I'll bet he's been missing talking to you."
"Anyone want to go out for lunch?" I asked them.
They all did and we went to a brunch buffet. As we were walking down the hall Sahara slid her arm around me and bumped her hip against mine as we walked. Alicia took one look at us and burst out laughing.
I stopped. "What?" I asked.
She threw herself on us and hugged us fiercely. "You did it!" she shouted. "Yeet!" She pumped her fist. "I thought you two were going to dance around each other forever! I can't believe it. I'm so happy for you, Daddy, you, too, Sahara."
We both went as red as firetrucks. "What, what did they do?" Molly wanted to know.
"I think they both finally told the other one that they're in love," Cloe told her.
Molly jumped up and down and squealed with delight. "I knew God was listening," she cried. "Does this mean that you're going to be my Daddy, too, Bleys?"
"Molly!" Sahara was horrified. "You shouldn't ask things like that!" she looked up at me fearfully. "I'm so sorry, Bleys."
"I'm not," Alicia said. "Does this mean that I'm getting a new baby sister, Daddy?"
"It means that my daughter and this little pixie I love are meddling busybodies," I said. I scooped Molly up and carried her to the elevator. "That's something that your mother and I will talk about and it won't include you, Molly," I told her. "We haven't had time to talk about things like that. Give us a minute to breathe, okay?"
"Okay, Bleys," she said. "I just really, really want you to be my Daddy. I would be very, very good for you."
"You're always good, baby," I said. "Just give us some time, okay?"
She laid her head on my shoulder and whispered, "I love you," in my ear.
I could tell Sahara was worried all through lunch. She kept glancing nervously at me until I could catch no one looking. "It's okay," I mouthed to her and she gave a little half smile and seemed to relax. Molly and Cloe chattered the whole time we were eating and on the drive home. They were really very much alike. They seemed to hate the sound of silence. They were both so sweet and funny that no one ever minded.
We dropped Alicia and Cloe off and went home. When we got to the door of their place, Sahara sent Molly inside and closed the door. She threw her arms around me and tried to suck my tongue out. "I've been dying to do that," she said. "I'm so sorry about Molly and Alicia bugging you. You don't have any pressure from me, Bleys. I love you and I'm happy with whatever kind of relationship with you I can get. Do you want to come over and hang out with us this evening?"
"I'd love that," I told her. I gave her a last squeeze on that fantastic ass and she gave me a swat on mine as I went off down the hall.
Everything was back to normal on Monday. I got my normal visit from Molly, and I didn't see Sahara until after lunch. We met at the elevator and she told me what she was doing. We got on and there were two people on there already. They got off on the ninth floor. As soon as the door closed, she was all over me. We kissed like teenagers and she pulled my hand up to one firm breast. I squeezed it and I could feel her hard nipple through her bra. The elevator began to slow and we pulled apart, straightening our clothes. The door opened and Malina was waiting to get on. She took one look at us and burst out laughing.
"You want me to wait for the next one?" She could hardly get it out. Sahara blushed fiercely and just walked off. Malina chased after her and caught her about half way down the hall. She turned Sahara around and embraced her. I saw her whispering in Sahara's ear and she began to smile. She winked at me and I went to my office. About 2:30, Maria buzzed and told me she was going to be away from her desk for an hour. She didn't say why, and I didn't ask. The door to my office opened and when I looked up Sahara was locking the door.
When she turned to face me her blouse buttons were undone and her bra, one of those that fasten in the front, was open, too. I could see the edges of her areolae peeking out and she opened her skirt, letting it drop to the floor and walking to my desk, her hips swaying in an exaggerated runway walk. "Malina and Maria are making sure we won't be disturbed," she said.
She spun my chair around, dropping to her knees and opening my pants. She pulled my underwear down and slurped my half-hard cock into the furnace of her mouth. It was rock hard in about ten strokes. She stood and dropped her panties, perching her butt on the edge of the desk and pulling me up and into her. It took us both about five minutes to come and her moans scared me they were so loud when she came. I picked her up, still buried in that hot little pussy and carried her to the leather sofa. She did things to me with her inner muscles and I never went soft. We lasted much longer the second time, or at least I did. She seemed to be having constant orgasms until I went off again.
We cuddled and talked for a while and suddenly something hit me. I was horrified that I hadn't thought of it. "Sahara, are you on birth control?" I asked her. "You're sitting here full of my cum and you were definitely full of me the other night. You aren't going to get pregnant are you?"
She laughed. "No, silly, I started taking pills three months ago. We women think of such things."
A wave of relief swept over me. "Well, good, because we stupid men don't. I'm sorry, baby, I should have asked the first time."
"It's okay," she kissed me. "I wouldn't mind anyway. I love you, Bleys."
"I love you, too, but I don't like surprises," I told her. "We better get dressed, our hour is almost up. I could get used to this, Sahara."
"Me, too," she said. "Bleys, if we keep doing this we need to talk to Molly. I'd like for you to spend the night with me and for me to spend the night with you."
"How much do you tell a five-year-old?" I asked.
"Not much," she laughed, "but you tell them something. Can we just tell her that we're in love and we might want to sleep in the same bed and have some privacy?"
"That would be good," I said. "I don't want to tell her that, though."
She laughed again. "I never dreamed you'd be afraid of a little girl, you big coward. I'll tell her, but I want you to be there."
It went off without a hitch and Molly accepted the new sleeping arrangements with aplomb. We spent at least three nights a week together and Molly set up her own bedroom at my place, too. After about a month she announced one evening that she needed some "Bleys time" of her own, and Thursday night became date night for just the two of us. Saturday night became date night for Sahara and me, and Molly stayed with either Alicia and Cloe or Bill and Helena. I think they loved her as much as her mother and I did.
After three months of us sleeping together, it was Christmas again and everyone came to my place for dinner. Sahara insisted that we were doing the cooking and Helena came over to help us. I slipped out of work three days before Christmas and went shopping for something special.
Christmas dinner was spectacular and evidently, we had started a new tradition because Molly once again led us in a prayer. It was just as touching and beautiful as the first one, and once again, we all gathered around her chair with our faces wet with tears and there was a huge group hug. I had let Bill in on the secret, and he brought champagne flutes in for everyone. There were curious stares all around and I got up and went to kneel beside Sahara's chair.
She burst into tears and covered her face with her hands. Violent sobs shook her and I was nearly thrown off my game. I looked at Alicia and she nodded encouragement.
"Sahara, look at me," I said. She moved her hands and wiped away the tears running down her cheeks. "Sahara, I love you with all my heart," I told her. "It would make me the happiest man on earth if you would marry me. Will you marry me, Sahara?"
She couldn't speak. She nodded. "Yes!" Molly shrieked, "She means yes!"
"Yes, Bleys," Sahara finally got out. "I want to marry you more than anything."
I got the ring box out of my pocked and slipped it on her finger. There was a large diamond, set between two rubies on each side in yellow gold and she held it to her lips and kissed it. I stood up, pulled her to her feet and kissed her. We were surrounded by hugging, cheering people kissing us and patting us.
Bill came and hugged us both. "It's about time," he told me. "You're finally making an honest woman out of her. Congratulations, honey," he kissed her cheek.
"When do you think you'll do the deed?" Cloe asked.
"I was thinking May eighth," I told her. "We haven't talked about it, but it was my parents' anniversary and it was a good day for them."
"That sounds perfect to me," Sahara said. "I know you loved them very much, and from what you've told me they were very happy."
"Malina is getting married in April and we can get a practice run," I joked. I thought it was funny, but it nearly turned disastrous.
Her fiancé was an attorney with a big accounting firm. His name was David and I never liked the guy. He always seemed a little slick to me. She was in love with him, though, and that was good enough for me. Her father was dead and she had asked me to give her away. Sahara was one of her bridesmaids. I thought my heart was going to burst when she came out of the door for me to walk her up the aisle. She was just radiant when she came out of the dressing room and I had never been prouder of anyone in my life. I knew things were going south when there was no David standing on the podium with the preacher and the groomsmen.
That all went to hell in a handbasket in a moment. She stumbled when she saw that he was missing in action and when Sahara came back to talk to her she went to pieces. We took her back to the dressing room and she told me that David had called it off. He didn't love her and couldn't marry her because he was really in love with his boss' daughter.
"I just want to go home," Malina sobbed. I could tell her heart was breaking and we left her alone to change. Sahara went in after ten minutes and she was gone. Her clothes she had worn to the wedding were still there. Evidently, she had left through the side door in her wedding dress. We sent Molly home with Alicia and went looking for her. I thought she might catch the Metro-North so we went there to look for her. The train was just getting ready to leave and we hurried through the cars. She was sitting in the next to the last car, her beautiful dress was muddy on the bottom and she looked so little and forlorn sitting there with her face buried in her hands.
We went in and sat down beside her, one of us on each side. She looked up when she felt us sit down and burst into tears. I held her as she sobbed and Sahara stroked her hair and loved on her from behind.



"What's wrong with me, Bleys?" she wept. "What happened? Why doesn't he love me?"
"There's nothing wrong with you, sweetheart," I told her. "You're gorgeous, smart, sexy and amazingly sweet. It's him, Malina. He's an asshole. It has nothing to do with you. Trust me, honey; there are a million better guys in this city that would cut off their right arm to be with you. You just fell in love with one of the ones with his head up his ass. I'm just thankful you found out now instead of later. Honey, in two weeks you're going to be back, better and stronger than ever. I know that your heart is breaking, but you have bunches of people who love you. I love you and Paul loves you and Bill and Sahara and Molly love you. We think you're one of the special people in the world."
She smiled up at me through her tears. "You're right," she said. "I am special and screw him if he doesn't think so." The bravado went away and she sobbed again. "I loved him so much, Sahara." Sahara hugged her and kissed her tear stained cheek.
"I know you did," she said. "Let's just get you home and get you a hot bath and something strong to drink. You're going to be okay. You're the strongest person I know, Malina. We're all lucky to have you in our lives."
"Thank you," she smiled weakly. "I'm lucky to have you guys, too."
We got her home and Sahara ran her a hot bath. They stayed in there for a long time and Malina came out in a robe. She sat beside me on the sofa and curled up against me. "Bleys, would you mind staying for a while?" she asked.
"No, I don't mind," I said. "Sahara, can I call you a cab? I'll call Fredrick and get him to pick you up from Alicia's, okay?"
"That's fine," she said.
I called the cab and we talked for ten minutes or so. The desk called and said the cab was there, and Sahara kissed me and got her things. She was behaving oddly but I didn't think much about it. She stopped and looked back at me from the door. "Bleys, I love you," she said.
"Love you, too, baby," I said. It looked like she was crying when she turned away.
I stayed until about nine thirty. Malina had crying spells for a while, but she was a little drunk and she had gone to sleep before I left. I checked on her one more time and she was sleeping soundly, just a little ball under the covers.
When I got home, I knocked on Sahara's door, but there was no answer. I thought they might already be in bed, so I went to bed myself. I waited in the lobby for them the next morning until we were late. I tried calling her cell and it went straight to voicemail. I called the suite phone and no one answered. When I went back up and opened the door, it was quiet inside and the lights were off. I went into the bedrooms and their closets were half-empty and their personal things were gone. I noticed that the things that were left were things that I had given them.
I had no idea what was going on. I went to work totally perplexed. Maria told me that Sahara had called and taken some personal time and wouldn't be in. At 10:30, I found myself waiting for Molly to walk through my door, but it stayed shut and a terrible sadness began to settle over my heart. At noon, just as I was becoming desperate, Alicia walked in without any warning and stood with her legs apart like a gunslinger in front of my desk.
"What the hell is wrong with you?" she nearly shouted.
"What are you talking about, honey?" I asked. "I don't know what you mean."
"Don't call me honey," she stormed. "What did you do to her? What did you say?"
"Who, Alicia, what did I do to who? I swear to God I haven't done anything to anyone. I haven't said anything either. Are you talking about Sahara? If you are, she's disappeared. I didn't do anything. The last time I saw her was at Malina's place last night. She was acting oddly, but I thought she was just concerned about Malina. The last thing she said to me was that she loved me and I told her I loved her. I knocked on her door last night but no one answered. I waited for them this morning but they never showed up. She took some personal time, but I have no idea what's going on. Have you seen her? Have you talked to her?"
"Yes I have," she was still angry. "She came to get Molly last night and she was crying her eyes out. I finally pried it out of her that you were going to leave her. What did you say? She just said she was taking Molly and leaving. What have you done?"
"I swear, I didn't say one word about leaving her. I have no intention of leaving her. I'd rather die than hurt that girl, Alicia. I want to spend the rest of my life with her and I have never said one word or done one thing to make her think any differently. I don't know what's going on but it pisses me off that you think I'm that kind of guy, Alicia. God, that hurts."
The angry look went away. "Why does she think you're leaving her then? I'm sorry, Daddy. It hurt me to think you'd do something like that to those precious girls. What happened?"
"Nothing happened," I said. "That's what I've been trying to tell you. I have no idea what's going on. Do you know where she went? I need to talk to her and find out what the hell put that idea in her head."
Alicia sat down in the chair in front of my desk. She was lost in thought for a while and I was thinking hard myself. What on earth had happened to make her think I was leaving her? I scrutinized every second we had spent together and I just drew a blank.
Alicia sat up suddenly in the chair. "Oh my God," she said, "the wedding! It was the wedding! She saw that asshole didn't show up. She saw how Malina collapsed and it scared her to death. She ran away because she was afraid that you'd do that to her. You know how little self-confidence she has. You know she has these terrible trust issues. That's what happened. She couldn't bear the thought that you would leave her, so she ran away. We've got to find her, Daddy."
"How?" I asked. "I have no idea where to start looking."
"Neither do I, but Bill does," she said. "Call him up here."
We had a full-scale conference in my office in half an hour. Bill did know where to start. He pulled her personnel files and made copies of all her information and her picture. We all got on the phone and called all the contacts listed. Bill called five different detective agencies and paid them enough to drop whatever else they were doing and start looking for Sahara and Molly.
We put secretaries to work calling every hotel in the city asking for her room. It took us nine days to find them. One of the secretaries finally struck pay dirt. They were staying at a Best Western in Woodbury. I sent one of the detectives out to keep an eye on them. We were quite the troop going out to Woodbury. Malina insisted on going because she felt partly responsible. It was ridiculous, but I couldn't convince her otherwise. Cloe, Alicia, Bill and Helena, Paul and Maria were all in one of the company limos as we drove out. Fredrick was driving and I dropped them at the IHOP in Huntington Station.
I talked to the detective who was watching them and he told me that they were walking back to the hotel from a nearby convenience store. Fredrick located them and they stopped and looked when the limo pulled up to the curb beside them. I just sat there for a moment, mustering up my courage. A lot was riding on what was about to happen. I opened the door and stood up.
Molly screamed when she saw me and came running to throw herself into my arms, sobbing out her heartbreak into my chest. "Why, Bleys," she sobbed. "Why don't you love us anymore? What did we do? I'm so sorry if it was me. I promise I won't do it anymore!"
Sahara had come up and was reaching for Molly. She gave a strangled cry when she heard those words from her daughter and leaned against the car with her face in her hands.
"No, Molly, I do love you," I told her. "You didn't do anything. You're perfect and I'll never stop loving you. I love your mother, too, and I'll never stop loving her. Just let me take you both somewhere and I'll show you how much I love you. I'll show you both how much you're loved."
Fredrick opened the door and Molly climbed in. "Come on, Mom," she cried. "He loves us, I knew he did. Where are we going, Bleys?"
"Not far," I said. "Sahara, will you come with us, please? Just give me a chance. If you want to I'll bring you back here later and I'll never bother you again. Just give me a chance."
She let me put her in and I climbed in beside her. Fredrick closed the door and we drove to the IHOP. When we went in, Molly gave a cry of delight and ran off to hug everyone. Sahara nearly broke down when she saw everyone sitting at a big round booth. Cloe, Alicia and Malina slid out and guided Sahara, Molly and me inside. We slid around and we all ordered breakfast. There was a hubbub of talk and every word of it was aimed at Sahara and Molly, telling them how worried we had been, how badly we missed them and how much we loved them and wanted them to come back. Molly beamed like a lighthouse and Sahara cried and smiled through her tears. We stayed and drank coffee and then Sahara and I went for a walk.
She shivered and I slipped my jacket around her shoulders, pulling her tightly against me while we walked.
"Baby, why did you run from me?" I asked her.
"I'm afraid, Bleys," she said. "I just panicked. I saw what happened to Malina. It scared me to death. I couldn't take that. I'm not strong like her. It would kill me and Molly would be left all alone. I couldn't stand the thought of that happening so I ran. I'm sorry, Bleys. I'm sorry I'm not strong like you."
I stopped walking and we sat on a bench. I tilted her face up to look in those eyes that had stolen my soul. "You're the strongest person I know," I told her. "You just have to believe in yourself. You've raised Molly and she's the sweetest little girl any of us have ever known. You did that all by yourself, with the whole world against you, and you kept her and fought for her. Fight for us, Sahara. Imagine what you can do when you have your family to fight with you. Every one of those people back there is fighting for you. They'd do anything for you. I'd die for you. They love you and I love you and I'm never going to stop. Don't run from me again, Sahara. I'll find you wherever you go and love you. I'm going to spend the rest of my life with you. I'm not David. Like I told Malina, he's an asshole. I never abandon people who love me and depend on me."
She leaned against me. "I know, Bleys. I really do, I'm just so scared. Every person I've ever loved has left me or I had to leave them. I told you I'm a mess."
"I know, but you're my mess," I laughed. "I'm yours, too, and what you just said isn't true. What about Molly?"
I saw a light dawn in her eyes. "You're right," she exclaimed. "What was I thinking?"
"You were thinking about bad things," I said. "I told you that the bad things are gone. Are you ready to come home, Sahara?"
She stood up. "Yes, I am. Take me home, Bleys."
We started the long walk back and Molly was waiting.
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I had been watching them for some time. I belonged to a cop watch group, but that was just the start of my activities. Ever since my foster-father was tasered on a morning walk by some dipshit beat cop who thought he shouldn't be walking in the community he lived in, I'd been working against police violence. I'd had my eye on two vice cops that I suspected of being involved in a white slaver ring. Prostitutes had been disappearing around the downtown area and four college girls were missing. Nobody cares much when prostitutes disappear, but college girls stir up a fuss when they're missing. I had suspected pimps might be involved when the prostitutes went missing, but I talked to a couple and they were very angry about their hoes vanishing. One of them told me about these two vice cops arresting his girls and that when they made the arrests, he never saw the girls again. I tracked them for two weeks and I finally had video. They were using shipping containers down at the docks and there were more than two involved. There were at least six. I taped for a week, and when I saw one of them go to the container with a little girl, I decided to act.
Obviously, I couldn't call the police, so I waited for the next delivery in the container area. The security guard must have known what was going on, so I gave him a love tap with a sock full of quarters and took his uniform. When the two cops showed up they had two unconscious girls in the back of their car. I shot them with a taser and made sure they stayed down with a couple of love taps each. I used their handcuffs to fasten them to another container and walked back to the truck for bolt cutters. I put on a ski mask and walked back to the container. When I cut the lock off and opened the door, the stench was horrific. They had a couple of buckets for toilets inside and there were about fifteen women looking at me with terrified expressions on their faces. Some of them were asleep and I yelled to wake them up.
"Come out here, single file and one at a time," I told them. They all stood up and began to file out. I gave each one of them five hundred dollars and told them to catch a cab to Palm Beach and go to the police. I gave them DVD's with the video on them and they filed away. One of them gave me a hug and told me thanks. The others were in shock and they didn't say a word. Finally, I saw that only the little girl was left. She just stood there. I took off the mask.
"Come here, honey," I told her.
She slowly walked toward me and seeing her broke my heart. She couldn't have been more than five and probably not more than three. She had on what had been a little white dress. It was stained and wet, and she had obviously peed on herself at some point. She was bedraggled and very dirty. She was a little brown thing with a mop of dark, very curly hair with a white cloth headband. I guess they were into black slavery as well as white slavery.
"What's your name, honey?" I asked her.
"Mallowy," she said.
"Mallowy?" I asked.
She shook her head. "No; Mallowy."
"Mallory?"
She nodded. "That's a very pretty name, honey," I told her. "Where do you live, Mallory?"
"Home," she said.
"Do you know the address?" I asked her.
"Don't know what that... addwess is," she said. She obviously had difficulty with the "r" sound.
"Is there a number on your house?" I asked her.
"Don't know," she said. "Need to pee."
I looked around. "Go around there and pee," I told her. "I'll wait here for you."
She nodded and went around behind the container. When she came back I had decided we couldn't stay there. I took her hand and led her to the truck. I opened the door and she hesitated.
"Not supposed to wide with stwangews," she said.
"I'm not a stranger," I told her. "I'm helping you. How did you get here, Mallory?
"A policeman bwought me," she said.
Jesus Christ! There went my plan for finding out who she was. I helped her climb up on the running board and into the cab. She smelled like a toilet, but I turned the heater on and rolled the windows down a little.
"Are you hungry, Mallory?" I asked her.
"Yes, thusty too," she said.
"Do you like McDonalds?" I asked her. She nodded and I drove through and got her a couple of happy meals on the way home. She wanted cheeseburgers, and I bought a Big Mac meal for myself. She didn't want to touch her meal.
"Hands diwty," she said.
I got her some Germ X out of the pocket of the door and she used a paper towel I had to clean her hands. She devoured the happy meals and eyed my fries hungrily. I handed them over and she drank both her cokes. She played happily with the toys until we pulled up in front of my place. I lived in an old factory building down on the water. I'd remodeled it over the years and I had a nice living space inside. There was a garage door in one side, and I pulled in and lifted her down. She held my hand and I took her inside.
"Mallory, we need to get you cleaned up. Do you want a bath or a shower?" I asked her.
She thought about it for a minute. "Bath," she decided. "Clothes diwty, too. You have clothes?"
"I'll find you something, baby," I promised. I rummaged around and found an old Dolphin's jersey. I went in and ran water in the tub, putting lots of bath gel in it. I got her a couple of towels and a wash cloth. "Can you wash yourself, Mallory?" I asked.
She looked very dubious. "Mama wash me," she said.
"Mama's not here," I told her. "Do you want me to wash you?"
She seemed unsure about that too. "Not supposed to let people see me naked," she said.
"You'll be in the tub and the bubbles will cover you up," I assured her. "You'll just be naked getting in and out of the tub, okay?"
"Okay," she agreed.
She took off the filthy little dress and very dirty panties and put one foot in. "Too hot," she complained.
"You'll get used to it," I promised. "You're very dirty and we'll need hot water to get you clean."
She sank reluctantly down and eased her little body into the water. It took her a minute to get all the way down, and when she had relaxed I covered the washcloth with soap and began to scrub her. The dirt peeled away and there was a lovely child underneath. She was very light for a black girl, and she had green eyes with flecks of gold in them. I wondered if one of her parents was white. I scrubbed her face until it glowed and made her lean her head back so the shampoo wouldn't get in her eyes when I washed her hair. The bath water was very dirty by the time we were through and I made her stand up after it drained and rinsed her off with the shower. She stepped out on the mat and I dried her off and slid the jersey over her little head. It was like a dress on her, and I took her into the living room. I sat down and she crawled up on my lap.
"I need to talk to you, Mallory," I told her.
"What?" she asked. "Am I in twouble?"
"No, baby; I just need to find out some things about you. Do you know what your Mom's name is?"
"Mama," she said.
"What color is Mama?" I asked.
"She like you," she told me. I nodded. That explained a lot.
"Do you know your Dad's name?"
"Don't have no Dad," she said.
"What does your Mom do?" I asked her. "Does she work?"
"She wuuk for Jewome," she said. "She Jewome's woman."
The only Jerome I knew was a pimp downtown. Jesus, this little girl's mom was a whore! I had no idea what to do. Would her mother even want her back? If she did, could I give her back to a whore? Jerome was a vicious bastard with a reputation for stringing white women out on drugs and whoring them out.
"What am I going to do with you, Mallory?" I mused.
She looked up at me. Those wide, emerald eyes pierced my soul. "Hug?" she suggested.
I pulled her little form close, wrapped my arms around her and hugged her tightly. She smelled like a clean little girl now. She snuggled in and I petted her for a while, just lost in thought. When I looked down, she was asleep in my arms. She looked so tiny and innocent. My heart was melting just watching her slightly parted lips and the rise and fall of her breathing. I didn't know what I was going to do, but she needed to sleep. I eased her onto the sofa and went to get her a pillow and a blanket. She sighed and shifted in her sleep when I slipped the pillow under her head. I spread the blanket over her and went to take a shower, myself. I left my bedroom door open and the night light on in case she woke up. I drifted off and slept the sleep of the virtuous.
I woke to the feeling that someone was watching me. When I opened my eyes Mallory was standing in front of me.
"Are you okay, honey?" I asked her.
She shook her head. "I'm afwaid," she said. "You house is too big and scawey."
I lifted the covers and she gratefully climbed in bed with me. "What's you name?" she asked me.
"I'm sorry baby, I should have told you. My name is Vallon; Vallon Drake."
"Vallon," she said.
She scooched over against me and I wrapped my arms around her. We quickly went back to sleep, a little dusky angel pressed tightly against me.
She was an early riser, and that suited me just fine. I was usually up by seven, anyway. School was on Christmas break and I didn't have to go to work. I helped her climb up on a barstool and she watched as I cooked breakfast. I scrambled eggs and fried sausages. I put cheese on the eggs and fried Texas toast in butter while hash browns were cooking.
"What do you usually eat for breakfast, Mallory?" I asked her.
"Captain Cwunch," she said.
"Well, I eat real food," I told her. "You try this. I think you'll like it."
I sat by her and we ate together. Evidently she did like it, because when she was through she looked up at me with those huge emerald eyes. "Mo?" she asked.
I translated that to mean "more." I filled her plate again and put strawberry jam on her toast. I got her a glass of chocolate milk and she drank it all. She looked up at me with a little mustache from the milk and I had to laugh. "You have a milk mustache," I explained.
She smiled and licked her upper lip. I turned the TV on for her while I cleaned up the dishes, and she sat happily on the floor watching a cartoon, still dressed in her Dolphin's jersey. I still didn't know what I was going to do with her, so I called my sister, Kim. She agreed to come over and talk to me, so I sat on the sofa to wait. Mallory noticed I was sitting there after a minute and came to sit on my lap. She was still there, her eyes fixed intently on Dragon Ball Z, snuggled back in the crook of my arm like a kitten when Kim came in. She just stood and looked at us for a minute. Mallory glanced at her and then snuggled down a little more on my lap, still fixed on the TV.
Kim came and kissed me, then she sat down beside me. "Who's your new girlfriend, Vallon?" she asked.
Mallory heard that and she giggled. "Kimberly, this is Mallory. Mallory, this is my sister Kim."
Mallory looked at her for a second then climbed over me and gave her a hug. She settled back into my lap and turned her attention back to the TV.
"She does that a lot," I told Kim.
"She's gorgeous," Kim said. "Are you babysitting, Val?"
"Not exactly," I told her. I explained the situation to her. "I have no idea who her mother is except she's a prostitute. I have no idea what I'm going to do with her. The police kidnapped her and they were going to sell her as a slave."
"What's a pwostitute?" Mallory wanted to know.
"Someone who works for Jerome," I told her. She seemed satisfied with that answer.
"What about child services?" Kim suggested.
"We were in child services," I reminded her. "Have you forgotten what that was like?"
"No, it was horrible," she said. "I just don't know what else to do. You can't give her back to a whore, Vallon!"
"I know, but what else am I supposed to do?"
"Why don't you keep her?" Kim asked.
"Keep her! I don't know how to take care of a little girl! How would I do that anyway?"
"You took care of me," she said. "Look at her, Val. She's beautiful and she obviously loves being with you. She breaks my heart! If you won't take her, I want her."
I hadn't even thought about the possibility of keeping her. I looked down at her and she smiled up at me. She really was a beautiful little girl.
"How old are you, Mallory," I asked her.
She held up three chubby little fingers. "Fwee," she said. Jesus Christ!
"How would I keep her, Kim?"
"I'm an attorney," she said. "You know everyone in this city. We're rich and we've got connections. We can make it happen."
"Mallory, would you like to live with Vallon?" Kim asked her.
"Love Vallon," she agreed.
"There you go," Kim said. "She loves you. How can you resist that?"
"Will you help me with her?" I asked Kim. "This isn't one of your crusades, Kim. Mine either. This is a child and she's a big responsibility."
"I know," she said. "Yes, I'll help all I can. Where should we start?"
"She needs stuff," I told her. "We need to get her everything, and what am I going to do with her when school starts back up?"
"Take her with you and put her in the preschool at your school," she said. "I've decided you're going to adopt her, Val. I'll go get her some sweats at the store and then we'll take her shopping."
I groaned. Just what I wanted to spend my day doing.
"Would you like some new clothes, Mallory?" Kim asked.
"Yes," she said. "Need panties, too."
Kim laughed. "She's delightful, Vallon. You've needed something like her for years. She's going to be so good for us."
"Yes, I be good," Mallory said. "Love Kim, too."
We took her to the mall and she chattered happily the whole time, trying on item after item for Kim until we had her sizes down pat. We got her shoes and clothes and packed my truck full of stuff.
"We need to get her stuff to play with," Kim said. "Take us to the toy store, Vallon."
We got a million more things there, and Mallory fell in love with a big white bear. She held it all the way home and she seldom let the thing go. Kim went home and we ordered pizza for supper. We had gotten a bunch of movies for her to watch, and she sat on my lap, holding her bear while we watched The Jungle Book. When the movie was over she climbed down and took my hand.
"Bath," she said.
I bathed her and she pulled on her jersey again and went and got in my bed with the bear. That became our routine every night. I got her into pre-school and she did just fine there. She was very smart and she loved to color. My refrigerator was decorated with her pictures and she went to practice with me every day. The kids on my basketball team loved her and she sat on the bench beside me during the games, a little brown pixie. Her adoption papers were a lot of trouble, but we finally got it done. We told them I found her on the street and her parents couldn't be located.
Child Services threw a fit for a while, but Kim kept filing injunctions and petitions and wore them out. I got the Mayor to intervene and our Senator was on the same football team as I was in college. He got involved, and finally it came down to a hearing. The judge asked Mallory who she wanted to live with.
"Want to live with Vallon," she said. "Love Vallon. Love Kim, too." That was it.
She was mine and I loved her. She spent a lot of time with Kim, too, and I think Kim fell in love with her the first day. When track season opened, she went to those practices with me, too, and she attended every meet. The track kids adopted her, and I would find her sitting under the bleachers with the girls, the center of attention and loving every minute.
I hadn't realized how empty my life was until Mallory came to live with me. I had imagined that I was happy, but I had no idea. I could come home from the worst kind of day and when that little brown girl climbed up in my lap I would feel like the king of the world.
"I love you best of all, Daddy," were the sweetest words I ever heard.
She was reading simple books by the time she started kindergarten, and she was the teacher's pet. She shot up like a weed and she was soon the tallest kid in her class. She never gave me a minute's trouble, and she quickly forgot I was Vallon and I became Daddy for several years. I quit the cop watch thing; all that didn't seem half as important as going to birthday parties, trick or treating or Christmas programs.
She messed up my hair, my home and my world. I was a puppet in her hands and she made me dance a merry tune. I loved every minute of it. She loved what I loved, except for a dirty white bear. It smelled terrible after a couple of years. I tried to get rid of it several times, and there was a huge clash of wills. I told her he was dirty and all his stuffing had fallen out. There was nothing left but a dirty white rag. She finally agreed to get rid of him when I told her we would get him again, just like he was new. She was very unhappy for a day until Kim dropped off a new one.
"Bear looks nice," she said. She hugged him and everything was okay. She mastered the "r" sound when she was five, and by the time she was ready for middle school, she knew more words than I did. She read everything she could get her hands on. We were the library's best patrons, and she had shelf after shelf of books she read over and over.
She wanted to learn how to play an instrument. We debated it for a while and decided that she could start with piano. We got her an electronic one and she took lessons religiously. In the seventh grade she decided she wanted a French horn. She was very good at both instruments.
When she turned 13 we had a talk about the sleeping with me thing. We built her a bedroom and she kept her stuff in there but she absolutely refused to sleep there. I made her sleep there for three nights and she didn't speak to me the whole time and she cried every time I looked at her. I couldn't stand it anymore. I went into her room and she was curled up on her bed crying. I scooped her up and took her to the sofa. I sat down, holding her on my lap and she sobbed into my chest.
"Baby, you're killing me," I told her. "Talk to me. Tell me why this is such a big deal."
"Don't you love me anymore, Daddy?" she wept. "Why are you punishing me? What have I done? I don't understand."
"I love you more than anything in the world," I told her. "I'm not punishing you and you haven't done anything wrong. You're just growing up, baby. What would your friends say if they knew you were sleeping with me?"
"I don't give a damn what they would say," she sobbed. "I don't tell them. It isn't any of their business."
"Baby, you know I don't like for you to curse," I told her.
"I'm sorry, Daddy," she sniffed. "I'm just so miserable. What's wrong with me that you won't let me?"
"Mallory, I'm trying to tell you that there's nothing wrong with you. You're a big girl now. You're growing things and becoming a woman. It's just that grown up girls don't sleep with their fathers."
"Since when do we care what other people do?" she asked. "What are you talking about, 'growing things'?"
"Look down at yourself," I told her. The old Dolphins jersey had worn out long ago and been replaced by new ones. There were two definite little mounds under it.
She looked down at herself. "What?" she asked. "Do you mean my boobs?"
"Yes, Mallory, that's exactly what I mean."
"So, because I have boobs, you won't let me sleep with you?"
"Well, that's not all. Your shape is changing. Your butt is getting sexy and you have this hourglass shape going on. You're becoming a woman, baby and I don't think I should be sleeping with a woman."
"Daddy, do you know I remember the day I came to live with you?" she asked.
"No, Mallory; I thought you had forgotten. You never talk about it."
"I'm not stupid. I know you're not really my dad. I mean, you are, but I know we're not related. Do you think I haven't noticed that I'm black and you're white? I know Aunt Kim isn't really my aunt. I know you adopted me. We don't talk about it, but I remember. I remember my mother. I know what a prostitute is. I remember you said she was one, and you took me away from all that. I remember being in that container and I remember you taking a very scared little girl home with you. I love you, Dad. I need to be with you and for you to love me. It's going to make me very sad if anything ever changes between us. I understand the some things. I don't mind, but I know it embarrasses you that I have boobs and I'm okay with that. I'm not okay with this. I'm never going to be okay with it. I'm sorry I've been a bitch about it and I'll sleep by myself if you insist, but it's going to make me very sad."



"It was never about me, Mallory. If you don't mind, I guess I don't. Feeling you in bed with me just... disturbs me a little."
"Why?" she asked.
"Well, it's embarrassing, baby."
"Dad, it's me. All of a sudden you're embarrassed?"
"Well, like I said, you're becoming a woman. I'm a man and when you do things like scoot your butt back into me it feels good in ways it shouldn't. Do you know about sex stuff, Mallory?"
"Are we going to have the talk? You can skip it, because I've heard it all. I probably know more than you do. Why don't you have a girlfriend, Dad?"
"You know I go out with girls sometimes. I don't want anything serious. I've got you, baby. I don't need anyone else."
She looked pensive for a while. "What are you thinking?" I asked her.
"I'm not going to tell you now," she said. "I'm going to sleep with you, Daddy. That's precious to me. It has been since that first night when you let me crawl in bed with you. I need that."
"Okay, Mallory; I won't mention it again. If you ever want to stop, or if there's ever anything we do that you don't like, you just have to tell me. Don't shut me out, baby."
"I won't," she said. "I'm sorry I didn't talk to you."
I hugged her tightly. She got her computer and came back to my lap. She put her headphones on and fired up some music channel or other and started doing her homework, leaning back on the arm of the sofa.
Mallory was a very good student. She was also becoming quite an athlete. She played basketball, volleyball and ran track. In a couple of years she would be running for me. She was running the 300 meter hurdles; the 400 meter open, the 200 meter open and triple jumping. She won every event she entered her seventh grade year. She made the all-city league for basketball and volleyball.
She kept me young. When she was seven she started working out with me, and at 10 she started making me run with her. She was faster than me at 13, and she was running that 400 in a minute. I think I was in the best shape of my life. I played football in high school and college, but I was a middle linebacker and always carried a little more weight than was ideal. When I got Mallory, I was probably twenty pounds overweight. When I started running with her that melted away and I felt ten years younger. Her weight training was paying off, and she got very strong for a girl her age.
When she became a freshman, I got to see her every day at school. She took my conditioning class, and I also had her for health class. She was very popular with the other kids and I noticed the boys were starting to take quite an interest in her. She had started out gorgeous and you could tell that she was one of those little girls that were going to turn every head in the room when she grew up. She was five-ten by the time she was a freshman. She had impossibly long legs and her butt was legendary. It was one of those black girl sprinter butts, but it hadn't come from steroids. I kept my kids clean. I didn't mind HGH, but if I found out they were using anything else, they were gone. I figured it cost me an athlete or two every year that went to South, but I'd seen what steroids do to kids.
I didn't have to worry about any of that with Mallory. She had a dynamite body, anyway. She had those perky little teenage titties that make all the young boys hard and the old guys feel young. There were two boys in particular that made fools of themselves over her. Cole was one and Brandon was the other. Cole pole vaulted for me and ran a leg of the 4x800 relay. Brandon played baseball and I don't coach that. Of course, I favored Cole, but I didn't dare tell Mallory. She didn't really seem interested in either one of them. I mean, she was friendly and she went out with them when there was a group going, but so far she hadn't really gone on a date with anyone.
I kidded her about it some, but she just laughed and told me she had someone in mind. She wouldn't tell me who and I didn't push it. I began to see less of her as her class started to turn sixteen and began to drive. I asked her if she wanted a car and she said she did, but she wanted to get a job and pay for it.
"Honey, you don't need to get a job," I told her. "We have plenty of money. You know I make good money and your grandparents left Aunt Kim and I more money than we'll ever be able to spend. Don't I give you enough? I try to make sure you always have money in your pocket. You've never minded asking me for money."
"I still don't," she said. "I just thought the responsible thing to do is to get a job."
"It is," I told her, "but not in high school. You only get to be a kid once. You have the rest of your life that you'll have to work. Well, unless you want to just stay here with me the rest of your life. Just enjoy being a kid for now. When you graduate from college you can get a good job. I think you're going to be a star, sweetheart."
"Thanks," she said. "I do want a car then. What kind will you get me?"
"Any kind you want. Do you like hot rods, luxury cars or trucks?"
"How much can I spend?" she asked.
"It depends," I said. "How long are you going to keep it and how much value will it keep?"
"If you let me get the car I want, I'll keep it forever," she said. "I think it would keep a lot of value. How much do our trucks cost?"
"Well, the one we have now cost forty thousand." I told her.
"No," she said. "It's too much then."
"Just tell me, Mallory. What are you talking about."
"My dream car is an Astin-Martin V12 Vantage roadster," she said.
"How much is it," I asked.
"One hundred twenty four thousand," she said.
"Jesus, baby, you had better get a good job if that's your tastes," I told her.
"I'm sorry, Dad; I know it's too much. I shouldn't have mentioned it."
"No, you should have, Mallory. It's good to dream big. I was thinking something small and shaped like a box, though."
She punched me. "Just pick something out you think I'll like and I'll be happy," she said. "If I don't like it I'll make you drive it and take the truck."
Her eighteenth birthday was four months away, and she already had her permit. She drove me nearly everywhere we went, and I noticed Kim never drove anywhere when Mallory was in the car, either. I started looking for one of the Astin-Martins. It turned out that model wasn't sold in the US, and I didn't feel like shipping one over with the wheel on the wrong side. I browsed the internet and found something I thought she would like. It was an Audi R8 LMX, and it was killer. It boasted 570 horsepower, and an import dealer in Miami had one. It was a midnight blue color, and I took off a couple of hours from school and went to check it out. It was gorgeous and I signed the papers on it that day.
Mallory was out with some friends on Saturday and Kim and I went to pick it up. She drove it to a warehouse she owns and we parked it inside.
"Damn, Val; that's a lot of car," she said. "You spoil that girl terribly."
"You know I don't like you to curse," I told her. "I seem to remember a little girl that got a Corvette when she turned sixteen. I think you turned out okay."
"Yes, I've still got it," she said. "I'll get it out and take you for a drive next week. I may start driving it to work. I forget how fun it is. Are we still having the birthday party at my house?"
"If you don't mind," I told her. "She's a good girl, Kimberly. Do you know she told me she remembers her mother and the first night I brought her home? She's had enough bad things in her life. She deserves this."
"Yes, I know," Kim said. "I love her dearly, Vallon, and I know she's a good girl."
I decided to play a trick on Mallory and I put a divider up in the warehouse and got a buddy to park his Focus on the side where we would come in the day of the party. I put a cover over the R8 and locked up. I got Mallory a bunch of small stuff for her birthday and a new big screen TV for which she had been asking. There were about twenty kids that came, and she had a blast. I had wrapped a picture of her new TV sitting in her bedroom in one package and the key to her car in another.
She squealed when she saw the TV and again when she unwrapped the key."
"Where is it?" she asked.
"We parked it in Aunt Kim's warehouse," I told her. "It's been there two months. I hope it still starts."
When the kids left, we all three piled into my truck and drove to the warehouse. Kim wasn't in on the joke and her jaw dropped when she saw the Focus. It isn't a bad car, just kind of little and box shaped. Mallory was excited, anyway, and she went and jumped in it.
"The key doesn't fit," she said; looking out at me."
"No, that isn't your car," I told her. "Come here, baby. We walked around the divider and the cover had gotten a little dusty. "Pull it off," I told her.
She gave it a pull and it slid to the floor. She stood there for a minute and started crying. She turned to look at me and those big emerald eyes were glowing.
"Really, Daddy? Is this really my car?"
"It really is," I told her. She ran and jumped on me, her legs wrapping around my waist and her arms around my neck. She sobbed into my chest for a long time.
"I thought it would make you happy, baby," I said.
"I'm so happy I'm about to burst," she said. "I love you, Dad; you're the most awesome person in the world." She pressed her lips against mine and it was so passionate I was a little taken aback. It was a long, long kiss, and when she pulled away her little creamy face was flushed.
"Dad, you are such a jerk," she said. "You tried to make me think that little box shaped car was mine! You're so mean!" She rubbed her soft little cheek against mine.
Kim was looking at us a little oddly and I put her down. "Drive Aunt Kim home and then come to our house and take me for a ride," I told her.
She was back in forty five minutes and she took me out toward the Everglades. We were on a long stretch of deserted highway and I told her to open it up. She howled up through the gears and it was fast/ as fast as anything I had ever been in. She pulled over and we put the top down for the ride back home. Her mop of dark curls flew in the wind and she was laughing almost constantly. When we pulled into the garage at home she held my hand and we went inside and she got us a soda. She always drank Strawberry and I had a Mountain Dew.
She went off for her bath and I took a shower and got in bed. When she came in I noticed that the Dauphins jersey was getting shorter on her long legs. Instead of turning her back and letting me wrap her up like she usually does; she pushed me over on my back and lay half on top of me, her cheek resting on my chest and one long smooth leg over mine.
"I want to talk to you for a minute," she said.
I fluffed her hair and squeezed her. "Okay, Mallory; is it anything in particular?"
"Yes, Aunt Kim and I had a long talk on the way home. She asked me something and I've been thinking about it for years. We both agreed that I need to talk to you about it."
"Okay, is it something serious?"
"It's the most serious thing we've ever talked about," she said.
"You aren't pregnant or in love with some boy, are you?" I asked.
"No, I'm not pregnant, silly. I am in love, but it's not with some boy."
"I had no idea," I said. "It's not some teacher, or something?"
"Yes, it's one of my teachers," she said.
Visions of strangling some pencil necked geek flashed across my mind. "Who is it, baby? You can tell me, I won't be mad."
"It's you," she said. "I love you, Vallon Drake."
"I love you, too, Mal," I told her. "I always have."
"Yes, I know; but that's not what I'm talking about," she said. "I'm in love with you, Dad. I mean like a man and a woman are in love. I have been since I was twelve and knew what it meant to be in love. I think I always was, but I just didn't know what it meant."
"Mallory, I'm your dad. You can't be in love with me!"
"No, you're not my dad," she told me. "My dad is some lowlife that fucked a prostitute; probably Jerome. You adopted me and you're my father, but we aren't related. Aunt Kim saw right through me when I kissed you tonight. She thinks you're in love with me, too. Are you in love with me?"
"Mallory, I don't think... I mean you're the sweetest person I've ever met. You're gorgeous and sexy. You're a good girl. Everyone that knows you loves you. You're kind and generous and it makes me happy to be around you. I want to squeeze you every time I see you. You treat everyone you meet like they're your best friend. I see kids hugging other kids in the hall all the time and I know why. You started that trend. You hug everyone. You're so smart you leave all the rest of us in the dust. Every time you peek up at me with those big green eyes I just... My God! I am in love with you, Mallory!"
She wiggled like a puppy being petted when I said that. "Good, I thought maybe you were."
"Mallory, there's a big problem here; I'm twenty years older than you. I'm too old for you, baby. What about boys? What about Cole and Brandon? They're crazy about you."
"Now of all the dumb things you've said to me over the last fifteen years, that's the dumbest," she said. "I like them just fine. If you weren't around I might be interested in them when they grow up. They're silly boys. You aren't that old. Are you about to fall and break a hip?"
I laughed. "Well, no; I'm not that old."
"Are there things about you that don't work?" she asked. "Are you about to have a heart attack; is your hair falling out or do you need false teeth?"
"That's not what I'm saying. I'm just telling you that it's very unusual for a eighteen year old girl and a forty-three year old man to be in love. Doesn't that seem weird to you?"
"Dad, everything about our relationship is weird. I'm your adopted daughter and I'm pretty sure my mom is still around. I don't think she ever gave me up. I'm not complaining, I'm glad you took me, but I don't think the judge that signed my adoption papers knew about that. You're not married, and I'm pretty sure it's weird for a single guy to get to adopt a three year old girl. You're white and I'm black. I think that's pretty unusual. In spite of all that weirdness, you're the only man I've ever met that I want to be with."
"I guess it all must seem pretty weird to people that aren't our family," I told her. "Does it seem weird to you, Mallory?"
"I've never known anything else," she said. "Of course it doesn't seem weird to me. If you don't want to be with me it's going to make it weird. It's going to be so weird that I won't stay with you anymore. I'll still love you, but if you don't want me I'm going to live with Aunt Kim. It would be too awkward to stay here after opening up like this to you if you don't want me."
"I do want you, baby. God, you're the most gorgeous sexy girl alive. I just don't want to harm you in some way I don't even understand. I'd rather you go live with Kim than cause you harm."
"The only thing that's going to harm me is if you don't love me," she said. "Tell me you love me, Dad."
"I do love you, Mallory. I love you more than anything."
"Then I'm happy," she said. "What do people do when they're in love?"
"Anything they feel like doing," I told her.
"I feel like kissing you and being naked with you," she said. "I feel like taking your hand and putting it on my boob. I feel like you should give me baths again. Maybe we could take them together?"
"We need a bigger tub," I told her.
"Well, get one," she said.
"I'll call someone and get it installed this weekend," I told her.
"I want a hot tub," she said. "We have plenty of room. Let's build another room in the back off your bathroom. I like our tub the way it is. I like to soak in it sometimes."
"Okay, we can do that, too," I said. "When do you think you might want to kiss me?"
"I think now."
She slid up on me so she could reach my lips. We kissed like a man and a woman for the first time and I thought my heart would stop. Her mouth was a little recurved bow shape and her lips were so full and luscious on mine. I couldn't get enough. She tasted like mint toothpaste and clean fresh girl. She was breathing heavier and she sat up and pulled the jersey off. I hadn't seen her breasts in years, and there had been quite a change. They were big for her age, maybe a small C cup. They were full, very round and very firm, almost hard. Her creamy skin was surrounding small areolas, almost invisible except for a slightly pink flush. Her nipples were a shade darker, dark caramel colored, small and very erect. She lay back down on me and took my hand, placing it over one little mound. I squeezed it and she gasped. I toyed with the little nipple and she throbbed with pleasure.
"I like that," she whispered against my lips. "I don't want to do any more right now. Will you just hold my boob while we sleep? You can play with my nipple like that."
I can't think of anything I'd rather do," I told her. "Can I feel you more places?"
"Just don't make me too horny," she said. "I won't be able to sleep if you do. I have a biology test tomorrow, and I need my rest."
I was happy with that. I pulled her on top of me for a minute, just stroking her. I loved feeling the play of her muscles under that silky skin. She was heavy with muscle. Her slender body was all toned girl, strong, healthy and soft. I couldn't get enough of just running my hands up and down her back. It is impossible to describe how good she felt to me. I slid my hands down inside her panties and cupped that amazing ass. I sunk my fingers in and she flexed, pushing them back to the surface. She rolled off and I turned so that she could spoon herself up against me. I eased my left arm under her pillow and held her tightly with my right. I cupped one of those firm little brown breasts with the other hand and closed my fingers on the little, rock hard nipple. She scooted her butt back until my erect cock was nestled between her cheeks and purred. I could tell she was going to sleep and I followed her sometime later, just holding my beautiful little girl in my arms.
When I got up in the morning, she didn't move for a while. I showered and got dressed while she hit the snooze button a couple of times.
"Mallory, we're going to be late," I finally told her. She rolled over on her back.
"Dad, I'm going to skip school today," she said. "Call in sick and stay with me."
"You have that biology test today and we have a track meet," I told her. "Maybe we can skip tomorrow."
"Pwease?" she begged, slipping back into that baby voice she had when I first got her.
"No, baby; that isn't going to work today," I told her.
"Okay," she grumbled, "but I have your class first hour and I'm going to skip it. Don't you dare turn me in absent!"
She got up and the way those big, firm breasts bounced and swayed almost made me put her back in the bed. She went off to the shower and I went to school. I saw her later in the day for a humanities class I taught, and she had on a short denim skirt with a white shirt. She sat in the front row and after the lecture they were working on the questions I had assigned. I glanced up at her and she noticed me looking. She spread her smooth brown legs and ran her hand up and down one silky thigh under her desk. She pulled her skirt up until I could see her little red panties underneath. She stroked the gusset of her panties a few times and I frowned at her. I could see a little smile as she stopped and kept writing on her paper.
When the bell rang I caught her on the way out. "Stop torturing me," I whispered. "Jesus, Mallory, you're shameless."
"I do that to all the teachers," she giggled. "I'll get Krishna to do it for you tomorrow."
I swatted her butt and she squealed and went out the door, giving it a sexy little wiggle as she turned into the hall.



She got beat in the triple jump that night for the first time in her life. It was bound to happen, sometime. She had never lost an event she had entered in a track meet and she was upset. She was a little distracted by the crowd her new car drew at Chili's when we stopped on the way home to eat. I could tell it made her feel better. When we sat down, however, the bitterness of defeat was still stinging.
"I know I could have beaten her," she told me. "I was a foot shorter than I should have been. I know I can jump farther, Dad; what was wrong with me?"
"You must be getting fat," I kidded her. She snorted. "Seriously baby, you don't have your best day every day. That was the jump of a lifetime for that girl. She'll never jump that far again and you were a little off your game. We'll work on it tomorrow and you'll be fine. So you had an off day; it happens. The best of us have an off day every now and again. You won all three of your running events. You beat the pants off of her in the 200."
She giggled. "I was mad. She's such a ratchet, Dad. You should hear her talk. She stood by me and just kept talking. Every other word was, 'YOLO,' 'swag,' 'boost,' 'really,' 'actually,' or 'twerk.' She needs a bath and has side bangs. What a hoe."
I laughed. "Does any of this have anything to do with her beating you?"
"No, she's always been like that. She's always giving some excuse why she doesn't win. She's hurt or having her period or something. None of the girls, even from her own school, can stand her. I wouldn't waste my time disliking her if she didn't try to talk to me all the time."
"I thought you liked everyone, Mallory."
"Well, I don't," she said. "I'm nice to everyone, but that doesn't mean I like them. If she doesn't leave me alone I'm going to say something mean to her. Do you know she actually asked me why I'm living with a white man?"
"What did you tell her?" I asked.
"I told her you have a big dick," she laughed. "What do you think I told her? I told her you're my father and I love you."
"Christ, Mallory; someone's going to hear you." I looked around nervously.
She giggled. "You do have a big dick. I've talked about her enough. Thanks for listening, Daddy. I got an A on my biology test."
"Good job, baby," I told her. "If you keep this up you're going to be first in your class. You can pretty much have your pick of where you want to go to college with those kinds of grades."
"I already know where I want to go. I'm going to the University of Miami so I can live at home and commute."
She wanted to be an English teacher. I had warned her about not making much money teaching, but she didn't care. She wanted to coach, too, and I knew if she was good at coaching she could do pretty well. I was trying to get her to focus on education administration; that's where the money is, and she was considering it.
"Let's go home, Dad," she said. "I can't wait until Saturday."
"What's going on Saturday?" I asked her.
"It's prom," she said. "Cole asked me to go with him. You don't mind do you?"
"Not at all," I told her. "We need to get you a dress."
"We'll go tomorrow evening," she said. "After practice, you can take me."
I groaned. "I think Aunt Kim should take you."
"Stop acting like a brat," she said. "You're my dad and you're taking me. It's your job. You took it when you took me. Thank you, Daddy."
"For what, baby?"
"For taking a little girl and giving her a fairy tale life," she smiled up at me.
"I thought she would be good at the triple jump," I told her. "She's been a great disappointment to me."
She punched me. "You big idiot! I got second in one meet!"
We walked out with her arm around me and I opened her door. She got in and I went around to the passenger seat. She was a very good driver. She stayed in the fast lane and drove six or seven miles over the speed limit. Every move she made was smooth and planned well in advance. I told her and that made her happy.
She did her homework and went off to take her bath. I was in bed when she came in and she didn't have on her jersey. In fact, she didn't have on anything at all. My breath caught in my throat when I saw that vision. She was glorious. Her little pussy had a light dusting of straight black hair, carefully trimmed into a little V shape; pointing to the treasure below. She came and climbed in, naked as a baby. She wore more when she was a baby!
"Dad, I want to ask you something. Do you mind if I call you Val?"
"It's my name. Do you mind if I call you Mallory?"
"Don't be silly. I've always called you Daddy or Dad. It doesn't seem right to call the man I love Dad."
"Well, Dad is a title, really; not a name. If you want to call me Val or Vallon it's okay with me as long as you still remember I'm your father, too."
"How could I forget? I'll never forget that."
"How about you call me Val when you want to and Dad when you feel like it?"
"That's a good idea," she said. "Right now I want to call you Val because I want you to play with me. I've been thinking about it all day."
"You mean like play with you sexy?" I asked.
"Yes, I'm very horny. I've been like this ever since humanities class. Did you like my panties?"
"Yes, but I don't like what you did," I told her. "You made me hard and I was afraid some other kid would see!"
"I'm sorry, I won't do it again," she said.
"No, it's okay, just pick your times," I told her. "Give me a chance to recover before I have to get up."
She slid her nakedness over me and I wrapped my arms around her. Her lips melted into mine and I could feel that soft little patch of hair against me. It was extremely exciting and I couldn't stop touching her. I rolled us over to the center of our bed and just looked at her for a while. She was the most amazing looking woman I had ever seen. The features of her face were stunning. Her light caramel complexion was flawless. She had never had a problem with acne like a lot of teenagers. Her eyes were that huge emerald green that had looked up at me and charmed me the day we met. She had high cheek bones and her cheeks were just slightly hollow. Her nose was little and cute and her chin was pointed. Her mouth was that little Cupid's bow and her lips were just a little puffy. I kissed them and took her lower one between mine and pulled it out a little. She was a little flushed and when I kissed her again I felt her little pointed tongue come out and tickle my lips. I allowed it inside and the feeling left me breathless.
My baby was kissing me, and she loved it. I nibbled on her long, graceful throat and she shivered when I kissed her tiny ears. I ran my tongue inside one and she shivered again. I kissed her collar bone and the little hollow between it and her throat. She made a cute little sound and I let my lips nibble down to one firm breast. She arched her back, attempting to make me touch her nipple but I avoided it and kissed all over her breasts except for the nipple. Finally she made a frustrated sound and took my head in her hands, centering it over a little nubbin and pressing it firmly against my lips. She gasped her breath in when I closed my lips over it and stretched it up until it snapped back, making her whole breast quiver. I used every bit of everything I had ever heard or ever learned to make love to that sweet breast, that sweet girl. She was moaning by the time I left it for its twin and when I pulled that one in, she went wild, speaking in unintelligible words for a moment before I could understand her.
"Val! Oh my God, Val! Something's happening to me, Jesus Dad, I... please! Stop, Dad, I'm... no, don't stop, oh God it's... Ah, oh Jesus, VAL!" her voice rose and became unintelligible again. I could tell she was coming and she had never felt anything like it before. She came for a long time and then pushed my head away from her hot little breasts. I kissed her lips and she panted for a minute.
"Jesus, Dad, that was... I can't believe you made me feel like that. I've rubbed myself a few times and this was way better. Was that an orgasm, Dad?"
"Yes, baby," I told her. "It was an odd one. I've never met a girl that came just from playing with her breasts. You're amazing, Mal. Most girls need you to play with their pussy at least a little. God, Mallory; you're smoking hot, baby. Did you like that?"
"I did!" she said. "I more than liked it. I feel like that if you played with my pussy I would just explode. I don't know if I can stand it if it feels any better!"
"It does," I told her. I slid my hand down over the flat plane of her belly and cupped her hot little pussy with my hand. She moaned and humped up against my hand. I let my index finger slide down between her pussy lips and part her sex. She was soaking wet inside and I used that to lubricate her lips and clitoris. When I touched the little nub she jumped at the sensation. I stroked it and felt it firm up and extend. I flipped it back and forth, then rubbed it firmly in circles and she blew up, moaning and writhing in ecstasy as her orgasm swept through her. I buried my finger inside her and she went off again. When I reached in and found her G spot she became wild, bucking against me until I could hardly maintain contact.
"Oh my God!" she groaned. "Jesus Christ, Dad, that feels so good. I'm coming so hard. Ah, God, coming!"
She groaned and thrashed, her gorgeous thighs clasping together, trying to trap my hand between them. She had a gap between them, just below her pussy and I kept her coming until a note of panic crept into her voice.
"Stop, Dad; oh my God, please stop! I can't... please, I can't... Oh God, stop!"
I let her rest, my finger still buried inside her hot little pussy, feeling the walls flexing and contracting around it. I could only imagine what that would feel like around my cock.
She pushed my hand out and away, pulling it to her lips and cleaning my finger inside her mouth. My cock was aching and I knew she wasn't going to be able to take any more stimulation. She wasn't ready to have me inside her. I would just have to live with it.
She rolled to press those big breasts against my chest and she felt my erection between us.
"Jesus, Dad," she whispered. "You nearly killed me. I can't believe you can make me feel like that. I feel your cock. Can I touch it?"
"Yes, Mallory, you can do anything you want."
"I'm going to make you come," she said.
"It's going to make a mess," I told her. "I have a lot stored up."
"If I take it in my mouth it won't," she said.
"Are you sure you want to do that, baby?"
She just slid down and enveloped my cock in her hot mouth. She couldn't take even half, but she took me in her hot little brown hand and pumped away while she worked the head over with her lips and tongue. In twenty strokes I was coming. The idea that it was Mallory doing this to me was just too overpoweringly erotic. It is almost impossible to describe how it feels to have the eighteen year old girl you have raised and loved since she was three, suddenly shift roles and become your lover. She was so beautiful and so sexy and I loved her so much that when I came, it was as if it were my soul pouring into her. She gulped away, swallowing convulsively and pumping with her hand. She choked a little and gave up trying to swallow. Cum leaked out the corners of her mouth and dripped down over my cock and her hand, making it slide in the slickness. I don't think I've ever come so much in my life. It just went on and on and her eyes never left my face. I went limp and she jumped up and went to the bathroom. I heard water running and she came back with a washcloth. She cleaned her face and then used it to wash my cock. The washcloth went flying toward the bathroom door and she was climbing up over me. She held her face close to mine and I could see her desire for affirmation. I wrapped her up in my arms and held her close. My heart was pounding and I could feel her nipples scraping against my chest.
"That was amazing, Mallory," I whispered. "You're amazing, baby. God I love you. You make me so happy."
Her face glowed and she wiggled like a puppy that has just been patted. "I love you, too," she whispered back. "That was so cool. I love watching your face when you come. I'm sorry I couldn't take it all. Next time I'll be better. I just wasn't ready for that much. I wasn't ready for the texture either. It didn't taste bad, but it's so thick and warm! I want to do it again. I felt so powerful that I could make you feel like that."
"No one could have taken all that," I told her. "It isn't likely that there will ever be that much again. It's been six months since I've come, Mallory. The last few days with you just made me so horny and so full, and the idea that my baby was doing that to me was just so incredible that I shot off like a bomb. You were perfect. You've always been perfect."
She slid off to the side and lay with her head on my chest, one arm flung over me and one smooth brown thigh across my legs. She sighed and snuggled in. I could feel big breasts crushed against my side and her little patch of silky hair against my thigh. She humped against me a little and sighed again.
"Let's sleep late tomorrow," she said. "You said we could skip school."
"Okay," I laughed. "How many days have you missed?"
"One so far," she said. "I can miss another and still not have to take finals."
I stroked the muscles of her silky back and we drifted off.
I woke up at six-thirty and called in. I slid back into bed and she murmured and slid back into her position half on top of me. I went back to sleep and we didn't stir until eleven. When I woke up again, she was awake and looking at me.
"Good morning, baby," I whispered.
"You're so beautiful," she told me.
"That's my line," I told her. "I was going for 'ruggedly handsome'."
She giggled. "That, too," she said. "You are beautiful to me. You're a beautiful person. You have a heart as big as the world. I know how lucky I am. Not many girls have someone like you."
"It's all you, Mallory," I told her. "I wasn't nearly as good a person before you came into my life. You made me realize what's important. I love you, little girl. I need to pee, then I'm going to take a shower. Would you like to join me?"
"Oh yeah," she said. "Then we're coming back here and we're going to spend the day here. Well, I'm kind of hungry. Can we eat breakfast and then come back here?"
"We can eat it here," I told her. "You just come back and I'll feed you breakfast in bed."
I went in and peed and got in the shower. I heard her come in and the toilet flush. The shower door opened and I felt her press herself against me from behind. Big wet breasts pressed against my back and hot little hands came around me and felt me all over. I let her explore.
"I'm glad you lift and run with me," she said. "I would still love you if you were fat, but all these muscles are a huge turn on. I like fit people, Dad."
"I'll try to stay like that," I told her. I turned around and we traded places. It was my turn to stand behind her and I soaped her up. My cock was rock hard in seconds and it nestled between her soapy butt cheeks. I reached around and soaped up those glorious big breasts. Her nipples seemed perpetually hard and very sensitive. Her areolas were a little puffy and they crinkled up a little as I circled them with the tips of my fingers, forming little cone shaped features on the tips of her breasts. I slid my hand down and cupped her sex, working up a lather in the sparse black hair and using it to wash her lips and into the cleft. I rinsed her off and when I slid my finger up through her slit it was still slick, not from soap but Mallory's growing arousal. I knelt in front of her, the water cascading over us and touched my tongue to that beautiful little pussy for the first time.
She started when I pressed against her clit with my tongue and I drank in the sight of her. Her outer lips were dusky and so was her clitoral hood, changing to a light pink as her inner lips opened. It was so sexy and so sweet that I had to swipe my tongue up from her vaginal opening to her clit. I focused on that and as I probed, her clit enlarged and peeked out at me. I flipped it with my tongue and it grew even more. I was able to take it inside my lips and lash the head with my tongue as I sucked at it. Her hips rocked and her hands gripped my hair as she came in a rush of pleasure, moaning out her joy with her head thrown back and her tight little body arched. When she was through, I stood back up and held her shaking form against me. We stepped out and I dried her off, wrapping her in the towel. I fluffed her mop of glossy curls and wrapped another towel around her head. She had the kind of hair that looked amazing if she just washed it, fluffed it up and let it dry. She kept it short on the sides and about six inches long on top. Long, loose curls hung down and it looked fantastic. We brushed our teeth, sharing the sink like we always did, and she mentioned being hungry again.
She followed me into the kitchen and chattered at me the whole time I made breakfast. She hadn't changed that since she was three. She just loved talking to me, and she said anything that came into her mind. I put everything on a tray and she carried her chocolate milk and my coffee, and we took it to the bed.
She took off her towels and leaned back against the headboard with her legs crossed and I sat in front of her. I fed her scrambled eggs, sausage and toast with strawberry jam, and just looked at her. She was totally unconcerned with being naked and spread open in front of me. I could see her tight little pussy lips on display and her breasts jiggled and shook with her every movement. I was hard the whole time we ate. When we were finished she pushed me over on my back and sucked my cock into the incredible heat of her mouth. Once again, the feeling was incredible and I didn't last long. She managed to swallow every drop without choking this time and when she looked up at me she had a huge smile on her angel face. She licked her lips.
"Yum," she said, "dessert."
That broke us up and we collapsed in each other's arms laughing. We napped and cuddled until it was dinner time, and I took her out to eat. We went and picked out her dress and she was gorgeous. It was a yellow mermaid thing with a one shoulder sweep and a silver ribbon running diagonally around her from shoulder to hip. We got silver shoes and a matching clutch. I asked her if there was anything else she wanted, and she said she wanted to get her hair, makeup and nails done professionally. I called and got her an appointment for Saturday afternoon.
When she came home, she was radiant. She was always beautiful and she wore very little makeup. She still didn't have a lot but her cheeks were more blushed and her lips were red. Her nails were yellow and silver and so were her toenails. I helped her put on her dress, slipped the shoes on her and she was a vision. She was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen by a mile. I wanted to hug and kiss her but she wouldn't let me.
"Dad, you're going to wrinkle me and mess up my lipstick," she pushed me away. "The limousine will be here in a minute. Go to the hotel and line up with the other parents and you can take pictures of me. I'm going out to dinner with Cole afterward. I'll be home by midnight. I want to dance with you when I get home. I want champagne, soft jazz and candles. I want you in a suit, too. This is going to be special, Dad. Just wait."
I drove to the hotel and joined the other parents waiting to take pictures. They announced each couple as they arrived and when Mallory and Cole stepped out, the hum of conversation stopped and every head turned. Cole was a good looking kid, tall and muscular with dark hair and eyes, but he was an accessory, that night. One long slim muscular brown leg emerged and when he held out his hand, the rest of her came into view and she was heart stopping, heart-breakingly gorgeous. I felt someone gasp beside me and when I looked Kim was there, camera in hand.



"Jesus, Val," she whispered. "She's going to be a star. Whoever dreamed that little girl would grow up like this?"
"I know," I told her. "I don't think she's interested in being a star, though. She wants to be a teacher, Kim. Can you believe that?"
"Yes, she's a serious person, Val. I feel sorry for that boy though. This is as close to heaven as he's ever going to get to heaven. You're a lucky dog, Val. I hope you appreciate it."
I looked at her. "Is it okay, Sis?" I asked her.
"I think so," she said. "I think she needs you, Val; and I know you need her. If you ever hurt her I'll never speak to you again! I mean that, big brother. You're playing for keeps now."
There was a big lump in my throat. "I know. I love her more than I ever though I could love anyone. Thank you, Kim. You made me keep her. None of this would be possible without you. I guess we just need to find you a little boy now."
She laughed and glanced up at me. "I've already got one," she said.
"Tell brother about it," I said.
"Not now," she was snapping pictures. "Get that camera going."
I filled my memory card and swapped for another. Mallory took Cole's arm and they disappeared into the ballroom. I kissed Kim and went home. I had ordered a cake and I went and got it. The furniture needed to be moved around a little for room to dance ,and I set up the iPod dock with my favorite jazz playlist. It started with Johnny Mathis' "What are you doing the rest of your life," and included Ella Fitzgerald, John Coltrane and Billy Holliday. I had twenty songs set up and I went around arranging candles and flowers the florist had delivered. It looked good and I went and showered and put on a black tux with a ruby vest and bow tie.
I heard the key in the door at 12:02 and I saw Mallory kiss Cole goodnight. He looked a little disappointed, but he was young and he'd live. Mallory was mine.
I walked to the door and offered her my arm. She took it with a smile and I took her to the table and cut us a piece of cake. I popped the cork on the champagne and we drank a toast. We fed each other cake and we ate two pieces. I lit the candles and the soft music filled the room. I took her hand and pulled her into my arms. She felt amazing and she moved like a feather. I buried my face in her hair and the smell of her was intoxicating. We danced through two songs and when I looked down she was crying.
I tilted her chin up and her eyes were emerald pools. "What's wrong, baby?" I asked.
"What is this music?" she asked. "I expected nice music to dance to. I've never heard anything like this. I want to sit down and just listen. You've never played me this before. It's amazing."
"I forget how young you are," I said. "This is stuff from way back, but it's all-time great. Why does it make you sad?"
"It doesn't," she sniffed. "It just makes me emotional. Jesus, Dad! 'What are you doing for the rest of your life?' 'Till there was you?' I just realize how much I love you and how much you love me. I'm not doing anything for the rest of my life that doesn't include you. I'm going to spend it loving you! Can we please just listen? You can play with me while we listen."
We sat on the sofa and let the sounds carry us away. We finished the bottle of champagne and when the playlist was over, she stood gracefully and gave me her hand. She pulled me up and led me to the bedroom. We embraced at the foot of the bed and she turned, lifting her curls so I could unzip her. That smooth brown skin felt like silk under my fingers and she slid the dress off, hanging it over the back of a chair. She took my clothes off, clever little fingers making short work of tuxedo buttons and bow ties. She stood there in bra, panties and silver shoes and she took my breath away. She slipped her feet out of the shoes and unfastened her bra, letting it drop to the floor. When she wiggled her hips, sliding her panties down, my throat was dry.
"It's prom night," she looked up at me. "I want my lover tonight. Val, make love to me."
I swept her up in my arms and laid her down on the bed, our bed. I lay beside her, running my hand up and down her spectacular body. She was very wet and very excited.
"Don't tease me," she breathed. "I want you inside me."
I rolled on top of her and claimed her lips, trying to show her how much I loved her with every move and every touch. She was impatient and reached down, positioning me at her entrance. The head of my cock was kissed by warm moisture and I felt it slide between creamy lips. It was very tight and very hot and I slid in easily. She gasped and winced.
"Easy," she warned.
I nodded, just sliding around with the head of my cock inside her. She relaxed and I sank deeper in a smooth stroke, feeling her tightness part around me as I sank deeper. I suspected she would have no virgin barrier. She was way too active to have kept that intact. I felt nothing but hot tight wetness as I moved deeper until I felt the fine hair of her little patch merge with mine. She was panting and making cute little sounds as I paused, soaking in her incredible little pussy.
"Okay, baby?" I asked.
She nodded. "God yes," she breathed. "Jesus you have a big cock. It feels like a fence post. If I had known you were going to be this big I might have waited. It feels really good now. Make love to me."
I drew back a few inches and slid forward again and she said "Oh." She made that little sound every time I slid back in for a while. Then, as we established a rhythm, her voice grew in volume and pitch until she was moaning and crying out her pleasure. Her hips met my movements in an erotic dance until she began to stiffen under me. Her back arched and her breasts thrust up. I captured one of those little brown/pink nipples and she exploded, crying out again and again as she came. Her explosion sent me over the top and I went off inside her, cum flowing in buckets into her sweet pussy.
We collapsed together on the bed, our hearts pounding together and our breath coming in pants.
"Oh, my God," she moaned. "That was the most incredible thing ever, Dad. God, that felt good! I love you; I love you, I love you!"
"I love you, Mallory," I whispered. "The rest of my life; I promise."
"You're crushing me," she complained. "I can't breathe."
I laughed and rolled over, taking her with me until she was on top. She slid off my deflating cock and took her favorite position half over me and we cuddled until we drifted off. I woke up a couple of hours later. She was spooned up against me and my cock was rock hard between her cheeks. I lifted her leg and slid into her from behind. She woke up when I entered her and I rolled on top of her, straddling her legs and took her as she groaned beneath me. The slow sweetness of our first time had been replaces by a more primal need, and as she began to come, I pounded her little pussy through a half dozen orgasms before I flooded her again. She cried a little after we were resting and she said it was because she felt like she had just lost control. I petted her and told her she was supposed to feel like that with someone she loved.
"That's what it's about, baby. Trusting someone enough to be completely vulnerable like that. I feel that way, too."
We fell asleep again and after a couple of hours I woke her up and we had a slow, sweet love again. I fucked her twice more before morning and again when she finally woke up again about 10. She complained at first about being sore, but she quickly warmed up and she came a million times. She began to plead with me as she writhed in ecstasy.
"Please, Val! Come, baby. Oh, my God, oh my God, oh my God, I can't... I can't come anymore. Please Dad, come; please come, I need to stop! Oh Jesus, I'm coming again!"
I fired off a weak load inside her and held her as she shook and sobbed a little.
"I've created a monster!" she moaned. "Jesus, Dad; are you always going to be this horny? You're going to kill me! My pussy is raw and you made me come a hundred times! I don't think I can walk and I need to pee so bad."
I laughed. "I'm going to fuck you 10 times every day for the rest of my life," I told her. I picked her up and carried her to the bathroom. She peed and I took her to the newly installed hot tub. We soaked for a long time and she finally tried to stand up. Her legs were a little wobbly, but she said she felt better.
"I'm still sore as hell," she said. "Jesus Christ, Dad; we have a track meet Tuesday. You can't fuck me again until after that! Promise me or I won't sleep with you!"
"I promise," I laughed. It was a lie. I fucked her again Monday night, but it was her idea after I made her so horny playing with her that she practically attacked me. We only did it once and she loved it.
She's twenty-seven now and she teaches English in the same school as I do. She's the women's basketball coach, too, and my assistant track coach. We've been married for four years, and we have a beautiful little girl, two years old. Her name is Molly and she's the image of her mother.
I haven't fucked Mallory 10 times a day like I promised, but I try. There just aren't enough hours in a day. Last week she came into the humanities class I was teaching and sat in the front row. She does that a lot, and nobody thinks anything about it. While the students were working on their assignment, she saw me watching her and those amazing brown legs parted under the white dress she was wearing. I could see her little red panties and she rubbed up and down on the gusset a few times. I frowned at her and she smiled and left, giving that fantastic ass a sexy wiggle on the way out.
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I get out of school early on Wednesdays. We have a teacher planning period beginning at two PM and as the school's strength and conditioning coach, I don't have much planning to do. My son, Lathan, is a senior and he has a couple of hours before football and basketball practice. He and I usually ride together but he was planning to go over to a friend's house after school and stay until basketball practice and I didn't expect him home until after six.
My oldest son, Marlin, is a junior at the local college and he has classes until six on Wednesdays. Since my wife doesn't get home until 5:30, I had the house to myself for a few hours. I pulled off my sweats and sneakers, got a pillow and a blanket, turned ESPN on the TV and lay on the couch in my boxers, intending to take a nap. I drifted off and never knew when Santana came in. She's a little friend of Lathan's from the town ten miles away. I've known her all her life and her mother and brother are very good friends, too. I had her mother in class when she was in high school and I had just started coaching. She had kept close to my family through the years and we all loved her. Santana was a nearly complete copy of what her mom was in high school.
I should describe her. She's a tiny little thing. The only words that fit her were smoking hot. She has long blonde hair with streaks of brown in it and huge brown eyes with the longest lashes in the world. If you didn't know her you would think that they weren't real. She has a little button nose, full pouty lips and a little pointed chin. She has the sweetest personality of any girl I know. She's bubbly and excited and funny and always a blast to be around. She's no taller than five feet and although she's 18, her face looks very young. Lathan liked her and I think he had plans for her when they were both a little older, but I didn't think she wanted to wait. She was over a lot and she usually just came in and made herself at home. I think she spent more time at my house than hers over the last five years.
Her body is amazing. Small little boobs still, but if she takes after her mom, that's going to change soon. It was already beginning. She was cold at one of Lathan's football games a few weeks earlier and snuggled up against me to share my blanket. She wasn't at all shy about physical contact and she pulled my arm around her and I could feel two hard little breasts rubbing all over me. Her waist is tiny and it flares dramatically into a woman's hips. Her butt is hard and round and it's usually encased in denim that clings like a second skin. She was a cheerleader and those little panties under the skirt let you know right away that this is an exquisite little lady.
Obviously, she didn't know Lathan wasn't going to be there. She let herself in and when I heard the floor creak, I woke up enough to see her looking in a mirror in the hall. I closed my eyes again and I heard her walk into the living room. I peeked at her under my lashes and she noticed me on the sofa. She gave a little gasp and I thought she must have been startled.
She tiptoed over to stand next to me and I noticed her eyes were fixed on my midsection. I hadn't realized it, but my blanket was slipping and her eyes were fixed on my boxers.
"Rob," she whispered, "you awake?"
I didn't react and she stood there for a moment. She knelt down next to me on the floor and I saw her hand hesitantly reach out and lift up the flap of my boxers. She gasped again as she saw what was waiting inside. I've been blessed with a healthy cock and she seemed to like what she saw.
She slowly reached out and ran the tips of her fingers over the head. I began to stiffen and the head crawled out the fly as she continued to stroke it. This was becoming very interesting, and I waited to see how far she would go.
As a clear drop of pre-cum appeared, she dipped her finger in it and smeared it around a little between her thumb and finger. She raised it to her mouth and I saw her little pointed tongue slip out and give it a taste. She tilted her head to one side and stuck the finger in her mouth. She pulled on my boxers and covered me back up, pulling the blanket over me. She leaned down, kissed my forehead, and went over to the recliner. She changed the channel to MTV2 and watched a comedy show for a few minutes.
I pretended to wake up and I stretched and yawned before sitting up. I rubbed my eyes a little and looked over at her. "Hey Santana, when did you get here?"
"Hey Robin, I've been here about ten minutes. I changed your channel; I hope you don't mind." She came over and gave me a hug then went back to the recliner.
"No, it's okay. I wasn't really paying attention. I was taking a nap."
"When is Lathan getting home?" she asked.
"I don't think he knew you were coming," I told her. "He went over to Ricky's and I don't expect him until after practice."
"Mind if I hang out with you?" she asked.
"Mind? I love you being here. You know that." I gathered up the blanket. "Come over here and sit by me and we'll try to find something on Netflix."
She got the PS4 controller and the TV remote, came over, and scooted up against me. I put my arm around her and squeezed her.
"How's my girl today? You have a good day at school?"
"Yeah, pretty much the usual stuff. Rob, will you come to watch me do color guard next Saturday?"
"I'd love to, honey. What time?"
She told me the time and I promised to be there. She was in the marching band and I had seen her march before. She could do some pretty amazing things with that sword. She decided she wanted to watch some vampire thing on Amazon Prime and I asked her if she wanted a soda.
"What kind you got?" she asked.
"I think Dr. Pepper, Coke and Ginger Ale."
"I'll have a Dr. Pepper."
"Santana, this is a little embarrassing, but could you go get it? I don't have anything on but my boxers and this blanket. Get me one, too."
"I know," she told me.
"You know what?" I asked her.
"I know you only have on your boxers," she blushed a little.
"How did you know?"
"Well, when I came in you were asleep and your blanket wasn't covering you up very well."
"Sorry, Santana, I didn't expect to have company."
"It's okay, I covered you up. I should have called."
"Nonsense," I told her. "You know you don't have to call. I love having you here." I squeezed her again.
"Thanks, Robin, I love you, too." She got up and went into the kitchen. I heard the refrigerator door open and she came back with two cans. She got a couple of coasters and set them on the coffee table.
We started the show and it was very steamy right away. The first scene showed a waitress trying to seduce a vampire and she got the job done. They were going at it hot and heavy and Santana leaned into me a little more and I could feel those little bumps against my arm. I could have sworn I felt two hard little nipples under her shirt.
I paused the show and looked down at her. "Santana, this is kind of raunchy, you sure you want to watch this?"
"Do you mind?" she asked.
"Well, it's a little embarrassing," I told her.
She took the controller away from me, put it on the coffee table, turned around on the sofa, and crossed her legs, looking up at me.
"I kind of have something a little, no a lot, embarrassing to tell you," she said.
"What is it? You don't have to be embarrassed. I love you."
"I know, but I did something kind of sneaky and I don't feel good about it."
"I forgive you. You don't have to tell me unless you want to."
"I don't want to, but I'm going to anyway. You know I told you that your blanket was slipping? Well, you were kind of sticking out."
"God, Santana, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to embarrass you."
"It didn't embarrass me. It made me really horny and I raised up your boxers so I could see better."
I started to interrupt her, but she put her finger on my lips and shushed me.
"I couldn't help myself. I had to touch it and I rubbed it for a minute."
My cock was rock hard and my mind was a blank. She was actually telling me what she had done. This little angel had quite a heart. She felt bad about molesting me.
"It was my fault, Santana," I told her. "I shouldn't have been exposed like that."
"You were alone in your own house," she said. "It wasn't your fault. I'm sorry I did that. I didn't have permission and it was wrong."
"I forgive you, sweetheart. I know you were just curious and you won't do it again."
"No, I won't; not without permission, but now that I told you, can I see it again?"
"Santana, I don't think that's a good idea."
"Why not?" she asked.
"You're in high school and I'm 50. I'm older than your mom. I'm a teacher and I could be fired and our families would be horrified if they ever found out."
"Do you really think I'd let anything happen to you?" her eyes welled up with tears. "I love you, Robin. I've loved you all my life. I would rather die than let anything like that happen to you. I won't ever tell a soul. You've known me all my life. Have I ever told you a lie? Have I ever given you any reason not to trust me?"
I pulled her up on my lap and kissed her eyes. "Don't cry, baby girl. It's not that I don't trust you. I don't trust me. Do you really just want to look?"
"No, I want to touch, too. I'll let you touch me anywhere you want to. Do you think you might want to fuck me?"
I had never heard that word from her before. She had never cursed in front of me at all and I didn't think she ever did. It was incredibly erotic.
"That's the thing. I would want to fuck you and that's a problem."
"Why? I know you love me. You tell me all the time. I've never done it before, but I'm burning up with wanting to. Please, Robin, I swear you'll never regret it."
"No, I would regret it. What about Kara? I love my wife. I thought you loved her, too, Santana. I won't cheat on her. I wouldn't mess that up for anything."
"I know, that's why I asked her last week if she would let me make love with you. I told her that I wanted my first time to be with someone I love and trust. I wanted it to be with someone I know will never hurt me or spread it around. That's you, Robin. She loves me, too, and she gave me permission. She told me that I could and that she might want to join us. I would never ask you to cheat on her. I'm proud that you wouldn't. I wouldn't like you if you just cheated."
I was dumbfounded. My wife was a pretty straight-laced gal. I mean, she was quite a tiger in bed, but I never dreamed she would go for something like this. She'd always been a little bi-curious. Santana began to rummage around in the blanket covering me. I felt a soft little hand on the skin of my stomach and I reached down and held it still.
"If we're going to do this, we're going to do it right," I told her.
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"Let me show you," I said.
I took her hand and led her upstairs to the bedroom she usually sleeps in when she stays over. I put a soft song on the dock and I turned and pulled her into my arms. She pressed against me and I held her tightly, her head cradled in my hand and her cheek pressed into my chest. I stroked her hair and moved my lips across the top of her head. I picked her up, carried her to the bed and laid her down.
I climbed in beside her, moved over her and tasted her lips for the first time. They were incredibly soft and full and I took her puffy lower lip gently between my teeth and pulled it, letting it slowly slip away. She tasted like cinnamon candy. I kissed her again, running my tongue into the heat of her mouth, feeling her braces and she sucked on the tip. I tasted her sweetness until I was running out of air and when I pulled away her face was flushed and her eyes were closed.
I kissed my way across her cheeks and nibbled on her little ear lobe. She shivered as I kissed my way down her long slender neck to the collar of her shirt. I slowly worked my lips down the V of her neckline and unbuttoned a button at a time, following my fingers with my lips. Her skin was silky and brown, deeply tanned and delicious. I moved lower and it became evident that she wasn't wearing a bra; not that she needed one, but most girls do. I continued down over the flat plain of her belly to the little indention of her navel. I dipped my tongue inside and her belly pulled away as she inhaled sharply. I pulled the tails of her shirt out of her jeans and spread it open slowly.
She lay on the bed, her hair forming a golden halo and her chest rising and falling with her rapid breathing. I drank in the sight of her beautiful youth. Her breasts were perfectly formed. Small inverted cones rose from her arched chest, creamy and tawny, with the tips completely covered with brown areola that formed a smaller cone; capped with tiny nipples, hard as little bullets. She obviously did not tan topless as the firm mounds were a couple of shades lighter than the rest of her skin.
I reached out my hands and cupped them, testing their firmness with my fingers while my thumbs rolled over the erect nubs. She gasped and her breathing grew uneven. I leaned in and captured one of those delightful little mounds with my lips and drew it into my mouth; sucking and applying pressure on the nubbin with my tongue.
She cried out a wordless sound and arched her back, pressing into my mouth as her hands tangled in my hair, pulling me frantically into her chest. She shook in an orgasm as I continued to manipulate her breasts. This girl was hot! I had never made a woman come before by just breast play, but Santana was obviously very inexperienced and very responsive. If she came from me sucking on her nipples, what would she do when I got to her pussy? I could hardly wait to find out.
I nibbled my way down over her ribs to the flat plane of her belly. She giggled as I found ticklish spots and gasped when I dipped my tongue into the indention of her navel. It was gorgeous, just like the rest of her. I came to the waistline of the little plaid skirt she was wearing and ran my hand across her lower belly, just inside the elastic. I could feel the beginning of the rise of her pelvic bone. I stretched the elastic out and pushed at it. She raised her butt off the bed so I could push it down. She lay there in just a pair of lacy blue panties. I could see through the transparent lace to the little landing strip of golden curls inside and I ran my hand inside and cupped her sweet little pussy.
Her breath caught in her throat and she clamped her thighs together to trap my hand there. The gap between the tops of her thighs gave me a little room and I ran a finger up the tightly closed little slit. I parted the lips a little and she gasped and moaned as I gathered a little moisture and ran my fingers up to find her tiny little clitoris. Her whole body jerked when I strummed her little love button. I took hold of her little panties and once again, she raised her hips so I could slide them off down her smooth brown legs. I sat up so I could drink in the sight of her.
"Turn over, baby, so I can see that gorgeous butt," I told her.
She giggled and rolled toward me. It was everything I had fantasized. High, tight, round and firm, with a lighter tawny tan line; it was the most perfect ass I've ever seen. I reached out and ran my fingers lightly over it. Goose bumps rose on it and she shivered. I kneaded the firm cheeks, testing their resilience; sinking my fingers in. I couldn't stand it any longer. I had to be against her. I swung one leg over her and covered her with my body, her silky back soft against my chest as I reached under her to cup a little breast in each hand. I lifted her hair to one side and kissed the back of her neck, causing her to shudder. I pressed my erection against her butt, cradling it between those amazing cheeks and she pressed up against me and moaned. I raised up a little and she rolled to face me as I captured those pouty lips again. My erection was now pressing against her pussy through the boxers and she humped against it.
"I want to look at you," she told me.
I rolled onto my back, taking her with me, and she felt like a little girl on top of me. She sat up astride me and ran her hands over my chest.
"God, you're in good shape, Robin," she whispered.
I do the same workout as my kids at school do. I've done it religiously and I make it a point to be able to lift more than they can. As a result, I've gotten pretty big down through the years and she couldn't get enough of squeezing my chest and shoulders.
"Well, for an old man," she giggled.
I swatted her butt and she squealed. She collapsed onto me laughing and began to grind herself against my cock. She scooted down until she was kneeling between my legs and reached down, fishing my cock out of the fly of my boxers. She gasped when she saw the effect she was having on me.
"Jesus, Rob, you're huge. I didn't know you were like this when I started. I'm not sure this is going to work, but I want to try."
She bent down and gave the head a kiss. She held me in her hands, turning me this way and that, trying to memorize every detail.
"Have you ever seen one before?" I asked her.
"Well, yes, in pictures and once I gave a boy a hand job. He wasn't anything like this! I don't think most men have anything like this."
"It's pretty normal," I told her.
"Well, I'm littler than normal and it's bigger than I thought it would be. I'm going to suck it now," she bent and took the head between her lips.
It was my turn to gasp as she ran her tongue around the ridge of the helmet and slowly sank down on it a couple of inches. She began to bob up and down, continuing to swirl her tongue around the head. She looked up at me with those huge brown eyes with the impossibly long lashes and it was the most erotic sight I've ever seen. It was like getting a blow job from a cherub. My excitement built quickly and I knew I wouldn't last long with this incredible girl.
"I'm going to come, baby. You're too sexy. You better stop unless you want it in your mouth."
She looked down at it, and her suction increased as the speed of her working increased and I arched my back off the bed as I exploded in her incredible mouth. It felt like my whole body was flowing out through the head of my cock and it went on and on as she gulped and swallowed, unable to quite cope with the volume of the cream filling her sweet mouth. Cum flowed out the corners of her lips and drooled down my cock as she continued to work my orgasm until I couldn't stand it anymore. My cock became over sensitized and I groaned.
"Santana, stop honey, I can't stand any more."
She raised her head a little with a smile on her lips and used her tongue to find the excess she hadn't been able to swallow and licked it up. She continued to hold my cock in her hand as she used her tongue to clean me completely up. She watched my reaction the whole time and the sight of a little, messy angel with a blob of cum on her chin and a smile of satisfaction on her face was so erotic that I never lost my erection.
She scooted back up over me and I wiped the cum off her chin with my thumb and held it up for her to see. She giggled and sucked my thumb into her mouth and bobbed up and down on it a couple of times.
"Did I do good, Rob?" she asked.
I pulled her head down and devoured her lips. "You were incredible, kitten. I think you've spoiled me forever. I doubt that I'll ever feel that good again."
She glowed with satisfaction and locked her lips to mine again. I rolled her over and whispered in her ear.
"My turn."
I pulled her down to the edge of the bed and knelt on the floor between her thighs. She was blushing a little as I feasted my eyes on the treasure hidden beneath those golden curls. I swiped at her labia with my tongue and her body jerked. They were still tightly sealed and I used my tongue to part them. She was immediately dripping wet. I tasted her slippery juices and they were like honey. I sank my tongue into the tight hole at the bottom of her pussy and licked up to her little clit. It sprang to attention and I strummed it with the tip of my tongue. She moaned and thrust up toward me. I continued to make that journey from her entrance to her clit and her moans grew louder and her motions more pronounced. I began to feel a trembling in her thighs and her thrusts became spasmodic. I focused my attention on her clit and sucked it inside my lips, now circling it roughly with my tongue and she exploded.



Her hands tangled in my hair and she thrust herself at me as her moans rose to a near scream.
"Oh, my God; Oh my God, I'm coming. God, Robin, Robin, so good, so good." Her words became unintelligible sounds of pleasure and she continued to spasm for what seemed like minutes. Each time she would begin to come down I would attack her little love button again and she was off. I slipped my index finger inside her and found the pad of her g spot as she began to relax and she exploded again as I manipulated it. She came four times in the space of a few minutes and finally her hands in my hair began pushing me away instead of pulling me in.
"Stop, stop; please stop, Robin. You're killing me! I'm going to pass out! Please stop."
I allowed her to pull my head up and I stood up and picked her up in my arms, laid her head on the pillow and eased beside her, crushing her to me. She was as limp as a rag doll in my arms and her breath came in huge gulps. There were tears in her eyes and her face was a rosy glow.
She gradually recovered and finally she opened her eyes and moved her little button nose against mine and looked into my eyes.
"Robin, you're incredible. I can't believe you made me feel like that, That was everything I hoped it would be and more. Thank you, Robin, I love you."
"I love you, too, baby. You are an incredible woman. Thank you for letting me love you. Are you through?"
"I think so. I want to fuck you, but I think I can't stand anymore today. Would it be okay if we don't make love today? I promise I'll make it up to you. I can come over next Wednesday and I promise I'll make it good for you."
"You don't have anything to make up to me. God, Santana, you're the sexiest girl alive and just holding you here naked in my arms is something I'd kill for."
I cupped her butt and pulled her closer and she shivered and purred a little while I stroked that incredible ass.
"Thanks, Robin. I knew you would be just what I needed. Do you think we could take a little nap?"
"Yes, but we'll have to set an alarm so we can be dressed when Marlin gets home."
I set the alarm on my phone and she pushed me over on my back, draped her leg over my cock and her arm over my chest. She placed her head on my chest and rubbed her little pussy against my thigh a couple of times, sighing contentedly as her eyes closed and she fell asleep in my arms.
When I woke up to the alarm, she was gone. I got dressed and my wife came home. She didn't mention a word about her conversation with Santana, and I decided to wait until she brought it up. I was curious to see if she would.
The week went by in a blur and Wednesday rolled around before I knew it. Lathan told me he was staying to eat since they had a game that night and he wouldn't be home before the game. When I went to my truck to go home, Santana was waiting for me.
"Hey Rob, mom dropped me off and I'm going to stay with you and go to Lathan's game. Is that okay?"
"You know it is, sweetheart. Jump in and we'll swing by the store and get a soda."
She chattered happily as if nothing unusual had happened and sipped on her soda. I was a little relieved that it wasn't going to be awkward. She had on a little red plaid dress and she looked good enough to eat. I opened her door when we pulled up in the driveway and helped her down. She had her books with her and I carried her backpack in as she walked in front of me up the sidewalk. I thought there was a little exaggeration to the way her hips tilted as she walked and as she climbed the steps she bent over to pick up a leaf and I caught a glimpse of little red panties under her short dress. I looked up at her face and she was looking back at me, her eyes twinkling.
"You're a naughty girl, Santana," I told her. "You were deliberately teasing me."
She giggled. "Just wait till I get you inside," she promised.
I put her backpack on the dining room table and she stopped to read an article about Lathan in the paper. He had won all conference for both offense and defense in football, and the local paper had a picture of him on the front cover.
"Look at this," she said.
I came up behind her and read over her shoulder. She backed up against me gradually and I could feel that incredible butt pressed up against my thighs. She rubbed against me a little and I slipped my hands around under her arms and cupped those maddening little breasts in my hands, pulling her firmly back against me. She looked up at me and I drowned in those big brown eyes. I leaned down and she offered me her lips. I ran my tongue inside and discovered a surprise.
"Santana, you got your braces off."
"Yep, they came off Monday," she said. "Feel my teeth with your tongue and see how pretty they are."
They were very pretty. Her smile was now a flash of white in her tanned face.
"You were gorgeous with the braces and you're a heartbreaker now," I told her.
"I was afraid they would scrape you when I was sucking on you last week. I can't wait to try it without them."
She turned in my arms and I felt her little hands pulling at the drawstring of my gym shorts. She got it loose and I felt her hands slip inside and she grasped me firmly. She stroked me a few times and knelt down in front of me, pulling my shorts and boxers to my ankles. She licked the head and ran her tongue around the rim before plunging it into her mouth. She bobbed up and down a few times and then pressed down, taking as much into her mouth as she could.
Her big brown eyes were fixed on my face, watching my reaction to her motions. I think she thought she could take it all and she pressed further down. Her gag reflexes took over and she choked a little and I saw her eyes start to water.
"Easy, baby," I told her. "Don't try it so deep. If it isn't fun, don't do it. You need to remember that. Pain isn't fun."
She popped it out of her mouth and swallowed a couple of times before going to work again. It felt wonderful and that beautiful little face looking up at me brought me to the brink in just a couple of minutes.
"I'm going to come, Santana." I warned her.
She squeezed her little fist around the base and immediately stopped.
"I want to do something," she said.
She pulled her dress off over her head and quickly knelt back down and worked my cock furiously. When she felt the first blast of cum hit the back of her throat she quickly pulled off and pumped me with her hand, aiming the streams at her little breasts. I don't remember ever coming so much. Streams and gobs of cum were all over her boobs and she released my cock to rub the cum into those delightful mounds.
She licked her fingers and stood up and kissed me.
"Will you take a shower with me?" she asked. "I've always thought that sounded so sexy."
"I'd love to, baby." I scooped her up in my arms, carried her upstairs to my bedroom and turned on the shower. She stripped off her panties and pulled my shirt over my head. The water was warm and she opened the door and we stepped inside. I got the soap and began to lather her up as she stood under the shower. I have the kind that shoots water out of the walls and floor too and the water cascading over her baby skin and the slippery soap made her sleek and sexy.
My soaping of that beautiful little body soon had her moaning and pressing her boobs and pussy against anything that touched her and I was once again as hard as a rock. I turned off the shower and dried her off. I got another towel and dried myself and then picked her up again, carried her to the bed and put her in. Her body was dusted with goosebumps and her nipples looked painfully hard, the areola crinkled in the air. I kissed and loved them for a few minutes causing her to squirm and gasp. I ran my finger between her pussy lips and she was dripping wet. I sunk my middle finger inside her and pumped, loosening her up. She was very tight and I worried about her taking me.
I moved on top of her tiny body and between her legs. I could feel my cock brushing against her labia and I rubbed her clitoris with the head. She moaned and thrust her pelvis against me and I slid back down and pressed into her. There was a great deal of effort required to get the head in, but she was very wet and there was a little pop as it passed through the entrance and I stopped just inside.
She was gasping for breath and I didn't move for a minute or two, waiting for her to adjust. I rolled her over on top of me and held her close.
"You be on top, baby, and you can take as long as you want and go as slow as you want. If it starts to hurt, stop for a while and we'll rest."
"Okay, thanks, Robin. It's very big and I'm very small. I can't believe I've got you inside of me. I was worried it wouldn't fit."
I bent my head down and kissed those ripe lips until I felt her start to rock her hips a little, moving the head of my cock back and forth just inside her. She pushed down a little and another inch slipped in. A pained look passed over her face and she froze for a minute. We continued to love each other's mouths and I rolled her little nipples with my fingers.
Again, she began to rock, moving what she had back and forth inside her incredibly tight pussy. A flush began to wash over her face and she began to moan in time to her motions. Each movement took a little more of my cock into her scalding heat until I began to feel her tremble. The cords of her neck stood out and her moans grew in intensity and volume until she was gasping and crying in a tremendous spasm of orgasm. I took the opportunity to gain another inch and she exploded again. I advanced another inch and each time she would go off into a spasm of pleasure. I felt her butt slap against my thighs and I was in her to my balls. Her motions became frantic and then she collapsed against my chest and lay there moaning as her muscles relaxed.
"You did it, baby. I didn't think you could do it. You're amazing, Santana." I stroked her hair and ran my hands down her muscular and silky back to cup her butt in both hands. I kneaded the firm mounds and she giggled and flexed her muscles.
"That was so amazing, Robin. It's still amazing. I think I'm ready for more."
Having already come once, I knew I was good for a long time and I intended to fuck her silly. There was one thing that puzzled me.
"Santana, I thought you told me you had never done this before."
"I haven't. What are you talking about?"
"Well, you didn't have a hymen. What happened to your cherry, little girl?
"Oh, that; I broke it doing gymnastics when I was 13. Are you disappointed?
"Not at all. All it does is hurt. I'm glad you didn't have one."
I tilted her head up so I could kiss her again and rolled over on top of her.
"Let me drive for a while."
I pulled back until just the head was inside her and then drove slowly back until she winced as I touched the back of her pussy. I calculated how far I could push her and began a long slow motion, stopping before I reached that painful spot.
She groaned and trembled and then she was coming explosively again. I pounded her for 20 minutes until I thought she was going to pass out. Her head was tossing from side to side and her chest was heaving as she cried out her pleasure over and over. She came so easily and so often that it was the most incredible thing I have ever seen. This little angel was smoking hot and in spite of my resolve not to come the sight and sound of this sweet little girl being driven crazy by my cock drove me to the edge.
"Santana, I'm going to come," I told her. Where do you want it?"
"Don't come inside me, Robin. Please, I'm afraid I'll get pregnant.
"That won't happen, baby. I had a vasectomy years ago."
"Oh, I'm so glad," she groaned. "Do it; come in me. Fill me up."
I went off like a rocket, the hot jets blasting into the tightness of that virgin pussy.
"Oh, my God, Robin. I feel it, I feel it inside me, oh God, oh Jesus it's so good."
She exploded again at the feeling of my cum blasting into her and I saw her eyes roll up in her head as her little body bridged off the bed, pushing me up with her.
She collapsed back on the bed and I collapsed with her. I wanted to bury my face in those sweet breasts but she was so tiny that I couldn't reach them. I rolled her over on top of me, instead, and she nuzzled her cheek into my chest and panted. I held her tight and ran my hands up and down that exquisite little body. Her pussy continued to spasm around me for at least two minutes as small aftershocks ran through her and caused her to shudder.
Finally I deflated and slipped out with an audible plop. I rolled her over and we lay side by side as I crushed her to me, unable to keep my hands off her as I stroked up and down, pausing at her breasts and buttocks to squeeze and caress.
She kissed me again and again, gazing at me with those big angel eyes.
"My God, Robin; you're an amazing lover. I couldn't stop coming. I thought you were going to kill me with pleasure. I've never felt so complete in my life. I love you so much for giving me this. I'll never forget and I want to do it again and again."
"What about Lathan?" I asked her. "I love Lathan. I'm never going to tell him about this, but we aren't going together, you know. He just asked me to the prom this week. If he wants us to just date one another, we won't be able to do this anymore. I won't cheat on him any more than you would on Kara. He hasn't asked me that yet and until he does, I want to fuck you every time I get the chance."
"I love it when you say that, Santana. I can't wait until next time."
The bedroom door opened and my wife walked in naked, her nipples visibly erect and excited. "Naughty," she said, "you started without me. I'll bet you've got a pussy full of cum, Santana. Would you mind if I licked it?"
It was going to be a great evening.
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There was no way in hell this wasn't going to get ugly. I was in the middle of Nicaragua, the rest of my team was dead and it was two hundred miles to where I had left the lone support member in Costa Rica. I worked for Centaur Security. We provided safe work environments in hostile situations, hostage rescue and paramilitary support for corporations around the world. This was supposed to be a little of both the first two. Our competitors had been guarding an oil compound and there had been a massive security failure. A group of rebel guerilla fighters had hit the compound. They wiped out the security forces and took over the compound. There were hostages, including the CEO of the company, his daughter and four geologists.
When I got involved it had been ten days since the attack. I dropped in with a team of six and we took up positions. At three in the morning we made our move, and it was a good one. Unfortunately, I had a newbie on my team. He was an ex-military type and thought he was a cowboy. He saw a group of six of the guerillas and opened fire. He got them but it was like kicking an ant's nest. They came boiling out and we killed them like flies for ten minutes. After that we started dying. I shot the cowboy myself when my last old timer went down. Now I was just interested in getting away. I ducked into a building and there were three of them inside. I took a bullet in my left thigh before I got them. When I burst through the door into the last room on my way out the back I saw her. She was handcuffed to the bed and she was alive. I hesitated for a minute. She was gagged and blindfolded and shaking. I unlocked the cuffs and took off the blindfold. I left the gag on.
"I'm here to rescue you," I told her. "Are any of the others alive?"
She shook her head. "What about your father?" I asked. She began to cry hysterically and shook her head again. "Are you hurt?" I asked her. Another shake of her head. I pulled her up and we went out the back door like our tails were on fire. I headed south as quickly as I could manage with my bum leg. She wasn't much faster with her hands still behind her and the gag on. When we stopped she began to make sounds. I motioned her to whisper and took the handcuffs off. She pulled the gag off and panted for a while.
"Thanks for coming," she said. "You're a little late for the rest of them."
"What happened?" I asked her.
"They figured out there wasn't going to be a ransom," she said. "They were going to sell me. There was some kind of big shot that was coming in tomorrow they were going to sell me to. I heard the shooting; where are the rest of your men?"
"They're dead," I told her. "We're going to be dead if we don't hump it out of here."
"Is there a chopper coming to get us?" she asked.
"Well, that was the plan," I said. "That went to hell when Jenkins went down. He had the radio and I don't feel like going back to get it."
"Christ, what kind of incompetents are you?" she asked. "Are you telling me we're out here in the jungle and we're going to have to walk out?"
"I guess you could still be back there handcuffed to a bed," I told her. "Maybe you'd like to go back. Maybe the slaver coming tomorrow will give you a helicopter ride. Maybe to some nice place where a nice little white girl would be appreciated and given helicopter rides. Then, maybe after she was raped about a thousand times they'd give you a nice comfy grave to sleep in."
She opened and closed her mouth several times. Plainly she was furious and just as plainly she wasn't used to being talked to like that. I didn't give a damn. My leg was hurting like hell and I was going to have to use it. The bullet was still in there and I wasn't looking forward to taking it out.
"Who the hell do you think you are, talking to me like that," she started. "Do you know who I am?"
"Sure," I said. "You're a spoiled arrogant ungrateful little bitch who doesn't have a clue how bad this situation is. Now shut the fuck up and start walking!"
I limped off and when I looked back she was sitting down, her arms crossed and every bone in her body yelling stubbornness. I kept walking and when I disappeared into the trees I heard her coming.
"Wait," she called. "Don't leave me here you son-of-a-bitch. Come back here!"
I kept walking. She had quite a mouth on her. She cussed me up one side and down the other but she kept walking. After we had two hours and five miles behind us I sat down on a rock and gave her a drink. She drank half a canteen and I finished it off. I looked her over. She was a cute little thing. Under the dirt and sweat I could see she would clean up nice. She had long, strawberry blonde hair, dark brown eyes that were very large and angry looking right then. She had a cute little nose and full red lips that would have been very cute had they not been pulled into a frown.
She wasn't talking, for which I was grateful, and after we rested ten minutes, I started off again. We walked south the rest of the day and just before dark we came to a small river. It was a fairly clear one, and I turned down it. We came to a clearing in the jungle after a few minutes. It had a game trail along one side and there was collared peccary drinking when we came to the edge of the trees. I screwed the silencer on my .45 and shot him twice. He dropped and I ran and cut his throat. I used a cord to pull him up on a limb and field dressed him. She looked like she was in shock.
"I can't believe you killed that cute little pig," she finally said.
I ignored her. She watched while I strung a tarp up to keep off the inevitable rain and started a fire. I found the kind of green sapling I wanted and two more with forks in them. I cut the back straps out of the peccary and impaled them on the sapling. I put it on the two forked branches and we had a nice spit to roast him on. There was a flat rock near the river and I sat on it while I boiled water. When it was rolling, I took off my pants. The leg was soaked with blood and the bullet hole was oozing.
"My God," she said. "You've been shot! You were walking all day on that!"
"Yeah, I noticed," I growled. "You know anything about bullet wounds?"
"Actually, I do," she said. "I'm in medical school. I'm going to be a trauma surgeon."
"Good girl," I said. "Will you help me?"
"What do you want me to do?" she asked. "This isn't exactly an operating room."
"No," I laughed. "You're not exactly a doctor and I'm not exactly an emergency room patient. We'll just have to make do." I could feel the bullet on the back of my thigh. "I need you to cut this bullet out. It won't be hard; you can see it. Then I need you to sew me up. I have alcohol. We'll pour that in. I have suture materials, too."
"I've never really operated on anything but a dead cat," she said.
"I'm going to be a dead cat if we don't get this cleaned up," I laughed. "You'll do fine. Help me, please."
I got the boiling water and put the supplies on the rock. I poured alcohol on a scalpel out of the medical kit and held it out. I lay on my belly on the rock and she hesitantly made the cut. I could feel the bullet pop out and then there was pain when she cleaned the wound. She stitched it up and I rolled onto my back. There was a lot more pain when she cleaned and stitched up the wound on the front of my thigh. I was lucky it hadn't hit a bone or a big artery. I got up and took my pants down to the stream to wash out the blood. Nothing came out of the water to eat me so I stripped off and walked to my backpack. I could feel her eyes following me. I got a bar of soap out and waded out into the river at a shallow spot. I bathed, washing away the blood on my thigh and washing out my clothes. She stood on the bank and watched me.
"How long since you had a bath?" I asked her.
"Days," she said. "I smell worse than that pig you killed."
"Come on in," I told her. "It's cool, but it's clean."
"I'm not taking my clothes off in front of you," she said.
"Okay, suit yourself," I said. "We're going to be together for weeks. The pig is going to be a delicious bouquet of fragrance compared to you by the time we get there. There won't always be somewhere to take a bath."
"I'll wait until you're finished," she said. "You can turn your back."
"Forget it," I said. "You don't have any soap anyway."
"I can use yours," she said. "I sewed you up and cut out that bullet."
"Yes, and I saved you from slavery," I told her. "I'll call that even. I'm going to protect you until we get out of this."
"You're an asshole," she said. "Are you telling me that you're going to make me take off my clothes or you won't let me use the soap?"
"No, I was just kidding you," I laughed. "I'll let you use the soap, but I'm not turning my back. I'll get out and I won't watch much. I'm going to keep an eye on you though. Something might come up out of the river and eat you. I'm not going to let that happen."
"What might be there," she asked.
"An alligator, a crocodile, a boa constrictor or a jaguar might come out of the jungle," I told her. If you stay in the shallows here you should avoid the first two."
I got out and walked back past her to the fire. I turned to pig and he was starting to smell pretty good. She stripped and waded out. I was a gentleman and I didn't stare, but what I saw was spectacular. This was one fantastic looking girl. No wonder they kept her alive. She would have brought a fortune on the slave market. She washed her clothes and put her underwear back on before she came out to the fire. I got dressed and foraged around for something to eat with the pig. I quickly found sapote fruit, mammee apples, and plantains. I picked my shirt full and carried them back to the fire. She had turned the pig and I put a flat rock in the fire and placed the plantains on it.
I got camp plates and forks out and split the fruit. She ate the sapote fruit and loved it and the mammee apple not so much. I told her it was rumored to be an aphrodisiac and she blushed prettily. The pig was done and I took the spit off and cut a portion for her, then one for myself. I had salt and I gave her some. I popped open the plantains and we dug in.
"Wow," she exclaimed. "This is very good. I'm amazed. Sorry about bitching when you killed it. The banana is good, too."
"I forgive you," I said. "It's a plantain. It looks like a big green banana, but it needs to be cooked. I'm sorry I was so hard on you earlier. We're just in a jam here and I needed you to wake up."
"I don't even know your name," she said. "I'm Kalen Osborne."
"I know," I said. "Dace Maron. We had a hell of an introduction, Kalen."
"Are you in the Army or something?" she asked.
"No, I'm private security. Better than what you had, though. Your father should have hired me. I'm sorry about him, Kalen. I know it must be tough on you."
She nodded. "Thanks. We were pretty close. It was eight days ago and I'm sort of cried out."
I looked her over. She was scrapped up quite a bit and she had some bruises. She was gorgeous! She just had on her bra and panties and she could have been the centerfold in any magazine on the planet. She must be smart, too, if she was in medical school. She was rich and I guess she had the total package going on. She got up and put her shirt on. I regretted seeing all that golden skin disappear, but she said bugs were on her. The fire and the smoke would keep them away for now, but they were going to be brutal later. Luckily, I had mosquito netting and DEET.
"Kalen, I hate to break up our new found unity, but I only have one set of blankets and one pad," I told her. "I only have one mosquito net, too. You're going to have to share with me. I'm not making a pass at you or anything, that's just the way it is here at the Ritz jungle."
She laughed. It was the first time I had heard it and I vowed to make her do it again. "It's okay," she said. "You were right about me. I'm a spoiled brat. I'm going to bitch and moan all the way back. I apologize in advance."
I cut the rest of the peccary up and she helped me put it over the fire to smoke. We built it up and put green wood on it to smoke and last the night. I took a quick rinse in the river and it was time to turn in. My Ensolite pad was seven feet by four feet. It rolled up small and compact, and it was very high density. It was as comfortable as it gets sleeping on the ground. I didn't use a sleeping bag unless it was cold and it was anything but cold. It was damp, especially after it started raining. I had dug a trench around the tarp and built up a dike around the inside. The trench led off toward the river and the water ran down it in a stream.
I hung the netting, spread out our blanket and we lay down. Our clothes were making us sweat like pigs. It wasn't long before I was smothering. "To hell with this," I said. "I'm stripping off. I'm sorry Kalen, but I can't stand this humidity."
"It's okay," she said. "I'm just as miserable as you are. I'm going to join you."
We stripped to our underwear and lay back down. The fire hissed and the flame died a little. The rain stopped and the humming of insects filled the air. We were safe under the netting and I eventually fell asleep. I think Kalen was still awake when I went to sleep. When I woke up, it was very foggy. Steam rose from the river and drifted across the camp. It was quiet and the sun would burn the fog off in an hour or two. Kalen was still asleep. I couldn't help giving her a once over with my eyes. I felt like I was molesting her, and I quickly turned away. I got the fire stirred up a little and I had a loaf of hard bread in my pack and a package of sharp cheese. I cut some fat from the peccary and fried the bread. I put cheese and slices of the pig on the bread. Kalen was stirring and she sat up. She must have been a little disoriented but when she saw me she crossed her arms across her breasts and quickly found her shirt. It was long and she didn't put on her pants yet. Her legs were bare and beautiful. She was tall and slender and her legs looked like they rose forever. She came out of the netting and sat on a log by me. We ate the bread and it was delicious. I rolled up the meat in paper and we packed up. Crossing the river in the shallows, we put our boots on and started south again.
I wondered if the guerillas would look for us. We hit them pretty hard and I doubted they wanted any more of what I would give them. Their profit was gone with Kalen, and they had nothing to sell the slaver when he came. If they survived that encounter they would be lucky. We would cross another small river in the evening, if everything went well. My leg was stiff as a board and as sore as a boil. It limbered up as we walked but it still hurt like hell. Kalen began to talk as we walked. I liked hearing the sound of her voice. It was low, husky and musical. I wondered if she sung and thought it would sound like one of those old jazz singers from the depression era. She talked about everything; where she lived, where she went to school, her friends, her fiancé, the route we were taking and I made the appropriate responses to keep her talking.
Around noon we stopped and ate some trail mix and pig jerky. I had filled my canteen with water from the river, boiled and filtered through the filter in the top of my canteens. We drank heavily. It was very hot and humid and we sweated rivers. I killed a snake in the path. It was a pit viper and I thought about butchering it, but we weren't that hungry yet. We made pretty good time, and by the time we got to the river it was about five. There was a roaring we heard about a half mile away. It got louder as we approached the river and when we came out onto rock there was a small canyon below us. There was a waterfall that was making the roar, and we crossed above it at the first riffle. We descended into the canyon and it became much cooler. There was a pool below the waterfall, and it was beautiful. The water was clear and cold and we got in immediately. It was deep enough to swim but not so large that I feared anything living in it that would eat us. I soaked for a while and went to make a fire. I got out the soap and we washed our clothes. I took them and hung them up by the fire to dry. I was surprised that she gave me her bra and panties. I guess my casual nudity had relaxed her, and she bathed while I hung up our clothes. When I looked around she was gone. I called, and she appeared out from under the falls.
I swam over and we stood under the water and let it cascade down over us. She turned toward me and we looked each other over. She was amazing. Her breasts were very large on her slender form, firm and high and gloriously shaped. She had small pink areolas and little pink nipples. They were crinkled and erect in the cold water. Her ribcage fell away to a tiny waist and a firm toned belly with a cute little navel low in the center. Her hips flared dramatically and she had a little V of strawberry blonde fuzz between her thighs. Her legs took my breath away. I wanted to reach out and pull her in, but she gave no indication she wanted that so I restrained myself. She looked me over and I felt a little naked. She said something but the sound of the water made it impossible for me to hear. I pointed at my ears and we swam away.
"I said, you have a lot of scars," she said. "You've been in a lot of fights, haven't you?"
"More than I wanted," I told her. "You're beautiful, Kalen."
She blushed. "Thanks. I don't want to get out. We're going to sweat as soon as we do."
"I don't think so," I told her. "I think this water is going to make it feel good as long as we stay in the canyon. I'm going to try to catch a fish."
I carried a line and hook in my pack and we baited it up with a piece of pig and I caught a big catfish in about ten minutes. I cleaned it and cut some fat off the remains of the pig. I used salt and pepper and fried it over the fire. It was very good. I'm not a big fan of catfish, but this place and this girl made it special. We were as naked as the day we were born, and we stayed that way when we went to bed. We talked for a while and it was even getting a little chilly. She rolled over against me and cuddled up, her skin chilled a little by the cool air. The feeling of that fantastic naked body against me had me erect before two minutes had passed. She didn't notice for a while and when she did she went quiet for a while.
"Dace, I'm engaged," she said finally. "You know that."
"Yes, I'm not doing anything," I told her. "I'm just lying here. There's a naked girl here, and that's what happens to me when I'm in bed with a naked girl; especially one that looks like you. I'm sorry, but there isn't anything I can do about it."
"I'm not accusing you of anything," she said. "I'm having the same reaction, you just can't see it. Well, I guess you can see my nipples are hard. I'm just telling you that when we get out of this, if we do, I'm engaged. I'm going to get married. Whatever happens here has to stay here. Life is different in Philadelphia."
She propped herself up on one arm and moved half on top of me. Her luscious lips pressed against mine and I put my arms around her. She felt amazing! She was long and gorgeous and her body moved against mine in a sensuous dance. We kissed eagerly for long minutes, bare flesh seeking contact and bodies moving together. I rolled her onto her back and my hands roamed at will. She felt like smooth silk under my fingers. Her skin was flawless. Even in the midst of a jungle and with biting insects everywhere the DEET had done its job and she hadn't been bitten. Her breasts were perfect. They were big and firm and jutted from her chest without a hint of sag. They were like the breasts you see in magazines but without the implants that keep them in that perfect shape. She tasted delicious. We had been sharing a toothbrush and it had been vaguely erotic to know we had done that. Now it was straight from the source and she tasted like mint and ripe fruit. Her skin was just clean girl, a faint fragrance from the soap and Kalen.



She held my head in her hands and looked into my eyes. "I'm a virgin, Dace," she said. "I was waiting for my wedding. I know we might not get out of this and I don't want to die and never know. Love me, here, now."
I bent and kissed her gently. The kiss grew more passionate at her insistence and she began to move under me again. I let my lips trail down her graceful neck and up over her breast. I kissed it all over, avoiding the nipple for the moment. When I repeated the process on the other breast her breathing deepened and she made cute little sounds, half squeak and half moan. She quickly became impatient and arched her back up, trying to get me to taste her nipples. I licked around them and her areolas became puffy and crinkled. She was gasping and her hands gripped my hair, forcing me to move to one little pink nipple. I touched it with my tongue and she jumped a little. I flicked it a couple of times, just teasing her to a higher level of excitement. I did the same to the other little nub and then I pulled the first inside my mouth, stretching it and sucking firmly while I circled it with my tongue. I pinched the other gently and rolled it between my thumb and forefinger. She went wild, moaning and pulling my head deeply into that delightful mound. Her fingers pulled my hair and she writhed on the blanket, an orgasm shuddering through her as the sensations washed over her. Her face was flushed and she bit her lower lip as she came.
"Dace, that feels so good!" she moaned. "Jesus that's good! Oh God, I'm coming so hard!"
She continued to shudder for a minute and then I felt her relax. "I'm ready now," she panted. "We'll do more later, but I need you inside me now. Make love with me, Dace."
I reached down and cupped her little pussy. She wasn't lying about being ready. She was dripping wet and I coated her lips with her moisture, making her nice and slippery. When I touched her she started and pushed against my hand. I moved into position between her thighs and rested my cock in her opening while I took a moment to look at her. She was absolutely stunning; my own twenty-five year old virgin goddess. Her hands moved across my chest and down to my hips, urging me forward and the head of my cock parted her pussy lips and pressed inside. She was very tight and I knew this was going to take a while. I moved back and forth, just barely penetrating her with the head until it was slick and coated with her juices.
She was breathing in pants and when the head of my cock pushed through and I penetrated her hot pussy an inch she winced in pain.
"Oh, God, Dace; I don't know! Jesus you've got a big cock! Easy; just let me rest for a minute. Kiss me for a minute."
I was happy to kiss her and just soak in her hot wetness for a while. There was no danger of my cock going down with this smoking hot virgin girl under me. I've fucked a couple of virgins before, but I had never fucked a girl that looked like this one! Hell, I had never seen a girl that looked like this one!. She eventually relaxed and I could feel her velvety pussy began to slide a little. I pressed forward and slid deeper into her wet little pussy and she tensed up again.
"Wait, wait!" she squeaked. "God, Dace; I don't think I can!"
"You can, Kalen," I told her. "Women do it all the time. Girls younger than you have babies. We'll go slow and sweet. Damn you're beautiful, Kalen. Just hang in there baby. It's going to be very good soon."
When she relaxed we repeated the process again and again. Each time she would tense up and she was so tight it almost hurt when she clamped down on my cock. I had thought I would feel her virgin barrier at the beginning, but it just wasn't there. She must have lost it by accident sometime, but there could be no doubt that my cock was the only one that had ever been inside her. Over nearly half an hour she took more and more until I could feel an obstruction deep inside her. I was bottomed out in that tight little pussy.
"You did it, baby," I told her. "Good, brave girl. Now there's just the good stuff."
"Jesus, Dace; it feels like I have a tree trunk up inside of me," she gasped. "How big is your cock?"
"Are you going to brag about taking it when you get back home with your girlfriends?" I asked her.
She laughed and it made the most amazing sensation inside her. "I might," she said. "I don't think any of them have ever been fucked by a horse cock like that."
That made me laugh. I was pretty normal, I thought."I don't go around measuring my cock." I told her. "What kind of narcissist does that?"
"It feels huge," she said. "It's huge around, too. It feels like someone has their arm inside me. It's starting to feel really good. Let's move now."
I laughed and slid back a few inches and fed it back to just kiss the back of her pussy again. She groaned and I repeated the process. She made little sounds of passion on every stroke and when we found a rhythm, her hips bucked up to meet each thrust. She came in minutes, writhing under the pumping of my cock into her tight little pussy. Her big breasts bounced and swayed deliciously and her face was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen as she came. She was very sensitive, and any change sent her off like a rocket. If I sucked on her nipples she came. When I varied depths she came and when I changed tempo she came. I was trying to keep iron control but I wasn't going to last much longer inside this fantastic girl. She came several times before I couldn't hold back any longer. I pushed up on my arms and pounded my cock into that hot little pussy like a piston. She was screaming incoherently as I gave her long hammering strokes and her head whipped from side to side, her eyes tightly closed as she strung orgasms together like a string of firecrackers.
I came like a fountain inside her, and she spasmed beneath me as I filled her little pussy with ropes of white, sticky cum. I felt like my life was pouring out of the end of my cock into her and I buried it as deep as she could take. We collapsed together and I rolled her over on top of me to keep from crushing her. My cock was still inside her and I could feel her pussy convulse around me, milking to last drops of cum into her hot depths. She kissed me passionately, her lips seeking mine and her eyes boring into my soul. She was still quivering with aftershocks as she lay with her cheek on my chest. I reached down to cup the slim, hard cheeks of her tight little ass. I squeezed it firmly and ran my hands up and down her gorgeous body, petting her and calming her.
"Jesus Christ, Dace," she murmured. "I thought I was going to die that felt so good." She cried a little. "God you're a good lover. I've never fucked a man before. You made me come a hundred times. It doesn't feel that good when I rub myself off. I've had oral sex with my fiancé and I loved it, but I've never felt anything like this. Damn you, Dace. It isn't ever going to be this good again for me again."
"Yes it is, Kalen," I told her. "It's going to be even better. It's going to be quite a while before we get out of this and I'm going to fuck you every day. It's going to get better every time. You're quite a woman, Kalen. You come easily and I'm going to make you do it so many times this is going to seem like one big orgy."
"I don't think I can stand it," she said. "Jesus that was intense, Dace! Will it really get better?"
"Yes, it won't hurt as much at first, next time, and soon it won't hurt at all and it will just be the good parts. I'm going to make you come with my mouth and my hands, too. I may fuck that gorgeous ass, too."
"No, you're not," she said. "What the hell, Dace? You'd kill me with that thing! No way!"
"You might like it," I told her. "I'm very gentle, Kalen."
"I know. Thank you, Dace; but I don't think I could stand that. It sounds yucky."
I laughed. "You're just like a little girl, Kalen. You say things like yucky and it's utterly charming. You're fiancé is a lucky man. I'm half in love with you, myself."
She grew somewhat pensive when I said that. "I don't like cheating on him," she said. "This is special to me, Dace, but I'm still going to marry him when we get back. You won't tell anyone about this, will you?"
"No, Kalen. I'm not that big a tool. I won't mess your life up, baby. I just want you to be happy."
She kissed me. "Thanks, Dace. I'm going to go to sleep now."
"Wait," I said. "Unless you want to sleep in a puddle, we need to clean up a little. As soon as my cock slips out of you you're going to start leaking cum. We need a quick dip in the river."
She eased off me and lay on her back for a minute. "I can feel it," she said. "I don't know if I can walk, Dace. I think you paralyzed me."
I got up laughing and scooped her slender form up in my arms. She wrapped her arms around my neck and I carried her to the pool, her big breasts jiggling and swaying delightfully. We washed quickly in the stream and she stood in the water in the moonlight like some pagan goddess. She ran back to the blanket and I walked after her. My leg was too sore to run. She lay half over me with her big breasts crushed against me and her downy curls pressed against my good thigh. We slept for a while. An animal woke me up and she had moved until she was spooning up against me. My cock was rock hard between the cheeks of her firm little butt. It was easy to lift her leg and she woke with a gasp as I entered her from behind. Her pussy was still wet and slick from our earlier fucking, and I rolled her onto her stomach and fucked her as she lay beneath me, the feel of that sweet ass slapping against my groin and her body gleaming in the moonlight bringing me to a quick completion. She moaned and gasped as I rutted into her and she came again and again before I spilled my seed into her again. The volume was much less and I felt like it wouldn't be a sleeping problem.
I rolled us back into a spoon position with my cock still inside her. It never went completely soft inside her, and we slept like that. I fucked her again in the morning light, lying on her side with one leg over my chest and shoulder. She came a repeatedly and her moans and cries turned to pleading.
"Oh, my God, Dace; oh my God, oh my God; please baby, I can't take any more. Come, Dace! Please come, I can't take it. Please!" her voice rose to a shriek and I unloaded into her again.
She cried again as we rested, my arms holding her tightly as she recovered. "Jesus, Dace," she sobbed. "I'm worn, baby. I can't fuck any more! God, you've got to let me rest. My pussy is sore as hell! If you get horny I'll suck you off or something. Please don't fuck me anymore, okay, baby?"
"There's always your ass," I teased her. That delicious little thing was pressed up against me and she covered it up with her little hands. "Don't get any ideas," she warned me. "I swear I'll stab you in your sleep if you do that!"
I squeezed her up tight. "I was just teasing, Kalen. You'll have to ask for that. I won't do it if you don't ask me to."
"That will be a cold day in hell," she said. "Can we nap again for a while?"
"Sure," I told her. "I'm alone in the jungle with the most beautiful girl on the planet naked in my arms. I'll stay here forever."
She snuggled that hard little butt back into me. She looked over her shoulder. "Don't get any ideas!" she told me again.
We napped until mid-morning and took a last dip in the pool. I sat her on a rock and ate her little pussy for the first time. She came just as easily like that as she did fucking, and she came three times before I let her go. She had the most beautiful little pink pussy I had ever seen! It was a little chaffed, but she didn't mind my tongue and lips. We followed the river valley since it was going the way we needed to go.
She wouldn't let me fuck her that night. She said she was too sore, but I discovered she gave fantastic head. "I've had lots of practice," she explained. "If you want to stay a virgin as long as I did you better learn how to give a blow job. Guys get frustrated if you won't do anything."
The next night we fucked again, and as I promised, it just got better. We walked for two weeks and she became a fantastic lover. I must have fucked her fifty times in those two weeks. I just couldn't get enough of that lush, gorgeous girl. She quit wearing clothes except if the vegetation was thick. She explained that there was no use in getting dressed when I was just going to undress her in an hour or two. She was as brown as a nut and the sight of that gorgeous naked girl walking beside me through the jungle kept me hard most of the time. Her big breasts swaying and jiggling would have got wood from a dead man. When she walked in front of me her ass jiggled the same way and she drove me mad.
We stopped beside a larger river on the sixteenth day and set up camp. She had killed a deer earlier. She was so excited I couldn't resist teasing her. "I can't believe you killed that cute little Bambi," I told her.
She laughed. "Your barbarian ways are growing on me. I'm sorry I was such a bitch, Dace. Now quit grinning like an idiot and help me butcher it."
We cooked venison and foraged for fruit. We made love three times that night and somewhere in the early morning hours I heard a motor running. We quickly put out the fire and tore down camp. Hiding in the jungle we saw a boat coming down river. It was loaded with bundles wrapped in brown paper.
"Drug smugglers," I whispered to her. "Let's follow them."
She dressed and we packed up quickly. We snuck through the brush and after about five miles we came to a clearing. There was a metal building and the boat was pulled up on the bank. Three men were unloading it and we watched for a while. I told her to stay put and did a quick recon. There was a radio antenna on top and a helicopter pad behind the building. There were five of them, and they were all armed. I thought I could take them if I was careful.
Unfortunately there were six of them. One must have been in the jungle because I heard a scream. It was Kalen. Evidently the sixth man had spotted her and he was dragging her toward the building by her long hair. I cursed under my breath. I was going to have to improvise. I hate that. When he got her to the door I stepped out into the open. They turned toward me and I got three of them before they could get their weapons unslung. I got two more in the next ten seconds but I got hit twice. One was low down, just above my hip bone on the outside and the other was high up on my left shoulder. It felt like I had been kicked by a mule but I kept coming forward.
The one holding Kalen was the only one left and he was holding a pistol to her side, hiding behind her. I was not going to let anything happen to Kalen, I promised myself. I would rather die myself. I raised my hands and dropped the rifle. I kept walking toward them and he pointed the pistol at me, telling me to stop in Spanish. I stopped and he made a mistake. He stepped out from behind her and shot me. The bullet hit me in the left calf and knocked me down. As I fell I pulled the .32 I keep on a leather string down my back. I broke the string and gave him eight slugs, center mass. He dropped like a rock and I tried to get up. I made it to my knees and started to stand up. The ground came up and hit me and I heard Kalen scream.
She came running to me and I turned over on my back. She screamed again when she saw the blood all over me. I saw her kneeling over me and I pulled her down with my right hand. "Radio frequency; backpack, lower left pocket," I managed to gasp out.
"Dace, Dace!" she screamed as I felt the world going black. "Dace, don't you die!" she yelled. "Stay with me baby. Don't die! I love you Dace; you can't die on me! Just hang in there!"
She loved me! That was my last lucid thought. If I died I was a happy man. Kalen loved me!
When I opened my eyes, I didn't know where I was. I was lying in a bed in a white room. I tried to turn my head. God I was weak! There was medical equipment around me and a tube down my throat and one in my nose. I tried to pull them out. The one in my throat was suffocating me. Hands caught mine. They were little brown hands with an engagement ring on the left one. I lifted my eyes and saw Kalen.
"Don't, Dace," she said. "You can't breathe on your own. Just relax and let it breathe for you. Please, for me? I love you Dace; do you remember?"
I did! Kalen loved me! I let her pull my hands down and when I quit struggling the machine breathed for me. The world went away and I slept.
When I woke up again the tubes were gone. I still had them in my arms but I could breathe.
Benson was there. He was my head of operations, and he saw I was awake.
"Hey buddy," he came over to the bed. "You gave us quite a scare there. Good thing you had the girl with you. Your lung collapsed and she kept you alive till we could get there. You're getting better now."
I tried to speak but just a croak came out. "Drink," I croaked. My throat was as dry as graveyard dust. He let me suck some ice out of a cup. When I could speak, I asked him if Kalen was okay.
"You made quite an impression on that girl," he said. "God she's hot! She didn't leave your side for three weeks. She still won't unless we make her. She's sleeping, boss. I made her go lie down for a while and it was like pulling teeth. She's afraid you'll wake up and she won't be here. How are you feeling?"
"My shoulder hurts like hell and my left leg feels like a tiger's been gnawing at it," I told him.
"Push that button and you'll get a jolt of morphine," he said.
"Where am I?" I asked.
"In the hospital in San Jose," he said. "Kalen called Roberts on the radio and we flew in and got you. You were hanging on by a thread and it was touch and go for a while. If it hadn't been for her you'd be pushing up daisies by now. Do you know she gave you a field transfusion with her own blood? Turns out she's one of those universal donors. That's all that kept you alive. Her family's putting up quite a fuss. They aren't happy about her father getting it, and she's got a douche bag of a fiancé that keeps trying to fly down here and get her. They had quite a row on the phone and she told him to fuck off, she was staying until you could go home. She wants to transfer you to Miami as soon as you can go. She doesn't like this hospital and she's been giving the staff hell for being incompetent. That's quite a girl, Dace. I think she's got plans for you."
The morphine kicked in and I went into dreamland. The next time I woke up Kalen was sitting beside me in a chair reading a book. I croaked at her and she jumped up, her book flying off across the room. She got me a drink and kissed me. She hugged me as best she could with all the tubes and sat back down, holding my hand."
"Hey, baby," I said. "You okay?"
"I am now," she started crying. "I thought you were going to die, Dace! I thought you were going to die and leave me. God, I was so scared! Don't you ever do anything like that again! I'd rather die myself! Jesus, you were like some avenging god out there. You just destroyed those men. I'm so glad you're awake. I have a million things I need to talk to you about. I'm going to transfer you out of this shit hole. Miami is the closest good hospital. Will you let me take you there?"
"I'll go anywhere, as long as you're there," I told her.
She made me sign the forms and I was getting sleepy again. "Remember what you told me back there at that drug depot?" I asked her. She blushed deeply. "Tell me again."
She leaned forward and whispered in my ear. "I love you, Dace."
I smiled and closed my eyes.
I woke up again and the room was different. It smelled better for one thing. The sun was shining through the window and Kalen was sitting in a chair. She looked a little different, somehow. Her hair seemed to have more blonde and less strawberry. When she looked up I saw her eyes were blue and she had a little dusting of freckles I had never noticed before.



"Kalen," I croaked. "What have you done to your hair?"
She laughed and came over to stand beside me. "I'm not Kalen," she said. "I'm Kelli. Did she tell you she had a twin?"
"My God, no! Could you get me a drink, Kelli?"
She held a cup for me and I composed myself. "Kalen had to go home," she said. "I came to take her place. She's got some things to deal with in Philadelphia. She'll be back as soon as she can. I know you two are lovers, Dace. I think that's part of what she needs to get settled. There's a lot of family stuff, too. Dad's company was making a fuss about how you bungled the affair and got him killed. Kalen has to straighten all that out. I'm going to stay with you. I see why she loves you. You're very good looking and rugged. Is there anything I can do for you?"
"Just talk to me," I said. "You sound just like her, just a little higher and softer. You look like her, too. You could be twins!" I laughed and it hurt.
She giggled and it was amazing! "Would you like for me to read to you?" she asked.
"What are we reading?" I asked.
"It's a novel about an evil, ancient artifact that two kids find," she said. "I love the author."
She pulled her chair over and held my hand while she read. Her soft little voice was like a tranquilizer and I could have listened to her forever. I fell asleep to the sound of a beautiful girl reading to me.
For the next two weeks Kelli never left my room that I know of. We got to know each other very well. She was an amazing girl. She was very much like Kalen but different in subtle ways. Kalen could be a bit petulant and pouty, but not Kelli. She was all soft and wonderful. She was a philosophy major, and she had one of the sharpest minds I have ever encountered. We argued like kids about violence. She was a committed pacifist. "Violence is evil," was her mantra. We agreed about that, but I felt like violence had to be met by violence or flight. She believed that only the incompetent ever resorted to violence. I agreed with that, too, but sometimes I don't know how to get the job done any other way. I cited the case of the six men holding Kalen at gun point.
"Should I have written them a poem?" I asked her.
She laughed. She never got mad; she just gently presented her point of view. I was shocked when she changed her position mid-stream and agreed with me. She made a better argument than I ever could about why it was necessary to shoot them. She was like that with everything. She often convinced me she was right, and I occasionally convinced her I was. She became an anarchist almost overnight. She had been a bleeding heart liberal the day before! She went way beyond my casual libertarianism and made me question my own values. She was way smarter than I was, and I knew it. I don't think she was smarter than Kalen, but they were just equally amazing girls.
She wouldn't let the nurses take care of me. They gave me medicine and therapy, but that was it. The first time she bathed me I put up quite a fight.
"No, Kelli; that's what these nursed get paid for," I told her.
"I don't care what they get paid for," she said. "I promised Kalen I would take care of you and I always keep my promises. You might as well relax and get used to it. You can't do anything about it, so stop being difficult."
She took my gown off in spite of my efforts to keep it. I was just too weak to stop her. She washed my upper body and when she slid her hand under the sheet she wrapped her hand with the washcloth in it around my cock. It sprang to life immediately and I grabbed her hand.
"Stop it, Kelli," I told her. "This is embarrassing!"
She pulled her hand away and pulled down the sheet. "No, you stop it," she said. "You're behaving like a child. It's just a bath, Dace. Would you rather a nurse you don't even know do it?"
"Yes," I grouched. "Jesus Christ, Kelli; you're Kalen's sister. You're not supposed to see me like this!"
"She won't mind," she said. "I don't mind either, so shut up and let me do this!"
I capitulated with bad grace. She washed me all over and my erection wouldn't go down. She got some lotion and rubbed me with it. When she was finished she took some lotion in her hands and warmed it up. She pulled the sheet up over my thighs and took my cock in her hot little hands.
I groaned. "What the hell, Kelli? Don't do that! I love Kalen!"
She smiled. "Yes, me, too. She would do this if she were here. Since she's not, she would want me to do it."
"I don't think so," I told her. "I can't let you do it, Kelli. It isn't right!"
She wiped her hands and got her phone out of her bag. She pushed a button and listened for a minute. "Kalen," she said, "Dace is being difficult. I was giving him a bath and he got hard. Now he won't let me take care of it because he loves you. Yes, I'll let you talk to him."
She put the phone up to my ear. "Hey baby," Kalen said. "I love you, too, but why are you giving Kelli a hard time?"
"Jesus, Kalen," I said. "She's giving me a hand job."
"So? Don't be difficult, Dace. She's my twin sister. We share everything. I love her more than anyone except you, Dace. I didn't tell you, but we fuck all the time. Let her do what she wants to do. Fuck her if she wants to and you're able. I'm busy and I'll be back as soon as I can. Let me talk to her again."
"Are you sure, Kalen?" I asked her. "I'm half in love with her, too. She reminds me of you."
"I'm very sure," she said. "She means the world to me, Dace. Be nice to her! Don't fuck her in the ass!"
I laughed. "No, baby; I'm saving that for you."
Kelli took the phone and they talked for a minute. I was unable to speak for a while. When Kelli put her phone away she came over and kissed me. She was amazing, the same, but different. Her eyes got heavy lidded and she was a little breathless when she pulled away.
"You're very sweet, Dace," she told me. "I'm more than half in love with you. Are you going to be difficult now?"
"No, honey," I told her. "Can I feel your boobs?"
"You can do anything with me you're up to," she giggled.
She unbuttoned her shirt and slipped her bra off. I don't know how she did it without taking off her shirt, but she knew the trick. She buttoned up the bottom two buttons and left the top open so I could put my hand in. The same, but different. Her areolas and nipples were brown instead of pink. They were a little larger than Kalen's but her breast were just a shade smaller. They had that same wet silk feel to them and I couldn't get enough. She moved down until she kissed the head of my cock.
"Jesus, you have a big dick," she said.
I laughed. "That's just what Kalen said."
"I can't wait to feel it inside me," she said. "I'm a virgin, you know."
"How could it be any different," I laughed. "Do you really fuck Kalen?"
"Since we were old enough," she said. "When our boobs started to grow we got curious. I've fucked her at least once a week all our lives. She's very sexy and she come so easy. So do I. If you feel like rubbing my pussy I'll come for you. I want to."
Holy Christ! How could one man be so lucky? She stepped out of her panties and moved her butt up where I could reach her while she took my cock in her mouth. She had the most fantastic ass I've ever seen. Kalen is a marvel but she has a little firm ass like a fifteen year old girl. This was something else! It was round, hard and full, glorious cheeks jutting out in a perfect heart shape. I kneaded it for a few minutes and then slid my hand up between her thighs. She was as bare as a baby. The same, but different. She was wet with honey and she was right about coming easily. About the time she brought me off with one of those fantastic Osborne girl blowjobs she was shaking in her own orgasm, moaning loudly as she shuddered. I thrust one finger up inside her hot little pussy and she went off again.
She cleaned me up, and when she turned to face me she had a little spot of cum on her chin. I cleaned it off with my thumb and she licked it off, showing me her tongue with the cum on it before swallowing it down. It was as erotic a thing as I've ever seen. We acted like silly kids in love for the rest of the time she was there. I never got to fuck her, but she blew me a dozen times. We got caught by the nurse once, but she just winked and didn't say anything.
Kalen came back in the middle of the next week, and Kelli went home. We had a long talk and she told me it was over with her fiancé. He was being an asshole about her spending time with me.
"He doesn't know what he just fucked up," she said. "I would have married him, Dace. I promised to, and I always keep my promises. I would have made him happy, but he couldn't live with the idea that I was going to want to be with you, too. I told him I was in love with you and I was going to keep fucking you every time I got a chance. He couldn't share. He broke it off."
"His loss, baby," I told her. "That means I get you all to myself."
"Not exactly," she said. "I've got Kelli. I'm going to keep fucking her, Dace. She's my heart. I love her. If you can't deal with that it's going to be tough for us to be together."
"How did your fiancé feel about that?" I asked.
"I never found a way to tell him," she said. "I'm glad we can have it out in the open. I'll let you fuck her, too, Dace. She's in love with you. She told me she is. Do you love her?"
"Yes, I think I do," I told her. "It's different than with you. The same, but different. She's you, but not you, if you know what I mean."
"That's exactly the way I feel about her," she said. "She's me, but not me. She's adorable, Dace. She's so sweet and cool. I'm a bitch sometimes, but she just doesn't have that in her. I've heard she gives great head though. She's better than you at pussy licking. I'll have her teach you. If she had a cock you wouldn't stand a chance," she laughed.
"Hey, I seem to recall you coming a million times when I licked your little pussy," I said. "When am I going to get out of here, Kalen?"
"The doctor told me two more weeks," she said. "They don't like to tell us things, Dace. Tell them I'm your girlfriend and Kelli's my sister so they won't pull this 'patient confidentially' bullshit."
I promised to fill out the forms and she went away to get us something to eat. Early on, the girls had pronounced the hospital food unfit to eat and they had been smuggling food in since we got there. Near the end of the two weeks, Kalen had to go back home to sign some papers and Kelli came back. I was very glad to see her.
"Are you two pulling some kind of trick on me?" I asked her. "Are you sure there isn't some kind of multiple personality thing going on here? How come I never see both of you at the same time?"
She laughed. "Yes, I wear contacts and bleach out my hair while I'm Kelli. I haven't figured out the nipple switch thing yet, but I'm sure you have an explanation."
"Nipple dye?" I suggested.
That broke her up and she collapsed in her chair laughing. She read to me. That's something Kalen didn't do. We had finished our ancient artifact book and started another by the same author about an economic collapse in the United States. It was very good with a lot of economic theory thrown in here and there. We debated it and both came to the conclusion that our money was unsound. She favored a gold standard and I thought any commodity would do. We wound up switching sides and we laughed hysterically about that. Kalen still wasn't back when I got discharged so Kelli flew home with me. I live in Phoenix, Arizona, and a company jet flew us home. My driver picked us up at the airport, and I took her out to eat before we went home. Julie, my assistant, called and came around to check on me and get a little business done. I introduced her to Kelli and they got along famously.
She left after a drink, and Maria, my housekeeper, came in and told us that she had made up the bed in one of the upstairs bedrooms for Kelli.
"Thanks, Maria," Kelli said, "but I'm sleeping with Dace."
"Very good, Miss Osborne," Maria said. "He needs a woman to boss him around."
I laughed. "I don't know why; you've been bossing me around for the last ten years. Maybe you need a man!"
"I have Jorge," she said. "That's enough boss for anyone."
She left, and Kelli and I cuddled on the sofa for a while. "I didn't know you were sleeping with me," I told her. "Is the virgin goddess ready to give it up?"
"She is," Kelli laughed. "She doesn't want to be the virgin goddess anymore. She was just waiting for the right titan to come along and then she was just going to be a regular goddess. They fuck all the time, you know."
"Will we fuck all the time?" I asked her.
"I want to," she said. "I live in Philadelphia, Dace. We won't be able to fuck all the time."
"When you graduate, you could move here," I told her. "I could move there. That's a problem for Kalen and me, too."
"I want to teach philosophy and write books," she said. "Do you think there are positions available at the university here?"
"If there aren't I'll blackmail someone into retiring," I told her. "Seriously though, Kelli, I've got a lot of connections. I think I can get you a job anywhere in the country. After you get it, it's up to you what you make of it."
"I wouldn't have it any other way," she said. "I want you to kiss me now, Dace. Then I want you to go get us a glass of wine. I want two candles in the bedroom and I want you to take me in there and make love to me. I know you aren't well yet, but I'll do all the work. I'm very athletic, you know."
"I can tell," I said. "No one else on the planet has a butt like yours." I pulled her over and claimed those lush lips. I kissed her until she couldn't breathe and went off to get the wine. Maria was in the kitchen and I asked her for the candles. She took them into the bedroom and lit them. We drank our wine and I took my virgin goddess to bed. The candles were vanilla scented and the light flickered over Kelli's glorious body as she lay naked on the bed. I gave her pussy a few swipes to get her warmed up, inserting a couple of fingers up inside that tight little crevice.
"I know about that," she said. "I want your cock, Dace. I want it inside me. Make love to me with your cock, baby."
I slid into position and it was a repeat of my experience with Kalen. Kelli had a cherry. It was a weak, feeble thing and I pushed it easily aside. I don't think she even bled. She was harder to get in, but she took my cock to the balls in that hot tunnel. The same, but different. She tasted a little different, too. Her gasps and cries where the same, as was that velvety tunnel. It was like sinking my cock into hot latex; warm, tight and wet. She came with the same regularity and intensity as Kalen, but her cute little noises were more ah's than oh's. She called my name more and invoked deity less, but whatever the similarities and differences, I was totally in love with her. I fucked her all night long, waking up and fucking her until, like her sister before her, she begged for me to stop.
"Please, Dace," she begged. "It's too much, baby! I can't come anymore; please!"
"Just one more time," I told her. "I can't get enough of watching you come."
"No, Dace; I can't! Please baby, I need to stop. Dace, fuck, Dace; fuck, I'm coming again!" I kept her there until the last drop was wrung from my poor abused cock into her poor abused pussy. Then I licked her until she came again.
She was absolutely wrung out and she fell asleep, crying in euphoria in my arms. We slept late and took a shower together. I ate her little pussy in the shower until she collapsed. I sat her on a stool and dried her off. When she was dry I took her back to bed and we napped and fucked the afternoon away. I gave her a massage and rubbed her with scented healing oils, oiling up her little pink pussy so it wouldn't be so sore.
She stayed with me all week and I fucked her a hundred times. The last night she was staying, Kalen flew in and we spent the night together. The sight of those two gorgeous sisters with their tongues buried in each other's pussies was almost enough to make me come without touching them. We fucked all night long, one or the other of us waking someone up and fucking them to mindless orgasms. I had never made two girls come together before. I did it with my cock buried in Kalen riding me and my tongue in Kelli's hot little pussy. I lost count of the number of times I came inside them, and I'm sure they lost count of the times they came.
We were resting for another round. Kalen was face down on the bed asleep and Kelli and I were kissing. "I want to fuck her ass," I told Kelli.
"Will she let you?" she asked.
"No, she says she doesn't like it," I told her.
"How does she know? I'm sure she's never done it before," Kelli said. "I'll let you do me."
"No, she told me not to," I said. "Let's oil her up and see if she'll let me. Maybe then she'll let me do you."
Kelli got up and brought a bottle of scented massage oil. She oiled up my cock and then poured some into the crack of Kalen's ass. She twitched a little in her sleep but she didn't wake up. Kelli used her fingers to part Kalen's ass cheeks and we could see her little rosebud. Kelli rubbed it with the oil until it was slick and shiny then poured a little more in. She gently eased her finger into her sister's ass and pulled it open a little. When she poured some oil in Kalen twitched again.
"We need it warmed up," Kelli whispered. "Get on her and fuck her pussy like this for a while. I'll kiss her and make sure she's coming. Then try to slip it in and see what she does." We put the plan in motion and Kalen woke up when my cock entered her pussy from behind. I pulled her up on her knees and fucked her doggy style for a while until she was thrashing around and moaning as she came. Kelli scooted under her and attacked her clit, making her come even harder. I pulled out and pressed the tip of my cock against her ass and she didn't notice for a minute. She raised her head from Kelli's pussy and looked back at me.
"Jesus Christ, Dace," she said. "What is it with you and my butt? Okay, I'll try it. If you hurt me I'm going to cut off your nuts!"
"Thanks, baby," I told her. "Just let me try it."
"Haven't you done it before?" she asked. "God, right there Kelli! Jesus, baby!"
"No, I haven't," I told her. "The women were always afraid."
"Fuck, Kelli," she said. "I'm going to come again, baby. I'm afraid, too, for God's sake, Dace. Just try it and get it out of your system."
She was shuddering with an orgasm when Kellie rolled out and watched. I pushed and my very oily cock slipped into her very oily ass with a popping sensation. Kalen gasped as a couple of inches slipped inside her.
"Stop," she squealed. "Oh, my God, Dace; stop! Christ that feels so weird! Don't move for a minute!"
I froze. I was about to come I was so excited. She pushed back and forth for a minute before she gave up.
"No, Dace; I can't. I can't do it! It's so weird and painful. Don't go any deeper!"
That minute pushed me over the edge and I came in her ass like a stick of dynamite. She let me stay until I was finished coming and then pulled herself away.
She covered her little ass with her hands and writhed for a minute on the bed. "Owee," she said. "I hope that was good, Dace; because it's never going to happen again! Jesus Christ that was painful and weird! You came in my ass! God, don't let him do that to you, Kelli. Even if you like it he'll want to do it to me."
"How does it feel?" Kelli asked.
"Yucky!" she said. "His cum feels disgusting in there. I don't know what's wrong with gay men! How can anyone actually like that? I can take a little pain if there's a payoff. That wouldn't ever feel good! I'm going to buy a toy and fuck your ass, Dace, if you ever mention this again."



"No, baby; I won't ever mention it again," I told her. "If you don't like it, you don't like it."
"I'm going to mention it again," Kelli said. "I like to feel a finger in my ass when I'm coming. I'm going to try it once."
"Whatever," Kalen said. "I'm going to go to the bathroom and clean up. When I come back you better both make me come a million times to make up for this."
We did and she was very happy. Kelly flew away in the morning. Kalen stayed for two weeks and classes started. I went to see them three times during the semester, and they spent Christmas break with me. Spring break I flew to Philadelphia and called Kelli. I hadn't told them I was coming, and Kelli was ecstatic. I asked her not to tell Kalen and we met for lunch. She looked absolutely gorgeous when she met me at the restaurant and I wanted to rip her clothes off and make love to that sweet girl right there. We caught up and I told her I really wanted her ideas about something.
"I want to ask Kalen to marry me," I told her.
"Really? Oh my God, Dace; that's so cool," she said. "I just know she'll say yes. I'm so happy, baby. Thank you for making her so happy."
"Kelli, I love her. I've loved her from the moment I set eyes on her back in the jungle. The problem is, I love you, too. I'd like to ask you to marry me. I don't want to hurt you. It's not legal to marry both of you. If I had met you first, you'd be the one I'd be asking. I promise I'll find a way for us to be together. It may not be legal, but I'll find a way to make it good. If neither of you file a complaint, I think I can marry you, too. I'll marry you in California and her in Arizona. Is that okay with you, baby?"
She leaned against me and began to cry. She sobbed like she was dying. "I'm confused, Kelli," I said. "I thought that would make you happy! Stop crying, baby; people are staring. They're going to call the police on me."
She laughed through her tears. "I am happy, Dace. I'm so happy I'm crying. Kneel down there and propose to me. Do you have rings?"
"It just so happens that I do," I told her. "What kind of asshole tells girls he wants to marry them but doesn't have a ring? Don't tell Kalen I gave yours to you first, okay? She deserves to be first."
"No, I won't ever tell her," she said.
I knelt down in the floor and opened her ring box. It was the wrong one and I quickly got out the other. Hers was a platinum band with diamonds and sapphires. "Kelli Osborne, will you marry me?" I asked her.
"Yes I will," she said. "But not until you marry Kalen and not until I graduate. Kiss me now."
I did and the whole restaurant broke out in applause. I was very red faced when I got back in my chair. The waiter brought us both a glass of champagne. We drank it and she told me she had to go back to class. I walked her out and called Kalen.
I got her voicemail and I told her I was in town and asked if she would go to a Sixer's game with me. I had it set up to flash the message across the scoreboard at halftime. She called back in an hour. She had been in class and she was so glad I had surprised them. She wanted to go to the game and I told her to dress nice and I would pick her up. I got a limousine to take us to the game and when she came out she was absolutely stunning in a little black dress. I was wearing a tux, and she suspected something the moment she saw me.
"What's going on, Dace?" she asked.
"Can't a guy take his girl out to see a ballgame without getting the third degree?" I asked.
"Well, most guys could," she said. "You have a devious mind, though. This isn't about fucking my ass or something, is it?"
"You're the most suspicious woman," I told her. "Maybe we should just go to Wendy's or something."
She gave me a punch in the arm. "No, I love basketball games. We're just a little overdressed."
"All the stars dress like this when they go to ballgames," I told her.
The Sixer's sucked, but it was fun anyway. We ate hotdogs and pretzels and drank a lot of beer. I kept my eye on the scoreboard at halftime and the camera's panned in on us. "Look," I pointed. "We're on TV."
She looked up at the screen and I knelt in front of her and opened her ring box. This one was yellow gold and rubies. She didn't notice me for a minute and I saw her lips move as she read the "Kalen Osborne, will you marry me?" on the screen. She squeaked and looked at me as it sunk in. She threw her arms around my neck and kissed me as the crowd applauded.
"Will you?" I asked her.
"Yes, Dace; that will make me happier than anything," she said. Instantly a cloud went across her face. "What about Kelli?" she asked.
"I went to lunch with her and we talked it out," I told her. "She's wants us to get married. Kalen, would you mind if we marry her, too?"
"I'd love that, but how?" she asked.
"As long as neither of you make a fuss, it's not a problem," I told her. "We just have to do it in different states."
"Yes, let's do it then," she was all bubbly girl. "God, I love you Dace. But I won't marry you until after I graduate and after you retire from field security operations. I won't marry a man that might get killed tomorrow. Kelli wants you out of that, too. You let Benson run field work and I'm yours."
The same, but different. That's the way they've always been. Kelli is teaching philosophy at the university and she's on her third book. Kalen is a trauma surgeon at the university hospital. We have a boy and a girl. The boy is Kelli's and the girl is Kalen's. They both look most like their aunts. The same, but different.
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I was working late again. The weight room was deserted and quiet and I was finally done with my workout. I was just getting ready to shut off the lights when my sister-in-law, Joselyn, and my niece, Stephanie, came in. I was the football, track and strength and conditioning coach at the local high school to which my niece went. I had seen her earlier at track practice and coached her up a little. She was a sprinter and she long jumped. Everything had seemed fine, and she had hugged me and laughed at one of my corny jokes. She wasn't fine then, and neither was her mother. They had both obviously been crying for a while. The side of Joselyn's face was swollen and red and their eyes were red and puffy.
"God, Jos, what the hell? Are you okay?" I hurried over to hug them. They were both crying so hard they couldn't talk. I led them into my office and shut the door. I sat them down on the loveseat in there and got them a Gatorade. I handed them a box of tissue and rolled my desk chair over in front of them.
"Jos, what happened to your face?" I asked her.
"Ruben hit me," she sobbed.
"Jesus Christ! What happened? Were you arguing?"
"I got a call from the mortgage company today," she cried harder. "They told me we're seven months behind on the mortgage and they are going to foreclose on us. I called the bank and we're broke. Our IRA is gone, our savings is gone and we have two hundred dollars in the bank from my last paycheck. Our credit cards are maxed out and we owe a lot of money. I asked Ruben about it and he told me he's been gambling again. I got mad and started yelling at him. He's lost everything we had! I yelled at him and asked him how he could do this to Steph and me and he hit me. He slapped me so hard I fell down and hit my head on the refrigerator. It kind of knocked me out for a minute and when I woke up he was gone."
"Damn, Jos, what do you want me to do? You want me to beat the shit out of him?"
"No, I know he's your brother, Salinger. I know you love him. This isn't the first time he's hit me."
"I want you to beat the shit out of him," Stephanie spoke for the first time. "I don't care if he's your brother; he's an asshole. He's mean to us all the time. He calls us 'nigger bitches' all the time when no one can hear him."
"Holy Christ," I said. "I had no idea, girls. I can beat the shit out of him, you know."
"Yes, I know how strong you are, Sal," Jos said. "I want you to do something else for us, though."
"You know I'd do anything for you," I told them. "What do you want me to do?"
"I want you to come home with us and stay there while we pack our stuff. I've had enough, Sal. I'm not going to take it anymore. I'm afraid of him. I'm afraid he'll be there. Can we come and stay with you? It will only be for a little while. You know I work hard, and as soon as I get a couple of paychecks we'll look for our own place."
"Yeah, if you can stand to have two nigger bitches stay with you," Steph said bitterly.
I rolled my chair over in front of her and cupped her cheeks in my hands. I made her look at me and her huge green eyes were full of tears.
"I'm not him," I told her. "If I ever hear you talk like that again I'm going to run your ass off in practice. I love you Steph. I've loved you since you were a baby. I've never done anything but love you and I don't deserve that from you."
She sobbed miserably and threw herself on me. My chair almost turned over and I flailed around for a minute. I pulled her onto my lap when I got my balance and held her as she shook with sobs.
"I'm so sorry, Uncle Sal," she sobbed. "I love you, too. I've loved you since I was a baby, too. I'm just so wretched and miserable. I'm so sorry I said that."
"It's okay, baby; I understand. Just remember, I'm not him. He may be my brother, but that doesn't mean I'm like him. I never wanted your mother to marry him. I'd never say anything like that to you. I'd never even think it. I love you because you're my niece and you're who you are. I know being black in an all-white school is hard. I've seen you struggle with that and it breaks my heart. Hell, being a teenager is hard enough." I held her and she slowly calmed down.
"I'm not saying I told you so, Jos," I told her. "I did try to tell you. He always thought you were some kind of trophy he bagged because he got in a black girl's pants. He's a sick fuck. Let's forget about him. Let's go get your stuff. Of course you can stay with me, forever if you want. Let's take my truck and we can get everything you want."
Their car was parked by mine and they got their stuff. Steph had her backpack from school and Jos had her purse. We drove to their house and his car was in the driveway.
"Ignore anything he says to you," I told them. "I'll take care of him. You just get your stuff and put it in the truck. Tell me if you need help with anything."
I went in first. He was sitting on the couch watching TV and drinking some redneck beer. He looked up when he heard me. He was obviously drunk.
"So, the nigger bitches went crying to little brother," he sneered. "Get me another beer, bitch," he said to Jos.
"Shut the fuck up," I told him quietly. "You don't know how bad I want to kick your ass right now. You say one more word to either of them and I'm going to fuck you up."
He got up and bowed up at me. "Yeah, who's going to help you? You think I'm afraid of you? I kicked your ass when we were kids and I still can."
"Go get your stuff, girls," I told them. They didn't move. I could see Jos was very frightened and Steph had an almost eager look on her face.
"Yeah, that's right; these bitches are mine," he sneered. "They do what I say."
"Not anymore," I told him quietly. "I think you should sit down now."
He walked toward me and I could tell he was going to take a swing. He used to be a pretty tough guy, but not anymore. He was just fat and pathetic. He was drunk and slow. I caught his arm easily and punched him in the gut as hard as I could. I bench 360 pounds and I thought I was going to break his backbone. He collapsed to his knees and I bitch slapped him. I grabbed his hair and slapped him three more times.
"You like that?" I yelled in his face. "Who's the bitch now, bitch?" I slapped him four more times and pushed him over on the floor. He puked all over himself and I stepped away from the mess.
"Show's over, girls," I told them. "Go get your stuff."
They were frozen in place. "Go!" I said a little louder.
They started, and Steph climbed the stairs to her room while Jos got suitcases out of the hall closet. They made trip after trip out to my truck. I helped them carry the heavy stuff and in an hour they were ready. Ruben lay on the floor the whole time, sobbing drunkenly. I walked over to him before we left and knelt down. The stench was horrible. He had pissed himself.
"If you ever bother those girls again I'm going to find you and fuck you up bad," I told him. "If they so much as tell me that they've seen you I'm going to fuck you up. I think you should leave town. If I see you in the street or at the store, I'm going to come back here and fuck you up."
The girls were standing at the door listening and they took my arms in their little hands as we walked to the truck. They didn't say a word until we were almost at my house. Steph was sitting beside me and she was holding my arm with her cheek lying against my shoulder. I petted her mop of curly hair and she rubbed her cheek against me.
"I'm sorry you had to see that, girls," I told them. "I tried to get you to leave. Are you okay?"
Jos nodded and Steph said she was okay. "Jesus, Uncle Sal; you did beat the shit out of him!"
"I hate men that hit women," I told them. "We weren't raised that way. I don't know what went wrong with him. He thinks because he's a cop he can get away with anything. He's had a lot of excessive force charges filed against him. He hit your aunt Beth once when we were all kids. She was thirteen and I was fourteen. That was the last time we fought. He kicked my ass but I hurt him bad enough so that he didn't do it again. Let's forget about him. Did you girls have anything to eat?"
They hadn't and we had pizza delivered. By the time we got their stuff carried in, the pizza came. They sat on either side of me on the sofa and we ate. We talked about what they were going to do for a while.
"I know you don't want two girls living with you," Jos said. "I promise we'll be out of your hair as soon as we can."
That hurt my feelings. "Who told you I don't want two girls living with me?" I asked her. "I don't want you out of my hair. So my brother is an asshole. I love you girls and I don't want you out of my life. My God, it would be like somebody tore a hole out of my heart. Maybe you should ask me before you decide what I want."
She looked up at me and her big brown eyes were full of tears. "I'm sorry, Sal. I didn't think... I thought you... wouldn't want us." She broke down and sobbed.
"Am I insane?" I asked her. "Who would want the two most beautiful and sweetest girls they ever met to 'get out of their hair?' I want you here as long as you want to be here. You're my family, for God's sake. That means something to me."
She looked back up at me with those red, swollen eyes, her beautiful face bruised where he had slapped her. "God, I love you, Sal," she said. "Why didn't I marry you?"
"I've always wondered that myself," I laughed. "I don't think you should go to work tomorrow, Jos. Why don't we all take a day off and get things settled?"
Steph was all in favor of not going to school. "Will you make me run for missing track practice?" she asked.
I laughed again. "No, since your coach is missing, too, I think I'll let you slide. Let's go to bed, girls. The sun is going to shine again tomorrow, I promise."
I took them to their bedrooms and hugged them goodnight. I showered and I heard their showers running. I went to bed and it took me a long time to sleep. I don't know how long I slept when I heard a soft tapping on my door. I got up and Jos was standing there when I opened it.
"Sal, I'm lonely," she said. "I'm scared and sad and I can't sleep. My life just blew up today and I'm so miserable."
"Do you want to stay with me?" I asked her.
She nodded, sobbing a little. I took her hand and led her to the bed. I pulled the covers back and she climbed in. I covered her up and went around and got in. She lay there on her back for a minute and I could feel the bed shake with her crying. She was breaking my heart and I couldn't stand it anymore. I rolled onto my side and pulled her over against me. I rolled onto my back again and held her, lying half on top of me. She shook for a while and I could feel her tears, wet on my chest as I petted her hair, marveling at the texture of her curls.
"I'm sorry, Salinger," she said. "I know you don't want a weepy girl in your bed."
"It's okay, Jos," I told her. "I know it seems like everything is a mess. I know this isn't how you planned your life going. It's going to be okay. You're going to start over right now. It's going to be hard, but I'm going to help you. Steph will help you, too. You've got people that love you and you aren't alone. I know you were an orphan, Jos, but you've got family now. Just give it a chance and you'll see what a difference that makes."
She pushed herself up, her dark eyes searching my face. "Do you really love me, Salinger?" she asked.
"Yes, I do. We were friends before you even met Ruben, Jos. I loved you before you married him. I still do."
"Show me," she said.
"What do you mean?" I asked her.
She scooted up and kissed my lips; her full luscious mouth alive on mine. "Make love to me," she whispered.
My cock was erect and rock hard in seconds. I wanted to make love to her, but this was the wrong thing to do. I kissed her again and she was all warm woman against me. When she broke the kiss I pulled her firmly down.
"No, Jos; I'm not going to do that now. You would hate me in the morning and I'd hate myself. You're emotional and in no shape to make a decision like that. Ask me again in a week, but I'm just going to hold you now."
"I knew it," she said bitterly. "You don't want me. You used to want me, Sal. I could tell when we were in college. What's wrong with me now? Is it because I've been with Ruben?"
I took her hand and placed in on my cock. "Does that feel like I don't want you?" I asked her. I pulled her hand back up and kissed it. "I would love to fuck you until you can't walk, Jos. I always wanted to do that and I still do. You're a little broken now and it would be wrong of me to take advantage of you while you're so messed up. Like I said, ask me again in a week and see what happens."
She lifted up again and kissed me. "You're the sweetest man I know," she said. "I'm sorry I said that. I just feel cheap and dirty. I didn't think you would want me. I'm sorry, Sal. I am going to ask you again in a week."
We held each other for a while and heard creaking in the hall. Steph was up and moving around. She knocked on the door. "Can I come in," she asked.
"Yes, baby, we're in here," I called.
She opened the door and slipped in. "I was looking for you, Mom. I was lonely and sad and scared. I guess you felt the same way. You aren't... doing it or anything, are you?"
Jos laughed. "No, baby. To tell you the truth, I wanted to, but your Uncle is too much of a gentleman to take advantage of a broken girl. Do you want to get in with us?"
Steph just slipped under the covers and joined her mother lying across me. This was going to be torture. I had two of the most beautiful girls I've ever seen in bed with me. They were both half naked and they smelled and felt so good that my erection was never going to go down.
Steph put her leg over me and her thigh rested on my cock. I groaned. "You girls are going to kill me."
She giggled. "He's hard, Mom. Did you do that?"
"Yes, I'm sorry, Salinger. That wasn't nice. Are you going to be okay?"
"Of course he's not, Mom," Steph said. "He's going to have blue balls."
"What should we do about that?" Jos asked her.
"We could make him come," Steph answered.
"Hey, I can hear you," I said. "I'm right here."
"Let me make you come," Steph said. "I've done it to a couple of boys before. It's olay, I like it."
"Jesus, Jos," I said. "Why haven't you been watching her better?"
"I like it, too," Jos said. "What was I supposed to do, tie her up? Can we, Sal? I promise it won't be anything else."
Steph didn't wait for an answer. She just reached down and pulled my cock out through the fly of my boxers. I felt Jos's hand join hers and they giggled.
"Damn, Sal," Jos said. "You could hurt someone with this. I guess what they say about white men isn't true!"
"No, I can jump," I told them.
They laughed hysterically. The tension was broken and I just had to get a feel of these girls. I slid my hand inside Jos's pajama top. Her breast was one of the wonders of the world. It was full, big and firm. I could feel a hard nipple on the peak. It wasn't long, but it was fat and sexy as hell. I pinched it and she shivered. Steph had on a tight undershirt and I slid my hand up under it and over one of those titties I had admired so many times in her skimpy little track outfit. It wasn't as big as Jos's, but it was still quite a handful. On her slender frame it felt huge. She had puffy areolas and her nipple was a hard little peak on top. Her shudder was nearly identical to her mother's when I rolled that sweet little nipple. I played with them while they played a lot more seriously with my cock. I warned them before I came and Jos quickly moved down to envelope my cock in her mouth as I came as hard as I ever have in my life. She choked a little but she hung in there like a champ as Steph pumped my shaft into her mother's mouth.
When it was over, Jos moved back up, cleaning her lips with a finger and licking them clean.
"Oh, my God, girls," I was finally able to talk. "Damn you're amazing. Have you two been practicing? I can't believe you took all that Jos!"
"We didn't want a mess to clean up," she grinned. "I've been practicing for years, you Steph?"
"No, that was my third time," she said. "Next time I'll be better. I want to suck him next time, though."
My heart was going pitter-patter. There was going to be a next time! I knew there was going to be a long, difficult talk tomorrow, but right now I was the happiest man on earth. I pulled my two princesses close and we all drifted into dreamland.
When I woke up I was buried under a little mound of brown girls. Two sleeping little angels were still wrapped in my arms. I couldn't feel them because my arms were asleep. I shifted them around a little and they made little protesting sounds and snuggled back in. Life came back to my arms and I pushed the covers down a little so I could look at them. Jos's pajamas were still open and Steph's top was still up. I could see one breast on each girl.
The contrast in black and white looked amazing. Jos wasn't dark complected for a black woman by any means. Her skin was a beautiful dark honey color and her areola was a shade darker. Her fat little nipple was a milk chocolate and I wanted badly to kiss it. Steph was lighter still, just a smooth caramel color. Her areola was nearly invisible. It had just a tint of pink to it but it was a little thicker than the surrounding skin, capped by a cute little nipple of the same color. Her areola and nipple formed a little cone on the tip of breast and just begged to be sucked. I had seen them hard under sports bras before and she was a conversation killer when she walked into a room. They wore their hair in a similar way, bunches of loose curls forming mops on top. Steph wore hers short on the sides so the mop was just on top while Jos had longer sides. I looked at those sleeping faces. They were stunning girls. High cheek bones, slightly hollow cheeks, a strong jawline and aquiline noses made them in the top ten most beautiful women I had ever seen. Their almond shaped eyes tilted up at the outside corners giving them an extremely exotic look. I couldn't believe there were in my bed. I didn't know where this was going but I liked the ride so far.
I eased out from between them and they clutched at me. They looked up at me with sleepy eyes.
"Come back to bed," Jos told me.
"I need to pee," I told them. "I'll fix breakfast and bring it in."
They cuddled up to one another and went back to sleep. I made biscuits and scrambled eggs with sausage patties. I thought about making gravy, but decided it was too messy to eat in bed. I buttered the biscuits and put honey on them. A search turned up a big tray and I poured three tall glasses of milk.
"Wake up, cuties," I said when I carried the tray in. They stretched like big sexy kittens and we put the milk on the bedside tables. They scooted apart and I climbed up between them while Steph held the tray. We fed each other and they got honey on their chins. I licked them clean and they giggled and squirmed. The milk disappeared and Jos put the tray down by her side of the bed.
I cuddled them up and it was time for that talk. I didn't know quite where to begin. I collected my thoughts for a minute. It felt like they were holding their breath, waiting for some bad news. I didn't have any bad news, just a lot of confusion.
"Jos," I began, "I don't know exactly what to ask first. What you two girls got up to last night was very... unusual. You didn't seem to mind Steph being in bed with us and doing sexual things with me. Was that just a onetime thing, or are you really that relaxed about it? Steph, same question for you? What are we doing, exactly? I'll ask more questions later. Who wants to go first?"
"My answer depends on Mom," Steph said. "I'll let her go."



"Well, it just felt right last night," Jos said. "No, I'm usually not that relaxed. I just knew that Steph has been in love with her Uncle Sal for a few years. I think she's old enough to know her own mind. I don't know about it being a onetime thing. That's up to her. I intend to spend every night here in this bed for a long time; maybe forever if you let me. You said you'd let us stay, Salinger. If Steph wants to be here with us, I'm okay with that. You said if I asked you to make love to me in a week, you'd do it. I intend to do exactly that. You're the man I always wanted, Salinger. I know that now. Steph may feel the same way. I'm pretty sure she's a virgin. If she wants to make love with us, that's good with me. She deserves to be happy after the shitty life I've given her so far." She cried a little when she said that.
"It's not your fault, Mom," Steph patted her shoulder. "I can answer now. I want to be with you, too, Uncle Sal. I've been in love with you for two years. I've tried to let you know. I hang out with you all the time. I try to make you proud of me in track. I hug around on you all the time and rub my boobs on you. You never seem to notice me."
"Oh, I notice you all right," I told her. "What do you want me to do? Walk around at track practice with a hard on all the time? I have to make myself not stare. Now, you can just keep it in the house. You can rub your boobs on me any time, just do it here. I promise I'll notice."
"Okay," she giggled. "I am a virgin. I'm only eighteen. I want to learn about sex stuff. I want to be here in this bed, too. There's no doubt in my mind that I want it to be forever. I always have. When I spend the night here it's all I can do not to come in get in bed with you."
"Well, that clarifies things some," I thought for a minute. "We'll just see what happens. Jos, I think you should divorce Ruben. As long as you're married, his debts are your debts. There's no doubt that you're not going to start getting out of this mess until you get rid of him. You're probably going to struggle for a while, financially, until you get your debts paid."
"I should have done it years ago," she said bitterly. "I'm weak, I know that. I'm going to change, though. He made me feel worthless and inferior. I've always felt like that, I guess. I mean, my parents didn't want me. They abandoned me. You're the only person that ever liked me just because you liked me, Sal."
"You're not worthless, Jos," I told her. "You're a gorgeous woman. Any man in the world would give his left nut to be with you. I know I would. Ruben is a small, mean person. You're smart; you have a college degree, a good job, a beautiful daughter and a man who thinks you're very special. I know it's going to be tough to start over at our age, but that's what you're going to have to do. You're thirty-six and that's still young. Hell, my mom was thirty five when Beth was born. You're an attorney for God's sake. You've supported Ruben's deadbeat ass for years. It all starts with you getting rid of him. You know lots of lawyers. Don't let him have any rights to have anything to do with Stephanie. You can do this."
"I'll start tomorrow," she promised. "I'll get a restraining order against him. We're victims of domestic abuse and I know I'm in a strong position."
We talked for hours and got everything sorted out. We eventually got up and got dressed. Neither girl had much in the way of clothes and personal things. I knew Jos made good money, but Ruben had kept them broke for years. I was actually very well off. I didn't make that much teaching. Coaching pays better, especially if you're me. I had winning programs. We'd won our conference five out of the seven years I'd been at the school, and we won state twice in football. Our track program was the best in our state and the school was grateful. They matched any offers I got from bigger schools, and even colleges. My parents had owned 6000 acres of prime farmland and they left it all to Beth and me. I was no farmer, but Beth and her husband were, and they bought me out a few years before. I wasn't as wealthy as some people, but I was well off. I taught and coached because I liked it, not because I needed to. To make a long story short, I was in a position to help my girls. I took them shopping.
They were like kids in a candy store. I left them in a department store trying on clothes and drove across the street to an electronics store. I knew Steph needed a computer. The school provided one but they sucked. Half the time they couldn't get on the network. I got her a new iBook. I got her a new iPad too. I had seen her on the bus sharing an earphone with other girls on the way to track meets. I wanted her to have her own and I got her a good set of those Beats headphones all the kids love. I got Jos the new iPhone and I bought them a card for the app store.
When I rejoined them, they had all kinds of things to show me. They held up clothes for my approval and insisted on modeling a bunch of them for me. I enjoyed the fashion show. God they were sexy! Some of Steph's choices were pushing the line and I absolutely forbade her to wear a couple of things outside the house. She laughed and told me I was old, but she never pouted or sulked. We went to a dozen different stores and then back to a couple that we had already visited to get the stuff we had already looked at. It was exhausting for me and exhilarating for them. I remembered why I wasn't married.
By the time we got home, I was ready to veg out on the sofa and watch a game. We stopped by and got their car and they went grocery shopping while I went home and got comfortable. I drank a good lager and relaxed. My team was getting their asses handed to them and I fell asleep. When I woke up two girls were tiptoeing around the kitchen, talking in whispers and putting groceries away. They saw I was awake and Steph came and climbed on my lap. Jos brought me another beer and they sat with me for a minute.
"Uncle Sal," Steph began, "we want to thank you for being so nice to us. Mom and I have decided we're going to make sure you like having us here. We're going to take care of you like you've never been taken care of before. We'll cook and clean and do anything you want us to do."
"Whoa, whoa," I told them. "That's not how it's going to be. I appreciate all of that, but I like to cook. I don't need maids, I need buddies. We'll share all that stuff. I like having you here. If you just act like this is home, that's all I want. If you feel like doing something, that's fine, but you don't owe me. I like making you happy. I like just looking at you. Can we be buddies?"
Steph looked up at me. "Fuck buddies?" she asked.
That cracked me up and I tickled them mercilessly. They squealed and fought until I gathered them into my arms and squeezed the breath out of them. They were amazing! They got up and went to cook dinner. It was amazing, too. These girls knew how to cook! I was better, but I didn't do it every day. I ate out a lot or just nuked something, and this was going to be a welcome change. We ate at the table, and that was a change too. I had rarely used my dining room. I usually just ate in front of the TV. I argued with them about washing dishes. They insisted they were going to do them and I insisted that they weren't.
"You cooked, I wash; that's the rule. I cook, you wash. That's the way it's going to be."
I shooed them out and they disappeared into their rooms. I had half a chocolate sheet cake in the fridge and I cut pieces and put one candle on them. I took them to the coffee table and lit them. When I called, they came in and I gave them their presents.
"What's going on?" Steph asked. "Neither one of us has had a birthday."
"This is the first day you've lived with me," I told them. "We're celebrating."
I opened a bottle of wine and poured us a glass. We ate our cake and they tore the paper off their gifts. Steph squealed when she saw her new computer. She plugged it in to charge and opened her iPad. The same reaction ensued and when she saw her headphones she came and sat on my lap. Her lips pressed against mine and she kissed me deeply. This wasn't a little girl, uncle/niece kiss. It was a woman/man kiss, and it went on and on. Her cheeks were flushed when she pulled away.
"Thank you, Uncle Sal. I love you. Not for getting me this stuff. I love it, but I love you because you're the kind of man that thinks about things like this. I'm going to thank you better later."
Jos loved her new phone. She wasn't quite as demonstrative as Steph, she just laid her head against my chest and seemed like she was settling in for a long haul. The swelling on her face was going down and I suspected it would be gone the next day. We watched TV for a while, Steph curled up on my lap and Jos stayed snuggled up against my side. Steph started to yawn and it was infectious. I picked her up and set her on her feet. When I got up they got up, too.
"It's been a long, good day," I told them. "We've all got things to do tomorrow. Steph and I have a track meet tomorrow evening. Jos has papers to file and people to talk to. I think we should go to bed and get rested up."
They were favorable to that idea, and we all went to our bedrooms and showered. I climbed in bed and I hadn't been there ten minutes before Steph came in and got in bed with me. Before I could say anything, Jos came in and climbed in on the other side of me. They cuddled up to me and I could feel their hands starting to roam.
"Sleep, girls," I told them. "You can sleep with me if you behave yourselves. Otherwise, this is my bed and I allow only sleeping here tonight."
"No snuggling?" Steph asked.
"Okay, snuggling, but no sexy stuff," I relented.
I was soon the white Oreo icing between two brown girls. I put an arm around each of them and squeezed them tight. I rolled to face Steph and she turned her back to me and we spooned up. Jos did the same thing to me and we drifted into dreamland.
Steph rode to school with me the next morning and Jos went back to work. She was a corporate attorney for a big law firm, and I knew she would be able to find the right people to get her divorce started. She had an appointment with a judge for a restraining order, and I knew it was going to be a tough day. I texted her twice during the day and sent her my love and support. Steph had my conditioning class third hour, and she seemed to be doing fine. She hugged me when she came in and when she left, and there wasn't any of her usual flirting. She didn't rub her boobs on me and that was disappointing and a relief at the same time. We rode the bus to the track meet and she sat with me. That wasn't unusual, and no one thought it was odd for her to sit with me. Her new iPad was charged and she had put her music library on it. She listened to her new headphones and leaned up against me. I think she fell asleep for a while. When the bus stopped she looked up at me and made a kissy face.
She won the open 100 and our 4x400 relay team placed first. She ran the anchor leg and she blew the other teams away. She took second in the long jump and Jos came and watched. We rode home with her. She needed gas and she didn't have any money. I cursed myself for not giving them any money.
"I'm sorry, girls. I'm new to this. If you need something, you have to ask me. I gave each of them five hundred dollars when we got home. "If you get below two hundred you ask me for more," I told them. I cooked dinner and they washed the dishes and cleaned up. Jos had got the restraining order against Ruben. She said he showed up drunk and tried to make trouble. He didn't want the order but the judge asked him if he intended to beat her up. He denied any such intention, and the judge said if that were true he should have no problem with the order. That shut him up and when she left the courthouse he was gone. We never saw him again. Beth told us he had moved to Nevada.
Jos had filed for divorce and they told her it would probably take sixty days. She looked happier than I had seen her for years. Her face was back to its usual beauty and things looked like they were going well. When we went to bed the routine of the night before was identical except when Steph came in she had on only panties. Her gorgeous little teenage tits were on full display and she looked good enough to eat. When I asked her what she was doing, she shrugged and said she usually slept naked. She had left her panties on so she wouldn't embarrass me. While she was explaining, Jos came in. She immediately shed her pajamas as well. Now I was in bed not only with two unbelievably sexy girls, but two nearly naked incredibly sexy girls. This self-imposed moratorium wasn't going to last. There were boobs all over me when I went to sleep and when I woke up it was more of the same.
Stephanie was waiting for me when I got done with the pole vault the next evening. She wanted me to help her with her steps for long jump and we worked for half an hour. Joselyn was going to be late getting home. She had a business dinner to go to, so Steph and I were on our own. We showered and changed at school and I took her out to eat. I got quite a few looks at the restaurant. Steph was as vivacious and animated as she usually was, and I could tell the men were envious and the women jealous. Then, they may have wondered what this interracial couple was up to with the man obviously older than the girl he was with. She was obviously my girlfriend. She hung on my arm and kissed me several times at dinner. I could tell she wasn't wearing a bra when her nipples got hard eating a cold dessert. She rubbed them against me on the way out and it was driving me crazy. I had planned to take her to a movie, but she wanted to rent one and watch it at home.
It was horrible. It was one of those awful star crossed teenaged lover's things that all the girls seem to love; something about a mile, but I hardly paid attention. My attention was on the little brown girl curled up against me on the sofa. She laughed and cried and wiggled against me until I was extremely horny. My cock was making an embarrassing tent in my shorts and she glanced at it from time to time. As the movie was winding down, she peeked at it again and her hot little hand slid up the leg of my shorts and she squeezed me. She held me in her hand the rest of the movie and I could see that her nipples were erect under the thin top she had on. She was crying when the movie came to its predictable maudlin ending, and she climbed up on my lap, straddling me.
"I loved that movie, Uncle Sal," she cuddled into my chest. "Thanks for watching it with me. I know you probably hated it."
"It was wretched," I told her. "I could feel my IQ declining every minute we watched it. I love you, though, and if you want to watch stuff like that, I'll do it with you. I'm probably going to spend more time watching you though."
"I know. I could feel you watching me. It made me feel sexy. I'm going to play with you now."
I had no objection to that idea and she sat up and pulled her top over her head. All that sexy came out and she took my shirt off, too, so she could rub it against me. Her hand was back inside my shorts and she stroked me energetically. She made a little frustrated sound and stood up. She pulled her shorts and panties down and slid my shorts and underwear off, too. She sat back down on my lap, straddling my legs with hers and I feasted my eyes. This was a very special girl. She was perfectly built, slender, firm and muscular at the same time. Her skin was a marvel and she was as bare as a baby. I couldn't even feel stubble as I stroked where her pubic hair should have been. Her little pussy had dusky lips and a dusky little clit, fading to a light pink inside and it was very wet.
She rubbed it against my cock and I could feel how slippery she was. "God, I'm horny," she said. She raised up a little and the head of my cock slid down to nestle at her opening. She sank down a little and the head popped in. I knew she was a virgin, but she had no barrier there. It was very tight but nothing to tear or cause any additional pain.
"I'm going to fuck you," she told me.
"You won't get pregnant, will you?"
"No, I take birth control. That does sound exciting though. Maybe when I'm through with school and have a little bit of a career going."
That blew my mind. She had plans for me! The thought of knocking this little angel up nearly made me cum. I held her tight and didn't let her move until I had control of myself. I was going to make this something for her to remember or die trying.
She slid down a little more and she began to pant. "Jesus, you have a big cock. I'm going to do it though."
I didn't have a foot long dick, but she made me feel like I did. She was so tight and so hot and so wet that it felt like I was being swallowed up by a vat of hot slippery liquid rubber. She squeezed me with her inner muscles and it was almost painful. By the time she had taken as much as she could, she was panting like she and run a mile.
"Don't move for a minute," she gasped. "Let me get used to it."
"Do you want to stop?" I asked.
"No! It's starting to feel really nice. Don't you dare stop!"
I bounced her a little and she moaned. When I stopped moving she started and the friction was intense. I felt like I was turning her inside out every time she rose up and things weren't moving around much. I wanted to just pound away at her, but she wasn't ready for that. She was very flexible and she lay with her breasts crushed against my chest and just pumped her hips. She started to loosen up after about five minutes and things got a lot better. I gradually slid down until my hips were just off the edge of the sofa and I could move freely. Her knees were on the edge and she rose up a little, giving me room to move.
I picked up the pace and she began to tremble a little as her excitement mounted. I began to pump her little pussy, giving her long, deep strokes and the trembling in her thighs grew more pronounced. She began to move some, and she mistimed it a little a couple of times, causing me to slip out. She moaned in frustration each time and quickly moved to get me back inside.
"Just let me do it, Steph," I told her. I held her hips, that luscious curve under my hands and gave her everything she could take. She went off like a rocket and I wasn't far behind. The tendons on her neck became prominent and she gave a little shriek as she went over the top. She groaned and shuddered, jerking spasmodically as waves of pleasure swept over her. When she felt me come she exploded again and writhed in ecstasy as she kept coming for a long time.
She collapsed on me and I noticed a movement out of the corner of my eye. Joselyn was standing there watching us with her hand in her pants and the fly open.
"Hey, Jos," I said.
"You rat," she exclaimed.
I thought she was mad about me fucking her daughter, and I started stammering around.
"Shut up!" she said. "I can't believe you started without me!"
Steph giggled up at her. "I'm sorry, Mom, I was just too horny to wait. God it was good! That was way better than rubbing myself off! Do you think he can do it again? You've got to try this!"
"I think we can inspire him," Jos laughed. She stripped off her pants and blouse and did a little strip tease with her bra and panties. When those big, beautiful breasts tumbled out, Steph gave a little squeal.
"I can feel him getting hard, Mom."
"Well, get off him so I can see," Jos told her.
My cock withdrew with a squelching sound as she rose up and she spun around and engulfed me in her hot little mouth. She bobbed a dozen times and I was like new.
"I think he's ready, Mom," she said.
"Well, I'm not," Jos said. "I want to play a little first."



"With me or him?" Steph asked her.
"Both of you," Jos said.
She strolled over and I pulled her down on my lap for a kiss. Her lips were full and juicy and she tasted like wine.
"Have you been drinking?" I asked her.
"A little," she giggled. "I had two glasses of wine at dinner."
"Let's go to bed," I told them. "My back is killing me. This little girl wore it out."
Jos stood up, they pulled me to my feet and we went to the bedroom, a gorgeous little brown girl under each arm. Jos got her chance to play and the sight of them together was enough to wake the dead. Jos and I went slow and sweet and she came a dozen times. I wasn't going to come anytime soon and when she rolled off me Steph wanted more.
I rolled her onto her stomach and mounted her. Those hard round cheeks against my groin beat a happy tattoo and the feel and sight of her was so erotic that I pounded her little butt into the bed. She screamed when she came, and she came a bunch of times before I gave her her second load of the night. We showered and I licked them both to another orgasm before we all collapsed exhausted in the bed. I slept like a baby and it was nine when I heard someone knocking on the front door.
I pulled on some shorts and when I looked out the peephole there were two men in suits and dark glasses on my porch.
"What do you want?" I called.
"We're looking for Joselyn Emmerson," one of them answered.
"What do you want her for?" I asked.
"We need to talk to her about some debts," he said.
"What kind of debts."
"Gambling debts," he said.
"She doesn't gamble. You need to talk to her husband," I told them.
"We already did. Listen, this can go easy or hard," he said.
That made me mad. I picked up the 12 gauge beside the door and opened it, letting them see the inside of the barrel.
"Whoa, buddy! We aren't here to be violent," they raised their hands.
"'Easy or hard' sounded like a threat to me," I told him.
"We just want to talk to her," he said.
"Okay, take off your jackets," I told them.
They were both carrying. I made them unbuckle the harnesses and slide them inside. I backed up and they came in. I put them on the sofa and walked to the bedroom door.
"Girls, get dressed and come in here," I called in.
They came out in robes after a minute and saw me with the shotgun. Their eyes went wide and they noticed the men on the sofa.
"What's going on, Uncle Sal?" Steph asked.
"These men want to talk to your mother about gambling debts," I said.
We walked over and stood in front of the fireplace. "Talk," I told them.
"Mrs. Emmerson, my name is James and this is Pete," one of them said. "We represent an organization that your husband owes money to. We need to collect that money."
"Collect it from him," she said.
"We tried. He doesn't have any money. He's very sorry about that."
"Did you kill him?"
"Dead men can't pay," he said. "We need to inspire him."
"I don't have any money either," she said. "You must know that."
"Yes, we do. There are other ways to pay."
"What do you mean?"
"You're a very good looking woman, Mrs. Emmerson. Beautiful, I'd say. You could work off your debt."
"You mean let you whore me out?"
"That would work. You could do some video work or escort work."
"Gentlemen," I interrupted, "if you want to die on my sofa, you're going about it the right way."
"Someone else will come," he said.
"Yes, but you'll be dead, so that won't matter to you. She's not going to do that. You'll have to kill us all and I won't wait for them to come. I'll find out who your boss is and I'll kill him. I'll die to kill him. You said dead men don't pay. I suggest you think creatively. If you mention that again, you won't have a chance to think ever again."
They thought for a minute. "She could work with you," Pete suggested. "You're a big dude and you're in good shape. You two are lovers anyway, looks like. The girl would be a big bonus."
"That's better," I told him. "Still not good enough. How much money does he owe?"
"Seventy five thousand," James said.
"What if I paid the money?" I asked.
"That would take care of the debt," he said. "There's a small problem though. We need to send a message. He needs to get it loud and clear. We can't have people thinking they can welch on debts. It encourages other people to think they can do it."
"Let me think about it," I told him. I paced and their eyes followed me. "Any idea's, Joss, Steph?"
"I have one," Steph said.
"Hold on a minute," Jos said. "There's no way I'm going to let anyone film us. We're not going to try to live with that."
"My idea doesn't involve that," Steph said.
"Let the girl talk," James said.
"My name is Stephanie," she said, "not 'girl.' I'm a person, not a thing."
"Okay, Stephanie, what's your idea?' he said.
"I think you should go pick Dad up and take him to the place you were going to video us. We'll be there, tied up or something. Uncle Sal will be there, too. He can have a mask on or something. We'll pretend he's raping us. No cameras; just tie him up and make him watch. Would that send a message? Will you leave us alone then?"
"I'll have to run it by the boss," he said.
"Do that," I told him.
"You mean, right now?"
"Yes, if he doesn't say yes I'm going to kill both of you right now and start looking for him."
"You mean that, don't you?" Pete asked.
"Absolutely! I'm going to take you down to the basement, cash out everything I have, send the girls on the run and make war."
James carefully reached into his pocket and got out his phone. He outlined the plan and they discussed it for a minute.
"You got seventy five thousand dollars?" he asked.
I showed him my last mutual fund statement. "I'll cash it out Monday," I said.
"He's got the money. We'll get it Monday," he said. "Yes, I trust him. He'll do what he says. Okay, we'll be back in an hour."
"When do you want to do the scam," he asked me.
"Next Saturday," I told him. "This all goes away, right?"
"Yes, I swear. Pete?"
"I like you, Emmerson," Pete said. "You didn't panic, you stayed calm and we worked it out. We'll make sure it all goes off smooth and then goes away. You have my word."
"In that case, you gentlemen can let yourself out. Call me and tell me the details and we'll hold up our end of the deal."
"Can we pick up our pieces on the way out?" James asked.
"Yes. We'll see you Saturday."
They left, picking up their rigs next to the door. The girls burst out in tears and collapsed on the sofa, clinging to each other and sobbing. I went and moved them apart, sitting between them and holding them tightly.
"Why do we have to do this?" Steph sobbed. "This doesn't have anything to do with any of us."
"It has something to do with me and your Mother," I told her. "I should never let her marry him and she should have left him years ago."
"Yes, I know," Jos wailed. "I'm so stupid and so weak. I'm so sorry, baby. I'm sorry, Salinger. I never meant for any of this to happen."
"I know, it's going to be okay," I told her.
"Why do we have to pay," Steph objected. "That asshole is the one that should have to pay. We didn't do anything! We should go to the police!"
"No, we didn't do anything," I told her. "We can't go to the police. It's likely that a lot of them are on the payroll of the guy behind all this or someone else like him. They couldn't protect us, anyway. They can't watch us 24 hours a day. They might, or might not, catch them after we're dead or beaten half to death or raped for real. That's all. You don't understand these people, baby. They're utterly ruthless. If we don't settle this, we'll either have to kill them or they'll kill us."
"You worked hard for that money, Uncle Sal. You shouldn't have to pay for that asshole's stupidity."
"No, but if I don't, you will. Do you want to be the star of your own rape video?"
"No! I don't want to do any of this," she was nearly hysterical.
"Steph, do you love Salinger?" Jos asked her.
"Yes!"
"Do you love me, just a little?"
"I love you more than anything," she said.
"Do you trust us?"
"Yes. What does that have to do with anything?"
"We just fucked all night, all three of us. We're planning to do it again and again. This isn't anything we don't want to do. We'll make it like a fantasy, baby. I want to do this. First, because I want to fuck Sal. Second, I want to fuck Rueben over. How do you think he's going to feel about his wife and his daughter being raped in front of him?"
"He'll probably be glad!" she said.
"You don't understand men," her mother told her. "He may hate us, but no man wants to see his women taken by someone else. It's going to destroy him. He's going to be so humiliated and it's going to break him. I'm going to feel very good about that."
"Yes, me, too," Steph said. "I hadn't thought about it like that. Being tied up could be sort of fun. Only with Uncle Sal, though."
"Of course, only with him," Jos laughed. "Sal, do you think we could tie you up sometime?"
I laughed. "You can tie me up any time. Only if you promise to fuck me, though. No torture!"
"Aw, I was looking forward to giving you a cattle prod," Jos giggled. "This is going to work, guys. We can make it work. I think I'm going to cum a million times. Salinger, I don't want people watching. Just Reuben, not a bunch of mafia types."
"I'll make sure of that. I'm going armed, girls; and so should you," I told them.
"We don't have guns," Steph said.
"I have guns. Do you know how to shoot?"
"I do," Jos said, "but Stephanie doesn't. Reuben wouldn't let us shoot his guns."
"Well, I will, and we've got a week to practice. We'll go to the range every night. By next Saturday, you may not be experts, but you'll know how to aim and pull the trigger. Hopefully, there won't be any problems. These guys kind of make a living keeping their word. If they don't, no one will do business with them."
Jos was very upset about the 75,000 dollars and kept telling me she was going to pay me back. Stephanie agreed with her and they wanted to make all kinds of promises. I didn't want to hear it.
"Listen for a minute and stop talking," I told them. "You're my family. I don't know where this is all going, but both of you keep telling me that what we have here is permanent. If you really believe that, why are you going on like this? Everything I have is yours. It's just money. Yes, I worked for it or your grandparents did and it grates the hell out of my nerves to pay it for my dickwad brother. I'm not doing it for him. I'm doing it for you and so this will all go away. When this is gone, he's gone, and it's just Salinger, Joselyn and Stephanie. That makes me very, very happy when I think about it. I don't want to hear any more about the money! We're going to be alive and our legs won't be broken and you won't be raped. We'll deal with anything else. This is as good as it's going to get."
They settled down and we practiced our parts for the next week. Just those two incredibly sexy girls made me as hot as hell and the positions they got in and the idea that those two amazing women would just let me fuck them in any way I wanted to kept me as horny as a goat all week. I'd never had sex as many times in a week in my life. We rested Thursday and Friday for our show on Saturday.
James called on Thursday and came by to pick us up so we could see the arrangements he had made. Pete was at an abandoned warehouse they were using as a movie set when we arrived. I had made the money transfer on Monday as promised, and they were very polite to us. They had two padded and leather covered bench type things set up for the girls "rape." I told them we didn't want a bunch of spectators and they promised that it would be just Reuben and them.
I didn't sleep much Friday night and the girls were very clingy. I don't think either of them stopped reaching out to touch me all night. It seemed like they needed to be held and the little sleep I got was laying under two trembling girls. We got to the warehouse at ten, and I donned my mask. It was like an executioner's hood and it looked very scary. It was also very hot and uncomfortable. The girls stripped down to their underwear and I strapped them in. They looked so incredibly sexy, tight brown bodies glistening under the lights and blindfolds on their eyes. It was like a fantasy factory. They were very turned on and I could smell girl cum every time I got within a few feet of them.
James and Pete dragged a limp Reuben in and tied him to the wall. He had a sack over his head and when they pulled it off he had obviously been beaten. Served the bastard right. I hoped he enjoyed being used for a punching bag the way he'd used Jos and Steph.
We put on our show and I think it was convincing. He begged and wept, cursed and shouted and the girls screamed convincingly as I ripped away their underwear and fucked them. I came four times in them, twice for each and I "made" Steph suck me hard again and fucked Jos in the ass. I think that was a surprise for her, but I lubed her up good and she acted like she liked it. They dragged Rueben away and I turned the girls loose. James came back and shook hands with me and it was over. He showed me a shower room and we never saw or heard from them again. We showered together and Jos punched me in the gut really hard.
"I can't believe you fucked my ass like that," she accused me. "I never said anything about that!"
"Mom, stop it," Steph told her. "You obviously liked it. Would you do me sometime, Uncle Sal?"
"No, I didn't 'like' it," Jos said. "I didn't mind because it was Sal, but I would never 'like' it. It's painful and weird as hell! I would do it again if Sal wanted to, but only because he wanted to. You'll hate it, Steph!"
"Maybe so, but I want to try," she said.
"Maybe that's something we only want to do rarely then," I suggested. "I'm just as happy, maybe happier, with making love to two tight little pussies. I just thought it would be dramatic effect."
"Oh, it was dramatic, all right," Jos said. "By God, you better ask me before you do that again, Salinger!"
"I will," I promised. "Let's go home, girls."
Our debts were paid and fifteen years later I'm still a very happy man. I have the two most beautiful women in the world in my bed and in my life. Steph is pregnant with our second daughter and little Monica is two. Someday I'm going to have a hard time explaining to two little girls why Grandma sleeps with Mommy and Daddy, but life is good in the meantime.
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When the shit hits the fan there's rarely time to react rationally. There's no plan, no organization; everything just seems to be chaos. Blakely woke up to the sound of her front door breaking. The lights came on outside and her burglar alarm started going off. She was disoriented for a minute, but she did have a plan for that. She lived in a log home. It wasn't one of those fake log homes made out of slabs over a stick frame; this was a real log home. The walls were thick and strong, and she had a safe room. It doubled as her walk-in closet and she hurried there, locking the heavy door behind her. She dialed 911 and told the dispatcher that someone was breaking into her house. At the same time, she took her Ithaca Featherlight 12 gauge shotgun down off the rack on her wall. It was one of the few of her father's things she possessed. She worked the slide on the pump action and chambered a round of 00 buckshot. She loaded another shell, giving her five shots, got her 9 mm pistol and slapped in a clip. She set two more full clips on the table beside the comfortable chair in the closet, sat down, cradled her shotgun and waited for the police. She talked to the dispatcher on her cell phone and she heard noises in her bedroom.
Men's voices were talking heatedly outside her door. A heavy body crashed against it several times before they gave up. Several shots were fired and she supposed they were trying to shoot out the lock. She laughed. It was covered with case hardened steel. She heard a shout and several more shots were fired. There were no more noises in her bedroom, but she didn't come out. Her phone beeped, telling her she had an incoming call. She put the police dispatcher on hold and answered it. It was from her nearest neighbor. Blakely lived on a ten acre patch of woods and her closest neighbor was Brand McCalla. She saw his name on the caller ID and she wondered if he had heard the shots.
"Hello, Brand," she said.
"Jesus Christ, Blakely! What the hell is going on? I heard your alarm going off and I came over to check on you. I thought I heard gunshots and when I got there there were three men in your house. They shot at me, Blakely! They tried to kill me and they're chasing me!"
"Where are you?" she asked.
"I'm up on the cliff. I think I lost them but I'm going to climb somewhere they can't follow me."
"Good," she said. Brand was a climber and she knew he could get away. He had mentioned that he had climbed that face several times. "Get somewhere safe and when the police get here I'll send them to you. I'll explain everything when it's over. Come over after the police find you and I'll have a stiff drink and an explanation waiting for you."
She heard sirens in the distance and she switched back to the dispatcher. When the dispatcher told her the police were in the house she told him where she was. Soon there was a knock on the door and a female voice asked if she was okay and identified herself. Blakely pulled the rope to unlock the door and leveled the shotgun. The door swung slowly open and she saw the uniform. The officer raised her hands. "We really are the police, Miss Davidson."
Blakely laughed and put her shotgun back on the rack. "I'm very glad to see you," she said. "My neighbor is up on the cliff above my house. The intruders shot at him when he came to check on me and chased him. I'll call him and tell him you're coming."
Two officers started toward the cliff and Blakely led the woman back downstairs. She refused to answer any questions until she had poured two tumblers of good Scotch and took a seat in a chair. "Now I'm ready," she smiled at the woman.
"I'm Officer Donovan," the woman told her. "Do you know who broke into your house?"
"No, I went to my safe room as soon as I heard the door break," Blakely said. "I never saw anyone. All I know is that they are male. I heard their voices. There were three of them."
"Are you missing anything? Do you think they robbed you?" Donovan asked.
"I haven't had a chance to look, but I don't think they had time," Blakely said. "They weren't in the house more than five minutes before my neighbor interrupted them."
"Would you mind coming down to the station and making a report?"
"No, I'll do that, but not tonight. I'll do it tomorrow afternoon," Blakely said.
The two officers came back with Brand, and Blakely thanked them. When she went to the remains of her front door and held it, they took the hint and went outside.
"We'll check around outside but there's no sign of anyone. They're gone, Miss Davidson," one of the Officers told her. "Are you going to be okay?"
"Yes, I'll lock the storm door and I'll be fine. I'll be in tomorrow afternoon to make that statement."
She went back inside and Brand was sipping his scotch. "What the hell, Blakely?" he exploded. "Those bastards nearly got me! I heard bullets zipping around. Who were they?"
"I can't tell you that," she said. "It's related to my work."
"You work with homicidal maniacs?" He was incredulous.
"Yes, sometimes. You know I'm an attorney, Brand. I'm a criminal defense attorney. I know that's a contradiction in terms, but I sometimes defend unsavory characters."
"Why would someone want to kill their attorney?" he asked. "Hell, they even tried to kill your neighbor!"
"Maybe they don't like nosy neighbors," she smiled at him.
"Jesus, look at you," he exclaimed. "You're as cool as a cucumber! Has this happened to you before?"
"Not quite like this," she said. "No one has ever broken into my house. I've been shot at before."
"I don't think I even know you," he said. "When did my nice, quiet little cute neighbor turn into Rambo?"
"You don't know me very well," she said. "You've only lived here two weeks and we've only met twice."
"Will you go out with me tomorrow?" he asked.
It was Blakely's turn to be surprised. "Where did that come from, Brand?"
"I wanted to ask you the day you brought over the cupcakes and said welcome to the area because you were just so hot," he said. "Now, you're amazing, Blakely! I've got to get to know you better."
"Well, I can't go out with you tomorrow," she said. "We both need to go to the police station and make statements. I do have an idea though. Why don't I pick you up for lunch and we'll ride together to the police station. We'll chat and you can see if you want to actually ask me out and I can see if I actually want to go."
"That's perfect," Brand said. "What time do you want to go?"
"Let's talk about it in the morning," Blakely suggested. "I have another favor to ask you. Would you mind spending the night?"
His jaw dropped and she laughed. "I'm not asking you to have sex, Brand. I'm sort of creeped out by all this and I just want someone around. You can sleep down here in the bedroom and I'll sleep upstairs in mine. Would you do that for me?"
At this point if Blakely had asked for the moon, he would have figured out some way to get it for her. He went home and got things to spend the night. When he got back she had another scotch waiting for him, they talked for a while and went to bed. There wasn't much night left by that time, and Blakely slept until ten. Brand seemed to still be asleep, so she went down and knocked on his door. He mumbled that he was awake so she made coffee and went back upstairs to shower and dress. By the time she was finished, he was sitting at the kitchen bar and drinking coffee. She had muffins she had bought on the way home the evening before, and they each ate one.
Blakely showed him around the house and he was very impressed. She had what looked like a major communications center in her office. There were eight monitors, all with the capability of showing something different or slaved together, and her three computers were all state of the art. She even had an AS 400 running a serious database. Brand was a computer expert. He knew several computer languages and worked for a software giant as a software engineer. What Blakely had was some heavy duty computer horsepower.
"What do you use all this for?" he asked. "It seems like overkill for an attorney."
"I use it to get information," she said. "I'm not telling you everything about what I do, Brand. I'm never going to tell you everything about what I do. If you don't want to be friends with me because of that, I won't hold it against you."
"When did I say that?" he was a little startled by her answer. "Don't try to run me off, Blakely. I didn't say that."
"I'm sorry," she said. "I'm not used to having people in my house or asking me questions. It's time for us to leave if we want to eat lunch.
They got in her black Lincoln Navigator and drove to a deli. They had very good pastrami, and they both ate their sandwiches with a big pickle wedge. When they were through eating they drove to the police station and made statements. Neither got to hear what the other one said, and Brand was curious.
"What did you tell them?" he asked.
"I told them I never saw the men and I had no idea who would want to hurt me," she said. "What did you tell them?"
"I told them there were three of them, they were dressed in black, had masks on and I didn't know any more details because I was running like my ass was on fire," he said. "I tend to do that when people shoot at me."
Blakely laughed. "Well, I hope they catch someone," she said.
"Why do I have the feeling you know exactly what's going on?" he asked. "You know who did this, don't you?"
"Yes, I do. You're very perceptive, Brand."
"What are you going to do if they come back?" he asked.
"Those won't be coming back," she said.
"How do you know?" he wondered.
"I'm going to make a couple of phone calls. Someone will take care of them. They made a mistake and they'll be removed," she said.
"Removed? Is that a euphemism for killed?"
"No, it means removed," she said. "They were working for a competitor of my current client. They broke some very important unwritten rules, and if their employer doesn't discipline them they'll be ruined. I can't tell you any more than that, Brand. If that shocks you or you don't want to be around me anymore, I'll drop you at your house and we'll just be neighbors that wave when we see each other. Is that what you want?"
"Why do you keep doing that?" Brand asked.
"Doing what?"
"Why do you keep trying to push me away? Every time we start talking you hit this wall and tell me to get lost," he said, frowning.
She laughed. "I'm not telling you to get lost. I'm just giving you a way out. I know it seems like I'm being mysterious but I'm just telling you that there are things I won't tell you. Do you want out?"
"Hell no! I've never met anyone like you, Blakely. I mean, look at you. You're all little and cute and blonde. You look like someone's gorgeous little sister and you're all calm and serene and your front door is a wreck and you have bullet holes in your wall! Will you go out with me tomorrow?"
She laughed again. "You're very persistent, Brand. I'll give you props for that. No, I won't go out with you tomorrow. I need to get my house repaired and I have some work to do. I'll call you when I'm ready, okay?"
"If you don't call me by Friday afternoon I'm going to come over and camp out on your doorstep," he said.
He picked his stuff up from her house and she dropped him at his house. Brand had to go to work the next day, too, and he went to sleep with nothing but images of Blakely flashing before his eyes.
Blakely had lawyer-type things to do for the rest of the week, and she was very busy. She had a major trial coming up and she was running down witnesses. She didn't do that herself, but the detectives she hired were giving her a pretty clear picture of who she needed to depose and what had actually happened in the case. Her client was accused of assault on a police officer and a host of other charges that went along with that. Blakely believed that the assault had been the other way around, and she was intent on proving that.
She also had an out of town job to do and she didn't get home until late Friday afternoon. She showered and changed into comfortable clothes, deciding to work in her flowers in front of the house for the rest of the afternoon. She had forgotten all about calling Brand and was only reminded when she saw him walking through the woods toward her house.
"Hello, Brand," she said when he came up behind her. She was wearing a little flowered sundress and she looked up at him from where she was kneeling on a small rug. She had a smudge of dirt on her forehead and she pushed a strand of blonde hair behind her ear, leaving another smudge on her cheek with the cotton gloves she was wearing.
"You didn't call me," he said.
She smiled. "I'm sorry, I've been very busy. I have a trial next week that's very important to me and I was in DC on business. When you left Sunday night I was going to call you later in the week. I just got distracted."
She stood up and Brand thought she looked adorable. She took off her gloves and reached into the pocket of her dress, taking out her phone. She punched in a number and his phone rang.
"Hello, Brand," she giggled. "I promised to call you."
He ended the call and she put her phone away. "Where do you want to go tomorrow night for our date?" he asked her.
"Let's not call it a date," she said. "Let's call it dinner and dancing so we can get to know one another. You can pick me up at seven and I'll have reservations set up."
"Okay, it's a date," he laughed.
Brand went home and Blakely went back to her gardening. She liked Brand, she decided. Her life was very complicated and she wasn't sure there was room in it for anything other than casual relationships, but Brand was interesting. He was very handsome, she thought. He was tall, well-built and she loved his eyes. They were grey and had an interesting twinkle to them that gave him a lot of character. She had never dated a redhead before.
She spread mulch in her flowerbed and went inside to clean up. She stepped out of the shower and dried off. As she fluffed her hair with the towel, she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and eyed herself critically. She knew men liked to look at her. Her long blonde hair, so light it was nearly white, tended to draw attention. She could feel the ends tickling her butt. It was a nice little butt, too. She worked hard to make sure it was. When she was growing up she was kind of flat, and she had been lifting weights since she was fourteen to make sure it didn't stay that way. Her hard work had paid off and she was firm and muscular. She flexed it and giggled as it danced. She had a tiny waist and her upper body flared nicely above it. Her breasts were high and firm. They weren't huge, but she was very slender and they looked like they were very large on her slim frame. She cupped them and her nipples sprang erect as her fingers brushed over them. They were fat and pink and her areola crinkled as the moisture from her shower evaporated, leaving a chill.
She laughed at her narcissism. Turning away from the mirror she went to her closet. She had a new little blue dress she wanted to wear. It was shiny and left one creamy shoulder bare. She put on black heels and found a clutch, transferring essentials to it from her bigger purse. She dried her hair and made a braid down one side before applying her makeup. She didn't wear much, her skin made that unnecessary, and she just put on a little foundation and eye stuff. She hated her pale brows and eyelashes. They made her look like a milk maid, she thought.
Brand rang the doorbell as she was coming down the stairs, and when she opened the door his jaw dropped.
"My God, Blakely," he said. "You're gorgeous!"
She curtseyed. "Thank you, sir."
She eyed his tall form. He had on black pants and a nice pink oxford shirt with a button down collar. "You look very charming yourself."
"I'm an accessory tonight," he said. "I know who the star of this show is."
He gave her his arm and took her to his car. Brand usually drove a Suburban to work, but he had a blue Audi R8 Spyder with the V10 that he drove when he wanted to impress a girl. He definitely wanted to impress this one, and her smile when she saw the car was gratifying. They put the top down and she gave him directions. They went to a seafood place down on a cliff overlooking the surf and it was very good. Brand had never been there before, and he complimented Blakely on her choice. After dining, she gave him directions again and they wound up at what appeared to be a warehouse in the commercial district. There was a queue of people stretching around the block and they had to park three blocks away. When they walked up to the door Blakely ignored the queue and led him up to the door. A huge, black guy was sitting there and he stood up when they approached and opened the door.
"Miss Davidson," he nodded.
She patted his arm. "Hi, Tony," she said. "Thanks for letting us in."
"Hey, what the hell?" two guys about ten people deep in the line seemed upset. "We've been waiting here for 45 minutes. Why do they just get to walk in?"
Tony gave them a look. "You want me to break your arm? Shut the fuck up or you won't get in at all. Besides, she's hot and you're not."
"Sorry about that, Miss Davidson," he said.
She patted his arm again and they went inside. A heavy bass beat greeted them and Blakely led Brand upstairs. There was another guy at the bottom of the stairs that could have been a twin to the one at the door. He took down a velvet rope and nodded. They went up and a young lady in uniform led them to a table. They ordered drinks and she went away.
"I guess you're kind of a big deal?" Brand asked.
Blakely smiled. "The owner is my client. I've done a good job for him and he's grateful."
"What did you do?" he asked.
"He moves this place around a lot," she said. "Nightclubs like this are hot for a year or two and then they start getting old to people. When the bloom's off the rose he shuts down and moves somewhere else. There are people around that are territorial. They expect pay offs, and if they don't get them they get rough. He gets rougher and I've defended him on two occasions. He and his guys roughed up some enforcers and the police got involved. I got the charges dropped and the other guys charged instead. That got me some credit and he looks out for me."
"You're amazing, Blakely. Nothing I do is anything close to how exciting what you do is."
"Oh, I don't know," she said. "Last week you tracked down and caught that group of hackers that were stealing designs from your company. Did you know they shot it out with the FBI?"
Brand's jaw dropped. "How could you possibly know that, Blakely? That is top secret stuff that no one outside the FBI and security at my company is supposed to know about!"
"I like to know what kind of people my neighbors are," she smiled. "You're very good at your job, Brand. You like mountain climbing, parasailing and skydiving. You're a competitive judo fighter and you love frozen custard. Did I miss anything?"
"Yes, I'm in love with the smartest hottest little blonde girl I've ever met," he laughed. "Jesus, Blakely, you're pretty plugged in."
"Yes I am. If my neighbor is Hannibal Lecter I want to know about it so I can eat him before he eats me," she said. "You're not in love with me yet, big boy. I haven't decided if you can handle me yet. I'm not an easy friend to have, Brand. I go through men like chewing gum. I'm not a slut, but I like romance. Most guys won't put up with the kind of trouble I bring."



"What kind of trouble?" he asked.
"Well, if you glance off to your right you'll see it coming," she said.
Brand let his eyes slid over and there was a man walking toward them. He was carrying two drinks and he was a tall, heavily built guy in a very expensive suit. He walked up to the table and set his drinks down.
"Hey, pretty lady. I got the waitress to tell me what you were drinking," he said with a smile. "Would you dance one dance with me?"
Blakely didn't even glance up. "I'm with someone," she said. "The fact that you didn't ask his permission first tells me you're an asshole. Get lost before I have you thrown out of here."
"Listen, bitch, I don't think you know who I am," he began in an angry voice. Before he could get any further two giant bouncers appeared at his side.
"Is this man bothering you, Miss Davidson?" one of them asked.
"I don't know, John," she said. She looked up at the man for the first time. "Are you bothering me?"
"No, I guess I'm not," he said. "Enjoy the drink."
He walked away and Brand shut his mouth. "That kind of trouble," she said. "I'm obviously here with you, but about fifteen men are going to come over here and offer to buy me a drink or ask me to dance with me. Some of them will be gentlemen and ask you if they can ask me. Some are going to be assholes. If we were down on the floor it would be worse."
"Are you going to dance with any of them?" he asked.
"If you let me," she said. "I like to dance, Brand. I like cranking guys up. After every dance I'll come back here. I won't let them feel me up inside my clothes. I won't kiss them. I won't go anywhere with any of them. I'll go home with you. I'll dance with you every dance if you want to. If you tell me no, I'll stay right here, but they will ask. I know what I look like, Brand. I like the attention. Who wouldn't? Can you stand being here with me, knowing that's going to happen?"
"Hell yes," he said. "Every man in the room wonders why you're here with me. They're thinking how lucky I am and I'm thinking the same thing. If you promise me that everything is going to happen just like you said it was I'll sit here when we're not dancing and watch you and think about how lucky I am that you're with me."
"That was a very good answer," she said. She took his face in her little hands and pulled him forward until she could kiss him. She tasted like the mimosa she had been drinking and she had the softest, puffiest lips that Brand had ever kissed. He was rock hard in his pants when she pulled away and her eyes were blazing.
"That was everything I dreamed it would be," he said. "What happens if you get out there with some guy and he gets out of line?"
"Don't get involved," she said. "I can handle myself. You're a very good fighter, Brand. You wouldn't last thirty seconds against me standing up. You could take me on the ground, unless I got lucky. Believe me, I've been constantly hit on since I was sixteen. I know how to handle it."
"What if I don't like the guy that asks me if you can dance?" Brand asked.
"Tell him no," she said. "I won't do anything you say no to. Remember, you're taking me home and don't get jealous. Now dance with me."
Brand was actually a very good dancer, but Blakely was in a whole different league. She was poetry in motion and he felt like he was drowning in a pool of sensuality. Watching her spectacular body move to music was an experience like nothing of which he had ever been a part. Her eyes never left his unless her back was to him, and that happened occasionally as she danced against him, her arms raised and her amazing ass driving him wild. The music slowed and she moved into his arms. He feared for a while he was going to come in his pants as she moved tightly against his erection. His hands drifted south until they were cupping the round cheeks of her ass, pulling her even tighter against the bulge in his pants. She stayed there into the next song and he quickly found that everything she said was true. Five times during the next song they were interrupted by someone trying to cut in and Blakely froze them with just a glance. She led him back to their table and before they had hardly sat down another man was asking Brand if he would allow Blakely to dance with him.
"Give us a couple of songs and she can," Brand told him, and the man thanked him, promising to be back.
"Jesus Christ, Blakely, you weren't kidding," he laughed. "I know why, too. After dancing with you I would kill, pillage and burn to do it again. I think watching you would produce the same effect. God, you're sexy. I thought so when you were kneeling in your flowerbed with dirt on your face, but Blakely in a dress on the dance floor is a whole 'nother ball game."
She smiled. "It's always been like this for me. It took a lot of my teenage years to get used to it. It just seems normal to me now."
They got another drink. "I should tell you, Brand. Don't drink that drink the guy brought us."
"Why not, it was free?" he asked.
"It has ecstasy in it," she said.
"How can you tell?"
"I can smell it," Blakely said. "It smells kind of like vanilla."
Brand sniffed the glass and he could smell it. "Christ, Blakely, the guy was trying to drug us!"
"It happens a lot," she said. "They think they have a better chance of getting in my pants, my dress on this occasion. Never take a drink someone offers you in a place you don't know or even there if it doesn't come from a waiter at a place you trust or you don't see it being made. Some of the date rape drugs you can't smell or taste, like GHB."
"My God, what kind of life do you lead?" he exclaimed.
"It's just my life," she said. "I'm used to it, but I know it must be quite a shock to you."
"That's the freaking understatement of the year!" he said. "This is going to take some getting used to, Blakely."
"Does that mean you want to get used to it?" she asked.
"Oh, hell yes," he said. "I've never had this much fun in my life. I'm pretty much a nerd, you know."
"That's why I like you," she said. "I'm pretty much a nerd, too, but most people can't see it."
They finished their drinks and the guy came back for his dance. "Get me some water and another drink, will you please, Brand?" she asked.
Her escort led her out on the floor. "Red's a lucky guy," he said. "I'm Samuel, by the way. I'm not going to be able to take you away from him, am I?"
"Blakely," she laughed. "No, there isn't a snowball's chance in hell, but I promise this dance will be something you'll never regret."
It was also one he'd never forget. Her hot ass against him, the feel of those breasts against his chest and that face and those eyes would haunt him. When Brand got the attention of the waiter and got the drinks and the water Blakely had asked for he watched, fascinated by the way she moved. She was like one of those hunting cats you see on the nature shows: sleek, sinuous, gorgeous and a little terrifying at the same time. He would never get tired of just watching her. She was a mixture of the cute little girl next door and a very high end escort, all rolled up in one dynamite package.
He danced with her five more times and watched her dance with half a dozen more partners. She never consented to dance with the same guy twice except him, and although she didn't seem to mind wandering hands, she never let them linger or move under any part of her dress. If anyone asked her before asking Brand she told them to get lost. She even danced with a stunning redheaded woman, and Brand thought his eyes would pop out of his head.
"If you ever want to swing both ways, give me a call," she said as she walked Blakely back to her table. "Your boyfriend's hot."
After every dance she came back to the table and drank water or more of her mimosas. Her eyes were shining and after the last time she danced with him, when the song ended, she stayed in his arms and whispered in his ear.
"Take me home, Brand. I need you to take me home now."
She was all over him on the way home. "I haven't been able to do this in a long time," she said. "I had a relationship two years ago and that's the last time. I get pretty wound up and I need someone to go home to. If I don't have that it can get bad. I know that, so I don't do it. Do you think you might be interested in a relationship, Brand?"
"I am if you are," he said.
"You're going to find it very odd," she warned him. "I'm gone a lot. Odd things make me horny. I'm going to need you to be there for me when that happens. I won't tell you where I'm going sometimes and I won't answer any questions about it. I'll try to prove to you that you can trust me, but you'll never know some things. I'm telling you this up front so you have a chance to back out and nobody gets hurt. I won't cheat on you, ever, and if you cheat on me that's the end of us. Do you understand and do you still want to go home with me?"
"Yes, I want to go home with you. I don't know what to say about the other stuff. Give me an instance of something that makes you horny and I'll have to be there."
"I'm going to court tomorrow in a case that means a lot to me. If I win, I'll fuck you to death. If I lose, I'll be very weepy and I'll need to be held and loved."
He laughed. "So I'll either get the little girl that needs my love or the slut that wants to fuck me to death? Sounds like a win-win situation to me!"
She unbuckled her seatbelt and pulled his zipper down. He was engulfed in hottest mouth on earth. Blakely was pleasantly surprised. He had a very nice cock. It wasn't huge, but she was small and she just thought huge was painful and weird. This was the perfect length for her and very fat. She did like fat. It stretched her mouth pleasantly and she couldn't wait for it to stretch her pussy. She really, really liked Brand, and she believed he was someone she could love. She had checked him out thoroughly and liked everything she found. He was smart, funny and in love with life. He was fascinated with her and that combination made her want him very badly. He came almost before she could get started, and the quantity nearly choked her. Wow, she thought. He must have been really stoked by the show! She cleaned him up and tucked him back in his pants.
"Jesus, Blakely, you're a tiger," he exclaimed. "I can't believe you did that. That was amazing!"
She smiled. "I wanted to get you off, because when I get you home it's going to be all night. Is that okay?"
He grinned. "With you? Yes, I think that's going to be okay."
She jumped out when he pulled into her garage and unlocked the door. They were shedding clothes as they climbed the stairs and by the time they got to the bed she was down to a matching blue lace bra and panty, set and he was in his boxers. He gathered her up in his arms and she was surprisingly heavy. She wasn't very big, but she was all muscle. He tossed her easily onto the bed and she bounced, giggling, the motion sending waves through her breasts. He unhooked her bra, noticing that it had a couple of extra hooks. When he got it off he saw why. She needed the support for those mountains. On a bigger girl they would have been just large, on her small frame they looked like the swelling of the Himalayas. Her nipples resembled those bought for baby bottles except not as long, and these were erect and rock hard. Brand drank in the sight of her as he knelt between her thighs on the floor at the foot of the bed.
He slid her panties down and drew in his breath with a gasp. Her mons rose from the flat plane of her belly in a smooth slope, wispy blond curls were trimmed into the shape of a flame and he could smell her arousal. He wanted to play with her exquisite little pussy, but Blakely was having none of that. She scooted up on the bed and pulled him with her.
"We can play later," she said. "I need that big cock in me, now!"
She grasped it firmly and inserted him inside her. She was dripping wet and he slid into her easily. It was the tightest, hottest thing he had ever imagined. She felt like she was running a fever, hotter than anything he had imagined. Blakely couldn't believe how turned on she was. She came as soon as he was inside her, and as his large member plunged deeper inside her she could tell that she was going to come again soon. Very soon, it turned out, as a series of small orgasms kept rolling through her. She could hear a woman moaning but it seemed unconnected, someone else. She was in a sexual daze, her mind consumed with pleasure and her body wracked by spasms of ecstasy. She had been strongly attracted to Brand the day they met and more and more as she spent time with him. Her dancing had built her to a fever pitch and now she could feel herself building to a massive orgasm.
Brand was astonished at her sexual energy. There was no gentle build to a peak for Blakely. She writhed and twisted, enveloping his cock and squeezing him with her inner muscles until he was ready to explode. Her cries were loud and unbelievably erotic, her legs up and ankles wrapped around the small of his back as she urged him on. He pounded into her little pussy and she gave back everything and more, totally opening herself to him and surrendering to the passion building within her.
She heard a scream and dimly knew it was her. She was seized by a huge contraction, her entire body stiffening as her pleasure peaked. The most intense orgasm of her life swept over her and it built until it became a roaring in her ears. Her eyes rolled up, and had it lasted longer she knew she would have passed out. She felt him spurt inside her, his cum soothing and scalding her at the same time. He cried out and his thrusts became uneven as he was gripped in his own pleasure. They collapsed together, struggling to breathe as they recovered from their frenzy.
He rolled to the side, taking her with him and pulled her face to his. Her eyes opened and their lashes mingled. He kissed her cute little nose and she giggled.
"Oh, my God, Brand," she murmured. "That was amazing! Thank you, thank you. I needed that so bad. I haven't been able to turn loose like this for so long. I love your cock!"
He laughed. "You nearly killed me, Blakely! Damn, what a woman! You are the sexiest, cutest, most special girl on the planet. That was beyond sex! It was spiritual."
She gave him a kiss that curled his toes and looked seriously into his eyes. "Brand, I need to tell you something. I could fall in love with you. I think I already am. If I'm just a fuck buddy to you, that's okay, but I need to know how you feel about me so I know how to react. If it's just sex I need you to get up right now and go. I'll still fuck you and we can be friends, but you can't stay because what we're about to do next is going to be something else, and I can't do it with you unless you tell me you're feeling it, too."
He looked into those blazing blue eyes and he was lost. "Blakely, I knew from the minute I opened my door and saw you standing there with your cupcakes to welcome me to the neighborhood that you were the girl for me. I was praying that you weren't married and that there would be a chance for me. Every second I spend with you just pulls me in deeper. I know I'm falling in love with you. You're an enchanting little gypsy and I know you're going to lead me on a merry chase and I can't wait. Every minute I'm not with you I'm thinking about you and what you would say, or what expression you would have on your face. I'm thinking about how much I would like to feel those breasts against my chest or what you might taste like. You're my dream girl and there won't ever be anyone else for me."
She gave a little sob. "Oh, thank God! I was afraid you would just think I'm a slut and you would just want to fuck me. I just felt this connection with you and it was killing me wanting to be with you. You're not the kind of guy I usually go with, Brand. I've always kind of picked the bad boys. They fit my lifestyle, but you're something special. You are in for quite a ride, but just stick with me and I'll make sure it's one you'll never regret, okay?"
"I wouldn't want it any other way," he said.
She rolled him onto his back and climbed on top of him, kissing him gently and for a very long time. Sliding down his body she engulfed him in her hot little mouth.
"We taste good," she grinned up at him before sliding him back inside. Her mouth was very hot and she exerted tremendous suction as her tongue swirled around the helmet of his renewed erection. He pulled at her until she moved over him, her hot little pussy over him in perfect position to allow him to tongue the little button of her clit. She exploded again immediately, and he kept her coming until her motions became efforts to escape and she spun around, impaling herself on his stiff cock. This was a slow burn and she kept riding him, spinning around finally with her hands on his thighs, and he delighted in watching that tight ass rising and falling, over and over as her motions became frantic. She was seeking release and he pulled her off, pinning her face down on the bed as he entered her from behind. He rocked inside her, teasing her into a quivering, pleading bundle of wanting.
"Please, Brand," she begged. "Finish me! Let me come! I'm going crazy, baby. Fuck me hard with that big cock. Let me come!"
He thrust into her at a quick pace and she began to tremble. He spanked her delicious ass and pounded into her as a scream of ecstasy was torn from her throat. She continued to scream and he felt her squirt, her juices hot against him as he came for the third time that night. She felt her pussy flood and she kept coming, long after he stopped moving as her muscles fluttered around him, like heat lightning on a summer night. He slowly withdrew his deflating cock and lay beside her, pulling on her until she moved to lay half atop his big body and cradling her in one arm.
"Will you come and watch me in court tomorrow?" she asked. "I'm really very good. I think I'm going to make quite a statement."
"I'd love to," he told her. "I'll see if I can work from my laptop. Can I spend the night?"
"I'll kill you if you try to leave," she told him.
She woke him up the next morning, sucking him to life and riding him to climax before they showered together. She came three times to his once before they went to the shower. He pushed her against the wall and licked her little pussy until she came again and slumped to the floor.
"Oh, my God," she murmured when he pulled her up. "I don't know if I can stand. Damn you've got a good tongue."
She pulled herself together and made a quick breakfast before leaving for court. Brand called work and discovered there was no reason for him to be in the office, so he took his laptop and headed to the courthouse. There was quite a crowd of reporters outside when he got there, and he realized that this trial must be a bigger deal than she had let on.
Brand slipped into the back of the courtroom and took a seat. The room was packed and he couldn't wait to see Blakely in action. He expected her to be as good at being a lawyer as she was at everything else. What happened was beyond his wildest expectations. She destroyed the case against her client.
Her client was a young black man named Wayne Hampton. He was charged with assaulting a police officer, resisting arrest and attempted murder. The arresting officer was Patrick O'Reilly. According to his testimony, he had received a radio call that a young black man fitting Hampton's description had robbed a convenience in the vicinity, and he had approached Hampton to question him. Hampton became agitated, attacked O'Reilly, and O'Reilly had tasered him. The two struggled, Hampton attempted to take O'Reilly's gun and he was only saved from being murdered by the intervention of another officer who had seen the incident and came to assist. The second officer was James Hannidy.



Hannidy was introduced by the prosecutor as a decorated police officer who had won officer of the month on several occasions, most notably, the previous month. He testified that he had witnessed the entire incident and came up in time to subdue Hampton before he could use the gun he had wrested from O'Reilly on his fellow officer.
Blakely was fairly easy on O'Reilly. She asked him if he had interviewed any witnesses to the incident and if there were any police reports mentioning witnesses. He admitted that he hadn't interviewed anyone but that there was a police report from a man named Jason Burg that corroborated his story.
"Officer O'Reilly, would it surprise you to learn that there are eyewitness accounts that directly contradict your account?" Blakely asked.
"Yes, that would surprise me," he said.
"Would it surprise you to learn that there are eyewitness accounts that state that you tasered Mr. Hampton before ever speaking to him, uttered racial epithets, that he was totally incapacitated by the taser and that state that you beat him with your nightstick for several minutes before Officer Hannidy arrived and joined the attack?"
"That never happened," he began to bluster. "I don't know what you're trying to pull here, lady, but it won't work. The sworn testimony of two police officers is more than enough to establish the facts; I don't care what your witnesses say."
"Why is that?" Blakely asked. "Are you telling the court that the testimony of police officers is more reliable than the testimony of ordinary people?"
"Yes it is. People lie all the time."
"Do police officers lie?" Blakely asked.
"No, they don't," he snarled.
"Your honor, the defense will produce expert witnesses that will tell the court that police officers often lie, often deliberately perjure themselves. When we get this testimony we will want to recall officer O'Reilly and officer Hannidy to the stand."
"So noted," the judge intoned.
"Listen cunt," O'Reilly growled. "I don't... "
"Your Honor!" Blakely interrupted.
The judge hammered his gavel. "Mr. O'Reilly, you will address this court and Counsel with respect. You just earned a Contempt of Court citation. How much beyond five days you're going to spend in jail is going to depend on how you conduct yourself for the rest of this trial!"
"She was—" O'Reilly began.
"She was doing her job!" the judge thundered. "You will address her as Counselor or Miss Davidson. Do I make myself clear?"
"Yes, your honor," he mumbled.
Blakely wasn't so kind to officer Hannidy. "Officer Hannidy, I understand that you were officer of the month, last month," she began.
"That's right, it's the fifth time I've received the award in seven years," he seemed proud of that."
"Does being officer of the month grant you any special powers?" she asked.
"What do you mean?" he asked suspiciously.
"Does being officer of the month grant you any special abilities, such as X-ray vision, the ability to fly or anything like that?"
"Objection," the prosecutor rose to his feet. "Counsel is badgering the witness."
"Counselor," the judge looked down at Blakely, "is there some point to this line of questioning?"
"There is, your honor," Blakely said. "The defense is prepared to offer testimony that Officer Hannidy could not possibly have witnessed what he testified to because he was two hundred yards away with two buildings between himself and the incident. Unless he has the power to see through buildings, he has perjured himself on the stand."
"Officer Hannidy, do you understand the penalty for perjury?" the judge asked.
"She doesn't have any witnesses," Hannidy protested. "We made sure... we checked to see if there were any."
"I assure you, I have witnesses that will place Officer Hannidy where I stated he was," Blakely said.
"Officer Hannidy, do you wish to change your testimony?" the judge asked.
"No," he said angrily. "I saw the defendant attacking Officer O'Reilly and attempting to wrestle his gun away from him. Burg saw it, too. We have his statement."
When Burg was called to the stand he was sworn in. He was a young black man wearing a gray hoodie and low hanging baggy jeans. He gave his testimony and it corroborated the statements of the two officers. Blakely stood up to cross-examine him.
"Mr. Burg, you stated that you were at the corner of Walnut and Washington at nine ten PM when you witnessed the defendant's attempt to attack and take Officer O'Reilly's firearm. Is that correct?"
"Yes, I saw it," he said.
"Are you certain that you were not seven miles away from the corner of Walnut and Washington at nine ten PM, playing pool in a bar called," she looked at her notes, "Brandywine Pub?"
Burg shot a nervous glance at the two Police Officers. "No, I was at the corner of Walnut and Washington," he said.
"Mr. Burg, I have a police report here charging you with common assault. Do you remember that incident?" Blakely asked.
"Yes, it was self-defense," he said. "They dropped the charges."
"Where do you reside, Mr. Burg," Blakely asked.
Burg was plainly confused by the question. "What?"
"Where do you reside?"
He looked around nervously. "Common assault," he said.
"Is that here in the city?" she asked.
The courtroom exploded with laughter.
The prosecutor sprang to his feet. "Your Honor! The witness clearly doesn't understand the question. She's asking you where you live."
"Counselor!" the judge warned Blakely.
"Sorry, your Honor, I couldn't resist." She chuckled.
"Where do you live, Mr. Burg?"
"2131 Elm Street," he said.
"Is that an apartment above the Brandywine Pub?" she asked.
"Yes."
"And you're certain you weren't playing pool in that pub at 9:10PM of the date in question?"
"Your Honor, the witness has already answered that question," the prosecutor objected.
"You don't have to answer that," the judge said. "Move on, Counselor."
"Have you ever been charged with any other crimes, other than the common assault charges?" she asked.
The prosecutor leaped up again. "Your Honor, the witness is not on trial here."
"The answer has impact on the credibility of the witness," Blakely said.
"I'll allow it. Answer the question," the judge instructed.
"I've been charged with drug possession and breaking and entering," Burg said.
"How many times?" Blakely asked.
"Four times for possession. Once for breaking and entering," he said.
"How many times have you been prosecuted?" she asked.
"What do you mean?" he asked.
"How many times have you been before a judge or brought to trial?" she asked.
"Never," he said.
"Why not?" she asked.
"The charges were dropped."
"Why were the charges dropped?" she asked.
"The police told me if I gave them information about the drugs they would drop the charges," he said.
"Did you receive remuneration in return for your testimony?"
"What?" he was confused again.
"Were you paid?" the judge said.
"Yes," Burg replied.
"How much were you paid?" she asked.
"Five thousand dollars," he said.
"Your Honor, this witness is a paid police informant. We wish the court to make a note of that. We will recall him later when we offer our own testimony," Blakely said.
"So noted," the judge said. "The witness is dismissed. We'll take a recess for lunch."
Blakely gathered her belongings and started to leave. She stopped and a big smile came over her face when she saw Brand waiting for her. She ran and threw herself on him, giving him a kiss that nearly made him fall.
"Wow!" he said. "I'm glad to see you, too. Can we go to lunch?"
"Absolutely," she grabbed his arm.
"Blakely, could I speak with you a moment?" The prosecuting attorney was standing behind them.
"Allen, this is my boyfriend, Brand McCalla. Brand, Allen Holmes. I'm going to lunch with Brand, Allen. What did you need to talk about?"
"Do you have evidence that the police perjured themselves? Do you have witnesses that place Burg at that Pub?"
"I do, Allen. I told you that you should drop this case. You insisted that Officer Hannidy was a decorated officer and that it was a slam dunk. I hate police brutality and corruption, Allen. I'm going to burn them."
"I hate it, too," he said. "Will you let me drop the case and handle it?"
"No, Allen. I gave you the chance to do that. I told you they were lying. I told you they beat that boy and put him in the hospital for no reason. You wouldn't listen. Now I'm going to burn them. Maybe you'll listen to me next time."
"Maybe I will," he chuckled. "Sorry, Blakely. I should have listened to you this time. Am I going to need to arrest the police today?"
"I believe the judge is going to do that for you," she said. "You're a good man Allen, you're just on the wrong side. Have a nice lunch."
She led Brand out of the courthouse and across the street to a deli. They got sandwiches and sat at a table outside.
"I like what you said," he told her.
She tilted her head to one side, making him smile. "What?"
"I like being your boyfriend," he grinned at her.
"Good, I like you being my boyfriend."
They finished their lunch and walked back to the courthouse. She opened a door down the hall from the courtroom and pulled him in. It was a cleaning supply closet and she slammed the door and pushed him back against it, dropping to her knees and pulling down his zipper. He tangled his fingers in her silky hair and she devoured his cock, gagging a little as she took it down her throat; her lips pressing against his pubic hair. She deep-throated his cock and he exploded into her throat, feeling her swallow; the flexing of her throat causing him to cry out. When he was done, she zipped him up and pressed herself against him.
"You can do me later," she whispered. She straightened her clothes, combed her fingers through her hair and opened the door. A man was passing by the door and she put her fingers to her lips. He burst out laughing and continued down the hall. Brand walked her back to the courtroom, his face flaming, and took his seat.
Holmes was done with the case, knowing it was hopeless, and he rested. Blakely began to call her witnesses and the evidence quickly mounted. 17 people were willing to testify that Burg was in the Pub playing pool at the time of the incident. She recalled him to the stand and he admitted that he had been paid by Officer Hannidy to lie. The bailiff led him away in handcuffs.
Blakely produced five witnesses that placed Hannidy two blocks away, taking a radio call before hurrying away to join O'Reilly. Hannidy was recalled to the stand and recanted his testimony before being arrested.
She then called an expert witness to the stand. Randall Peters was a former police chief in Baltimore, and he testified that the police regularly perjured themselves to gain convictions, planted evidence and provoked violence.
"Do you believe that the police routinely lie under oath to obtain convictions?" Blakely asked.
"It's an open secret long shared by prosecutors, defense lawyers, and judges that perjury is widespread among law enforcement officers ... police lie to avoid letting someone they think is guilty, or they know is guilty, go free," Peters said.
He testified that 76 percent of the police officers on his force, in an anonymous survey, admitted that they frequently bent the facts to establish probable cause, and 48 percent said that judges were right in tossing police testimony as untrustworthy.
She then called 12 witnesses that testified that they saw Officer O'Reilly use his taser on Wayne Hampton before speaking to him, that he had used racial slurs and that he beat Hampton with his nightstick as he lay, incapacitated, on the ground before being joined by Hannidy who also used his nightstick to beat Hampton."
Blakely concluded her case and the judge ordered O'Reilly's arrest and dismissed all charges against Blakely's client.
Brand watched as a tearful mother and grandmother hugged Blakely and celebrated with Hampton. She saw Brand waiting for her and ran down the aisle to him, throwing herself on him again and she saw her eyes were moist.
"Little lost girl or courtesan?" he asked.
She laughed up at him. "Definitely courtesan," she said. "Take me home with you, Brand. I want to sleep in your bed tonight."
"What about your car?" he asked.
"We'll pick it up tomorrow," she said. "No, let's leave yours here. I want to be mauled on the way home."
"No dancing?" he smiled.
"No, this is the thrill of victory, not the agony of 'de feet'," she giggled.
"A pun!" he laughed. "You continue to surprise me, Blakely."
"Take me home," she said. "I'm going to make you have a heart attack and then revive you and cook you dinner."
"You do know the way to a man's heart," he laughed. "You're driving and I'm going to give you a first-class mauling. Don't wreck and kill me. I won't be wearing a seatbelt."
She didn't, but it was a close thing. Her skirt was up around her waist before they got out of the parking garage, and by the time they got to the highway it, and her shoes were all she had on. Brand had two fingers inside her dripping pussy and one delicious fat nipple between his teeth. He was pulling on the other and Blakely was moaning.
"Bite it harder," she begged. "Oh, God, Brand; I need it. Fuck me with those big, fat fingers. Wait! Don't make me come! We'll die if you do, because it's going to be a big one!"
She pulled onto the shoulder and he tipped her over the edge, using three fingers now and his thumb on her clit as he twisted her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. She slumped for a moment and then moved back onto the highway as he kissed his way all over her gorgeous body, squeezing her breasts and stroking her thighs. Her legs amazed him. Each muscle group was so clearly defined, but she was so soft and silky.
"You have the most beautiful legs," he told her. "I think you work out."
"I do," she told him. "You better not get fat and flabby on me, either. I wanted to be a dancer when I was in school, and I was very good at it. I danced for a year in New York City before I finished my law degree. My boobs got too big and I retired."
"I can tell by looking at them and watching you dance," he said. "Now I'm going to make you come again."
She squealed as he nipped at her inner thigh and manipulated her clit with the tips of his fingers. Blakely was flying. She felt so warm and so alive, her performance in court fueling her excitement and the man she realized she loved driving her wild. Thankfully, she pulled into his driveway before he drove her insane and he got out and carried her inside. He took her to his bed and she proceeded to fuck him into total exhaustion. When ten minutes of her oral ministrations failed to make him more than half-erect, she gave up and they napped, naked in each other's arms. When he awakened, he smelled something delicious. She was in the kitchen, as naked as the day she was born, cooking something that involved a lot of garlic. She made him clean garlic cloves, red leaf lettuce and Romaine hearts while she finished her cooking. She put the meat she had been cooking on a plate and they rolled it up in the leaves with a plum sauce she had made and ate it rolled up. The timer went off and she jumped up and took bread out of one of his ovens, they bit garlic cloves in half and rubbed them on the buttery bread. By the time she ate two pieces and he ate four the timer on the other oven went off and she got out a dish of chicken breasts, pan fried and cooked in a creamy sauce. They drank wine and ate chicken until they were stuffed.
"You're a very good cook," he told her. "How did you learn so many things? How old are you, Blakely?"
"I'm 32," she said. "I know you're a year older than me. Brand, I need to go home and get my stuff to stay with you, and I need to check my computers. You can go with me but you can't come in my office, okay?"
"Absolutely," he said. "Do you have any ice cream?"
"I have lime sherbet," she said.
"Perfect, we'll have dessert," he told her. He got a bag of Milano cookies, put on boxers and she drove naked to her house. She quickly finished her business and they sat on her sofa and ate sherbet and cookies before she pulled on a t-shirt and shorts and they drove back to his house. Brand had a hot tub and she stripped so they could get in. He couldn't keep his hands or his mouth off her, and he soon had her squirming and panting. He sat her on the edge of the tub and tongued her little pussy until it became so sensitive she begged him to fuck her. He was happy to carry her back inside and take care of that itch. They fell asleep, and in the morning she was gone when he got up. She texted him at work, asked him to dinner and they set a time to get together.
He saw her pull up in a yellow and black Dodge Charger. It was one of the Super Bees, and he fell in love with her all over again. She came in, causing a stir in the restaurant as every head turned to watch her walk to him. He stood and she kissed him. They ordered and she was quiet.
"Is something wrong?" he asked.
"Well, sort of," she said hesitantly. "I have to go out of town tomorrow, Brand. I'll probably be gone a week."
"Okay, I'll see you when you get back then," he said.
She looked up at him hopefully. "You mean you don't mind?"
"Of course I mind," he said. "I'll miss you like hell. It's going to be like I'm missing a limb, but you have something you need to do. I know you aren't leaving because you don't want to be with me. How could I doubt that after the last week? You'll be back when you're done, right?"
"Oh, yes, I will. Thank you for being understanding, Brand. I just didn't want to disappoint you by leaving so soon. It's work, and I have to do it. I promise I'll spend every possible minute with you when I get back."
They spent the night at her house and she was such a bundle of sexual energy he wondered if he'd ever recover. He got up to see her off the next morning, and when she kissed him goodbye she whispered in his ear. "I love you, Brand. All the way. I can't wait to get back."
He could hardly speak. This little angel, little devil, loved him. "I love you, too," he managed to croak from his suddenly constricted throat. "I love you more than I ever dreamed I could."
She was gone and he felt miserable. He moped around the rest of the day until his secretary asked him what was wrong.
"I'm in love," he smiled at her.
"Well, if this is love I'd have to see you get dumped," she laughed. "You're supposed to be happy when you're in love."
"She's out of town," he explained, "and she just told me she loved this morning as she was leaving."
She texted him every day and called him twice while she was gone. They talked for over an hour each time, and she called him from the airport when she arrived. He told her to come over when she got settled in and when she got there he was waiting, sitting in a rocking chair on the porch. She jumped out and the sight of her in a little red flowered sundress nearly made him cry. She danced up the steps and he met her at the top, swinging her around and squeezing her until she couldn't breathe. She kissed him over and over.
"Do you still love me, Brand?" she looked up into his face, molded against him.
"More than ever," he said. "God, I missed you, Blakely."
"Me, too," she said.
"Did you have a good trip?" he asked.
A shadow passed over her face, and then she smiled up at him. "It was okay," she said. "I missed you, though."
Two weeks later, they were sitting on her sofa and she had been pensive. She looked up at him. "Have you ever been married, Brand?"
"No, I was engaged once," he said.
"What happened? Why didn't you marry her?" she asked.
"We were in college," he explained. "We were still kind of young and wild. We partied a lot. I had a final I needed to study for and she went to a party with a girlfriend. They drank a lot and smoked some weed. A group of them went over to this guy's house. He was some kind of a big shot drug lord. He let the drugs flow for free to his party guests and Lilly, that was her name, tried some meth. That really got her going and they had quite a party with her and some of the other girls. She tried some more and her heart just stopped. They dumped her body in an alley downtown and that was it. The police investigated, but the guy went back to Mexico and they never caught him."



"Oh my God," Blakely burst into tears. "I'm so sorry, Brand. I had no idea. I didn't mean... "
"It's okay," Brand hugged her tightly. "There's no way you could have known. I just hope someday that bastard gets caught."
"I'd love to be your girlfriend, Brand." She pushed him over and kissed him. "Let me show you how much."
Six months later he moved in with her and they were married just two months past a year later. He met her Aunt and Uncle who had raised her for the first time the day before the wedding. Her aunt, Marie, was a tall, statuesque woman with raven black hair and her husband, John, was a small, quiet man with bushy blonde hair. He fell in love with them both instantly, and they returned his obvious affection. They told him Blakely's parents had been killed in an automobile accident and that they loved her like the child they were unable to have. Blakely was obviously very devoted to them, and after the first day they all seemed like one big happy family. Brand's parents flew in in the afternoon and joined the party for dinner. Brand had it catered at their home, and they ate it outside on the deck. He still had his house and both sets of parents stayed there. They seemed to hit it off instantly, and the only awkward moments were when Uncle John pulled Brand aside for a "talk" and Brand's mother did the same with Blakely. Love, fidelity and trust were the subjects, and the awkwardness was palpable.
They were both able to escape without damage, and they shared a smile after they got back. The wedding went off without a hitch, and they fell into their married life without any serious problems at all. After ten years they were more in love than they had been when they first married. They still fucked like bunnies and they went dancing every weekend. Blakely hadn't changed a bit and she was still a magnet for men. Brand's hair was a little lighter shade of red, but that was the only change in him other than a few lines around his eyes that Blakely said gave him character. He had become head of the software engineering department and Blakely was now a senior partner in her law firm.
Two or three times a year she went away on business, and several times she had meetings locally that she told him about but wouldn't discuss. Brand knew he shouldn't let it bother him; he had known all along that she wouldn't talk about it, but it did. She had never given him any idea at all that she was interested in other men in any way, and she was the most loving, considerate wife that he could imagine. Their sexual life was, if anything, more frequent and exciting than it had ever been. The idea that there was a part of her life that wasn't shared with him grew larger and larger in his mind. He knew he was making something big out of something that shouldn't matter. It had never mattered before, but for some reason he couldn't get it out of his head. He decided he needed to talk to Blakely about it. He made dinner that night and over a glass of wine afterward he broached the subject to her.
"Blakely, something is bothering me," he told her. "I know I agreed that I wouldn't ask you any questions about your trips and your business. I agreed to that, but I'm worried. It just keeps running around in my mind and I can't get it out. I'm very sorry. I don't know what to do. Why do we have satellite uplinks in our house? Why do we have computer equipment that puts my office to shame? Why do we have radio broadcast transmitters? Why do you go away? That stuff freaks me out. It's like there's part of you I don't even know. We've been talking about children. That scares the shit out of me. I think you do dangerous things; things you don't want me involved in, and I'm afraid I'm going to lose you. What if we have a beautiful little girl that looks just like her mother and some day you just don't come home? I'm terrified, Blakely; terrified that you're doing something that will either kill you or hurt me so badly that I can't get over it."
Brand found himself sobbing, his face buried in his hands. "I don't think I would want to live without you."
He looked up at her and saw the horrified expression on her face. She burst into tears and ran across the distance separating them. She threw herself on him and he cradled her in his arms while she wept against his chest.
"I had no idea you were feeling this way, Brand. Why didn't you talk to me sooner?" she asked. "We've always talked when we had a problem. You know you can talk to me, baby."
"Yes, I do know that about everything but this. We can't talk about this, Blakely. You won't talk about it."
"I won't talk about where I go or what I do. You did agree to that, Brand. You don't get to go back on your word. I was totally honest with you. I told you about this and you promised you were okay with it. If you weren't, you had the chance to walk away. You said you would be okay and you made me fall in love with you. You don't get to change your mind now. That wasn't the deal. I will talk about how it's affecting us and our relationship. I'll talk about anything. You can't bottle things up like this. I love you, baby, and I can't stand to see you this way. I don't want you to be insecure."
"What would you do if I tried to find out about you?" he asked.
"Nothing," she said. "You have zero chance to succeed. Do you want to do that?"
"I might," he said. "I might surprise you."
She laughed. "You surprise me every day, Brand. Knock yourself out. I want you to know though, nothing about anything I do impacts my relationship with you in any way. I married you, Brand. I married you for life. I told you I would never cheat on you, never betray you and I never have. You know that. Has our marriage suffered one day, one minute, because of me?"
"No, I believe every word you say," he told her. "That doesn't stop me from worrying."
"How can I reassure you?" she asked.
"You can't. I know it isn't you, Blakely. It's me. You've always been totally honest and open with me. You did whatever you do before I met you. It's kind of exciting in a way, but it's terrifying as hell in another way. I wonder what you're doing and I wonder why you can't tell me."
"Telling you why would be the same as telling you everything," she explained. "By not telling you anything, I keep you safe, Brand. I keep the ugliness away from you. Would you like for me to tell you how I get drug dealers and pimps and mob bosses to testify in court? It's an ugly, dangerous business. Do you want me to quit?"
"No, I think you matter," he said. "I think you help people and it's part of you. What are you going to do if we have a baby?"
"Do you want to have a baby?" she asked.
"More than anything except for you to love me," he answered. "I wouldn't risk that for anything, but yes, I want to have three."
"We agreed to do that," she said. "Do you want to practice? I'll stop taking pills tomorrow. I love you, Brand and I'll do anything to keep you happy."
"Well, I do want to practice," he said. "I want you pregnant, Blakely, but only when you're ready. I'm already deliriously happy, by the way."
They practiced three times that night and when he came home the next day she told him she had a new out of town job. She was packing and she told him she would be gone one day and then she would be having meetings locally until she would have to be gone for a week.
Brand decided that night he was going to take her up on her challenge and try to find out what was going on.
Blakely got off the plane at Dulles and a car was waiting for her. They drove through the city and out into Virginia, finally pulling up in front of a huge white plantation house. The driver opened the door for her and carried her bag into the house. A domestic took her bag, led her to her room and allowed her to freshen up. When she emerged, there was a mimosa waiting for her and she was taken through a set of double doors and out onto a patio. The gardens stretched out before her and she saw her Uncle and a huge black gentleman sitting at a table.
They rose at her approach and she kissed them both on the cheek. "Hello, Uncle John, Benjamin," she greeted them. "Before we get started, I need to tell you that you are becoming a threat to my marriage," she told them. "Brand is asking questions and I think it's time to bring him in."
"What if we disagree?" Benjamin asked.
She gave him a look. "Don't disagree," she said. "I'll do anything it takes to keep my marriage."
He laughed a huge laugh. "I do believe she's threatening us, John."
She smiled and her uncle shuddered. "I don't think it's a threat, Ben. I think if we become a threat to her she'll just kill us."
Benjamin became serious. "Has it come to that, Blakely?"
"No, not yet," she said. "He is very smart and very resourceful, Ben. If he finds out before I have a chance to tell him, he might leave me. If he does, you won't survive. He wants to have children and so do I. I'll keep working, but he's going to be a part of it. Have I made myself clear?"
"Crystal," John said. "I'm sorry, baby. We knew this was coming. We just didn't know how soon. Mount the operation. Leave him enough clues to find you and bring him in. If you let him take you out of a rough situation that should do the trick. He won't want you to do things alone after that. He will never have any idea that he's married to a woman that could rescue herself, and him."
"You're selling him short," she said. "I know what I can do. He doesn't. I'll play this my way."
When Blakely got home, Brand was ready. He was really very good at electronic gadgetry. He picked Blakely up at the airport in her car and he had fitted it with GPS tracking so he could follow her on his laptop wherever either of them were. As soon as he she got in the shower, he put a bug in her purse and in her phone. While she was gone, he had accessed her computers through their home network and installed a keystroke tracker.
Blakely routinely swept any area she was in for bugs, and she quickly found his monitoring devices. She smiled and left them in place. Everything was going according to plan. She went to work and spent the day in the office catching up on her legal work. It wasn't that long before she finished and began to think about her plan. She called her contact and arranged an afternoon meeting. At loose ends, she went and picked up sandwiches. Brand pretended to be very surprised when she showed up at his office just before lunch. He jumped up and kissed her when his secretary opened the door.
"Hey, baby, what are you doing here?" he asked.
"I came to take my lover to lunch," she told him. "He works here."
"Oh, anyone I know?" he asked.
"No, sometimes I think I don't even know him," she said. "He's adorable though."
"Got any plans tonight?" he asked.
"Yes, I have some practicing to do," she said. "I have a big event coming up and I don't want to be bad at it. In fact... "
She locked his office door and dropped to her knees in front of him. Before he knew what was happening his pants were around his knees and she had engulfed him in tremendous heat and suction. She looked up at him with those blazing eyes and he leaned against the wall and groaned.
"God, Blakely, what if my boss comes in?"
"He'll have to wait his turn," she grinned up at him and went back down.
Blakely never wanted to stop. After ten years she loved this cock more than the first time she tasted it. She desperately wanted his cum in her mouth. Brand desperately wanted to give it to her. He pulled her head into him until he felt her gag. She swallowed and he slipped into her throat, feeling the incredible heat as her lips surrounded the base of his cock and he exploded with a groan of ecstasy. His knees were weak for a moment and then he pulled her up, picking her up and sweeping his desk clear before sitting her on the edge and pulling her dress up around her waist.
He pulled her panties down roughly and knelt between her thighs, diving ruthlessly into her dripping little pussy. He thrust his tongue as deeply as he could get in her cleft and sucked up her juices like nectar. Replacing his tongue with a finger and then two, he used his tongue on her little clit, teasing it out of hiding until it was erect under his ministrations as she writhed and bucked her hips toward him. He fucked her pussy relentlessly with his fingers and flipped her clit up and down and from side to side until she exploded, biting her fist to keep the scream welling up inside her from escaping. When she began to calm down, he stood and plunged his renewed erection deep inside her welcoming heat. She groaned as he sank fully inside her, the size and thickness of his cock always surprising her as she felt it briefly kiss her cervix. As long as it was brief, that always excited Blakely beyond belief as she thought about him coming so close to her womb. She knew there was little likelihood that she would become pregnant three days after stopping her birth control. It was still very erotic, and she came quickly as the desk rocked with the passion of their coupling. Having already come once, Brand would ordinarily have lasted a long time, even in Blakely's snug little pussy, but the situation was so exciting that he exploded almost immediately, sparking her to clutch his arms and stiffen in a huge contraction of her own. They spent some time catching their breath and straightening their clothes. When they were composed they went outside and ate on campus at a picnic table under a tree. They sat close together and Blakely leaned against his strong body, reveling in his touch and closeness.
She walked him back to his building and left for her meeting. Brand followed her dot on his laptop and noticed that she went down into the commercial district and stopped at the docks. He logged onto the bug in her purse and heard her arranging a meeting with someone named Johnson. He had no idea who Johnson was, but he was going to be close to that meeting. He took off work, drove to a warehouse and watched as Blakely went in.
Inside, Blakely was making her deal. Alvis Pharmaceuticals was a major player in the production of drugs used to treat heart disease. It was a South American company with FDA clearance to sell and manufacture alpha blockers and beta blockers in the US. What was not known to the general public was that Alvis was also heavily involved in smuggling. Drugs, people and weapons were their major source of profit. They were considered untouchable by law enforcement, and the CEO was heavily tied in with members of Congress and the military.
He had made some mistakes recently. Tomas Gomez was a player. He liked them young, famous and reluctant. Drugs made the reluctant cooperative enough, and the daughter of a major Hollywood star had made some noise about a year ago about being abducted and raped on a private island in the Caribbean. It had been a gang bang session and a bestselling Harvard professor, a member of the British Royal family, the son of a US Senator and two high-ranking military officers had been involved. The young woman had told quite a harrowing tale of sexual slavery, forced sex with drugged women and huge cash payouts to hush up the situation. Unfortunately for the people involved, the Hollywood father kept stirring the pot until the stench needed to be cleaned up.
The involvement of high government officials was an embarrassment to a lot of powerful people, and this was the type of job Blakely would take. Gomez was going to be visiting a distribution center in San Diego, and she was planning to take him. Her contact had information about his itinerary that she needed. It was a setup. When she stepped into the warehouse, there were six armed men inside and Johnson was dead on the floor. Blakely whirled to her left and made a draw on her 9mm from her thigh holster, putting a metal stairway and a stack of wooden crates between her and the armed men. She got off two shots while going for cover, dropping two men. One was a center mass shot and the other took the thug high in the right shoulder.
The rest scrambled for cover. She heard someone call out. "Bitch! You should take a look at this before you do anything else stupid."
Blakely peeked out and her heart sank. It was Gomez, and he was holding his gun to the side of the head of a small child. It was a young girl, about eight, with long blonde hair. It was her cousin David's little girl, Amanda. She was crying and there was duct tape over her mouth. Her hands were bound behind her.
"Throw out the gun, bitch or I'll splatter her brains!" Gomez shouted.
Brand was frantic. He could hear what was going on in there and it was horrifying to him. He thought about calling the police, but he didn't trust the promptness of their response and he was sure Blakely wouldn't like it. He didn't know what to do. He was unarmed and not a fighter, anyway. He knew he had to do something. He got out and ran to Blakely's Suburban. He noticed a compartment in the back and hoped to find a jack handle or something he could use as a weapon. He felt the futility of attacking armed men with a jack handle, but he was sure he needed to do something. He had a key to her vehicle and he used it to unlock the tailgate. When he opened the compartment he was shocked to discover three pistols, a shotgun and three assault rifles. He grabbed two of the pistols and stuck them in his belt. He had no idea how to use the assault rifles, but he did know how to shoot a shotgun. He checked to see that it was loaded and grabbed a handful of shells, stuffing them in his pocket. Satisfied he was as dangerous as he could get, he cautiously approached the warehouse door, gently easing it open. What he saw inside made him throw caution to the wind.
Blakely was caught in an agony of indecision. She couldn't let anything happen to Amanda. That much she knew for sure. She had a knife on a string down the back of her neck and she hoped she'd get a chance to use it. She threw out the gun and stood up. Her arms were seized by the thugs that were still walking and she was thrust roughly forward and forced to her knees in front of Gomez. He pushed Amanda away and she fell against a pile of crates, crying out in pain as her head struck the wood, and collapsing dazed to the floor.
"Well, well," Gomez leered at Blakely. "We heard rumors about the badass bitch working for Ben Abrams. You lived up to the billing. You got two of my guys. You're going to pay for that."
He looked her up and down, stripping her with his eyes. "Damn, I had no idea the package would be so attractive. What do you think, Samson?" he asked the large, black thug holding her right arm.
"She one hot mama," he replied. "You finna give her a test drive, boss?"
"She's way more than hot," Gomez walked around them. "Open up that blouse," Melendez."
Melendez pulled his knife, using it to flick the buttons off of Blakely's shirt. Her lacy bra came into view and he cut the front, scratching her with the point of his knife and leaving a thin trickle of blood between her exposed breasts. All three of the men looked at her gorgeous mounds and their mouths went dry. None of them had ever seen a woman this sexually attractive before.
"Damn, this bitch ought to be doing porn," Samson said. "You got to give me a crack at this one, Boss."
"We'll let her do a little porn," Gomez said. "You can have her after I get done, Samson. That cock of yours will have her loose as an old sock. I want her while she's still tight. Get that skirt off."
The two men pushed Blakely down on her back and held her pinned as Gomez pulled her skirt off. The thigh holster came into view and Gomez laughed.
"Sexy panties and leather; that's quite a look you've got going on there, bitch." He tore her panties off and his dick was rock hard looking at this incredible woman. He pulled down his pants and tried to shove his cock inside her. It was incredibly painful to Blakely. She was bone dry and she whimpered a little. It was uncomfortable to Gomez, too, and he spit on his hand several times, coating his dick with saliva and leaning over to spit on her pussy. Blakely felt disgusted and watched for her chance. With the two men holding her arms there was little she could do. The man by the door not participating watched intently, stroking his cock he had taken out of his pants.



Gomez thrust roughly into Blakely, slapping her twice and mauling her breasts as he raped her savagely. He lasted only a couple of dozen thrust, cumming inside her tightness and moving to her arm, allowing Samson to move between her thighs.
"You're going to like this, bitch," he hissed in her ear. "Samson's got the big package."
Blakely was horrified. Samson had a cock that would have given horses penis envy. This was going to hurt a lot. Thankful for the small pleasure of having at least Gomez's cum in her for lubrication she braced herself, still waiting for her opportunity. The huge purple head of that monster cock split her little pussy and she nearly screamed in pain, the tendons of her neck tight with the agony. There was the roar of a shotgun blast from the doorway and the man masturbating was nearly torn in half.
Gomez, startled and shocked momentarily lost his presence of mind and Blakely moved quickly and decisively, freeing her right arm momentarily. Her hand shot to the leather string behind her neck and she had her knife. She swiped at Samson's cock, nearly severing it, and buried the blade in Melendez's neck before making a swipe at Gomez's arm. Blood spurted, covering her, and she shielded her eyes. She rolled, burying her knife three times in Gomez's belly and she was standing, looking down at three dying men as Brand was running across the room toward her. He caught her up in his arms, squeezing her fiercely and crying.
"I came as quick as I could, baby," he wept. "I'm so sorry I didn't move quicker. I wasn't ready. Are you hurt?"
"Only my pride," she kissed him. "The blood isn't mine. You did good, lover. I was kind of counting on you. You were a little late, but you did good."
"You knew I was here?" Brand was nearly speechless.
"I keep track of the man I love," she told him. "I knew you were following me and I kept my purse so you could hear what was going on. They had Amanda, Brand. I don't know how that happened, but heads are going to roll. I think she's passed out. We've got to get her out of here."
Brand walked over and looked down at Gomez. "Oh my God, Blakely, that's him!"
"Who, Brand?" she asked.
"It's the guy! That's the drug lord that gave Lilly the overdose! It's him, Blakely! You got him!"
"I'm glad, Brand, but that's not why I was after him. We've got to get Amanda out of here. We'll talk about this later."
Brand hurried to the small form, tore the tape off her and carried her out to Blakely's vehicle. They put her in the back seat and Blakely drove home, Brand following closely. They cleaned her up and put her in bed. Blakely stripped off her ruined clothes and stood in the shower. She scrubbed herself, washing away the filth, douching several times and then it hit her. She sat naked on the floor of the shower, holding her knees to her chest and wept. That's where Brand found her fifteen minutes later. He picked her wet body up, cradling her in his arms and sat her in a chair. He dried her off and combed out her long, beautiful hair, murmuring soft words of endearment and love in her ear. He carried her to bed and tucked her in, promising to be right back before he quickly showered himself and crawled in bed with her. He held her tightly and she was shivering. He stroked her and told her how much he loved her a hundred times. She gradually began to relax and finally she slept, warm and safe in his arms.
She was up in the morning when he woke up and she had Amanda sitting at the bar, eating pancakes when he came downstairs. She moved quickly to embrace him, kissing him fiercely before returning to the cooktop. She made him pancakes and he marveled at her resilience. Blakely didn't feel at all resilient, but she felt better and she knew she was going to be okay. Brand didn't seem terribly shaken by the events of the previous day, and she knew they were going to have to have a long talk. Everything was different now, and they would have to adjust. Her cousin David came and picked Amanda up, promising he would call his father for an explanation. When he was gone, Blakely poured two big mugs of coffee and pulled Brand to the sofa. She snuggled up into his side and he wrapped his arm around her.
"Blakely, what are you?" he asked. "Are you some kind of spy or government agent?"
She laughed. "I don't know exactly what I am. I'll tell you everything, Brand."
She took a sip of her coffee, drew in a long breath and began:
*****
Time isn't really anyone's friend. Sometimes you do have to be patient. I'm not a very patient person. When I was fifteen I was skinny, hardly had any boobs, wore glasses, braces and my ass was as flat as a pancake. That seemed odd to me, because Mom was hot. She was all curvy and sexy and men constantly hit on her. She told me I was likely just a late bloomer, and if I was patient I'd be stunning someday. It wasn't any fun waiting. I was smart, third in my class, and popular enough because Dad was the football coach, but I wanted to be hot, too. I had very long blonde hair and my face was like Mom's, but the body didn't match. I talked to Dad about it and he designed a workout plan for me that focused on my legs and butt. It took me four years but by the time I got out of high school I was a hard body with a butt had people drooling. My boobs grew, too. I wasn't ever going to be porn star big, but I had a healthy, small C cup going on.
I was interested in a relationship, but not sport fucking. Just watching the sluts in high school gave me the impression that the kind of guy I wanted might fuck one of them if the circumstances were right, but they weren't going home to meet Mama. When I started college, I quickly learned that there were situations I didn't want to be in. Several of the girls in my dorm were sleeping with every guy that asked, and several were gang raped because they passed out from drugs or booze at parties. I'd been drunk twice in my life. Both times were at home in my parents' house, and although it started off feeling pretty nice, it quickly went downhill, ending up with me embracing my porcelain lover and feeling awful the next day. That cured me. I drank wine with meals or to relax a little, beer after being really hot or at picnics and occasionally something good like sipping whisky, brandy or cognac, but I didn't get drunk. I smoked a little weed and I liked it better than the alcohol, but it was illegal in my state and I didn't want a record.
To stay away from the gang rape stuff, I avoided the Greeks and the jocks and started taking judo lessons. That graduated into jujitsu and Muay thai. I was kind of a badass by my second year, and I changed my major to criminal justice. I had absolutely no interest in law enforcement. The idea of arresting people is repulsive to me, and using violence against someone that wasn't violent toward me just outraged my sense of morals. I was interested in private security or investigation.
My father and brother were hunters, and Dad was an ex-military guy before he retired early and started coaching football. They taught me how to shoot a gun and a bow. I wasn't interested in hunting, but I went to the gun range with them every time they went. I had a little .380 for my purse or a thigh holster if I was wearing a dress and a .45 ACP if I wanted a bigger pop. When I graduated from college, I entered a strategic security school and in 18 months I got a job working security for a major corporation. After three years, I got a call from my uncle John. He was a major player in DC and he was an attorney. He wanted me to meet with a guy to talk about a job. When I got there, I met Benjamin Abrams for the first time. He was a huge black man, about six-feet-six and he must have weighed over 300 pounds. He said he worked for the government and he was looking for a female operative. I told him I wasn't interested in working for the government.
"Why not?" he asked.
"I think it's immoral," I told him. "I don't work for protection rackets or organized crime."
He laughed and his whole frame shook. "Okay, I don't work for the government. I'm working for a group of very powerful men. Some of them are in government, some in finance and some in business. We have jobs that need to get done that we can't give to intelligence. Some of them are messy. We'll allow you to pick your teams, pick your jobs and you'll be well compensated. We'll get you a law degree. You only have to do three jobs a year. Do you think you'd be interested?"
"Will I be asked to kill people?" I asked.
"Yes, but they deserve to die," he said.
"I'll be the judge of that," I said. "I get to turn the jobs down if I don't agree that they need to be done?"
"Absolutely," he said.
I could tell he was lying. "No thanks," I said.
"Why not?" he asked.
"You're lying," I told him. "I won't get to turn them down or you'll mislead me."
"I told you she was good," Uncle John said. "You can turn the jobs down, baby, if that's what it takes to get you. If you don't want them, we'll give them to another team."
"You really think I'm good and you want me that bad," I commented.
"Yes, and yes," Benjamin said. "We don't want you until you get your law degree. You start at Dartmouth next week."
That was it. I went to work on that degree and they pushed me hard. They also greased the rails and I was on a fast track to what looked like everything I had ever wanted. I had nearly zero social life, but I had something else. I had powerful connections and something even more interesting. I had the chance to make a difference. They put me through schools that were intense physical experiences, too. By the time I passed the bar, I was a lean mean machine. Six months after I passed the bar, Uncle John had me positioned in a small but prestigious law firm that specialized in criminal defense. Somehow, I was never quite sure how it happened, I started as a junior partner. I worked my ass off, and gradually overcame the resentment that some of the attorneys felt about me. I was good at my job and with the resources I had available in investigation, I got a lot of cases with favorable outcomes. I seldom heard from Uncle John or Benjamin for a year. I was getting settled in with the firm, and one day I was called into the office of one of the senior partners. He told me I was on leave for three weeks, he gave me a package and sent me home.
There was a file, several reports, a threat assessment and a mission in that package. There was an army officer that someone wanted retired. He had enough connections and enough of a reputation that he couldn't be forced out. His staff was fanatically loyal. The problem was that he was causing trouble for his superiors. He had a habit of getting people killed. The people that were dying were young, married white men. General Brooks had some kind of deal worked out with some African Businessmen that was one of the most horrible things I ever heard about. The widows of those young white soldiers were disappearing and turning up drug addicted and on the arm of those African businessmen. The intel said he was running a white-slaver ring. He would drug his victims, get them educated in rape sessions, addict them to drugs and sell them all over the continent. It was quite the lucrative business. He needed to go away without a scandal.
I didn't give a damn about the scandal. If the army got a black eye, that was no skin off my nose. I viewed them as the enforcement arm of a corrupt government, anyway. I did hate the bastard and I was happy to take him down. I got to pick my team, just as I had been promised and we arranged a very nasty end for General Brooks. He wound up as a pony boy in a South American S&M club with no tongue and no way out. I was rewarded handsomely and went home.
I did fourteen jobs and killed at least nine people until I met you, Brand. I say at least because I shot at a lot more people than that. I didn't have time to find out whether or not I hit them or if they were dead. Since I met you I've done three jobs and one of them was fatal. Now you know. I'm a mercenary problem solver. I'm ready to put that behind me or have you join me. Either way, I want us to be together. We can have those babies now. The question is, do you still want me to be your wife? Do you still love me and can you still live with me? I love you and I'll do whatever you want me to. I'll become a full time attorney, we can work together doing a few of these jobs a year, I'll quit both and become a full time wife and mother, or you can leave me. I'll never leave you. I just need some kind of commitment here. What's it going to be, Brand?
*****
Brand shook his head. It was like waking up from a trance. "I guess that's the short version, huh, baby?
She laughed. "Yeah, I guess it is. It's hard to distill a lifetime down into just the bare bones. I'll tell you any details you want to know, Brand. I just wanted you to know. This is what I could never tell you. I wanted to, but it wasn't safe. I would never have told you but it was beginning to affect us. I can never allow that to happen. I decided to let you find out. That's why I let you track me. I was afraid you thought I was having affairs or that I belonged to a secret cult or something. It was scaring the hell out of me. I don't want to lose you. I knew I had to do something. It was making you unhappy with me and I couldn't allow that to happen."
"You didn't really need me to rescue you, did you?" he asked.
"I think I could have got out," she said. "It was going to be dicey. I'd have been messed up a lot worse. You kept me from being raped any more than I already was, Brand. Thank you. It was bad enough," she cried a little and he pulled her onto his lap and held her tightly.
She raised her face to him and he kissed her gently. "I think you're the bravest, scariest, sexiest woman on the planet," he told her. "You're mine, Blakely. I don't like you being in dangerous situations. God, baby, you killed five men in there. I don't know how I feel about that. I understand how you've been in these 'kill or be killed' situations. Some of them just seen like you're a stone cold killer. How can you do that?"
"Yes, and you helped me," she said. "You killed a man in there on your own. I didn't know if you could do that."
"They were hurting you," his eyes were moist. "I couldn't let that happen."
"What about Gomez? If you could have gotten a shot at him, would you have taken it? If you had him in a scope, would you have pulled the trigger?"
"In a heartbeat. Some people just need to die," he said.
"That's the only kind of people I ever take a job on," she said. "I hunt the Gomezes of the world. What would you do to protect me?"
"I would blow up the world to keep you safe, Blakely. What do you want to do?"
"First I want you to take me to bed and make love to me," she said. "I'm yours, Brand. That's what you said and those bastards tried to take me away from you. I want you to take me back. Will you do that?"
"There's going to be no doubt," he promised. "That's my pussy and you're my woman."
He stood up and carried her to their bed. She had on just a baggy sweatshirt and he had it off her in a matter of seconds. He was all over her and she responded the way she always had. There was something about this man that made her insatiable. She felt heat all over her body, radiating into him and he claimed her, his cock sinking into her, thrilling every fiber of her being as the familiar feelings swept over her. He was her man and there was no feeling in the universe like his big, firm cock sinking into her little pussy. It was driving her wild and she felt the contractions pulse through her body, the pleasure almost painful in its intensity as she convulsed beneath him. She felt him pulse inside her and she was filled with liquid warmth as she continued to spasm. She heard screaming and realized distantly that it was her voice.
As she came back to earth she realized her throat was raw and that she must have been screaming for some time. She also remembered a small gush of fluid as she came, her Skene's glands emptying in a rush. The sheets and her thighs were soaked and she couldn't ever remember doing that before.
She finally caught her breath enough to speak. "Jesus, Brand, that was intense. What did you do to me?"
"I made love to my wife," he said. "God, Blakely, I've never seen you come like that before. I'm going to have to rescue you more often! Have I told you how much I love you today?"
She pulled him down, rolling them over so that she was on top. "No," she said, "but I want to hear it. Then I want you to tell me what we're going to do for the rest of our lives."
"I love you so much I'd die for you," he said. "First, we're going to make babies. Then, between making babies, we're going to carefully go over the list of people that are connected with this job you just did. We're going to punish everyone involved. Then we'll take one job per year if we can find one we think needs doing. The rest of the time, we're going to be ordinary people. Well, you were never ordinary, but as ordinary as we can be when one of us burns as hot as you do. You'll practice law, I'll program computers, we'll go out dancing and come home and spoil our kids rotten. How does that sound?"
"I don't know how I got so lucky," she kissed him. "Love me now, Brand."
As she slid down to take him in her mouth, he smiled. She really had no idea what she was. That was the thing about her he loved the most. It was going to be a hell of a ride. All he could do was hang on for dear life.
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I was on my way to the airport when my phone rang. I didn't recognize the number so I didn't answer. It buzzed in a second and I had a new voicemail. I was very tempted not to check it, but if they left a voicemail it must be something important. It was my little sister. Her name is Audrey, and when I say little, I mean little. I was 26 and she was 18. Mom and Dad must have been in a good mood the night she was conceived. They rarely were in a good mood. Before I left home, it seemed like they hated each other. I didn't know why they stayed together except they were extremely religious. They didn't approve of divorce, so they just hung in there, getting more and more surly all the time. Don't get me wrong, I loved them both. If you got either one of them by themselves they were really cool and fun to be around. Mom was just someone that needed control and Dad was someone who fiercely resented anyone trying to control him.
I saw them three or four times a year. I absolutely refused to go home, but I bought each of them open tickets to come and see me any time they wanted to, as long as they came by themselves. Audrey came by herself once when she was 12, but I hadn't spent much time with her recently. I felt guilty about that. I felt like I should swoop in and rescue her. She seemed like a sweet kid. The other little thing about her was her size. At 12, she looked more like eight. She was a tiny little thing the last time I saw her. The pictures she sent me showed that she was still very tiny. You could tell she was becoming mature, but it was a slow process. She called me once a month and we talked, sometimes for a long time. It wasn't time for that call and I wondered why she was calling from a strange number.
Her message said that it was an emergency and she needed me to call her as soon as I got the message. She left me a number, and I didn't recognize it. I called and a woman answered the phone. "St. Vincent's emergency room," she said. "How may I direct your call?"
"I'm trying to get hold of Audrey Davis," I told her. "I'm her brother and she gave me this number."
"Hold on a minute and I'll get her," she said.
It wasn't long before I heard Audrey talking to her. "Hey, baby," I said when she answered. "Why are you at the hospital? Are you okay?"
"No, Jackson, I'm not. There's been an accident. I have a broken leg and a broken arm and collar bone. Mom and Dad are messed up really bad, Jacks. They're in surgery and I'm so afraid. I think they're going to die! They had to cut them out of the car. A semi-truck crossed into our lane and hit us head on. I was in the back seat. God, I need you. Please Jackson, can you come to Boston?"
I hesitated a minute. This was going to take some frantic scrambling around. "I'll be there, Audrey. I'm on my way to the airport now. I was leaving for Hong Kong. I'll get a flight and be there as soon as I can. It's a long way from San Juan to Boston. I'm so sorry, baby. It will be a while."
"I'll be okay as long as I know you're coming," she said. "They're going to sedate me. I hurt really bad, Jacks. I'll probably be out while you're coming and I won't even know. I wouldn't let them give me the drugs until I talked to you. Please hurry! I'm so afraid."
She was sobbing and I could tell she was in a lot of distress.
"Hang in there, sweetheart," I told her. "I'll be there as soon as possible. Let them give you your medicine."
"I will, I promise. I love you, Jackson."
"Me too, kid," I told her. "Let me talk to the lady I talked to a minute ago."
The lady got on the phone and I asked to speak to someone who could give me more information about my parents. She told me someone would call if I would leave a number.
"I'm about to get on an airplane," I told her. "They won't let me use my cell phone and I won't have a signal."
She told me to hang on, and by the time someone came to the phone I was parking at the airport. It was a hospital administrator. She said that she had checked with the surgeons and that my parents would be gone in a matter of minutes. They had extensive brain injuries and they were on life support. As soon as the machines were turned off, they would be gone.
"My little sister is in the emergency room," I told her. "How badly is she hurt?"
She checked and assured me that Audrey was going to be fine. "She's badly bruised and battered, she has a concussion, abrasions and contusions and three broken bones," she said. "She's been sedated. She was in a great deal of pain."
I asked her how long they would keep her like that. She told me the doctor said at least two days and she would be taking pain pills for a week after that.
"Listen," I told her. "She's all alone there. I'm the only family she has and I'm flying in from Puerto Rico. Is there any way you could not tell her about Mom and Dad until I get there?"
"Of course, Mr. Davis. We're not insensitive to her condition. What do you want to do about the life support?"
"Is there any chance?" I asked.
"I'm afraid not," she said.
"They have a directive not to be kept on life support," I told her. "I'll call their attorney and have him get it to you."
"Thanks, and I'm very sorry about your parents," she said. "We'll take good care of your sister until you arrive."
I got my ticket changed and got on a flight to Boston. There were a million things to do. I had to notify my contact in Hong Kong that my parents had been killed in an accident and that I wouldn't be coming any time soon. I called the office and told them I was taking a six month's leave. I explained the situation and they didn't give me any grief about it.
I contacted Dad's attorney and got the transfer of the living will directive made. They had funeral arrangements made years before, and I took care of that, too. I thought about the situation for an hour. There was no way I wanted to go to that house. I called a moving company and arranged for Audrey's things to be picked up and taken to my house in San Juan. Mom and Dad's things were to be shipped and put in storage until Audrey had time to go through them. The flight was interminable, and I bought WiFi and stayed on the phone for hours, making arrangements and changing everything I had planned.
When I arrived in Boston, I rented a car and drove to the hospital. I found out Audrey's room number and went up. She was asleep when I got there. Her face looked like she had been in a fight. There was a bandage on her head and her left arm and right leg were in casts. The arm was in some sort of traction device of cables and pulleys. It was evidently broken badly. She had bandages everywhere I could see. If it hadn't been for her hair, I wouldn't have recognized her. Our parent's religion had forbidden cutting it. It was probably three feet long and flaming red. That's they only thing they believed with whic I ever agreed. I love long hair. Mom had been a redhead, too, but I took after Dad's side of the family. Audrey is five-two and I'm six-four. She weighed maybe a hundred pounds, and I was 230. Looking at us, you would have no idea we were related. I have dark hair. We share the same dark complexion, which is odd, because most redheads are light ginger types.
She looked terrible and my heart was breaking. I petted the unbruised and unbandaged parts of her, basically her hair and she opened one eye a little. She smiled up at me and went back to sleep.
They kept her high for another 24 hours, and the only time she stirred was when she was thirsty. I gave her ice water and she went back to sleep. I never left her room. They took the traction machine away the second day and she looked more comfortable. I made travel arrangements and got some things for her; personal items, a couple of pairs of sweats and hoodies to match, some shorts and t-shirts and flip-flops. I got her a big coat to wear until we got out of Boston, and a nice blanket to cover her up at the funeral. Mom and Dad had just wanted graveside stuff, and it was going to be simple.
When Audrey woke up, it was a difficult first couple of hours. I had to tell her Mom and Dad were gone. She was inconsolable, and I comforted her as best I could. I couldn't keep the tears back, myself, and we held one another and grieved. The funeral was the next day and they discharged Audrey an hour before. I dressed her in the new sweats and the coat and we put her in the wheelchair I had bought. I took her down to the car and we cried together for a long time after the service; she looked so pitiful wrapped in her blanket, two black eyes and her little face so bruised and my heart was breaking for her. There were hundreds of people there, mostly from their church. The pastor said a lot of inappropriate things about how they were saved but the rest of us were going to hell. Two dour ladies approached me about keeping Audrey in Boston. They felt that I was not a good influence on her, and as her spiritual mentors they should keep her. I know how to put down that sort of pretension, and they didn't stay long.
We said our goodbyes and I took her straight to the airport. I changed her clothes in the car and put her in shorts and a t-shirt. Mom never allowed her to wear shorts, and I could tell she was a little uncomfortable but she didn't say anything.
When we were checking in, she asked me where we were going.
"We're going home, baby," I told her.
"You mean to Puerto Rico?"
"Yes, is that okay with you?"
"I just thought we would stay here for a while," she said.
She looked so little and pitiful, wrapped in her blanket in the wheelchair that it made me cry. I knelt in front of her chair and hugged her. I kissed her cheek and looked in her eyes. They were blue/grey and full of tears.
"I live in San Juan and that's where you live, too," I told her. "You're all mine now. I've always wanted you to come and stay with me for a summer. This is way better. I mean, not that Mom and Dad are gone, but now I get to have you for as long as you'll stay with me. You're all I have, Audrey, and you're precious to me. I'm going to take care of you, baby, and it's going to be good. Will you give me a chance?"
She put her good arm around my neck and kissed me on the lips. "Yes, Jackson; I love you. I always have and I want to stay with you forever. I remember how nice you were to me when I stayed with you before. It was the best week of my life."
"Then it's settled," I stood up. "You're staying with me from now on. You're mine now and you're going to be treated like a queen. I'm going to make sure that happens."
The airline was very nice about accommodating her when they found out what had happened, and the stewardesses treated her like a princess. We changed planes in Miami. When we landed in San Juan there was a gorgeous sunset and a storm out over the ocean. I got her in my truck. She was still very sore and battered and she winced when I picked her up. She was light as a feather and so slender in my arms. I wanted to hold her forever.
I had a very large house on a hill looking out over the ocean. I had my own beach and the blue water droped off to a nice reef out there. There was a lagoon with lots of coral, and I wheeled her out on the deck and made dinner. We had fresh fish I had picked up in the market, and prawns.
I fed her prawns and bites of fish, which she washed down with orange soda. I remembered that was her favorite, and I had got some. We talked and laughed together until she was sleepy.
I put her in bed and she asked me to stay until she went to sleep. The next morning we ate fruit for breakfast, and she looked like she wanted to tell me something.
"Is something wrong?" I asked her.
"I smell," she said. "I need to take a bath. How am I going to do that, Jacks?"
"I'll wash you," I told her.
"Nooo, Jackson, don't," she was practically crying.
"Relax, baby," I told her. "No one is going to do anything to you without your permission. That's something that's going to change about your life. You don't ever have to do anything you don't want to do."
"Really?" she looked up at me.
"Really," I told her. "You aren't a slave, Audrey. No one is going to tell you what to do. Get used to it. That's the thing I hated most about living with Mom and Dad. They had all those rules about what you could and couldn't do. It didn't matter to them what you thought. You're grown up now, and you get to decide. I think you'll make responsible decisions. I may try to talk you into doing things I think will be good for you. For instance, why don't you want me to wash you?"
"Jackson! I would have to take my clothes off. You would see me naked! You're my brother."
"I've helped you get dressed twice already," I told her. "I've already seen you nearly naked. I don't think a little pink lacy bra and panty set would be considered much cover. I am your brother, you're right. That means I take care of my little sister when she's sick. I wash her, change her bed, give her medicine, carry her around when she can't walk, whatever it takes. That's what you do for people you love."
"Are you sure? It's very embarrassing."
"Would you rather I hire a stranger to wash you?"
"No, I want you to do it if it has to be done."
"The doctor told me all the bandages could come off today," I told her. "We have to cover up your casts with plastic bags. We'll put rubber bands around the top so no water will get in."
She agreed, and I wheeled her into the bathroom to get undressed. I pulled her shirt off and her shorts down over her cast, leaving her in her bra and panties. They were the white ones I got her while she was in the hospital. I let her keep them on for a while. It was a little disturbing at first. She had become something different than the last time I saw her. She had breasts and her hips had become flared and exciting. I didn't want to stare so I got a warm washcloth and wet the tape holding her bandages on. When the tape softened enough, it pulled off easily without pulling her skin. She had more than a dozen and it took me a while. I left her there and went to get garbage bags to cover her casts. I got two big rubber bands and covered her casts. She got back in the chair while I got the water adjusted.
"Okay," I told her. "Don't feel bad now, but I'm going to take off your underwear. Lean forward for me."
She did and I unhooked the little bra. I pulled it over arms and she lifted her butt a little so I could pull her panties down. There was a stone bench in my shower, built into the wall, and I set her down on it."
"This is silly," she said. "Your clothes are getting all wet. I think you should take them off."
"Won't that embarrass you?" I asked her.
"Yes, but I'll feel less embarrassed if I'm not the only one naked."
I stripped and got back in. She didn't want to look, but her eyes kept being drawn back to my cock.
I didn't want to stare, either, but I couldn't help it. She laughed and looked up at me. Her eyes were clear blue with streaks of violet in them. I realized that they changed color with her moods.
"This is really awkward," she said. "I've never seen a naked boy before, and so I'm just going to look until it doesn't seem so weird, okay?"
"Only if I can look, too," I told her. "I've never seen my little sister naked before either."
She nodded. She moved her eyes over my body and relaxed against the wall, the warm water streaming over her.
She was stunning in her innocence. Her breasts took my breath away. Her wet hair was covering one, hanging down on the bench nearly to the floor. They were little firm perky cones. They were maybe the size of half a small apple, fuller at the bottoms and turned up toward the tip. She had almost invisible areola, just one shade darker than her skin, and her nipples begged to be sucked. They were little brown buttons about the size of a pencil eraser. They were high and proud. My eyes traced her slender form downward. She had a tiny waist that quickly flared out into her slim hips. She had the cutest little belly button and below that was a small patch of that flaming red hair. It was very sparse and her skin showed through plainly. She had trimmed it into a thin line. Her mons thrust out in a little rise and I could see the beginnings of light pink lips below.
"God, you're gorgeous, Audrey!" I told her. "You grew up pretty, baby."
She blushed pink all over. She was one of those rare redheads who can tan and she had brown arms and legs while her body was lighter and golden colored. The blush colored her up and she looked adorable. I certainly adored her.
"Thanks," she whispered. "You look amazing, too, Jacks. Can I touch you?"
"Yes, if you want to," I told her. "I'm going to be touching you. I have to if I'm going to wash you."
"Okay," she said. "Would you mind if we got started? This is really embarrassing."
I got a washcloth and pumped shower gel on it. I carefully washed her face, taking care to go easy on the abrasion on her forehead. I washed her neck and shoulders, again taking care not to hurt her abrasions or the broken collar bone. When I reached her chest, I got the upper part and squirted some gel on her breasts. I lathered them up and she gasped when the cloth touched her nipples. They sprang erect and she blushed even more. I just washed, not trying to feel her up. I kept telling myself that this was my little sister and she trusted me. I couldn't take advantage of her. I pulled her toward me, away from the wall so I could get to her back. I scrubbed it well and then moved down and washed her good foot and her thighs above the cast. My cock was at half-mast and it threatened to rise all the way as I washed her smooth thighs. When I reached her crotch she flinched away.
"It's too much,' she gasped. "I'll do it."
I handed her the cloth and she washed between her legs. "I can't do my butt," she said. "Help me."
I pulled her up and she held my arm with her good one while she balanced on one leg. She had a fantastic butt. I don't think I've ever seen anything quite as beautiful and sexy. It was very firm and round, small, but full and resilient as I ran the cloth over it. I washed in the deep valley between her cheeks and she moaned. I got the shower head off its hook and ran the water down her back. When I parted her cheeks and ran the water down that valley she shivered. I let her sit back down and got the shampoo to wash her hair. As I was lathering it up, I felt a feather touch on my belly. I looked down and her hand was touching me just below my navel. As I washed her hair the touch became firm and she ran her hand over my belly.
"You have nice muscles, Jacks," she told me.
I laughed and flexed my abs. I had pretty good definition, and I spent a lot of time trying to stay in shape. She ran her hand up to my chest and as I rinsed the shampoo out of her hair, it slid down and gave my cock a squeeze.
I gasped and her hand jerked back like it had been burned.
"I'm sorry, Jacks," her eyes were pleading with me. "That was bad. I just needed to know what it felt like. I'm so sorry."
"It's okay, baby," I assured her. "I'm not mad. I told you you could touch me."
She smiled up at me and I turned off the water. I took her tiny naked form in my arms and stood her in front of the mirror so she could hold on to the counter. I got a big fluffy towel and dried her off.
"Do you blow dry your hair?" I asked her.
"No, it breaks it," she said. "I'll just wrap it up in a towel. Will you brush it for me later?"
"Of course I will, Audrey." I wrapped her up in her towel, sad to see her gorgeous nakedness disappear under it. I got another and wrapped it around her hair. My cock was iron hard by now and she looked at it.
"Why are you like that?" she asked. "Will it go away? Does it hurt?"
"Well, it's like that because I was in the shower with the most beautiful naked girl I've ever seen," I told her. "When men get excited this happens. It's like your nipples getting hard. They don't stay like that. It will go down. It doesn't hurt unless it happens often and I don't get any relief."



"What do you mean, 'relief?'"
"Do you know what an orgasm is, Audrey?"
"No, I mean I've heard the word, but it's something naughty."
"You're wrong," I said. "It's something natural and beautiful. When men and women get excited enough they have orgasms. A man produces sperm. When he's stimulated past a certain point it, travels out through his penis and he feels the most pleasurable sensation it's possible for him to feel."
"What about girls?" she asked.
"Girls come, too," I told her. "Come is another name for 'have an orgasm.' It's different than for men. There's no sperm involved, but the excitement builds until they just explode with pleasure. Girls tell me it's the same as for guys, the most pleasure it's possible to feel."
"Doesn't that make a baby?"
"It can. If the woman is fertile and the man comes in her vagina; she could get pregnant. It doesn't always happen and people take birth control or use condoms."
She thought about that for a minute. She smiled. "Thanks, Jackson. Are you going to feed me today?"
"After I shower," I told her. I put her in her chair. "You wait here," I said.
I quickly showered and dried. I went and got shorts and a t-shirt. I got some for her, too, and came back and dressed her. I made turkey and avocado sandwiches and she ate two. We went out on the deck and I put her on a lounge chair. I stretched out beside her and we soaked up the afternoon sun, the sound of the surf and the cries of birds the only things disturbing the silence.
"Jacks, what are we going to do?" she asked.
"What do you mean?" I wondered.
"I mean, there's only the two of us. We don't have any other family. You have your life and you don't need me to live and be happy. I need you badly. I won't survive without you. Am I going to finish school? Will I have to get a job? Will you get tired of having me around? What if I get on your nerves or you get on mine? I don't have a future except what you make possible. I feel useless, and like I'm a burden to you."
"I don't like for you to think about things that way," I told her. "When you say I don't need you, you're very much mistaken. I've always wanted to be closer to you. You're my little sister and I'll never get tired of you or turn you away. You can count on me Audrey; you're never to think you're a burden to me. I'll always be here for you. You make me happy. I feel like I've been missing something in my life and I never knew until now. I need someone to love and take care of. I need someone to love me, even when I do get on their nerves. You will get on my nerves and I'll get on yours, but we'll love each other anyway. You make me happy. We're going to be best friends. I already love you; I always have. You stole my heart when you were a baby. You've just become more beautiful and interesting all your life. Just when you were starting to become really interesting, I left home. That's the biggest regret I have. When you called me and talked to me that was the high point of my month. I couldn't stand being around Mom and Dad. They fought all the time and their bickering made me crazy. They forgot how cool and loveable each other were. I had to get out. The worst thing was, I couldn't be around you. That's going to change now."
"I know what you mean," she said. "I was very unhappy, Jacks. I needed to talk to you every month. I needed more than that but I had to take what you would give me. I'm just lost now. I don't know what to do."
"We'll decide together," I told her. "Right now you need to heal and get better. I need to get a doctor to look at you and make sure you're healing right. I'll get you in school as soon as you're able to go. I've taken a six-month leave of absence. We're going to get to know each other and I'm going to fall in love with you, I can tell."
She smiled happily. She had braces, and I was going to have to find a dentist for her too.
"Don't you have to work, Jacks?" she asked.
"Do you know what I do?" I asked her.
"Mom said you were a diplomat," she said. "I don't know exactly what that is."
"I do work at embassies around the world as a diplomat," I said. "I'm a spy, Audrey. I work for the CIA. I can't tell you a lot about it, but I run operations that sometimes involve handling lots of money. When I have a chance, I take a cut of that money. No one knows, but that's what all spies do. I've done that often enough that I never have to work again if I don't want to. We have lots of money."
"Did you steal it?" she asked.
"Yes, I suppose I did. Let me tell you how it works. The CIA is backing some rebel group in some banana republic where they want to overthrow the government. They may just want them to cause so much mischief that they distract their government from doing things that we don't want them to do. The rebels need guns and money to operate. We can't give them money directly without causing a diplomatic incident. The rebel group has access to cocaine but they need money. I arrange to sell the drugs for them. They give me five million dollars' worth of cocaine. I cut the drugs until I have 5.5 million dollars' worth. I sell the drugs to some dealer in another country for 5.5 million. I pocket five hundred thousand dollars in profit. Then, I contact an arms dealer and tell him I want to buy three million dollars' worth of guns. I tell him that I want a discount because of the quantity I'm buying. He agrees to sell me three million worth for 2.75 million. I pocket the 250 thousand. Everyone knows it's happening, but they look the other way because I'm really good at what I do."
"I had no idea," she said. "Does the CIA really do stuff like that?"
"You have no idea how corrupt things are, baby. I've really done those deals, just like I described. It's all slime and corruption, Audrey. I want to get out of it. I'm going to get out at the first opportunity. I have money in a dozen banks around the world. I may resign and tell them I have to take care of you. I used to think I was doing good patriotic stuff that helped people be safe at home. I haven't felt like that since the first six months."
"So I might be good for you, too," she said.
"You are good for me," I told her. "Just seeing you and getting to have you here make me feel good about myself. I can't get over it. My beautiful little sister is going to live with me and we're going to take care of each other."
"I won't be any trouble, Jackson. I promise I won't. I'm so glad you want me. I hated my life with Mom and Dad. I didn't want to stay there. Thank you for letting me come here. I'll do whatever you tell me to do. I might not agree with it and I'll tell you when I don't, but I'll do it anyway, I promise. I'm very tired now and my arm is hurting really bad. I need to take a pill and rest."
"I'm sorry, baby. I've been talking on and on. I'll get you some juice and you can rest."
I got her a glass of orange juice and she took a pain pill. I wheeled her into her bedroom and got her a long t-shirt to wear for a night gown.
"Do you want underwear?" I asked.
"Just panties," she said. "I don't wear a bra to bed. Sometimes I don't wear anything," she smiled naughtily.
"You can sleep naked if you want," I told her. "We maybe should wear the shirt though. Some of your scrapes are still weeping a little."
She agreed to the t-shirt, but decided to leave off the panties. I took off her towels and slipped the t-shirt carefully over her. I hated to see that amazing little body covered up, again, but I kept reminding myself that she was my little sister and she was only 18.
I picked her up and put her gently into her bed. She kissed me and said she was feeling no pain, but she was very sleepy. I kissed the top of her head and she was asleep. I stood and watched her for a long time. She looked so little and so beat up that it broke my heart. I swore that she was never going to be hurt again.
I checked on her about midnight before I went to bed. I put her phone on the night stand in case she needed me and went to bed. I heard my phone buzz about four in the morning and I checked it.
"Need to pee and another pill," it said.
I went in and she was awake. "I'm sorry to bother you, Jacks; but I'm bursting," she said.
"You aren't a bother to me," I told her. "It makes me happy to help you."
I put her in her chair and wheeled her into her bathroom. I sat her on the toilet and left her there. I heard it flush and she called. I helped her to the bidet and left again. She called and I took her to the sink so she could wash her hands. It was storming and she flinched when the thunder crashed outside.
"You know, Jackson; if I slept with you I wouldn't need to text you," she said.
"Are you afraid of storms?" I asked her.
She laughed. "I guess you can see right through me," she said. "Yes, I am afraid of storms. Can I stay with you?"
"You don't have to trick me," I laughed. "All you have to do is ask. I'll do anything you ask me to, Audrey."
"Okay, can I sleep with you?"
"Yes, I'd like that. I remember when you were little you used to come and get in bed with me," I remembered. "It always made me feel big and brave."
"You were," she said. "I wanted to come every night, but Mom and Dad wouldn't let me."
"Well, I'll let you," I told her. "Just don't beat on me with those casts."
She giggled and I took her to my bedroom and got her out of her chair. I put her in my bed and went around to the other side and got in. I have a king sized bed and there was plenty of room. I lay on my side and she scooted over until she was up against me.
"Hey," I told her. "If we're going to do this we're going to meet in the middle. You don't get two thirds of the bed."
She giggled again. "I like to feel you against me. I'll scoot back over and you come, too."
We moved to the middle and I lay on my side facing her. She scooted around until her back was pressed up against me. She took my arm and put it under her head and used it for a pillow, pulling the other arm over her and letting it rest holding her close. The feeling of her hard little butt against my cock made me think things a brother shouldn't think about his little sister. I reprimanded myself sternly, and we drifted off together.
I woke up with the feeling something was different. Hair was tickling my neck and there was a firm little butt snuggled up against my erection. My cock was rubbing between butt cheeks, and there was a hard little breast under my hand. The nipple was a hard button under my fingers and I rolled it between my thumb and forefinger. A little hand came up and pressed my hand more firmly on the breast and I heard a little moan. I opened my eyes and Audrey was looking over her shoulder at me. I jerked my hand away and moved my hips away from her butt.
"God, I'm sorry, baby. I was asleep and having a dream. I didn't mean to feel you up."
She scooted her butt back against me again. "It's okay," she said. "I like it. I know you didn't do it on purpose. You can if you want to." She pulled my arm back over her and pressed her little breast into my hand again.
I groaned. "I shouldn't, Audrey. You're my eighteen-year-old little sister."
"Yes, but I love you, big brother," she said. "I like you to touch me. You already did, yesterday, and you let me touch you."
"I was bathing you because you're hurt," I told her.
"Yes, and I liked it," she said. "I want you to always bathe me. I don't have anything that you can't touch."
"Jesus, baby; I don't know. I never thought, I mean, aren't you like religious?"
"No, I just went along with Mom and Dad to make them feel good. I always wanted to try things. I want to get drunk once and see how it feels. I want to have a boyfriend and try everything with him to see what I like. I want to go dancing and see a rock concert. I want to lie on a beach naked and feel the wind and sun on my skin. I want to drive a car fast and make love slowly. I want to try smoking marijuana if you'll keep me safe. I want to live, Jackson. I nearly died and I'm eighteen and I haven't done anything in my life. You said I could do what I wanted to and that you'd do anything for me that I asked. I'm asking you to be my teacher. Show me life! Love me and teach me how to live. I'll do everything you tell me to. Don't keep things from me. Show me how to do things. Right now I want you to squeeze my boob again and make it feel like it did when you pinched my nipple before."
I couldn't help myself. This little pixie wanted me to love her and show her everything about life. I squeezed her hard little cone and rolled the nipple again. She gasped and pushed it into my hand.
"Yes, like that," she said. "Is there more?"
I rolled her onto her back and pulled her night gown carefully over her head. She was beautifully and gloriously naked in my bed, a little sexy angel waiting for me to love her. I kissed her on those full, pouty lips, running my tongue over her braces. Her little pointy tongue came out and played with mine. I kissed all over her face and down to her earlobes. She shivered as I nibbled on them and I kissed down her throat and chest to capture one of those hard little nipples between my lips.
"Oh, my God," she gasped. "Oh sweet Jesus, Jackson; what... what... Oh God!"
She shuddered and writhed, clutching my hair and pulling my head into her breast. I pulled at the little nipple, stretching it and letting it snap back. I quickly moved to the other and she continued to moan and tried to pull my hair out. She collapsed back onto the pillow, gasping for breath and her chest with those delicious little cones heaving.
"What was that, Jackson?" she panted. "Oh my God, what did you do to me? I've never felt... I never knew... how could you make me feel like that?"
"Did you like it?" I asked.
"I don't know, I mean, yes. I thought I was going to die it felt so good. It scared me it felt so good. What did you do to me?"
"You came," I told her. "That's an orgasm. I can't believe you had one just from me playing with your nipples. You're smoking, Audrey. I've never had a girl come from me sucking on her nipples before. I can't wait to see what you do next."
"That was an orgasm? My God, Jacks; that was intense. Can I have another?"
I didn't answer; I just took a nipple in my mouth again. She didn't come this time, but she groaned and her body shuddered. I ran my hands along her ribs and she giggled. Her waist was tiny and her belly was flat and hard with muscle. I let my hand slide lower as I continued to love her nipples. I felt the little strip of flame-red curls and I tugged at them. When my fingers slid between her thighs, she cried out and clamped her thighs tight to trap my fingers. She had a distinct gap at the top of her thighs and it gave me access to move my fingers. I traced the line of her little pussy down, feeling her labia tightly closed. I found the entrance and she was dripping wet. I eased my middle finger in, coating it with her juices and she shivered and groaned. I opened the little lips up and coated them with her moisture, caressing them and moving up to find the little button above. I teased it with the tip of my finger and her body jerked and writhed as I coaxed it out of its protective hood. Her whole body spasmed as I flicked it with my finger and she was coming again, her hips churning and her body arching up to meet my fingers dancing over her sex. She squealed and moaned out her joy as she continued to shudder.
"Jackson, something... Oh God, I'm running away. You're making me feel... Oh my God, Oh my God, Oh my God! I can't... I can't, stop, please, Jacks; I can't stand any more. Please, Oh God, please; I need to stop!"
I pulled my hand away and held her naked little body against me. She twitched and wiggled against me as the aftershocks pulsed through her. I felt her hand in my hair, pulling my face up so she could kiss me. Her lips were alive on mine and her tongue was a wild thing as she couldn't get enough. She pulled away and panted for a minute.
"Jackson, that was... that was... I don't know what! I never dreamed I could feel like that. Jesus, I love you. I'm so in love with you. I always have been, Jacks. I've dreamed for years about being with you, staying with you. I never thought it could be like this."
She kissed me fiercely again. "That hurt my shoulder a little, Jacks."
"I'm so sorry, baby," I told her. "I tried to be gentle. I'm so sorry I hurt you. I never want to hurt you."
"It wasn't you," she said. "I just like, had a convulsion or something, and it hurt really bad. It wasn't your fault. I loved it. Can boys feel like that?"
"Yes," I told her. "We can't come so many times like you did though. Just one at a time for us."
"Can I make you come?" she asked.
"You could," I said. "Do you want to?"
"Yes, I want to make you feel as good as you made me feel," she said. "Were we fucking, Jacks?"
"No, baby; we were making love, but not that."
"What is fucking, then?" she asked.
"It's a certain kind of love making," I told her. "I put my cock in your pussy and we move the way we want to."
"I want to do that," she said. "Can we?"
"Yes," I told her. "I don't think we should, though."
"Now that's just rude," she laughed. "You mean because you're my brother or because I'm not grown up enough?"
"Well that, too," I said. "I know you're an adult, but I'm quite a bit older than you. You've lived with Mom and Dad all your life. You're my sister and that seems like something I don't want to fuck up. You've seen my cock, Audrey. It's sort of big and you're tiny. I don't want to hurt you."
"Let me see," she reached down and pushed my boxers down with her good hand. My erection sprang free and she gasped. I could tell she started having second thoughts.
I petted her head. "What's wrong, baby?"
"I wanted to do it," she said. "I wanted to do it so bad, and now I'm afraid."
"Why?" I asked her. "What are you afraid of?"
"Well; I'm afraid you would hurt me. I'm not sure that will fit in me," she looked very dubious. "Maybe we should wait." She started to cry a little. "I really want to, Jackson."
"Audrey, stop crying," I told her. "You have no idea how this works. Your pussy is stretchy, baby. Girls have babies at your age. They shouldn't, and that's the second part of you being so young. You're eighteen, baby and I'm afraid fucking you will be bad for you in some way I don't even have a clue about. I'm not sure eighteen-year-old girls should be fucking. I'm pretty sure they shouldn't be fucking their brothers. I don't know anything about it and neither do you. I'm sure you're not on birth control, and I don't have any condoms. Just slow down a little! We'll work everything out; just trust me. Do you love me?"
"Yes, more than anything," she sniffed. "Can we try to fit it in, just to see? We don't have to fuck if you don't think we should, but how can I make you come then? Is there some other way?"
"I'm not sure we should try," I told her. "It's dangerous."
"Why?" she asked.
"Well, we don't want you pregnant, for one thing."
"Can't we just try for a minute? You put it in and take it right out."
"I'm not sure I can do that. It's not safe anyway, even if I could. You have no idea what kind of passions we are creating here and you could still get pregnant."
"I trust you, Jackson. I know you'd never hurt me."
"Well, you shouldn't. Damn it, Audrey, you have no idea how sexy you are. You're every man's fantasy. A young woman, just becoming mature, drop dead gorgeous, a body out of fever dreams, willing and in love with me. Once I get inside you I'm not going to want to stop. It's going to be so sweet and I'm so much in love with you and you're so God damned sexy. I think I can keep control, but it's sketchy. I appreciate you trusting me, but I don't trust myself."



"I do trust you," she said. "If you can't stop, that's okay with me. I want to fuck you, Jacks. I don't want to be pregnant, but I want everything else you described. If I'm all that, why won't you do it?"
"Because I do love you and I don't want anything bad to happen to you. I'd rather cut off my left nut!"
"Okay," she gave in. "We won't do it now. I still want to make you come."
I sighed with relief. "Thanks, baby. I'll show you. Don't think I don't want to make love to you. I do, and I will. I just need to find out some things. Let's try some things and as we go along I'll know more, okay?"
"Yes, I can't wait. What do I do?"
"Let's just play and see what happens," I said.
I stroked my hands over her. She responded by copying my motions. I slid down the bed to her feet and began to massage her good leg. I worked at the muscles.
"Are you a runner, Audrey?" I asked.
"How could you tell?" she asked.
"You're so fit and muscular," I said. "Do you lift?"
"Yes, four days a week. I'm really strong, Jacks."
"I can tell. I'm going to love working out with you."
I moved up her leg, working her thigh muscles on both legs above her cast. I spread them apart and slid my hands over the tendons stretched between her thighs. She began to make small motions as I slipped my hands under her and cupped that tiny little hard butt. I moved my face close to her pussy and the scent of her filled my nostrils, clean sweet girl, aroused and waiting to be fulfilled.
I parted her lips with my fingers and she was the most beautiful sight I had ever seen. She was totally bare except for that one little strip. I licked at her lips and tasted her sweetness. She gasped and quivered as I flicked her little clitoris. It swelled beneath my touch and elongated. I continued to flick it and I felt her shiver as her body drew taut. I flexed my fingers on the hard little butt in my hands and sucked her clit into my mouth, lashing it now with my tongue and she exploded, bucking until I could hardly maintain contact. When her spasms fell to shudders I kissed my way back up to her lips.
"That's how you do it, Audrey," I whispered.
She nodded and rolled to her stomach. She let her lips explore my body and it was exquisite torture. She moved down over my belly and took my cock in her little hands. Her cast was rough and I flinched. She took that hand away and played with the good one. She felt the texture and tested the hardness with her fingers. She fingered the spongy head and pulled the slit on the end open a little, memorizing every detail.
"Are they all this big?" she asked.
"No, baby. Some are little and some big. Some are bigger than mine."
"I can't believe that. How big is it?"
"I don't go around measuring my cock," I told her. "What kind of douche bag does that?"
"How big is average?" she asked.
"Maybe six inches?"
"I'm going to put it in my mouth," she said.
She licked the head like a ice cream cone. It twitched and jumped in her hand and she giggled; the feeling incredible on my sensitive head. She slipped it into the O her lips made and she took a couple of inches in, her tongue swirling around the head. The heat of her mouth was intense and I felt my excitement build quickly. She took a little too much and gagged.
"Just take what you can," I gasped. "Gagging isn't fun."
She nodded on my cock and began to bob her head up and down, creating an intense suction as her hand pumped up and down. I ran my hand over her butt, stretched out beside me. I slipped a finger into her pussy and she moaned around my cock in her mouth. She was very tight and very moist but she took my finger without any sign of pain. I couldn't feel any obstruction, and I wondered how she lost her hymen. I was pleased that it wasn't there and I inserted a second finger. She flinched a little at that, but she didn't pull away and she kept up her mouth movements, even speeding up her motions a bit.
I pumped her little pussy with my fingers and her hips began to writhe. I was at the edge and I thought I should warn her.
"Baby, I'm going to come. There's going to be a lot of cum and unless you want it in your mouth you should pull off and just pump me with your hand."
She pulled back and pumped me, twisting her hand over the head and I groaned as thick ropes of cum spurted up, hitting her in the face and making her jerk back in surprise.
"Don't stop," I begged, and she continued to pump, aiming the shots onto her breasts. I kept pumping her pussy and she groaned as she came with me, our bodies shuddering together in release.
She pulled her pussy off my fingers and spun around, looking up at me, seeking my approval. It was the most erotic scene I had ever witnessed. She was a little messy cherub, cum spattered over her mouth and cheeks, her hair covering us in flaming waves and her little breasts just peaking up behind my deflating cock.
She licked her lips, tasting my cum, and it seemed like she enjoyed it. She slid her lips back down over the head, cleaning cum off it and swallowing it down.
I sat up and picked her up in my arms, carrying her into the bathroom and sitting her on the counter. She squealed at the cold granite on her little butt and I turned the hot water on. I got a washcloth and got it wet and warm. I put a little soap on it and cleaned her up. I rinsed off the soap and carried her back to bed.
I flipped back the covers and put her in, lying beside her and cradling her in my arms. I kissed her freshly scrubbed face and lips. I couldn't get enough of my sweetheart. Her little face was glowing and she seemed very satisfied.
"Was I good?" she asked.
"You were incredible, baby," I told her. "It was everything I dreamed it would be. Can I hold you while we take a nap?"
"You can always hold me," she said. "Can I sleep in your bed from now on?"
"It's our bed, if you want it to be," I said.
"I do," she nodded her head. "I don't ever want to sleep anywhere else. Can I lay on you?"
I pulled her leg over me, the cast bumping my shin painfully. She put her good arm over me and snuggled her little naked body up against me, her cheek pillowed on my chest. She kissed my nipple under her and her eyes closed. She was asleep almost instantly, and I joined her, cupping one hard little butt cheek in my hand.
We slept nearly all day, and when we woke up she needed to pee. I took her in and the process became routine. We took a shower together and I cooked dinner. I took her for a drive after we ate, we went down to the beach and I pushed her down the sidewalk for a while. I got her out of her chair and we sat on a bench and watched to ocean roll in. I took her back home and we watched a couple of movies on Netflix. She was yawning toward the end and it was contagious.
She looked up at me with those big blue eyes all sleepy looking. "Take me to bed, Jacks," she said.
I took her to the bathroom first. We brushed and she told me about her braces. I still hadn't made a doctor's appointment or checked into a dentist. I had to get busy tomorrow. I brushed her hair for a long time, loving the feel of those silken waves of flame. I carried her toward her bedroom and she reminded me that she was sleeping with me.
"Sorry, kitten," I said. "I forgot."
She was able to take off her own clothes and she slept with me naked again. I never liked sleeping naked. It made me feel exposed and vulnerable. I wore boxers and she mocked me for my insecurity. She didn't mind when she spooned up against me though. I put my arm under her head and wrapped her up with my other as we drifted off.
She was still asleep when I got up the next morning. I left her there and made coffee. I sipped it while I made some phone calls. I knew a couple of doctors, one on the company payroll. The CIA doesn't hire bad doctors. One had treated me for a bullet wound once, and some exotic fever another time. I called him and he didn't feel qualified to treat Audrey, but he recommended an orthopedic surgeon. I told him I wanted him to see her and give her a prescription for birth control.
"Do you think she's sexually active?" he asked.
"I have no idea," I lied. "This is just in case. Just do it, Clark, and stop asking questions. Do you want me to have your financial records checked?"
"No need to be such a dick," he said. "I don't need to see her. I'll write you a prescription and call it in. You can pick it up this afternoon."
I called some dentists that handled braces and got her an appointment to get them tightened. The surgeon agreed to look at her and check how the breaks were coming along. Next on my list was talking to some schools. I had a private school in mind. I knew how smart Audrey was. She was taking some pretty advanced classes for her age and I thought this school would be good. It was a parochial school run by the Presbyterians, and it had a good academic reputation. I set up an appointment to talk to them and got some information about what they were looking for. There was a waiting list, but I pulled a few strings and that wasn't a problem.
I ran down to a pastry shop and the grocery store. There was a stand on the corner that sold fruit and I bought bunches. She was still asleep when I got home so I spent some time cutting up fruit. I had Niño bananas, tiny sweet little things that taste much different than the ones you get in the super market, papayas, mangos, soursop, passion fruit, guavas and three kinds of melon. I put some pastries on a tray, poured chocolate milk and piled the fruit on a plate with two bamboo skewers.
She was just a little sexy lump under the covers and I watched her sleep a minute. She woke up when I sat down beside her. She stretched like a kitten and sat up. I scooted in behind her and leaned against the headboard while she leaned back on my chest. The covers slid down and I got to look at her gorgeous little tits while we ate. I got the plate of fruit and fed her chunks. She loved everything but the soursop. It wasn't sweet enough to suit her. I took a chunk every now and then and we ate it all. She ate both pastries and drank her milk. She chattered up at me the whole time and I was reminded how young she was. I asked her what she liked to do and she gave me a whole list.
She liked running and racquet ball, swimming and lying in the sun, music and cell phones. She also liked math and science, which surprised me. She liked old cars, computers and she smiled up at me and told me she liked one boy.
"Is it me?" I asked.
She blushed and nodded. We talked about music and I let her look over my phone. "Don't you have any music made in the last ten years?" she asked.
I laughed. "There hasn't been any music made in the last ten years." I told her. "There's been a lot of noise, but no music. Who do you like?"
"I like mostly alternative music," she said.
"I have a lot of that on the computer," I told her. "It just isn't on my phone. I'll get you one and you can put everything I have on it."
She wanted me to play her some, so I got up and made a playlist. I started it with Caught a Ghost's No Sugar and ended with Beans and Fatback's Use Me, with the Artic Monkeys in between. She knew the Monkeys, but not the other two and she was impressed.
She needed the restroom so I took her and waited until she called. She had made it from the stool to the bidet by herself and I carried her back to bed. She pulled me down with her and we kissed and played for a while. We didn't get too energetic because I told her we had appointments.
I took her to the doctor and he did some x-rays. He was satisfied with her progress and told her the leg cast could come off in a couple of weeks. The arm was more serious. It was broken near a growth plate and he thought it should stay on at least six more weeks. He fitted her leg cast with a walking heel so she could stump around and we made an appointment for two weeks later.
I took her to the drug store and picked up her prescription. She took it out of the sack and looked at the little disk.
"What is this, Jacks?" she asked.
"It's birth control, Audrey."
She squealed with delight. "Does this mean we can..."
"Yes, baby; in a couple of days," I told her.
We went to her school interview. I had gotten faxes of her course work sent over and they were very impressed. When I told them I worked for the CIA, any hesitation they felt vanished and they accepted her. She would start in two weeks, with the new term. They took us around for the tour and Audrey loved the place.
We went shopping and she bought a lot of new clothes. I don't think Mom ever let her pick out her own clothes, and she had a blast. She insisted on modeling everything for me. She bought three bikinis and she looked smoking hot. Her bruises and scrapes were mostly faded out and she was stunning. She still needed to work on her tan, but she would get to that later.
We went to a fancy lingerie store and she picked out a lot of things, but she didn't model any of that. She told me she wanted to, but at home. The clerk wouldn't have approved anyway, so I agreed that was best. I took her out for dinner and she was able to walk around for the first time.
I stopped at an apartment complex and made her wait in the car while I went in. I wouldn't tell her where I was going and she frowned at me. "I don't like you keeping secrets from me, Jackson."
"Well, get used to it," I told her. "I'm a spy and it's my job to keep secrets. You're going to like this one anyway."
"Okay," she said. "I'm going to tell you everything though."
I kissed her. "Thanks, baby. I won't keep anything important to you secret, I promise."
It took me about ten minutes, and we drove home. I poured her some juice and got a beer for myself. I sat down by her on the sofa and pulled a baggie of weed out of my jacket pocket.
"What's that," she asked.
"It's weed," I told her. "You said you wanted to try some things. I think it's best you try them first with me. You won't get in any trouble that way. Drugs and alcohol cloud your judgment. You can get into ugly situations if you don't have any experience. I smoke it once in a while. I only do it by myself or with people that I know I can trust. There aren't three people in the world I trust. You remember that. Even people you like will take advantage of you if they get half a chance. There aren't three people in the world I'd trust you to get high with. Two of them are in this room. You ask me before you do anything like this. If you want to do anything you're not sure about, you do it here. If you make some friends at school and they want to get high or drink, you bring them here. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Jacks, I won't do anything without telling you. Did you get this when we stopped?"
"Yes, I wanted it to be a surprise."
"What do we do with it?" she asked.
"We could smoke it or bake with it," I told her. "We'll smoke it and bake another time, okay?"
"Yes," she said. "I've never smoked before."
"I know; you'll probably cough a lot. It's okay. If you drink your juice before you take a hit, it will go down easier."
I got out my bong and put a bud in the bowl. I showed her how to do it, holding the lighter to the bud and sucking the smoke through the water in the bong. I held the pungent smoke in for a minute and then let it out. This was good stuff.
I held it up and she put her mouth on it and took a suck, testing it out.
"Okay, I'm ready now," she said.
I put another bud in and she got ready. I fired it up and she drew in all she could stand. She held it bravely and then exploded in a coughing fit. I gave her a drink and she was better. She coughed a few more times and her eyes were watering. I took another hit and got it ready for her. She drank some juice before, this time, and she didn't cough as much. She smoked four bowls and I could see her eyes getting glassy. I put Pink Floyd on the system and we listened to the Wish You Were Here album and talked. She talked less and less as she mellowed and finally she just snuggled into me and rested her head on my shoulder with her eyes closed.
"This is very good music," she whispered, "and it feels like I'm floating away."
"Let me attach a tether first," I told her.
She giggled a bit and she giggled again. Her eyes opened and she burst out laughing. She was very high and I got tickled watching her laugh. We laughed together hysterically. She took a drink of her juice and nearly choked when she started laughing in the middle of a swallow. That broke us up again and she squealed and hugged me.
"This feels really nice, Jacks. I see what you meant about losing control, though. I feel safe doing this with you. I wouldn't want to do it with anyone else. I don't want to do it very often either. I'm really hungry. Do you have some chips?"
"It's called the munchies," I told her. "It's a side effect of smoking weed. That's why cancer patients do it. It helps with nausea and it makes them want to eat. It's really good medicine, and it makes you feel good, doesn't it?"
I got a bag of chips and we ate half of them. She stood up and led me to the bathroom. We took a shower together and brushed our teeth and she led me to bed. She sat on the edge between my legs and I brushed her hair. It had become a nightly ritual that I loved. It was so sensual, running the brush and my fingers through all that silk. She took her first birth control pill. She wanted to cuddle for a while and I held her and played with that amazing butt. She got turned on and we did a 69 until we both exploded together.
She turned around and lay on top of me until we drifted off. Sometime in the night she slid down beside me and when I woke up she was in her favorite spoon position. I played with her perfect little breasts until she woke up and we made love to each other with our mouths again.
I took her sailing that day. I had packed a lunch and she loved being on the water. She wore one of her new bikinis and I had all sorts of fun taking her out of it. I put sunblock all over her and loved on her oiled up body. She could hardly wait to take the casts off so we could swim. I wondered if the plastic trick would work but I was afraid to try it. I made a note to ask Dr. Clark if there was something people wore over casts to swim.
We ate our picnic and she lost her bikini again, afterward. I loved her in it but she didn't put it back on until we started back in.
"There's no use putting it on when you're just going to take it off again. Make sure you get plenty of sunblock back there," she said as I played with her butt. I stroked my slippery cock up and down between her cheeks.
"You have a thing about butts, don't you," she giggled.
"I do when they look and feel like yours," I told her. I came on her back by rubbing between them.
"I'll let you do mine sometime," she said.
"Oh, my God," I exclaimed. "You're amazing, baby." That's when I came, the thought pushing me over the edge.
"Have you ever done that?" she asked.
"No, Audrey; I've always been afraid I would hurt the girl," I told her. "I'm afraid I would hurt you, too."
"Well, you'll just have to be very gentle," she said. "I'm not ready for that yet. Someday though, I want to try it with you. I want to try everything with you, Jackson."
"Why do you call me Jackson when you're being serious and Jacks when we're just talking?" I asked her.
"I don't know," she confessed. "It just seems right. Do you mind?"
"No, I just love hearing you talk," I told her. "You have that little sexy voice. It's low and husky and little girl, all at the same time."
"You say the sweetest things," she told me. "That's part of the reason I love you. You always say things that make me feel like I'm special."
"You are special, baby," I told her. "You mean everything to me. I'm just telling you what millions of men would like to tell you. I'm just lucky that you love me."



"Oh, my God; there you go again. Kiss me quick before I melt," she said.
I was happy to kiss her any chance I got. She wanted to go out to eat and I took her to a nice restaurant. She asked me to order wine and share it with her.
"Don't let anyone see you," I told her. "I'll give you wine at home if you want it."
"I want to drink some tonight," she said. "Not much but just to celebrate."
"What are we celebrating?" I asked.
"It's been two days," she whispered. "Tonight's the night, big brother. I'm going to give you everything tonight."
"Are you sure, Audrey?" I asked her.
"Yes, I've been burning up with waiting," she said. "We're going to try tonight. I don't want to hear all your doubts about what's good for me. You're good for me, and if I can take it we're going to fuck."
"That can be part of it," I told her. "What I really want to do is make sweet passionate love to you. I'll fuck you, but that's the end of the process. I don't just want sex from you, Audrey. I could get that from random strangers. I want all your love, everything you have to give me and I'm going to give it all back. Do you understand what I'm talking about?"
"Yes, I think so. I'm very much in love with you, Jackson. I want this to be perfect too. It's been a great day and we'll make it a great night, okay?"
"Yes, I just wish you had those damnable casts off so I could kiss you all over."
"Think how I feel. Soon, lover; we'll be able to do everything we want to."
I drove her home and her hand was in my pants the whole way. She put my free hand inside her shirt and she wasn't wearing a bra. I toyed with the little hard nipple and squeezed it. When we got home, I got out and held out my hand to her. She slid under the wheel and I picked her up and carried her into the house. I got a bottle of champagne out of the refrigerator and poured us tall glasses. We took them into the bedroom and I sat down on the bed and leaned against the headboard. She sat between my legs and leaned against me. We sipped champagne and she liked it a lot. I held her with one arm around her tummy and we talked in whispers.
When we finished our champagne I put my glass down on the night stand and took hers, too. She jumped up and went into the bathroom. She stayed quite a while, and when she came out the transformation was amazing. She had put on makeup and she knew what she was doing. She knew how to apply makeup somehow. She didn't look overdone, but like a sophisticated and lovely young lady. Her hair was a flaming, messy knot on top of her head, making her neck look long and slender. The lingerie she had on was unbelievably erotic. She had on a sheer wrap that reached to the middle of her thighs. It was blue with a red bow at her throat. She had a gold ankh on a gold chain around her neck and it dangled down between her breasts. The wrap was open except for the bow at her throat and she had on a little blue demi-bra with a little red bow between her breasts. It left the top half of her breasts bare, almost exposing her nipples. Her panties matched. They were blue and lacy; and nearly transparent, so that I could see her little strip of flame underneath. She looked like an erotic doll and her legs were long and slender. The casts spoiled the effect a little but they just made my heart melt as I looked at her.
My admiration must have shown in my eyes, because she had a little triumphant smile on her face as she walked toward the bed. She stood beside the bed and let me look.
"Do you like me?" she asked shyly.
"I love you, baby," I told her. "You take my breath away. Turn around for me."
She raised her arms over her head and did a little pirouette, the wrap swirling out to give me a view of her sexy little butt. She stopped, facing me, and I reached out and pulled at the bow. The wrap floated to the floor and she climbed in bed. She straddled me and gave me her lips. I kissed them and her for a long time, wrapping her little body up in my arms and trying to melt us together. She felt so amazing in my arms, like a small child but with silken skin, hard muscles and those stunning curves and bumps. Her eyes were a smoky violet and I held her tight.
"It's impossible for me to tell you how much I love you," I told her.
"Show me," she whispered against my lips.
I rolled her onto her back and traced my lips over her face, kissing her cheek bones and nibbling my way along her jaw line. I kissed and nibbled at her throat and earlobes and she sighed. When I slid the straps of her bra off her shoulders she thought I was going to take it off, but I wanted it on. I loosened the straps until it was baggy on her and her nipples were exposed. I took one little brown nub between my lips and they were as sensitive as the first time I touched them. She jumped and shuddered and when I caught the other gently between my teeth before pulling it into my mouth she came. It wasn't violent like the first time, but she moaned and shuddered. I continued down her slender body, running my tongue into her little navel, making her giggle. I didn't take the panties off either, pushing the thin strip of material to one side while I tongued her clitoris and lapped at her lips, setting her off again with stronger feelings this time. She groaned and thrust her pussy against my lips and tongue. She was dripping wet and I knew she was as relaxed and ready as she would ever be. I moved back up and claimed her lips again as my cock pressed between her labia.
"Don't you want to take off my panties?" she whispered.
"No, baby; you look too delicious in them," I told her.
I could feel the wetness of her against the head of my cock and I let it coat me as I slid it up and down, rubbing it over her clitoris and making her squirm with pleasure. I slid it back down and positioned it at her entrance. I kept her mouth occupied with mine and pressed into her. She was incredibly tight but also incredibly slippery. Her pussy lips parted and the head of my cock advanced slowly and steadily until it slid inside with a popping sensation.
She gasped and froze in place and I didn't move.
"Wait, Jackson. Don't move for a minute," she gasped. "Let me get used to it."
I held her without moving for a minute, and then began circular motions with my hips. Not advancing or retreating, I just moved around inside her. She moaned and I could see that she liked it. I pressed ahead and an inch of cock moved inside her. She stiffened again and I repeated the process until she was moving with me a little. I gave her an inch at a time, pausing to let her adjust and the pleasure was excruciating. Her heat was volcanic and I wanted to fuck her like a maniac, but this was my little sister, this was my little lover and she was going to remember this the rest of her life.
She began to pant and I could tell the sensation was overwhelming her little body. I stopped moving and just luxuriated in her tight little pussy.
"Audrey, are you okay?" I asked her.
"Yeet!" she moaned. "I don't know if I can do this, Jacks. I want to so bad but it feels like I have a telephone pole inside me. It doesn't hurt bad, but it's very uncomfortable. Do you think I'm too little?" she started to cry a little.
"It's okay, baby," I told her. "Yes, you are too little. I won't give you any more. I can tell you can't take any more. This is okay though. You can take this. You're not too little for this, and it's going to be good. Every time we do this you'll be able to take a little more. You're just a normal girl and this is your first time. This is all I ever dreamed it would be. We'll wait for a minute and then it's going to be the best thing we've ever done in our lives."
She looked up at me and I could see relief and love in her eyes. "I'm sorry I couldn't take you all in," she said.
"Don't be silly," I told her. "This is the sweetest thing I could imagine. This is perfect, you're perfect. It couldn't be any better."
She kissed me fiercely and I drew back a couple of inches before sliding back in. I could feel her lips gripping my cock as it slid out and then pushing back in as I descended. She was so tight that is was difficult to slide inside her, but as she got wetter and wetter we began to pick up speed. She groaned each time I moved forward and I could see the tension easing out of her features. She began to move her hips with me and she was pushing her pussy up to meet my thrusts. A flush was beginning on her forehead and the tops of her ears, and her breasts heaved beneath my chest.
"Oh, my God," she moaned. "It feels so good, Jackson. I can't believe it feels so good. Oh, baby, it feels good! I'm going to come for you, Jackson. I can feel it, God, oh God; you're making me... making me..." her voice broke into a groan that turned into a scream as she bridged up under me, her tiny frame shuddering as she came. I slowed as she quivered beneath me and when she began to come down I increased my tempo and she went off again. I slipped deeper into her and I realized that she had now taken more inside her without noticing. I could feel her pussy contracting and spasming around my cock and she began to relax again as I slowed. I pistoned into her and she exploded all over again. Her capacity for orgasm was amazing, and she continued to come intermittently for almost ten minutes. Her cries rose and fell with her passion and the sight and sound drove me over the edge and I spurted ropes of cum into my little sister's spasming pussy as she gave tongue to her pleasure.
"Oh, Jesus, I can feel it, Jackson. You're coming inside me! Oh, God you're making me come so hard. I can feel it inside me. It's so hot, Jacks, it's filling me up. Please, Jacks, I can't take any more. Stop, please, you're killing me! I'm going to die from coming! God, Jacks, please stop."
I coasted to a stop, my cock twitching inside her as the last few drops of cum were milked out by the convulsions of her muscles inside her pussy. I lay on top of her and kissed her over and over as we panted together. She couldn't catch her breath and began to panic a little.
"Please, Jacks, you're crushing me. I can't get my breath."
I slipped my arms under her and rolled her on top. "I'm sorry baby, I should have let you be on top," I told her. "I forget you're so tiny. You're such a sexy woman I just forget how little you are."
"It's okay," she said. "I like you on top. You're just so heavy and I'm so exhausted. God, you made me come a million times. Is it possible to die from coming?"
"I don't think so." I laughed. "Maybe if you were old and had a heart attack or something. What a way to go, though."
She giggled and it did amazing things to my cock inside her.
"God, I love you, baby" I kissed her. "You're amazing. You're the sweetest little bundle of sexy in the world. I never dreamed you would ever be like this."
"Who knew?" she said. "I never dreamed you would make me feel like this. I always loved you. It was the saddest day of my life when you left for college, and this is the happiest day of my life."
"We're just getting started, Audrey," I told her. "It's all uphill from here."
It's been ten years and she's three months pregnant with our first child. She works for the passport office and I'm retired. Someday I'll do something about another career. Right now, my job is making Audrey happy and soon, making our baby happy. No one could ask for more.
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There is always a nagging doubt in your mind when you take desperate measures. What could I have done to avoid this situation? What actions could I have taken so that I wouldn't be here? I was fairly certain that I could have done nothing. I had few options. How do you convince an adult that their actions are going to destroy everything they profess to hold dear? You can't force them to do anything, you can only watch helplessly and deal with the consequences. That's where I found myself.
My loving wife decided this would make us stronger, demonstrate our love for each other, how strong it was and what we meant to each other. I felt it demonstrated how weak her love for me was, and how selfish and spoiled she was.
I'm just an ordinary man, living an ordinary life. I'm no strong tender romantic hero; I have faults like anyone else. I don't pay enough attention to anyone other than myself, I work too much, I get angry sometimes when I shouldn't. I don't do it deliberately, it just happens. I'm human; life is like that. Work and events get in the way.
I'd been married to Amanda for 19 years. We had sex two or three times a week. It was always good and we both enjoyed it. We were both up for more whenever we could find the time. Other things, football, a good book, a TV show, distracted us, or maybe the girls wanted us to do something. We made time when we needed to, or one of us was feeling horny. I'd never turned down a chance to make love to her and she'd never done that to me.
Life was sailing right along, finances getting better all the time. We had two daughters, Olivia and Audra, 16 and 14. I may have been ordinary, but they were something special. Our marriage was flowing smoothly, the girls happy and beautiful, and then my dear wife got ideas. We were plain vanilla, she said, and we needed to spice things up. I was game. I wasn't at all unsatisfied with our sex life, but hey, if she was, I'd play. At first, it was different positions. I was athletic and in good shape and I enjoyed the hell out of it. This was great! I was down with all of it. We even tried anal a couple of times. Neither of us cared for it. I didn't mind; there was an awesome tight hot wet pussy right there. Everything else was spectacular.
Next, it was role-playing. I had no idea where that came from, girlfriends, women's magazines or some moronic TV show. It was fun for about three times, and then it was just stupid. I had too much trouble concentrating when I was inside a hot pussy to maintain my Leonardo Di Caprio character, or remember that she was Scarlett Johansson. I refused to do it anymore. Suddenly, she was displeased.
"Corwin, how long has it been since you went on a date?" she asked one day.
"Last Friday I took you out to that Italian place you've been wanting to go to," I said. "We went to the movies and your mom kept the girls overnight, remember?"
"I don't mean with me," she said. "How long has it been since you went out with someone else?"
"Jesus, Amanda, are you accusing me of something?" I asked.
"No, no, honey, that's not it at all. I just wonder if you remember the name of the last girl you went out with besides me."
"Yes, I do," I said. "Her name was Donna and it was about two weeks after I met you. I think you might remember her, too. We kind of had a big argument about that date."
"Do you ever miss it?" she asked.
"God no." I laughed. "I remember how awful it was. Not that date, it was pretty good, but the whole dating thing: working up the nerve to ask a girl out, worrying about being shot down, awkward first conversations. It was traumatic as hell."
"But wasn't it exciting and mysterious?" she asked.
"More like absolutely terrifying," I said. "What brought this on, Amanda?"
"I was just wondering if you ever felt like you'd like to go out on a date with someone else," she said.
"No, I've never felt like that," I told her. "I guess everyone has fantasies, but no. I seem to remember you being extremely pissed off when I went out with Donna, and you told me you wanted us to be exclusive. I decided that's exactly what I wanted, too. If I felt differently, I wouldn't have asked you to marry me. I'd just have dated women. That's what being married means; you don't go on dates with people other than your spouse."
She let it drop and I didn't hear any more foolishness for a month. It was a Friday night and we'd just finished making love. It was good, and no pretending to be Bobo the Clown or tying her up or some silly shit. It was just her and me, a man and his wife, fucking each other's brains out. I came twice and she must have gotten off half a dozen times. She was laying half on top of me and we were kind of floating in that post-orgasmic bliss, and then she blew the mood.
"Corwin, I saw how Seabra was looking at you tonight. She wanted you to ask her to dance."
Seabra is our friend from where Amanda works. We've known her forever. We'd met her and Angela, another friend from work for dinner, and then we'd gone out to a club. Seabra is a really sweet, really hot lady about five years younger than us.
"Well, that's very flattering but I only want to dance with you," I told her.
"I wouldn't be jealous if you asked her," she said.
"That's nice, but then you don't have any reason to be because I'm not going to ask her," I said.
"Would you be jealous if I danced with another man?" she asked.
"I guess your brother would be okay," I said. It was a joke, but she didn't laugh. "I've never cared if you danced with guys who asked me nicely and kept their hands where they belong. Was there someone there you wanted to dance with? I don't remember anyone asking me."
"No, I was just wondering," she said.
I had no idea where this was going but I didn't like it. I didn't think I could get to sleep, so I got up and went into the den. I was playing a video game and I saw her come to the door and watch me for a minute. I didn't look at her and she went back to bed. I waited until she was asleep before I joined her.
Everything was quiet for two months, until we went to Angela's promotion party. It was at the White Rhino, and there was a good band playing. We were all sitting around in a big circular booth and Amanda was talking to Seabra.
"Corwin, Seabra wants to dance," Amanda said. "Would you be a gentleman and dance with her?"
What the hell? I remembered the conversation from two months ago. Now, I was in a very awkward position. Sea was a good friend and I didn't want to hurt her feelings, but I sure as hell didn't want to dance with her. That lush body up against mine wasn't going anywhere good, but I didn't know how to get out of it gracefully. I liked to dance, but I wasn't not any good at it. Sea was like a big cat, graceful and smooth, and I was going to look clumsy. There wasn't a good way out, so I stood up.
"I think they're playing our song." I held out my hand to Sea and she slid gracefully out, brown gorgeous thighs flashing below the short blue dress she was wearing. The song ended and the band started up a slow number. Shit, why now? Sea fit up against me like she was made to go there. I could feel those luscious big breasts against my chest and her mop of black curls was nearly covering my face. She smelled nice, too. When she looked up at me, her big brown eyes were liquid pools and her teeth flashed white in her dusky complexion. She isn't a dark black girl, kind of a coffee with cream color.
"Thanks for dancing with me, Corwin," she said. "Amanda said you wouldn't mind, that you like dancing. I haven't danced since I broke up with Bruce."
"Well, you're a very good dancer," I said. "Actually, I do mind dancing with you, Sea. I like you a lot. Hell, I love you. You're the sweetest girl I know, but you're smoking hot and this isn't a good idea for me."
She giggled. "You're safe with me, Corwin. I love you, too. If you weren't married I'd be all over you, but Amanda's my best friend. Let's just enjoy this one dance, okay?"
I squeezed her a little and we finished the song. When we got back to the booth, Amanda wasn't there. I looked around and spotted her black and white dress. She was out on the floor with some young Nordic looking guy. She was laughing up into his face and his hands were a lot lower than they should have been. She noticed me standing and looking for her. She smiled and shot me a wave. I was pissed, very pissed, in fact. She had sent me off with Sea so she could dance with that asshole.
I threw a couple of twenties on the table and started walking toward the exit. Seabra watched me halfway to the door, and then she came running after me. She caught me when I was about halfway to the car.
"Corwin, stop, where are you going?" she was a little out of breath.
"We were being played," I told her. "Amanda has been talking about dating other people and asking me if I ever thought about it. That's what this was. She's testing the water. She set me up for this by getting me to dance with you. That gave her the excuse she needed to dance with Romeo in there."
"So what are you doing?" she asked. "Are you just going to leave her here?"
"That's exactly what I'm going to do," I said.
"Well, you can't leave me here," she grabbed my arm. "I rode with you guys."
I felt like a heel. "I'm sorry, Sea. I don't know what I was thinking."
"It's okay, Corwin. I don't like being played any more than you do," she said. "Take me back to your house so I can get my car."
We were nearly home when my phone buzzed. I ignored it and Seabra gave me a look. Her phone went off and she answered it.
"We're nearly to your house," she said. She looked over at me and mouthed "Amanda."
"No, it wasn't my idea. I rode with you guys, remember? My ride was leaving and I wasn't about to be stranded. No, look, Amanda, I'm not in this. Don't you put me in this position. We've been friends a long time, girl, but if you fuck with me, you'll regret it." She ended the call.
"She wants you to go back and get her," she said.
"Well, I want a wife who doesn't play stupid games," I sighed. "Where did this shit come from, Sea?"
"Marcy, from work, I think," she said. "She's always talking about her and Herb having an open marriage and how great it is and how it's made their sex life so much better and their marriage so much stronger. It's a line of shit. She and Herb hardly talk and spend all their time trying to fuck all their friends. He's been hitting on me as long as I've known them, the creep. She's been filling our ears with this crap for two years. I didn't think Amanda was stupid enough to fall for it, but I guess I was wrong. I think she's trying to set us up, Corwin. She knows I love you and that I've always been really attracted to you."
I nearly choked. "Thanks, Sea. This is really awkward. I mean, I think you're gorgeous, but I'm a one-woman sort of guy. I'm not good at sharing my toys, either. I'm sorry she got you involved."
"Why should you be sorry?" she asked. "You didn't have a thing to do with it. I got to dance with my dream man and I'm not at all sorry about that. Corwin, will you let me know what happens?"
I assured her I would and she got in her car and left. I went into the house and thought a minute and then got my stuff out of the master bath and put it in the one in the guest room. I went back, got my stuff for work the next day and put it in there, too. I locked the door and went to sleep. For some reason, maybe the drinks I'd had, I went right to sleep. I half woke up when the door slammed downstairs and I heard footsteps in the hall. The knob to the bedroom door twisted a few times. Someone tapped on the door.
"Corwin, what the hell is going on?" I heard Amanda's stage whisper. I guess she didn't want to wake the girls, who were asleep just down the hall.
She tapped and whispered for about ten minutes and I heard her footsteps retreating down the hall to our bedroom. Well, it had been our bedroom. I had no idea what it was now. I discovered that I hated the bed in the guest bedroom. I mean, how many people have ever tried to sleep on the bed in the guest bedroom? I tried to get up and slip out the door before she woke up. Yeah, it was a coward's plan, but who cares? I just didn't want to see her. It didn't work. She came down the stairs as I was putting some files in my briefcase.
"What the hell is wrong with you, Corwin?" she sputtered. She was mad all over.
"I think you should be asking yourself that question," I said.
"What's that supposed to mean?" she was a little loud. "You left me at the club last night, locked yourself in the spare bedroom and you're trying to sneak out of the house an hour before it's time for you to go to work. Now you think something is wrong with me?"
"Yeah, that's exactly what I think," I said. I picked up my briefcase. "Everything I did is in reaction to what you did. I don't even want to look at you right now. You have no idea how close you are to making me permanently pissed off at you. Get your shit together, make sure all your points are checked off and be ready to talk about this when I get home. I'll pick the girls up and take them to Mom's house. We're going to settle this."
Her face went pale. "I have no idea what you're talking about, What if I had something planned tonight?"
"Up to you," I told her. "If you're interested in fixing what's broken in this house you'll be ready and you'll stop with the bullshit. If you're fine with the way things are, do whatever the hell you want. Oh, yeah, one more thing. Move your shit into the spare bedroom. I like my bed. You aren't welcome in the same bed as me."
She puffed up like a toad, but I wasn't going to listen to it. I just left her there and went to work. I picked up the girls from school and they were happy to go to Gram's for the evening. I told Mom that Amanda and I were having some problems and we needed some time to ourselves. She just hugged me and told me she loved me. I was grateful not to have to answer a bunch of questions.
Amanda was there when I got home. She'd made cookies and there was a plate of them and a cup of coffee waiting for me. She stood up and clung to me for a long moment before kissing my cheek and sitting down beside me on the sofa. I helped myself to a cookie. They were very good, oatmeal with chocolate chips and M&Ms in them. "Good," I said.
She smiled and it seemed like we were off to a good start. I hated to spoil all this amicability. "Amanda, that was some nasty shit you pulled last night," I told her. "It's bad enough that you did that to me, but you got Sea involved. That was humiliating to both of us. It was disrespectful to me and to that sweet girl who's supposed to be your friend."
She had trouble meeting my eye. "I'm sorry, Corwin," she said. "I shouldn't have done that, okay? I've just been trying to talk to you and you've just shut me down. I thought maybe... maybe this would be a way for you to see some possibilities."
"Possibilities for what?" I asked. "What is it, exactly, that you're doing and thinking, Amanda? Just ask me, tell me, or whatever. You're playing games and it's pissing me off."
She hesitated for a minute and then just blurted it out. "I was just thinking that we might try dating other people."
"Well, there's a little problem with that," I told her. "Actually, there are several problems. The first one is that both of us happen to be married."
"Other married people do it," she said. "Things aren't like they used to be. Lots of people have open marriages and they love each other more than ever. It just makes their love for each other stronger."
"How do you know that?" I asked her.
"Everyone knows that," she said. "The girls at work talk about it all the time."
"Are these girls married?" I asked her.
"Yes, that's how I know about it."
"Give me a name," I said.
"Marcy," she said. "Marcy and Herb have an open marriage and their marriage is stronger than it's ever been."
"How do you know?" I asked her.
"She told me," she answered.
"Well, that definitely means it's true. How do you know she's not lying? I have an idea," I told her. "Let's look it up. Google knows everything. Let's take a look at all these 'loving' open marriages."
She seemed a little shocked, but she came and sat beside me while I fired up my laptop. I got the browser open and typed in, "How many people have open marriages." I had no idea what we were going to find, but I wanted to know, now.
I clicked on the first link. According to the survey we read, less than one percent of Americans have open marriages. We checked several other links and the result was the same, less than one percent.
I think she had expected something different. "That's still a lot of people," she said. "That's three million, at least."
"That's not right," I said. "I doubt very many children are married, 'open,' or otherwise. Okay, let's try this," I suggested. I typed in, "How many Americans expect their partners to be faithful?"
We clicked the link and found out that it was more than 95 percent. "So, what do you suppose that means?" I asked.
"I guess that most people aren't very open-minded," she said. "I thought there'd be more people with alternative lifestyles. I hear about it all the time."
"I wonder how many of those 'open marriages' end in divorce? Want to see?" I asked.
I don't think she did. Well, I did and I wanted her to know. I typed in, "How many open marriages end in divorce?"
The answer turned out to be that 92 percent of open marriages end in divorce in five years or less. "Okay," I said. "Let's see. Less than one percent of Americans are in an 'open' marriage. That means that out of a million people, fewer than 10,000 are in 'open' marriages. Ninety two percent of 'open' marriages end in divorce. That means that out of that 10,000, there are 800 that don't end in divorce in five years. That's 800 out of one million, Amanda. You do the math. If 92% of one percent fails, how many successful 'open' marriages are out there? What are the chances that ours would be one of the ones that work?"
Her voice was quiet. "Not very good," she said.
"The paltry few that do succeed are the ones where both parties are on board," I told her. "Look at the screen. One hundred percent of the ones where one party is coerced into doing it fail. Ours would be one of those, because I'm sure as hell not doing it willingly. Can you imagine how my feelings of resentment, competitiveness, jealousy, insecurity and betrayal and lack of security would affect us if I were to allow this? The only possible reason I would do something so absurdly painful would be if I were desperate to keep you. I'm not that desperate. Other women are attracted to me. One told me so last night. If I were some pathetic loser that couldn't get a date or a sick freak that likes watching his wife fuck other men, maybe I'd be interested in playing your game. I'm not that man, Amanda. I'd rather you shoot me in the head than break my heart."



"I don't think you can believe everything you see on the internet," she said feebly.
"No, you're probably right," I said. "I think a good bit of it is probably bullshit. Especially the part about 'things are different now. Lots of people have open marriages.' That's the part you shouldn't believe. Do you think you can believe everything that slut Marcy tells you? How many times has she been divorced? How about her husband? How many times has he been divorced?"
"I don't know about him," she said.
"Well, what about her?" I asked.
"Four times," she said quietly.
"So you're taking marriage advice from a four time loser?" I asked incredulously.
"It's not like that," she protested. "She and Herb have a really strong marriage. I don't know what happened the other times. Maybe she married assholes."
"Or, maybe she's the asshole," I said. I was disgusted with this shit. "I asked Sea where all this crap was coming from. She said Marcy talked about this all the time. I also found out that Marcy and Herb hardly speak to each other and spend all their time trying to fuck their friends. How do you think this is going to end, Amanda? What, exactly, do you think you're doing?"
"Well, don't you think our sex life has been a little bit... stale lately?" she asked.
"No, I don't," I told her. "I've been perfectly happy. How many times did you come the last time, half a dozen? It's gotten weird because you want to play stupid games. Wait a minute; were those Marcy's idea, too?" I could tell by the look on her face that they were. "Jesus Christ," I exploded. "They were her idea. This is fucking unbelievable."
"We have a really strong marriage. This could be so good for us and so exciting," she said. "We could come home and tell each other about our experiences and it would be so hot! Don't you have fantasies about me being with another man and then coming home and fucking your brains out? Lots of men have that fantasy. It's in the top ten male fantasies."
"Fantasy?" I exploded. "More like a nightmare. How do you know lots of men have this fantasy? You want to give it a Google? I don't know who's into this shit, but it makes my skin crawl just thinking about it. You do that, any of that, and we're through, Amanda."
She looked shocked. "What do you mean, 'we're through'? Do you mean you'd divorce me? Is that all our marriage means to you? I thought you loved me more than that. I thought our marriage was strong and you'd be open to things."
"Yeah, well I thought it was strong, too," I said. "Apparently, it's not as strong as I thought. The fact that you're even talking shit like this tells me that our marriage doesn't mean shit to you. What are you going to tell the girls? Mom and Dad are splitting up? Are you going to tell them why?"
"We're not splitting up," she said. "If we were it would be because their Dad doesn't love me enough to accept the fact that I have enough love for him to allow him to have other relationships."
"Guess again," I said. "What they would be told is that their mother doesn't love their father enough to keep her marriage vows. She doesn't love them enough to make sure they have a good, loving home. Their mother wants to be a slut and doesn't give a shit about anyone else."
We were both angry now and she promptly nailed the lid on the coffin. "I want this," she said. "It's going to happen, Corwin. You might as well get used to it. You can either go with me on this journey or you can sit at home and pout like a baby."
"That's where you're wrong," I told her. "We're not going to survive this, Amanda. The first time you fuck some dipshit, we're history. I won't be sitting at home. I'll be speaking to a lawyer. I'm going to give you a couple of options here. One, we can just forget everything and I'll talk to an attorney in the morning. We'll be divorced as soon as possible. Two, you can make an appointment to see a therapist in the morning to find out why you're bat shit crazy. Right after that, you can make another appointment for us to see a marriage counselor. We'll try to fix this mess. I'll go to counseling, too, and work with you, but I'm not at all hopeful.
"This is the big fuck up, Amanda. I've seen this coming ever since you started getting weird ideas. I think that slut Marcy has been feeding you a line and you've obviously swallowed it. You think all these good things are going to happen. All that's going to happen is that you're going to make everyone you say you love miserable. The girls, me and you, we're all going to suffer because you've somehow built this idea up in your mind. Believe me; I won't be sitting at home."
"What are you going to do about it?" She was taunting me now. "You can't stop me. You don't own me and I can do whatever I want. You won't divorce me. You have too much to lose. I'll get the girls and the house and you'll be paying alimony and child support. Think about this, Corwin. Don't do anything stupid. I love you. I'm never going to leave you. This can be so exciting for us. We'll experience the thrill of all those first times without any of the risks or downsides. I'll come home, or you'll come home and we'll be there for each other. I'll be so hot that it will be the best sex of our lives. Come on, baby, let's just give it a try. If you aren't happy we'll stop and that will be the end of it."
She stood up, came over to my chair and tried to wrap her arms around me and kiss me. I pushed her hands away and stood up. "Don't touch me," I told her. "I need to think about this. I'll let you know what I decide."
I lied. I didn't need to think about it at all. I just needed to get my ducks in a row. She was probably right about everything she'd said concerning divorcing her. That whole system is fucked up nine ways from Sunday. I needed to make some moves. I left her there, went up to the master bedroom and locked the door.
After being on the computer for thirty minutes and on the phone for ten, I had a plan for the money. The problem was the girls. I checked, and under Georgia law (we lived in Atlanta) children over the age of 14 get to choose with whom they live. I was betting on me. Audra was a slam-dunk. She was Daddy's princess, always had been. Olivia loved me, I knew that, but she thought a lot of her mother, too. I knew there was no way Audra was going with Amanda and I didn't think Olivia would want to be separated from her sister. I was betting that if I could get them to hear what their mother was planning, how she planned to use them as leverage to force me into this "open marriage," they would want nothing to do with her.
Yes, it was cynical and I hated every thought I was having, but I wasn't the one changing the rules. That's what it amounted to. If Amanda had come to me before we got married, told me she wanted to stay faithful to each other for 19 years, then start fucking other people, would I have married her? Not a chance in hell. I'd have been out of there like a cat with its tail on fire.
She knew it, and she would have done the same thing. Now, she wanted to change the rules and force me to go along with it. She was threatening me with what she was going to do if I didn't. Had she come to me, told me she wanted to fuck around and wanted a divorce, I'd have been hurt badly, but I would have done the decent thing. We'd have split everything up, figured out a custody agreement and that would have been the end of it. Not after this extortion shit.
The conversation happened two nights later. Amanda didn't know the girls were listening from the stairway. She started by apologizing. I wasn't buying it.
"So you've decided to see a therapist and start marriage counseling?" I asked.
"There's nothing wrong with me," she snapped. "It's you that has the problem."
"You're planning to have sex with other men, and I'm the one with the problem?" I asked.
"I'm not 'planning' anything," she said. "I don't have some big plan worked up to go out and have sex... I mean, to date anyone else. I'm not even expecting that. I just think we should have the option if it comes up."
"I have a different idea," I told her. "Just so you know, I have opportunities to cheat on you occasionally. It's not every day, but a dozen times down through the years, I've had my chances. Do you know what kept me from doing it?"
"What?" she asked.
"I did have a plan," I told her. "I was planning not to cheat. I went into every one of those situations with the plan that I wasn't going to do it. That's what being married is all about; planning to have a good marriage, planning not to have sex with other people. If you don't plan to succeed, you're planning to fail. Isn't that what they say? That's what you're planning to do. You're planning to betray all the promises you made to everyone, me, your kids, God, and everyone else. How do you suppose the girls are going to take that?"
"You're not going to tell them a damn thing," she hissed. "You know the mother always gets custody of the kids. I'll take them away from you and you'll never see them again. I'll make sure that every time you have a visit, something will come up. You'd better not breathe a word to them." She glared at me and stalked off somewhere.
I heard a couple of faint gasps from the stairs and a muffled sob. Amanda was making too much noise to hear it. When I got to the stairs, the girls were gone. I went up to Audra's room but it was empty. As I walked down the hall to Olivia's room, I could hear low voices inside. I knocked and Olivia asked me what I wanted.
"Can I come in?" I asked her.
She opened the door. "Come in, Dad," she said. "We thought maybe it was Mom."
They had both obviously been crying. I sat down between them and wrapped both of them up in my arms. "I'm so sorry you had to hear that," I told them. "I didn't think you would believe me if you didn't hear it for yourselves."
"It's okay, Dad," Olivia said. "It's not your fault. It's her fault. I didn't believe you. Well, I didn't think you would lie to us, but I thought maybe you'd misunderstood her. We know now. How could she do that to you? How could she do it to us?"
"I don't know, Baby," I told her. "I don't have a freaking clue. She's not thinking straight. She's been listening to a bunch of sh... cr... stuff someone at work has been telling her. She's decided she's going to do it, and that's it. I've tried everything I could think of to talk her out of it. She doesn't care."
"Do you think she's sick?" Audra asked.
"I have no idea what makes her tick anymore," I said. "I tried to get her to see a therapist. You heard me. I offered to go to marriage counseling. She's just not interested."
"What are we going to do?" she asked.
"Nothing, right now," I said. "When she decides I've given up, she'll probably go on a date. When she does, we'll be ready. When she gets back, we'll be gone. I'll try to talk her out of it. I don't think she's going to listen. Are the two of you with me, or do you want to stay with her?"
They looked at each other for a minute. "No, Dad, we're going with you," Audra said.
My heart leaped. Nineteen years, ending in disappointment, but here was the reason I was going to be okay. I wouldn't regret a single minute as long as I had my babies.
It took almost two months. They were the weirdest two months of my life. Amanda and I hardly spoke. We were like roommates who didn't like each other very well. She slept in the spare bedroom and I slept in what had been our room. I tried to talk to her, convince her of the madness she was bent on. We were weeding the garden one evening and I broached the subject.
"Amanda, do you feel like this plan of yours is working out? Is our marriage getting stronger? Where's all that hot sex you mentioned? Is this exciting, fulfilling? Is this what you thought was going to be so great? Is this what you had in mind?"
She looked over at me and I saw the first hint of doubt in her eyes. It quickly turned to anger. "If you weren't being an asshole it wouldn't be like this," she snapped.
"I don't want my wife planning to fuck other people. She insists that she's going to do it, whether I like it or not. I'm being the asshole here?"
"Yes, you are," she practically shouted. "You won't even think about how great this could be for both of us. It doesn't have to be this way. You could just forget about your stubborn man pride and everything would be perfect."
"Perfect for whom?" I asked. "It sure as hell isn't me. This is as bad as it could possibly be for me. You obviously don't give a shit about me."
"I love you so much more than you love me," she said bitterly. "I love you enough to allow you your freedom, allow you to explore boundaries and keep your place in my heart."
"I don't see that as love," I told her. "I happen to think it's selfishness. I love you enough not to exercise my freedom. I love you enough not to fuck other people, explore any boundaries. If you really loved me, that's what you'd do. When did you stop loving me, Amanda?"
"I didn't," she started crying. "I love you more than ever. That's how I can allow this. My love for you is stronger than you'd ever believe."
"So love is you driving a stake in my heart. That's love to you?" I asked.
"That's not what I'm doing," she was furious, now. "I'm going to the club with Bill White from work Friday night," she said. "Seabra is going with us. Please, Corwin, come with us. Give it a shot. I promise you won't be disappointed. It will be the hottest thing we've ever done."
I pretended to think it over for a minute. "Okay, what the hell. You're going to do it anyway; I guess I might as well go along for the ride."
She was across the garden in a flash, her arms around me and her body pressed against mine. "Corwin," she sobbed. "God, thank you sweetheart. I was going nuts! I didn't think you'd ever even consider it. You won't be sorry, baby, I promise. You'll never regret this."
I was regretting it already, but this situation was intolerable. I couldn't go on like this. I wondered if Sea would help me. I decided to give her a call.
As it turned out, she was mad as hell. She had no idea what was going on when Mandy asked her to go clubbing. She didn't know Bill White was going to be there and she sure as hell didn't know she was being set up to be with me.
"That bitch!" she said, when I told her. "I'm calling her now and she's toast."
"Sea, do you trust me?" I asked her.
"What the hell is that supposed to mean?" she sputtered. "I trusted that bitch wife of yours, too."
"Sea, calm down," I told her. "I need your help. I know you're upset, but I really need you to help me. This is the dividing line. I'm leaving her. We'll be divorced as soon as possible. I'm ready, but I need your help. I'm going to play along, and I need you to play with me"
I could hear her breathing deeply into the phone. "What you got in mind?" she asked.
"I'm going to pretend I'm down with all this," I told her. "I'm going to ask you to go home with me. All you have to do is pretend you want to."
She laughed. "How do I know this isn't some devious plan to get me in your house?"
I chuckled. "It is," I told her. "I need you to take the girls to my new place while I get our stuff out of the house."
That brought out the wicked side in her and she agreed that her vengeance could wait. I hadn't been aware that she had a vengeful side, but it was going to work for me.
All that week, Amanda fucked me like there was no tomorrow. Friday, there wouldn't be a tomorrow for us. She was wild, telling me over and over again how great this was going to be and how much I was going to love it.
I tried one more time Friday morning, before I left for work. "Are you very sure about this, Amanda? There's still time, you can still call it off. Hasn't this week been great, with just us?"
"Corwin, we've already been through all of that. If it turns out you don't like it, we can talk afterward, but I'm not changing my mind." She smiled at me. "Yes, Corwin, this last week has been wonderful. I've loved it, and I love you. Tonight will be the best yet! You'll see. Thank you for doing this with me! You're going to love it, Corwin, I know you will!" She danced her way out of the bedroom.
She knew I was going to love this? Right, I thought sourly. Let's get this day over.
When Seabra stopped by the house on Friday evening, she was absolutely stunning. Amanda was cute, petite and slender, with small breasts and a cute face that belonged on a teenager. Seabra was in a whole different league. She was tall, her breasts were big and high and she had one of those bubble butts you hear so much about and almost never see. Amanda was a bit flat back there.
Seabra had on a short tight red sheath dress with sequins all over it. She just looked amazing. I was wearing a sport coat and black pants with a ribbed t-shirt under the coat. She looked me up and down when I let her in. She grinned wryly at me.
"Now I know you're trying to get in my panties," she said.
"Well, yes, but not tonight," I said. "This is all business. I'll have to wait for the panties."
"That's a shame," she said. "I'm wearing a thong and I think you'd like it."
"Show me," I pulled her tight up against me, putting my hands on the hem of her dress and gradually easing it up her long beautiful legs toward that amazing ass.
"Stop that! Amanda could come in anytime," she whispered fiercely.
"Exactly," I said. "We want her to think I'm playing her game." I continued to slide her dress up and over the firm contours of her ass. She giggled and tried to push my hands away, but I was relentless. Just as two of the most beautiful sights I'd ever seen popped into view and I was about to give them a squeeze, Amanda walked in. Sea squealed and jerked her dress back down.
Amanda just smiled. "You two are getting an early start, I see. Save it until after we dance and then get a room."
"I've already got a room," I told her. "How about you and Bill get the room?"
She smirked at us, grabbed her clutch and we were off. Bill met us at the club. I don't think the evening started the way he'd expected. I shook his hand and just crushed it. I've been power lifting for years and one thing it does, if you lift without straps, is it gives you quite a grip. I could see him start to go weak in the knees and I let him go. You could tell he wanted to whimper and nurse his hand, but his macho image wouldn't let him.
He was one of those pretty boys. Have you ever noticed that as men approach what some women would call ideal, the likelihood of their being a hair dresser or a Scientologist goes up to near infinity? Just look at Tom Cruise. I wondered about Bill.
"Say, Bill, you don't happen to be a hair dresser, do you?" I asked him.
He snorted. "Hell no," he said. "Those guys are all gay."
"Yeah, I know," I said. He looked like he might want to make something out of that, but his hand hurt too badly.
"You know who L. Ron Hubbard is?" I asked him.
"Yes, how did you know?" he asked. "I've been a Scientologist for six years."
I shrugged. "Just testing a theory," I said.
Sea was about to choke. I'd mentioned my little theory to her before and she was about to burst out laughing at any moment. We both looked over at Amanda and she was beet red with fury. Maybe I'd shared too many of my private theories with her.
"Let's find a booth," she said and stalked away with her back as stiff as a poker, Mr. Bill in her wake.
As soon as he was ten feet away, Seabra burst out laughing. I grabbed her arm and we followed them with her wiping the tears from her eyes.
"You're a mean man, Corwin," she gasped.
"Yeah, well, this is a hell of a night," I told her. "Compose yourself, Sea. Act like you're seducing me."
She did a good job of it, too. I was more than halfway seduced by the time we got to the booth, watching that fantastic ass undulate in front of me. I decided I was all the way seduced by the time I'd danced with her twice. She was doing everything but fuck me on the dance floor. Amanda was out doing her thing with Mr. Bill when we got back the second time.



"You ready for the big show?" I asked Seabra.
She looked up at me with those tilted up eyes, a look in them that told me this wasn't all a game to her. They were huge and a luminous brown and I felt myself falling into them. I saw those full luscious lips part slightly and her little pointed tongue came out to moisten them. I couldn't help myself. I had to taste her. It was everything I thought it would be, and more. I heard a noise, and Amanda and Mr. Bill were sliding back into the booth.
"Ohhh, Nooo," I said in my best Saturday Night Live voice impression. "Look who's back!" Seabra got it and so did Amanda, but Mr. Bill was oblivious.
"Don't do anything mean to him, Sluggo," Sea chortled.
Amanda swelled up like a puffer fish and the little smirk vanished off her face. "Sea and I are going to get out of here," I told them. "You kids have fun now!"
Amanda walked us to the door. "Are you sure you're okay, Corwin?" she asked. "You were being kind of a dick back there."
"No, I'm not okay," I told her. "Mandy, it's not too late. You had your fun. Just walk out of here right now with me. We'll go home and try to work things out. If you stay, this is for keeps."
"No, Corwin," she said. "This is going to be so great for us. Just go and enjoy Sea. It's going to be awesome, you'll see. Just try not to be such a dick, okay?"
"Yeah, well, it's not my dick you're interested in, is it, Mandy?" I said. "We both know it's Mr. Bill's dick. Good luck with that. We're out."
She grabbed my arm. "This is going to be so great, Corwin. You'll see. Sea is hot for you. You can tell me all about it when I get home."
"Aren't you spending the night with him?" I asked. "I figured with a stud like him he'd go all night."
"Well, I guess I might." She was a little hesitant. "I thought I'd get home around midnight and then we'd do our thing, you know, spicing things up."
"Oh, right," I slapped myself on the forehead. "I forgot. Well, see you when you get there. If Sea and I are still, you know, banging, try to be quiet, okay?"
She gave me a look and kissed me. I hope she enjoyed it; it would be the last one. I went out and got in the car. Sea was waiting.
"You sure you know what you're doing, Corwin?" she asked. "You've been married a long time."
"Yes, I'm sure," I sighed.
"I expected you to be more upset than this," she said.
"After a while you just run out of juice," I said. "I was upset for a long time. I'm just sick, now. Tired and sick. I just want it over. Somehow, I've lost the energy to be upset. I've cried gallons of tears and the crying time is over. It's time to move on. Let's go get the girls."
When we pulled up, the moving truck was already being loaded. The girls were carrying their clothes downstairs and packing them in big plastic tubs. We weren't taking much furniture: the bed out of the master suite, the girls' beds, their TVs and electronics and the big screen we'd replaced six months ago with a bigger one. When the girls finished packing, Sea took them in her car and they drove to our new place. It was about as far from the old one as we could get and still be in the same school district.
The guys finished packing and I took a last look around. It looked empty and silent; the ghosts of 19 years were all that remained. I sighed, took off my wedding ring and dropped it on the kitchen table along with my cell phone. The girls' phones were already there and it was time to go. I felt the melancholy close in. I was going out with a whimper. A few petty jabs at Amanda and Mr. Bill and I was walking away from 19 years that had been pretty damn good. Oh well, shit happens. I locked up, loaded my tools from the garage into the back of my truck and I was gone.
The girls were pretty excited about the new place. It had a pool in the back yard and they couldn't wait to try it out the next day.
"You like that, Baby," I asked Audra?
"Yeet!" she said. I had no idea what the hell "Yeet," was, but it sounded good.
Seabra was there and she still looked amazing, but if she had been Jennifer Lawrence in the flesh, I was just tired. Not that I'd prefer Jennifer Lawrence to Seabra, you understand, but you know what I mean. She sensed that, I think, and she just gave me a dazzling smile, a quick peck on the cheek and she was gone, the lingering smell of her perfume the only reminder that she'd been there.
We went to bed, and surprisingly, I slept. Not well, but I did sleep. I got up and made coffee the next morning and the girls came in after a bit. We had a Danish Kringle and chocolate milk for breakfast. They watched cartoons on TV until noon and then two gorgeous little bikini clad bundles of energy were splashing in the pool while I sat in a lounger and watched. I wasn't really paying attention. I wondered what Mandy was doing. She'd be frantic by now. I was sure she was calling everyone she could think of, trying to figure out what had happened.
She was going to have a tough time finding us. I wasn't working; I'd sold the business and made out like a bandit. The girls weren't in school; it was summer vacation. We weren't going anywhere except to the grocery store and we walked and took a bus there. The truck was parked in the garage. I was sure she had the police looking for us, but not driving a car, they were going to have problems. The only way she had to get in touch with us was electronically. She filled our inboxes with messages; IM'd the girls every time they signed onto social media and sent tweets and messages on Instagram. We read them, but didn't respond. Let her find us the hard way. I knew she would, eventually, but she had to work and pay bills. I wasn't making any payments and if she didn't, she'd get behind in a hurry. We had a good bit of equity in the house and I knew she wouldn't want to lose it.
I guess she got desperate, because a private detective came up to me in the grocery store one day about three weeks later. "Mr. Decker?" he asked.
"Who wants to know?" I said.
"Your wife hired me to find you," he said. "I'm going to tell her where you are. You should give her a call."
"If I see you around, I'll have you charged with stalking," I told him. "Beat it, mutt."
I wasn't about to call her. It turned out that I didn't have to. The police turned up and Mandy had handed them a line that I had kidnapped the girls. They asked me to go down to the station and sort it out. When I declined, they arrested me and hauled my ass downtown. The girls went in another car and when we got to the station, Amanda was there.
She tried to hug the girls, but they weren't interested. They pushed her away, and a woman came and got them and Amanda. They went into one room and I went into another. The cops started questioning me as if they had a hard on for me. I identified myself; they already had my driver's license, and the only other words that came out of my mouth were, "I intend to remain silent and I want to speak to an attorney." That shut them up.
"He's lawyering up," I heard one of them say.
They gave me a phone and I called John Trimble. He was there 45 minutes later. Sea was with him. We had this planned. It took about three hours to sort everything out. The girls said that they were with me because they wanted to be, there was no kidnapping and they didn't want to speak to their mother. John took care of it from there. He pointed out that there was no court order on custody, that under Georgia law both parents were considered equal candidates for custody and that children over 14 could choose the parent with whom they wanted to live.
They had no choice but to let us go. Sea walked out with us and Amanda was trailing along behind, pleading with the girls to talk to her. They got in Seabra's car and drove away, leaving the two of us alone in the parking lot.
Amanda was crying buckets and she looked like a mess. She turned those forlorn eyes toward me and fell to her knees. "Corwin, for God's sake, talk to me. Please, I'm begging you."
"I seem to remember begging you not to fuck Mr. Bill," I said. "You didn't listen. Why should I?"
"Please, Corwin, don't treat me like this," she wept. "I'm sorry, okay. Could we please just go somewhere and talk?"
"Okay, let's talk," I said. "Where do you want to go?"
"Home?" she pleaded. "Could we please just go home? I don't want to go anywhere anyone can see me like this."
"We can go to my home," I told her. "I don't have any interest in going to yours. I don't know who you've been fucking there."
She gave a little wail of dismay, but she nodded her head. "Okay, Corwin, whatever you want," she said. "But it's your home, too."
I wasn't going to argue with her. She wanted me to ride with her, but I wasn't about to be stuck in a car with her. I called a cab and she followed me home. I knew the girls were with Seabra and they were spending the night. They'd known her all their lives and they were getting very close. Amanda came in and I got her a cup of coffee. We sat at the bar and the silence stretched uncomfortably. Silence hadn't been uncomfortable between us since our third date, but it sure was now.
"What do you want, Corwin?" she finally asked.
"Did I say I wanted anything?" I asked.
"I mean, what do you want me to do?" she said. "What do I need to do to get you to come home? What do you want me to do so I can see the girls."
"Hey, I have no control over you seeing the girls," I said. "This was their choice."
"What did you tell them?" she accused. "You told them something. You've been poisoning them against me. I read about this."
"Are you sure Marcy didn't tell you that?" I asked.
Her eyes dropped. Obviously, Marcy was the oracle of all wisdom. "What do you want?" she repeated.
"You know what the funny thing is?" I asked. "The funny thing is, I haven't said one word to them about you. The only thing I told them was I was leaving you and they needed to decide who they wanted to live with. You want to know who told them, Amanda? You did. You're the one that told them."
"What do you mean?" she asked. "I haven't said anything! When would I have said anything?"
"Remember that night in the living room when you threatened me?" I asked. I could see she did remember. "They were sitting on the stairs. They heard every word you said."
Her face went pale and she started sobbing. "I didn't mean it," she sobbed. "I was just... just..." She couldn't continue.
"Well, they think you did," I said. "As a matter of fact, I think you did, too. I guess the majority wins."
"What can I do?" Her pleading was pitiful. Mine had been pitiful, too.
"With them? I have no idea, and I don't give a damn," I said. "You fucked it up, you fix it."
"What can I do with you?" she asked.
"Well, you could file for divorce," I said.
"I don't want a divorce. I just want you to come home," she said.
"I am home," I told her. "I don't live with you."
"I'm sorry, Corwin. This was all a big mistake," she said. "I never should have forced you into this. You didn't want it, and I should have just accepted that. I do accept it now. Can't you just forgive me and we can just go to that marriage counselor? I'll go see a therapist. I'll do whatever you want me to."
"I'm sorry, too," I said. "The problem isn't that I didn't want it. The problem is that you did. What I want you to do is file for divorce. I'll give you a little while. In a few months, if you haven't filed, I'm going to. I want nothing to do with you, Amanda. Since you're the kind of person who could do what you did, we're done. You thought you could hold the kids over my head and force me to be a cuckold. You thought you could hold me hostage and do whatever you wanted to do. Now you've figured out that you can't do that, and you've given up. Too late, Amanda. File for divorce."
"You bastard," she exclaimed. "You stole all our money! You sold the business and our bank accounts have maybe 50,000 dollars in them. Half of the money you took is mine!"
"I never touched a dime of your money," I told her. "I sold the business at a huge loss because I had to do it quickly. I took only the money I earned. You know what? I don't have a dime of it left." That was all very true. It was safely stashed away in an offshore account. I had figured out that the time to do that is before the divorce. The records showed that I'd sold the business to a Danish company for less than I owed in taxes. I'd also seriously overpaid the IRS, and they were keeping the money to go against future tax bills. Our brokerage accounts hadn't been touched and I knew I'd have to give half of them up. I'd started trusts for the girls, and they were going to be sitting pretty.
For three months, I'd been hitting every grocery store, Walmart and convenience store in town. I'd used my debit card and every time the machine asked me if I wanted cash back, I said yes. Sixty and eighty dollars a pop at all those stores, with three people doing it at every place in town we could, had added up pretty quickly. The great thing was, all those transactions were legit. I had a huge stack of cash in an old chest in a storage building. Once the coast was clear, I'd start using it.
"Amanda, you have the house," I told her. "We have enough equity built up for you to sell it, get out of the mortgage and do just fine for a while. Maybe after you sell the house, you can move in with Mr. Bill. I wonder how his wife would feel about that?"
She gasped. "I didn't know he was married," she said.
"No, you didn't care that he was married," I said. "You wanted an 'open' marriage. Maybe he has one. It's time to move on, Amanda. File for the divorce. We're done."
I stood up and walked to the door. She followed, wringing her hands and crying. She stopped at the door and looked up at me. "Tell the girls I love them and I'm sorry. Will you please do that for me, Corwin?"
"Yes, I'll tell them," I said.
"I'm not going to give up, you know," she said. "I'm not filing for a divorce because I don't want one. I want you back home where you belong. I wish you were a little more open-minded, Corwin, but I see that's not possible. I never intended it to be like this. I never thought you were serious about not even trying. I still think if you would have just tried, you would have found out that you liked it, but I see now that you can't even try. I still love you in spite of that, and I'm going to keep trying."
I was too tired to argue with her. I saw her out the door, took a minute to collect myself and called Seabra. She brought the girls home, but she didn't come in. Audra and Olivia were very upset and even angrier with their mother than before, if that was possible. I knew they wouldn't be at all receptive to the message from Amanda I had for them, so I decided to just sit on it for a while.
Two days later, Amanda showed up about 4:30 with dinner. She'd made a chicken tetrazzini with French cut green beans and a big basket of garlic bread. Olivia opened the door. Amanda tried to hug her and got a stiff arm for her troubles.
"Hi, baby," Amanda began.
"Dad!" Olivia called loudly. "You need to come out here!"
"Olivia," her mother started. "I'm so sorry, baby. I... I... I love you and I've missed you so much. I just want to ..."
Olivia shut her down. "I don't want to hear it!" she yelled. "You don't do what you did to people you love. Stay the hell away from me." She stalked away and Amanda nearly collapsed. I rescued the basket with the food in it she was carrying and pulled her over to the sofa.
She sat down and buried her face in her hands. "What have I done," she sobbed. "They hate me, Corwin. They won't even give me a chance."
"Well, what you did to them was pretty hateful," I told her. "I doubt they'll ever trust you again, Amanda. It may be possible for you to build some sort of relationship with them. I won't stand in the way, but this is on you, not them or me."
"I made dinner," she looked at me pleadingly. I felt sorry for her. She did it to herself, but she was hurting. I've never been one to kick stray dogs.
"Let me go talk to them," I said. "Find the dishes in the kitchen and we'll see what happens."
"Thank you, Corwin, I need a tissue," she said. I got her a box and went up to talk to the girls.
They were steaming. "I can't believe she just showed up here," Audra said. "What, did she think, she could feed us and then everything would be okay? She destroyed our family!"
"I know, Kitten," I told her. "Here's the deal. She tossed in the hand grenade and now she has to deal with the shrapnel. She still doesn't get it. She still thinks I'm the one with the problem. That's okay. I can live with that. I'm not going back to her. I want you to stay with me, but if you want to be with her, that's okay. Nothing will ever change how much I love you two."
"I'd rather hang myself," Olivia said. "We're staying with you, Dad."
I hugged them up. "Do you think we could go down and eat with your mother and be civil to her?" I asked.
"Do you want us to?" Olivia asked.
"Yeah, I do, baby," I said. "Just don't say mean things to her, okay? Let her know how you feel, but don't be mean. You think you can do that?"
They both agreed they could, and we had the most awkward dinner in history. Amanda tried to engage the girls in conversation and they answered, but they gave her the short version. We cleaned up, packed Amanda's dishes and she got ready to go.
"Audra, is it okay if I hug you?" she asked.
"No, Mom, it isn't," she said. "I'll talk to you if you want, but from now on, you're not my mother anymore."
That just destroyed Amanda. It was thirty minutes before she could compose herself enough to go home. She was pitiful, and I pitied her, but it wasn't my fault.
She continued to come over about once a week and she eventually reached enough of an understanding with the girls that they would occasionally go places with her. She didn't file for divorce and continued to try to talk me into moving back in with her. After six months, I filed. There was a certain dusky love volcano in my life and I wanted to see where this would go. If it went where I wanted it to go, I needed to move on as a free man.
When the divorce was final, I think Amanda finally realized that we were through. I certainly hoped she found someone that suited her. I sure had. I was going to ask Sea to marry me. If she wouldn't, I'd have to take desperate measures.
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It was basketball homecoming, and Jolie was very excited. DaVaun had asked her to the dance and it was the first time she had a date for homecoming. She had never been asked to the dance before, and that DaVaun had asked her was very flattering. He was one of the best players on the team and all her girlfriends were jealous. Jolie really hadn't expected it. She knew boys thought she was hot. She was about five-eight and she weighed one-twenty; a lot of that weight was in breasts she thought were too big. DaVaun obviously didn't think so. His eyes spent more time on her chest than on her face, and that made her a little nervous. Her face was very nice, she thought. Her skin was light for a black girl; a coffee with lots of creamer color. She had a little button nose, huge brown eyes with flecks of amber in them and a mop of black hair that formed big loose rings around her face. She had high cheek bones and a wide mouth that smiled a lot. Her lips were full and luscious, and she had a little pointed chin. She looked a little like one of those dark elves from the fantasy game she liked to play on her PS4, she thought.
DaVaun just thought she was hot. Most of the girls in their class had steady boyfriends, but she didn't. He had been watching her in the art class they shared. He couldn't get over those tits. He couldn't wait to get her in his car after the dance and take her out to Lookout Point. He was going to fuck this hot little babe that night. DaVaun pretty much had his pick of the bitches. He was a captain on the basketball team, and seeing Jolie in that hot little cheerleader uniform at all the games made his cock hard. This sister had it going on. Not only did she have the nicest set of tits in school, her ass was hot, too. It was just right for a cushion as he slipped his cock into her from behind and pounded that hot little pussy.
They won the game easily and DaVaun hurried to get showered. When Jolie came out of the dressing room, she looked hotter than hell. She had on a little silver mini-dress that looked like it was painted on. He took her to the cafeteria where the dance was being held and the band had just started playing.
There were maybe twenty couples dancing and DaVaun led her out. He busted a few moves and he could tell she was impressed. She was very athletic and she moved to the music like a dream. When the band started up a slow number he pulled her up against him and the feel of that smoking hot body against his had him hard as hell. He rubbed his cock against her and felt her shift away. He pulled her back and she pushed him away again. She walked away and he followed her to a couple of chairs. He asked her if she wanted punch and she did. He pulled out a flask and without anyone seeing, spiked their drinks with rum. This bitch needed to be loosened up a little.
Jolie could taste the rum and she didn't like it. She complained to DaVaun and he told her that everyone at the dance was doing it. It was a party and she just needed to relax. She drank the punch a little reluctantly. She had been drunk a couple of times at home. Her mom allowed her to drink there if she wanted. She drank wine with a meal occasionally, and beer now and again on a hot summer day, and she enjoyed the buzz. What she didn't like was the next morning when she woke up with a headache, feeling nauseas and with a horrible taste in her mouth.
She had never tasted anything like this. The 151 proof rum went quickly to her head and she felt a little dizzy. They danced a couple of more times and DaVaun asked her if she wanted to go home. She was having fun and she had danced with a couple of other guys, but she was getting tired and she did want him to take her home.
When they got in the car, he cranked up some rap song and she leaned back in the seat and closed her eyes, allowing the thump of the bass to sweep over her. When she opened them she noticed that they were driving up the road to Lookout Point.
"DaVaun, where are you taking me? I thought you were taking me home."
"We going up to the Point," he told her. "All the brothers be there with their girls. We going to have a good time up there. We just love for a while and then I take you home."
Jolie was shocked. She knew what people did at Lookout Point and there was no way she was doing that with DaVaun.
"Just take me home, DaVaun," she said. "I don't want to go up there."
"Come on, Jolie," he laughed. "You knows you wants DaVaun. We going to have a good time."
Jolie began to panic a little. She was eighteen years old and she knew she didn't want to do this at this point in her life, especially with a creep like DaVaun was turning out to be. She had seen the other girls drop out of school and have babies. That wasn't where she wanted her life to go. She had to do something quick.
"DaVaun, I think I'm going to be sick," she said. "Pull over for a minute."
DaVaun certainly didn't want her puking in his car so he pulled over to the side of the road. She got out and started walking back toward town. DaVaun jumped out and followed her.
"Where you going, girl?" he asked.
"I told you I wanted to go home," she told him. "You weren't taking me home, so I'm walking."
She saw the lights of an approaching car and heard the rumble of a set of Flow Master pipes. DaVaun grabbed her arm and spun her around. "You ain't going nowhere," he told her. "Get your ass back in the car, bitch."
She slapped him and he punched her in the stomach. The air left her lungs in a whoosh and he began to steer her back toward the car. The vehicle she had noticed swung in and she heard a door shut. She saw a large figure approaching. She could tell it was a man, but he was backlit by the headlights and she couldn't make out his features.
"Everything okay?" he asked. "You guys having car trouble?" His voice was a deep, bass rumble.
"No, my girl just feeling sick," DaVaun said. "She had a little too much to drink."
The man was now close enough to Jolie that she recognized him. She felt a huge relief. Derrick had graduated when she was a freshman. He was a huge very popular white boy that she had been partnered with on yearbook staff. They had spent a lot of time taking pictures in the elementary school, and she liked him a lot. He was funny and didn't seem to hate her for being a freshman like a lot of the seniors did. He had a scholarship to play football at college. She knew he was the starting left tackle at the University. He was trying to get a look at her.
"Jolie, is that you?" he asked. "I didn't know you drank."
She was starting to get her breath back. She heard a little disappointment in his voice. That hurt her feelings. "I don't, Derrick. DaVaun spiked my punch and I'm not sick. He's trying to force me to go with him up to Lookout Point."
"You shut your mouth, bitch," DaVaun told her. "She drunk, dude. She wanted to go up there. This all her idea."
"No, it's not," Jolie said. "I pretended to be sick so he would stop the car. I was going to walk home but he caught me and punched me in the stomach."
"What the hell, man?" Derrick said loudly. "You hit her?"
"She lying, man," DaVaun said. "What you fuckin around here for, anyway. You better get to steppin'. You pushin your nose all up in DaVaun's business."
"Yeah? What you going to do about it, punk?" Derrick asked. "Come on, Jolie; I'll take you home."
"I kick your honkey ass," DaVaun threatened. "You better get on up out of here. This bitch going with me."
"The only bitch around here is you," Derrick said. "Get back in your car and get moving. I'll only tell you once."
DaVaun took a swing at Derrick's head. Derrick caught his arm easily and trapped it under his right arm. He head butted DaVaun, and Jolie heard his nose crunch. DaVaun screamed and dropped to his knees, and Derrick kneed him in the belly. He fell to the ground, retching and gasping. Derrick took Jolie's hand.
"Let's get out of here," he told her. She shook her hand free and stepped toward DaVaun. She kicked him savagely in the stomach.
"That's for hitting me," she yelled. She turned back to Derrick and took his hand again. He led her to his car and opened the door so she could climb in.
"Wait," she heard DaVaun call. "I'm leakin'. Call the ambulance!" Derrick went around and climbed in under the wheel. He backed up and pulled onto the road, and they drove back toward town.
"What the hell was that, Jolie?" he asked her. "What are you doing hanging around guys like that? You looking to get raped or do a bunch of drugs? You're smarter than that. What's happened to you?"
She started to cry. "He's the captain of the basketball team, Derrick. He asked me to homecoming. All the girls think he's hot and I thought it was cool that he would ask me. I didn't know he was like that. Who the hell are you anyway? You don't have the right to lecture me. Last time I heard you were dating that skank, Linda. She hangs out with guys like that." She sobbed miserably. She felt very grateful to Derrick and she felt bad for saying that to him. "I'm sorry, Derrick I shouldn't have said that. Thanks for rescuing me. I know I owe you big time."
Derrick couldn't stand seeing her cry like that. He reached over and pulled her across the seat, hugging her with his arm around her shoulders. He petted her curly mop. "It's okay, Jolie. I shouldn't have yelled at you. I'm all full of adrenaline. Forget about it. So how's my little photography buddy been? You still doing yearbook?"
Jolie liked having his huge arm around her. Her sobs quieted. "Yes, I've got middle school this year with Amber. I liked the elementary school kids better. The middle school kids are all a bunch of tools. I liked my partner better, too," she peeked up at him.
He smiled down at her. She thought he was very good looking. He had long, very curly hair, beautiful brown eyes and a strong, almost beautiful dark complexion. His skin was almost as dark as hers, and he was very muscular. She remembered how much fun he was and how patient he was with the little kids. They all worshipped him and she had a huge crush on him, too. That a senior would pay so much attention to her was very flattering. He had really seemed to like her, but he seemed to like everyone. He had sat by her a lot in the cafeteria and she liked talking to him. He was just a huge teddy bear. She was a little shocked at what he had done to DaVaun.
"I didn't know you could fight like that," she told him. "DaVaun was leaking pretty bad back there."
"He's an asshole," Derrick laughed. "Stay away from those guys, Jolie. Why aren't you going out with some nice nerdy type?"
She laughed. "I like football players," she rested her cheek on his shoulder. He laughed and pulled her tighter.
"Are you still going out with Linda?" she asked. "I'm sorry I said that about her."
"No, you were right about her. She likes to sleep with athletes and she doesn't much care who. I found that out. I guess she was my DaVaun. I'm... between girls now. What about you? You going out with anyone besides mister thug back there."
"No, no one's asked me," she said.
"I think you intimidate guys, Jolie" he told her. "You're so smart and so gorgeous they're afraid you'll say no. They think they aren't in your league. Most of them aren't"
"Why don't you ask me?" she said.
He stammered for a minute. "Don't think I didn't think about it. It just seemed a little creepy. I was a senior and you were a freshman. If you were a couple of years older I would have. I still might when you're a couple of years older."
"I don't think it's creepy," she told him. "My mom is six years older than my dad was."
"Yeah, but they didn't get married when they were fifteen and twenty one either," he said. "They were both in college."
"I know," she said. "You're less than four years older than me. I'm telling you I'm okay with that."
"I'm not sure I'm in your league either, Jolie. You're going to be a star. Look at you! You're the hottest girl I've ever seen. You're also the smartest girl I've ever known. When you're President or CEO of some big corporation or the biggest star in Hollywood, you won't want an old football player around."
"Why don't you give me a chance to decide for myself who I want around?" she asked. "I really like you, Derrick. You've always been so nice to me. I was just a punk kid hanging around with a senior, but you never treated me like that. You were just my friend. I've missed you. School isn't the same without getting out of fourth hour and taking pictures with you. It was a lot more fun knowing I'd get to be with you every day."
"Thanks," he said. "I've missed you too. Okay, Jolie Mays, will you go out with me tomorrow?"
"Yes," she said simply. "What time?"
"I'll pick you up at noon," he said. "I've got something to do, but I think you'll like it. When we get done I'll take you out."
She was ecstatic. He was actually going to take her out! "Is this your car, Derrick?" she asked. "I like it. What is it?"
"It's a 1970 Chevelle Super Sport," he told her. "It belonged to my dad. He kept it in the barn all these years, and when I graduated he had it restored and gave it to me."
"Does it have a stereo?" she asked.
"It does," he said. "My phone is under your legs." He reached down and his hand slid along one smooth calf as he searched. She liked that touch. When he found it and gave it to her, she took his hand and put it on her thigh, just above the knee. He stroked her for a minute, loving the feel of that silky skin under his fingers. He squeezed her leg gently and left his hand there, burning into her. She picked a song, and it was Frank Ocean, crooning out the Pyramid song. This was way different than being with DaVaun. Derrick had sub-woofers and the whole car vibrated to the heavy bass. She rested her head on his shoulder and when he looked down at her, her eyes were huge liquid pools.
They pulled up at her house and he felt like he should kiss her. He had wanted to kiss those lips from the moment he met her. He tilted her head up and tasted them. They were moist and pliable under his, luscious and full, and she tasted like fruit punch and girl. Her hands went behind his head and she kissed him for a long time.
When she pulled back, she whispered. "I've wanted to do that for a long time."
He got out and walked around to open her door. She gave him another quick peck and danced off up the sidewalk. "See you at noon tomorrow," she called. He waved and she went inside, hearing the rumble of the Chevelle as he drove away. She stood with her back against the door, trembling with excitement for a minute.
"Jolie, is that you?" she heard her mother's voice.
"Yeah, Mom; I'm coming," she called. She walked into the kitchen and found her mother pouring a glass of juice. "You want some juice, Jolie?" She did, and her mother poured her a glass. "How did it go, honey?" her mom asked.
"It was horrible and wonderful," Jolie said.
"That seems like an odd combination," her mother laughed. "Tell mama about the horrible part."
"DaVaun was a douchebag," Jolie felt tears rising to her eyes. "He spiked my punch and he was taking me to Lookout Point when I thought he was bringing me home. He was going to rape me, Mom! I got him to stop the car by telling him I was sick. I got out and started walking home. He followed me and punched me in the stomach. He was forcing me back in his car. That's when the wonderful part happened."
"Oh, honey, I'm so sorry. I tried to tell you about those guys. It's my fault, Jolie. I shouldn't have let you go with that punk. I don't think you know much about how rotten some people are. I've tried to keep you away from all that. I never wanted you to be a part of that life. You don't know how to recognize the predators."
Jolie went and hugged her mother. "It's not your fault, Mom; it's my fault. I just wanted to be cool. I thought going out with the captain of the team would make me cool. You told me he was a thug, I just didn't listen. I'm sorry, sorrier than you know. It won't happen again."
"Tell me about the wonderful part, then." Her mother petted her as they hugged.
"Do you remember my partner in yearbook when I was a freshman? He was a senior. His name was Derrick Parker."
"Was he that huge white boy that you danced with at the athletic banquet?"
"Yes, well anyway he lives out that way, and was on his way into town. He thought we were having car trouble and stopped to help us. I told him what had happened and DaVaun threatened him. He attacked Derrick and Derrick beat the crap out of him. I kicked him and we left him there. Derrick gave me a ride home and on the way, he asked me out! Well, to tell you the truth, I sort of made him."
"Jolie!" her mother exclaimed. "What do you mean you made him?"
"He asked me if I was dating anyone besides DaVaun, and I told him no one had asked me. He told me boys are probably intimidated by how I look and how smart I am, so I asked him why he didn't ask me out?"
"What did he say?"
"He said I was too young and I was out of his league. He said the sweetest things, Mom. He told me that when I was President or a big CEO or a movie star I wouldn't want an old football player around."
"How old is he?" her mother asked.
"He's twenty two. He'll be twenty three soon. He plays football at the University."
"You are too young, and you probably are out of his league," her mother said. "He sounds like a really sweet guy though. It sounds like he cares more about you than just getting in your pants."
"Mom!" Jolie exclaimed. "I can't believe you said that! Why don't you let me decide if I'm too young and who's in my league? I know I screwed up with DaVaun. If you don't let me make mistakes I'll never learn. I won't make that kind of mistake again. I've really liked Derrick ever since I got to know him. He was so nice to me. He never made fun of me for being a freshman, he sat by me at lunch sometimes and talked to me, and he didn't stare at my boobs all the time like most guys do."
"He's a white boy, Jolie."
"What, are you some kind of a racist?" Jolie asked. "I never heard anything like that from you before!"
"I'm not a racist, Jolie. It's just that some white boys think they've bagged some kind of a trophy when they get a black girl to sleep with them. There's black men that do that, too. They only sleep with white girls."
"I know that. Derrick isn't like that. That's racist, too, and those people are sick perverts. Remember, Mom; he didn't ask me out. He gave me all sorts of reasons he wouldn't. He said maybe when I was older. I sort of argued him into doing it. I want to go out with him. Tell me you approve."
"Actually, I do approve, honey. I've always tried to keep you out of the the thug life. Your father was one of the OG's. He was a drug dealer and a gang banger. He made a lot of money selling drugs and I used it to finish college after I had you. I was pregnant at seventeen and had to drop out of high school when you were born. He was murdered when you were ten. A drug deal went south and he died. To tell you the truth, I was relieved. I didn't want you to be part of that life. I guess I've raised you sort of white. I know you listen to hip hop and hang out with some of the sisters, but you do well in school and you aren't a slut like them. The sad truth is that acting like a thug doesn't work in this society. It really doesn't work in any society. Doing drugs, having a bunch of kids by men you aren't married to, doing a lot of criminal violent stuff, never being on time, painting on walls; that stuff doesn't get you anywhere but in the welfare line or in jail. Bring that white boy over and let me talk to him. If he's like you say, I'll love him. If he isn't I'll know that, too."
"What, are you going to give him the third degree? No, Mom; I won't let you do that," Jolie told her.



Her mother laughed. "Relax, honey; I just want to get to know the guy my baby is going out with. That's my right as a Mom. You owe me that."
Jolie texted Derrick and asked him if he could come a little early and meet her Mom. He told her he would rather go to the dentist, but he would do it. He pulled up at their house at eleven. Jolie was still in her room when he rang the doorbell. Her mother answered the door. Derrick found himself face with an older version of Jolie. She didn't look that much older either. She had that same slender, athletic, big breasted shape. She was beautiful, he thought.
"Hello, Mrs. Mays," he offered her his hand. "I'm Derrick Parker," he handed her a package. "I got this for you."
"Thanks, Derrick," she said. "I don't want you to buy me things. I know you're a college student. I remember what that was like. You can call me Lila, by the way."
"Okay, Lila; but you don't get to tell me what I can buy you," he laughed. "I own half of the largest ranch in central Texas. I'm not your average college student."
She stared at him frankly. "Tell me why you want to go out with my daughter."
"I like her," he said. "She's sweet, she's kind to kids, she's the smartest person I know, she's funny and she's fun to be around. To tell you the truth, I think she's still too young. She sort of made me do it. She's smoking hot, too."
Lila laughed. "That's exactly what she told me. What did you get me?" She tore open the package and there was a Tommy Hilfinger shoulder bag inside. "You shouldn't have," she said. "I know how much these cost, Derrick."
"Does it make you like me?" he asked.
"Yes, you're a thoughtful guy." She laughed. "Be careful with my baby, Derrick. She's all I have. If you make her happy, I'll love you. If you hurt her I'll scratch your eyes out. I know I owe you for helping her last night. That will only get you so far."
"I'll try to make her happy and I promise I'll never hurt her, Lila. I don't go around hurting people."
"Except for rapist thugs," she laughed. "I'm so glad you came along when you did. Jolie was in trouble. She's a little naïve about some things. She thinks everyone is as sweet as she is. Are you street smart, Derrick?"
"I like to think so," he said. "I can usually spot a bad situation. I try to avoid them."
"That's smart," she said. "Let me get some cookies and you can tell me all about Derrick."
"I'd rather hear all about Lila, but it's your house," he told her. "When you come to my house, I get to set the agenda."
She laughed and they ate chocolate chip cookies until Jolie came down. She had on black jeans and a white button up shirt with a Rangers baseball cap. "You said to dress for being outside," she said at his look.
"No, it's perfect," he said. "I had just forgotten how cute you are."
She felt a blush stealing over her cheeks. She took two cookies and kissed her mother. They got in the car and Derrick drove them out toward Lookout Point. She felt a little apprehensive, remembering what had happened, until he turned off and took a county road at right angles. They drove for half-an-hour and she felt like she was chattering. She was a little nervous. She hadn't seen Derrick for six months, and it was a little awkward. He laughed at her stories about school and she quickly fell back into their old camaraderie. He turned off the county road onto a long winding driveway, stopping to punch some numbers on a keypad that opened a gate. She saw a large sprawling house at the top of a small hill and a bunch of outbuildings. There was a corral full of horses on one side and four zebras were grazing near the barn. Two school buses were parked near the corral and there were twenty or so children outside the corral. As they got close enough to see well, she noticed that the children all had some kind of handicap.
"What's going on, Derrick?' she asked.
"These kids are from Dallas," he said. "They go to a special school there and we're taking them riding. We do this three times a year. They all sign up to come and we take them out half an hour and bring them back. They can't take more than that, but they love it. You're going to help us."
"Who is us?" she asked.
"You've never met my sister Macy, have you? She's two years older than me. She manages the ranch."
"No, I've seen her. She played basketball and I saw her play a couple of times. Do you think she'll like me, Derrick?"
"She'll love you," he assured her. "She'll be mad at me for dating you though. She'll think you're too young for me. She'll get over it."
Jolie could see Macy moving among the kids. She looked like a Valkyrie goddess. She came up and hugged Jolie immediately. "Hey, Jolie," she said. "I'm glad you could come and help us. I hope you don't think I'm rude, but how old are you, baby?"
"I'm eighteen," Jolie said shyly.
"Jesus, Derrick; what the hell is wrong with you," Macy said to him.
"No, don't talk to him like that," Jolie said. "This was all my idea. If you don't like me, I won't go out with him again. Just don't act like there's something he did wrong."
Macy swung back to face Jolie and saw her big brown eyes full of tears. She moved instantly to hug her.
"No, baby; I'm sorry. Now don't cry. I'm just a bitch. If he makes you happy, I'll be right behind you. I apologize for being rude. Do you forgive me?"
"Yes," Jolie told her, giving her a squeeze. "Let's take these kids riding."
There were four ranch hands who rode with them, and the joy the kids got out of riding the horses and seeing deer, turkeys, several kinds of antelope and some warthogs was reward enough for anyone. When the kids were gone, Derrick went inside and got a large basket. He took Jolie to a shed and they got out a little four-wheel drive utility vehicle. They got in and he drove along a track by a small creek to where it joined a larger bayou. He drove along the bayou to a grove of huge live-oak trees and pulled up under one. There was a rope hanging down and he tied it to the basket. There was a ladder of metal bars running up the tree and disappearing into the foliage.
"Here's our date," he told her.
"We're going to climb a tree?" she laughed.
"Yep, you go first. If you fall, I'll try to catch you. If I went and fell it would kill us both."
Jolie eyed the ladder dubiously. "Are you sure, Derrick?"
He swatted her butt and she squealed and started up the ladder. He was following her, and by the time she got to the first branches she could see a large structure built into the tree.
"It's a treehouse!" she laughed. "You're taking me to a treehouse!"
"No one else but you and me know it's here," he told her. "It took me fifteen years to get it built. They continued to climb and Jolie thought they must be forty feet off the ground when they came to the floor of the treehouse. They stood on a large branch and there was a rail and some steps leading up to a trap door in the floor. He pushed it open and she climbed up. She looked around in amazement. There was a fully furnished room. It was mostly glass, and there was a deck surrounding it with comfortable looking chairs on it. Derrick went out on the deck and used a pulley to draw up the basket. She came out and looked around. She could see for miles in every direction.
"It's a spectacular view," she said as she stood at the rail.
"I know," he said. He was sitting in a lounge chair and she looked back at him. He was looking at her.
"Not me, silly," she laughed. "I was talking about the trees, the river, those beautiful hills and everything."
"I know," he said again. "I was talking about you. Come here, Jolie."
She walked over and he pulled her down, her legs straddling his and he kissed her. She melted into his arms and he could feel every inch of her against him. He took off her cap and her mop of curls fell out. Her breasts were pressing into his chest and he could feel little twin bumps against his chest as her nipples sprang erect. Her lips were alive against his and she made a little moaning sound. He could feel the firmness of her young body under his hands and he wanted her desperately. She was very young and he shouldn't push her, he reminded himself.
Jolie was beside herself. She had never been so horny in her life. This amazing guy had brought her to this amazing place and she wanted him. That scared her a little, but she was going to go as far as her nerve would carry her. She sat up and watched as his eyes left her face and looked down over her body. She looked down and she could see her nipples making little bumps under her shirt. He looked down at her small waist, her flared hips and those perfect legs. They moved back up to her breasts, lingered a while and then back to her eyes.
She leaned close. "Would you like to touch?" she asked.
He licked, suddenly dry, lips. "Can I?" he asked.
"Yes," she whispered. "As much as you want, Derrick."
"Can I see?" he asked.
She nodded, blushing furiously. His hands reached out and she felt his fingers unbuttoning her shirt. He parted the shirt and she let it fall off her arms to the deck. She had on a lace camisole, and it felt incredible over her breasts as his fingers traced the low cut line. She felt his hands slide to her waist and pull the camisole out of her jeans. They slid underneath and she sucked in her tummy with a gasp as his hands circled her slender waist. They ran up over her ribs to settle on her breasts. She moaned and put her hands over his, pressing them into her breasts.
He moved his hands apart and the camisole slid up. She raised her arms and he slid the silky fabric up and over her head. She sat on his lap, gloriously and beautifully bare. Her breasts were the stuff of fantasy. They were large and very firm. They might begin to sag in a few years unless she wore very good bras, but they had all the firmness of youth now, jutting proudly out from her chest. She had small areolas, two shades darker than the creamy skin of her breasts and small nipples a shade darker still. They looked virginal but incredibly sexy on her slender frame.
She felt him reach up and sink his fingers into the incredibly resilient flesh, and it made her tremble inside. His palms rubbed over her intensely sensitive nipples and it made her moan as she felt the trembling grow stronger. The feelings he was causing in her breasts sparked through her body, exploding in her pussy and she felt it flood with moisture. She pushed forward to feed him one of the hard little nubs and she groaned deep inside as his lips closed around it. She had never allowed a boy to touch them inside her shirt before. Twice she had let boys feel them outside her shirt and the feeling of being exposed, outside and under the eyes of the boy she had had a crush on for so long was incredibly arousing.
He suckled and laved her breast and nipple with his lips and tongue and she felt something winding inside her like a spring. He could feel the trembling now and wondered if she were frightened.
He left off loving her little nipple and looked up at her face. "Everything okay so far, baby?"
She nodded. "Yes, Derrick, don't stop, something's happening. I... I... I'm, don't stop; please!"
He returned to the little nipple and she felt a trail of fire across to the other breast. When he took that nipple in the sensations doubled as he gently pinched the first wet little nub. The tension built inside her until there was only the incredible sensation of his tongue and lips and the pulsation inside her pussy. She ground it against him, seeking contact and exploded, her orgasm setting her aflame with passion. Spasms wracked her slender form and she pulled his face into the pliable mound under his lips, shuddering and calling out his name over and over again in a primordial chant. Gradually the trembling went as she began to relax in his arms.
He was looking at her face in awe. "Damn, Jolie; that was the most erotic thing I've ever seen," he said as he kissed each little nub. "You look so gorgeous when you come. I've never seen a woman orgasm like that before, and you have the most fantastic breasts I have ever imagined."
She was limp in his arms with her cheek cuddled against his chest and his hand holding her head, playing with her mop of curls.
"It felt, it felt wonderful, Derrick," she said quietly. "I've never let a boy touch me like that. It doesn't feel that good when I do it. You, this place, wanting to be your girl, it just all came together like this. Can I do it again?"
He laughed. "Maybe not from me just playing with your nipples, but yes, you can come lots of times. Do you want to?"
She nodded against his chest.
"Turn around with your back to me and sit in my lap again," he told her. She rose gracefully and lay back against his chest. He opened his shirt so that her bare back was against his skin, reaching around to cup her breasts again. He rolled the nipples and squeezed the breasts to points, massaging them and building her excitement again.
She felt one hand slide down over the silky skin of her belly and trace his fingers along the waistband of her jeans. She shivered under his touch and felt him open the button and slide her zipper down. His hand slid down under the waistband of her little white lace panties and she felt him tug at the little line of dark curls pointing the way to the treasure below.
She giggled as she felt his hand slide lower and she spread her legs so that he could cup his hand around her pussy. She was a little frightened at the sensations that were coursing through her body, but Derrick was very gentle and she trusted him. She leaned back and tilted her head up so that he could kiss her. He claimed her lips and she moaned into his mouth, feeling his index finger part her slick lower lips and slip into her tight channel while the other hand pulled on a little nipple.
She had never felt anything so good in her life and she began to writhe under his touch. He gathered her creamy moisture and coated her labia, his fingers dancing over her until they found the hard nubbin of her clitoris. She gasped as he rubbed around the base, teasing up the sides of the little shaft and flicking the tip. When he took it between his fingers and began to masturbate it, the sensations became overwhelming and she went off like a rocket. She felt the waves of sensuality flood through her until she feared she was going to pass out. She felt as if she were falling down a steep slide that had no end. Wave after wave swept through her as she rode his fingers between her thighs until the sensations became painful in their intensity.
She pushed frantically at his hand in her panties and he reluctantly withdrew. "Oh, God, Derrick," she moaned. "Oh, my God; you were killing me. I thought I was going to pass out." She looked up at him and he had a look of tenderness on his face that melted her heart.
"God, you're beautiful, Jolie. I could watch you come for days."
"I would like to come for days, but I don't think I'd survive the experience," she said. "That was awesome, Derrick."
"Are you hungry?" he asked her.
"Yes, but more thirsty," she said.
"Let's get a drink and then eat," he said.
She reached for her shirt, but he stopped her. "Jolie, will you do something for me?"
"Yes, what do you want me to do," she asked.
"Just wear the camisole and your panties while we eat," he said. "I can't believe how gorgeous you are and I just want to look at you. I want to see your legs and that delicious butt and watch your breasts jiggle under the camisole. Will that embarrass you?"
"Yes, but I'll do it for you," she said. She stood up and he watched her breasts shake and sway as she pushed her jeans down. Her legs were just as good as he remembered, thinking about her in her little cheerleader uniform. She was in profile and her perfect ass jutted out behind her as she stood up, nearly bare in her little bikini panties. They were all she had on for a moment and he sat, enchanted at the vision she presented with the sunset backlighting her amazing body. Her firm body showed her youth, but she was all woman.
She pulled the camisole over her head and her breasts bounced and settled inside the lace and silk. She extended her hand and he allowed her to pull him up. He hugged her nearly naked body to him, feeling her breasts against his chest and cupping her firm cheeks in his hands. They kissed for a while before he broke off to take her inside. He retrieved the basked and they took it to a table on the opposite deck. There was a cooler compartment inside, and he offered her soda and water. She took a bottle of water and drank it quickly. She opened a soda while he spread out a tablecloth and set paper plates and plastic forks down. He got out napkins and several dishes.
He had cold fried chicken, potato salad and baked beans. He sat beside her and they watched the sun set over the trees, her little body snuggled up against his big one and his arm around her shoulders. They went inside and he lit a couple of candles. They sat on a sofa and he petted her, his hand occasionally slipping inside the camisole to fondle a big breast or roll a nipple between his fingers. She was in a constant state of sexual arousal and finally she could stand no more.
"Derrick, you're either going to have to fuck me or take me home, You're driving me insane. This has been quite a day for me. I came for a boy for the first time and then a bunch times after that. I had a wonderful experience helping handicapped children, my boyfriend took me to a treehouse that is our secret. It was a great date. Now you're playing with me and it's making me crazy horny. Do you want to make love or take me home?"
"I don't want to make love if you mean fuck," he told her. "I'm not ready for that with you. I don't think you're ready either. That is for people you're in love with. I really like you and I think you really like me, but I don't either one of us know one another well enough to be in love. Maybe we're off to a good beginning. I've never had this much fun on a date before. You're a special person and I want to keep going out with you. I have an idea though. I'm going to drive you crazy but we'll finish with a big bang, okay?"
"Maybe," she said. "Show me."
She watched as he folded a futon down into a bed. He got a couple of pillows out of a chest and came to the sofa. He picked her up and carried her to the futon like a baby. She watched, fascinated, as he stripped. Her breath caught at the sight of his erect cock. It was the first she had seen in the flesh, and it looked frighteningly enormous. He laid on the futon beside her and pulled her on top of him. He lifted the camisole and she raised her arms so he could slip it off. Her excitement was growing and she reached down to take him in her hand.
"I want to see," she said. She spun around and took him in both hands memorizing every texture and shape. "Can I kiss it?" she asked.
"You can do anything you want to with it," he said.
She knew what a blow job was and she wanted to see if she could do it. It was going to be difficult. He was very large and she was very inexperienced. She stuck out her tongue and took a tentative swipe at the head of his cock. She felt it pulse in her hand and she could tell that he liked it. She thought the thing she could do was imagine that his cock was an ice cream cone. Her tongue lapped up the sides and over his head again and again. A clear drop appeared on the head of his cock and she tasted it. It was a little salty, but it didn't taste bad. She put her lips over the head and sucked at it, swirling her tongue around the sensitive rim of the mushroom shaped head. He moaned and thrust his hips up, sinking the huge member deeper into her mouth. She slid her lips down, stretching her mouth until she had as much inside her as she could take. She bobbed her head, maintaining a suction and twisting her tongue over the head. She used one little hand to pump the shaft she couldn't get in her mouth. The other hand reached down and she cupped his heavy balls, testing their weight.



Suddenly he gave a groan. "God, Jolie; I'm going to come, baby. You're so sexy I can't stop."
Her eyes fixed on his face and she thrilled at the look of pleasure she was causing for him. She pumped faster and felt his cock swell inside her mouth. The first explosion caught her by surprise and she choked a little. His cum filled her mouth and she didn't know what to do. She swallowed and felt it slide down her throat, thick and creamy. That seemed to be the best solution and she gulped, trying to keep up with the flow. A little escaped, running down her chin but she managed most of it. She didn't care much for the texture, but the taste wasn't bad. Derik's moans of pleasure were so exciting to her that she resolved to do it again at the first opportunity. If coming felt anything close to as good to him as he had made her feel, her mild dislike of swallowing thick ropey cum was a small price to pay. She continued to pump his shaft and work on the head, milking it for the last drops. When he tugged at her arm she slid up across his chest, looking up at him.
"Did I do good?" she asked him, her heart seeking his approval.
"Baby, you were awesome," he told her. "That was so sexy. I have my own little virgin sex goddess. You look so erotic with your tits crushed against my chest and cum on your chin. God, what a girl!"
She cleaned her chin with her thumb, licking his cum off and showing it to him on her tongue. She swallowed it and he groaned. "Oh my God, Jolie, you're amazing!"
He rolled over, his leg crossing over her and she could feel his cock, wet from her saliva and the few drops of cum she had missed against one silky brown thigh. He kissed her for a long time and she felt the moisture of her little pussy increase dramatically. When he kissed his way down to her nipples sparks of pleasure began flushing through her body and it made her want to writhe a little. He continued kissing his way down the arch of her ribcage and onto the flatness of her belly. His tongue tickled her little navel, an elongated oval and so sexy. When he pushed at the waistband of her little panties she raised her butt and allowed him to slip them down over her long slim legs and off over her tiny feet. He slid down further and she felt him nuzzle the little tuft of dark curls before he slid between her thighs.
She felt him sit up and opened her eyes. He was looking at her and running his hands from her breasts down over her spread thighs. "Damn you're beautiful, Jolie," he told her. "I can't believe how young you are. You look like a fantasy out of Playboy. If I were an artist drawing the sexiest woman alive, I'd draw you."
She blushed deeply. "You say the sweetest things," she said. He lay down between her thighs, nuzzling her soft inner thighs and nibbling on the firm flesh. She was burning up. The feeling of his lips on her skin was like fire. She was embarrassed about him looking at her pussy, but the feelings he was causing blew all that out of her mind. Her pussy was very wet, and she could feel a trickle of her creamy juices running down toward her little brown pucker. He licked it up and she felt his tongue at her opening. He seemed to like the taste of her girl cum, and he was lapping it up like honey.
The feeling of his tongue against her pussy was driving her crazy. She felt him teasing her labia and then he was licking upward toward her little clit. The feeling was overwhelming, and when he began teasing the little nub, she felt that trembling that was a precursor to her orgasms begin. When his tongue began circling the base of her sensitive button and teasing up toward the head she felt her thighs quivering. Tension was gathering in her muscles and the feeling was so good that she began to moan loudly. His tongue pushed her clit up and down, back and forth until the sensation became the center of her mind and she felt a flush spread over her body. The tension built to an intolerable level and suddenly she felt something snap.
The most powerful feeling she had ever experienced flashed through her and she was coming. Powerful convulsions of pleasure swept through her and she could feel her hips bucking, trying frantically to get more of that agonizing contact. He held her slim hips tightly and the pleasure went on and on until it became almost painful in its intensity. Her seeking became motions of escape, her whole body twitching when his tongue contacted her over-sensitized clit. She pushed his head away and panted, her body shaking occasionally with the aftershocks of her orgasm. He moved back up over her nakedness and pressed against her bare flesh. He claimed her lips and kissed her until she was breathless.
They lay naked against each other for a long time, just cuddling with his hands caressing her and hers running across his huge muscles. He whispered little love words in her ear and nuzzled her.
"Jolie, it's getting late," he said. "I should take you home."
"No," she protested. "I don't want to move. I want to stay here like this."
"We can't, baby," he whispered. "Lila would be frantic. She'd have my balls if we stayed."
"I'll call her and tell her I'm staying with Macy and you," she said. She thought for a minute. "No, that would be a lie. I don't lie to my Mom, Derrick. You're right, I just hate to move."
"I know, baby. Me, too. You just lie there and I'll find your clothes."
He walked around while she watched him, the candlelight playing over his skin. He was beautiful, she thought. She watched as he collected her clothes. He pulled her panties on and pulled her up so he could slip her camisole over her head. Regretfully, he watched her breasts disappear inside the lace and he slipped her shirt on, putting her jeans beside her. He put his own clothes on while she finished dressing and they climbed down the tree. She leaned against him on the drive back to the house. Macy came out when they parked the utility vehicle and kissed her goodbye. She made Jolie promise to go shopping with her, and Derrick put her in the Chevelle.
They listened to music and talked on the way home. When they pulled up at her house, he let her out and gave her a long kiss.
"Derrick, I have a home game, Tuesday, will you come and watch me cheer?"
He agreed and they made arrangements for him to pick her up. She kissed him again and went inside. Her mother heard her come in and called her. Lila was in the hot tub and Jolie stripped and joined her.
"Hey, sweetheart," Lila said. "I see your date went well. Jolie, aren't you moving a little fast?"
"What do you mean, Mom?" she asked.
"Honey, you can't fool me," Lila said. "You come in and you've got that just loved look all over your face. I'm just worried about you."
"Mom! We didn't... you know... do it or anything. We just played around. To tell you the truth, I would have let him, but he wouldn't. He made me feel sooo good though, Mom. Just with his hands and his mouth. He says making love is for people that are in love. He doesn't think we're there yet. He likes me, though, and he asked me out again. He said we're off to a good start. I trust him, Mom."
"He sounds like a great guy, honey," Lila said. "I'm so glad you found him. You scare me a little, Jolie. You're too much like me. Just don't let people control you. You need to be in charge of what happens to you, not let someone else decide, no matter how sweet he is."
"Don't worry, Mom. I think with anyone else I would be. I'm not a slut. I've never let any other boy do those things to me and I wouldn't. I spent a whole year watching him. He isn't like the other guys I know. He would never hurt anyone that way. You should meet his sister Macy. She terrifies me! She was so mad at him when she found out I was only eighteen. We took a bunch of handicapped kids horseback riding and Derrick took me on a picnic in his treehouse. He has this fantastic treehouse like out of Swiss Family Robinson."
"Wow, Jolie; that's the most romantic thing! This guy sounds like a keeper. If there's anything I can do to help you keep him or anything you want to talk to me about, just ask. Okay honey?"
"I will," Jolie leaned back in the tub and closed her eyes. "You have no idea how he made me feel, Mom."
Lila chuckled. "Actually, I think I do, honey. I'm happy for you."
During fourth hour at school the next day, Jolie heard her name over the intercom, asking her to come to the office. She couldn't imagine that she was in trouble, but her heart was pounding a little. There was a delivery for her, it turned out. It was a small, flat package. She took it back to the classroom door and opened it. A note fell out and she gasped when she saw a new iPad inside. She read the note. "I thought my little lover should have something to make her think about today," it said. "I'm with you in fourth hour again. Turn it on." She blushed and looked around to see if anyone was watching. She folded the note and put it in her pocket. She turned on the iPad and there was a picture of her and Derrick from their year book photos, posing together in the elementary school. She giggled for a minute and went back to class.
He texted her on Tuesday during fourth hour and reminded her that he was picking her up for the game. She sent him a text that said, "Yeet!" with a bunch of emojis. When he showed up Tuesday evening, he had a big art photo book on Alaska for Lila and a pair of brochures for a trip to Hot Springs, Arkansas, to the spas. He asked Lila if Jolie could go. "I promise to take good care of her," he told her. "No funny business, I swear."
Lila laughed. "Never make promises you can't keep," she said. "I think Jolie has her own ideas about that, and I support her. You do what she wants to do and don't be making me any promises that you haven't cleared with her. You can promise me not to push her, but she knows her own mind and you should let her decide what she wants to do. You told me I didn't get to tell you what you could buy me, well; you don't get to tell her what she's ready for."
"What if I'm not ready?" he asked.
"That's up to you. Don't let her push you either. She's a good girl, Derrick; and you're a good boy. I can tell that just in the short time I've known you. I trust both of you."
He hugged her and kissed her cheek. Jolie came down stairs just then. "You don't think she saw, do you?" he asked Lila.
Jolie laughed. "You mean did I see you making out with my mom?"
"You two are horrible," Lila said. "Let's go watch some cheerleading."
Derrick's Chevelle had a front bench seat and both girls rode in front with Jolie in the middle. The junior varsity played first, and she sat between him and her mother while they watched the game and she pointed out some cheer routines the varsity cheerleaders would be doing, too.
"I remember you being on the JV," he told her. "What's different about being varsity?"
"We do a lot more tumbling and acrobatics," Jolie explained. She was excited to have Derrick watch her and promised to do some stunts for him. The cheerleaders stood in a line where the varsity team would run out and their music started. Derrick was amused to see DaVaun come out wearing a mask to protect his broken nose. His eyes were blackened as he ran in at the head of the team. They made a few rounds of the warmup, and DaVaun walked over toward Jolie. She moved back to stand in front of Derrick. DaVaun started to say something to her, but then he noticed Derrick siting behind her. He quickly spun around and went back to the warmup.
DaVaun had a bad game. The opponent's power forward abused him. The rest of the team played well and they won in spite of DaVaun's poor performance. After the game, Jolie went to get dressed and Derrick and Lila talked to some of the football players who remembered Derrick. The football coach came by and talked to Derrick for a while until Jolie came up. The group walked out together and when they got outside DaVaun and four of his boys were waiting. They stepped up and blocked Derrick and Jolie from going down the steps. The coach stepped out from behind Derrick.
"Is there a problem here?" he asked.
DaVaun immediately backed down. "Naw, just going to say hi to Derrick," he said. He quickly left with his boys.
"Derrick, you have anything to do with why DaVaun is wearing a mask?" the coach asked.
"Why don't you ask DaVaun?" Derrick said.
"I'm asking you," the coach said.
"I'm not saying anything about it," Derrick told him.
"Why not?" the coach asked. "Do you have something to hide?"
"I don't play for you anymore, and I don't have to answer to you," Derrick told him. "I don't go to school here."
"Jolie does," the coach said.
"Are you threatening her?" Derrick asked. "Maybe you'd look good in a mask." He stepped toward the coach, and then looked a little sheepish. "I see what you did there. I guess you know why he's wearing a mask now. I don't like people that hit my girlfriend or threaten her. That was a chicken-shit move dude."
He took Lila and Jolie's hands and they went to the car. He was seething a little inside. Jolie knew he was upset and she laid her cheek against his arm, holding it in her little hands. He looked down at her curly head against his arm and then over at Lila. She was smiling at him and he burst out laughing.
"I just punked my high school football coach, Didn't I? Jolie, I don't know what it is about you, but I feel like there's something about you that I ought to protect. I guess Lila can tell. What do you girls say about some frozen custard?"
They were in favor, and they were soon spooning the delicious concoction into their mouths. They sat outside at a table with Jolie snuggled up against Derrick and Lila watching indulgently. His big arm over her shoulders made her feel little and cherished. She remembered what the girls had said to her in the locker room. They were all jealous and happy for her. Amber couldn't believe that she was actually going out with Derrick. "He's like just the biggest stud ever," her friend had gushed. "You deserve him, Jolie. You guys make like the perfect couple."
"Derrick, will you come to the game Thursday?" she asked. "It's our last game. Track starts after that and we don't cheer for that, but I run the open 200 meters and hurdles. Do you think you can come to my track meets? I mostly just sit around between events and I would come and sit by you."
He promised her he would do both. His football season was over and finals wouldn't start for a while. They talked about their trip to Arkansas that Friday. He talked Lila into letting her skip school on Friday. They were going by helicopter, Derrick told them. The ranch had one, and Derrick was a pilot. He had a cottage booked for Friday and Saturday nights. They would spend two days getting the full treatment, and there was a music festival going on that they would go to in the evenings. Jolie could hardly contain her excitement and it was infectious. Derrick took them home and Lila kissed him and went inside. Jolie lingered and they talked and cuddled a while.
The game Thursday was a blast for Derrick as he watched Jolie do her stunts. She was amazingly athletic and she could do a series of back flips and hand springs that made him dizzy just watching. She loved performing, knowing he was watching her every move.
She spent the night at the ranch Thursday night. She had expected to sleep with Derrick, but Macy put her in the guest house. She slept well in a huge soft bed, and Macy cooked them breakfast. She kissed them goodbye and they took off. Jolie had never been in a helicopter before. She was very apprehensive at first, but quickly settled in and enjoyed the experience. It took them three hours to get there, and when they landed at the airport there was a car waiting for them. They drove to the spa and a very nice and eccentric lady checked them in. They put their bags in the charming little cottage and got ready for the spa.
They were given handmade peppermint soap and led to a huge shower. Jets of hot spring water sprang up from the floor, walls and ceiling. Jolie was a little shy about taking off her clothes, but Derrick showed no hesitation in stripping off. She took off her clothes and a girl came in to take them away. They showered together and it was very erotic and relaxing. Jolie lost her inhibitions and became extremely horny when Derrick spent what seemed like hours soaping her body. She returned the favor, and he was sporting an erection like an iron bar by the time she was through. She kissed it and they dried on huge fluffy towels, wrapping in them for the next stage.
They were taken to a private spring water Jacuzzi bath where they luxuriated in the hot water for an hour. Derrick couldn't keep his hands off her and she was panting and squirming when the girl returned to take them to a roller bed session. Jolie had an opportunity to relax and regain some composure as her muscles felt like spaghetti after the roller beds. The girl returned and gave them both a full body scrub with something she called Jazzy Rose sea salt.
They were then given a full body Bentonite clay masque. They laughed hysterically at each other covered in the clay. After another shower with the peppermint soap, they were given another full body aloe vera and honey masque. They went back to the shower, and then were taken to massage tables. Two girls gave them full body massages for an hour. They were covered in steam towels and given a long treatment with back vibrators. They slipped on flip-flops and wrapped in towels, then they were taken back to the cottage. The whole treatment had taken six hours, and Jolie had never felt so relaxed and clean. They dressed and went out for barbeque. After dinner, they listened to a blues band for an hour and made their way back to the cottage, hand in hand.
They got ready for bed and Derrick climbed between the sheets. Jolie lingered in the bathroom for a while. She was very nervous and just a little scared. She had visited Victoria's Secret with her mother and picked out what she wanted to wear. She put it on and looked at herself in the mirror. She was satisfied, and she opened the bathroom door. Derrick looked up and his breath caught in his throat. She leaned against the door jamb and let him look. She wore a sheer cover in black. It was tied over her breasts with two red bows. It was nearly transparent, and underneath she had on a red demi-bra that barely covered anything. It left the top half of her breasts bare with just a hint of chocolate brown areolas exposed.
Little red matching panties were exposed inside the open tails of the cover-up. They tied with black bows on the sides and they were just a strip of lace. Her pussy was plainly visible under the lace, and a stray curl peeked out over the top. She felt his eyes drinking her in.
"God you look sexy, Jolie," his voice broke. "I saw you naked all day and I thought you were the sexiest thing I had ever seen. But this, my God, baby; sometimes more is less. You look like you just stepped off the most erotic movie set on earth. Come here, baby, and let me feel."
She sauntered over, her hips tilting from side to side and she felt her heart racing inside her chest. She turned back the covers and climbed in bed beside him. The way he looked at her gave her confidence. He thought she looked incredible and that made her feel incredible. He pulled her on top of him and she felt his excitement as her pussy rested on the pulsating cock beneath her. He pushed her up so that she was sitting astride him and his excitement could hardly be restrained. He wanted to tell her something but his voice was hoarse and he could hardly speak.
"I want to talk to you Jolie," he croaked. He couldn't stand it another moment and he pulled her down so he could wrap her in his arms. "I've had the greatest two weeks of my life since I met you. You're enchanting, baby. You're so smart and funny, you're so in love with life that I can't help loving you. I'm in love with you Jolie. I've never felt this way about anyone. I loved you for a year in school. You were just so amazing to be around, but I thought I was too old for you. I almost made a terrible mistake and I let you sort of slip out of my life. I'll never do that again. I still feel like I'm too old for you, but you don't think so. I'll let you decide. I'll be with you as long as you'll have me. I love you, baby. There, that's what I wanted to tell you."



When he looked down she was crying. Jolie had never felt so emotionally alive. His words had burned into her heart and overflowed into tears of happiness. She gave him her lips and he tasted the salt of her tears.
"I've loved you since the first time you took me to the elementary school," she told him. "You didn't treat me like I was a freshman, just somebody you liked being with. We were taking pictures of the pre-school kids and I saw how you were so patient with them. You let them hug around on you and I wanted to do it, too. I thought that you were someone I'd like for my children's father. I thought it was just a crush, but when you asked me to dance at the athletic banquet, I knew I wanted you. I want you to take me, Derrick. I'm yours as long as you want me."
He laughed and rolled her onto her back, his heavy body so delicious on her little one. He kissed her for a long time before loosening her bows and taking her cover-up away. He pulled the straps of her bra over her arms, loosening it so he could gain access to her nipples. He took them with his lips and loved them for long minutes as she writhed beneath him. He kissed his way down her lovely form, pushing her panties to one side so he could insert a finger into her dripping pussy while his tongue teased her clitoris.
"Don't you want to take them off?" she asked.
"You look too good in them," he said. "Maybe later."
He slid back up over her, his cock lodging at her opening and slipping between her wet lips. It felt enormous against her. He pressed and she was so slippery that his head easily parted her labia and he slid in an inch. She gasped and trembled as she felt her little pussy expand around the tremendous organ inside her. It felt as if her soul was being invaded and she groaned as he held still inside her. It felt so incredible and so right inside her that her discomfort quickly faded and she moved against the pressure.
He gave her another inch and she felt a quick stab of pain. She winced and he froze immediately. Again the discomfort faded and she pushed against the cock inside her. She felt as if something inside her was stretching tremendously, being pushed out of the way as he sank deeper. There was pain, but it was washed away by the powerful rush of emotion and sensation she was feeling. The man she loved was claiming her as his own, and she longed for that completion. The pain faded and was replaced by ecstasy as the huge pole slid smoothly into her, plumbing her depths and giving her such extreme pleasure that her mind reeled.
She felt him touch something, deep inside her and she knew that he was as deep as he could go. He continued to push, an inch or so remaining outside and she winced again as the pain returned. He stopped immediately. "I can't take any more," she whispered. "You're touching the end."
He kissed her. "You're so tight and hot, Jolie. I feel like my cock is inside this scalding wet flexible tube. You feel so good, baby. You're making me feel so good. I love you, Jolie Mays."
"I love you, too, Derrick," she said. "Love me; make me come on your cock."
She felt him draw back a few inches, her pussy fluttering in disappointment until he returned, filling her to the bursting point again. He repeated the slow motion, again and again as her excitement built. They found the ancient rhythm and she urged him to move quicker, pumping her hips up to meet his strokes.
Flashes of fire swept through her body and she began to moan with each thrust. She felt his hands on her breasts, rolling her sensitive nipples and her body began the familiar trembling. She knew she was about to come, her pussy rippling around the huge cock inside her. The crest of her pleasure was a towering wave inside her, taking her into a delirium of joy and she screamed hoarsely as she felt it crest and sweep over her. Dimly, she heard his shout and then she was filled with heat as he came inside her, his hot cum feeling like lava flowing inside her spasming pussy.
Liquid sounds filled her ears and the sensations continued to build as she rode from peak to peak, orgasms stringing together like pearls as she came again and again, the powerful spasms threatening to steal her consciousness as they gripped her in a powerful hand. The intensity lessened, now a string of diminishing convulsions as Derrick coasted to a stop, in her and on top of her, stilling to occasional flashes as the aftershocks rocked her slender frame.
They rested, lips locked together in passion and release. Derrick rolled her over on top of him, his softening cock still inside her. They whispered and touched, their love affirmed by the soft caresses and whispered words. She lay with her cheek on his broad chest and her consciousness faded as she slept. She awakened in the dark, feeling his body pressed against her back and his hand on one breast. She luxuriated in the feeling of being held and loved until she drifted off again. It seemed moments later when she felt him sliding her panties off. Her bra was gone and he rolled her face down on her pillow. She felt his hands sliding over the silky skin of her back, down to cup a thrusting cheek. His fingers kneaded the firm flesh of her ass and she felt her excitement grow.
"You have the most fantastic ass," he told her.
She giggled and he continued to explore every inch. She felt him rise up and kiss each jutting cheek. He moved her legs apart and lay between them. She felt the huge cock slipping between her ass cheeks and entering her little pussy from behind. It felt deliciously different as he entered her from the rear. She felt him bury himself inside her and he began to plunge deeply into her. She groaned as he rutted inside her tight cavern, moving his hips in a slightly circular pattern. His groin slapped against her jiggling ass and she moaned out her pleasure.
She felt so deliciously full. "Oh, my God, Derrick; that feels so good. So big, so far inside me; you're driving me wild, Derrick!"
She came a dozen times as he pumped inside her. It went on and on until she was begging him. "Come, Derrick, please come, baby. Oh, my God, oh my God, please, I can't take any more!"
Her words seemed to inflame him and he pounded into her, spurting cum into her soft little pussy, soothing her with slippery juices. He rested inside her and they remained locked together as she drifted off, his semi-erect cock still inside her. Twice more during the night he woke her and fucked her into mindless orgasms. She lost count of the number of times she had come, his cock pumping inside her. She wept after the final explosion.
"Derrick, I can't any more. Please, I need to rest. I love you so much! I'm exhausted! I'll try again tomorrow, but I feel like you've drained me of every scrap of emotion I have. I'm so weak I don't even think I can walk."
"Tell me you love me again," he said.
"Oh, God; I do love you. I love you so much!"
He wrapped her in strong arms and she slept, cradled in his arms where she belonged.
*****
The football team trotted out onto the field and Jolie watched as they surrounded Derrick. The announcer introduced the team and then said, "The Head Coach of the Wildcats is Derrick Parker." The crowd cheered wildly and Jolie held her two year old daughter up.
"See baby? There's Daddy?"
Derrick turned and his eyes found his wife and daughter near the center of the bleachers. He gave them the thumbs up sign as he trotted back to the coaching box. He could hardly wait for the game to be over so he could get his post-game hug.
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The worst day of my life started out very nice. I got up at five-thirty and worked out. After I lifted, I ran three miles. It was very foggy and I was the only one on the track. After the three miles I cooled down by running the straights and walking the curves through two more. I went home and showered. By the time I got dressed for work, Sarah had my muffin and a glass of chocolate milk sitting on the bar. I kissed her and squeezed her up while I gulped the milk. She complained about wrinkling her and messing up her lipstick, but she melted against me. She still made my heart pound every time I saw her. At thirty-one she was more beautiful than she'd ever been. Her blonde hair was even lighter than it had ever been, almost white and hanging down to her butt. She had filled out nicely from the skinny kid I had taken to the prom when we were seniors. Her breasts were bigger and firmer and working out with me had turned that tiny little butt into something that I could sink my fingers into. She was still only a little over five-feet but she proved that dynamite comes in small packages.
She was a rising star at her law firm, and she was hitting her stride. After the birth of our girls she had attracted a lot of attention on some high profile corporate accounts and they were talking about partner. She was making nearly as much as I was, and I was doing very well. I had just been promoted for the fifth time and I was the head of the architectural department in a large company of engineers and architects.
I kissed her again, grabbed my briefcase and muffin as I went out the door.
"Have a great day, gorgeous," I waved.
She blew me a kiss as she started up to get the girls ready for school. She went to work an hour after I did, and I had bedtime duty. My other baby was in the garage. I had only owned her about six months. She was a burnt orange Charger Hellcat. I'd been driving Chargers since I was sixteen. My dad helped me buy a 1968 RT that's still parked under the shed. I got it out every now and again and drive it just to hear the sound of the big hemi through those Flow Master pipes. It wasn't nearly so quick as the Hellcat.
I love hearing the Mustang and Camaro owners brag about their puny little toys. Just two days before, one of the engineers was bragging about his new Shelby GT350. "Over 500 horsepower," he was trying to impress Maria in the next office. I smiled at the thought of the over 700 the Hellcat made. I actually loved all the new Pony cars, but they weren't in the same universe as the Hellcat, Charger or Challenger. Hot Rod owners are a class of people I like, and we all have our own babies and like to needle the other guys.
I had a great day at work. I finished the power plant our design team was working on at about one-thirty and took the rest of the afternoon off. I washed my baby. It was a beautiful afternoon and I could see myself in the polish when I put her in the garage. Sarah texted me and told me she would be a little late. She was in a conference and would be home about five. At three-thirty I was in the kitchen making chocolate chip cookies. I had two pans done and a plate sitting on the bar. I heard the door open and two little angel voices coming through the living room.
Two little blonde pixies set their backpacks down and flew across the kitchen to wrap themselves around me. Carmen and Cambre, my babies were home. They're identical twins and the cutest little bundles of joy on God's green earth. They have Mom's hair, freckles and big blue eyes, but they have my complexion. Sarah can tan but I'm naturally olive complected and they got my skin tone. It was a contrast with their hair and those eyes. They were going to break hearts when they were older. At eight, they were just adorable. They fought like hornets, but only with each other and Sarah. They were just honey and silk with me, and they didn't allow anyone to say anything bad about the other one. Sarah had a kind of rough time dealing with the two of them. I know they loved their mother deeply, but any time she corrected one of them the other one always took her sister's side and they could argue as vociferously as their mother could.
They outdid each other telling me about their day. School had just been started a week, and they loved their new teacher. Miss Brooks was new to the district, and I had yet to meet her. She'd certainly made an impression on my girls. I fed them chocolate chip cookies and tall glasses of milk while listening to them with an idiot grin on my face. Yes, they were my angels and they could do no wrong. They each ate three cookies and went upstairs to do their homework. Homework when they get home was my rule, and then we had the rest of the evening to do whatever we wanted.
I took the last sheet of cookies out of the oven and put them on the platter. I heard Cambre call me and I started up the stairs. I felt something odd and realized my phone was vibrating. I took it out and I had a text. The number looked familiar, but it wasn't in my contacts. I checked it while I climbed the stairs.
"You were one hot sexy babe today," I read. "I can't wait until tomorrow afternoon."
While I appreciated the compliment, I had no idea who would send me such a text. Since I had no afternoon planned other than work, I figured someone punched in a wrong number. I decided to play a prank on whoever it was.
"Thanks, babe," I wrote. "Remind me again about the time and place."
I got a message right back. "You using Shell's phone? Make sure you delete this. Can't have Sheldon getting suspicious too soon. Our place, of course."
I froze in place halfway into the girl's doorway. I'm Sheldon. Sheldon Clanton, and my phone number ends in nine. Sarah's is the same but it ends in eight and the girls end in seven and six. Someone made a big mistake. I was numb, unable to move. Carmen glanced up at me.
"Daddy, we need help with these math prob... what's wrong, Daddy?"
Both girls stood up and stared at me. The look on my face must have shocked them. I shook the cobwebs out.
"Nothing, girls, it's just some bad news. Nothing to worry my babies," I lied. "Let's see that math."
Five minutes later, I heard the garage door go up. Sarah was home. I heard her walking around and in a minute she poked her head in.
"What's for dinner?" she asked. "Hey sweethearts."
They bounced up and went to hug her. They came back and sat down and Sarah came up and put her arms around my neck from behind. She nibbled on my ear. "I'm going to grab a quick shower," she said.
We finished the math and I asked the munchkins if they wanted to go out to Incredible Pizza. They were all over it, and by the time they got dressed in shorts and t-shirts I was waiting in the car.
"Isn't Mom coming?" Carmen asked.
"She's had a long day," I told them "Let's let her rest. We'll turn off our phones and it's just me and my angels tonight, okay?"
They were down, and we had a great time. I forgot to turn my phone off and it vibrated a dozen times. I ignored it and dove back into the games and the mediocre pizza. We got home at nine-thirty and Sarah was asleep on the sofa with her phone in her hand. I held my finger to my lips and we tiptoed upstairs. They got in bed and I went and got my clothes for tomorrow. I went to the spare bedroom and locked the door. I lay awake until midnight and I heard a soft knock on the door.
"Shell, what are you doing?" I heard a stage whisper. "Open the door. Where did you go and why the hell is the door locked? Why are you in there?"
I didn't answer and she knocked several times. She called my name a dozen times before she gave up. She obviously didn't want to wake the girls, and I heard her footsteps going down the hall toward our room. Well, it had been our room; I didn't know what it was now.
I was up by five-thirty and I took my clothes. As I was going into the garage I heard her alarm go off. I got in the Hellcat and backed out. I saw her come into the garage just as the door went down and I drove to the park. I usually ran at the high school track, but I ran at the park that day. My phone went off a dozen times but I ignored it. I showered and got dressed at work. I got my buddy Marcus to loan me his Ultima at noon. I felt like I was betraying everything I believed in getting in that thing, but it looked like every other little box shaped car on the road and I wanted to blend in.
Sarah's car was at the office and I pulled up across the street and waited. The windows were dark and I knew no one could see me inside. At two-thirty Sarah came out and got in her BMW. I followed her at a discrete distance and we drove out into the suburbs. When she turned into a subdivision, I knew where we were going. My brother Mark lived there. What the hell? Well, this kinda sucked. Now I knew why the number looked familiar. I'd never gotten along well with him and we didn't talk much. The only time I saw him was at family events and that was too often to suit me. I saw him put his hand on Sarah's ass two years ago, and I decked him. We hadn't spoken since, although his wife and Sarah spent a lot of time together. I parked across the street and she pulled into his driveway. When she got out, she looked upset. She went in and I got out and walked around in back of his house. I had been there a hundred times. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. Mark's wife, Cloe, was lying out by the pool. This was just getting weirder and weirder. She was a stunning woman. She was sophisticated and elegant in an understated way. She just exuded class. She looked up at me when she heard the back gate close, and a look of sheer panic ran across her face.
"Sheldon," she gasped. "What are you doing here?"
I walked up the steps to the deck as Cloe jumped up and came running toward me.
"Shell, wait! Don't go in there. I need to tell you something! Wait!"
The screen was shut but I could hear them talking.
Sarah was very agitated and he was trying to calm her down. "I'm telling you, something's wrong," she said. "He slept in the spare bedroom last night and he left without even saying a word to me this morning. This was a mistake, Mark. I need more time to get him on board. I know he thinks Cloe is hot and we'll just have to let her work on him. I love my husband and I'm not risking my marriage and my kids over this."
"You can talk him into it," he told her. "We've seen the way he looks at Cloe. Don't get cold feet on me, now. We've already talked about this a dozen times and you know you want to do this."
"Yes, I've loved it, but I don't want to lose everything. If he fucks Cloe he can't say anything, and we'll just swap every now and again."
"You might as well now that you're here. I can tell you want it. Look at your nipples."
"Yes, but not that bad. If Shell ever found out about this it would kill him. I'm not going to do it, Mark."
I peeked in and saw them standing in the living room. He pulled her toward him and kissed her. She resisted for a minute, and then she let him kiss her. I snapped a couple of pictures and a little video. He was sliding down the zipper of her dress and she was reaching around to stop him. I had seen enough.
They jumped apart when they heard the screen collapse and I stepped through. Sarah screamed. "Nooo! Oh my God, no! Sheldon, this isn't what you think. Please Shell, I'm so sorry!"
I kept walking toward them and Mark was backing away as fast as he could. I just walked past them and to the front door.
Sarah ran to me and threw her arms around me from behind. "Please, Shell; let's just go home. This isn't what it looks like. I promise I'll explain when we get home."
I went out without another word and got in the Ultima. All three of them came out and tried to chase me down. I drove it back to the office and gave the keys back to Marcus. After thirty minutes my phone started ringing. I ignored it. In about five minutes my secretary buzzed. "Your wife is on line three," she said.
"Tell her I'm not available," I said. I spent the rest of the afternoon staring at my computer screen.
"You're sister-in-law is on the phone," I heard five minutes later.
I had her put through. "What do you want, Cloe?"
"Shell, we have to talk about this," she said. "Why aren't you at home? You need to talk to Sarah. She can explain everything. Mark and I will be there, too. We'll talk about it like rational adults. This is your brother and your wife, Shell. You need to calm down."
Why is it that when someone fucks with you and pisses you off, they always tell you you need to calm down? That just pissed me off more. "I don't have a brother," I told her. "If the Asshole is in my house when I get home I'll tear his nuts off. If I see you there I'm going to bitch slap you all the way out the door. Don't ever let me see you or hear your voice again, Cloe. You tell Asshole that if he sees me he better start running." I hung up the phone.
In twenty minutes it was my Dad. "Sheldon, what's going on?" he asked. "Your brother and Cloe are here. They say you've been threatening them. Sarah called and she was crying and hysterical. I couldn't understand her. What have you done?"
"Sarah is fucking Mark, and him and Cloe were planning to trick me into a wife swapping thing. Dad, I don't have a brother. If I hear that you've allowed any of the three of them in your house after todayb I don't have a father. If Mom lets them in or either of you ever speak their names to me I won't have a father or mother. Guess what, you raised the Asshole and now you get to pick a side. Oh, yeah, you won't have grandchildren either."
"You can't talk to me like... " he started to bluster and I hung up.
Maria came in and asked me something, but I didn't hear what she was saying.
"Sheldon! I asked you a question," she said in a louder voice.
I started. "Oh, sorry, Maria. What did you say?"
"Are you okay?" she asked.
Tears started running down my cheeks and I couldn't stop them. She walked over and put her arm around my shoulders.
"Did someone die?" she asked. "I'm so sorry, Sheldon. Who was it?"
"I think it was my marriage and my family," I told her. The whole story came spilling out as I buried my face in my hands and wept. Ten years of my life flashed before my eyes; ten wonderful years with the woman I loved and the woman I thought loved me.
"Did she sleep with him?" she asked me.
"I think so," I said. "She was going to do it again today. She thought I was onto them and she wanted to call it off. Why would she do this, Maria? I loved her with every cell in my body. I would have died for her. How could she do this to our girls? What did those two little girls ever do to deserve this?"
"Sheldon, go home and talk to her," she said. "Find out the answers to those questions. You'll never rest easy until you do. Get out of here."
I hugged her. "Thanks, Maria; you're a good friend. Please don't tell anyone about this."
She looked hurt. "Jesus, Sheldon. How could you say that? You know I won't tell anyone."
I apologized and she hugged me again. "I know you're upset. Just go home and try to work this out."
My phone had been going off ever since I got back to the office and it rang on the way home until I turned it off. When I pulled into the garage, Sarah came running out. She stood beside the door and I just sat there for a minute, collecting myself. She started beating on the window with her fist.
"Sheldon, just get out and talk to me, please! I'm begging you, just let me talk to you."
I opened the door and she tried to hug me. I pushed her away. I think she was shocked. I wasn't a violent man and I'd never laid an angry finger on her in our lives.
"Don't touch me, Sarah," I told her. "You make me feel like I need a shower."
She burst into tears. "Okay, I won't. Please Shell, just come inside and let me talk to you."
"You have until the girls get home," I told her. "When they get home, the talking is over and we pretend that everything is fine. Do you understand? They aren't involved and if you upset them in any way, we're done."
"That's not enough time," she wept. "Can we talk again after they go to bed?"
"I don't know," I said. "It depends on what you say between now and when I go and pick them up. You have an hour-and-a-half. Make the best of it."
"I will," she promised. "Please, can we just go sit down?"
I followed her into the living room and she sat on the sofa and patted a place beside her. I sat in the recliner across the coffee table. That made her cry again and she put her hands over her face.
I sat and waited. "You're wasting time," I finally told her.
She went and got a towel off the bar and wiped her face as she sat back down. She could hardly talk she was crying so hard.
"I'm so sorry, Shell," she said. "I made a huge mistake. I never thought you'd find out. I love you so much."
"You love me so you've been fucking my brother?" I asked.
"Don't be like that," she begged. "It sounds so cheap and dirty."
"It is cheap and dirty," I said. "There's no way to wrap it up in a ribbon. That's what you were doing. You'd have done it today if I hadn't caught you."
"I never intended to fuck him. It just happened, I'm so sorry," she cried harder. "I don't know what I was thinking. I was a wild child before we got married, Shell. You know that. I met Mark before I did you. I slept with him a few times and after he met Cloe we still got together occasionally, all three of us. I know you think she's hot, Shell. I thought the four of us could... All I had to do was... was..."
"Fuck him," I finished for her.
"No! I just wanted us all to love one another! We could all be together. I was going to include you, I swear, Shell."
"You had a fuck session set up this afternoon."
"No, I told him I wasn't going to do it!" she wept.
"Yes, because you thought I knew. What if I hadn't known?"
"I wasn't going to... fuck him. It doesn't matter; you did know. How did you know?"
"What difference does it make?" I yelled. "You were going to fuck that creepy bastard! Do you know what that makes you, Sarah?"
"Please, Shell; I'm sorry. I'm so sorry! I don't know what I was thinking. I didn't think it was going to turn out like this. It doesn't have to be ugly like this. It can be fun. I'll still be with you. You can fuck Cloe!"
I felt the bile rise up in my throat and I ran to the bathroom and puked. I heaved for a minute and she tried to give me a washcloth and pet me. I pushed her away and rinsed my mouth out. We went back and sat down.
"Do you hear what you just said?" I asked. "'It can be fun!' The next thing you're going to say was 'it was just sex!' Jesus Christ, Sarah! Do you know what a fucking cliché you've become? That makes me want to slap the shit out of you."
"Yes, slap me, Shell. I won't say a word. I deserve for you to slap me! Punish me, do anything you want. Please, just forgive me. I didn't think you'd find out. I never thought about how much this would hurt you until I thought you knew. When you left last night with the girls I knew something was wrong and then when you wouldn't sleep in our bed I just knew you were hurting so badly. I knew you had found out. I wanted to tell you and apologize but you wouldn't let me in. I got up early so I could tell you and beg you to forgive me, but you left before I had a chance. I should have waited until... Please, Shell; I'm begging you. Do you still love me?"



"Damn you, Sarah; how can you ask me that after what you did? I loved you yesterday morning and last week and for the last ten years. That didn't stop you, did it? How in the hell do you expect me to trust you after this? How do you expect me to believe anything you say?"
"I don't know," she wept. "I'll win back your trust. I'll prove you can believe me. I'll do anything! Just tell me what you want me to do. Do you want to fuck Cloe, or someone else? I won't say anything. Please just let me earn back a chance. I'm so sorry. I'm so sorry. It was a mistake! Haven't you ever made a mistake?"
"Yes, I've made lots of mistakes. I make mistakes every day," I said. "I forgot to pay the cable bill last week. I spilled paint on the garage floor. I didn't forget I was married, and neither did you. This wasn't a mistake! This was a treachery. A mistake would be if you thought he was me! I don't know how to get over this, Sarah. You tell me how I get over this."
"I don't know," she cried. "I'll do anything though. We can get help. I'll go to counseling, I'll wear a bracelet. I'll quit my job. I'm desperate, Shell. I never wanted to hurt you. I don't want to lose the girls over this. Please, give me a chance to fix this."
"My, God; the girls," I said. "I've got to go and get them. Clean up, Sarah. If you aren't under control by the time I get back I swear to God I'll kick you out of this house. Not a hint, do you understand?"
"Yes, I'll take a bath. I'll be good, I promise. Can we talk again after they go to bed?"
"You can't promise me shit, Sarah. Don't you make any promises to me," I shouted. "You threw away the only promise that matters. 'Forsaking all others!' Do you remember that promise?"
She just collapsed. "Yes, I'm so sorry; I did forget. Shell. Can we talk later?"
"Yes, we can. I'm going now. Get your head on straight, Sarah."
I was ten minutes late to get the girls. When I pulled up at the school I saw them sitting on a bench in front of the school. There was a woman sitting between them with her arms around them. She was a young woman of uncertain ethnicity, maybe Hispanic and black. She looked like she was in her middle twenties. As I got closer the full impact struck me. This woman was drop-dead gorgeous. She looked tall and slender and she had the biggest, warmest brown eyes I'd ever seen. There were flecks of gold in those eyes and a mop of glossy curls on top of her head framed one of the most beautiful faces I'd ever seen. Her skin was a light coffee color and it was flawless. She smiled as I approached and her face lit up like a lighthouse. Her teeth flashed and she nudged the girls. They looked up and saw me coming. They jumped up and flew across the grass and I was deluged with an avalanche of little girl.
"You're late, Daddy," Cambre said.
"I'm sorry, baby," I told her. "I lost track of the time. It won't happen again."
"It's okay," Carmen said. "Miss Brooks stayed with us."
She rose to her feet off the bench and I was mesmerized as she came and offered me her hand. "Mr. Clanton? I'm Carlie Brooks," she said. "I love your girls. I'm so lucky to have them in my room.
"Sheldon," I took her hand. She had long, slender fingers and they felt cool and soft in my hand. I realized I was holding on too long and I sheepishly dropped her hand. "Thank you so much for waiting with them. I'm very sorry, Miss Brooks." I could hardly speak. This woman was a walking wet dream. She had on a white blouse and the first two buttons were undone. There was an acre of smooth brown cleavage in there. Her breasts were just so fucking fantastic it was almost impossible to look at her face. She breathed and I could see the jiggle and sway of those gorgeous breasts. She noticed my confusion and I swear two little bumps popped up on the ends of those mountains.
"Carlie," she corrected me. "Sheldon, do you think I could talk to you for a minute?"
"Girls, could you wait in the car for a minute?" I asked. "Just for a minute?"
They hugged their teacher and went off to the car holding hands.
She smiled after them. "I hope you're very proud of them," she said. "They're the sweetest kids in this school. That's why I wanted to talk to you. They were upset this morning. They told me their mother was crying this morning and that she cried all the way to school until she dropped them off. Is everything okay at home? Has there been a death in the family or something?"
I swore to myself. "No, Carlie, everything's not okay. It will be, and I'll make sure this never happens again. Their mother and I are having a big rough spot. I'll make sure to keep them out of it. I'm very sorry."
"Is it something you can talk to me about?" she asked. "I'm a good listener and I'd do anything for those little girls."
"Thanks, but I can't talk now," I told her. "It's too painful and I don't know where this is going yet. I appreciate it though. Maybe when it's all smoother I'll tell you, but it hurts too much now."
Her hand came out and her fingers gently caressed my jaw line. I realized that she was very tall. Her eyes were almost level with mine and I'm six-three. She smiled. Her arm dropped and she walked back to the building. I watched her for a minute. There was one of the most fantastic butts I've ever seen moving under that gray skirt. She was poetry in motion. She looked back over her shoulder and smiled when she saw me watching her. My face went red and I went to the car. I felt the touch of her fingers on my cheek for hours. The munchkins chattered happily until we were almost home.
"Daddy, Mom was crying this morning," Carmen said. "Were you mean to her?"
I laughed. "Maybe a little," I said. "I won't do it again, okay?"
"Okay," she said. "I don't like her to be sad. Bre doesn't like it either."
"I know. I'm sorry. People just fight sometimes, you know?"
"I know, Daddy," Cambre said. "Carmen is mean to me all the time but I don't give her the satisfaction of crying."
"Hey, you're the one that's the big meany," Carmen objected.
I had to laugh. "Neither one of you are mean. People just argue sometimes. I'll try to be nicer."
"You're always nice to us," she said.
Sarah was still in the bathroom when we got home but when she came out she was pretty normal. Her eyes were a little puffy, but she smiled and hugged the girls. We had a nice dinner and they sat on the floor at our feet and we watched TV. It was a pleasant interlude, but I was dreading bedtime. I read to them and kissed them goodnight. I saw Sarah watching from the doorway with a sad smile on her face. She left when I turned out the light and she was waiting at the foot of the stairs.
"Do you want to talk in bed?" she asked.
"I'm not sleeping with you," I said.
"They'll know if you don't," she said. "Don't do this, Shell. Let me feel as good as I can. I need you to hold me."
"I needed you not to be a... never mind." I caught myself.
Tears started running down her cheeks. We got undressed in silence and I lay on my back staring up at the ceiling. I could feel the bed shaking and I knew she was still crying.
"Shell, do you want to make love?" she asked quietly. "I'll let you fuck my ass. I know you've always wanted to," her voice broke.
"Jesus Christ," I exploded. "I'm going to the spare bedroom."
She grabbed my arm. "Please, Shell. I'm sorry! Don't go. Please just talk to me. I won't touch you, I swear. I don't want to lose you. I don't know what to do or say. I'm just floundering. Please, just punish me and then forgive me. I'll never... I'll... no I won't make any promises. Shell, is there a chance for me to make this up to you? Do I even have a chance?"
"I honestly don't know how, Sarah," I said. "I despise you so much it's killing me. I've loved you since we were in high school. I wish I didn't. It wouldn't hurt so bad if I didn't. What can we do? How can we get back to where we were? How do I know you won't just fuck the gas man to pay the bill?"
"Damn you, Shell; that's not fair. I'm not a slut and you know it. You're the only man I've ever loved in my life."
"Don't you tell me what's fair," I snarled. "Is it fair to me that you've been fucking that Asshole for God knows how long? Is it fair that the man that's loved you since we were in high school has to live with the fact that his wife is a slut that was trying to trick him into being one, too? Is it fair that our girl's mom is a cheating bitch? Is it fair that you're a liar and a cheater? Fuck you, Sarah. Don't tell me what you are. I know what you are. Fuck this, it isn't going to work. I don't want to listen to your bullshit. You won't even accept responsibility for what you did. I want you out of here. In the morning you're going to tell the girls you're going to stay with your sister for a few days. I don't care what excuse you give them. Make something up; you're good at lying. Just be gone when I get home tomorrow."
She started crying hysterically. "I'm sorry I said that, Sheldon. Please don't make me leave."
"No, you made the choice to do the nasty with the Asshole without considering me or the girls. I'm making this one and I'm not considering you. This is my house. I inherited it from my grandparents and I don't want you here."
"When can I come back?" she wept.
"I don't know. Maybe never. Don't piss me off, Sarah. Maybe I'll feel better in a while. Maybe you'll come up with some way to fix this or I'll think of something. I can't breathe with you here. Every time I look at you I see that bastard sliding the zipper of your dress down.. I'm going to the couch."
I left her there crying on the bed and took my pillow to the couch. I left at five-thirty the next morning again and she wasn't up. When I picked the munchkins up after school they told me she went to stay with Aunt Sophie to help her while she was sick. They were a little upset because they were supposed to work at a five-K run with her on Saturday. I told them I'd work with them instead and they were happy. Sarah called them and they talked for a long time about eight. She texted me and all she said was, "I'm so sorry."
I took the day off Friday, and Sophie called me. She wanted to come over and talk to me and I agreed to talk to her. She's Sarah's little sister, and I'd always had a soft spot for her. She was angry when I answered the door. She swept in and poured herself a cup of coffee. She had been about fourteen when Sarah and I got together and she was just an angel. She'd spent more time at our house than at her parents' after Sarah and I got married and we were still really close.
"What the hell is wrong with you, Sheldon," she spit out. "Sarah is dying over at my house and you're just sitting here and letting her. She hasn't stopped crying the whole time she's been there. Come and get her and bring her home."
"Did she tell you why she's there?"
"So she made a mistake and slept with them, Sheldon. So she flashed him her titties and he felt her up and they did the dirty. You forgave her the last time, what's the big deal?"
I couldn't believe my ears. "What the hell are you talking about 'the last time'?" I said. I felt very calm.
Her eyes got big and she put her hand over her mouth. "Oh my God!" she gasped. "She never told you, did she?"
"Sophie, tell me what the fuck you're talking about," I said.
"No," she said. "I'm going to let her tell you. She promised me she would and she told me she had and you had forgiven her. That's all I'm going to say. I'm sorry, Shell. I didn't know what the hell I was talking about. I came over here half-cocked and I apologize. I'm going to talk to her."
She kissed my cheek and she hadn't been gone ten minutes when the doorbell rang. It was John and Alicia, Sarah's parents. This wasn't going to be pretty. I invited them in and we sat at the bar drinking coffee.
"We're very disappointed in you, Sheldon," Alicia started.
"You're disappointed in me, or in Sarah?" I asked.
"You kicked her out of the house," John said. "Why would we be disappointed in her?"
"Did she tell you why?" I asked.
"We haven't seen her," Alicia said. "Why don't you tell us why?"
"Listen, I love you both, but I'm not telling you anything," I said. "If you want to know, ask her. In the meantime, maybe you better do a little fact checking before you're disappointed in anyone. Now, you're welcome here any time. You can see the girls any time, but don't come back here to have this talk with me again. Find out what's going on and then we'll talk one time. It's over after that. This really isn't any of your business. Now, I have some things to do so I need to get going. Finish your coffee, wait till the girls get home, whatever, but I've got to get going."
I left them there with their mouths open. When I got in the Hellcat my mind was whirling. The conversation with Sophie had left me reeling and it had just been delayed by John and Alicia coming over. Obviously there had been another incident, and Sophie knew about it. Sarah had promised her that she would tell me about it, but she hadn't. This put things in an even worse light. Now what was I going to do? Driving my baby always gave me at least a temporary peace and I got on the interstate heading north. There wasn't much traffic and I opened the hemi up a little. I glanced down and I was doing eighty-five. It felt good. I looked in the rear-view mirror and there was a new yellow Mustang GT behind me. He was way too close for the speed we were going and it pissed me off. I put my foot down and that big hemi howled. The supercharger whined up and I took off like I'd been launched. That engine burns 1.5 gallons of gas per minute at full throttle, and the 650 foot pounds of torque twisted those wheels like a freight train.
The Mustang began to fall back immediately. It hung in there until we passed one-twenty but when I got to one-fifty it was just a yellow dot back there. I pulled off at the next exit. I needed gas and there was a convenience store there. I pulled up to the pump and swiped my credit card. I heard a pretty sweet sounding engine pull up on the other side of the pumps but I didn't pay much attention.
"Sheldon, is that you?" I heard a woman's voice call.
I looked back and that yellow Mustang was sitting there. Carlie Brooks was getting out. She walked down the pumps toward me. She had on a button up shirt and jeans. I noticed she had on white flip flops and her toenails were painted the same yellow as her car. She just looked jaw-dropping.
"Miss Brooks, why aren't you teaching my daughters how to conjugate verbs?" I laughed.
She walked up close and leaned against a column. "I took a personal day," she said. "I thought that was your car that blew by me back there. I tried to catch you and wave. Jesus, that thing's hot!"
"I didn't know you were a car girl," I said. "That's a pretty pony you've got there. Is it stock?"
"No, I've put a lot of work into it. I can't believe how you just walked off and left me like that."
"This is the baddest muscle car ever built," I told her. "I like the Mustang though. What are you doing out here?"
"I live here," she said. "How about you?"
"Just trying to blow off some steam," I told her. "That rough patch I told you about just turned into a mountain and I just needed to clear some fog out of my brain."
"Well, driving as fast as we were could have landed us both in jail," she laughed. "How about me buying you a cup of coffee and you blow some of that fog my way?"
"Miss Brooks, I don't think you want to hear about my problems," I told her.
"I told you to call me Carlie," she said. "Come on, there's a Starbuck's down the street. I'll tell you a story and you can tell me one, okay?"
I agreed and pumped her gas for her. I followed her and we went in. I ordered my usual triple espresso and she got some kind of latte with lots of foam. She took a sip and looked up at me. I couldn't help laughing.
"I have a mustache, don't I?" she grinned.
"Yep," I cleaned it off with a napkin. Her huge brown eyes held a peculiar look.
"What's going on with you?" she asked. "Why were you driving so fast?"
"Driving fast to me is like shots of whiskey are to other people," I said. "When I'm upset I go for a drive or a run. It calms me down and helps me think."
"Why did you need a shot?" she asked. "I'm not trying to pry; you just look like you could use someone to talk to."
"Carlie, are you married?"
"No, I was engaged once."
"Do you mind telling me why you aren't engaged anymore?" I asked.
"Yes, but I guess if you're unburdening to me, it would only be fair," she said.
She sipped her latte and I could tell she was gathering her thoughts. "I can't do this," she finally said. "I'm sorry, Sheldon. I need to go."
She stood up and I could see tears streaming down those high cheekbones. I stood up and walked over to her. I pushed her back down in the booth and slid in beside her. She protested, but I ignored her. I took one of her long slender hands in mine.
"I'm very sorry, Carlie," I told her. "I didn't mean to upset you. You don't have to tell me anything you don't want to. I wasn't making a bargain. I was just trying to find a place to start."
"It's okay," she said. "If you don't let me out I'm going to slide under the table. I'm sorry Sheldon, but I can't do this now. It's too painful for me."
I let her out. She stood up and gave me a hug. Those luscious titties poked me in the chest and I was as hard as an iron bar in two seconds.
"I just need to go," she said. "I'm sorry I couldn't help you."
"It's okay," I told her. "Will you let me buy you another cup of coffee sometime? I promise I won't make you cry. Girls usually need to know me for a while before I make them cry."
She gave a wet little laugh. "It wasn't you. Yes, call me sometime. I love your girls, Sheldon. I know you're a good father."
She slipped away and that little yellow Mustang chirped the tires when she pulled out. It was time to pick up the girls and I went and got them. They did their homework and we went out to Red Lobser. They were having that endless shrimp thing and we all loved shrimp. By the time we were done our table looked like a shrimp graveyard.
The next day was the five-K event and I had planned to run. That went on hold because Sarah wasn't going to be there, and I had agreed to work. They put us at a table at the three K marker and we had water and Gator Aide on a little table. When the runners got there they could grab a bottle and take it with them. There was supposed to be another worker there, but they hadn't shown up yet. I could hear the car coming for a ways, but there were trees blocking us from the road. I was shocked when that little yellow pony pulled up and Carlie got out. She looked stunning. She had on a pair of yellow boy shorts and a t-shirt that did very little to restrain those amazing tits. They emerged from the car a few minutes before the rest of her. She stopped for a minute when she saw us sitting at the table. The girls squealed when they saw her and ran over to give her a hug. They took her hands and led her over. I could tell she was uncomfortable.
"Hey, Carlie," I greeted her. "How did we get this lucky?"
She smiled and relaxed. "The reward of virtue," she smiled. We all chatted happily for a while and I heard a vehicle coming. It was a huge Ford pickup; you know, the ones that guys get to advertise the size of their pricks (or lack thereof). This was a giant one so the owner must have had a giant dick. The door must have been five feet off the ground. I recognized it. It belonged to the baseball coach. He was this aging high school sports hero. Everyone knows the type. His glory days as the star athlete back fifteen years ago had set him up in his own mind as God's gift to the earth, and to women, in particular. He had a shaved head and he was about six-feet tall. He worked out, you could tell, and he walked with his arms nearly parallel to the ground so everyone could tell how strong he was. His name was Hawk or Falcon or one of those raptor-type birds. He came swaggering up to the table.



"Carlie, how you all doing here, honey?"
"Mr. Harrier," she said. "I'm not going to tell you again not to address me by my first name. We're not friends and if you call me honey one more time I'm going to make a complaint that you're creating a hostile work environment."
His jaw dropped. "You some kind of a dyke?" he was very angry. Of course that could be the only possible explanation for any woman not dropping to her knees in front of him.
"Your wife certainly didn't complain when I was licking her pussy," Carlie said. "She thought my tongue was bigger than your cock."
The girls gasped and he actually drew his hand back. I stood up and he got a look at me. He probably had me by twenty pounds and ten years but he was a bully and bullies really don't want to find any surprises. He didn't know me, so he went back and got in his truck.
"Girls, I'm so sorry I spoke like that," she said. "That man has been pestering me ever since I came here and I was sick of it. That's no excuse. I'm very sorry."
Bre hugged her. "That's okay, Miss Brooks. We don't like him anyway. He watches all the young girls on his track team. He's a creeper."
Carlie looked at me and we both burst out laughing. "Remind me not to piss you off," I told her. "You've got a mean streak there, Carlie."
The first runners started showing up and we were busy as bees for a while. I asked the girls if they wanted to take Carlie out for wings afterward, and they were very excited about that. She agreed to go with us and we went home and cleaned up. I know this place that has some of the best wings on the planet. It was called Hackett's and it was run by an old friend of mine. He was an elderly black man from Memphis, and he knows how to do wings. We had a blast and I didn't want it to end. Carlie and the girls kept my mind off of Sarah, and it felt good to just be human for a while. It couldn't last and when I got home I had a dozen missed calls from her on my phone. I had turned it off all day and it lit up like a Christmas tree the minute I turned it on.
I got the girls in bed and called her.
"Shell, I need to talk to you," she said. "Can I come over?"
"Don't you have a date?" I asked her. "Is Asshole too busy?"
She sobbed. "Please, just let me come over, Sheldon. I can explain."
"Okay, come on," I said. I ended the call and in thirty minutes, I heard her key in the door. I thought mean thoughts about changing the locks. When she came in she looked like a wreck. She tried to hug me, but I put out my hand and fended her off.
"Sarah, I swear to God if you touch me I'm going to puke on you," I told her.
She was immediately crying and she went over and sat down. "Can I just talk to you," she wept. "Let me just get it out."
I sat across the table from her again. She stared at the floor. "I know what Sophie said." He voice was so quite I could hardly hear her.
"So you decided to come clean?" I asked her.
"Yes. I didn't want to tell you before. I thought you'd hate me. She caught me, Shell. She threatened to tell you if I didn't. I told her I would, but I couldn't. You were so happy and I couldn't bear to think about how it would make you feel. It was just... no, I won't say it. I was drunk. We were at the girls' Christmas party at school one night. The kids had all gone home and you went with them. We started drinking. You know how it is at those Catholic school things. Even Father Peter was tipsy. Mark and Cloe were there. I just started to talk to him. He just kept telling me how hot I was. Do you know how long it's been since anyone besides you told me that? I feel like I'm getting old, Shell. My boobs are sagging a little and my ass isn't quite as firm as it used to be. I grow hair in unusual places and I don't think I'm as pretty as I used to be. Do you know how many men have hit on me over the years? I like for men to think I'm hot. I've danced with them and they tried to feel me up. I would let them sometimes. I always knew that at the end of the night I was going home to you and you were going to fuck my pussy until I walked funny. It just made me feel good to know that men wanted in my pants. They were never going to get there, but it made me feel good knowing they wanted to.
"Barbara Janson was there. You remember her? She was a freshman when we were seniors. She was a pretty little blonde thing that always thought she was something special. She married one of the teachers at the girl's school. She said something to me about looking old. I was drunk and it really hurt my feelings. Then Mark came over and asked me if I wanted to dance. He was as charming and handsome as ever and he kept telling me how hot I was. He kept telling me how good it was back in school. I was as drunk as hell and I let him talk me into going outside on the porch in the back. It was so stupid, but I was just feeling very vulnerable. I gave him a blow job, Shell. I'm so sorry. I felt disgusted with myself after I did it. I just couldn't believe I was the kind of person that would do something like that. I let him feel me up and I sucked him off. I didn't fuck him Sheldon. I just wanted to pay that bitch back by showing her I could take a hunky man if I wanted to. I'm so sorry. Sophie came out on the porch with her date and caught me. She threatened to tell you. She called me all sorts of names and told me I was nuts for messing around on you. She said if I told you she wouldn't mention it. I couldn't tell you. I was so ashamed and I was so afraid that you would leave me. I told her that I told you and you had forgiven me. I wish I had told you. That's when it all started again. I fucked up, Shell. I'm a stupid bitch and I fucked up. I'm very sorry. I hate myself and if I've made you hate me I don't know how I'll live with myself. I've never loved anyone but you. I never will. Please, Shell; don't hate me. Please forgive me. I swear to God that if you let me make this up to you I'll work like a slave to do it. I'll do anything you say. Please don't leave me! Please don't take my girls away from me. What can I do? I'll do anything. I know now that you'll never accept it."
"Sarah, I don't know what you can do," I said. "I haven't had time to decide what I'm going to do. How can I trust you? You've lied to me, several times. You told me you were working late when you were really shaking your ass and fucking the Asshole. What if I forgive you and one day you have to work late? What am I supposed to think? How will I keep from wondering if you're fucking some guy or giving him a blow job? How does that work?"
She was crying uncontrollably. "I don't know, Shell. I only know I love you and the girls and I see what I've done. I see how my stupidity has damaged us and our family. I don't want sex anymore with anyone besides you, Shell. I've just been insane. You're an amazing lover but I just got so horny thinking about what we did back then. It should be easy for me. I've got the message. What do you want to do? Do you still love me?"
"That's the problem, Sarah, I do still love you. I'm just not sure you ever loved me. I'm not sure I believe you about anything. No, I'm sure I don't. I have to assume everything you tell me is a lie. Are you coming clean with me here? I'll never know, and I don't think I'll ever believe anything you tell me. Here's your chance. If you're hiding something, you should tell me now. It won't make any difference. I couldn't possibly be any more angry with you than I am right now. This is your one chance."
"I swear to God I'm being honest," she said. "There isn't anything else. I love you Sheldon. I don't love anyone else and I never have. I did it. It was just... "
"Don't say it, Sarah," I interrupted her. "You were going to cheat and you did cheat."
"It wasn't... No, okay, I know you don't want to hear it. I just want you to understand it didn't mean anything to me. I'm not in love with Mark and Cloe. It was just exciting sex. I thought you might like to join us. I can see now that you never would and it was a mistake."
"Well, it sure as hell meant something to me," I told her. "The fact that it didn't mean anything to you is the problem. If I ate some stranger's pussy, would that mean anything to you?"
"It's not the same thing," she said. "We were going to include you. You were going to get to fuck Cloe. She's hot for you, Sheldon."
"It's exactly the same thing," I told her. "Fuck this. If you're going to try to slide around and evade responsibility and minimize what you've done this isn't going to work. I'm going to see a lawyer tomorrow, Sarah. I suggest you do the same."
"Why?" she asked. "Why do I need to see a lawyer?"
"When I file for divorce you'll need one," I told her.
She gave a little screech and collapsed. I didn't say anything and she wept for about five minutes before she could speak. "I don't want a divorce," she sobbed. "Please Shell, why do you want a divorce? I told you I'd do anything!"
"You won't even step up and accept how badly you fucked up," I told her. "You're trying to make excuses and minimize your cheating like it wasn't anything."
"No, I'm not," she protested. "I see how badly this has hurt you and I'm so sorry. I'm just trying to get you to understand that I love only you. They didn't mean anything to me. You're my man."
"So you were willing to fuck me over for people that didn't mean anything to you? Is that what you're telling me? Is that supposed to reassure me?"
"I don't know what I'm saying," she wept. "I'll say anything you want me to. I'm just trying to say something to get another chance; to get you to forgive me. Tell me what you want me to say."
"How about, 'I'm sorry Sheldon. I fucked up and it will never happen again?'"
"Yes, I am sorry. I fucked up and I won't do it again. Can I please come back home Shell? I'm dying without you. It's killing me that I can't be around the girls. I'll do anything. I'll sleep in the spare bedroom. I'll be your slave. I'll cook and clean and you can use me any way you want to. You can have girlfriends or whatever you need to get over this."
"I actually might," I told her. "Do you know that I met someone I'm very interested in?"
"I was afraid of that," she said. "Go on a date with her. Bring her over here and I'll cook for you. I'm as serious as I can be, Shell. I'll do anything to be part of your life. I'll serve the dinner and eat her pussy afterward if that's what you want. I just want to live with you and the girls. If you want to fuck me, we'll just be fuck buddies. Just give me a chance to win you back. I'll never have another man for as long as I live. If you need to get revenge or punish me, I know I deserve it. I'll take my lumps and I'll never complain. Just give me a chance."
"Let me think about it," I told her. "I'll call you tomorrow and let you know what I decide. Don't say one word to the girls, okay?"
"No, I won't. I'll do anything you say. Thank you for talking to me, Sheldon. I know I don't even deserve that. You're a good man and I'm taking advantage of you. I'm sorry, but I can't help it. I'm dying inside being apart from my family."
"Maybe you should have thought of that... No, forget that. I won't beat you up," I said. "I need you to talk to some people, Sarah. Pastors or rabbis or counselors or something. I don't think you have the right moral compass. Will you do that?"
"Yes, I'll do anything," she said.
She left and I lay awake most of the night thinking. I didn't want her back. The idea that she couldn't take what she had done seriously, that it didn't mean anything to her fucked with my head. How could I take her back when she didn't even see anything wrong with what she did? The only thing she regretted was hurting me and nearly losing her family. That was so fucked up on so many levels I didn't know where to start. The problem was the girls. How could I destroy my babies' lives by kicking their mother to the curb? I drifted off to sleep still confused about what I should do. I got some clarity in the morning. The girls loved their mother and she was a wonderful mom. They didn't deserve any of this and I needed to make their lives as good as possible. I was certain that living with a cheating slut wasn't good for them. I called in to work and got the day off. When the girls got up I told them I was taking them out of school so we could talk. It was the most difficult talk of my life.
I didn't tell them that their mother was a cheating slut. I just told them that we had some issues that we needed to work out. She wouldn't be living with us and we were trying to work on our problems. They cried like someone had died. At first they accused me of ruining everything, but when I told them I hadn't done anything they figured it out.
"Did Mom do something bad?" Cambre asked. "Daddy, did she cheat on you?"
"I'm not going to tell you anything bad about your mother," I told them. "She loves you very much and you shouldn't blame her for anything. This has nothing to do with you girls. You're the best girls I could ever imagine and we both love you with all our hearts. Just give me a chance to work this out, okay?"
They reluctantly agreed and we talked for a long time. I called Sarah and we met for lunch. She was distraught when I told her I needed some space. "I get angry every time I look at you, Sarah," I told her. "You need to stay away from me. I've decided that I can never forget what you did. You may have cost me any relationship I have with any of my family. I'm divorcing you, Sarah. I'll let you see the girls any time you want to. We have a prenuptial agreement that if either of us ever cheated the innocent party keeps the house. You won't be hurting for money, I'll make sure of that."
Now the bitch came out to play. She called me every name in the book, promised to turn the girls against me and clean me out in court. I wished her well and walked away.
Carlie called me after school and she was worried about the girls. She noticed that they weren't at school and she was very concerned. I promised her that they were okay and she asked me if she could come over Saturday and talk to me. There was a car event on Saturday and I was planning to drive in it. I asked her to go and she agreed. Sarah picked the girls up in the morning and I went to pick up Carlie. She was as gorgeous as ever. She had the tightest jeans on I had ever seen, and the sight of her ass jiggling in those jeans was enough to give a dead man a hard on. Her big tits swaying under her button up shirt, plainly without a bra to restrain them, made it hard for me to speak. I felt like my throat was dry all the time.
We had a fifty-mile drive, and we talked a lot. She finally broke down and told me her story. She had been engaged to a businessman in the town where she grew up. They met in high school and fell in love. She was so happy she thought she must have missed some obvious signs, because she had caught her fiancé in the cloakroom with one of her bridesmaids at the wedding. She left without ever saying a word to anyone and just drove away. She had never contacted anyone in her hometown again. She wound up in our town and got a job teaching in the school where the girls went. She was obviously upset, and the memories still fresh and painful to her. I knew exactly how she felt. I told her what was going on with Sarah and me.
Her eyes were filled with tears when I got through talking, and mine were a little misty too. She leaned over and put her head on my shoulder. Her hair was just a big mop. There were all these curls that were about a foot long and they stuck up every which way. It was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen.
My phone buzzed after we got to the show, and it was Mom.
"Sheldon, we need to sit down and talk," she said. "I'm calling a family meeting. Gail and Helen are driving down and we'll meet here at the house."
"Is Asshole going to be there?" I asked.
"Your brother has some things he needs to tell you," she said.
"I told you what was going to happen," I said. "Don't call me again, ex-Mom."
"Sheldon, don't be like that," she begged. "Okay, he won't be there. Will you come?"
"Hold on a minute," I told her. Carlie was trying to get my attention.
"Talk to them, Sheldon," she said. "It's the only way to move on."
"Have you talked to your family?" I asked her.
She grinned ruefully. "No, but I know I should, and so should you."
"Okay, Mom, when is this meeting?" I asked.
"Dinner tonight at six," she said.
"No dinner," I told her. "I'll be there at seven-thirty." I ended the call.
I had a good time with Carlie and she held my hand while we checked out the cars. We talked quite a bit on the way home and I asked her if she would come over afterward so I could fill her in. She promised, and I dropped her off at her place.
I was dreading the hell out of this. I went home to my empty house and tried to eat a little. It just made my stomach upset and I took a couple of antacids. I got the old Charger out and fired it up. It just felt right, and that rumble soothed my nerves. I'm sure they heard me coming a block away, and Mom came to the door before I got there. She hugged me and I just stood there, stiff as a post.
When she looked up at me there were tears in her eyes. She didn't say anything; she just took my hand and led me inside. I heard the lock click behind me and Dad was standing in front of the door with a baseball bat.
"We're not going to let you tear this family apart with your stubborn pride," he said. "Go and set your ass down."
Well, this was going to be interesting. My sisters, Gail and Helen took my arms and I sat between them. Then, out of Mom's bedroom marched the three cheaters. I looked over at Mom.
"He's your brother, she's your wife, Cloe's your sister-in-law," she said. "We can get past this."
"Okay, ex-Mom," I told her. "You just lost your son and your only two grandchildren. He's an asshole, not my brother, she's a bisexual bitch and that's the slut. I guess that makes you Mama-slut. That's the Pimp over there by the door and what are you two?" I asked my sisters.
"We just love you, Shell," Gail said. "We're down with whatever you want."
"I want to leave," I said. "You want to come and stay with me tonight? I want to introduce you to someone."
"Girls, I thought you were going to help," the Mama-slut started to panic.
"Yes, we're going to help Sheldon," Helen said. "What, you thought we were here to help these scuzz-buckets?"
We stood up together and walked toward the door. The Pimp made a motion with his bat and I kicked him in the nuts. He dropped his bat and sank to the floor, making a little wheezing scream. I picked up the bat and turned around. The Asshole saw death in my eyes and took off running through the kitchen and out the back door. I turned to the Bitch. Her eyes went wide and she started scrambling to follow her asshole husband.
I threw back my head and laughed. "I'm filing charges against you for unlawful imprisonment," I told Mama-slut. "Don't call, don't write, don't send cards, and don't attempt to contact the girls. I'm getting a restraining order against all of you."
She sank to her knees, weeping hysterically. "Please, Sheldon, don't do that. I'm sorry! I'll make it up to you."
"Too late," I told her. "You had your chance; you picked a side. Good luck with the rest of your life. Too bad you're going to spend it with people who cheat on their spouses."
"The restraining order is going to be for you too," I told the Slut. "You're mentally unstable and I'll never leave the girls alone with you again."
Helen went upstairs and got the twins. They looked at everyone oddly, but they didn't say anything.
The Slut was crying hysterically. The girls and I went out without another word and walked down the driveway.
"You want to drive?" I asked Gail. I tossed her the keys.



She squealed in excitement. "Really, Shell? I always wanted to, but you never would let me."
"You made the right choice," I told them. "I love my little sisters. I let them drive my cars."
We got Chinese carryout on the way home and Helen took a turn trying to break our necks. I called Carlie on the way home and we got food for her, too. The twins went flying across the room when she came in and threw themselves one her. They each took a hand and led her over to their aunts.
"This is our teacher, Miss Brooks," Cambre introduced her. "I think she's Daddy's girlfriend, too."
Carlie was blushing furiously and she just looked adorable. "Cambre! We're just friends. You shouldn't say things like that."
"Well, since Mom cheated we want you to be with Daddy," Carmen told her.
"Girls, that's enough," I scolded them. "You're embarrassing our guest. Off to bed with you."
"Sorry, Daddy," a soft little chorus came. "Aunt Helen, Aunt Gail, will you read us our book?"
They led their aunts off upstairs and left Carlie and me in an awkward silence. I walked toward her and she looked a little frightened. I took her hands and pulled her in for a hug. Her curls tickled my chin and she melted against me.
"How 'bout it, Carlie?" I murmured. "Want to be my girlfriend?"
She tilted her head up to look in my eyes. Those huge brown eyes were full of golden glitter. "I might," she whispered. "Kiss me and then I'll decide."
Her lips were the softest sexiest pillows I'd ever felt. I felt a little pointed tongue tap my lips and I let it in. I swear to God I nearly came in my pants when I felt that. Her luscious body was pressed tightly against mine and she made a little moaning sigh that made me crazy. She pushed back a little and looked at me, evaluating my emotions. Evidently she liked what she saw because she let me pull her in again, burying her face in my shoulder.
"I won't be with you until you're not with her," she told me.
"I understand," I told her. "I'm not her, Carlie. I won't become her either. It's going to take a while to resolve all this."
"I've got the rest of my life," she said.
She kissed me again and made my toes curl before I walked her out to the pony. I went to see a lawyer the next morning. Her name was Marcy Grey and she was very rude. I think at first she thought I was dumping my wife for an upgrade. She was about forty, and she had the largest breasts I'd ever seen that were natural. She was short, very curvy and pretty, too. I wanted her to like me, but we got off on the wrong foot.
"If you're here to get out of paying child support or maintenance you need a different attorney," were the first words out of her mouth.
That pissed me off. "Okay, that's not why I'm here but thanks for seeing me." I got up and walked out. I stopped off at her secretary and asked her how much the appointment was. She opened her mouth and Ms. Grey cut her off.
"What the hell is the matter with you?" she yelled. "You can't just walk off like that."
"Watch me," I told her. "I don't know who the hell you think you are, lady, but you can bite me. I don't have to listen to insults. Especially not from people I employ. Fuck off."
She swelled up like a toad frog. She opened her mouth then she started laughing. She laughed until she cried and came and got me by the arm. "I'm sorry," she was wiping the tears of mirth away. "Sometimes I forget that there are decent men in the world. I see so many assholes every day that I forget. Nobody has talked to me like that for years. Please, accept my apology. Come back and talk to me. Tell me what's going on."
Despite my misgivings I let her lead me back in her office, and she poured me a very good Scotch. I told her the story and she got rude all over again, but it was directed mostly against my ex-family and the Slut.
She buzzed the secretary and got her to bring in forms. I paid her a retainer and signed my name ten thousand times. She promised to get the restraining order that afternoon and the divorce started as soon as possible. She shook my hand and the ball started rolling. In three days, the Slut was served and my ex-family was charged with unlawful restraint and terroristic threats. The Pimp even got charged with attempted assault for his actions with the baseball bat. The Asshole and his wife were served for inflicting intentional emotional distress and life looked good. The twins were with me and the Slut was forbidden to come within 500 feet of us.
When I came out to get the paper Saturday morning she was standing down at the end of the block. She saw me and yelled.
"Sheldon, please let me see my babies. Please, I'm so sorry. It wasn't my idea. Please, I'm begging you, let me see my babies."
A couple of neighbors came outside to see what all the yelling was about. I walked down to where she was and she fell on her knees in front of me. "Please Sheldon, I'm begging. I'll crawl up to the house if you want me to. Please let me see the girls."
"Get up, Sarah," I told her. "You're embarrassing yourself and me."
"I don't care about me," she said. "I know I've lost you, Shell; I can't lose my babies. I won't embarrass you any more. Please, just for five minutes. Let me see them." She clung to me and I lifted her to her feet.
"Okay, you can see them," I told her. "Sarah, I told you that you could see them anytime you wanted to. Then you went and pulled that shit at my ex-parent's house. I swear to God, one more insane moment like that and you're done. Do you understand?"
"Yes, yes I do and I won't... I won't do anything crazy. Thank you Shell. I'll be good."
We walked back to the house and the girls were eating waffles. They flew to her and she knelt down and hugged them like life preservers in a hurricane. She was sobbing her heart out and telling them over and over how sorry she was and how much she loved them.
They cried a little, too, and told her how much they missed her. I fixed her some breakfast and we all sat around the bar and ate. She promised them and me that she would be their mom, just like before, but she wouldn't be living with us. I think they understood and they agreed to stay with her every other weekend. I told her she could come over any time during the week she wanted. They went off to watch TV and we sat and talked for a while.
"Sheldon," she began, "I'm so sorry for what happened at your parent's house. I didn't want to do it, but your Mom said we could fix everything. I realize that's not possible now. I know I've hurt you too badly, but I'm sane now and I just want however much relationship you will give me. I want to be friends. Okay, I want more than that but I realize it isn't going to happen. I'll just be the best friend you ever had. I'll be the girl's mom and we'll move on with our lives. I signed the divorce papers and I won't fight it. The financial stuff is fine. I'm going to move into one of our apartments. There's a vacancy next week and it's a nice one. Can we be friends and co-parents, Sheldon?"
"We'll have to work on the friends part," I told her. "Most of my friends don't... no, never mind. I'll try, Sarah, honest I will. I just have a lot of bad feelings for you right now. I'm sure time will heal a lot of that and we'll get along just fine. Just so you know, I'm not getting back together with you, Sarah. If you've really given that up then I'm sure we'll be fine. The first time you go on a date, you come and tell me about it and then I'll believe you about moving on. We'll start working on being friends then, okay?"
There were tears in her eyes, but she nodded and hugged me. I felt sorry for her but it wasn't on me. I offered to take her home but she told me she was parked down the street. At the door she turned and looked back. "I'm sorry," she said.
"I know," I told her. "Me, too. Don't keep apologizing Sarah. I believe you. Let's just move on. I forgive you. I still mad but I'll get over it. Okay?
She smiled and nodded and she was gone. She came over Monday and Wednesday, and on Friday I let the girls go out to eat with her. We seemed to be settling into a routine and things were looking up.
Marcy Grey called me the next week and she said the lawyer for my ex-family had talked with her and wanted to set up a meeting. I declined, but she said it was in everyone's best interests, so I went. My only condition was that the Asshole not be there. Everyone agreed and we sat around Marcy's conference table. They were all very penitent and full of remorse. They wanted me to drop the charges against them and they were willing to do nearly anything to make that happen. I told them that if they signed agreements to never contact or speak to me again, to agree to never speak to or contact the girls again and that if the Pimp would let me kick him in the nuts again I would drop the charges except the ones against the Asshole.
Marcy got quite a kick (pun intended) out of that, and they agreed to all of the conditions except the last one. Cloe and Mom agreed, but for some reason the Pimp was reluctant. I guess he needed to be holding a baseball bat to feel comfortable having his scrotum crushed. Mom threatened to kick him herself, and he finally agreed. Macy was choking and I told him I wasn't going to do it right away, but he should be ready. They signed the papers and filed out.
As soon as the door closed Marcy burst into an insane fit of giggling. I told her a woman with her breast size shouldn't giggle like that, and she ran off to the bathroom. When she came back she was composed until she saw me and that set her off again.
"Sheldon, you're such an idiot," she gasped. "You nearly made me pee my pants. You know I couldn't put that in the papers, right?"
I chuckled. "Well, yes, but I love the thought of him worrying about whether today is the day I'm coming to collect."
"You're a hard ass, dude," she finally settled down. "Are you going to stick to this?"
"You have no idea what I put up with for the Asshole down through the years," I told her. "He stole my toys, caused me more trouble than you can ever believe and it was all okay with them because he was the baby. Jesus Christ, Marcy, he fucked my wife and they were okay with that. It was 'my stubborn pride' that was the problem. I'm done with them. I hope they all die lonely and in misery."
"I don't guess I blame you," she said. "The divorce is final in sixty days. What are you going to do then?"
"Move on," I told her. "I've got a couple of plans. I even have a few plans for the Asshole."
She looked askance at me. "You aren't going to need a criminal defense lawyer, are you?"
"God, I hope not," I said. "Are you any good?"
"I practice family law," she said. "I'll bail you out, but I'd have to recommend a colleague if you're charged with a crime."
I didn't expect to be charged. The asshole was coming out of a bar one night and three masked men jumped him and dragged him into an alley. They beat the hell out of him, paying special attention to his genital area. The police report said they kept asking him a question over and over and he couldn't understand it. It was, "What's the frequency, Kenneth?" I guess they thought he was Dan Rather. He said he didn't know any Kenneth and he had no idea who they were or what the frequency might be. I was with Sarah and the girls at the time and I was never questioned.
After he got out of the hospital he was at home while Cloe was out of town and there was a home invasion. He was beaten again, by four guys this time. The question was different. They kept asking him why he wasn't wearing the regulation socks. He had no idea what the regulation socks were supposed to be, so they played ping pong with his balls. I was out on a date with Carlie
A month later he was ambushed in the parking garage at work. He was unable to determine the number of his assailants but they inquired about the frequency and disapproved of his sock choice again. His male member was victimized by being wrapped in duct tape and it was used as a hair removal device. He wouldn't need waxing for a while. I was at the twin's soccer game with Sarah.
The police questioned me that time. It seems that targeting the genitals is a favorite pastime of jealous husbands, but I had airtight alibis for all the attacks.
Two months later his car developed problems. Three times a week for two weeks when he came out of work it had a flat tire. There were mysterious holes in the sidewalls, possibly about the size of an ice pick. Security began to watch it and it recovered its ability to hold air in its tires at work, but when he went in stores or bars or left it alone for a minute, the malady recurred. Injector problems sidelined it for a while due to the presence of naphthalene in his fuel. The repair man said it was most likely caused by the mothballs in the gas tank. How they got there remained a mystery.
His barbecue grill exploded when he was trying to light it a month later. There was a gas leak and he was missing his eyebrows and lashes as well as the front of his comb over for a while.
This run of ill fortune continued until the culmination of the air bag in his car deploying unexpectedly and causing him to collide with a tree. Of course, the air bag had deflated by that time and he was injured in the crash and back in the hospital.
His wife, the lovely Cloe, decided that his bad luck might begin to affect her and filed for divorce. He was afraid to step outside his door and took a job in Cleveland selling tires.
My life was going great. The divorce went through smoothly and I was a free man. Carlie and Sarah walked around each other like two tomcats for about a month, but one day Sarah asked her out for drinks and dancing. Sarah had a date and she told Carlie to tell me about him. He was an accountant and Carlie said his name was Bob. She thought he seemed like a nice guy and he was pretty good looking, too. The girls got along pretty good and the tension eased around the house when they were there at the same time.
After the date I started asking Sarah to lunch about once a week and we started being pretty good friends again. We talked about the munchkins and how work was going and I remembered how much I just liked talking to her. She seemed to be doing well and she told me she really liked Bob. We didn't talk about the past much and that was good.
The Saturday after the divorce was final, Sarah had the girls and I took Carlie out. We drove up to the mountains and went to a big local celebration. We walked around and looked at the crafts, ate some local food and rode a few carnival rides. I took her dancing that night and about one we were feeling pretty good and we left. When I dropped her off she invited me in and I didn't hesitate. She stopped in the living room and asked me to unzip her dress. I ran my fingers down her silky skin as the zipper opened and she shivered. I watched that fantastic ass jiggle as she walked to the door of her bedroom. She stopped and looked back at me. She raised one eyebrow and inclined her head before disappearing into the darkness.
My mouth was dry and my heart was hammering. I walked in and saw her in the moonlight. The dress slipped to the floor and she was a study in shadows. She wasn't wearing a bra and her panties were black. I slipped up behind her and reached around to cup her breasts. They were everything I imagined and a thousand times more. Big, high, firm, and her nipples were fat brown cones on the tip of each amazing mound. They were rock hard and she moaned when I pinched them gently.
"God, Sheldon, it's been so long," she moaned. "I've forgotten how it feels. I'm going to go crazy on you, so be prepared!"
"I like crazy," I slid my hands down inside those little panties and cupped her luscious cheeks. I had never felt anything like that in my life. I'd always dreamed about it, but never even dreamed it would happen. Sarah had a cute little butt, but this... this was on another planet. It was big and firm and round in all the ways that you could imagine, forming an upside down heart shape and just driving me mad. I slid the panties down a little and they fell to the floor. She had narrow hips and there was a gap between her thighs that gave my hand plenty of room to slide under and cup her mons. She pushed her little pussy into my hand and when I slid my finger between her lips she was very wet.
She spun in my arms and sank to her knees, taking my cock in her long fingers and stroking it a couple of times. It was harder than I've ever been in my life, and when she slid her hot mouth over me I knew this wasn't going to last long. She gave the most fantastic head imaginable. Those puffy lips wrapped around me like pythons and her mouth was a wet furnace. She swirled her tongue around the crown and I warned her I was going to blow. She hesitated a second and then just attacked. She was pumping me with one hand and rolling my nuts with the other and I blew up. She choked a little once but she kept after it bravely and not a drop escaped. I could hear her gulping and I nearly fell down my knees got so week. I pulled her up and kissed her.
"No, don't," she tried to turn her lips away.
"If you can, I can," I told her and I tried to take her tongue out of her mouth. I sat her down on the bed with her butt hanging about half off and knelt between those impossibly long legs, pulling them up and over my shoulders. She was as smooth as a baby. I didn't know if she had just shaved or had laser treatments, but she was beautifully bare down there.
I could smell a faint musk and she was leaking pretty well. She tasted delicious and I lapped her juices up like honey. She was moaning and thrusting up at me, and I spent a long time down there, just building her up and then easing off. She was squirming and writhing and begging me to let her come and I attacked her clit, flipping it around until she arched up off the bed, every tendon straining. Her orgasm was something I'd never seen before. She flooded and screamed and bucked. I let her come down a little then plunged a finger into that moist heat. When I added a second she went off again and I made her come three times like that.
I didn't want to stop, but she was very strong and she pushed me away. She scooted back up until she was stretched out on the bed and pulled me up on top of her. Now I got an opportunity to take in her breasts. I was just mesmerized. They were so big I expected them to at least sag off to the sides but they didn't. They kept their shape, even lying on her back, and they were just spectacular. She had small areolae and large nipples. They made little hills on the tips of the mountains and I feasted on them. I think she came again just from me sucking on them. I couldn't get enough and I think I made them a little sore because she finally pushed my head away.
"They'll be there tomorrow," she giggled. "I need you inside me, Sheldon. Are you back up?"
I poked her to show her I was and she spread her legs impossibly wide. I felt the slippery lips part and she groaned as the head of my cock slipped inside.
"God, you have a big dick," she moaned. "Easy, Shell."
As I fed it inside her I could feel her stretching to accommodate me. I sank in in one slow, agonizingly slow, motion. She bucked under me as I got about halfway in and she was coming again. I was amazed at how easily her orgasms came to her and at the capacity to come like that. Having already come once, I was certain I could last a while.
She was an incredible lover, so very tight and so very athletic. We made slow, sweet, passionate love for a long time, and she had several small orgasms, just building up for the big one. She began to increase our rhythm, pumping and pulling at me with her hands. I rose up in a semi-pushup position on my hands and knees and just pounded her. I was quickly reaching the point of no return when she blew up like a volcano. It was like riding a tidal wave and the sight, sensation and sound of that screaming orgasm pushed me over the edge and I pumped my soul out of the end of my cock and into her. She just kept coming and I pumped her until I started to go soft. I rolled off and she was instantly on me, my deflating cock in her mouth as she worked on me for probably five minutes.



I thought we were done, but she proved me wrong. My poor abused cock rose to the occasion and I pushed her over on her belly, mounting her from behind and I pounded against that sweet ass until she was nearly delirious. I didn't come but she was begging me to stop so I rolled off and I was back in her mouth. She worked on me until I came again, just a couple of weak dribbles firing into her throat. We collapsed together, running our hands over each other's bodies while our hearts stopped pounding and our breathing slowed. I was done! I think she was, too.
"Carlie, I've never been so thirsty in my life," I told her.
She laughed and went padding away, her naked form glorious in the moonlight. She came back with a cold bottle of water and pressed it, giggling, against my belly. We shared it and she lay half over me until I felt her pussy dripping on me. She jumped up and went into the bathroom, reappearing in a minute with a warm washcloth she cleaned us up with. She moved back into what seemed to be her favorite place, her pussy pressed against my thigh, one big breast against my side and her cheek over my heart.
She tilted her head up to look at me. "Sheldon, I'm in love with you," she murmured. "Do you love me?"
"More than you can imagine," I told her. "I thought I'd never be happy again, Carlie. I was wrong. My girls make me happy and you make me happy. I do love you. I think I'm the luckiest guy alive. We should send the Asshole a thank-you card."
She laughed. "Well, I wouldn't go so far as that, but I'm happy here with you, too."
We whispered things that meant nothing and everything until we drifted off to sleep with that gorgeous woman in my arms.
After two months she moved in with me, and the twins rode to school with her every day. After six months I knew I couldn't live without her, and I bought her a ring. I told the girls I was going to ask her to marry me and I couldn't believe how excited they were. She was their idol and they worshipped at her alter.
I called Sarah. She wasn't thrilled, but she said she wanted me to be happy. I found out that Bob had popped the question to her and she had him on hold. She said she was going to say yes, and I wished her well. I hoped she had learned something from her experience and Bob wasn't going to go through what I had. I didn't say any of that.
I took Carlie out to a nice Italian place and popped out the ring. She squealed and there was never any question. When we got home the girls were waiting up and they were all over us.
"Can we call you Mother?" Cambre asked her. "We already have a Mom, but we decided we want to call you Mother."
Carlie dropped to her knees and squeezed them close. "Yeet! Thank you girls. It would be an honor to me. I've loved you since the day I met you. You'll always be my little girls. I'm not trying to take your Mom's place, but I would be proud for two angels like you to call me Mother."
*****
We got married and we're a year in and I love her more every day. I've never been happier and she's still a sex goddess in bed.
Sarah married Bob and they have a baby boy. I've never heard from the ex-family and I don't expect I ever will. My sisters mention them sometimes, but they don't have much to do with them either. Sometimes you just have to live with your choices. They made theirs and I made mine. The worst day of my life was pretty bad, but I have the feeling the best days are still ahead. Carlie is going to make sure of that.



        The Lucky Side

        A Tornado brought two girls into his life.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-lucky-side-1

Title: The Lucky Side

Author: blackrandl1958

Category: Group Sex

Description: A Tornado brought two girls into his life.

Tags: mother, multi, group sex, group, sisters




My team deserves my thanks. They are, Girlinthemoon, Norafares, Hal, Pixel the Cat and GeorgeAnderson. Harddaysknight is my mentor and gives me critical review. Sbrooks103x also gives me a pre-post read. Thank you, and I love you all. Randi.
*****
I lived on the right side of the street. Not right as in the opposite of left, but right as in the opposite of wrong. There wasn't anything bad about the other side of the street; it was just an unlucky place to live. My side was lucky. I never knew it until May 22nd. I lived in Joplin, Missouri. I was in Tulsa. I was flying home from Austin, and the plane came into Tulsa when I wanted it to, so I drove the two hours to get the flight I wanted. I got my car out of long term parking and popped the trunk. I have a black Charger RT and I'm in love with it. I had a SRT-8 on order but I wasn't going to get rid of the RT. It would be my daily driver. I was playing an album on my phone on the way home and wasn't paying much attention to the rest of the world.
I hadn't listened to Montrose in a long time, but I saw a movie on the flight home that reminded me of Bad Motor Scooter, so I was singing along with Sammy Hagar. No one could hear me and my car wasn't offended. We had an understanding. Sometimes I listen to her and sometimes she listens to me. When I got to Joplin, the first thing I noticed was that the hospital had been destroyed. It looked like a bomb had blown it up. A cop flagged me down and told me I couldn't get through.
"I live here," I told him. "What the hell do you mean I can't get through?"
"A big tornado just came through," he said. "Where do you live?"
I gave him my address and he looked at a map. "You're right where the tornado hit," he said. "You can't go there."
There's no use arguing with the police. I turned around and went around the back way. It was a mess. There was debris everywhere and it took me a long time and several backtracks to get home. One of the trees in the yard on the side of my house had fallen on the kitchen and every window on the south and west was gone, but my house had survived. Everything on the other side of the street was gone. The church across the street was badly damaged and the bell was sitting on some guy's car. All my neighbor's houses, the store on the corner, everything was gone. There was damage on my side of the street but the houses were all there. Some idiot had painted a big orange X on my siding. That was going to be hell to clean off. There were a lot of emergency people around and I snuck past them and went in the back door. I cleaned up all the glass and got black plastic to duct tape over the broken windows. I went out the front door to look at the east side, and there were two girls sitting on my front step. I recognized them right away. They belonged to my neighbors across the street, and their house was gone. They were holding on to each other and crying. They looked up when I opened the door. I tried to remember their names. Kaitlyn and Amber Osborn, I remembered.
"Hey girls, you okay?" I asked.
"Hi, Mr. Chapman," Kaitlyn said. "Yes we're not hurt. We were over at a friend's house three blocks north and we got in their basement. Our house is gone and we can't find Mom and Dad. We're afraid they got hurt." They started to cry harder.
"Well, come in and we'll try to find out," I told them. "I'll get you something to drink and we'll talk to some emergency workers."
"Thanks, Mr. Chapman," Amber said.
"Please, my dad is Mr. Chapman," I told them. "My name is Cedric."
I took them to the refrigerator. The power was out and if we didn't get rid of the perishables pretty quickly they were going to spoil. I sent them to the garage for coolers and ice out of the freezer out there. I got everything that had to stay cold out and we packed it in chests. We drank the milk. That's what they wanted and I drank a glass, too, and we ate some chocolate chip cookies. The milk wouldn't last anyway. I took them outside and immediately, some clown came by and told us we needed to evacuate.
"We live here and we're not going anywhere," I told him. "These girls need to find their parents. Who should we talk to?"
He didn't have a clue but he told us we had to leave again. "No, you're on my property and you need to leave," I told him. "Come on, girls."
We went to the front yard. The maple tree there had the top broken out and it was a mess, but not a priority. We talked to a couple of more emergency people and they told us that people whose homes had been destroyed were at churches and shelters around, but it might take a few days to a week to get everyone found. People who were hurt were in temporary hospitals and the other one that hadn't been destroyed.
The girls were pretty upset about that, but I told them they could stay with me until we found their parents. I tried to keep them busy for a while. The gas had been turned off, but I had an underground propane tank. I changed the orifice and we got the water heater lit. We still had running water. I took them out to the garage and we got the generator running. It wouldn't run the whole house, but we could keep the lights running and some other things. We got a window air conditioner and put it in the living room window. The generator could handle that, and we shut all the doors we could. We dragged three mattresses into the living room and made up beds. I changed the orifices in the range, cooked supper and we took showers upstairs.
I gave them shorts and t-shirts to wear, and that's what I put on, too. They were both tiny little things. Amber was eighteen and Kaitlyn was nineteen. Amber was a senior in high school, and Kaitlyn was a college freshman. We kind of talked and got acquainted. I told them we could turn off the lights and run the TV and PlayStation 4 if they wanted to pick out a movie or play a game. We sat on the sofa in the cool air under the air conditioner and they looked over my movies and picked out a Blu-ray. It was Monty Python and the Holy Grail and we laughed like hyenas. They sat on either side of me and I put my arms around them. They seemed like they were getting very comfortable with me, and I realized I had two very pretty girls staying with me.
Neither one of them had much going on in the development way. They were both very short, maybe five one or two, and slender. Amber had very blonde hair and Kaitlyn had kind of strawberry blonde hair. They both had freckles, but Amber's eyes were baby blue and Kaitlyn had these glowing green eyes. They were very happy girls, and even though they were worried about their parents they seemed like they were okay. We watched one of those stupid vampire romances they picked out and they loved it. I hated it, but I liked them, so I put up with it. I wondered what possessed me to buy that title.
We moved to our beds about halfway through the movie and I fell asleep. When I woke up someone was pounding on the door and the TV was just the PlayStation home screen. The pounding woke the girls up, and they went with me to the door.
"What do you want?" I asked whoever was out there.
"Is everyone okay in there? We're with the fire department!"
"Thanks for checking," I told them. "We're fine."
We went back to bed, but the girls were a little upset. They pulled their mattresses over next to mine and we went back to sleep. That happened four more times. I was getting tired of it. I made a sign and put it on the front door. "We're fine and we're sleeping," it said.
About four in the morning some asshole knocked anyway. "You can't stay here," he said when I answered the door. "This area has been evacuated."
"Go away and leave us alone," Amber shouted.
The next time I woke up it was to the sound of the lock being broken on the back door. I jumped up and grabbed a shotgun out of the closet under the stairs. I heard people moving around and when they came into the dining room I snapped on the light. The sound of a round being jacked into a 12 gauge froze them in their tracks. There were four of them and I think they were looters, but they pretended to be emergency workers. I went along with it but I escorted them back out the door with the shotgun, and I locked the dead bolt that time and propped a chair under the knob. The girls were pretty freaked out, and they came over on my mattress and huddled against me. I let them use me for a pillow and we went back to sleep. It was 10 when I woke up and the girls were already up and making breakfast. We carried it back to the living room and talked while we ate.
We went out in the yard after breakfast and I got out my chainsaw. We cut the fallen tree up and made a woodpile. We worked in the yard all day and asked everyone that came by about the girls' parents. No one knew anything and I told them we'd just have to be patient. As soon as they got the streets clear of trees and power lines, we'd drive around and look for them. We walked over to St. Paul's Church at dinnertime, and they fed us and gave us water, food and some clothes for the girls, just underwear, t-shirts and stuff. FEMA was starting to show up and as soon as it was safe to come in they promised they'd get clean up and rescue crews.
It took three days to get the roads safe, and the girls and I were starting to feel like family. They talked to me constantly. I knew their whole life history. They asked so many questions that I wound up telling them mine. I knew the name of the dog they used to have and their first boyfriends, how Kaitlyn had fallen off the swing and broken her arm when she was 10, and that Amber played guitar. It felt like I had known them all my life and I think they were feeling the same way about me. Most of the time they were the sweetest girls I had ever met, but they had tempers. They fought like hornets, and in five minutes they were best friends again. I could tell the thought of their parents was heavy on their minds, but they just had dazzling personalities and they filled my life with joy. I wondered why I hadn't made the effort to get acquainted with them before. When volunteers started coming into the neighborhood to help with the cleanup, I knew we could get out. There were some centers where displaced people were taking shelter and we checked them all. There wasn't any sign of their parents, and they were starting to get very worried. We checked all over town that day and by the time we got back home they were very sad girls.
"What are we going to do, Cedric?" Amber was crying.
"We're going to keep looking," I told them. They were huddled up against me and I could feel them shaking as they cried. They were breaking my heart. I held them and tried to keep their spirits up as much as I could.
"It may be weeks before they find everyone," I told them. "We'll try churches tomorrow. A lot of people are staying in churches or with friends in other parts of town and even in other towns."
"Why haven't they come looking for us?" Kaitlyn wept.
"Something has happened to them, Cedric. I'm afraid they're hurt or dead. They would have come looking for us if they could." Amber was sobbing into my chest.
"Maybe they don't have any transportation and they can't come. They may be hurt and in a hospital somewhere," I said. "Don't worry about it. That doesn't do any good. We'll find them and if they're hurt we'll help them. I'm not going to let anything happen to you. You can stay with me as long as it takes. I'm not giving up and I don't want you to, either. We're going to be okay."
Kaitlyn peeked up at me with those big emerald eyes. "Thank you Cedric. I don't know what we'd have done without you. You've been so good to us. We love you."
That nearly made me cry. "I love you girls, too," I told them. "We're going to be friends for a long time. I'm just sorry I never got a chance to get to know you before."
"I wanted to talk to you, but I didn't know you were so nice," Amber said. "I didn't think you'd be so much fun or that you'd want to talk to high school girls or be so hot."
I blushed all over. "Well, you're very sweet girls and I hope you won't think I'm too old to be friends with after this is all over," I told them.
"You're not old," Kaitlyn said. "How old are you, Cedric?"
"I'm twenty-eight," I told them.
We watched another movie and went to bed. Their beds were still beside mine, but they might as well have not been there because they only used mine. I was a sandwich between two sleepy girls and I had been for four nights. They still used my arms for pillows and it was a little disturbing. They were very soft and their skin was silky. They smelled good too. I rebuked myself for having impure thoughts when I felt hard little nipples pressed against me through thin t-shirts as they snuggled up against me. They took over my t-shirt supply and with what they had been given at the church, that's all they wore when we were in the house. Well, they wore panties, too, and I saw a lot of them. Their butts were so small that the only things that fit them were little girl panties. There were two incredibly tight, round butts in those panties, though. Both of them just had little bee stings for breasts but they had nipples that seemed to always be hard and trying to tear through that thin cloth.
It took us three days to search the churches and on the fourth day we started the hospitals. We found their mom. She had a broken leg and a broken arm. She had a concussion and she was in the hospital under sedation. Amanda was an older curvier copy of her girls. She was pretty beat up, but she was conscious and when she saw her girls she tried to get up out of the bed. They ran and threw themselves on her. They squeaked and cried and nearly hugged that poor woman to death. When they got around to asking her about their dad I knew something bad had happened. Mandy started to cry and she quickly got hysterical. I got a nurse to come and she gave Mandy something in an IV that calmed her down right away.
We huddled around her bed and she told them that their dad was gone. They had gotten in the bathtub and he was on top of her when the house started coming apart around them. A splintered two by four had come flying through the air and stabbed through his back, into his lungs and heart and he died instantly. Mandy had been trapped under him for nearly an hour, and it had nearly driven her crazy. She was still in a lot of trauma. Kaitlyn stayed with her at the hospital and Amber went home with me. She didn't say anything until we pulled up in the garage and then she just threw herself on me, crying like a baby. She crawled across the console into my lap and I held her while she shook and sobbed like she was dying. I just held her, stroking her hair and kissing the top of her head. She wouldn't stop crying, and finally I just got out and carried her inside. I sat on the sofa and held her while she poured out her grief.
She recovered enough to go and take a shower, and I made her eat some pizza. We went to bed and she lay with her head on my chest as I held her. She told me about her dad and how much she had loved him. He seemed like the perfect father. She was a gymnast, and he had never missed a single competition she'd had. They had had their arguments, just like any father and daughter, but she was his baby and he had devoted his life to his family. He had been a diesel mechanic and worked long hours, but he was never too tired to hear about her day or help her with homework or anything she needed. She talked and cried until she went to sleep, cradled in my arms with her cheek on my chest. She felt so little and precious and innocent that I cried a lot myself.
When I woke up in the morning she was still there. She was awake and watching me with those big blue eyes. When she saw I was awake she stretched like a sleepy kitten and settled back in.
"What are we going to do, Cedric?" she asked.
"About what?" I asked.
"We don't have anywhere to live," she said. "Daddy's gone and Mom doesn't make very much money. She's a waitress. The school is torn up. The town is a mess. What's going to happen to us?"
"You do have somewhere to live," I told her. "You don't like my house?"
"Yes, but I don't think you want three sad girls living with you," she said. "You have your own life."
"You've forgotten something," I said. "Do you love me?"
She blushed a little. "Yes."
"Well, I love you and when you love someone, you do things that make them happy. It makes me feel good inside to do things for you. You can stay here as long as you want to. You can stay forever if you want to. I hope you do. Eventually, your insurance company will pay for your house and you can get another one. I suppose your dad had life insurance. It probably won't be enough for you all to retire, but you can get a fresh start. Don't worry about that stuff, Amber. You're a senior in high school. You just need to be that. You have all your life ahead of you. I know this is a tough time, but you're going to be okay."
She wiggled around, getting more comfortable. "If you could just hold me here forever I'd be happy," she said.
"As much as I'd like that, I'm hungry and I need to visit the restroom," I told her. "We need to go to the hospital and relieve Kaitlyn. I think you should stay with your mother tonight and let Kaitlyn get some rest. Mandy should be able to come home soon. We need to get ready for that."
She scooted up and her gorgeous little face was inches from mine. She looked in my eyes for a minute. She seemed to find something there and she leaned down and kissed me. It lasted for a while, and then she pulled away with a sigh and squeezed me. "Thank you, Cedric," she said. "Thank you for everything. I love you."
"You're welcome," I told her. "I love you, too." She laughed and got up. She went to the bathroom downstairs and I went upstairs. We drove to the hospital and Mandy and Kaitlyn were both asleep. We went to the waiting room and sat on a loveseat in there. I read a magazine and she cuddled up against me. Amber was a very physical girl and she tried touching me all of the time. I wondered if she was like that with everyone. I noticed that the sisters hugged each other all the time, so maybe it was a family thing.
When we went back in, they were both awake. Amber stayed with her mother and I took Kaitlyn home to rest, get cleaned up and get something to eat. It was lunch time and we went to the Red Cross trailer down the street. They gave us food in Styrofoam containers and we took it home. We sat on the sofa and ate. Kaitlyn told me about her night and how her mother was doing. The doctor had come around and said Mandy could go home in the morning.
"We don't have a home to go to, though," she said.
"This is your home as long as you need it," I told her. "We'll bring her here."
Kaitlyn looked up at me with tears in her eyes. "You're so nice to us, Cedric. Thank you. I'll make it up to you somehow."
"No, you won't," I told her. "You don't owe me anything, Kaitlyn. I've only known you a little while, but I love you. I'd do anything for you and you don't have to make anything up to me."
That made her cry even more, and she went to take a shower. She came out with a towel wrapped around her hair and her usual t-shirt and panties on. "I'm very tired," she said. "I'm going to sleep now."
I got out my iPad and I was reading a book while she took a nap. She squirmed around for a while.
"Cedric, I can't sleep. Come down here so I can hold you," she said. "I'm used to having you to snuggle up to."
I laughed and crawled up on the mattress beside her. "That's better," she sighed, scooching up against me. She put her pillow on my arm and draped one leg and arm over me. I hugged her and she was asleep. I fell asleep, too, after a while and when I woke up she was nearly on top of me. All that strawberry blonde hair was covering us and I looked down at her. Her lips were slightly parted and she twitched in her sleep occasionally. I guess she was dreaming. Her leg was over my cock and I was as hard as an iron bar. The crotch of her panties was pressed against my thigh and I swear they felt a little damp against me. I tried to ease out from under her but she moved and hung on, not letting me slip away. I tried again and she opened her eyes.



"What time is it?" she asked sleepily.
I looked at my phone. "It's three-thirty,"
She moved her leg and froze. I was busted! There was no way she didn't feel my erection against her thigh. She didn't move for a minute. She looked up at me and I felt her rub her panties against my thigh. I didn't act like I noticed and she did it again.
"Kaitlyn, don't baby," I whispered.
"Why not?" she said. "I can feel you, Cedric. I know what that is."
"I'm sorry," I said. "I was like that when I woke up."
"Is it because of me?" she asked.
"Yes, but it shouldn't be," I told her. "I'm sorry. I wasn't trying to perv on you or anything."
"I like it," she said. "I love you, Cedric. You're really hunky and my panties were wet when I went to sleep. I know I'm not sexy, but maybe I could be for you."
"Who told you you aren't sexy?' I asked.
"I don't have big boobs or a fat ass," she said. "I know men like that."
"No, you don't have that. I like big boobs and fat asses as much as the next guy," I told her. "I like tiny little boobs and hard, tight little asses, too. Don't you ever let anyone tell you that you aren't sexy, Kaitlyn. You're as sexy as hell! When those girls with big boobs and fat asses are just fat and saggy you're still going to be as sexy as hell. If you were older I'd be all over you."
"Instead, I'm all over you," she giggled. "So I have to be old to be with you?"
I laughed. "Not old, just older."
"I'm horny now," she said. "My dad was six years older than Mom."
"Yes, but they were older than either one of us," I told her. "You're too young, Kaitlyn."
She grabbed my hand and pulled it down to her panties. They were soaked and she rubbed herself on my hand.
"Does that feel too young?"
"Jesus Christ, Kaitlyn, you're nineteen," I said "No, that feels amazing but we shouldn't"
"I'll never tell anyone," she said.
"What about Amber?" I asked her.
"Yes, I'll tell her," she said. "She wants you, too."
"Oh, my God, I'm going to hell," I groaned.
"I think it would be more like heaven," she said. "Just think, you've got two teenaged girls hot for you. All the boys I know would give their left nut to be you."
"Yes, but I'm not a boy you know," I said.
"Oh, well, that cock under my leg sure feels like you're a boy," she said. She reached down and grabbed me.
I groaned and she slid all the way on top of me and kissed me. Her little mouth was soft and luscious and her lips were alive against mine. She sat up on me and pulled her t-shirt over her head. She was breathtaking. Those of you who have never seen a naked nineteen-year-old girl have no idea. I had never seen a naked nineteen-year-old girl in the flesh, and she was spectacular. She wasn't just a naked nineteen-year-old girl. She was an incredibly beautiful nineteen-year old-girl who could have easily been a runway model if she was taller. She just had those tiny little titties that made little cones that stuck out about two inches from her chest. The ends were covered by brown areolae with hard little nipples the same color as little points on the tips. They were as hard as diamonds and she scooted up on me until they were right in my face. She lowered one of them to my lips and I tried to turn my head. I really did. She took my head in her hands and I was lost.
As she lowered her little body down, my mouth opened involuntarily and she fit that whole little cone inside. I sucked it up, fluttering my tongue over that hard little nipple and she moaned, pushing her breast into my mouth and her fingers tangled in my hair. I let my teeth graze it and she shuddered. She fed me the other one and this time she began to tremble. When my lips closed around that nipple she arched her back, thrusting against me and I sucked it hard. She went into orbit, writhing and rubbing her pussy on my belly as she came, calling my name over and over again. I thought that this must be the first time anyone had ever tasted those little breasts.
She scooted back until she could kiss me and she was panting heavily.
"That was so amazing, Cedric," she gasped. "I've never felt like that in my life."
"Have you ever rubbed yourself?" I asked her.
She blushed. "Yes, it felt good but not like that. I want to do it again."
I rolled her onto her side and squeezed her close. When I slid my hand down that silky back and inside her panties to cup one hard little cheek she gasped. I pulled her against me and let her feel my cock against her belly. I squeezed her butt and she flexed under my fingers, giggling a little. She was absolutely charming in every way. I slid my hand inside her panties, up over her hip and down across a flat plane until I cupped her pussy in my hand. She was silky. That's the only way to describe her. Her hair wasn't long and it was thin and wispy. It wasn't a big patch either, but it felt very exotic under my touch; fine and just... silky. I pushed at her panties and she reached down and wiggled them off over her feet.
I pulled away to look at her and I could hardly breathe. She looked like someone's fantasy of an erotic doll! She was delicate and fragile looking. She had the same fire down below that was on her head. I ran my fingers through it and her hips twisted a little. She looked very young and I started feeling guilty again. She sensed my hesitation and she grabbed my hand and pushed it between her thighs. I ran a finger through her slit and it was soaking wet. She groaned and thrust her hips up, seeking more contact and I gave it to her. Her juices were thick and syrupy and I used them to coat her tiny little clitoris. It was just a bump but it quickly became erect and when I started stroking it she went wild again, moaning my name over and over. I knew she would quickly become too sensitive to touch, so I stopped and kissed my way down her belly and all over the inside of her thighs. When I dipped my tongue inside her tight little opening she jerked like she had been shocked, and went off again. I could plainly see her virgin barrier and I didn't want to break it, so I just played with her lips and attacked her clit until she came again. She was a screamer and she came over and over again.
"Oh, ah, my God, Cedric!" she groaned. "That's so... that's so... Jesus, it's good!"
She thrashed around and bucked under me until I grabbed her hard little ass and held her still. She strained against my hands and I could see her little pussy pulsing. She began to struggle to escape.
"Stop, Cedric," she moaned. "Please, I can't take any more. God you're killing me! Please!"
"Come for me again," I told her, and went back to work. I ate that hot little pussy until I thought my tongue was going to fall off and she was nearly hysterical with sensation.
She pushed frantically against my head and I allowed her to push me away. I slid back up over her so I could kiss her. She grabbed my head and crushed her lips against mine. She pushed me up and looked at my face for a minute.
"That was exactly how I dreamed it would be," she said.
I pressed my cock against her wetness and she flinched.
"No, Cedric; I can't do any more now. Please, this was the first time I've ever let a man touch me like that and I'm just overloaded."
She fought out from under me and pushed me down on my back. "I'm going to do you now," she said.
She bent over me and I pulled her down until I could get my hands on her amazing ass. I couldn't believe how firm and resilient it felt. I could smell the arousal she was putting off and when I felt her lick the head of my cock with her little tongue I nearly came.
"Oh, my God, Kaitlyn," I moaned. "I'm not going to last long here. You're just too sexy and too beautiful. I'm going to come like a bomb as soon as you do that a few times."
"What should I do?" she asked.
"Just suck on me like a lollipop," I groaned. "It's going to be messy. Have you ever done this before?"
"No, I've never seen one before, except on the internet." She looked back at me.
"There's going to be a lot of cum," I warned her.
"What should I do with it?" she asked.
"Do you think you could swallow it?" I asked.
"I don't know. What does it taste like?"
I laughed. "I have no idea. I don't suck cocks. Some girls love it, others hate it."
"Well, we'll find out which kind I am," she said.
Her lips slid down and she took maybe three inches inside her mouth. She sucked like she was trying to strip the skin off of me! It was amazing and the thought that this nineteen-year-old angel was doing it made me wild. I felt my balls draw up in a knot and I was coming.
She choked at first but she hung in there. She was making these lewd gulping sounds, and her eyes never left my face. She couldn't keep up with the flow, but she tried. I felt like my life was pouring out the end of my cock and there was cum all over her chin and hands as she kept stroking me.
When she was satisfied I was through she jumped up and ran to the bathroom. I heard water running and when she came back she was carrying a washcloth. Her face was clean and she washed me off, giving my cock a kiss on the head. She threw the washcloth in the direction of the bathroom and crawled back on top of me. She looked in my eyes and I could tell she wanted me to say something.
"That was the most amazing thing I've ever done," I told her. "You're amazing, Kaitlyn."
She glowed. "I can't believe we did that," she said. "I was so sad when we came home and you just made me feel a lot better. I loved that, Cedric, and I'm going to want to do it again a lot. I want to do more next time."
My heart skipped a beat. There was going to be a next time! I squeezed my little munchkin and she kissed me.
"I'm not one of the girls who love cum," she confessed.
"Was it really bad?" I asked.
"No, I'll do that for you anytime you want me to, but I don't love it," she explained. "I loved sucking you off but not cum. I don't hate it, and it made me feel really like powerful to make you do that. I know it made you feel like you made me feel, and I want to do it again. I don't mind the taste that bad. It's worth doing it to make you feel good. It wasn't unpleasant, just sort of warm and thick."
I laughed. "Well, I love your pussy and I'm going to taste it every time I get the chance."
"I can hardly wait," she giggled. "We should go back to the hospital."
We got dressed and when we got there Amber came and gave us a hug. She sniffed a couple of times then leaned in and whispered in my ear. "You smell like pussy. Don't get close to Mom." I blushed a fiery red, but I stayed away from Mandy.
We brought burgers and we all ate. I sent Kaitlyn and Amber to the store for clothes. They didn't have any money so I gave them each 500 dollars. They didn't want to take it, but I told them they could pay me back when they got their insurance settlement. It should replace all their stuff. I had no intention of letting them pay me back, but they didn't need to know that. I stayed with Mandy and we got acquainted. I had talked to her or her husband a few times when we saw each other out in the yard, but I didn't know her very well.
"I want to thank you for taking care of my babies, Cedric," she told me. "I was so worried about them it was driving me crazy. You've made quite an impression on my girls. You're all they talk about."
"Yeah, well they're very special, Mandy," I said. "You must be a wonderful mother and Dave must have been a wonderful father. I'm so sorry he's gone. I would have liked to get to know him."
She got tears in her eyes. "He was a wonderful father," she said. "I think you must be a lot like he was. I'll never forget how you took care of the girls. God, everything's such a mess. I don't know what we're going to do."
She was crying openly now and I held her hand. "I know you don't know me very well, but if you let me, I'll help you," I said.
"How?" she asked. "They're going to release me in a few hours and we don't even have anywhere to go. We aren't rich, Cedric. Dave's and my parents are both dead and we don't have any other family in the area. We've barely been scraping by, and now I can't work. I don't know what we'll do. I don't even know if the restaurant is still there."
"You can stay with me while you get back on your feet," I told her. "You know how big my house is. I've got plenty of room. There's a master bedroom and bath upstairs and four more bedrooms and baths. There's a master suite downstairs, too. I use one of the upstairs ones for an office, but my bedroom is downstairs. We'll put you in mine so you won't have to worry about stairs, and I'll move upstairs. The girls can have two of the spare rooms. We've been sleeping in the living room so we could have air conditioning. We'll all have to sleep there for a while. They'll eventually get the power back on and we'll be comfortable."
"How will we live?" she wept. "I have 1200 dollars in the bank. We all need everything and the insurance probably won't pay off for a long time."
"I'm going to help you," I told her.
"How? Are you wealthy, Cedric? What do you work at?"
"I'm professionally decadent," I said.
"What does that mean?" she laughed through her tears. "I mean, I know what the words mean, but are you just playing?"
"Yes, a little, but I don't work," I said. "I mean, I don't do anything I consider work. I'm a writer, Mandy. I write fiction novels, and I won't be working on a new book for at least six months. I take my retirement in installments. This is one of the retired times. My grandparents were from Carthage, and they made a fortune quarrying Carthage Marble. My parents are still in the business, and they have more money than all of us will ever be able to spend the rest of our lives. I make more than they do. I don't want it to seem like I'm overwhelming you here, but taking care of you and the girls is nothing to me. Well, that didn't come out right. It's everything to me. I've been privileged all my life and it's time for me to do something to show how grateful I am. I haven't known your girls very long, but they've become precious to me. If you let me, I'll get to know you and we'll be friends, too. I won't let anything bad happen to you or the girls, Mandy."
She looked at me like I was crazy. "I knew you were a writer," she said. "The Lamberts next door told us that. Why would you do this, Cedric?"
"What kind of a guy would I be if I didn't?" I asked her. "I'm not necessarily a very good guy, Mandy. I've done a lot of mean, stupid things in my life. I've been married and divorced and it was my fault. I'm not a cheater or anything, but I just didn't pay enough attention and I didn't care enough. I've got maybe ten friends in the world other than my family. I've just pretty much been a party animal all my life. I've done a lot of bad things. Now I've got two girls I care a lot about. I'd like for it to be three. They care about me, too. Do you know how many times in the last week they've told me they love me? I don't know either, but it's been more than in my whole life up to this point. I don't want to lose that. Will you give me a chance?"
She smiled tentatively and gave me a funny look. "I guess we will. We don't really have many options. I swear to God though, Cedric; if you hurt my girls I'll spend the rest of my life hunting you down and making you pay. Yes, we'll give you a chance, and thank you."
We talked for a long time and I noticed a definite thawing as we just got to know each other a little. By the time the girls got back, we were laughing like old friends. They were very excited.
"Cedric let me drive his car," Kaitlyn bubbled. "He has this really cool Charger, Mom. You should see all the stuff we got!"
They told her all about their shopping trip and the nurse came in with her release papers. We took her out in a wheelchair and they let me push her. I picked her up and put her in the car. She didn't weigh much more than the girls, and she felt very tiny in my arms. It was hard to believe that this tiny woman had two teenagers. Kaitlyn asked if she could drive us home and Amber and I sat in the back seat. She scooted over against me and put my arm around her as we drove. We dragged another mattress into the living room and got Mandy as comfortable as she was going to get until we got the power back on.
That took five more days. We had a memorial service for Dave and it was very emotional and traumatic for the girls. They cried a lot for three days, and I tried to comfort them as best I could. It was going to be a long, tough time for them. We played board games and cards constantly. I discovered that Mandy was actually a gamer, and we played Skyrim, Destiny and Dark Souls together for hours while the girls read or played on my phone or iPads.
I saw the power company trucks driving around, but they hadn't stopped at our house yet. The line had pulled off the house when the tree fell on it, and I could see the broken line across the street. I got Amber to stand out in the yard and hold up the line when one of the crews drove by. I thought they'd be a lot more responsive to a hot girl than me. They noticed her standing there and pulled over.
"You guys not hooked up yet?" A young man got out of the truck and came over. "I thought we had all the houses on this side hooked up."
He talked on the radio for a minute and in a few minutes a bucket truck pulled up and they got the power back on. We got the house cleaned up and took the mattresses back to the beds. The girls helped me move my stuff upstairs and we got Mandy into the bedroom downstairs. They moved all their stuff into the rooms upstairs, and Mom and Dad came by. I introduced everyone and I could tell Mom and Dad liked the girls right away. That was a little unusual, because they had hated most of my friends and my ex. They invited us to a barbecue at their house on Friday, and the girls were excited to go. They had brought groceries and cases of bottled water. We were doing fine, and life sort of started settling back to normal. We still didn't have cable or Internet, but I had data on my tablets and phone so we could keep up with the world. Amber took over one of my iPads and Kaitlyn the other one. Mandy and I shared the phone for a couple of days and I got them all phones on my plan.
Toward the end of the week I got a company out to fix the windows and we were set. School was out, so that wasn't a problem. Mandy had been home about two weeks and she was getting better every day. She still had casts and went around on crutches but she seemed happy. Mandy insisted that we would eat dinner together every night. We would turn off all the electronics and sit at the dining room table. I doubt that I had used it a dozen times since I owned the house, but it was pretty special to sit with that family and hear all about their day.
The girls spent some time with friends but every evening they came home for dinner. Mandy told me it was a family tradition their father had started, and they weren't about to break it. Two weeks after Mandy got out of the hospital the new SRT8 came in. We all caught a cab down to the dealership to pick it up. They fell in love with it right away. I had a plan to let the girls drive the RT and Mandy could have my truck when she got out of her casts. Of course, Amber and Kaitlyn tried to talk me into letting them drive the SRT, but there was no way that was going to happen.
I did let Kaitlyn and Amber drive it if I didn't need to go anywhere. Kaitlyn would come in and kiss me. "Cedric, can we take the whip?" she would ask. They would rub those hard little titties on me and their mother would laugh hysterically. That would always make me laugh and I couldn't say no. Kaitlyn was very physical with me when no one was looking and she rubbed that hot little body up against me constantly. We were never really alone and nothing sexual had happened between us since Mandy came home. I thought she was just going to tease me some and that what we had done had satisfied her curiosity for now.



That's what I thought until I woke up in the middle of the night with her lips wrapped around my cock. I reached down and pulled her up. She was naked and I could feel all that firm girl against me. I slept nude and she plastered herself against me.
"Kaitlyn, what are you doing?" I whispered. "What if Amber gets up and needs a drink or something?"
"She can get a drink in her bathroom," she whispered back. "Besides, I told her I was going to do this. Mom can't climb the stairs. I've been burning up wanting to be with you, Cedric. I can't wait anymore."
She pressed her lips against mine and cut off what I was trying to say. When she slid back down and engulfed me in the furnace of her mouth again, I couldn't say anything if I had wanted to. I pulled her around so I could get at that hot little pussy and the aroma of a clean, horny girl filled the room. I licked away the juice that was spilling out of her and she moaned, making a very erotic feeling around my cock in her mouth. I cupped her tight little ass in my hands and pulled her down so I could get to her clit. She jumped and shuddered when my tongue hit it. I worked her tightness with my tongue until I could feel her start trembling. I eased my finger carefully into her moistness and she shuddered again. I curled it up, finding her G spot and stroking it. She exploded and so did I. I heard her choke a little and she faltered for a second as her body stiffened. She kept coming for a long time until she finally wiggled around to face me again.
"God, that was good, Cedric," she gasped. "Did I tell you I love you today?"
"No, baby. I love you, too," I told her. I kissed her and felt a smear of cum on her cheek. God, she was sexy! Her hand slid down and she stroked me gently. She slid up until she could get one hard little nipple into my mouth and I sucked it in. Evidently, the twin wanted some attention, too, and she moved until I could get to it. My cock rapidly grew under this amazing girl and she slid back down.
"I want you inside me," she whispered.
"Are you sure, Kaitlyn? This seems like a bad idea to me," I said. "I don't want to get you pregnant."
"I'm taking the pill," she whispered. "I want you to get me pregnant, but not for a few years. I've got plans that don't include a baby right now." She giggled. "That's so hot thinking about it, though."
She positioned me, and I felt her pussy lips part around the head of my cock. It started to slide inside and she winced in pain. "I'm stuck," she whispered. "It hurts, Cedric. Is it supposed to hurt?"
"A little," I told her. "You're a virgin, Kaitlyn. It's not going to be fun at first."
"I know," she breathed. "Just do it, Cedric; I can't. I'm scared."
"We don't have to do this," I told her. "I'm good just playing with you."
"Really?" she asked. "You won't think I'm a little girl?"
"No, Kaitlyn. Little girls don't make me feel like you just did. You're an amazing woman and I want you to be comfortable with it when you do whatever we do."
"Thanks, Cedric," she said. "That makes me feel really good. If you really don't mind will you just hold me? Can I sleep with you? I have a plan."
"Uh oh," I said. "Nothing makes me as nervous as a girl with a plan. Yes, I'd love to sleep with you and hold you. What time does Amber usually get up?"
"It doesn't matter, Cedric. I told you she knows."
"What if she tells Mandy?"
"She won't. I know she won't, but I don't want to tell you how I know yet."
I gave up. There's no arguing with girls that are being mysterious. I really wanted to just hold that gorgeous little thing in my arms anyway. She rested her head on my chest and I could feel her hard little tits crushed against me. She slid one leg over me and I could feel her silky little pussy against my leg. She pressed it languorously against my thigh and sighed. I kissed the top of her head.
"You're precious to me, Kaitlyn," I told her. She sighed again and I felt her relax.
I woke up with a sexy little angel in my arms. I watched her sleep for a while. She looked so cute and innocent that I got a lump in my throat just watching her. I petted her for a while and she opened those beautiful green eyes. She yawned and stretched like a sleepy kitten.
"Good morning, beautiful," I said, kissing her forehead.
"Morning, Cedric," she moved up to kiss me.
"Let me brush my teeth first," I protested.
She laughed and jumped out of bed in all her naked glory. "I'll be back," she said in a terminator accent. She sashayed out and I went in and did my morning routine. When I got back there were two girls in my bed. I pretended something was wrong with my eyes.
"Help, I'm seeing double!"
They made disgusted faces. "Come and get in here with us, you big idiot," Amber said.
I crawled up between them and they draped themselves over me. "I've missed this," Amber sighed. "I liked it better when we all slept together in the living room."
"I don't think your mother would approve," I said.
"She can't get up here," Amber said.
They giggled. "What are we going to do when she can come upstairs?" I asked.
"Forbid her from coming up here," Kaitlyn said. "Confine her to the ground floor. Tell her she's afraid of heights!"
We got a laugh out of that and I squeezed them tightly. "Speaking of mothers, mine expects us around two today. We need to go see if yours needs our help with anything."
They groaned, but went off to their rooms to get dressed. I heard music playing downstairs so I knew Mandy was up. When I went down the stairs she was playing my piano. I didn't know she played. Even with the cast on her arm she was good. She was playing a ragtime number and it was very cheery and nice. I walked over and stood beside her and put my arm over her shoulder. She smiled up at me and I was struck by how beautiful she was. Her girls looked very much like her. She looked young, too, in that ageless way beautiful women have. She could have been twenty-five or forty-five, she would still be beautiful. She was tiny and cute and perky and all those things that would last when today's centerfolds were fat and saggy. I shook off the reverie.
"You're very good, Mandy," I said. "Do you remember we're going to my parent's house today?"
"Yes, I'm really looking forward to it," she said. "Do we need to wear anything special?"
"Can you get a pair of jeans on over that cast?" I asked.
"I only have two pairs," she said. "I guess I can cut open a seam and maybe sew it back up after my cast comes off."
I felt like a heel. "I forgot all about you," I said. "You've just been wearing pajamas haven't you?"
"Well I've been in bed, mostly," she said. "I'll get some more clothes as soon as I can go back to work."
"You'll get some now," I told her. "We don't have to be there until two, so we'll go shopping this morning."
"Nooo! Please, Cedric; you've already done too much," she started to cry. "I'm so grateful for everything you've done. I'll be fine, really."
"Mom, why are you crying?" Amber was standing at the foot of the stairs. "What will be fine?"
"She's worried about not having any clothes and she doesn't want me to take her shopping," I said.
"Mom, that's just silly," Amber told her. "Kaitlyn! Come down here," she called up the stairs.
Those two girls were like an avalanche. They swept us in to breakfast, and before either of us could draw a breath we were in the car headed for the mall. They had her a new wardrobe in two hours and we were swept back home, dressed and in the car headed for Carthage before our heads stopped spinning. I looked over at Mandy and her face was flushed and her eyes were shining. She looked over at me and shook her head.
"Now you see what I've lived with for the last eighteen years."
We all burst out laughing.
Dad fancied himself a master of grilling. He wasn't, and I had choked down hundreds of burnt or raw chicken breasts, steaks and burgers over the years. I made him let me help and the girls, Mandy and Mom changed into swimsuits and lay by the pool. Everyone except Mandy swam occasionally, and we played music all of us could stand. Mom was a classical buff, Dad liked country and I hated them both. We settled on folk and I introduced the girls to the Avett Brothers. We all liked their simple little ballads and we lounged around until the burgers were done. The girls helped Mom carry all the side dishes and desserts outside and we had a great cookout. Dad had a professional grade badminton court, and he beat us all handily. We played doubles with Amber on his team and Kaitlyn on mine. Mom and Mandy watched and sipped whatever booze Mom was feeding her.
They also had a croquet course set up, and even Mandy hobbled around and played that. We ate leftovers when it got dark and Dad cut watermelons he had cooling in the refrigerator in the gazebo. We all got drinks, the girls drank peach tea, and we didn't leave until nearly midnight. I could tell that Mom and Dad had fallen in love with my girls. Dad flirted with them shamelessly, and they teased him right back. Mandy blushed now and again but she gave him as good as she got. Mom smiled graciously. She was the queen of his heart and her castle, and she loved the old lecher. They walked us out to the car and Mandy asked me if we could have them to dinner at our house next weekend.
I saw Mom glance at me when the girls added their chorus of pleas to come to "our" house. She pulled me aside for a minute after the girls got in the car.
"Cedric, I don't know what's going on but I like the new you," she told me. "Those are precious girls and I think all three have a crush on you. If I hear they've shed one tear and you're the reason. I'll keep your nuts in a jar for a trophy on my mantel."
"I love them, Mom," I told her. "I don't know what's going on either, but I've never been happier. I'm going to ride this wave all the way to the beach."
She kissed me and Dad gave me a big hug.
The girls were pretty quiet on the way home. "Why so serious, Batman?" I asked Mandy.
"I don't know," she said. "I think we're all a little overwhelmed. Girls, what are you thinking?"
"I loved your parents, Cedric," I felt Amber's arms slide around my neck from the back seat. "I just wish they were my grandparents. I just feel like I'm going to wake up and this is all going to be a dream. It started out to be a nightmare, but it turned into a fairy tale."
"There's still a little of the nightmare because Daddy's gone," Kaitlyn leaned up and hugged her Mom like Amber was hugging me. "I just never dreamed we'd meet anyone like Cedric or that we'd feel like we were part of a family. Mom, you aren't saying anything."
I glanced over at Mandy and her eyes were filled with tears. One big drop eased over one of her incredibly long eyelashes and down her cheek. "I'm just so emotional I can barely breathe," she said. "This was one of the best days of my life, but I'm still so sad about your father that I feel guilty for being happy today. I keep thinking about how happy he would be that we're being taken care of. We've never been rich like you and your family, Cedric. We didn't have much but we loved one another and we loved our girls. I thought God must hate us when he sent that damned tornado here. I never dreamed that I would see my girls happy again or that I could just forget everything for a day and be happy myself. We owe all that to you, Cedric. We're very, very grateful and we're going to make you very happy you took us in and took care of us like this. I hear the girls tell you they love you constantly and I felt weird about that. I don't any more. I love you, too, and I now understand exactly how they feel. You were like a rock when they needed you so desperately, and you've been the same thing for me."
I could feel my eyes misting over and it got hard to see for a minute. "Damn these allergies," I said. "Look what they've done to us. We're all crying like babies."
We all laughed and the spell was broken. We were comfortable again, and although we didn't talk much on the way home it wasn't that awkward silence of before. I turned on the stereo and we listened to The Cult play "Fire Woman," and "Love Removal Machine" until we pulled into the garage. The girls went upstairs to get ready for bed, and I helped Mandy get ready. She went into her bathroom and came out in her pajamas. I put her in bed and propped her leg up on the cushions so she would be comfortable. I got her a bottle of water and her pain pill and she grabbed my hand. I looked down at her. She pulled on my hand and I sat beside her. She shocked me by sitting up and pulling me down for a long kiss. Her pajama top fell away and I could see down to her navel. Her apple sized breasts with fat little nipples were there in front of my eyes. She looked up and caught me staring.
She smiled. "See anything you like?" My cock was suddenly very uncomfortable with its confinement. "When I get these casts off and get over missing Dave so much, I'm going to thank you better," she whispered.
I pulled her sheet up, covering her to her chin, and kissed her forehead. Her blonde hair fanned out over her black silk pillowcase and she looked adorable. "I'll remember," I told her.
I had a hard time falling asleep. I don't know how long I had been asleep but I woke up in the darkness when I felt a smooth naked body sliding up against me. I had heavy curtains on my windows because I sometimes slept late and I hated the sun waking me up. It was very dark and I reached out to pull Kaitlyn up against me.
"Hey gorgeous, did you get lonely?" I whispered.
"Yes," she whispered back. "I needed to sleep with you."
I felt her hand slide into my boxers and I was rock hard in two seconds. She stroked me a few times and locked her lips against mine. She tasted like mint toothpaste and sexy girl. Her little hand was tugging on my boxers and I slid them off. She was on top of me like a hunting cat and feeding me one of those hard little titties. Her nipples were very sensitive and she was coming by the time I got to the other one. She slid down against me and I felt warm hot pussy against my belly. She was so smooth and wet that when I slipped between her hot lips I almost couldn't breathe. I slipped inside and it was like being engulfed in the hottest, tightest, wettest furnace on the planet. Something was nagging at me. Smooth!
"Kaitlyn, did you shave?" I asked. "How come it didn't hurt you?"
"I didn't shave and I'm not Kaitlyn," I heard Amber's little voice say. "I'm a gymnast and I don't have a cherry. I'm a virgin though, so go slow, Cedric."
"No, Amber! Don't, this isn't... Kaitlyn!"
"She knows, Cedric," her lips moved against mine. "She wanted me to go first since it wouldn't hurt me like her. I'm gonna see if it's worth it and tell her all about it."
"Jesus Christ, Amber! My God, baby." She slid down and I was half buried in a high school senior's scalding hot pussy. "Are you sure you want to do this?"
"Yes, I love you just as much as she does, Cedric. I know you and her have been playing around. I'm horny, too. Now shut up and make love to me."
She sank down some more and I felt her shiver and flinch as her hot, tight walls were pushed apart by my cock. She couldn't take it all.
"Damn, you've got a big dick, Cedric," she breathed. "I can't take any more."
"It's okay, baby," I told her. "This feels incredible. You're very tiny. Just have fun with whatever feels comfortable."
She pushed down some more but I could feel the head of my cock against the back of her pussy. She raised her ass up and I slid back out a few inches before she reversed direction and pushed back down. She was so tight that it felt like I was pulling her inside-out every time she drew back. In spite of how wet she was, it was difficult for her to slide up and down very much. It took a long time for her to get comfortable. She was gradually relaxing and as wet as she was, the sliding became easier. After ten minutes she was sliding pretty well, and the problem was that I wasn't going to last much longer. The feeling of being inside this incredibly tight, wet, gorgeous, tiny girl that I loved so much was driving me wild. I was in very good shape, thanks to more hours in the gym than I liked to think about, but that wasn't the problem. I'd fucked dozens of women and I thought I was pretty experienced, but this girl was so incredibly sexy that I was losing any semblance of control. If I didn't find a way to make this as good for her as it was for me I was never going to forgive myself.
I rolled over on top of her and she protested as I withdrew. I had to recover some degree of control and move her down the road. I buried my face between those firm toned thighs and attacked her little pussy with my tongue. It didn't take her a minute to go off. I was sure she had never felt anything like a man's tongue inside her and she tasted like honey. She had a tiny little clit that soon grew hard and distended under my attention and she came in a flood of juice and writhing girl flesh. My excitement had abated a bit, but I was sure I was back under control and ready to get back in the saddle.
It was much easier to get inside her this time, as her pussy was gaping a bit from our earlier exploration. I was in control now in the missionary position, and I made love to her sweetly and slowly until she was coming almost constantly. It wasn't big explosions, but it was continuous and I began to worry about how long she could keep that up. I increased the speed and depth. Her spasms became stronger and when I slipped a finger inside her tight little ass she blew up, She was biting on her fist to keep from screaming and I just pounded her. She spasmed again and again and my cock felt like she was skinning it raw. She was very wet but so tight that the friction was irresistible. I didn't know if she was taking birth control so I pulled out and spurted on her cute little belly and breasts.
"Why did you do that?" she asked. "I'm taking the pill. So is Kaitlyn."
"I didn't know, and it was dangerous enough just being in you bareback," I whispered. "Will you sleep with me?"
She was idly playing with my cum on her little cones, running her fingers through it and rubbing it over her nipples. "Yes, just let me go clean up," she said with a smile I could hear.
She went into the bathroom and I heard the water running. The door to the hall opened and when she came back, Kaitlyn was with her. She was naked, too, and they pattered across the floor and climbed in on either side of me. They buried me in naked girl and I felt Amber sigh.
"Now we're back to normal," she breathed. I ran my hands up and down silky backs and felt pussies rubbing against my thighs as they both slid one leg over me.
"You girls are amazing," I squeezed them. "Aren't you jealous at all?"
"No," Kaitlyn kissed me. "We love you and we love each other. I think I'm going to spend the rest of my life as your lover. Amber thinks she's too young to make decisions like that. Mom has a crush on you, too. I think you may have three horny girls around as soon as she's feeling better."
I was in shock. I hadn't really thought about Mandy like that, but she was as cute as hell, now that I thought about it. I felt my cock stirring but the girls just giggled and went to sleep. I woke up in the morning with Amber's lips around my cock and Kaitlyn's pussy poised over my face as she watched her sister's effort. I had to taste that, and she was quickly adding her voice to the symphony of pleasure. Amber said she was too sore to fuck, but she came like crazy when I dove into that bare little pussy. The fact that Kaitlyn's lips were locked onto one of her hard little boobs seemed to make her cum even harder.
We went downstairs and they helped Mandy shower. She had a meeting with her insurance company and I drove her down. They made her an offer and it sounded good. She asked me what I thought, and I told her she should talk to a lawyer. The insurance people got a lot more interested in making a higher offer when she told them she thought the lawyer was a good idea. They assured her that wouldn't be necessary and offered her twenty five percent more. She accepted, and she now had a nice little chunk of change to work with. As soon as the life insurance people paid off she was going to be okay.



The first thing she started talking about when we got back in the car was paying me back for the money I had spent on them. That hurt my feelings and I didn't talk to her all the way home. When I pulled into the garage she started crying.
"I'm sorry, Cedric; I won't mention it again," she said. "Please don't be mad at me. I didn't mean to hurt your feelings."
I looked over at her. "Well, you did," I told her. "You act like I'm going to let you take some of the little money you got from your home being destroyed and give it to me for helping people I love. If you want to pay for your own stuff, I don't have a problem with that. If you want to buy stuff for your room or our house, that's fine with me. If I buy something for you it's a gift and I get to do that. Tell me I get to do that."
"Yes, you get to do it," she said. "Cedric, are we going to keep living with you? You said 'our' house and 'your room.'" She peeked up at me with those big brown eyes. She was adorable.
"I want you to," I told her. "I love you and the girls living with me. I've been missing out all my life by not having someone like you. If you leave it will be like someone tore a hole out of my heart."
She looked at me speculatively. "Cedric, do you like me?"
"Of course I like you," I said. "I just told you I love you."
"I mean, do you think you might like being with me; like lovers?"
"I think I'd like that very much," I told her. "Things are complicated though."
"Is it the girls?" she asked.
"Yes. Do you know what's going on, Mandy?"
"I know they're in love with you," she said. "I'm not stupid, Cedric. I don't know whether it's just crushes or there's something permanent there or not. They're very young. They may fall in love with some guy their own age in a few years. I'm not like that. I'm a one man woman. If you think I have a chance with you I'll always love you. I would have been with Dave until the day I died. He just died first." There were tears in her eyes again. "I know I'm falling in love with you. If you don't think you can be with me we can't stay here. It would be too hard for all of us."
"Let's not do anything we'll regret later," I told her. "Let's just see what happens. I think you're gorgeous, Mandy. You're as sweet as it's possible for a person to be. I love you, and I may be in love with you. Let's just drift along for now. Something will happen that will show us the way, okay?"
"I'd like that," she said. "Damn this leg. I can't wait to get off these crutches, Cedric. Kiss me before we go in."
I leaned over and she curled my toes. I felt my hand creep up to squeeze one of those beautiful breasts and she moaned and leaned in for a moment before pulling away, her face flushed. We composed ourselves for a minute and I got her crutches out of the back and we went in.
Things were getting complicated in the house. Amber and Kaitlyn spent the nights in my bed, not even going to their rooms anymore. Amber fucked me every night and now Kaitlyn was getting more and more involved. My cock would be buried in her sister and she would be latched onto one of Amber's hot little nipples or her face would be between our legs, licking one or the other of us while we fucked like bunnies. I think it was getting to her that she was afraid to have me inside her, because after about a week of watching or joining in orally she climbed astride me on a Friday night and told me she was ready.
"Are you sure, Kaitlyn?" I asked. "I love you, baby, and if you're not ready I'm not pushing."
"I am," Amber said. "It's about time. If she wasn't such a pussy she'd have done it weeks ago!"
I couldn't help laughing at that. I wasn't laughing when I felt the wetness of those slick little lips against the head of my cock. She got stuck right away.
"Owee!" she groaned. "Amber, help me. I think he's too big for me."
I felt Amber slide around behind her and there were fingers and a tongue working on us. "You just have to do it," Amber said. "Just get it over with quickly."
Kaitlyn pulled her lower lip between her teeth and pushed. The pressure went up and suddenly the head of my cock just popped inside. She gasped and then groaned. "Oh, God, that hurt. Did it hurt you like that, Amber?"
"No, I don't think so," Amber slid back around and latched onto one of Kaitlyn's breasts. "It always hurts a little at first, though. I think Cedric has a really big cock."
Kaitlyn rested a little while and then she started wiggling. "Am I bleeding?" she asked.
Amber checked. "Maybe a tiny bit. I don't think you had much of a cherry. Just sink down and it will start to feel really, really good."
She sank down a little, just taking maybe an inch at a time. She winced every time for several minutes and then she started to get into it. She rose and fell slowly and Amber kept playing with her breasts, finally moving one hand down to strum Kaitlyn's clit as she began to make that characteristic trembling they did just before they came. She was slamming herself down on me, and in a few more seconds she groaned heavily and went stiff as her body clenched every muscle. It felt like she was going to squeeze my cock off as she contracted around me, and then she was pumping and crying out wordless sounds as she was gripped by her passion. I was seconds behind her and I filled that tiny pussy with jet after jet of cum.
She collapsed on me and I felt Amber leave. She came back with a washcloth and cleaned us up. She threw it at the bathroom and her mouth was on me like a dog after a bone. She had me hard as iron in three minutes and she swung around and impaled herself on me. Kaitlyn revived after a few minutes and she swung a leg over so I could tongue that freshly fucked pussy while they played with each other's breasts and kissed passionately. This was new. They always paid lots of attention to me, but they seemed to be having nearly as much fun playing with each other. Amber rode me to two tremendous orgasms and I mounted Kaitlyn again.
She was a little sore but the pleasure quickly overcame the pain and I made her come twice before giving her little pussy its second load of the night. We cleaned up again and I slept between two teen-aged sex goddesses that night. I woke up to find them in a sixty-nine and I fucked Amber again before we showered together.
We went downstairs and helped Mandy make breakfast. Watching them around the house made me feel like I had been invaded by munchkins. They were all so little and cute I wanted to hug them all the time. We cleaned up and the two girls went to a friend's house. Mandy and I drank coffee on the deck until we had to go to a doctor's appointment. Mandy was healing well, and she got her casts off and a boot to walk around in. She had a soft brace on her arm and she got to discard the crutches. The first thing she did when we got home was to take off the boot and the brace and take a long shower. The second thing was to put on a bathing suit and go swimming. She looked amazing in that bikini, too.
The girls came home and swam with her while I grilled. Mom and Dad came over about six and we relaxed around the pool and had a good time. Mom and Dad brought bathing suits, and Dad and I sat in the hot tub and drank whiskey. Mom didn't drink because she was driving home, but Mandy mixed herself a whiskey with Seven Up and ice and drank with us. She got in the hot tub with us and Dad leered at her without shame until Mom came and caught him. She got in and pinched him every time his eyes wandered until we all just laughed ourselves silly. The girls came and got in and we had a party. They went home about ten-thirty and we went inside and watched a little TV. The girls slept with me and we had our own little party.
It took about four more weeks before Mandy got her boot off. She still had an ankle brace, but she was limping around pretty well. The girls went to the mall one day and Mandy asked me if I would talk to her for a while. She wanted to start looking for a job. She had married Dave right out of high school. She didn't have a lot of marketable skills, and I suggested she enroll in college. She hadn't thought about that, but I could tell she liked the idea. She was very smart and I knew she would be a whiz at anything she wanted to do. She could do complicated math in her head and I was very impressed. The girls called and told her they wanted to spend the night with some girlfriends down on the creek. Mandy gave them permission and they came home and got some stuff. We sat around for a while and I got an idea.
"Mandy, would you go on a date with me?" I asked her.
She laughed. "I live with you. You don't have to take me on dates, Cedric."
"I want to," I told her. "I like being seen with smoking hot women on my arm."
She blushed. "I'm older than you," she said. "I'm hardly 'smoking hot.' I have two teen-aged daughters that are."
I laughed at her. "You have no idea how hot you are, Mandy. Just let me take you out, okay?"
She had a new little black dress and I wore black pants and a pink button down shirt. We went out to eat and I took her to a movie. She snuggled up to me at the theatre and she felt really good. When we got home, I mixed her one of those seven and seven type drinks and asked her if she wanted to relax in the hot tub for a while. She did and I just walked up to her and turned her around. When I unzipped her dress she looked up at me.
"We're not wearing suits," I told her.
She flushed and I slid the dress off her shoulders. She wasn't wearing a bra and it caught for a minute on her breasts. I was standing close behind her and I ran my fingers down to the tops of her breasts and gave it a little push. It slid down over her nipples and they popped erect. I let my fingers rub them and she sucked in her breath.
She turned to face me and her quick little fingers were unbuttoning my shirt. She pulled it out of my pants and pushed it back and off of me. I don't have body hair except for pubic, and I could feel her nipples scrape across my chest. She wiggled her hips and the dress fell to the floor, leaving her clad in little lacey black bikini panties and her heels. She stepped out of the dress and I pushed off my pants. We walked to the tub in our underwear and she stepped out of her shoes and panties while I got rid of my shoes and boxers.
I saw her eyes drop to my cock and her hand came up and covered her mouth. "Jesus, Cedric," she said. "I had no idea!"
"I hope you aren't too disappointed," I said. "I don't have a foot-long cock."
She laughed. "Are you sure? It looks like it may be to me. I'm not very big, I'm afraid."
"You're perfect," I told her. She was, too. She had the most amazing little heart shaped ass I'd ever seen. Kaitlyn and Amber had those amazing little hard tight asses, but Mandy was a woman and that showed in the full roundness of her apple-shaped butt. Her breasts were a woman's breasts, too, full and delicious looking with hard nipples that were fat and cute. They were a beautiful coral pink and I knew I had to get those delightful little nubs between my lips. I got in the tub and held my hand out for her. My eyes were drawn to the juncture of her thighs and I saw she had a tiny little postage stamp sized tuft of white blond hair just above her cleft. She saw me looking and giggled, sounding much like her daughters.
"I look like a little girl without it," she said.
"Believe me, no one is going to mistake you for a little girl," I told her. "God, you're a sexy woman, Mandy. You have no idea how gorgeous you are, do you?"
She blushed prettily. "My ass is fat," she said.
"No, it isn't," I told her. "It's tiny. Not only is it tiny, but it's the nicest ass I've ever seen in person. I'm telling you you're the most perfect combination of sex goddess, personality and cute little girl next door I've ever seen in my life. You're just spectacular."
Her blush just deepened. "Stop it," she said. "You're embarrassing the hell out of me." She sank down in the bubbling water and I sat beside her, putting my arm around her shoulders and pulling all that naked glory tightly against my side. She snuggled in and we murmured soft words and laughed together. I got out after about five minutes and went and got us a cold glass of a nice rosè wine. We sipped and relaxed. She stuck one little foot up out of the water and wiggled her tiny little toes. I laughed and caught it in my hand, pulling it to my mouth and nibbling on them. She squirmed around, laughing and pushing my head away while protesting that I was tickling her. She wound up on my lap and there was a long pause as she looked into my eyes.
"You're not going to hurt me, are you Cedric?" she asked me. "I don't think I would survive if you did."
"That is one thing I'll never do," I told her. "I would rather cut off my arm."
"Kiss me then," she demanded.
She had puffy, soft, very sensual lips, and I could taste the wine. She was very sweet and very soft and I realized I was very much in love with her. She was just so brave and so beautiful in the way she looked and everything she did that I couldn't help myself. Her eyes were heavy-lidded and her face was showing her passion as she buried her face in the side of my neck.
"I'm so in love with you, Cedric," she whispered. "I never dreamed I would ever feel like this with anyone again. You've just been the perfect guy. You've protected us and taken such good care of me; you love my girls and they love you. You've taken us in and let us make this our home. I have just fallen for you in a great, big, huge way. I want to make love with you so bad. I don't know what to do."
"What do you mean?" I asked her.
"I don't know what to do about Kaitlyn," she said. "I think she's in love with you, too. I know they both love you, but I think it's something else with Kaitlyn."
"I think you're right," I said. "She knows how you feel about me. She told me she's okay with it. The only question is how you feel about that."
"I don't know how I feel," she said. "I'm not jealous. How could I be? I love her and I love you and I love it that you love each other."
I laughed. "That's a lot of loving going on. It's up to you, Mandy. I know I want you. You can work it out with Kaitlyn. Why haven't you talked to her about it?"
"I've been embarrassed," she confessed. "Can you imagine how hard it is to talk about you with her? I feel like I'm tiptoeing around in a minefield that may blow up at any minute. I know they love you so much and I feel like anything I do might turn them against me or even worse, turn them against you. I'm afraid, Cedric."
"Amanda, I understand." I had never called her Amanda before but I discovered I liked it. "I really don't think there's anything to worry about. I think you're chasing ghosts. Talk to Kaitlyn. Talk to both of them. I think you'll find out that the only one you have to worry about is yourself. Can I play with you in the meantime?"
"I don't know, Cedric," she said. "I'm really horny already. I think I might just fuck you and not give a damn about anything else if you do that."
"I won't let you," I told her. "I just want you to know that I'll play any role you want me to. I really do love you, too, and I want to be part of your life any way you let me."
She kissed me fiercely and I stroked that hot little body until she was purring like a big, sexy cat. She felt so amazing in my arms that I couldn't get my mind around the idea that she had two teen-aged daughters; she was just too young and beautiful. I played with those fantastic breasts until her nipples were like diamonds and she complained about getting too hot. I put my hands around her waist and lifted her easily onto the side of the tub. Kneeling between her thighs I could see a perfect little pussy just inches in front of my face. It was little and pink and cute just like the rest of her. The moisture that didn't have anything to do with water was making her lips glisten with her arousal. I had to get a taste.
She was as sweet down there as the rest of her was. She was extremely responsive, and she came in about two minutes. After that she just kept going and I alternated between sucking on her hard little clit and lapping at the prettiest pussy lips I'd ever seen when the little bump became too sensitive. I reduced her to a quivering wreck and she grabbed my hair and pulled me up on her.
"Stop, Cedric," she gasped for breath. "You're going to kill me! I needed that so badly but I can't take any more. Let me rest a minute and I'll do you."
"You don't owe me," I told her. "I like making you come."
"I know," she said. "I'll like making you come, too. I'm not going to fuck you until I have a chance to talk to the girls, but I've been told I give great blow jobs. We'll see what you think."
We cuddled for a while in the hot tub and then she showed me that she really did give great blow jobs. She nearly sucked the skin off my cock, and she did things with that little pink tongue that I'd only read about. She obviously liked doing it, and she seemed to like the taste of cum, too. When I exploded she had just swallowed my cock down into her throat and it just blew my mind and my cock. She pulled back and let me shoot in her mouth, and unlike Kaitlyn, she said she loved it. I just knew I loved her and I slept with her in my old bed that night.
The girls didn't get home until nearly noon the next day, and I think they sensed right away that something had changed. Over dinner we seemed a little awkward. I got us some ice cream for dessert and we. We carried it into the living room and all four of us sat on the furry rug in front of the fireplace. We didn't have a fire but it was comfy and soft.
Mandy just got right to it. "Girls, I have something to talk to you about," she said. "I don't want you to think I'm pulling something sneaky or poaching on your territory. I'm in love with Cedric. I didn't intend for it to happen, but you both know how loveable he is. I couldn't help it. I know he loves you both and you met him first. If you can't stand the idea of me and him being together, I'll understand. That means I'll have to move. I would just be too unhappy here with him. I guess I'm asking for your permission. I know you're in love with him, Kaitlyn. I don't want to mess that up. I don't know how you feel, Amber. Please don't be angry with me, girls."
They were both all over her. I think they were horrified that she would think about moving and they just nearly hugged and kissed her to death.
"No, Mom, we aren't mad at all," Amber told her. "We kind of knew. We've been hoping you would finally figure it out and get together with Cedric."
"Kaitlyn, what about you?" Mandy asked.
"I'm good," Kaitlyn said. "I love you both. I want you to be happy."
I was a little shocked about all of this. I had no idea what was going on, and I needed to talk to the two girls, badly. They seemed to be hiding what had been going on between us and that made me very uncomfortable. Probably not as uncomfortable as them telling her would have been, but I wasn't about to try to deceive Mandy about her daughters. I raised my eyebrow at Amber when she looked at me and she gave her head a small shake. I bit my tongue and just played along.
Mandy took our ice cream bowls into the kitchen and Kaitlyn whispered in my ear. "We have a plan, Cedric. You just play along and everything is going to work. You're spending the night with Mom. Make love to her. She deserves this and I want you to drive her insane. Just do her like you do to Amber and me. We'll handle the rest. Do you trust us?"
"Of course I do," I told her. "You aren't going to do anything that will make her cut my nuts off are you?"
"No," she giggled. "I have plans for those nuts."
Mandy came back in and the girls went upstairs. "I know you have some kind of conspiracy going with them," she laughed. "I'm so proud of them, Cedric. They had to grow up so fast and they handled it so gracefully. I know I partly have you to thank for that. You've been so perfect for my family. I'll always love you for that."



"Am I perfect for you?" I asked her.
She blushed prettily. "I love you, too, Cedric."
"I don't like one thing you said," I told her.
"I'm sorry, what did I say?" she asked.
"You said, 'my family,'" I said. "I thought I was family. I think it should be 'our family.'"
"I misspoke," she said. "It is our family. I like having you in our family, Cedric."
"I like being in our family," I told her. "Can I kiss this part of our family?"
She came close and I pulled her down on my lap. She slid her arms around my neck and I tasted her lips. When I pressed her against my chest, she closed her eyes and I slid my hand under her shirt. She didn't have on a bra, and I pinched one hard nipple gently. She squirmed on my lap and pressed my hand into her breast for a moment.
"The girls might come back," she whispered.
"No, they kissed me goodnight," I told her. "They won't be back."
I sank my fingers into her resilient mound and she felt so soft and so sexy. Her breast was like a soft erotic little pillow in my hand. I laid her back against the arm of the sofa and moved over her, pressing her back into the cushions. She moaned into my mouth as I kissed her and I ran my hand down to cup her pussy over her jeans. I rubbed firmly and her hips responded, thrusting up against my touch.
"No, not here," she gasped. "Take me to bed."
I stood up and gathered her up in my arms. It felt like holding a child. She was just so tiny and too cute to resist. I carried her into my former bedroom. I had a big king sized bed in there and I put her in the middle, straddling her and unbuttoning her shirt. Her eyes never left mine as I opened it, displaying her breasts to my hungry eyes. They were just perfect, high and full and they never lost their shape, even when she was lying on her back like that. They still stood up proudly and I had to love on them. She gasped when I took one hard nipple between my teeth and bit it gently.
"Oh God, just like that, Cedric," she breathed. "Bite me a little."
I was happy to oblige. She was just so sexy and so loving and so cute that I tried to suck those little nipples off. I think they were getting a little too sensitive, because she pushed my head away. I was glad to move lower and I attacked her little pussy as soon as I got there. I ate her through three orgasms and she pulled on my hair to get me to move back up. We locked in a passionate kiss and my straining cock was being kissed by her pussy lips.
"Take me now," she whispered. "I've been burning up wanting you inside me. Take me, Cedric."
I slid inward and it was like sinking into a vat of hot liquid wax. She was very tight but very wet, too. She groaned when I got about halfway in.
"My God, Cedric! You're huge. I've never... I've never... so big! Wait," there was a note of panic in her voice. "I never dreamed... you're making me so full! Let me rest a minute, please!"
I stopped my advance and kissed her. "You're only my second man," she confessed. "I loved Dave but he wasn't anywhere near this big. I feel like you're splitting me in two."
We rested for a minute and I felt her contract around me. I backed out a little and then pushed back, regaining the lost territory. She contracted again and then she was coming. She cried out and pushed up, taking me to the hilt as I felt my cock bump slightly against the back of her little pussy. I was all the way inside her! I was amazed that she could take me. She was just so tiny, but she had done it. Neither of the girls could do that.
I think she came about every fifth stroke. They were small orgasms, building higher and higher toward one massive explosion. I felt the bed shake and Kaitlyn was sliding up to take her mother's nipple into her puffy lips. Mandy was so caught up in coming she didn't even notice for a while and I started pumping her hard. She groaned and started to shake. Her hands came up and tangled in Kaitlyn's hair as the trembling in her body became pronounced.
It must have dawned on her that her hands were feeling long hair, because she opened her eyes and looked down at her breasts. She was coming again, and she just pulled Kaitlyn harder into her breasts.
"Oh, my God, baby, what are you doing? Oh Jesus, I'm coming again, Kaitlyn. I'm coming so hard. It feels so good, baby. Cedric! Oh God!" her voice became incoherent and she throbbed beneath us as Kaitlyn's hand slid down to work on her mother's clit. Mandy bucked and writhed as she continued to cry out wordless sounds.
The sights and sensations were too much for me, and I came inside her hot little pussy, filling her with an eruption of cum that made erotic slurping sounds as I kept pounding into her. I kept her on the peak for as long as I could get breath into my laboring lungs. When I couldn't make one more movement I collapsed beside her and we held her between us. Kaitlyn gave her a big wet kiss and she returned it. I revived a little while they were kissing and worked my way down Mandy's body until I was between her thighs. Cum was oozing down onto her little puckered asshole and it looked so erotic I swiped her clit with my tongue. She shuddered and pulled her mouth away from her daughter.
"No, Cedric, don't do that! Please, I'm messy and I can't stand any more!"
"Come for me again," I told her. "Help me, Kaitlyn."
Kaitlyn slid down and we worked on her until she exploded again before we moved back up to bury her between us. Our faces were sticky with our combined juices and she licked us clean. Kaitlyn was tugging on my cock and it rose to the occasion. I eased over Mandy and slipped inside her. She gasped.
"No! Please, you're killing me! Please Cedric, please; I can't take you again tonight."
"Tell him to take me," Kaitlyn said.
Mandy looked at her for a minute. "Can you, baby? You already have, haven't you?"
"Yes, Mom," she confessed. "I want you to be okay with it though. Can we do it?"
"Oh my God! Yes baby, please Cedric, she wants you and I can't take any more."
"You have to help me," I told her. "Suck on her nipples and kiss her and tell her that it's okay."
"Yes, it's okay, baby. Here, let me taste you," Mandy rolled and their lips locked together. I pulled out of that hot little pussy and Mandy grabbed me, pulling me toward Kaitlyn's wetness. I sank in with a groan and it was matched by one from Kaitlyn. I was in heaven again and there were two women I loved with all my heart, loving me and each other until Kaitlyn cried out her completion and I filled her hot cavern with what I had left. We slept with Mandy between us, smothering her with our love and affection.
She was awake when I opened my eyes and she kissed me. "I need to pee so bad," she whispered. "I didn't want to wake either of you."
I pulled her across me and helped her stand. She walked gingerly to the bathroom. I slid out, too, and went and brushed my teeth and used the facilities, as well. When I got back Mandy was back in bed and Kaitlyn was gone. She came back in a few minutes as naked as a baby and climbed back in bed with us. We cuddled together for a while and then I got up to make breakfast, leaving them giggling and whispering in bed.
They came in when they smelled coffee and bacon frying. They were dressed in t-shirts and panties. A sleepy looking Amber came down stairs and got a cup of coffee. She liked creamer in hers, and she sat at the bar between them.
"I had a really bad nightmare," she said. "I had trouble sleeping."
Mandy hugged her and Amber winked at me over her mother's head. I knew this must be part of their plan. Over the next three nights I slept with Mandy and we fucked like bunnies. I couldn't get enough of her, and she evidently felt the same way. Kaitlyn joined us once and it was as fantastic as the first time. Amber kept complaining about nightmares and the fourth night Mandy was in the middle of her fourth orgasm when Amber slipped into bed with us.
Mandy noticed her and tried to stop but she was too wound up and I just kept going. When we had both collapsed Mandy hugged her youngest daughter.
"I'm sorry, Amber. I didn't mean for you... "
"I know about what's going on," Amber said. "I just felt scared and I needed to sleep with you guys. Is it okay?"
"Of course, honey," Mandy stroked her forehead. "Whatever you need. It's okay, right, Cedric?"
I reached over and pulled Amber over her mother and between us. "Let us just snuggle you for a while," I told her. "Nothing can happen to you here."
We petted her for a while and whispered together. She squirmed around for a while and finally turned to her mother. "Mom, what you and Cedric were doing... it just made me all funny feeling inside. I need something! I feel like I'm burning up! Please, Mom, help me."
Mandy looked over at me. "I'm so sorry, sweetheart. It just made you horny. Can we touch you? That's the only thing that will make it go away."
"Please, Mom," Amber begged. "My breasts are hurting and my nipples feel like they're on fire. My... my... my pussy is so wet. I need you to touch it. Can Cedric touch me, too?"
"Yes, baby, this is his fault, too," Mandy chuckled. "You're going to love this, Amber."
She stripped Amber's t-shirt off over her head and I pushed her panties off. We brought her quickly to her climax and then she climbed on top of me. "Help me, Mom," she said. "I need to do what you were doing."
"Are you sure, baby?" Mandy asked. "I don't think you can take him."
"I need to try," Amber insisted. "Put him in me, Mom. I need to feel like you did."
I felt Mandy's little hand on my cock and she guided me as Amber's pussy slid over me. She felt like an inferno inside and she was soon riding me like a bull rider. Mandy played with her little cones and she came like a bomb. When she was through she collapsed beside me and turned to her mother. "Do him again, Mom," she said. "I want to see."
Mandy climbed aboard and Amber slid her head down so she could lick our juncture until we both came together. We held her between us and she didn't complain about nightmares again. She slept with us every night after that and Kaitlyn joined us after the second night. Sometimes they slept in their own beds and sometimes I slept with one of them, but mostly we shared the big bed.
I was a wreck after a week, and they agreed that they needed to ration me. They started fucking each other nearly as much as they did me. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen, two incredibly sexy sisters locked together or one or both of them with their mother.
Mandy enrolled at the University that fall with Kaitlyn, and the Amber went back to school. They had a new high school, and I was there quite a bit at one or the other of her school events. Mandy wanted to get a job in the evenings, but I wouldn't hear of it. They were my girls and I was going to take care of them. I got to work on my next book, and it took me most of the year to finish. They flew to New York for the first weekend it went on sale and helped me at the signings.
Mandy and Kaitlyn had some classes together. Mandy was doing physical therapy courses and Kaitlyn wanted to be a radiologist. Amber joined them and they all went together for two years until Mandy graduated. She got a job at the hospital where she had been after the tornado, and she seemed to love her work. Kaitlyn went to Kansas University for her training, and the day she got her license to practice I proposed to her. It was Mandy's idea. She knew I was in love with her daughter. I was in love with her, too, and I'd have married either one of them.
Amber was getting a law degree and she met a very cool young attorney during a summer internship. They moved into their own apartment and I think they're going to get married. Mandy and Kaitlyn still live with me, and I don't think we're ever going to change that. I have the two women I love the most with me and I see Amber all the time, too. She doesn't have sex with us since she met Brian, but we will always have that closeness we've always shared. Some guys are just lucky, I guess.
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My father was an asshole. There's no nice way to put it. He wasn't so bad when he was sober, but when I was a kid he was seldom sober. He was distant when sober, and when he got drunk he liked to knock us around. By us, I mean my mother, me and my sister. I remember when I left home. I was sixteen and he came home drunk one day. I was in my room listening to music and doing my homework. He never liked the music I listened to. He called it "hippie crap," and I guess it was. I liked classic rock and he liked whiny country. I mean the old crying in your beer type of stuff. He came in my room and told me to turn it down. I asked him if it would just be okay if I closed the door. That set him off and he hit me on the side of the head. My eardrum broke and blood was running down the side of my face. Danni, my little sister, came running in and jumped on his back, trying to get him off me. He was beating the shit out of me and he threw her off, slamming her against the wall and breaking her wrist. Mom was screaming at him and he slapped her so hard her glasses broke.
I'd had enough. I'd never tried to fight back, but with the two girls I loved the most lying on the ground crying, I got up and punched him in the gut as hard as I could. I played football and wrestled and I spent a lot of time in the weight room. I was benching around 300 and I weighed 190. When I hit him he went all white in the face and fell to his knees with his mouth open. I broke his jaw with a knee and he collapsed to the floor. Mom was screaming and crying. I got him up and helped him to the car. I got Danni and Mom and we went to the hospital.
They put a cast on Danni's arm and fixed Dad up, too. When we got home I packed my stuff. Mom and Danni were pleading with me the whole time but I wasn't going to stay another minute. I went into Dad's bedroom and shook him awake.
"Listen, you rat bastard," I told him. "I'm leaving. I won't live with a piece of shit like you another second. I'm checking into a motel until I can find a place to rent. I've got a job and plenty of money. I'm coming back here once a week to check on Mom and Danni. If I find out that you've laid a hand on them I'm going to do everything to you that you did to them. If I find a bruise on them I'm going to put two on you. If you so much as even look at them crossways, I'm going to beat the shit out of you. You got that?"
He sat up and started to bluster. I hit him in the liver and he puked in his bed. I made him clean it up, got my stuff and left. I hated Mom and Danni being there, but Danni was twelve and Mom wouldn't leave him. She had one of those "it must be my fault" kinds of things going on. I understood her a little.
They got married when she was sixteen. He was twenty-two, and he had gotten her pregnant. She never finished high school and she'd never had a job. Dad was a pipe-fitter for GM and he made good money. She was trapped in the situation and couldn't see a way out.
It was tough for me for a while. I met a guy at the gym where I worked out who was a kick boxer. He got me interested and I got pretty good. When the mixed martial arts thing really kicked off I got in with one of the promotions. I won a few fights on the under-card and got a shot at the champ. He kicked my ass and it took two years to get another shot. I had been training hard, and that time I knew what to expect. He was better than me at the standup game and I was better on the ground. He ran and punched me for three rounds. I was losing the fight and we both knew it. At the start of the fourth round I went for a shot and got the takedown. It was over then. I got a mount and beat the shit out of him until he gave me his back to protect his face. I got him in a rear naked choke and put his lights out. I was twenty-two and the light heavyweight champion. I got several deals to make commercials, won two more big fights and I was setting pretty.
I kept my word all that time about checking up on Mom and Danni. He didn't touch them for two years. Then Mom called me and told me Danni was in the hospital with a broken collar bone. I drove straight to their house and Dad was running out the back door when I pulled up. He ran down the alley and I caught him just before he got to the street. I tackled him from behind and broke his arm with an arm-bar. I kneed him twice in the ribs and heard them break. I left him lying there in the dirt and drove to the hospital.
When Danni got out, she came and lived with me. Mom was an emotional wreck. She cried all the time and the situation was becoming intolerable. When Danni was eighteen, Mom asked us over for Christmas Dinner. Dad wasn't' happy about that, and as the day wore on he got drunk and started talking shit to Mom. She couldn't do anything right. The blackberry cobbler wasn't sweet enough, she should have cooked a turkey instead of ham, the potatoes were lumpy. He kept at it until I told him to shut up. Mom was the best cook I ever sat down to dinner with. Everything was perfect and I was tired of it.
He snarled at me about telling him what to do in his own house. Mom started crying and went into the kitchen. He got up and followed her and I heard a dish break. When I got in there she was backed up against the refrigerator and she was covering up one side of her face.
"What happened," I asked her.
"The clumsy bitch dropped a plate," Dad snarled.
I looked a question at Mom. "Yes," she said. "It was slippery."
I pulled her hand away from her face and there was a big red hand print on her cheek. I turned and hit him in the gut. He dropped to his knees and I kicked him in the same place. He went down on the floor on his belly. I took him by the hair and his belt and dragged him through the living room to the front door. Danni was crying hysterically at the dining room table, and I made her come and hold the door open. I threw him out in the front yard. I climbed the stairs to their room and got suitcases out of the closet. It took three to pack all his stuff. I took them downstairs and out into the yard. He was just getting to his hands and knees.
"Take your shit and leave," I told him. "You've beat around on Mom for the last time. Get in your truck and drive away. If I ever see you again I'm going to kill you. If you ever contact Mom or Danni again, I'm going to hunt you down and kill you."
He blustered up about it being his house and how he'd call the police. I explained how that would be a mistake. He'd just hit Mom, all three of us had a history of broken bones and injuries. He'd been arrested a dozen times for domestic violence but Mom wouldn't ever press charges. I told him I was going to press charges. He'd given Danni a detached retina a few years back and I was going to make her press charges. If he disappeared he'd be a free man. I told him he was going to file for divorce from Mom. He was going to give her the house, her car and half their money. If he didn't, I was going to hunt him down and kill him. There wasn't a jury on earth that would convict me of anything when they heard the record. He mouthed me for a while, then got his stuff and drove away. We never saw him again. He did exactly what I told him to do. I heard he got caught drinking on the job three times and GM fired him. I don't know what ever happened to him, and I don't give a damn.
I went back inside and Danni and Mom were hugging each other and crying on the sofa. I told them what I had done. Danni was ecstatic and Mom wept uncontrollably. "I don't know what I'm going to do," she sobbed. "How will I live?"
"Mom," I told her, "you're 38-years-old. You're smart, gorgeous, sexy and sweet. You're going to be fine. You're going to go and get your GED. You're going to enroll at the community college. When you get done there, you're going to transfer to the university and graduate from college. You can be anything you want to be. Your life can be anything you want it to be."
"How can I do that?" she sobbed. "I don't have any money. I'll have to get a job and I can't do anything. I'll have to be a waitress or something and I won't have time to go to school."
"First, there's nothing wrong with being a waitress, but you're not going to be one," I told her. "You have about twenty-thousand dollars in the bank. You own your house and your car. I have enough money for all three of us for a long time. I'm going to take care of you and Danni. I'm going to pay all your bills and I'm going to put money in your accounts. I'll put as much in there as you need. You took care of me for sixteen years, and I'm going to take care of you now. That's what family does, and there won't be anyone around to beat on you anymore."
She was very sad for two days and Danni and I stayed with her. Danni told me she was going to move back in with Mom.
"I hate to lose you, baby," I told her. "I've loved having you with me, but I understand. You belong with Mom. I just couldn't risk you getting hurt anymore. I was afraid he was going to kill you. I couldn't live with that."
She hugged me and cried. "I'm going to miss you so much, Landon," she said. "Can't you move back here, too?"
"No, Danni, I've got my own house. I'll come over all the time, though. I'll take you out every Friday night and you can stay the night with me. How would that be?"
She brightened up at that, and that's the way things were for a while. Mom got her GED and started college. She smiled and laughed a lot more. She started working out and shed the extra twenty pounds she had put on in the last few years. She got a haircut and started wearing makeup. The transformation was amazing. Danni told me that several men had asked her out, but she wasn't interested. That worried me and I talked to her about it.
"I don't want to go out with them," she said. "I've never been out with anyone except your father. Look how that turned out! I don't want anything to do with men. Besides, I've got you."
She was snuggled up against me on the sofa and she smiled up at me. Her long blonde hair floated around her in a soft mane and I realized that she was beautiful. She had the most amazing green eyes. They had these amber flecks in them and they just glowed when she was happy. She had a little button nose with a sprinkling of freckles across it, full puffy red lips, high cheekbones and a little pointed chin. I kissed the top of her head.
"I know you have me," I told her. "You're a young woman, Mom. Are you going to be single the rest of your life?"
"I don't know," she said. "I think so. I don't need anyone but you and Danni. I'm afraid of other people, especially men. I don't want to get involved."
"Just go out on a date," I told her. "See how you like it. All men aren't assholes."
"No, I know," she said. "You're not."
I laughed. "Tell that to my next opponent. Maybe he'll take it easy on me."
"I don't like you fighting," she said. "I don't like people hitting you."
"I try to keep them from it," I told her. "I try to hit them so they can't hit me. I'm not going to do it long. I'll probably retire in a couple of years. Then I can spend more time with you and Danni."
"I can hardly wait," she said.
Danni wasn't happy with Mom. She thought she should have a romantic interest in her life and she bugged her about it. She bugged me, too. She wanted me to put pressure on Mom to go out on dates, but I wouldn't do it.
"She's had a wretched experience with men, Danni. Give her some time," I told her. "Let her spread her wings a little. She's still stuck where she was at sixteen when she married Dad. Let her grow up a little. Besides, you don't go out on dates either."
"No, I've had the same experience with men she did, Landon. I wasn't married to him, but what if I have a boyfriend and he turns out like Dad?"
"You've just got to make good choices," I told her. "Don't you know any nice guys?"
"Yes, there's one," she said.
"Why don't you go out with him," I asked her.
"He doesn't notice me," she said. "He doesn't think about me like that."
"You should forget about him then," I told her. "He's an idiot. God, look at you. You're gorgeous. He's definitely an idiot." She was gorgeous, too. She was a strawberry blonde with huge blue eyes and a neat, tight little body. She was a little on the skinny side, but she had been filling out nicely the last couple of years, and she was hot.
"I have an idea," she said. "Why don't you take Mom out on a date? Show her a good time and make her feel special. Take her to a nice restaurant and then take her dancing. Show her that she's desirable and how much fun it can be."
That sounded like a good idea to me, so I did it. I called her up Thursday. When she answered, I acted like I was just another guy, calling her up for a date.
"Rachael," I said, "would you go out on a date with me Saturday?"
"Landon; is that you? What are you doing?"
"I'm asking you out on a date. Just me and you, a nice dinner, go to a club, have a few drinks and have a good time. How long has it been since you went on a date? We'll pretend that it's the first time. Will you do it?"
She laughed. "I've never really been on a date, Landon. Your father and I went to the drive-in movie once. That's when... that's... well, you were born nine months later. What should I wear?"
She was going to go! I could hardly believe it. "I'll get you an outfit," I told her. "I'll pick you up at six, Saturday."
I got her a silver Scala mini cocktail dress. It was long sleeved and covered with sequins. There was a clutch to match and I got her a pair of nice black heels. Danni made her go and get her hair done on Saturday, and when I got there she was ready to go. This was a Mom I had never seen before. The dress hugged every curve of her very curvy body. Her hair was a curly mane, sweeping her shoulders and she looked long and elegant. When she came down the stairs she was blushing. Danni was herding her along and it was plain to see that she was reluctant.
I just stared, I'm sure my mouth was open and it just made her more embarrassed.
"I can't go out like this," she was objecting. "I feel naked! Let me wear something to cover up a little."
"You look perfect, Rachael," I told her. "God, do you ever look perfect. I'm going to be the envy of every man who sees you. I've got a great night planned."
I offered her my arm and walked her to the car. I told Danni not to wait up for us, I wasn't sure we'd be back that night.
Mom blushed furiously and I opened the door for her. I have one of the new Corvette ZO6's. It's yellow and black and Mom had never seen it before. She fell in love right away. We had traded her Impala for a new Cadillac CTS V a few months back, so she was used to performance cars, but this was something special. Her street curved a bit and I let the Vette flex its muscles through the curves. Mom's eyes were shining and she had a smile fixed on her face. I fed it the accelerator when we hit the entrance ramp for the interstate. I took her to Restaurant Eugene and she was a hit. Every eye in the place was on her. She was very shy at first, but after a while I think she started enjoying the attention.
It was a very expensive and nice place. We enjoyed the meal and we drank a couple of glasses of wine. We talked a lot and I continued to call her by her name instead of Mom. She got caught up in the spirit of the thing and enjoyed playing along. I asked her all about herself and I even learned some new things. I don't think we had ever really talked about her.
After dinner I took her to the Opera Nightclub. It was tough to get in, but being the light heavyweight champion and having a face that was seen on TV had some perks. We stood in line and I signed a few autographs before the doorman noticed. He came back and got us and took us right in. They gave us a table in the VIP section and we ordered drinks. I drank black Russians and Mom got a vodka gimlet. We drank and talked a while, and I asked her to dance.
"I really don't know how to dance, Landon," she said. "I've never been dancing before."
"You just follow me and you'll be fine," I told her. "Dancing is just about moving your feet and not worrying about looking like a fool. Come on, you'll be a star."
She let me pull her out on the floor, and she was a natural. All that teenaged girl she never got to experience came flooding out, and she looked amazing. The band played a couple of up tempo numbers, and we stayed out for the third. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were sparkling. They started a slow, sweet number and I held out my hand. She took it a little hesitantly, and I pulled her up against me. She shivered a little when I put my other hand on her back just above her butt, and we moved together. She put her cheek against my chest and she felt amazing in my arms.
Her breasts were pressed against my chest, and I could feel that her nipples were erect. I moved one leg between her thighs and slid my hand down to her butt, pulling her against me. She pressed herself against my leg for a moment then she looked up at me. There were tears in her eyes, and I couldn't help myself. I bent my head and kissed those luscious lips. They parted under mine and I teased them with my tongue. I heard a soft moan and then she pushed me away. She just stood there looking at me for a minute and I offered her my hand. She hesitated for a moment then took it and I pulled her close again.
"Landon, what's going on?" she said in a low voice by my ear.
"We're dancing," I told her. "I have this absolutely gorgeous girl named Rachael in my arms. We're on our first date, and I'm loving it. I wonder how she feels."
"She feels confused," she told me. "I love everything we've done, Landon. This has been the best night of my life. I just don't know where this is going."
"Do you care?" I asked her. "Just let it happen, Rachael. This is your night. This is for all the nights like this you never had. Just love me and let me love you. Dance with me, let me hold you, let me make this special for you."
I could see the doubt and confusion in her eyes. She danced with me, searching my face. It seemed like she made up her mind and she raised her lips to be kissed. I didn't hesitate. She felt too amazing in my arms. I never intended for any of this to happen; I was just playing a game. I don't know at what point it became a real date with a real woman I wanted to be with, but it was. That she was my beautiful mom made it just that much more exciting. I was going to make this real if she would let me.
We went back to our table after the song ended and finished our drinks. I danced once more with her and took her to my car. When I pulled up in front of my house I could see her start to get cold feet.
"I... I need to go home, Landon," she told me.
"Come in with me and let me show you something," I told her. "I have a present for you. Actually, I have two presents."
When I opened her door she let me lead her inside. I sat her on the sofa and went into the den to get her presents. She laughed when she pulled the fluffy, fat white unicorn out of its bag. "You know I love unicorns," she said. "I'll put him on the shelf over my bed."
She tore the paper off of the second package and there was a series of progressively smaller boxes inside. She laughed as she opened each one. "There's really nothing in here, is there?" She giggled.
"You'll just have to see," I said.
When she opened the last little box there was another, blue velvet box inside. She opened it and gasped. There was a big blue sapphire pendent lying on the velvet. It was surrounded by diamonds and had a platinum chain. She looked up at me with tears in her eyes.



"It's beautiful, Landon," she said.
"I thought it would look nice with your eyes," I told her. "It's not beautiful, you're beautiful, and you're going to make it look beautiful. Can I put it on you?"
She nodded and stood with her back to me, bowing her head. I pushed her hair to one side and drew it up around her neck. My fingers brushed her skin and she shivered as I fastened the clasp. I wrapped my arms around her and put my lips to her neck. She shivered again and I nibbled on her earlobe. I slid my hands up to cup her breasts and she gasped. I could feel her stiff nipples and I rolled them between my fingers. She moaned and pressed them into my hands, and I slid the zipper of her dress down. She hadn't worn a bra and I slid my hands inside and around her, taking her bare breasts in my hands again. She pressed herself back against me and my burgeoning erection pressed between the cheeks of her round ass. She moaned again, and turned her head so that I could kiss her lips. It was awkward, and she turned in my arms so I could get full access. I slid her arms out and the top of the dress fell to hang around her waist, leaving her breasts gloriously bare against my chest. She unbuttoned my shirt, desperate to feel her nipples against my skin. We continued to kiss and I wrapped my arms around her, feeling the silky skin of her back under my hands. I slid them down her back and under her dress to cup two bare cheeks in my hands. I could tell she had on a thong. She shuddered as I massaged those firm globes and moaned against my lips.
She pushed back a little and looked up at me. "I... I can't, Landon. I'm... I'm..."
I didn't let her finish. I pulled her in again by my hands on her ass, crushing her pussy against my erection. I claimed her lips again and walked her backward one step, putting her back down on the sofa and capturing one of her fat little pink nipples in my mouth. Her breasts made my heart stop. I had never seen them before. She had never worn a bikini as long as I could remember. They were full, creamy and delicious looking. They didn't sag and her nipples were little fat nubs. They were very pink, centered on lighter pink areolas and they tilted up and in a little. They fascinated me, and she moaned as I pulled on her nipples with my lips. Her head was flung back and to one side. When I pulled at her nipples her eyes closed and her face flushed. Her hands tangled in my hair and she pulled me more firmly into those beautiful mounds.
"Landon," she moaned. "Oh God, baby; that feels... Jesus, baby; oh my God!"
I ran my hands down her ribs and they dropped away to a flat belly Her workouts were paying off. Her hips flared dramatically and I grasped the dress and pulled it down. Her hands grasped at mine, making a feeble attempt to stop me.
"Landon, I can't do this with you. Please baby, I... I can't..."
I quickly moved back up and silenced her with a kiss, my hands leaving her hips and gently pinching her nipples. She moaned and arched her back and I quickly pulled the dress and her panties off over her heels. There was what I had been feeling against my cock all night. She had a little bush of golden curls. It was trimmed neatly, but more than the girls I had been with. It seemed like it was the fashion to shave bare, but I liked a little bush. I knelt between her thighs and she put her hands down to cover her pussy. I moved them aside, gently but firmly and buried my head between her beautiful legs.
"Don't, Landon," she whispered. "It's embarrassing. I've never... no one has ever..."
Her words cut off and her voice rose to a groan as I ran my tongue over the lips that had given birth to me. She was very wet and I lapped it up with my tongue while she moaned and shuddered. I kissed all over her cute little pussy and nibbled on her pink lips. As my tongue caressed and probed she began to quiver and I could feel her trembling. Her little clitoris was hidden and as I flicked the hood I saw it swell and poke its little pink head out. I flattened my tongue over it and she jerked under the touch. The trembling grew stronger and I closed my lips over it, pulling it inside my mouth as I felt her muscles go taut. I pushed it around rapidly with my tongue, stroking it from base to tip and all that tension she had been building exploded in a flood. Her hips bucked and she groaned and shuddered as she came. It was a huge orgasm, and she shook and writhed for a couple of minutes as I continued to manipulate her clit. Finally she pushed my head away and collapsed back on the sofa, every muscle limp.
I kissed her pussy one last time, making her jump. When I picked her up in my arms she opened her eyes, and I kissed her. She clung to me as I carried her naked and put her in my bed. We never broke the kiss as I moved between her thighs and seated my throbbing cock at her opening. I have never been that hard and excited in my life. The feel of my mother's pussy lips parting around the head of my cock was the most erotic thing I could imagine.
"Landon?" she looked up at me with some distress in her eyes.
"Rachael, just let it happen," I told her. "I'm going to love you like you've never been loved before."
"Are you sure?" she asked. "We won't ever be the same if we do this. Will you still love me, baby?"
"I'll always love you, Mom," I told her. "I'm going to love you for the rest of your life. I'm going to make love to you, too. This little pussy is mine, now. Do you understand? It's going to be mine from now on."
She nodded. "Make love to me," she whispered.
I positioned myself and drove into her with one smooth, slow drive. When I got to about five inches she got very tight and winced a little. I guess that's as far as Dad ever got. I had more, and I gave it to her very slowly. She gasped and trembled under me, but her hips were moving and she never stopped me. I felt the head of my cock just brush the back of her pussy and she was so hot and creamy around me. It felt like I had plunged my cock into a tub of slippery clinging lava. He held myself buried inside her, just soaking in the joy of being buried in my beautiful mom. My heart was so full of love for her that I thought it would burst.
I began to pump in her. I knew I wasn't going to last long, it was just too good and I loved her too much. I tried every trick in the book to keep from coming before she did. The thing that did the trick was the thought of getting her pregnant. That scared me, but I remembered in a few minutes that she had her tubes tied after Danni was born. That was a relief, and I just made love to her like I wanted. She was moaning continuously now, and I could feel her pussy starting to contract around my cock, small spasms of pleasure. I rose up on my hands and began to give her long fast strokes; driving her moans up several decibels and making her breasts bounce erotically. She exploded and thrashed wildly under me, her head whipping from one side to another as she rocketed from one orgasm to another. I pumped her as long as I could, loving the sight of her coming for me, but I couldn't hold back. I collapsed on her, cupping her ass in my hands and burying myself to the hilt, pumping rope after rope of cum into her spasming pussy. I made short, deep strokes and she convulsed, her orgasms sweeping through her.
We coasted to a stop and we lay, my arms locked around her, as we panted. I could feel small contractions in her pussy as it milked me for the last few drops of cum. I rolled over and pulled her on top of me, my cock still inside her. She rested her cheek on my chest and I stroked her back and down to her butt, squeezing her firm round cheeks in my hands. I held her like that for a long time until my cock slipped out of her. I could feel moisture on my chest and she seemed to be shaking every so often. I tilted her head up until I could see her face. She was crying.
I rolled her onto her side so that we were face to face and took her in my arms, holding her close. "What's wrong, Mom?" I asked her.
"I'm going to hell," she said. "I've found the lover I've been waiting for all my life. I dreamed about someone that would come and take me away from my miserable life and love me. I found him and he's my son. I just fucked him and I'm going to hell. I'm so afraid, baby. I'm afraid I've messed up the only good thing in my life. Well, Danni, too, but I don't want to lose you, Landon. Do you still love me?"
"You aren't going to hell, Mom," I told her. "How could you go to hell for loving someone? Yes, you're my mom, and I know that would freak some people out, but I'm fine with it. I still love you; more than ever. I know what kind of person you are. You're my mom, and I'll always love you because you're my mom. You're my lover, too, now, and I'm always going to love you because of that, too. No one who knows you're my Mom will ever know you're my lover. It's going to be fine. I'm going to make love to you again in a minute and then I'm going to fuck you. I'm going to fuck you all night long, and in the morning we're going to make love again."
"What about Danni?" she asked. "She's going to find out. Oh God, what have I done?"
"I think Danni wanted this to happen," I told her. "I'll handle Danni. She loves you at least as much as I do. You're going to stay here tomorrow and I'll take her out and explain everything to her. Is that okay?"
Her sobbing quieted and I kissed her, over and over. I held her in my arms and the feel of that amazing body against mine got me excited all over again. We made love, sweet and slow until we both exploded again. I took her to the shower and we washed one another. We explored and caressed until I took her back to bed and kept my promise to fuck her. I pounded her through a dozen orgasms; coming twice already gave me tremendous staying power, and she finally begged me to stop. I flipped her over and pounded her doggy style while she screamed and moaned out her pleasure until I came inside her for the third time. Twice during the night I woke her up and fucked her, and in the morning we made love, slow and sweet again. She was completely exhausted and we slept the morning away. I woke up at two in the afternoon and called Danni. I told her I would take her out to her favorite restaurant, and she was eager. I caught a cab to their house so I could pick up Mom's car for her. We drove the Caddy, and I took Danni to this Italian place she loves. After dinner, I drove us out to my gym. We sat in the ring and talked.
"So tell me about this guy you like," I said. "You know, the idiot that doesn't notice you. Do I know him?"
"Yes," she said, "but I'm not going to tell you who he is."
"Why don't you ask him out?" I asked her. "What are you waiting for."
"I'm waiting for him to notice me. I've been in love with him for years."
"Does he know?" I asked. "You should forget about him, Danni. Only a fool wouldn't love you. What kind of man doesn't notice you?"
"Do you notice me, Landon?" she looked at me with those big blue eyes.
"Of course I notice you," I said.
"What do you notice?" she asked quietly.
"I... I..." I stammered. "I notice how smart you are. I notice how funny and sweet you are; how cute you are. I notice how pretty your face is and how beautiful your hair is; I notice how you push it behind your ear when you're nervous. I notice that you've grown into this hot looking woman and how beautiful your eyes are. I nearly drown in those big blue pools every time I look at you. I notice your smile and that little dimple in your right cheek. I notice how husky and cute your voice in and how I love to hear you talk. I notice... I notice... My God, I'm in love with you, Danni!"
The realization hit me like a ton of bricks. I thought of how much I missed her when she moved back in with Mom and how I used to love sitting on the sofa in our house and watching silly movies with her while she snuggled up against me. I thought about how I woke up in the morning and listened for the sound of her getting ready for school and how there was an empty place in my heart when I realized she wasn't there.
I looked at her and she was looking back at me with those big blue eyes wide.
"God, I'm sorry, Danni. Shit, now you're going to feel all awkward around me. Forget I said that, sweetheart. I'm so sorry."
She reached out and put her finger on my lips, shushing me. "That's what I've been trying to get you to say for two years," she said. "I've been waiting for you to notice me. I've loved you all my live, Landon. I've always been in love with you."
"I'm the idiot that didn't notice you! God, I am a fool, Danni. I was talking about myself. I told you to forget about me! Please don't forget about me. I'm so sorry. You were right there under my nose the whole time!"
"I know, right?" she said. "You don't know how many times I wanted to walk down the hall to your bedroom when I was living with you and ask you to fuck me. I even made it as far as your door a couple of times. I thought you were never going to notice."
"Danni, I have something I need to talk to you about," I told her. "It's about Mom."
"You kept her at your house last night and fucked her," she said. "I hoped you would."
"You did? I mean, I thought you wanted me to. Are you okay with that?"
"Yes, I'd like to fuck, her, too," she said. "Can we?"
"I don't know," I said. I didn't know what to say. "Maybe we can. I'm going to keep fucking her, Danni. Are you good with that?"
"Yes, as long as you fuck me, too."
"You're amazing, baby," I pushed her down on the matt and kissed those pouty little lips. "Can I fuck you now?"
"No, I want to do it in a bed," she told me. "I want to drink some wine and have candles and soft music. I'll let you fuck me here some other time. I'll let you fuck me anywhere, but not the first time. I'm a virgin, Landon, and I want my first time to be special with the man I love. Set that up and I'm yours for always."
"Of course; I don't know what I was thinking," I said. "Can I tell Mom you're okay with us being lovers?"
"Yes, if you ask her about us being together. I want to know if she'll make love to me, too."
"I didn't know you rolled like that," I told her. "I don't know if she does, either."
"I don't," she said. "I only feel like that with people I love. I love two people; you and Mom. You're the only people I want to fuck, ever."
"I got it," I felt one of those amazing teenaged breasts, a hard little mound under her shirt. I pulled her up and picked her up in my arms. She was so little and light as a feather. She wrapped her arms and legs around me and we hugged and kissed for a long time. I put her down and we drove to my house. Mom was waiting anxiously, and Danni ran and hugged her as soon as we opened the door. Mom was very embarrassed until I told her Danni was good with us. She looked at Danni and they both broke down and cried. They held each other and whispered soft words. I went and wrapped them both up in my arms. Mom wanted to go home and Danni said she was going, too. I pulled Mom aside and told her I needed to talk to her alone. She told me to come over Monday while Danni was at school.
I took Danni by the arm as she followed Mom out the door. "I'm going to talk to her Monday," I said. "I'll let you know." She kissed me and they were gone. My house seemed empty, and it took me a long time to go to sleep. All day Sunday I rehearsed my speech. I played scenarios over in my mind. I expected Mom to be very upset. I couldn't imagine that she would make love to Danni or that she would be okay with her kids being in love. I figured she would be angry with me for corrupting her baby, and I couldn't see a situation where this was going to come out good. I wasn't looking forward to Monday.
I hit the workout hard early on Monday. I was going to have to start training for my upcoming fight almost immediately. I got cleaned up and texted Mom that I was on my way. When I got there, she got me a cup of coffee and a piece of chocolate cake she had made. She sat beside me at the bar in the kitchen and leaned against me, watching me eat. I could feel one warm breast against my side and I could tell she didn't have on a bra. I cupped it in my hand for a minute and gave her nipple a pinch. She squirmed a little and smiled up at me.
"I didn't wear one because I was hoping you'd do that," she whispered.
"I have something I need to talk to you about," I told her. "It's about Danni."
"I think I know," she said in a low voice. "I expected something like that when you two lived together. Are you lovers, Landon?"
"No, not yet, but I do love her, Mom. We want to be lovers."
"Where does that leave you and me?" she asked.
"In the same place we are now," I told her. "This is where it gets complicated. She doesn't mind if you and I are lovers as long as you don't mind about her and me."
"I do mind, but I can live with it," Mom said. "I thought you already were, and I was going to be okay with that. I mean, I don't mind about sharing you with her, but I'm very uncomfortable with my kids fucking; almost as uncomfortable as I am with us fucking. I'm still trying to wrap my head around that."
"I know it's very unusual," I said. "We've been a very unusual family, Mom. Dad made us that way. It was inevitable that the three of us would bond together to protect ourselves against him. We fell in love to protect ourselves from a vicious bastard that was trying to destroy us, but that's not all. Danni wants you, too, Mom."
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"She wants to fuck you," I told her. "She wants me and her to make love to you together. All three of us."
"Oh, my God; what have I done, Landon? This is all my fault. I should have kicked your Dad out the day after she was born." She started to cry. "I let him twist us up into something I never wanted us to become."
I stood up and held her, petting her and telling her we were going to be fine.
"Do you love me, Mom?"
"How can you ask that," she sobbed. "I've given you everything I have to give. I let you make love to me."
"I know, I love you with all my heart, Mom. I'm trying to make a point here. Do you love Danni?"
"More than anything," she said. "Well, I mean I love her as much as I do you."
"We all feel the same way," I told her. "I love you, you love me. I love Danni, Danni loves me. You love Danni, Danni loves you. How does it get any better than that?"
She looked up at me. "I never thought about it like that. That does sound perfect. I'm not a lesbian, though. I'm not attracted to women."
"Neither is she," I told her. "Don't you think she's beautiful and sexy?"
"Well, I know she's beautiful. I can see why you would think she's sexy."
"Would you like to squeeze her boobs? Don't you think they're amazing?"
"Well, it doesn't horrify me. I guess it would be kind of erotic. I love her, Landon. I guess I would do nearly anything to make her happy. If she wants me to, I'll squeeze her boobs."
I laughed. "I think she wants a lot more than that. I know I want to squeeze your boobs."
I picked her up and carried her to her bed. We made love all afternoon, and I went and picked Danni up from school. I took her home with me and helped her finish her homework. We went to Outback and ate steak. I stopped by the electronics store and made her wait in the car. I knew she wanted a new computer and I bought her one of the new iPads. I got the good one and I got her a card to download as many apps as she wanted. I got her a new set of Beats headphones, and got the guy to wrap them for me. We stopped by the store on the way home and I got her favorite ice cream. When we got home I put her on the sofa with a bowl of ice cream and went to get my bedroom ready. I had a bottle of champagne on ice and I put a dozen candles around the bed. I had bought two dozen red roses and I scattered them on the bed. When I got back she was finished with her ice cream and I took away the bowl and brought her the iPad and the headphones.



"I got you something," I told her.
"It's not my birthday," she said.
"I get my girlfriend things other times than on her birthday," I told her.
She looked up at me. "Am I your girlfriend, Landon?"
"I want you to be," I told her. "Will you?"
She put the packages down and threw herself on me. "I want to be more than anything," she said. She kissed me fiercely. I held her for a long time then I put her back down beside me. I popped the cork on the champagne and poured glasses.
"Are we celebrating?" she asked.
"Yes," I told her.
"What are we celebrating?"
"Tonight I'm going to make love to my girlfriend for the first time," I told her.
She squealed with delight. "Let me open my presents first," she said.
She tore open the paper and squealed again. "Yeet! Landon, I love it! You knew I wanted one." She tore open the other package and she loved the Beats, too. "I can hardly wait to listen to them. Will you help me get my music library transferred over?"
"Of course; don't throw that card away. It's for the app store. You can use it as much as you want. You can even use it for iTunes if you want."
She kissed me and we cuddled until we finished the bottle of champagne. I took her glass and put them in the sink. When I got back I picked her up and carried her to the bedroom. She looked around and clung to me. "It's perfect," she said.
I put her down and we lit the candles. When I knelt in front of her, her eyes were shining in the candle light. I slowly unbuttoned the buttons of her shirt. She never wore a bra and her glorious teenage titties came into view. They were firm little cones, just becoming full and womanly. She had large areolas covering the end of the cones and forming puffy miniature cones of their own . They were a pale pink and her tiny nipples were darker pink buttons on the tip. They tilted up and they were the stuff of schoolboy fantasies.
I unbuttoned her jeans and slid the zipper down. She was wearing a tiny pair of lacy black panties and I could see a little strip of that strawberry blonde underneath. I pulled them both to the floor and she stepped out, gloriously and beautifully bare before me. I moved the roses to each side of the bed and laid her down between them. It was the most incredibly erotic sight I had ever seen.
"God, you're beautiful, Danni," I told her. "Can I take a picture?"
"What are you going to do with it?' she asked. "You've got the real thing."
"I'm going to put it over there on my dresser and masturbate looking at it while you're at school or when you're staying with Mom." I told her.
"Okay," she said. "I don't think you're going to have much time for that. I plan to keep you drained. I think Mom has plans for you, too. It's very sexy thinking about that, too. This better not show up on the internet," she laughed.
I pretended to be offended, but I snapped half a dozen shots. When I had the perfect shot I put my phone away and stripped. I climbed up over her and rested on top of her warmth. I had come twice in Mom earlier and I knew I could go for a long time. There wouldn't be a problem getting it up with this vision of eroticism under me either. I was going to make her first time something she could hang onto the rest of her life.
"Don't squish me," she said. "I'm little."
"No baby, I won't," I told her. "Dynamite comes in small packages. You're just the right size. You're unbelievably hot, Danni. You're every man's fantasy. A teenager with a killer body and a scintillating personality, a virgin, crazy in love with me and willing to do anything I want. I would cut off my left nut for you."
"I prefer my men unmutilated," she laughed. "You make me feel really sexy, Landon. You talk too much, though. I'm horny as hell! Make love to me before I start to rub myself off."
I silenced her with a kiss; then I kissed her all over her cute little face. I kept moving lower until I came to hills and I climbed to the peaks. When I closed my lips around her nipples she began to talk to me.
"Yes, Landon, that's it. I've never let anyone do that; I've been waiting for you. God that feels so hot! Do the other one, it's lonely."
I switched happily and there were two twin little peaks; poking up and begging to be loved. I spent ten minutes just making love to her little tits. She was in a very good mood by then. I think she was a little tipsy from the champagne. She had drunk her half of the bottle and she couldn't weigh more than a hundred pounds. Moans and gasps mixed with her words and she began to writhe and squirm as she got more and more aroused. I began the journey south and her stomach heaved under my lips.
"What you're doing to me, Landon," she breathed. "Go on, eat my pussy. I've heard it's so good. I've been wanting you to do that for the longest time."
I followed her direction and when my tongue parted her folds she was dripping wet. Her pussy looked tiny! She was going to have trouble taking me, I thought. I probed her opening and spread her wetness over the little pink lips, making her little button slippery, too. When I lapped at it with my tongue it grew and peeked out at me. I tongued around it firmly, tickling it from top to bottom and when I knew she was about to come I sucked the whole hood and organ inside my lips, holding it inside while I lashed it feverishly with the tip of my tongue. Her hips shot up, then down and her moisture leaked down and over her little puckered rosebud.
"Oh, damn, Landon," she groaned. "Fuck; that feels... that feels... Jesus Christ don't stop, I'm coming for you! Oh God, Landon; I've been waiting, I've been waiting so long for you to love me. I love you so much, I can't stop coming!"
I pushed my middle finger inside her wet hot pussy and found that little pad of nerve endings at the top of her pussy, just about three inches inside and stroked it again and again. She really exploded when she felt that.
"Fuck, Landon! What's that? Oh dear God, oh my God; I didn't know that was there. Christ, I'm coming! Oh God, that feels soooo good!"
She continued to come for several minutes until she couldn't stand it anymore. She pushed my head away and twisted her hips until she escaped from my finger. Her fingers pulled at my hair and I allowed her to pull me up until she could kiss me. My erection was trapped between us on her thighs and it left a trail of pre-cum shining there. I kissed her for a while then parted her thighs. I rose up on my elbows so I could see her face and eased the head of my cock between her pussy lips. She was so wet and slippery that the head popped in easily. I immediately felt how small and tight her pussy was. At two inches she was panting.
"Hoo, hoo," she made little owl sounds. "Jesus, go easy, Landon. I don't have a cherry, but I've never had a cock in me before. I've never seen one that big! Let me get used to it a minute! Did you hurt Mom?"
"A little, I'm afraid. She hadn't ever fucked anyone but Dad and evidently he had a little needle dick. She loved it, though."
"It feels very, very good, Landon. Go back and forth and just go a little deeper at a time," she told me.
That's what I did and she was moving with me. I knew she wouldn't be able to take it all the first time, so when I thought she was getting used to what she had I would give her a little more. It took fifteen minutes to get to the bottom and she came twice before I got there. She went off like a rocket when she came. Every muscle in her body went taut and then released in an explosion. She screamed and wept at different times. She laughed and sobbed and went through a whole gamut of emotions. I could tell she was taking me easily now and I pulled out and flipped her over. She gasped in disappointment when I withdrew but she recognized what I was doing and spread her legs, raising her butt a little so I could get a good angle. I sunk nearly to the hilt and I could feel her soft, hard butt against my groin.
"Oh, I like it this way," she moaned. "Give it to me, Landon. Go fast! Pound me big brother and make me come again."
I gave her everything I had for ten minutes and she came a dozen times. I pulled her to her knees and gave it to her doggy style for another five minutes. She was coming constantly, and the sight of my cock disappearing between her cheeks and the sounds she made drove me over the edge. I buried myself and shot ropes of cum into her little pussy. The volume filled her up and she leaked a little. She collapsed under me and I lay on her back, reaching my hands around her to hold those firm little cones in my palms, rolling her nipples with my fingers. When I deflated and popped out I turned her over so I could kiss her. I petted and loved on her for thirty minutes while our pulses slowed and our breath came easier. I pushed the roses off one side of the bed and lay facing her, holding her in my arms.
"I don't want to get up but I need to pee," she said. "I have my doubts about being able to walk. I think you paralyzed me, Landon."
I laughed. "I think you'll be fine Danni. Do you want me to carry you?"
She didn't, and she was able to walk fine after a minute. She came back and I made the same trip. She had gathered up the roses and put them in a vase when I got back. We got in bed and she spooned up against me.
"I have to go to school tomorrow," she said. "Will you take me in the Vette?"
"I'll let you drive it and take the truck if you want," I told her.
"I didn't think you let anyone drive it," she said.
"I let my girlfriend drive my car," I told her. "Do you want a car, baby?"
"I want you to drive me tomorrow. I want people to see me getting out of it. I'll tell them my boyfriend is dropping me off," she giggled. "They'll be so jelly."
"What about after that?"
"Mom can pick me up after practice," she said. "I would like to have a car though. Can I have the truck or do you want me to get another one?"
"I need the truck, baby," I told her. "I drive it most of the time. The Vette isn't a daily driver for me. We'll get you another. What kind do you want?"
"A Mustang or a Camaro," she said. "I like the pony cars. Do you think it's going to be awkward with Mom?"
"No, Danni. Mom loves you. Just be normal with her. Give her a couple of days to get used to it."
"Do you think we can fuck her this weekend?" she wondered.
"Maybe," I told her. "I think it would be better if we set her up. You drive the truck to school Friday. Hang out somewhere until about eight and I'll take her out and bring her back here. I'll make love to her and you can come in and join us. I promise I'll have her so horny she won't be able to say no."
"You're my hero," she said. "Kiss me and let me go to sleep."
I kissed her and wrapped her little body up in my arms. We slept until the alarm when off and I fucked her again in the shower before she went to school. When I dropped her off at the school door we turned a lot of heads. She walked around to my side and kissed me goodbye. "I can feel your cum squishing around inside me," she whispered.
That sure had me panting for the next time I could be with her. The week passed in a blur. Mom didn't have school on Tuesday and she spent the night with me. We fucked like rabbits all evening until we fell asleep with her naked in my arms. She dropped Danni off Thursday night and she took the truck home so she could drive it to school Friday. I took Mom out to a movie and we got a good hamburger at Max and Erma's. I took her home with me and we made out for a while on the sofa before I took her to bed. I had her going pretty good, my tongue buried in her little blonde pussy and she had already come twice. I was listening and I heard Danni come in the garage door. She was trying to be quiet. Mom wouldn't have noticed if a bomb had gone off. I felt Danni move in beside me and she pushed me aside so she could take over. She was stripped naked. Her little tongue was lapping away and she buried her finger in Mom's pussy. Mom continued to moan and shiver and she never noticed that someone else was eating her pussy. I moved up over her and ran the head of my cock over her lips. She opened her mouth and I slipped inside. She made a few bobbing motions before she realized what was going on. She was coming by then and her eyes popped open. She tried to look down but I was blocking her view. She twisted her head away from my cock so she could say something.
"Landon... what's, oh Jesus, what... oh my God," she groaned. "I'm coming, oh Jesus, I'm coming. Wait, what... who? Damn, that feels good."
I moved so she could see and she stiffened and exploded when she saw Danni's little strawberry blonde head between her thighs.
"Danni, Jesus baby, what are you doing? Oh God baby, you're making me come so good! Danni, Danni, ooooooh God Danni, right there baby." Her words became incoherent as her voice rose to a scream. I moved off the bed and behind Danni as she knelt between Mom's thighs. I positioned my cock and slowly sank into the heat of my little sister's pussy. I heard her muffled groan as I slid slowly into the depths of her pussy. It was very hot, moist and tight around me and I was balls deep in my little sister as she ate my mom's pussy. It didn't take long before her butt was grinding back against me and I felt her contract in spasms around my cock as she came, her moans muffled by Mom's pussy. Mom could tell Danni was coming and the set her off again and all three of us groaned and shuddered as I pumped Danni's hot little pussy full of cum.
Danni and I climbed up into bed with Mom and held her between us. Danni was chewing on one of her fat little nipples and I was running my hand up and down her spectacular body while I kissed her luscious mouth. She was shivering and trying to touch everything at once. Her hand was clutching Danni's ass and rubbing over my semi-hard, slippery cock. It was still wet from Danni's pussy and my cum, and she soon had me growing again.
"You set me up, didn't you," she whispered against my lips.
"Yes, do you mind?" I asked.
"Not now," she said. "I probably wouldn't have ever had to nerve to do it otherwise. Thanks, baby. Do you think you're ready to fuck me now?"
"I'm always ready to fuck you, Mom. You make me so horny I could fuck you five times a day."
I rolled over and mounted her, my cock sinking into the pussy that had given birth to me. It was heaven. Danni climbed aboard, pressing her hard little titties against me and giving Mom access to her pussy. She moaned into my mouth as her lips found mine. I was drilling my cock into Mom's hot pussy and I could hear her muffled moans as her tongue was driving Danni toward an explosion of ecstasy. I fucked Mom through five orgasms before I had to have Danni again. Her and Mom traded places and Mom groaned to orgasm with Danni's tongue in her pussy while I was fucking her daughter's pussy to mindless orgasms. I unloaded inside Danni for the second time and her pussy clenched around me. We slept from time to time as one or the other of us drifted off while the other two fucked like minks. Four times during the night we came, all three together in a writhing, moaning tangle.
We spent the day in bed together on Saturday, only getting out to shower twice and eat. I lost count of the times I unloaded inside those fantastic pussies. They came a million times and toward the end of the afternoon they were more interested in petting, kissing and just talking than fucking. I was exhausted. My cock and balls ached from coming so much and I just wanted to hold them and love them. We fell asleep together. I was on my back between them, two tight little bodies pressed against me, breasts crushed against my sides and cheeks resting on my chest. We were covered by a mix of golden blonde and strawberry blond hair like a blanket over us. I held a cute little butt cheek in each hand, drifting away knowing all was right in our little world and I had the two most beautiful and loving girls in the universe in my bed.
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Life with Lucas was everything I ever dreamed it would be. Lucas was my husband. We'd been married for six years. He was my heart. I thought I was happy before I met him. I was happy. I was just out of college, healthy, good job, and I had just moved into the apartment I'd wanted to live in ever since I moved to Santa Barbara.
I was working on a new microchip for Consolidated Silicon Systems. Chips get smaller and faster every day and this was going to be epic. Lucas was part of the software team we were working with. I thought he was hot the first time I saw him. He had this curly mop of dark brown hair, olive skin and the most amazing hazel eyes I'd ever seen. He was huge, probably six-four and very muscular. His arms were massive and he made me hot just looking at him.
I hoped he'd notice me. I'm a little noticeable. My hair is the first thing people usually see. It's very long, about halfway down the back of my thighs. It's very light blonde, almost white, and people usually stop and look. The rest of me isn't bad either. I have nice boobs, not huge but not little either, and they stand up pretty nicely. I work out a lot. I'm five-ten and I weigh 130, so I'm not a small girl. I have blue eyes and pale eyebrows and eyelashes. I hate them so I put mascara on the eyelashes and dye on my eyebrows.
He did notice me, evidently, because after three weeks of working together he asked me to lunch. I cursed inwardly, because that was the one day I couldn't go. I had an appointment with the government contractors for lunch. I asked him if he would give me another chance the next day and he smiled the most beautiful smile I'd ever seen.
"Sin," he said, that's me, Sinclair Buckley, "I'd wait a thousand years to take you to lunch."
I know I blushed. "Thanks, Lucas, but I'll probably be hungry before then," I said.
He laughed. "Yeah, me, too," he said. "Lunch tomorrow, it's a deal."
He talked to me quite a bit for the rest of the day. He didn't just look good, he was a fun guy. He was witty and charming and I wanted to get to know him more every minute I talked to him. He took me to Panera Bread Company and we talked so much we nearly forgot to eat. We were five minutes late when we got back, but no one noticed. We went to lunch three times and he asked me to dinner. It was Friday night and he took me to a club. It wasn't trendy, it was classy, one of those where you had to be a member to get in.
There was a band and a small dance floor and we danced half a dozen times. We sat in comfortable chairs and talked with some of his friends. He introduced me and we had a great time. That was our first date. He took me home afterward and kissed me goodnight. He was a perfect gentleman and I was looking forward to going out with him again.
After three months, we were exclusive and in another month, we wound up in bed. I'll have to confess to not being very experienced. I'd only been with two men up until that point. I wasn't a slut and I needed to be very serious about a man to go to bed with him. My first time had been on prom night my senior year of high school with the guy I'd been going out with for two years. I figured out that night that there was no future in that relationship. It was painful, brief and he didn't give a damn about me feeling good. It was wham, bam, thank you ma'am, and he rolled off and went to sleep. I never went out with him again.
The second was my junior year in college and it went on for a while until he offered to share me with his roommate. He went to the dump, too. Lucas was a different breed of cat. This was my dream guy. He sent flowers the night we finally made love. He picked me up, gave me wine, dinner, dancing, music and more romance. By the time we got back to my apartment, I was like a cat in heat. My panties were soaked and my nipples ached. I pulled him inside at the door and tried to melt him with kisses.
"Lucas, I think I'm in love with you," I told him. "Take me to bed and make love to me."
"Are you sure, Sin?" he asked me. "I don't want to screw this up. I think I'm in love with you, too, and I'm not pushing you into anything."
I pulled up my dress and pushed his hand between my thighs. He had to feel that heat and moisture. "Does that feel like you're pushing me?" I asked.
He laughed. "No, I guess not." He pulled my dress up and over my head, stepping back to look at me. "God, you're hot, Sin," he breathed. "I think you fit your name."
I led him in to my bed. He began stripping off his clothes and he was being too slow. I helped him. When he was down to his boxers, he scooped me up like a baby and laid me gently in the center of the bed. His eyes were burning coals, devouring me, and I was so hot I felt light headed. He climbed up onto the bed, straddling my legs and his body covered me. His lips were hot and wet against mine. He was a fantastic kisser. I've been slobbered on by enough mouth-breathers over the years to know. He was gentle but insistent, his lips crushing mine as his tongue slipped into my mouth. It was a long passionate kiss, scalding me, and driving me wild with wanting him. His hands slipped under me and I felt him fumbling with the clasp of my bra. I arched my back, giving him access and he slipped it off, baring my breasts. My nipples were achingly hard, throbbing and craving his touch. His mouth left mine and I wanted it back. It did other things, nibbling down my neck with a tantalizing slowness, making me shiver as he reached the little hollow of my collarbone. He teased me with his tongue and lips, circling my nipples, just grazing my areolae. I groaned in frustration and tangled my fingers in his hair, forcing his lips onto my nipple.
He sucked it in and sparks flashed through my body. This was what I had been waiting for. All my life I had been waiting for this moment, this man. This was right. He tormented me with his lips, his fingers, his tongue in my sex, driving me over the top, again and again, until he moved up to sink inside me. He felt huge and I groaned out my ecstasy, giving tongue to my pleasure. I cherished my fulfillment, his great weight on me and in me until the night rang with our voices and we slept, twined together, one heart, one soul.
We made love at least once during the week, and on the weekends, we hardly left the apartments. He had a nice place over an art store and we spent a lot of time there, too. We had been making love for nine months when he told me we were going out on a Friday. He told me this was going to be special and that I should dress for a formal occasion. He rang the doorbell and I answered. It was unusual because he usually just used his key and came in. His jaw dropped when he saw me. I had on a midnight blue dress he had never seen before. It was off one shoulder, had an open back and a slit up one side that went dangerously high. I had on stockings and you could see the lace at the top when I moved just right.
"Oh, my God, Sin," he gasped. "You look absolutely gorgeous!"
"Thank you, Sir," I said. "You look very nice, too." He had on a black tux with a purple shirt and a matching bow tie. He offered me his arm and we went out. A limo was parked at the curb and it whisked us off to dinner. It was delicious, but I felt like everyone was staring at me. The limo was still waiting when we finished dinner and we went to a play. It was a farce and we had a blast. We were among the last ones out and we stood in the lobby for a minute. He finally turned me around to face him and I noticed he had pulled on white gloves. He knelt on the floor of the theatre lobby and opened a velvet box. There was a ring inside with a huge sapphire in it, surrounded by four small diamonds.
"Sinclair, will you marry me?" he asked.
It was the happiest moment of my life. We got married on April 20. We had a large wedding. My father gave me away and his mother was sitting there crying tears of happiness the whole ceremony.
We started our married life with a trip to Mexico. It was beautiful. My Dad had lived there for years and he stayed in my apartment while we had his villa in Monterrey. We stayed for two weeks and went home. After a year, we felt like we were financially secure and emotionally stable. I wanted two kids and he wanted three. I wanted to have them early so we would be able to enjoy them for a long time. My parents were older when they had me and my mom passed when I was nineteen. Dad was still in good shape, but I wanted our kids to have parents for a long time.
Life was strange for me. I heard my girlfriends at work talk about their lives and they didn't resemble mine in any way. The talked about cheating on their husbands, going out and getting high, picking up strange men in bars, how exciting their lives were. I just quit hanging out with them. They invited me to "girls" nights and out for drinks after work. I had one thought: going home. If I wanted a night out, Lucas was very happy to provide that for me. If I wanted to go out for a drink, he was glad to go with me. Those women were either married to anal orifices or they were said orifices themselves.
My sex life was amazing. Lucas was an amazingly inventive lover. He was always horny and he took me wherever he found me whenever the mood seized him. I had trouble keeping clothes on around the house because he was always taking them off. I had to go around picking up my clothes constantly where they would be discarded in random places. He could make me come almost by looking at me. When he was actually inside me, it was the closest thing to heaven I ever hoped to find.
I think the man worshipped me. All I had to do was mention something I liked and he tried to make that happen. Once, when a guy wouldn't stop hitting on me at the gym, I mentioned it to Lucas. He went with me the next time. The douche bag was there, working out on the bench.
Lucas walked up and stood by him until he finished his set. "Hey dude, you don't mind if I squeeze in a set, do you?" he asked.
The guy really didn't want to get up, you could tell by the expression on his face. He had been doing sets of three by five with 185.
Lucas loaded four plates on and squeezed out five reps with 405. He sat up and blew for a minute. "Hey baby," he called me over to where they were working. He introduced me as his wife and I could see the guy getting nervous.
"Sin works out here all the time," Lucas told him. "You ever see anyone bothering her, you let me know, okay?"
Dude never spoke to me again. I don't think he even looked at me. Lucas and I started working out a lot together after that. He had always belonged to a different gym, but he joined mine and we ran on the treadmill side by side.
He was my best friend and I was his. We argued and fussed the same as other people but we promised each other the first week we were married that we'd never go to sleep angry at each other. We never did. We made love two and three times a day after we decided to have a baby.
Eleven months later, Jonathon was born. He was a perfect little baby. He had Lucas' skin and my hair. The joy we felt when we held that little bundle of perfection was like nothing I'd ever experienced in my life. I was hardly ever away from him. My job was now in a place where I could mostly work from home. If I needed to go in for some reason, Lucas could stay home that day. His mother came over and got Jonathon every Friday evening and kept him overnight so we could have a date night.
He went through the normal stages of childhood until he was three and a half. I was taking on more of a workload and we were beginning to talk about having child number two. I had a meeting I had to attend in Austin, Texas, and Lucas and Jonathon took me to the airport. I was gone for four days, and they called me every night and talked to me.
"Mommy, I think mine head is broked," Jonathon told me on the phone.
I was coming home the next evening and I couldn't wait to see him. "Daddy probably did it," I told him. "Why do you say your head is broken, baby?"
"It hurts," he said. "Thomas has a broked leg and he said it hurt. That's why I think mine head is broked."
"Well, tell Daddy," I told him. "He'll give you some Tylenol. It will feel better then." We went on to talk about other things and I had forgotten all about it by the time I landed at the airport. He came running and threw himself into my arms as soon as I came out of the gate. I held him and Lucas came to give me a kiss.
I put him down and we went to get my luggage. I noticed he was walking funny. "Why are you walking like that, honey?" I asked him. He had his head turned a little to one side.
"So I can see good," he said. I knelt down in front of him.
I looked in his eyes and I noticed that one of his pupils was huge, dilated much larger than the other. "Lucas, has Jonathon hit his head?" I asked.
"Not that I know of, why?" he asked.
"Look at his eyes," I said. I held my hand up over the normal eye. "Can you see anything, baby?"
"No, just grey," he said. I did the other eye.
"How about now?" I asked.
"Yes, I see Mommy!" he hugged me.
"Lucas, we need to take him to the emergency room," I told him. We grabbed my bags and drove straight to the hospital. They did a bunch of tests and scans and sent us home. In the middle of the morning, the hospital called and asked who his pediatrician was. I gave them the name and number and in about twenty minutes, Chris' office called and told us to come in right away.
She came in immediately when we got there and took us to a meeting room. I'd known Chris and Ricky ever since I was in the fifth grade. Her husband, Ricky, was a surgeon. She sat us down and showed us a bunch of test results and scan pictures.
"Sinclair, I'm sorry to have to tell you this, but Jonathon has a brain tumor," she said. My world came crashing down. "I'm afraid it's a Glioblastoma. That's the worst kind of brain cancer he could have. I'm not an oncologist, Sin, but I'm going to refer you to a pediatric oncologist. He'll be able to discuss treatment options and prognosis with you. I want you to go straight there when you leave here. He'll be waiting for you. He'll probably want to hospitalize Jonathon and begin treatments right away."
My mind was numb. It felt like a mental fog had settled over me and I could hear Chris speaking but couldn't actually process what she was saying. My conscious mind rejected it and it only registered subconsciously, casting a pall over everything in my life that had been good.
I looked over at Lucas. He had been leaning against the wall and I saw this powerful, giant of a man, slumped to the floor, sitting with his face buried in his hands, weeping uncontrollably. That shocked me. I couldn't imagine Lucas like that, but there he was. I ran to him and pulled his hands away, kneeling in front of him. I pulled his head to my breast and held him.
"Lucas, we're going to be okay," I told him. "We're going to take care of him. We just have to have faith. We don't know enough yet to know what to think."
He looked at me and the pain in his eyes tore at my heart. "He has brain cancer, Sin. Our baby has brain cancer. What are we going to do?"
"We're going to do everything," I said. "We're going to do whatever it takes. We're going to fight until there's nothing left to fight with. If the worst thing possible happens, we're going to thank God for every day we got to have him in our lives. Lucas, get up and take care of your son and your wife. You can't go to pieces like this. I need you to be my rock. Jonathon needs you. I don't want to have this talk with you again. I love you and I know you're hurting, but we're depending on you. Make this right, Lucas."
I could see the resolve forming in his eyes. Slowly his demeanor changed and he was in control. "I'm sorry, Sin," he told me. "Let's get the information and start planning. I'm okay now. God, you're strong! I love you so much, baby. You can count on me from now on."
I kissed his forehead and we stood up. Chris hugged us and gave us the doctor's name and information. We went and got Jonathon from Lucas' mom's house and drove to the oncologist's office. His name was Blanco and his office was across the street from the hospital. I disliked the man the minute I saw him. He was small, dark, supercilious, and spoke with a French accent. He examined the tests and broke our hearts.
Mr. and Mrs. Davis, I'm afraid that there are very few treatment options at this point," he said. "We will admit him to the hospital right away. I'll schedule him for surgery in the morning. We'll remove most of the tumor but there will be no way for us to get it all. We'll give him radiation treatments and chemotherapy, but we'll only be able to slow the tumor's growth."
"How much will you be able to slow it?" Lucas asked.
"I believe we can get him six months," Blanco said.
I couldn't believe my ears. "How long if we do nothing?" I asked.
"Maybe three months," he said. "This is a very fast growing cancer."
"So you're telling me you're going to cut open my son's head, butcher him, burn him with radiation, poison him with chemo so that he can live a miserable life for three more months?" I asked.
"You're not being reasonable," he said. "This is the standard treatment protocol."
"What's the non-standard protocol?" Lucas asked.
"I'm afraid this is the only option I can give you," Blanco said. "I'll start the paperwork to have him admitted right away."
"Could you give us a moment alone with Jonathon?" I asked. "We need to talk in private."
"Of course," he said. He showed us to a conference room and went out, shutting the door.
"Lucas, there's no way I'm going to let that man do those things to Jonathon," I said. "If he was telling us we had a fifty-fifty chance or something, I'd be all over it. He's going to make our baby's last months on earth a living hell. Let's take him home, get on our computers and find something that offers us some hope. I don't care if it's juice from a bug's ass, water from a spring or faith healers. This guy has nothing for us but torturing our baby for nothing."
"I'm with you," he said. "I've heard about treatments in other countries that aren't approved here. Anything would be better than this. He wants to cut Jonathon's head open, make him really sick for six months and then he dies. Let's get out of here.
I picked Jonathon up and we left. I don't know how long it took them to realize we were gone, but Chris called me in about an hour.
"Sin, what are you doing?" she asked.
"They told us that Jonathon had six months to live if we allowed them to butcher him, burn his brain and poison him," I told her. "Then after all that torment he's going to die anyway. We won't put him through that, Chris. We'd rather see him just quietly slip away."
"I understand," Chris said. "I don't think Blanco does. He'll probably call child services. Sinclair, you didn't hear this from me. If you say you did I'll deny mentioning it. I've heard of a clinic in Mexico that is using a new therapy that is reporting a lot of success with this kind of thing. It isn't approved here and probably never will be. I don't know the name of it, but you can find it on the internet. Check it out and give me a call. I wouldn't stay at home. Child services will try to either force you to take Jonathon to the hospital or try to take him away from you. You should go home, pack up and leave. Go somewhere they can't find you and give me a call."



That's exactly what we did. Brock, my father, owned a place just south of Columbus, New Mexico. It was several thousand acres, had a house and no one knew us there. We packed up our stuff in Lucas' truck and in two hours, we were on our way. We stopped in Deming and checked into a motel. We had a lot of work to do.
We got settled in, got food and we were on our computers. It took some digging but we found the place. A German doctor named Zerigski had been doing cancer research in Texas. He had isolated some compounds and done a lot of clinical trials. About two years into the trials, the FDA had shut him down. According to his data, he had been curing people, especially children, with brain tumors that the doctors had given up for dead.
I had a healthy skepticism about snake oil salesmen, but we had to try something. I wasn't about to let my child die without a fight. There were two more places that sounded promising. All three were in Mexico and I knew we needed to check them out.
Jonathon didn't seem to be any worse, so we drove down to the ranch the next day. Lucas called my father and he caught a plane to El Paso that night. I called Lilly and told her what was going on. She was nearly hysterical and she insisted on driving down to be with us.
In bed that night Lucas and I had a long talk. "Lucas, I'm so afraid," I told him. "Please, no matter what happens, don't stop loving me. I'll always love you. Help me fight for our baby."
"I'll love you until the day I die," he promised. "We're going to get through this, Sin. You just hang in there. We're in this together, and we'll make it through. Brock will be here tomorrow. So will Mom. We'll call the clinics and make appointments and get started beating this thing."
We made love and it was sweet and sad and life affirming. Holding my man and feeling his power and his love just drove me over the edge and I forgot about everything but the weight of his love, on me and in me. I came over and over until I heard him moan and felt him come, the hot cream soothing my pussy. We fell asleep, physically and emotionally exhausted.
We spent the next morning on the phone, arranging things, closing accounts, moving money and making appointments. We each received calls from Blanco's office and late in the afternoon, family services called. We didn't answer, but they said we should call them right away. We picked Dad up at the airport and by the time we got home, Lilly was there. I had always called her Mom, and that wasn't about to change now.
They fussed over Jonathon and walked in circles around each other like strange cats. They had never really gotten along. I never understood why. They were both amazing people. After a couple of hours of that, I had enough. "Mom, Dad, could I speak to you for a minute?" I asked them.
I took them into the kitchen and got us all coffee. We sat at the kitchen table and I read them the riot act. "I don't know what the hell is wrong with you two," I said. "It's going to stop, now! There's a little boy in there that's going to die if the people that love him don't do something about it. Do you love your grandson or not? Do you love Lucas and me? If you're going to act like a couple of elementary school kids, it's going to break my heart. Settle this and let's get to work." I couldn't help it. I burst out in tears.
They were both horrified, and they jumped up and came around to comfort me. They couldn't stop apologizing to me and each other. They promised that they were going to be the absolute rocks that I could depend on and that they would do anything for us. They hugged each other and me and apologized again.
Over the next three days, they were perfect grandparents and parents. They worked as hard as Lucas and I to get things ready for a trip to Mexico.
Family services kept calling and we kept not answering. We were packed and ready to go by Saturday night. We planned to leave Sunday morning and arrive at Zerigski's clinic Monday morning. Saturday night the house phone rang and Dad answered it. He talked for a while and his face went white. After he hung up, he came and sat down.
"Lucas, that was the sheriff," he said. "They know you're here. He was just giving me a heads up. He said they tracked you through your cell phones and they're coming in the morning to take Jonathon. What are we going to do?"
"We're going to leave now," Lucas said. "How long do you think it will take to cross the border?"
"Two hours to Antelope Wells," Dad said. "That's where I'd send you if time wasn't a factor. You'd be in the US longer, though. That would give them more time to get the word out. The road is better, but I'm going to say Puerto Palomas. It's twenty minutes. The road is going to be hell until you get to Los Trios, but it gets you out of danger quicker. I think you should leave now. Get down a couple of miles from the border and wait until after daylight. You'd look suspicious trying to cross now."
"Aren't you coming," Lucas asked. "It sounds like you're not coming."
"I think I'll stay," Dad said. "I'll hole up, make them think we're all still here. You call me when you're across and I'll let them in. That way they won't be notifying the Border Patrol until you're safely across."
Lilly looked at Dad with tears in her eyes. "Brock, I've misjudged you," she said. "You're a hell of a man, a hell of a father and a hell of a grandfather. I'm staying with you."
We all did our best to talk her out of that, but she was adamant. She told us we were just wasting time and we should be getting on the road. I knew that once Lilly got going there was no changing her mind, so I just started packing. We were gone by 3AM, and we found a little dirt road a few miles north of the border, just out of sight of the crossing. We drove along it until we were out of sight from the highway and parked. Jonathon had never awakened, and Lucas and I tried to get some sleep. I know I dozed, off and on, and I hoped he had, too.
I had the alarm set on my cell phone and it went off at seven. We struggled to get alert. We got out of the car and stretched, walking a bit and I told Lucas I needed to pee. He did, too, and he stayed by the car while I went off the road a bit. I came back and he used the "facilities," as he called them. We got back in the car and headed south.
All our passports were in order and we crossed with only a cursory once-over from the guards. The guards on the Mexican side asked us a few questions, but they didn't hold us once we told them we were going to the clinic for cancer treatments. I spoke fluent Spanish, and Lucas could muddle along. I lied a bit and told them the treatments were for me, but they didn't question it.
When we got far enough south to hit highway 2, I got enough signal to send Lilly a text, telling her we were safe. She texted back and told us that they were surrounded by the sheriff's department and family services, but they were going to let them in. We didn't hear from them for two days. When we did, they said they had been arrested and questioned. They were charged with interfering with police officers, but Dad thought the charges were going to be dropped. As soon as they could get back to the ranch and get packed, they were going to join us. Their passports hadn't been taken, so they could travel.
We started Jonathon's treatments the second day after we arrived at the clinic. It was a beautiful desert scene, and I thought that if nothing else, the whole bucolic setting would be good for us all. It was tough on Jonathon. He couldn't understand why he was being stuck with needles. That was hard on Lucas and me, too.
If you have never been in the situation, it is nearly impossible to describe. There lay the dearest treasure of my heart, tiny in his hospital bed, surrounded by nurses, crying out his pain and there wasn't a single thing I could do about it.
"Mommy, they're hurting me! Make them stop!" That cry tore at my heart and left it bleeding and broken on that clinic floor. There was no respite, no relief, no lessening of anxiety in sight. I knelt at his bedside and the only thing that kept me from breaking down was that I had to be strong for my baby.
"I know, Jonathon," I tried to comfort him. "You're very sick and the doctors need to give you this medicine to make you better. I have to let them give you these shots so you can get better. It will all be over in a minute." The words tore at my throat and I felt as if I were about to collapse.
Four-year-old boys do not understand pain now, so that there will be life later. It is impossible to make them understand. All we could do was show our love and concern, consoling ourselves with thoughts of the alternative.
Lilly and Dad arrived the day after his treatments started, and they stayed the entire time. I don't think we could have gotten through the ordeal without their support. This may be difficult to imagine, but that first month did things to us, changed us in ways that were unimaginable to us, previously. It harmed my relationship with Lucas. Both of us became irritable and on edge. The slightest thing set us off and we were at each other's throats. Lilly and Dad played referee until they were disgusted with both of us. They read us the riot act several times.
"Both of you need to get your heads out of your asses and act like decent people," Lilly told us. "There's a little boy in there that needs his parents acting like humans instead of Doberman Pinschers."
We both promised to do better, apologized and it lasted about two day. I was constantly exhausted, and I'm sure Lucas felt the same way. It made us extremely irritable and we got on each other's nerves in ways that were hard to imagine. We walked around like stray dogs with their hair bristling.
We never made love. One of us was always too irritated with the other for intimacy, or we were exhausted and only wanted to sleep. After three months, we were hardly civil to each other. Jonathon's prognosis grew better by the day, and the prognosis for Lucas and me grew worse. I seriously believe that had it not been for Jonathon, one or the other of us would have left. I think, in some twisted way, each of us blamed the other for our predicament. It wasn't fair, and it wasn't right, but we were hardly rational creatures.
I thought Lucas should spend more time with Jonathon. Lucas thought I should spend more time with him. It wasn't as if he was neglectful, but it seemed like every time there was a crisis, I was there, and he wasn't. As for spending more time with him, I was rapidly beginning to get angry at the sight of him. I came to the belief that illness or death had one of two effects. Either you pull together, stand together and come out on the other side, stronger than ever, or you crumble under the strain. I had never believed that we would be people who would crumble. I made efforts, believe me, I tried and I believe Lucas did, too. We would seem like we were working together well, and then one of us would do something that would set the other one off and we were at each other's throats again.
That's when Dr. Melissa Hardy entered the picture. She wasn't one of Jonathon's doctors, she specialized in breast cancer, but she often stopped by to see him. She was a very kind person and Jonathon loved her. I think it was partly because she never stuck him with needles, but from time to time, I would come back to his room to find her reading to him or putting together a puzzle or something. I have to admit that I grew very fond of her myself. I knew Lucas confided in her and they had become close, as well.
It was a shock to me when she showed up at the cottage on the grounds where we were living and exploded a bomb in my face. I had offered her a cup of coffee and we were sitting on the patio in the morning sun. I could tell she had something she wanted to talk to me about, but she was having trouble getting to it. Finally, I couldn't stand it any longer.
"Melissa," I told her, "I know you have something you want to tell me. Why don't you just get it off your chest?"
She laughed. "I'm that obvious, huh?" She tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear in what I had come to recognize as a nervous gesture.
"I've gotten to know you a little," I said.
"Okay, I'll just tell you," she said. "Sinclair, what are you planning to do about you and Lucas?"
"I guess I don't know what you're talking about," I said.
"Are you going to divorce him?" she asked.
That pissed me off. "My first inclination is to tell you that isn't any of your business," I said. "You're pushing your spoon in here where it isn't at all welcome. I'd ask you to leave and never speak to me about this again, but something tells me that this isn't idle curiosity, is it?"
"No, you're quite right," she said. "It isn't any of my business and I would never have asked you anything like this, but I feel like I need to ask. The reason is, I think I'm falling for your husband. God, I feel like such a miserable bitch. Here you are in all this pain and stress and I know it must be difficult for you beyond anything I can imagine. Let me explain. Will you do that for me, Sinclair?"
I wanted to scratch her eyes out, but I got a grip on my emotions. "I don't think I'm going to like this, but go ahead. I guess I need to hear it."
"Okay," she said. "I never intended for any of this to happen. You know I love your son. That's how it started. I would go in to see him and Lucas would be there alone while you were resting or eating or something. It was easy to see he was hurting. It's easy to see that you're hurting, too. At first, I just told him if he needed someone to talk to, I would be glad to listen. You know I made you that offer, too."
I nodded. She had told me, several times, that she would give me a shoulder to cry on. "Go on," I said.
"Well, you're stronger than Lucas," she said. "You never took me up on that offer. He did. At first it was all about Jonathon. He told me how worried he was, you both were. How you'd come to this place, how afraid he was. Then he began to open up about you. He told me about the strain this was putting on the two of you. He said you hardly speak and when you do it's usually to snap at one another. From that it progressed to him telling me intimate details. You don't need me to go into those. You know. One day we were in the chapel and he broke down. He was afraid he was losing you, that you didn't love him anymore. He was crying and I just thought I'd hug him and give him some comfort."
She took a deep breath and I could see that she was struggling for words. "So, you hugged him, and..."
"Well, it went beyond a hug," she said. "Before I realized what was happening, we were kissing. I was on fire and he had his hand in my blouse and I was tearing his shirt off."
It was difficult for me to contain my emotions. She was just as obviously having trouble with hers. There were tears streaming down her cheeks. "Why are you telling me this?" I managed to get out.
"Because I have to," she said. There was a catch in her voice and I could tell she was torn up inside. "Sin, I can't tell you how much I despise myself right now," she sobbed. "I am everything I hate in other people. Here you are, fighting for the life of your son. You're in such pain and anguish of soul and I'm like a vulture, swooping in to feed off the carcass. You have to believe me. I never, ever, wanted any of this to happen. I didn't set out to seduce your husband. I never, in my wildest imagination, thought anything like this could happen. I've heard thousands of lectures about getting involved with patients and I thought I was fireproof. Well, guess what, I'm not. I have human emotions, too. I got involved and I'm so very, very sorry. Can you ever forgive me, Sinclair?"
I sat for a moment, lost in thought. "Do you love him?" I asked. "Does he love you?"
"I have no idea," she said. "I can't love him in this situation. It would be inhuman. I can't think of anything I could do that would be more cruel to the two, no, the three of you. I think in another life, or if you intend to divorce him, yes, I would be. That's why I asked you the question. That's why I came to you. I couldn't live with myself another moment if I didn't. What are you going to do?"
"I have no idea," I said. "Does Lucas know that you intended to talk to me?"
"No," she shook her head. "I didn't tell him. This is between you and me."
I nodded. "Well, I suppose the first thing I need to do is speak with Lucas," I told her. "After that, I'll let you know."
She nodded and stood up. I got up to walk her out and she stopped, looking back at me. Suddenly she broke. She made a low moan and began sobbing hysterically, wringing her hands as her misery and shame rolled over her beautiful features. "Sin," she sobbed. "I'm so, so, sorry. Please, I never... never... I'm such a miserable bitch... Please Sin."
My heart broke for her. I went to her and took her in my arms. "It's okay," I told her. "I believe you, Melissa. I believe you. It's going to be okay. I know you didn't mean for any of this to happen. I won't say I'm not pissed as hell at you. You should never have gotten close enough for this to happen, but it did. You came to me, and that means a lot. You're a good person who made a terrible mistake. I forgive you. It's going to be okay."
I held her and she sobbed into my breast for a long time. Gradually, she calmed and her sobbing quieted. She looked up at me, those beautiful brown eyes full of tears. "Thank you, Sin," she said. "You're a very impressive person. You have a bigger heart than I could ever have. I would have scratched your eyes out."
I laughed. "That's exactly what I was thinking of doing when you started this," I said. "Is it too late to do that now?"
She gave a watery chuckle. "I can always come back later," she said. "Thank you, Sinclair. I'm so sorry."
"I know." I squeezed her one more time and she tangled her left hand in my hair, pulling me down so that she could kiss my lips. It was a long kiss and I started becoming uncomfortable.
She pulled away and there was the twinkle in her eye that I had seen before all this started. It had been missing for a couple of weeks. "Just teasing you," she chuckled again. "Regardless of how this turns out, can we have lunch sometime?"
I smiled. "Maybe, I'll let you know."
After she left, I sat alone in a chair and sipped a cup of coffee. What was I going to do? I've always been good at self-evaluation. I know myself pretty well. Was I angry? Yes, as angry as I've ever been in my life. I realized that I bore some fault here. I had been a bit of an ice queen while we had been here. I knew that. I could rationalize that it was because of the stress I had been under, and Lucas had been no better than I had.
If the situation had been reversed, what would I have done? I asked myself that question. Would I have found myself in a too-intimate situation with a handsome doctor? I decided I would never know. It's impossible to tell unless you're actually in the situation, but I thought not. I'm not the kind of person that needs to confide in others. I had Mom and Dad if I needed a confidante. Lucas had that, too, and he showed weakness of character in choosing Melissa.
Was it forgivable? Perhaps, if he could explain it to my satisfaction and show me why it was an aberration and not something that would ever happen again. We were in a high stress situation, but that's where character carries you through. When you're alone, in your darkest hour, character is all you have to depend on. His had failed. We'd see where we went from here.
I went and got Dad. He sensed right away that something was wrong. "Has something happened with Jonathon?" he asked.
"No, he's doing well," I said. "This is about Lucas and me, Dad. I just need you or Lilly to stay with Jonathon for a few hours until Lucas and I can work this out. I'll tell you about it, but not until there is a resolution. Can you live with that?"



"Of course," he said. "I love you, Sinclair. You're my daughter and I'll always do whatever you need me to do. You're the strongest, smartest, most loving person I know. I think you've lost your way a little bit. I understand why. I don't know how you've stayed sane. I admire you and I'll always love you. You do what you need to do and don't worry about this old geezer."
I hugged him and we went to Jonathon's room. Lucas was there and Jonathon was sleeping. He looked like a little angel, lying there in his Batman pajamas. His tumor had been shrinking to the point that it could no longer be seen on the scans and his vision and eyes were back to normal. Lucas looked up at us and I could see the weariness in his features. He looked beaten down and dejected.
"Lucas, you need to go with Sin," Dad told him. "Get some rest. Lilly will be by after a while and we'll take care of Jonathon."
Lucas nodded, kissed Jonathon on the forehead and we walked back toward our cottage. On impulse, I took his hand and we walked together. When we got inside I led him to the sofa and sat him down. I knelt between his legs and took both his hands in mine.
He gazed wearily into my eyes. "Lucas, do you still love me?" I asked him.
He stared into my eyes for long moments, then something broke inside him and he began to shake. Tears were streaming down his cheeks and he squeezed my hands until I could hardly feel them.
"God, Sin, I love you so much that I'll never be able to tell you," he said. "You know, don't you?"
I nodded. "Yes, I know."
"How?" he asked. "No, that doesn't matter. Sinclair, I'm afraid you don't love me anymore. You've been pushing me away; hell, I've been pushing you away. I know why, and I'm not blaming you. I've been doing the same thing. It's just Jonathon being so sick, having to go into his room every day and wondering if today is the day they'll tell us he's getting worse or the treatment isn't working. I know I promised you that I'd be strong and be there for you, but I'm not like you. You just seem to get stronger; the harder it gets, the stronger you get. I just get weaker. I'm so ashamed of myself. It makes me feel inadequate, like I'm not pulling my end and I know how stupid it is, but I started resenting you."
"You're wrong about me," I told him. "I may seem like that on the outside, but inside I'm terrified, scared and lately, I've felt all alone. I've felt like you don't love me anymore."
"That just makes me feel more ashamed," he said. "I'm your husband and I should be someone you can depend on to be there for you. It makes me feel weak and like I'm failing. I'm so sorry, Sin. I allowed something to get started that I had no business in. I felt like a failure, I still do, even more, and I was looking for something, anything, that would make me feel better about myself. I don't know how you can ever forgive me. I'm so sorry and I feel so rotten. I love you more than ever, but I'm lost and I don't know how to find my way back."
He couldn't go on. I pulled him up off the sofa and led him to the bedroom. We collapsed together on the bed and held each other as we wept; wept for our son, for ourselves, for all the pain of our lives. I cried myself to sleep and I suppose he did the same.
When I woke up, I was lying half over him, my cheek resting on his chest and he was sleeping. I watched him as he slept. I had no idea what we were going to do, how we were going to move forward, but I had hope. This was the man I loved. We may have lost sight of each other for a time, but I was committed. For him, for Jonathon, for myself and the other children I hoped to have, this was my life and I was going to claim it back.
I got up and walked over to the clinic. Mom was there and I told her I needed a few more hours. She nodded. "You look rested," she said. "Go do what you need to do. Brock told me."
I walked back to the cottage and Lucas was still asleep. I took a shower and walked naked to the bed. He was lightly snoring. I gently unbuttoned his shirt and exposed his chest. His pants were a bit more difficult and he stirred in his sleep. I managed to get them down on one side and gently pushed at him until he rolled over. I got them over his thighs and over his feet. I rolled him back over and crawled over him until I could reach him with my mouth. I slipped him inside and did my best to suck his cock off.
At some point, he woke up and I felt him pulling on my leg. I move astride him and the feeling of his tongue on my pussy, after the long dry spell, was divine. We spent the morning making up for lost time. We made love, slow and sweet twice and he fucked me like a man possessed the third time. We slept for half an hour and took a shower together. We still had some problems and a long way to go, but we were on the road.
We were talking and trying to work on our communication. He had explained what he was feeling well enough that I thought I understood. I wasn't at all happy about it, in fact, it broke my heart every time I thought about it. I just had to find the strength to fight through it. I believed that it had been the result of the extreme stress we were both under, a kind and sympathetic person and circumstances that just spiraled out of control. I never asked Lucas for the details and I didn't want to know. It didn't matter, in the end. His character had cracked and I believed it would never happen again.
I did have that conversation with Melissa and she was as supportive as I could imagine. She told me about how it had all happened. She was a doctor. Doctor's make people well. She had felt a call to do that before she even started medical school. Seeing Lucas falling apart had stirred some sense in her that she could make it better. She could just give him an outlet, someone to talk to, and it would help. As they grew closer, she wasn't even really aware that their relationship was changing. It had been a shock to her in that chapel, but she realized that she had feelings for Lucas that were altogether different than she had ever intended. She blamed herself and couldn't stop apologizing to me. I had decided to forgive her and we actually became very close friends. She stayed away from Lucas, even when he was with me, although Lilly and Dad said she visited Jonathon when Lucas wasn't around.
Jonathon continued to improve and finally Dr. Zerigski released him. He assured us that there was little likelihood of a relapse. In fact, he believed that there was no more likelihood of Jonathon having another brain tumor than there was for Lucas or me to have one. We left the clinic, six months after we arrived with a healthy little boy, a slightly damaged mother and father and two parents that had fallen in love.
Yes, Lilly and Dad were a couple. The most unlikely couple imaginable, but there it was. They seemed very much in love and as comfortable around each other and Lucas and me as I could ever have imagined. Jonathon was going back to the clinic at three month intervals for checkups for the first year, decreasing to six months after that, and finally, just the occasional visit to chart his progress.
We moved back to Dad's ranch and set about making our lives as much like before as possible. The worry over our son was always there, but time and no relapses faded it to a just a ghost of a whisper. Lucas and I were back, seeming to be stronger than ever. There was one thing we didn't factor: The Division of Family Services. They had a long and vindictive memory.
Lucas and I were doing well. We still had our moments of doubt and I had my moments of anger. It felt like there was something missing, but we were making progress and I could feel that we were on the brink of being back where we were. We just needed some little spark to bridge the gap. Jonathon's recovery removed the stress and we felt such a relief that everything else paled into insignificance.
We had been taking Jonathon to a local pediatrician. There were absolutely no problems and no sign of a tumor. At Jonathan's 18-month checkup, I had a project going on that I couldn't leave with my new consulting job and Lucas took him back to Dr. Zerigski with Dad going along. Mom and I stayed home and I was getting my project wrapped up. I hadn't heard from Lucas for two days, but I expected them back that afternoon.
Something was troubling me, but I couldn't quite put my finger on it. It was as if I'd forgotten something important, but what it was, escaped me. I felt like someone was watching me, but that was silly, because Mom was the only other person there.
Late in the afternoon, I saw a trail of dust coming down the road toward the house. I shouted for Lilly and she came out into the front yard to greet them with me. Jonathon leaped out of the Jeep before the dust settled and came running to throw himself on me. Lucas and Dad were getting their luggage out of the Jeep when four more clouds of dust came speeding down the drive toward the house. As they got closer, I could hear sirens.
Three state patrol vehicles slid to a stop in the yard and officers jumped out, weapons drawn and concealed themselves behind their vehicles. I could see the county sheriff's car parked back in the lane. Lucas came running across the yard toward Jonathon and me. I could see one of the officers following Lucas with his weapon. He was going to shoot my husband! No doubt, some cowboy type who was just itching for a notch on his belt. I gave Jonathon a shove toward Lilly and launched myself at Lucas. Something struck me in the back, just as I struck Lucas. He fell, with me on top of him. I couldn't move, for some reason. I could feel a deep burning pain in my chest, just above my right breast. I reached down to feel my chest and there was something sticky on my blouse.
I held my fingers up in front of my face and they were covered with something red. I heard Lilly scream and I knew no more.
There was blackness, cold and pain. I saw flashes, people in strange garb with masks over their faces, bright lights, and loud noises. Once I saw Dad, sitting in a chair against a wall with a bad painting hanging on it. He had Jonathon on his lap. I tried to speak and reach out to them, but the effort was too much and the blackness swallowed me.
I gradually became aware that I could hear. I heard voices speaking. One of them, I didn't recognize, but one was Dad and another was Lilly.
"Please, Brock, cut me a break here," the voice I didn't recognize said. "You've know me for 60 years. I called you and tipped you off that those Family Services dickheads were coming, for Christ's sake. I held them off until the kids were over the border and I wouldn't let the DA file charges against you. You'll bankrupt the department and we won't be able to do a thing. Next time the widow Banks over on Flat Top calls and the illegals are cutting her fences and stealing from her, we won't be able to help. No searches for people that get lost. You know I'm not a hard ass. I don't bother the weed smokers and the hookers or the tribes. You know I'm not the bad guy here."
I heard Mom's voice. "That may very well be, Gerald, but you brought the asshole with you that shot my daughter! He would have shot my son-in-law and likely killed him! Why? For saving their son's life? You've seen the medical reports! If they'd listened to that Blanco bastard, my grandson would have suffered horribly and been dead by now. You know we made him testify at the hearing. That judge laughed at him and threw him out of court. Your deputy shot my daughter for loving her son and trying to protect her husband!" Her voice got louder and louder.
"Lilly, I can't tell you how sorry I am about that," the strange voice said. "I didn't want Bayer there. I told you that. The only reason he was there is because that dickhead father of his insisted. He's got enough pull with the state patrol boys that they took him along. He was just supposed to observe. He was just a greenhorn that thought he was some kind of swat hero. I fired him, blackballed him and he'll never work in law enforcement again."
"Well, if that little girl in there doesn't get better, if she doesn't make a full recovery I'm going to bury the lot of you," Dad's voice was full of venom.
"Believe me, Brock, you couldn't feel any worse about her than I do," the stranger said. "That's one hell of a woman. I wish my girls were half the woman she is."
I tried to open my eyes and they worked. I could see Lilly, Dad and a man in uniform standing just outside the door. My arms wouldn't work, so I tried to call to them. I managed to get a croak out and their heads snapped toward me.
"Gerald, call Lucas, have him bring Jonathon," Dad barked at the man in uniform. I saw him get out his phone as Lilly and Dad flew across the room. Mom was petting my head and crying and Dad was hovering nervously.
"Can I get you anything, Sinclair?' he asked. "Do you know who we are? Do you need anything, sweetheart?"
I tried to say something but my mouth was as dry as the Mojave. I croaked a bit and Mom got the picture. "Get her some ice," she snapped.
Dad hurried away and came back with a Styrofoam cup full of crushed ice and a plastic spoon. He got a spoonful of ice and held it to my parched lips. The blessed coolness moistened my mouth and trickled down my dusty throat. It made me cough and a searing pain shot through my chest. The blackness came creeping back and I fought it, tooth and nail. It receded and I could feel the throbbing of my chest slowly fade.
"Brock, you idiot, you gave her too much," Lilly growled at him.
"It's okay, Mom," I managed to get out. "I need more."
She snatched the cup away from him and fed me ice in tiny bits and pieces. I felt better.
"How long have I been here?" I asked. Dad was kneeling beside the bed, holding my hand and his face level with mine.
"Three and a half weeks," he said. "God, we thought we'd lost you, baby."
"Well, you're not getting rid of me that easy," I told him. "What happened to me?"
"That asshole shot you, that's what happened to you," Lilly snarled.
"You threw yourself at Lucas when you saw that dickhead with Gerald was going to shoot Lucas," Dad said. "You knocked him out of the way, but the bullet hit you in the back. It came out your chest. It was touch and go there for a while. The doctors think you're going to be okay, now. You're going to have a couple of nasty scars until we can get them fixed. You're going to be okay, sweetheart. You just need to get some rest. Get some rest and we'll have you home in no time."
I gave him a weak smile and squeezed his hand. "I hurt," I told them.
"Here, honey, I'll call the nurse," Lilly said. She pushed a button on the rail of my bed and I closed my eyes. A nurse came in and Lilly told him I was in pain. He did something with another button and I felt the pain ease as I slipped away.
When I woke up again, Lucas and Jonathon had joined Mom and Dad. They noticed my eyes open right away and Dad fed me some ice. Lucas quickly took over when he saw what was going on and Lilly came and sat Jonathon on my bed.
"Mommy, are you okay?" he asked in a quiet timorous voice.
"Yes, Jon, Mommy is okay," I assured him. "I just need to get stronger and I'll be fine. I love you, Jon."
"I love you, too," he whispered. He held my hand as if I were going to slip away.
"You gave us quite a scare, babe," Lucas told me.
I smiled at him. "Yeah, I know. I'll be better soon."
He picked Jonathon up and gave him to Dad before shooing them out of the room. "I need to talk to Mom," he told Jonathon. They left, promising to be just outside and shut the door behind them.
Lucas pulled a chair over by my bed and sat down. He held my hand and just stared at me for a while. I saw tears begin to creep down his cheeks. "God, Sin, I don't know what to say," his voice was shaken. "You saved my life. You took a bullet for me. I don't deserve you; I know that. I will tell you something. No matter what it takes, no matter what I have to do, I'm going to spend the rest of my life convincing you that I was worth saving. I've always known what you were. From the moment I saw you across that table, I knew. I knew that if you'd have me I'd be the luckiest man alive. I am. I know that. From now on, I'm going to be convincing you that you made a good choice when you agreed to have lunch with me. I'm helplessly, hopelessly in love with you and I'm going to make sure you know that until the day I die."
My arm worked enough that I could reach up and cup his chin. "I never doubted you," I told him. "We sort of stumbled around there for a while. We're back now. Just let me get some strength back and we're going to be fine." He took my hand in his and kissed it. That boyish smile peeped out at me. "Now get me something to eat," I told him. "I'm starving."
He put my hand back on the bed, laughed and stood up. "That's my girl," he said. He went out and I heard Jonathon, Mom and Dad coming back, that dear little voice piping some question. My baby was okay, I was going to be okay, and we were going to be okay. I just needed a little rest. A sense of solace settled over me.
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This was a hard one to place. If you read it, you'll understand why. This is a long story and patience is required. I think you'll be rewarded if you stick around. Hope you enjoy, Randi
*****
I was in my last semester studying electronic engineering at Berkley and it had been a tough three years. I'm not really your typical nerd, but I fit a lot of the profile. The only difference was I was there on a football scholarship. I was pretty good in high school but not so good in college. I had good instincts and I was strong, but I was a step slow. I played middle linebacker and I was second string, but no NFL contract was in my future. I really didn't want one anyway. I had absolutely no aspirations for that. Football was a way to pay for college and that was it. I spent as little time on it as I could get away with, and spent most of my time trying to graduate at the top of the engineering school. I didn't get to the top, but I was close. My mom didn't make nearly enough as an RN to send me to Berkley and my sister to Carnegie Mellon, but grants, scholarships and working as a tutor every spare minute I had kept me in school.
I was about half-way through that last semester when I saw my advisor hurrying after me down the hall. "Dray, wait up for a minute," she called.
I stopped and waited for her to catch up. "Hey, Dr. Beiler, what's up?" I asked.
"Dray, I need to talk to you for a minute," she panted as she came up. "Do you have any tutoring openings?"
"Well, yeah; one of my guys flunked out last week. His parents pulled him out. He seemed to be more interested in partying, anyway. I guess that doesn't make you very confident in my tutoring abilities, does it?" I laughed.
"Don't be silly," she said. "I know how smart you are. I know you better than my own kids. I have a student that needs some help with her advanced math course. You can do this stuff in your sleep. In fact, I suspect you did the last class you took from me in your sleep. Can you fit her in?"
"Sure, anything for you, Doc," I told her. "Have her give me a call or drop by the tutoring center on Thursday."
I didn't think much more about it for a week and I had forgotten about it until Thursday. My phone rang and I didn't recognize the number. I don't answer calls from people I don't know. I hate to talk on the phone. My iPhone buzzed that I had a voice mail. I listened to it and an angry female voice reminded me that I was supposed to meet her at the center. Hell! I had forgotten.
I hurried over and got the shock of my life. Gloria Willis was leaning against a partition and she wasn't happy. I had never spoken to her, but I knew who she was. Everyone knew who she was. She was everyone's wet dream. She was this spectacular redhead. Her hair was this flaming mane that made you want to reach out and touch it to see if it gave off heat. It was down to the middle of her back and it bounced when she moved like it was in slow motion. She had the most amazing bright blue eyes you've ever seen and this clear milky skin that looked like it was translucent. A patrician nose, high cheekbones, a cupid's-bow mouth and a little pointed chin made a face that Titian would have died to paint. Then there was the rest of her.
She oozed sensuality. She had huge round breasts that looked like they were about to destroy her bra at every step. Her waist was small enough that it looked like you could span it with your hands and then she swelled out into wide hips and the roundest jiggliest ass that could be imagined. She was the person that every girl wanted to be and every guy wanted to possess. If you were interested in being popular and sought after, all channels went through her. She dated only the star athletes and top rich playboys on campus. She was constantly surrounded by a court of admirers and she looked like a queen with her royal retinue around her. Now she was someone I was supposed to tutor and she wasn't happy with me. Those blue eyes were ice cold and the look she gave me would have frozen polar bears.
"Miss Willis, I'm Dray Cabot," I said. "I'm sorry; I thought you were going to call if you needed help,"
"That wasn't my understanding," she said. "Can we just get started?"
I sat down at the table and asked to see her assignment. I started to explain it and when I asked her some questions I could tell right away she didn't have a clue.
"Have you been going to class?" I asked her.
"Yes, but it's just before lunch and I get a lot of DMs," she said.
She reached out and touched my hand. It felt like I had been tazered. Her hand was burning hot on mine. She gazed into my eyes and I felt like I was melting. "Dray, wouldn't it be easier if you just did the assignments?" she asked. My underwear were killing me.
"What the hell? Yes, that would be easier, but it wouldn't help you at all," I told her. "That's not what I'm here for. I don't do assignments. If you want me to help you, I'm in. If you're just here to try to scam me into doing your assignments for you by batting your eyes at me, I'll ask Dr. Beiler to get you someone that gives a rat's ass." I pulled my hand away.
She stared at me in shock for a minute and then just got up and walked out. I guess she must have had a novel experience. Maybe she was used to putting her spell on people and getting them to do whatever she wanted. She could probably have done that to me, too, except I knew those big blue eyes weren't for me and that hot little hand was just an empty promise on mine. She was so far out of my league she might as well have been on the moon, and I resented her trying to manipulate me like that. I had her in a dozen classes down through our time at Berkley and she had never even so much as looked at me before. I got up and went back to the dorm in disgust. I had forgotten all about the incident the next day at lunch. I was working on a project on my laptop and eating a Chick-fil-A sandwich at a table by myself. I felt a shadow fall across the table and I looked up. It was her!
Shit, I thought to myself. Here we go again. I closed my laptop, wrapped my sandwich up and stood up. I was walking away when I noticed she was following me.
"Look, Miss Willis," I said. "I don't know what you're selling today, but I don't want any. Isn't there some quarterback waiting for you somewhere?"
Those huge blue eyes filled with tears and became liquid pools. I felt like a real asshole for a minute. Then I remembered who this was and I turned away again.
"Why don't you like me?" I heard the sob from behind me.
"What?" I could hardly believe my ears. I turned around and tears were streaming down her cheeks. Jesus, this girl was good!
"Why do you hate me?" she asked. "You don't even know me. Why are you being so mean to me?"
"I know this must be a new concept for you, Miss Willis, but some of us are here to actually learn something," I said. "Some of us actually plan to get a job by studying hard and making grades. Some of us don't give a crap who you are or who you date or whether or not we're going to all the Greek parties. You wasted my time. Do you know how I buy shoes? I do it by tutoring people who want my help. I'm not some frat boy. I'm not some football player that wants to be seen with you on his arm. Do you understand?"
"That's not true, you are a football player," she said. "What makes you think I'm not serious about my education? What makes you think I'm just some bimbo that parties all the time?"
I guess she had a point. "Okay, I'm a football player. I don't know you, but what you suggested last night, putting your hand on mine, asking me to do your assignment; that's bullshit, Miss Willis."
"My name is Gloria," she said. "I'm sorry I asked you to do my assignments. Will you give me another chance?"
I was royally pissed off, but she had a point. "What, exactly, do you mean by another chance?"
"I want you to tutor me."
"Okay, but no more bullshit," I said.
"No more bullshit," she agreed.
"I'll meet you in the tutoring center at seven," I told her.
"I was hoping you'd come to my apartment," she said. "I hate that center. I feel stupid going there. It's like I'm some dummy you're teaching to count."
"Okay, but you'll have to pay for my time going and coming," I told her.
She agreed and gave me the address. "I promise you won't regret it," she said.
When I got to her place I was surprised. She lived in a huge apartment. She had three roommates and the place had four bedrooms, a huge living room and a really nice kitchen. Two of the roommates were there and she introduced me. There was a tall sultry blonde named Rhonda and a tiny little oriental girl named Tina. Gloria told me the other roommate was a guy named Tim and he had a night class. She ran the other two girls off and got out her books. I sat on the sofa and she came and sat beside me, putting her books on the coffee table and pulling it close so we could work. She really didn't have a clue what was going on and we had to go way back in the book to get to something she understood. I started catching her up and she amazed me. This girl was scary smart. If she had paid attention at all in class she would have all this stuff wrapped up. I would get half way through explaining something and she would pick up her pencil and finish it.
Advanced math; calculus and trigonometry, is mostly formulas and knowing the right formula to apply to a particular problem. She picked it up quickly and we caught up on two weeks' worth of stuff in one night. We worked until nine-thirty and we called it a night. She sat back on the sofa and stretched. Something hit me on the cheek and fell to the floor. I looked down and it was a button. I glanced at her and noticed the third button on her shirt had popped off. Her shirt was so tightly stretched across her amazing chest that the thread had snapped and I could see her white bra through the gap in her shirt. She hadn't noticed and when she leaned back down I picked the button up and handed it to her. She looked at it and giggled. That giggle made me very uncomfortable because my cock started to become uncomfortable in my pants. She smelled good, too. It was one of those Chanel scents and it fit her perfectly.
"Dray, do you have anything tomorrow?" she asked as she walked me to the door.
"Yes, I'm working from after I get out of practice at six, until nine," I told her.
"I'll pick you up at nine," she said.
"What for?" I asked.
"I'm taking you to The Cellar for pizza and a beer," she said. "They have a wood fired pizza oven and it's really good."
I didn't know what to say about that. "What... "
"Wear a shirt with a collar," she cut me off and shut the door.
I had no idea what this was about. She must have something in mind, but I couldn't imagine what it was. I was already tutoring her, so she obviously wasn't trying to get it for free since she had plenty of money. It was too deep a game for me, so I just decided to go along for the ride. My mind wandered in class the next day. It was Friday and I decided to skip my last class. I went to practice and dealt with the assholes there. For some reason, a lot of football players are huge douche bags. I guess it comes with the "high school hero" thing. The first string guys were usually pretty cool, but the upperclassmen that hadn't made first string were total tools. They made life as miserable as possible for the guys who were lower on the depth chart. There was one in particular, a jerk named Chance Chapman, whom I hated with a passion. He was the second string tight end, and he was always mouthing off to someone. He caught me on a bad day.
I was getting a drink and he turned off the pump. I flipped it back on and he did it again. I flipped it back on and stood in front of the switch so he couldn't get to it. He laughed and said something about nerds and engineers. I smiled and trotted back out on the field. The next play they called was a spider three Y banana, and he came across under the coverage. The quarterback hit him and I was waiting. I lit him up like a Christmas tree. I heard ribs cracking and I power slammed him, driving my shoulder into those broken ribs. He screamed and went out like a candle. The tight ends coach came running over screaming at me. "You son-of-a... "
I reached out and grabbed him by the front of the shirt. "Go ahead, finish that," I growled. His mouth opened and closed a few times and I shoved him away. I knew he didn't want to fuck with me. I was the second strongest guy on the whole team, and the other guy weighed 360 pounds. I'm pretty easy going, but no one with any sense wanted to piss me off. I could bench 225 pounds more than twenty-five times. They carried Chapman off on a stretcher and practice was over.
I had a freshman to tutor and I skipped supper. She was a cute little blonde named Alicia, and she was as smart as a whip. She didn't take many advanced science classes in high school, and she was struggling a little. She was going to be fine. I went back to the dorm and put on khakis and a polo shirt. I drank a bottle of some piss tasting sports drink and my phone buzzed. It was Gloria. "I'm outside," she texted.
I went down and she was sitting there in a bright yellow Jeep Wrangler. It was sharp. I'm glad she didn't ask me to drive. My 1969 Charger RT with the 426 Hemi ran and sounded great, but the interior and the paint were a little rough. I figured it was a small price to pay to drive my dream car. I climbed into the Wrangler and she was bouncing to Robert Palmer's "Simply Irresistible."
"Hey, Dray," she giggled. "That rhymes. You ready for some fun?"
"I don't know," I said. "Is this going to be fun for me?"
"Of course it is; you're with me, babe." She laughed and we spun out of the lot. She had the top off and that mane of red hair flipped in the wind as I grabbed the handle and held on. She drove way too fast, and I was a wreck when we pulled up at The Cellar. It really was in the basement and there was a really good smell wafting up the stairs along with the heavy bass beat of George Michael's "Faith" greeting us. She had grabbed me by the hand and she held on as we went in. There was a lined bar on the right past a group of those tall tables with bar stools on the left. There were half dozen booths in the back and she led me back to the only empty booth. Every head in the room turned to watch her and she threw back her hair and laughed up at me as we walked through the drool coming from the guys at the bar. She was smoking hot and she knew it. I had never seen a woman as sexually attractive as she was with all those eyes on her. I just felt like a fool. What was I doing there?
She motioned to a waitress and she came over. "What kind of beer do you drink, Dray?" she asked. "It's on me."
"Do you have Waldhaus Jubiläums Dunkel?" I asked the waitress.
"No, I don't think so," she said. "Isn't that a dark lager?"
I was impressed. "Yeah, just match that as close as you can," I told her.
"How about a St. Pauli Girl Special Dark?" she asked.
I nodded and she brought us two. "This is good, Dray," Gloria told me. "How did you get that name? I've never heard it before."
"My dad was a fan of obscure Science Fiction," I told her. "He read a series of books over and over and the main character's name was Dray. Why are we here, Gloria? What's going on? Are you trying to make someone jealous? Are you playing some kind of game with me?"
She looked hurt. "Jesus Christ, Dray, stop being such a prick. I want to get to know you. Why do you act like that's a crime?"
"Why? That's what I want to know. Why do you want to get to know me?"
She looked at me speculatively. "I don't really know. There's something about you. I've seen you around. I know we've had classes together and you've never spoken to me once. I'm curious. Is there something about me you don't like? Do you have something against gingers? Are you gay? Every guy I've ever met can't take their eyes off me, but you just act like I don't exist. Why is that? I wanted to ask you those questions, so I asked you out. You obviously weren't going to ask me, even when I put on that show with the button thing last night."
I laughed. "I don't think you quite asked me out, Gloria. It's more like you gave me orders, and I thought the button thing was an accident. You're a piece of work, kiddo."
"Ooh, I like pet names," she smiled up at me. "So, are you going to answer me?"
The waitress saved me by taking our order. We ordered our pizza and some wings and she went away. Gloria just looked up at me with those amazing eyes and waited expectantly.
"I'm not a masochist," I told her. "I don't tilt at windmills and I don't ask girls out who I don't think I have any chance of actually succeeding with. I don't know you, but I know about you. Everyone on campus knows about you."
"They don't know shit." Her eyes were flashing now. "Neither do you. What makes you think I wouldn't go out with you if you asked me?"
"Well, look at you," I said. "I know my limitations."
"That's just the problem with you and all the guys like you," she said. "You just look at me. That's all anyone ever does. They see my tits and my face and my ass and they never see anything else. The jocks and rich kids think I'm some kind of trophy. All they want is a fuck toy. The ordinary guys think I'm unapproachable and never ask me. I would have gone out with you in a heartbeat if you had ever asked me."
I knew my mouth was hanging open. I still wondered if she was playing some sort of game with me. Finally I collected my wits enough to speak. "I apologize, Gloria. You've got me pegged. I always saw you with some dickhead playboy or Greek president or big name jock and I just assumed that's the kind of guy you preferred."
She snorted. "That's the only kind of guys who ask me or talk to me. I'm more than tits, Dray."
"I know that," I said. "You're very smart. I suspect you did very well on the SAT, didn't you?"
"It was nearly 2000," she said.
"I figured as much. I could tell the way you were chewing up that math. What's your major?"
"It's biochemistry," she said. "I'm going to be an anesthesiologist."
"So, you're going to give people so many drugs they pass out?" I asked.
She laughed. "I guess that's one way of looking at it. What about you, Dray?"
"I'm an electronics engineer, or I will be when I graduate. I already have a job lined up in Austin, TX, working for a big aerospace company. I get my signing bonus in two weeks. Say, Gloria; would you like to go out with me and celebrate?"
She scooted over closer to me and held my arm. One of those big, round breasts was pressed against my arm and my underwear needed adjusting. "I'd like that a lot," she said.
Our wings came and we chatted like old friends while we ate. The pizza was as good as she promised and about halfway through she waved at someone who came in. It turned out to be her roommate Tim. He came over and sat across from me. Gloria introduced us and he shook my hand.
"Glad to meet you," he said. "I've been hearing all about you since last night. Gloria hasn't talked about anything else. I'm jealous."
"Are you two...? "
Gloria laughed. "No, silly; he's jealous of me. Tim's gay, in case you haven't noticed."
I choked a little on my beer and she frowned. "Do you have a problem with that?"
"Not at all," I said when I could speak. "He can be anything he wants to be. I don't give a damn. I'm not gay and as long as no one has a problem with that, we'll get along fine."
"Not even curious?" Tim smirked at me.
"Not even a little," I said. "I like gorgeous little Titian haired girls."
Gloria beamed up at me. "I know what that means," she said.
"I don't," Tim said. "What does that mean?"
"There was an Italian painter named Titian who painted women with red hair. That's where the name came from," I told him. "I'm surprised Gloria knows."



"I know a lot of things, buster," she said. "I'm not just a pair of tits, I told you that."
"Yeah, but you've got quite a pair," I laughed.
She cupped her hands under them. "You mean these little old things?" she batted her eyes at me. I swear, I could see her nipples spring erect and try to tear a hole in her shirt. I know my cock gave a lurch. In the next hour there were three more people who joined us, and we had to move to a table. By the end of the evening we were part of a group of a dozen. Gloria attracted people like flies to honey and we were the center of attention. She never let go of my arm the whole night. Several people were dancing and I worked my nerve up enough to ask her. She sprang up and took me out on the floor. We danced one song and then two different guys tried to cut in. Gloria nearly froze them to death. She was probably the best dancer I had ever seen. Dancing slow with her was like having sex with your clothes on. We danced another song and she wanted to leave.
"Gloria, it's okay if you want to dance with someone else," I told her. "I know I'm not your boyfriend or anything."
"Who told you that?" she asked. "If I wanted to dance with someone besides you I would have. Let's get out of here."
She gave me another hair-raising ride in the Wrangler and I noticed we were out by the bay. She pulled into a driveway and we were looking down at the Golden Gate Bridge."
"Where are we and why are we here?" I asked.
"This is the Presidio and we're here to cuddle," she said.
"Are we trespassing? Isn't this a military base?" I asked.
"No one will bother us," she said. "I know people."
How convenient, I thought. It must be nice to know people. She went to the back and rummaged around. When she came back she had a thick blanket and a pillow. She put them on the hood and leaned back on the pillow against the windshield. She patted the blanket beside her and I jumped up. She took my arm and put it around her neck under her head. She turned so that she was lying half over me with those huge pillows of her breasts crushed against my side and looked up into my face.
"Tell me about Dray," she said.
"There's not much to tell. I'm not that interesting."
She snuggled closer. "Why don't you let me be the judge of that?"
"Okay, I was born in Modesto and we lived around there all my life. My mom lives in Stockton and I have a little sister who is in college, too. She's a freshman and she's brilliant. I love my family more than my life. My dad died when I was ten from leukemia and my mom has been my best friend ever since. I got a football scholarship to come here, and I don't like football much. I want to do aircraft and military electronics engineering and I've got that job offer I told you about."
"Do you have a girlfriend?" she asked.
"No, not unless you're volunteering."
"I might," she nuzzled her cheek into my chest.
"I had a girlfriend all through high school," I told her. "When I was a junior here I found out she was sleeping with a friend of ours from high school while I was up here. She'd cut it off when I was home and the minute I came back they were at it again. I got rid of her."
"I'm sorry, I know how that must have hurt," she said.
"How could you possibly know that?" I laughed. "A man would have to be insane to cheat on you."
"Thanks, you're very sweet," she said. "That hasn't happened to me. I rarely go out with the same person twice. I've never really had a steady boyfriend."
"So tell me about Gloria," I said.
"I don't think you'd like her very well," she told me. "I'm different around other people than I am with you. I'm kind of a predator, Dray. I know why people hang with me. The boys all want to fuck me and the girls think I'll rub off on them. They're trying to use me and I use them instead. I'm pretty cynical. My parents are very wealthy and pretentious. They look down their noses at the little people around them. I'm pretty much like that, too, because I don't know any people like you. I have a little sister, too. She's very sweet and kind. You'd like her better than me. Her name is Cecilia and she's a freshman at UCLA. When I was in high school, I had a boyfriend, but he was a total dipshit. He ran with the same crowd I did and he was just someone to take me to things. I dumped him the day after we graduated. I have good grades here, except for the math thing you're helping me with. I'm going to medical school after I graduate. I don't know where yet. I'm thinking about the University of Texas," she smiled up at me. "I haven't really thought about that, but you said your job was in Austin."
I laughed. "What do you like to do?"
"I like horses," she said. "I ride and jump. I like skiing, mostly water. I like books and clothes. What can I say, I'm a girl. I like board games and fast cars. I like sex. I mean, I like it a lot. I'm being totally honest with you here Dray. I like to fuck and I do it a lot. I'd prefer to find someone I love and want to be with long term, but I'm not waiting around for that. I like romance and I'll fuck anyone who interests me, male or female. If I find that special guy, I'll be his for life. I haven't found him yet, but I'm hoping. Are you interested in that Gloria? If you aren't, I'd like to be your very good friend."
"Are you sure you aren't playing some game here, Gloria? Is this some bet you're settling? Do you have cameras hidden in the bushes? Why would you be interested in someone like me?"
"Well, it started because you weren't interested in me. I was curious. I'm kind of starting to see why. You're completely comfortable in your own skin, aren't you Dray?"
"Well, yeah. I guess I am. I like myself, Gloria."
"I like you too," she whispered. "I think you sell yourself short. You're tall, very muscular and ruggedly handsome. I think you'll always be a hunk, even when you're old. You aren't pretty or cute, but you have that look about you that says you're confident and know what you want. You have that crooked smile and very good teeth. I think most girls would fuck you in a second, but you don't want that, do you?"
"I like sex as much as anyone," I told her. "I'm kind of waiting for that special person, too. I go out with girls and sometimes I sleep with them, but only if I'm looking for that and only if we understand no one's going to get hurt."
She climbed up on top of me. "I want to kiss you," she said. She pressed those incredibly soft and luscious lips to mine and we kissed for a minute. She drew back and then she attacked me. I swear, she tried to give me a tonsillectomy right there on the hood of that Wrangler. She was panting when she drew back and I could see all that wildness in her eyes. This was an incredibly passionate woman. I could tell that anyone that was on the receiving end of all that energy was going to experience something that few men ever see. She hooded it and the light in her eyes smoldered.
"Will you sleep with me?" she asked.
"No," I answered.
"That's what I thought." She nodded. "Why not?"
"Because someone would get hurt," I told her. "I couldn't just sleep with you once, Gloria. I could only be with you on a permanent basis. You're not ready for that, are you?"
"No, you're right," she said. "I can't be with you now. I can tell that if you fucked me I would want more, but I wouldn't be able to be what you need. That would hurt you and it would destroy me. Can we be friends?"
"Best friends, if you want that," I told her. "Just not lovers."
"Can we flirt? I'll let you play around with me. I love foreplay," she said. "I think I can handle that. Maybe we'll warm up for the big event someday."
"No, I would want more," I told her. "Just friends, okay?"
"Will you go out with me? Stuff like tonight?" she asked.
"I'd like that. I'm still getting to know Gloria and I like her a lot," I said.
We were seldom apart after that. She became my best friend, and I think I was her only real friend. We went everywhere and did everything together. She dated and I know she fucked some of the men she went out with. She wasn't really promiscuous, but all that sensuality couldn't be contained. It bothered me a lot, but she set me up with friends of hers for dates and I was dating a lot prettier class of women than before I met her. I went from nobody to the man every woman on campus wanted to go out with overnight. It was a shock to me, but that was the force of her personality. We were becoming closer and closer.
She spent the night with me lots of times and I held her while she wept when her mom died. She had breast cancer and I went to the funeral with her. Gloria was really sad after that for a couple of weeks and she stayed with me the whole time. After we graduated we stayed close, and when I left for Texas for my new job she turned up two months later. She made good on that idea of going to the University of Texas. I was doing well on the job. I had thought of a way to pack twice the number of processors onto the same card and I patented it. When the company found out about it they gave me a big promotion and bought the patent. I was suddenly and unexpectedly wealthy. I don't mean a hundred thousand wealthy. I was making more in a month than I had made in all my life before and the patent netted me seven figures.
She stayed with me for two weeks while she looked for a place. We found her a nice apartment and she moved there. She stayed for six months. Her lease was up and she called me and asked me out to lunch. We talked and I could tell she wanted to tell me something but couldn't quite get it out.
"Gloria, I can tell something's wrong," I told her. "I've got to get back to work and you aren't going to have time to tell me. Do you want to come over for dinner and tell me?"
She kissed me. "Yes, Dray. I do have something to tell you, but it's hard. It may take me a while. Can I spend the night?"
"Of course; mi casa es su casa," I told her. "I'll see you tonight."
She was there when I got home. She was watching some goofy comedy show on MTV2 and she had already showered and changed. She kept clothes at my house because she spent the night so often. She had on a blue Tweety Bird nightgown that was just a long t-shirt. Her long, glorious legs were bare and tanned and she plainly didn't have on a bra. I ordered pizza and we drank Samuel Adams Bock beer and watched a movie on HBO. When the movie was over she muted the TV and pulled her legs up under her like women can and men can't. Females are the flexible sex. She turned to face me.
"Dray, I think I'm ready now," she said.
"Ready for what, babe?" I asked.
"I'm ready for you to make love to me," she said. "I've known you nearly a year. I love you. You're my best friend and you're the best friend I've ever had. You like me because I'm me. Sure, you ogle my tits all the time, but you don't paw me. You never make a pass at me. You just like me. I'm not used to that and it's been making quite an impression on me. My feelings for you haven't changed since I met you. I wasn't good enough for you, but I've loved you since that night on the Presidio. I think I've grown up and I'm ready to make that commitment. Do you love me, Dray? Are you in love with me? I'm sure as hell in love with you and it's going to break my heart if you don't love me. I want to be yours. I want you to be mine," she started to cry. "I've never felt like this before and I'm miserable with wanting to be with you. Say something, dummy!"
"I'm kind of in shock here," I told her. "I do love you, Gloria. I'm like you. I loved you that first night and I still love you. I have to tell you, though, I'm still not sure about this. I know I can be with you, but can you be with me? That's the question. It was never about me. I know how you affect people. Men are going to be hitting on you all the time. Can you do it, Gloria? Can you be faithful?"
"If you're mine, I can," she wept. "I know how I am, too, but I swear to God, Dray; I love only you and I'll be only yours if you let me."
"We don't have to do this, Gloria. I'll love you if we don't, but I have to warn you; if you and I do this, it's a one shot deal. You know that, right?"
"Yes," she nodded. "I know. I get so jealous when I see you with other women, Dray, even the ones I set you up with. I know you must be feeling that, too, and I swear I'll be the best girlfriend you ever had. You know I'm going to still be me. I like the hunt, you know that. I like making men dream about me. I like winding them up. It makes me hot and wet. But I want you to know that when I do that it's only going to be winding me up for you. You can watch me at first if that's what it takes to get your trust. I think I can make you comfortable. You're going to see that I'm only for you. I'll come home to you and I'll be so horny I'll fuck your brains out. I want to do that right now. Can I be your girlfriend, Dray? My lease is up. Can I live with you?"
"Yes, we'll do that," I said. "There's just one thing though."
"What?" I could see the doubt in her eyes.
"I'll be right back," I told her. I went into the bedroom and came back and knelt in front of her. Her eyes went wide and her lips made a little round O. I took out the ring I had bought three months before. "Gloria Willis, will you marry me?" I asked her.
She squealed and tackled me to the floor. "Yes, oh yes, oh, thank you God and Jesus. I will, I do; all of that. I'm going to rape you now Dray." She proceeded to do just that.
I knew she was a goddess. She exuded sexuality from every pore of her body. There was something about her that just screamed fertility. Those huge breasts, her big round ass; those wide hips, her flaming mane of hair, those huge blue eyes, the face that looked like it belonged in a makeup add, her full, luscious lips; everything about this woman was just primed to make all the cocks in any room stand up to attention. That was with her clothes on, and she didn't dress that provocatively. I picked her up and she was a solid chunk of muscle in my arms. She was a big girl, probably close to five-ten and 130 pounds. Most of that was packed into those huge tits and her very muscular ass. I sat her down at the foot of the bed and she locked her arms around my waist and her lips to mine. I'd kissed her lots of times but since the first time she'd kissed me, there had never been anything like this.
I looked in her eyes and there was a fire in there that could have burnt down the world. It consumed my soul and I knew this woman was the other half of me. I was going to love her for the rest of my life and the rest of the world could go to hell. She pulled me backward to the bed and I knelt between her thighs. She was frantically pulling that nightgown off over her head.
"God, Dray," she gasped. "I need you inside me, babe. We can play later, but you've got to fuck me now. I've been burning up inside for a year and I need you inside me so bad!"
I felt the urgency, too, and she was trembling under me as we slid up on the bed. She reached down to grasp me and pulled me up into all that moist heat. She was dripping wet and ready. I'm not one of those guys that compares cocks, but either she was really small down there or she hadn't expected me to be very big. I knew she'd fucked around a lot, but she was so tight that if I'd been claustrophobic I'd have had a panic attack.
"Oh, God, Dray; slow baby! I haven't done this since I've been in Texas. I've never had anything like that, either. Well, I had a really gigantic one once, but I hated it. It just hurt. You're too big for me so you're going to have to be really patient. I'll take it all but you have to go slow or you'll hurt me. You're so thick you're really stretching me."
"I'll never hurt you," I told her. "I swear to God that pain in your life is over, Gloria. I'm going to make this good for you. Have you really not fucked anyone since you've been here?"
"Yes," she groaned. "I needed to see if I had grown up enough to just be yours. It was very hard for me. This is the longest I've been without fucking someone since I was sixteen. I've been burning up, but I passed my test and I kept myself for you."
I was so happy I wanted to cry. With the head of my cock inside her the terrible urgency seemed to vanish and I pulled out, kneeling back between her legs. Her little pink pussy was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen. Well, I reconsidered when I saw those two huge mounds on her chest. I had to get my hands and mouth on those amazing pillows of hers. I slid up over her, kissing as I went until I got to her forehead. I looked into her eyes and they were blazing up at me. I began to explore her and it was a fantastic journey. She had little diamond studs in her ears and when I nibbled my way down and took one between my teeth, tickling behind it with my tongue she groaned. That seemed to be a trigger for her and I nibbled on the other one. She exploded, thrusting herself up under me and she screamed. I think they could have heard her at the state capitol. She shook and writhed under me as I kissed her lips and down over her neck. She kept quivering and little shock waves kept sweeping through her amazing body. She went off again when I got to that little hollow over her collarbone and again when I took one fat nipple between my teeth.
"Yes, bite me, Dray," she groaned. "Bite my nipple, babe. Oh my God, you're driving me crazy! That's it, babe, just like that!"
I worked those amazing breasts with every fiber of my being. I had never seen such amazing breasts. You occasionally see some porn star with really huge fake tits, but these were all Gloria and now they were all mine. I knew she wouldn't have implants and her breasts were so soft and so firm all at the same time I just couldn't get enough. They were milky, creamy white and silky smooth with pink nipples that spiked up three quarters of an inch from surprisingly small pink areola. They were the most beautiful mounds of femininity I had ever imagined. I have a good imagination and I had pictured in my head a million times what they would look like and feel like. My imagination was a paltry thing before the beauty under my lips.
As I loved those amazing breasts she would shiver and mini-orgasms kept flashing through her until I just had to taste here pussy. I kissed my way down over her belly, lingering over her navel before finding the treasures below. She was a genuine redhead. There was a small strip of flame in an arrowhead shape just over her mons and the rest of her was gloriously and beautifully bare. I pulled on a little curl and she giggled. I could smell her heady aroma before I ever left her navel and it was intoxicating. This was one horny girl and she smelled like some floral soap with all that clean delicious girl smell mixed in there. There was a faint musk and it grew stronger as I opened her up. Her juices were running down making her glisten, and I knew the sheets were going to be toast. I nibbled her thighs, reveling in the feel of her smooth, muscular legs. It is nearly impossible to describe how she felt. She was very firm, very muscular, but there was this outer softness like velvet covering steel. She had definition without losing that kitten softness, and the feel of her under my lips and hands made it hard to breathe.
I let her feel my teeth and the groans and shudders told me she liked it. I moved up and gave her pussy lips a swipe with my tongue. She bridged up off the bed to meet me, and I slipped my tongue inside her tight little hole. She exploded again and her cries were jumbles of incoherent words as I worked each lip over, laving each labium with all the love for her I had in my heart. This was my best friend in the whole world, now my fianceé and my lover. This was the woman I was going to spend the rest of my life with and I was going to make sure she knew how I felt about her. I had been ignoring her little clit, that gorgeous little pink bump, but she was demanding that I pay it some attention. Her fingers slid into my hair and she pulled me up, directing my mouth onto it. I teased it with the tip of my tongue for a while until she pulled at me harder. When I sucked it into my mouth and lashed it she went wild, bucking and humping against me until I could hardly keep contact. I grasped her ass cheeks firmly and held her in place as she screamed my name over and over. When I felt her start to come down I went back to her pussy lips and fed first one finger, and then two, inside her wetness. I stretched her, preparing her for something bigger, and fucked her with my fingers. She came three more times as I found and manipulated her G spot, her pussy contracting tightly around me as her walls fluttered and grasped at the invaders.



She was flushed all over her body, slick with her sweat and trembling with her excitement. She begged me to stop. "Dray, Dray, please; you're killing me. I need to rest a minute. Please, babe; I need to rest! Dray!" some note of desperation rose in her voice. "Please, I can't come anymore! Come up here and kiss me, please Dray!"
I let her coast to a stop and crawled back up to hold her in my arms. She was still shuddering wildly and gasping for breath. She went limp and I think she passed out for a minute. I caressed her breasts and her face, kissing away some stray tendrils of that flaming hair from her forehead. She opened her eyes and looked at me. All that energy was directed at me and I could see the wildness in her eyes. She was on fire and she suddenly began to cry. I held her while she sobbed for a minute.
"Gloria, are you okay?" I asked her.
"Oh, my God yes!" she breathed. "I love you, Dray Cabot! I love you, I love you, I love you! You know I've been with men and I've been with women, but I've never been with anyone that made me feel like that. God, Dray; I feel like I'm just becoming something I never thought would happen. I'm so in love with you I feel like I'm in danger of losing myself. Please, Dray; don't ever leave me! Never let me go. I'm so open and so in love with you. If you hurt me it will kill me. I've never, ever, given myself to anyone like this. I've always been in perfect control and made people dance to my music. I can't do that with you and it scares the shit out of me."
"I'll never let you go and I'll never hurt you," I promised her. "I know how you feel because I feel the same way. The difference is, I'm really scared because I know you. You're never like that with me, but I've seen how you operate and I know you like the hunt. You're an apex predator and you'll always be that. Promise me you're not going to drift away from me now that you have me."
She looked up at me with hurt and anger in her eyes. They softened as she saw the fear in mine and she pulled me down and kissed me fiercely. "That's never going to happen," she breathed against my lips. "I'm yours forever. Never doubt that. I am what you said, but it's just a game to me. You're the end of the game. At the end of the day, I'm yours and only yours. Fuck me now, Dray."
"No, I'm going to make love to you, Gloria," I told her. "I'm going to do that several times, then I'm going to fuck you a couple of times. We're going to take a shower and then I'm going to make love to you again."
She chuckled. "That's exactly what I want."
She moved her powerful hips and pulled me into place. A groan escaped her lips as I sank into a wet cauldron of fire. Gloria burned with a hotter fire than other people and she always felt to me like she was running a fever. It took a while for her to get used to having me inside her, but when she did she became wild. She came easily and often, and we made sweet, passionate love for a very long time. I came in the first five minutes but being inside this fantasy girl kept me rock solid and we just kept going. She was everything in bed she looked like she would be. Her pussy was wet and tight and she knew everything there was to know about how to use it. She was very vocal and very loud and she screamed when she came. I don't know how many times she came, but I know I did four times that night and one more time in the morning when she woke me up with her mouth sliding up and down my cock. She sucked as well as she fucked, and it was the best blow job of my life. She had absolutely no inhibitions with me and she swallowed every drop of my cum, showing it to me on her tongue before swallowing it down. She laid on top of me and kissed me.
"Is that okay?" she asked. "I know some guys don't like to kiss after a blow job."
"I'll kiss you whenever I get the chance," I told her. "Have I told you yet today that I love you, Gloria?"
"Yes, but you can tell me as many times as you want," she giggled. "I'll never get enough of that. Get up, lazy, and feed me. I'm starving."
My cock was raw and she had that walk that women have when they're sore: tentative and slow. "Jesus, Dray; you've worn me out," she complained. "I didn't think it was possible."
I took her out for breakfast at Cracker Barrel, and she pressed herself against me the whole time, as if she was staking out a claim. It was Saturday, and we spent the day cuddling on the sofa. We talked about everything and nothing. Gloria was one of the most interesting people I'd ever talked to. She knew a lot about things that you would never have expected. She also had decided opinions about most of them. Her opinions were informed and well-reasoned, and we had friendly arguments about lots of things. She went and got Chinese takeout and when she got back I was reading. She got forks and we sat on the sofa and ate.
"Wha'cha reading, babe?" she asked.
"It's a book by a man named Ludwig von Mises called Human Action," I told her.
"Sounds heavy," she said. "What's it about?"
"Praxeology," I said.
"Well, I kind of know what that word means," she said. "Explain it to me."
"It means that people do things deliberately, not just by instinct. Since they do, they must prefer those actions. It's mostly about economics."
We had a debate about that. Politically, she was a little to the right of Fox News. She was all law and order, pro-military and very much a capitalist, but she had no concept of personal liberty or individual rights. That was surprising to me when I first found out. For someone who smoked weed all the time, which she did, and slept around like she did, I had expected her to be some kind of flaming liberal. She wasn't, and it was a bit of a shock. It took her a while to get where I came from.
I distrust all things that impose restraints on free will. I told her I could only endorse one principle. The individual should be free to do anything that pleases them so long as it didn't harm anyone else, and should live with the consequences of their behavior. She argued vociferously against that principle for a while. She wanted laws to regulate everything she didn't like that people did. I pointed out the hypocrisy of that with regard to the drug laws and her own personal choices. Overnight she switched sides, and started reading Murray Rothbard and Ayn Rand. Her mind was so amazingly flexible that I fell in love with her all over again. Like she said, she wasn't just a pair of tits. She had an amazing mind and personality, as well.
She wanted to call her sister and Dad and tell them the news right away. She left a message for her father to call her and spent nearly an hour on the phone with her sister. About nine in the evening her phone rang, and it was her father. I had never met the man except at her mother's funeral, and we hadn't spoken, but from what she had told me I wasn't looking forward to the experience. She answered the phone and after a little chit-chat she told him that I had asked her to marry me and she had said yes. Apparently, she wasn't pleased with his reaction.
"What the hell is the matter with you, Daddy? I thought you'd be happy for me!" she said. "So what? He's the man I love and I'm going to spend the rest of my life with him so you'd better get used to it! No, stop! If you expect to have any relationship with me at all you better never say that again! You need to calm down and think about what you're saying. When you can behave like a real parent, give me a call."
"What was that all about?" I asked.
"I have no idea," she said. "He was being a prick. He's always been a prick, but this was something special. He actually asked me if I was going to throw myself away on a mechanic!"
I was a little irritated but I tried to calm her down. I pulled her down on my lap and held her tightly. "It's going to be okay, kitten. He just needs to get used to the idea that his princess is marrying the frog," I told her.
She ruffled my hair. "Thanks, babe. I guess maybe that's it. Cecilia says he's changed since Mom died. She wouldn't really talk about it, but I think she's afraid of him. You're no frog though. I'm the frog, here. I didn't like what I was turning into before I met you. I was kind of turning into a female version of him. I don't know how Mom put up with him all those years. He cheated on her constantly and I think he abused her. She always had 'accidents' where she would be bruised, but she just hung in there."
"Jesus, Gloria, I never knew any of that. I'm glad we're here and he's there."
"Yeah, me, too." She shook that mane of hair. "I worry about Cecilia though. I want to go out tonight and show off my ring, Dray. Take me dancing."
We cleaned up and she rummaged around in what had been her closet in the spare bedroom. When she came back in she had a little black dress in her hand and clean underwear. She stripped and I almost threw her on the bed and took her right then.
"No, you bad boy!" she laughed. "You'll get that tonight when we come home. Help me with my bra."
She didn't have a dainty lace number. It was one of those substantial, heavy duty things that looked very uncomfortable. I asked her about it.
"I have big tits," she explained. "Unless you want them hanging around my knees by the time I'm thirty, this is what I have to wear. They hurt my back if I don't wear a good bra. If you want a girl that looks like a little boy, you better propose to someone else!"
"No, I'm quite happy with my porn star fianceé," I laughed. I gave them a squeeze and she sagged a little against me.
"Stop that and take me dancing," she moaned.
We went to eat and then I took her to a club. It was difficult. How do you cope with being with the girl everyone in the club wants? I know, right? What a problem to have! We got a drink and talked for a few minutes before she pulled me out on the floor. The problem was, I have two left feet. I'm athletic and strong, but I can barely tap my foot in rhythm to music. I wanted to make her happy, but she needed a better partner. There was no shortage of men ready to fill that role. Every eye in the house was on her, and I soon discovered that all she had to do was go onto the floor by herself and start dancing. She had told me she wanted to be a dancer until her boobs destroyed the dream of ballet. I could see she was good right away. As soon as she got out there twenty guys got up and headed her way. The lucky guy that got there first said something to her and she was off to the races.
She looked over at me, raised an eyebrow and I nodded. She gave me that million candle power smile and I watched her. I decided my job would be making sure she had a drink when she came back to our table and chasing away the really aggressive partners. I felt good. There was a goddess out there on the floor that every man in the club wanted and every girl hated. She danced with them and let them rub up against her and played them like fish on a line. She refused to dance two dances in a row with anyone, and if the song ended with no one in line for the next one, she came back to our table and sat that one out with me. Every time she molded herself against me like a second skin and her mouth was all over me. Her eyes were shining with delight and this was Gloria in her element. I loved watching her out there. She moved like a big cat and that smoking hot body and face just glowed. She loved the hunt and I loved watching her prowl. She worked her partners like a fine instrument and she was going home with me. I realized that my chest was about to burst with pride. She was the most amazing thing I had ever seen, and she was mine.
I'm sure every single guy she danced with thought he was in for the night of his life. Every one of them was the sole undivided object of her attention as long as the dance lasted, and that attention was as close to heaven as they were ever going to get. I sat and watched her for two hours, and I decided this was the spectator sport for me. I drank a lot of good bourbon and she drank margaritas. At one, she came off the floor and sat beside me for a minute. She drank the last of her margarita and sat back in her chair. I held her hand and she pulled it down, sliding it between those silky thighs to cup a dripping pussy. I eased a finger in and she leaned those massive breasts against my arm.
"Take me home and fuck me," she whispered in my ear.
Hearts broke all over that club when she went out on my arm and I knew I was the luckiest guy alive. She practically raped me in the cab home and when we got there she was stripping off her clothes before we got off the elevator. She gave me the hottest fuck of my life, three times before she wound down.
"This is going to be the rest of your life," she told me; purring like a kitten and lying half on top of me as our heartbeats slowed. "This is exactly what I've dreamed about since I was a little girl. You're my perfect man, Dray."
"You're my perfect woman," I told her. "You will never understand how happy I am, Gloria."
"Of course I will, silly man," she said. "I'm even happier than you."
Waking up with a naked Gloria in my arms was like waking up to discover you've won the lottery. We had slept together lots of times, but it was always just as buddies and with whatever she slept in, usually a long t-shirt of some kind. Naked Gloria was a whole new ball game. I made love to her before I left for work in the bed, and then fucked her in the shower.
"I'm going to feel you leaking out of me all day," she said as she kissed me goodbye. "I want this every day!"
She was going to kill me. I'd never had sex so many times in a weekend in my life. What a way to go, though. I wasn't worth a shit at work that day. I could hardly wait to get out of there and get back to Gloria. She had classes until five, and by the time she got home I had dinner ready. It had to wait, because when she came in I had to have her before we ate. I don't think she had ever been with anyone who matched her sexual appetite, and I think it was a pleasant surprise to her. We sat next to one another at the table and she ate naked and heartbreakingly gorgeous with her thigh and one big breast touching me the whole meal. She cleaned up the dishes while I puttered around on the internet on my laptop. I showed her a funny video and we spent an hour chasing other videos and giggling together like junior high kids.
Her phone rang and I could see a cloud passing over her face as she talked. She was in the kitchen, so I only heard snatches but she was arguing with someone. She was pissed off when she came and plopped down on my lap. I played with her nipples while she told me what was going on.
"Daddy and Cecilia are coming here," she said. "He wants to meet you. I told him he didn't need to do that, but he's coming anyway. I'm sorry, Dray. Shit, I can't believe him! Do you mind a whole bunch?"
"It's okay, kitten," I kissed her. "We'll be fine. I'd really like to meet Cecilia."
"Don't be getting any ideas, buster!" she said. "She's gorgeous, but you're mine!"
"Yes, I am," I said. "And you're mine. In the words of Metallica, 'Nothing else matters'."
"You're right," she said. "Let's go get in the hot tub."
She picked her dad and Cecilia up at the airport, and when I got home she had cooked dinner. It was one of the most unpleasant dinners I'd ever had. Her dad was a real piece of work. His name was Robert Willis III, with an emphasis on the III. He certainly didn't want to be called Bob. He was a big florid guy with iron gray hair and a nasty tongue. I swear, he actually looked at his hand after we shook like he was afraid I had soiled it. He was condescending and arrogant and a total asshole.
Cecilia, on the other hand, was as sweet a girl as I've ever met. She was very like Gloria. She was tall and slender. Her breasts weren't nearly as big and she had slim hips but her face was absolutely stunning and she looked like she had just stepped of some fashion runway. If I hadn't already been in love with her sister I would have attempted heroic feats to get her attention. This was a girl to die for. She had a low husky contralto voice that was positively sultry, and the biggest green eyes I've ever seen. Her hair was that same mane Gloria had, but it was jet black with hints of auburn. She had freckles and the same white creamy skin as her sister. She was going to college to be an architect and I could tell by talking to her that she was brilliant.
They were staying in a hotel out by the airport, but Gloria changed that right away. "Cecilia, you're going to stay here with us," she insisted. "Daddy, we don't have another bedroom so you'll have to stay at the hotel but Cecilia is staying with us."
He blustered around for a while, but she wasn't having any of it and he finally gave in with bad grace. We followed him back to the hotel and Cecilia got her stuff. Those two girls chattered like magpies the whole ride and when we got home, they just kept it going. I had to go to work the next day, but Gloria was skipping school and they sat up and talked while I got ready for bed. I had just turned the light off and rolled over into my pillow when the door opened.
"Dray, are you asleep?" Gloria asked. "I need to talk to you. We need to talk to you."
I sighed and turned on the bedside lamp. Gloria came and sat beside me and patted the bed in front of us for Cecilia to sit down. She looked a little scared, but she came over and climbed up on the bed, sitting with her legs crossed and her chin in her hands.
"Is something wrong?" I asked them.
"Yes, there is," Gloria said. "Dray, how mad would you be if Cecilia stayed with us for a while?"
"I wouldn't be mad at all," I said. "Why, and for how long?"
Gloria threw herself on me and kissed me for an embarrassingly long time. "See, I told you," she said to Cecilia. "It's Daddy, Dray. I told you he's always been a prick, but Cecilia is afraid of him. She thinks since Mom's gone he's lost his mind. He's talking crazy and he's hit her several times. Show him, baby."
Cecilia pulled up her shirt and there were two big bruises on her stomach. "I dumped the guy I've been going out with," she said. "He works for Dad and he's some kind of heir apparent. It made Dad furious. He started shouting at me about how I wasn't about to 'throw myself away with some fucking farmer like my sister.' I told him it was my life and he punched me in the stomach. He told me to call Aaron, that was the boyfriend, and beg him to take me back. I told him to go to hell and he punched me again. He broke my ribs and had to take me to the hospital. He told me if I told anyone he'd deny it and tell them I was drunk and fell. Then he said if I thought the ribs hurt, it was nothing compared to what he'd do to me if I didn't keep my mouth shut." She started to cry, great wracking sobs, and it was breaking my heart.
I reached out and pulled her up between Gloria and me. We hugged her as she sobbed and Gloria petted her and told her we were going to help her.
"I know you don't know me very well and you probably don't want me here, but I'm desperate," she wept. "I'm so sorry, Dray. I don't mean to be any trouble or upset you."
"Jesus H. Christ," I exploded. "I can't fucking believe this. I'm so sorry, Cecilia. Of course you can stay here. We'll help you in any way you need. Do you want me to go over to that hotel and beat the crap out of him? I'll do that if you want me to. Do you want to press charges? I know all kinds of lawyers and the Chief of Police's son works for me. If you just want him to go away I'll make that happen, too."
"I just want him to go away," she sobbed. "I just want to not be scared anymore. I don't know what to do. He administers my trust and I don't have any money except what he allows. I'll have to drop out of school and I'll lose my scholarship. I don't have the money for tuition anywhere else because he told me if I moved away he'd cut me off. The only way I can get my money is by pressing charges against him and getting different trustees. I can't face him, I'm too afraid. What am I going to do?"



"I have money, Cecilia," Gloria told her. "Everything I have is yours. You can enroll here and I'll pay your tuition. You know I have my trust. When I turned twenty-one it was released. You can stay here with Dray and me. If you want your own place we can fix that up. Dray, say something!"
"I'm sorry, I was thinking," I said. "Cecilia, you don't have to worry about money. We won't need Gloria's money either. I really haven't even told her everything about my work. I have more money than we'll ever be able to spend. We'll take care of you. I don't think you should live by yourself right now. Who knows what that asshole will try to do. We'll get you enrolled at UT and you can go to school where Gloria goes. You'll be back in the saddle before you know it. Do you trust us?"
She just nodded and cried. We held her all night and she finally went to sleep. We were all exhausted and emotionally wrung out and we slept late the next day. I didn't wake up until eleven and someone was banging on the door. The girls were still asleep and I pulled on some clothes and went to the door. It was the asshole. He looked perturbed, but not as much as he was going to be. I opened the door and he tried to push past me. That was a mistake. I buried my fist in his ribcage. I felt a couple of them pop and he collapsed back into the hallway. I dropped a knee on those ribs while he was on the floor and he gave a thin, wheezing scream.
I pulled his face up close to mine by that immaculate iron gray hair and I snarled in his face. "Bob, you don't mind if I call you Bob, do you?" He couldn't get in enough air to do anything other than that wheeze. "No, I think I'm going to call you Billy Bob. Here's the deal, Billy Bob. You're going to crawl out of here. I'm going to call you a cab. You're going to take it to the airport and get on a plane. You won't have time to go to the hospital or get your stuff from the hotel. There's a guy that works for me. His father is the Chief of Police so I think I'm covered unless you turn up dead. Our head of security has a brother that sort of went bad. He's the president of an outlaw biker group. I'm going to call him and ask him to drop around the hotel. If you're trying to pick up your stuff, they're not going to like it. When you get home, you're going to appoint new trustees for Cecilia's trust. If you don't get it done by the end of the month, I'm going to make some calls. I tutored the sister of the head of the Crips in the Bay area. She was very grateful and I helped her get her degree. Her brother likes me a lot. I'm going to call him and tell him you beat up on my fiancée's little sister. I don't think he'll be happy about that. I can pretty much guarantee that he'll pay you a visit. He knows how to do a drive by. Nod your head if you understand."
He didn't nod. That was a mistake, too. I punched him in the balls. He opened his mouth but no sound came out. I could tell he was trying to scream, but he just puked, instead. I let him get it out and asked him again. He remembered to nod. I dragged him down to the elevator and called a cab. When I sent him down I never expected to see him again. He was really stupid though, so I wasn't sure.
When I got back in bed, Cecilia opened her eyes. "Where were you, Dray?" she asked.
"Taking out the trash," I told her. I squeezed her up tight and pulled Gloria in, too.
She stayed with us. I loved that girl. She was like a second little sister to me, and with me and Gloria loving on her she just blossomed. She started school and I made half of my home office into a little art studio for her. She mostly drew stuff, and I could tell she was very good. She loved Austin and the art community took her in. She started selling a few pieces and things were looking good.
Gloria and I were making plans. I wanted a house and she did, too. She wanted it in town and I wanted it in the country somewhere on the river. We settled on a place west of town on a creek with ten acres. We built our dream house and Cecilia designed it for us. She had her own little suite and we had the rest of the house. It was a good thing for all of us. I know we embarrassed Cecilia. We fucked constantly and she walked in on us a dozen times while we were in the apartment. It embarrassed her to death and as vocal as Gloria was, I know we kept her awake a lot of nights.
Going out was quite an experience with those two girls. Cecilia was shy and reserved and she spent most of her time sitting and watching her sister with me. Walking into a club or restaurant with them on my arms was quite a boost to a guy's ego. I knew every eye in the house was on us and they were all wondering what in the world I had done to be where I was. One of the guys that worked for me told me that everyone knew I must have either a foot-long cock or be the richest man in the county. I knew that neither one of those was true, but I didn't argue.
When we got the house built and moved in it was a relief to all of us. We spent a lot of time together but Gloria and I had our privacy and so did Cecilia. The girls bought horses and they rode together all the time. I think they were a shock to the Texans. They were used to boots and cowboy hats and the girls wore sexy little suits with black jackets and jodhpurs with tall boots. Their saddles were completely different and they rode a lot different, too. They set up a little jumping course and I watched them for hours.
I got Gloria a new car for her birthday and she gave Cecilia the Wrangler. I got Gloria a new Dodge Challenger and she talked me into putting the old Charger in the storage barn and getting a new one. The new ones are four-door, and we drove that when Cecilia was with us and when it was just the two of us or Gloria and Cecilia we drove the Challenger. Or rather, Gloria drove the Challenger. She still drove way too fast. I had nothing against speed, but she was just reckless. Texas has liberal speed limits but not in town.
Gloria was doing well in medical school and she wanted to get married during the summer when she wasn't going to school. We set a wedding date for July 25th and she and her sister spent countless hours planning. The week before the wedding Mom and my little sister Olivia were flying in. Gloria was as nervous as a ceiling fan store owner with a comb-over.
"What if they hate me?" she was nearly crying.
"Are they insane?" I asked her. "They'll love you. You're the most loveable girl in the world."
"Hey, what am I?" Cecilia said from the kitchen.
"They're going to love you both," I told them. "They love what I love and I love you so they're going to love you. Just wait until you meet Olivia. Mom is super cool, but if there was ever a girl that could give you two a run for your money it's Olivia. You're going to love them too; both of them."
"Don't forget you have to go down and buy a tux," Cecilia said.
"I still don't know why I can't rent one," I whined.
"Because every man should own a tux," Gloria said sternly. "I want to go places where you can't get in without a tux."
"Well, that's the difference between you and me," I told her. "I don't want to go to those places."
"Yes, you do," she said with a twinkle. "It makes me horny to go in there and swim with the sharks. They don't know they're going to be eaten and you know you like to watch."
I gave her a rueful grin. "Okay, I'll get the tux. When I do, you're going to be grateful, right?"
"Count on it, cowboy," she said.
I got out of the Charger at the tailor's and started to walk in. Everything went black and I felt the pavement come up and hit me. When I woke up I was sitting in a chair. It was an uncomfortable chair. The back was much too straight and it made me sit forward uncomfortably. It was very sturdy oak and I thought I would withhold my compliments to the manufacturer. Then I noticed I couldn't move. There was duct tape around my hands and it ran under the chair very tightly so that I couldn't raise my arms. My chest was taped to the chair back and my feet were taped to the legs. Well, this sucked.
I looked around and I could see a bedroom off to the right. I was in a bedroom, too. The chair was against the wall so that I could see both beds. Cecilia was in to one off to the right and Gloria was in the bed to my left. They were both naked. Their clothes were neatly folded in two piles on the dresser. They were the same clothes they had on when I left the house. Both women appeared to b sleeping peacefully. I heard male voices speaking in the other room. One of them, I recognized. It was Billy Bob, and he was saying something about taking care of me now. He entered the bedroom I was in and there was a large young man with him. He was blonde and very good looking.
"Hello, farmer," Billy Bob said. "Remember me?" He took a nightstick from behind his back and jammed it into my ribs. I know I felt at least one break and he kept pounding that spot until I passed out. When I came to there was a terrible pain in my left side and blood was dripping from my mouth. I could hear a rattle when I breathed and I was pretty sure my lung was punctured. I could hardly see because my eyes were so swollen. Evidently they had been working on my face while I was napping. I heard them talking in the next bedroom and I saw the young blonde guy cross in front of the doorway. Billy Bob was following him and he smiled at me.
This is Richard Dawson," he smirked. "He's Cecilia's boyfriend and he's come to claim her. He's going to take her and then he's going to take Gloria. Then we're going to leave you here to die and take my daughters back home where I can keep an eye on them."
Dawson started taking off his clothes and he displayed equipment that would have given ponies penis envy. He began to play with Cecilia's pussy from behind. She was lying on her stomach and he flipped her over. She was just as spectacular as I had imagined. Her breasts weren't as big as Gloria's, but they were gorgeous little feminine mounds, capped by virginal looking pink little cones. Her body was perfect, slim and highly toned and she looked like a virgin bride on her wedding day. Lover boy kept playing with her but apparently he wasn't satisfied with her state of readiness.
"Oh no, baby," he leered down at her. "You aren't just going to lay there. I've got some ecstasy here for you." They injected her and it wasn't long before his actions brought a moan from her lips. I was struggling like a madman to get free but I didn't even feel a give to that infernal tape. I heard Cecilia cry out and looked back to see him pushing that giant dong into her.
"Oh, God; oh God, oh God," her voice was a flat monotone. Her moans and cries were tearing my heart out and then she gave a gasp as a small orgasm swept through her. He really started to plow her then and her voice rose in volume as her peaks began to build.
No sane man can imagine that a woman enjoys being raped, and that is exactly what was happening to Cecilia. Unfortunately, she was drugged and unconscious, and her reactions were exactly those of an unconscious person's response to overpowering physical stimulation. It went on for an eternity while I struggled with my bonds until her shriek of completion sent an icy dagger through my heart. Lover boy unloaded in her and his animal grunts sickened me. He pulled away and his tool was undiminished.
"Viagra," Billy Bob explained. "Now he's going to do the same thing to Gloria. They injected her with the ecstasy and she cried out as he entered her. I could hear her little voice in my head, "I had a really gigantic one once, but I hated it. It just hurt." For some reason that thought gave me a red haze in front of my eyes and I strained against the duct tape. My head sunk down between my shoulder blades and I pulled until the blood pounded in my head and I thought I was going to pass out. I heard the tape rip and my hands were free. I pushed away from the wall and the chair toppled, breaking the legs and breaking one of mine, too. I was free and I took that broken chair leg and broke Lover boy's right arm. He jerked out of Gloria and spun toward me with a scream. The chair leg made sure he would never close his jaw properly again. I rearranged his anatomy until I felt something hit me in the broken ribs. I spun around just as Billy Bob was drawing back for another blow. I didn't think Lover boy would be getting up from what I had done to him and could be safely ignored. I was wrong. Sometimes you make bad assumptions and it gets you in trouble. I survived because it turned out that he was wearing the wrong kind of shoes.
I caught the blow from the nightstick on my arm and I got hold of BillyBob's arm. I dragged him down and trapped that arm in an arm lock. I lifted my hips and that arm was never going to work right again. I broke both of his wrists and destroyed his knees. He was unconscious on the floor and I needed to get to my girls. I crawled toward the bed and something hit me on the back of the head. It shattered and my head was soaked with whiskey. It ran in my eyes and blinded me until all I could see as I was trying to get up was his shoes in front of me. They were wingtips and I could see they had leather soles. I thought it was ironic that he hadn't taken them off to rape my girls. He was standing in a puddle of blood and whiskey and I pulled on his leg. That leather sole slipped in the puddle and he came crashing down. His head hit the table with a crack and he fell like a log and didn't move. I could see Cecilia sitting up and her eyes were becoming focused a little.
"Cecilia, Gloria, help," I croaked and then the blackness came up and swallowed me. I heard voices.
"We've got to get him out of here, Sis. I think Richard is dead. We need to get out of here and call someone. Help me with him. We need to get to a phone and get him to a hospital or he's going to die."
There was a lot of hysterical crying and then it all went away again. There were brief flashes of light and conversation and what I knew were long periods of blackness. When I woke up I was in a strange room. There were beeping sounds and swishing sounds and there was something in my throat. It was smothering me! I tried to breathe but it wouldn't let me. Then it forced air into me when I didn't want it. I reached up to rip this monstrosity out of my throat and long, slender fingers grabbed my hands.
"Don't, Dray; just try to relax. The machine is breathing for you. Just relax and go with it. You're okay and I'm here."
I looked off to my right and Gloria was there. She looked so beautiful it hurt. She leaned down and kissed me on the forehead. Gloria was taking care of me and everything was going to be okay. I slept. When I awakened again the choking tube was gone. I hurt like hell. My chest was on fire and there was a sharp, stabbing pain in my side. My left leg ached dully and my head was pounding. My face felt like it was a tough steak that someone had been pounding to tenderize. I looked around and Mom was sleeping in a chair beside the bed. I realized I was in a hospital and when I looked I saw Gloria asleep in another chair. I tried to say something but nothing came out. My throat was unbearably dry, but I managed to get out a croak. They both shot up and scurried over. I croaked again and Mom got me a spoonful of ice and put it on my leathery tongue. It felt so cool and soothing as it melted and the coolness slid down my parched throat. I managed to croak out a few words.
"You okay, babe?" I asked Gloria.
"Yes, I'll be better when you are," tears began to roll down her cheeks.
"Cecilia?" I asked.
"She's resting. Olivia is with her," Mom said.
"Hi, Mom; sorry I can't hug you," I told her.
She started crying, too. "Hi, baby. Everything's okay. We're all going to be okay. Just rest and get better."
"I hurt," I told her. "What's wrong with me?"
Gloria kissed the hand she was holding. "You've had surgery," she said. "You had three broken ribs and a punctured lung. You have a severe concussion and brain swelling. That's getting better. You have a broken leg that they put screws and plates in. Your face is a mess and you have too many bruises and cuts for me to tell you about. You're alive and getting better. I'll get the nurse and tell her you're in pain."
She pushed a button on the end of a cord and something beeped. In a minute a nurse came in and Gloria told her I was awake and in pain. She went away and came back with a syringe and put something in my IV.
"Why is my leg numb?" I croaked. "I can't feel my toes."
"They gave you a nerve block to help with the pain," the nurse said. "It should last about eight more hours."
She went away and Mom leaned over the bed. "Cecilia needs to see you now," she said. "I'll be back."
She left and in a few minutes a very wan and pale Cecilia came in. She took one look at me and burst into tears. Gloria went quickly over and hugged her, bringing her to the side of the bed. She looked down at me and her tears fell on the bed.
"I'm so sorry, Dray," she said very quietly. "If you hadn't taken me and... and let me stay none of this would have happened. I'm so sorry."
I reached out and she took my hand. "None of this is your fault, little girl," I told her. "Don't you ever apologize to me again about this. This is not your fault. I love you; Gloria loves you and I'm ever so glad you came to stay with us. Do you understand?"
She nodded and the tears dripped. "I wish I could hug you," I told her.
She leaned down and pressed herself lightly against me and I patted her on the back. "It's going to be fine, honey; you'll see."
She pulled back and Gloria took her away. It was hard for me to imagine what she must be feeling. My heart was breaking for her. I wondered how much, if anything, she remembered. When Gloria came back she pulled her chair up close to the bed. She held my hand and I smiled over at her. It hurt really badly. There was something in her eyes I had never seen before, almost a reverence, almost worship. At that moment I think I realized for the first time the depth of her feeling for me. It was written all over her for everyone to see that this was my woman, this was a woman who was devoted to me and loved me with every fiber of her being. Gloria was mine. I felt like the king of the world.
"Has there ever been a wedding in a hospital room?" I asked her.
She chuckled. "There's always a first time." I went to sleep with her holding my big hand in her little one.
The next time I woke up Olivia and Cecilia were with me. "Hey, baby sister," I said. A big smile lit her face up like a light bulb. Cecilia immediately gave me some ice and caressed my face. It didn't hurt as bad as I expected. Olivia kissed me and I remembered again how beautiful she was. She's a little blonde pixie of a girl, about five-three and maybe a hundred pounds soaking wet. She has tiny little boobs and a tiny little hard ass. Her face looks like an elf princess from some fantasy video game, and she has a little girl voice. People who don't know her think she's about fourteen, but she's got it going on upstairs. She's way smarter than I am, and I think she rivaled Gloria and Cecilia in the brains department. She was going to be a mechanical engineer and she was pretty amazing at nearly everything she does.
"I can't take my eyes off of you for a minute without you getting in fights," she giggled.
"Most of the fights I've ever gotten into were about you," I told her. "Remember when Mark Price hit you with that apple on the school bus when you were in the seventh grade?"
"Yes," she smiled. "You guys fought for ten minutes until we got home. You kicked his ass, too, even if you were a sophomore and he was a senior. I was so proud and I loved you so much for taking up for me."
Cecilia started to cry. "That's why he's like this. He was taking up for me."



"Cecilia, stop crying," I told her. "You can't cry like this every time I talk to you. You're breaking my heart. You're my little sister, too, and it's my job to take care of you. Now smile at me and tell me you're proud of me and you love me."
She got a tissue and wiped her eyes. "I am proud of you," she said. "I'll try not to cry. It just kills me to see you lying there and hurting. I do love you, too," her voice sank to a whisper. "More than you'll ever know." She fled and I saw her hurrying down the hall.
Olivia looked at me thoughtfully. "She's really messed up right now, Dray. She doesn't remember much, but she knows she was raped and she's the one that got Gloria up and dragged you out of there. She's the one who called 911 and she's never left the hospital since you got here. We can barely get her to eat or sleep. She's going to need a lot of love and counseling. I love her, Dray. I know how sweet she is and she's really hurting. She remembers a little bit of that rape. She knows she came while that bastard was raping her and it's killing her. I'm going to go bring her back."
When they came back her eyes were all red and puffy. I could tell she had been crying her eyes out and I patted the bed beside me. She came over and sat down.
"Cecilia, I love you," I told her. "Gloria loves you, Olivia loves you and I'm sure Mom does, too. This is tough but you've got to hang in there. When I get out of here we'll go home and everything is going to get better. You've got to be tough. Will you do that for me?"
"Yes," she whispered. "I'll do anything for you. Would you like to play a game with me? Can I read to you? Is there anything you need?"
"Yes, I need all my girls in this room," I told her. "Where are Gloria and Mom?"
"They're sleeping," Olivia said. "We've been taking shifts staying with you. They will only let you have two visitors at a time."
"Call the nurse," I said.
When she came in we had a chat about their visitor policy. I was unyielding and she went and got the shift supervisor.
"What seems to be the problem, Mr. Cabot?" she asked.
"I'm checking out today," I told her.
"No, you aren't," she told me.
"Am I a prisoner?" I asked her.
"Don't be ridiculous," she said. "This hospital has policies."
"Why are those policies in place?" I asked her.
"For the good of our patients," she said.
"Exactly. It will be good for this patient if his fiancée, his Mother and his two little sisters as allowed to be in this room at the same time. If that isn't possible, I'm checking out."
"If you check out without your doctor's permission your insurance may not pay," she said.
"I don't care," I told her.
"You're in no shape to be on your own," she said.
"I'll check into a private nursing facility," I told her. "Listen, I don't give a damn about your 'policies.' I'm not a slave, I'm not a child and I'm not a prisoner. That's what you told me. So get someone in here to unhook this stuff and I'm calling that private nursing center."
She went away in a huff and the girls looked at me like I was a madman.
"Dray, what are you doing?" Cecilia asked. "We can't let you do this."
I said nothing. Pretty soon the hospital administrator came in. "Mr. Cabot, I don't understand what's going on here," she said.
"It's simple," I told her. "I want to have as many visitors in this room as I invite. If you can't arrange that, I'm leaving."
"Mr. Cabot, we have... "
I cut her off. "Yes, I know, you have policies. They aren't my policies. I'm paying for this room, paying exorbitantly, I might add. In effect I'm renting it. How many people are in your house right now?"
"Three," she said. "My husband and my two children."
"That's one too many," I told her. "Get rid of one of them."
"I hardly think my personal life is any of your affair," she said frostily.
"That's exactly how I feel," I told her. "My personal life is none of your business."
"Why are you making such a fuss about this?" she asked.
"It's a matter of principle," I told her. "I'm a grown-ass man. I make the decisions about my life, not you. You don't get to make policies that affect my life. I decide those policies. That's either true, or I'm your slave. I believe slavery is illegal and immoral. Here's the deal. I'm not some charity case you're taking in. I can afford to pay for my own treatment. Your minion threatened me that my insurance wouldn't pay. I don't give a damn. I can pay myself. You tell me, what's it going to be?"
"I'm afraid we have policies, Mr. Cabot."
"Okay, I need to make some phone calls then. Olivia, can you see about getting me the number of Bethany House? I believe you have somewhere to be?" I told the administrator.
"You're really going to transfer, aren't you?" she said.
"Count on it," I grinned at her. "Hasta la vista, baby."
"It won't be necessary for you to transfer," she said. "You can have as many visitors as you like."
"Too late," I told her. "By the way, do you know that my boss is on the board of directors of this hospital? He's coming to see me later and I'm going to tell him why I'm transferring."
She went pale. "Please, Mr. Cabot. I apologize. I assure you, we are completely on board with whatever you want to do. All you have to do is ask and we'll provide you with the best treatment we have to ability to provide."
"Thank you," I said. "Could you please send the nurse in on your way out?"
She left and the two girls stared at me for a minute. "Jesus, Dray; you're a hard ass," Cecilia said.
"You have no idea," Olivia laughed. "You should hear him when someone asks for his social security number."
Gloria and Mom came in and no one said a word. They even brought in two more chairs and coffee for everyone but me. I stayed seven more days, and we did have that wedding in the hospital room. The staff went all out and it was a big party for a while. I got Gloria by herself for a minute.
"I'm so sorry this happened here and I can't take you home and make love to you for three days straight," I told her.
"I'll take a rain check," she laughed. "I can't wait to get you home."
It took me three months to get back to some semblance of normality. By the time I got the cast off my leg it was emaciated and gross looking. I started working it hard and after six months, I was back to normal and down to fighting weight. Cecilia was not fine. She was sad all the time, and she quit going to class much. Her grades were suffering and she slept all the time. Gloria and I worried about her constantly and tried to figure out what to do. She absolutely refused to go to counseling, and she cried all the time when she thought no one was watching. The only time she seemed happy was if she could be touching Gloria or me and we were getting desperate. All our lives were being affected and it wasn't getting better.
We needed some closure. It turned out that Richard Dawson wasn't dead. He was badly damaged and I kept track of his court case for kidnapping and rape. Somehow, Billy Bob had persuaded him to roll over and confess that he had coerced him into going along with the scheme. He got seventeen years for his trouble, and Billy Bob skated. He was badly crippled and had to have assistance to get around. I had people pay him visits every so often to remind him of his transgressions. His place got shot up in drive by shootings twice, and he hit a guy on a motorcycle who sued him and collected a big settlement. His involvement in a kidnapping and rape case led to his becoming a social leper. I relayed all this information to the girls and it seemed to perk Cecilia up a little. She started paying more attention to herself and she was looking good again. She went out on a date and when she came home there was a terrible relapse. She didn't come out of her room for three days, and finally Gloria went in to drag her out.
"Dray," I heard her call. "Come up here and help me!"
Cecilia was a mess. She hadn't bathed or combed her hair, and she was shivering on her bed. I carried her to our room and we put her in the bathtub and I went to get her something to eat while Gloria bathed her. I made breakfast and carried it up to our room. Gloria brought her in and put her in bed and fed her while I brushed her hair. She leaned back against me between my legs and I saw a wan smile for the first time since before her disastrous date.
When she was done eating, and I made her finish everything, I wrapped my arms around her and Gloria snuggled down with her head on Cecilia's chest. We held her for a long time, not saying anything and finally I knew we had to get her to talk.
"Cecilia, what's going on with you?" I asked her. "You know we love you, honey. We'll do anything for you. What do you need us to do? What do you want? How can we help you get over this and get back to that sweet girl we know and love?"
She began to cry and it went on for a long time. Finally she tilted her head back and looked up at me with those lost green eyes. "I just feel like I'm filthy," she sobbed. "I was raped! I was raped and nothing is ever going to be right for me again. I've caused nothing but pain to the two people I love the most and I don't know how to get over that. The one thing that I want I can't have and I can't think of anything else."
"What is it you want, baby?" Gloria asked her. "What is it that you think you can't have? Dray told you, we'll do anything. We'll give you anything. You're my little sister and I love you more than life. You're just killing us with all your sadness. What do you want?"
She just shook her head and wept. "No, I can't tell you. You'll think I'm sick and terrible and you won't love me anymore. I'll have to leave here and I can't bear to do that. I'd kill myself if I had to leave and I'm killing myself by staying." She was becoming nearly hysterical.
"I'll love you until the day I die," Gloria told her. "You'll never have to leave here. This is your home, no matter what. You're precious to me. Just tell me."
"Dray, I want Dray," she exploded into a fit of weeping. "I see what you two have. That's all I've ever wanted; my sister to love me and a man to be happy with. He saved me and he got hurt so badly and I'll never be able to make it up to you guys. You had your wedding in a fucking hospital room because of me. All I want, all I want... "
Gloria held her tightly and looked up at me. "Cecilia, we're going to leave you alone here for a minute and talk," she said.
She got up and walked to the bathroom door and looked back at me. She jerked her head and I got up and followed her in. She turned on the water and moved up close to me. "Dray... " she started.
"No Gloria," I said. "Not just no; hell no! I know what you're getting ready to ask me and I won't do it. I'll do anything else but this. This would be the end of us. Do you know why I can be with you? You may well be the most sexual woman on the planet. You know that and I know that. You're like some celestial body with your own gravitational field. You go out and you're with me and there's like this tether that binds us together. All those other bodies are out there and they're circling you and you just attract them to you like moths to a flame. They warm you and you pull all this energy from them and you glow like a goddess and every man in the room would die to be with you and most of the women. But I know at the end of the night that you're mine. That's my sanity. I know I can trust you implicitly. You'll never stray; you'll never even be tempted because you also know that there is nothing in the universe that can sway me in the slightest away from you. We have that bond and that's what keeps us together. If it's broken, it's gone and you'll be out of my life like a lightning bolt. That's what you mean to me and I would never, ever betray that trust."
Tears were streaming down her cheeks and she moved to crush those huge breasts against my chest. She pulled my hands down to the round cheeks of her ass and she ground herself against me. I was as hard as I've ever been against her beautiful body and she nearly choked me with her tongue. When she pulled away she stood on tiptoes so that our noses were touching and her impossibly long lashes mingled with mine.
"I know that, Dray. Do you think I don't? I would never have married you if I didn't know that. All my life I've manipulated people, used myself as a weapon and I've gotten everything I wanted. I got everything I wanted except you. I couldn't do that to you and I didn't even want to when I got to know you. This isn't about that. This is my flesh and blood just as much as you are. This is my little sister. This is the girl I love more than any other person on earth except you. You'd be doing this for me; not to me, and it would only be with Cecilia. Our bond you talk about isn't just you and me because I'm bonded to her. I was before I met you and I always will be. I expanded my bond to include you. Before you, there was only her. Now it's the three of us and one of us is dying. You're always going to be only mine and I'm always going to be only yours, but she belongs to both of us. I know you love her. How could you not? I don't know what would have happened if she weren't in such desperate circumstances. I think I would have still wanted to include her at some point. Circumstances have brought us here. You fought and nearly died for us. This is no threat to our relationship or our bond. You don't have a choice here, Dray. Don't you love her?"
"Yes, but... "
"There is no but," she cut me off. "She's going to be part of us. We're going to go out there and show her that she can have it all. We're going to explain this to her and we're going to love her and make love to her together. Do you understand?"
I took my amazing woman in my arms and I've never loved her as much as I did in that moment. I knew her passion and her incredible sexual energy, but I had never before experienced the love she was willing to share with me and with Cecilia. I knew this was right and that nothing would change between us except that we would expand and grow and Cecilia would be a part of that.
"Do you think she'll accept us?" I asked her. "Will she let us help her and love her?"
"She'll never be with anyone else," she said. "For life, Dray. That's what you told me. She's me. I'm counting on you to make her feel it. She's too weak and hurt right now for us to do anything but hold her and promise her how it's going to be. Ever so gentle, Dray; ever so gentle."
She kissed me fiercely and took my hand to lead me back out to Cecilia. She looked up as we came back into the room hand in hand and watched with wide, frightened eyes as we climbed into bed on each side of her and wrapped her in our arms. We slid her down on the bed and smothered her with our touches and caresses. As we lay half on top of her Gloria whispered to her. She told her all the things we had talked about and how she was safe and loved and what our lives were going to be together. She told Cecilia she could never have me to herself but she could have all three of us together and Cecilia cried and shuddered under us. We wrapped her into a cocoon of our warmth and love and she relaxed and slept. As soon as she was asleep Gloria attacked me and it was the best we'd ever had. She was very impatient and our clothes were gone in seconds.
She pulled me on top of her and her hands tugged me into place. "I need that big cock inside me now," she breathed. "She won't wake up unless I scream and I've got this pillow."
I sank into her moist depths and pulled on her tumescent nipples as she groaned. "I'm going to make you scream until your throat is raw," I whispered into her ear as I nibbled on it. Even with the pillow Cecilia stirred uneasily in her sleep as her sister cried out her passion into the pillow. When we had fucked ourselves into exhaustion she climbed back over Cecilia and we held her between us as we slept.
Cecilia began to believe us. There were periods of regression when she would weep uncontrollably and we would patiently hold her and comfort her until she was calm. She got her appetite back and paid attention to the way she looked. She started going to classes every day and her grades improved. Gloria got her to start riding again and in three months that sweet slender bouncy girl was back. It was one Friday night when we were out at a club that she finally broke through. We had been sitting beside each other and watching Gloria dance. As usual, there was a crowd swirling around her and she had been out there for thirty minutes. She looked over at us after every dance and I could see the fire building in her eyes.
"Don't you ever get jealous, Dray?" Cecilia asked me.
"Of what?"
"Well, she's out there winding those guys' chains. They rub up against her and she turns her back like that and they're practically humping her ass. They put their hands on her ass or cop a feel of her tits. Doesn't that bother you?"
"No, it doesn't. She knows how to keep that kind of thing under control. You'll notice it's all promise, and if a guy gets aggressive she won't dance with him again. It's just touches and she makes sure that's all it is. She watches me. I don't think I can make a move she isn't aware of. Once in a while some asshole tries to cut her out of the herd and he pays the price. I've seen her stomp a hole in a guy's foot with one of those spike heels. She carries a gun in a thigh holster, did you know that? I seriously wouldn't want to fuck with her. I think she'd kill anyone that tried to force her. I trust her, Cecilia. She always goes home with me and the thrill she's had with all the excitement is just putting tension on the spring that's going to explode on me when we get home."
We were both watching her and she inclined her head to get me to come to her. When I got halfway to her she pointed to Cecilia and crooked her finger. I waited, and when Cecilia caught up we went over and separated her from her partner. She undulated between us with her back to me, practically fucking me with her ass. At the same time she pulled Cecilia up against her and kissed her possessively. She spun so that Cecilia was between us and pressed her slender body firmly between us. I felt her take my hand and place one Cecilia's firm little ass and she pulled the other hand up to hide it between us, cupping one of Cecilia's hard breasts. I could feel an erect nipple in there and I pinched it gently. Gloria's nipples were tumescent, as well, and trying to rip out of her dress.
Gloria leaned forward and whispered into Cecilia's ear where I could hear. "Are you ready, baby?"
Cecilia looked up at me with her huge green eyes wide in question. I nodded and she threw her arms around Gloria and whispered loudly. "Yes, I'm ready."
"Take us home and fuck us," Gloria commanded me.
It was as amazing as you imagine. Cecilia was perfect. That runway model body was so tight and lean and the contrast with Gloria's sex goddess lushness was perfect. Gloria was so horny that I swear she spent more time fucking Cecilia than I did. Easing into the tightness of my wife's little sister was one of the highlights of my life. She didn't have Gloria's blazing sexual energy, but she made up for that with all that sweetness and her soft cries were enough to curl my toes. She came almost as easily as Gloria, and I don't know if it was some kind of special magic I had with those two girls or what, but just touching them was nearly enough to make them come. We fucked all night long. Sometimes we slept, but it was usually just one of us while the other two licked, sucked and made passionate love. I came five times that night, a record for me. The last explosion in Cecilia's mouth was nearly painful and my cock and balls ached the next day. Both girls were sore and we just rested and regained some semblance of energy. Cecilia slept with us again on Sunday, and we had a marathon session. Gloria seemed to be perpetually near orgasm as long as she was being touched by one of us, and Cecilia was nearly insatiable.



She didn't sleep with us every night and we only had sex when Gloria was with us. Cecilia understood and she was perfectly happy with our arrangement. She cuddled with me whenever we were together alone, and we felt free to touch one another anywhere but our unspoken agreement was that we would only be together with Gloria.
Cecilia developed her own life and went out with her friends from school frequently. She even went on a date or two, and she seemed radiant about it. She didn't sleep with anyone besides us and she insisted that she never would. Our lives were nearly perfect. They had each other when I had to work late or go on a business trip, and I had Gloria all the time and Cecilia when Gloria started her internship at the hospital. She had to spend some nights on call and in the hospital and I missed sleeping with her dreadfully, but holding a naked super-model during the night was a sort of splendid agony that made both Cecilia and me so horny that we nearly fucked Gloria to death when she came home. She was usually full of energy, but coming home from a long weekend at the hospital, sometimes she just watched, playing sleepily while Cecilia and I made love. We went dancing every Friday night and sometimes during the week if Gloria was up to it. That was perfect, too. We watched her prowl and sat, playing with one another and sharing drinks until she was bursting and came to take us home and fuck us all night long.
We finally took our long postponed honeymoon in October. Olivia came and stayed with Cecilia while we were gone, and I knew they were going to have a blast. We flew to Marseille and it was as enchanting as we had imagined. We took wine tours and saw the sights during the day and took in restaurants and clubs at night. We hit Le Mystik and it was great. Our favorite turned out to be Le Trolleybus. Gloria was in full predator mode and she went to sit at the bar. She wasn't alone for long. I noticed a tall, dark haired, almost Arab looking guy buy her a drink. They talked for a minute and he led her out on the floor. I noticed he had two bodyguards, so he must have been a VIP. He was practically raping her on the floor and when the song ended he tried for another. She was laughing and her eyes flashed over to me. I didn't like the look of the guy and I shook my head. She laughed again and used her elbow to get a little distance. She went back to the bar and I saw him nod to the pit bulls with him. They went over and stood close to her and he went back to the stool beside her.
She noticed him and stood up to come to me. Her way was blocked by the two goons and the VIP stood behind her. They took her arms and her eyes flew to me. I started to get up and she held up two fingers. I relaxed and she allowed herself to be led away. The two muscles walked behind them and they went off and through a curtain in the back. They had a section back there for the high rollers and they stood guard. I waited for a couple of minutes and then I walked over like I was going through the curtain. The two bodyguards cut me off.
"Fête privée," the guy on my right said.
"Désolé," I shrugged. My right foot crunched down into the side of his knee and he crumpled into a heap, clutching his destroyed knee and screaming as my left elbow took the other one in the throat. He crumbled too and I went through the curtain. The VIP was kneeling across the room and he had the stem and base of a cocktail glass sticking out of the side of his neck. Blood was pumping and Gloria was walking back toward the door with two more broken glasses in her hands.
"Dray, I told you to wait," she said.
"Jesus, babe, are you okay?" I asked.
"Of course," she said. "I don't like the company here tonight. Shall we adjourn to the hotel?"
She looked down at the two wrecks as we passed through the curtain and smiled up at me. "I could have handled it," she said.
"We're partners," I told her. "I get to help."
"I'm going to skin my partner's cock when we get back to the hotel," she flashed those eyes at me. I'm not sure she didn't.
We were lying together, bodies heaving and my blood was pounding after coming in her three times. "Jesus, Gloria," I said. "Violence turns you on, doesn't it."
"No, I hate violence," she said. "I'm only violent to the violent. But knowing that my man is willing to just destroy people like that for me made me so wet I didn't think I was going to make it back here before fucking you."
We didn't go back for two nights and there were no more incidents while we were in France. When we got back Cecilia seemed even happier than she had been when we left. She and Olivia had obviously bonded and they were inseparable while Olivia was there. She was coming back to stay with us over midterm and I know I loved having her around. We hadn't spent much time together since she moved across the country for school, and I loved my little sister. I had missed her dreadfully and she was just as bubbly and fun as I remembered. She stayed for two weeks.
Cecilia had a school function and I was her escort for a presentation dinner. She stayed after the party to talk to one of the functionaries and I drove home. I didn't see Olivia or Gloria when I came in, so I went looking for them. As I got close to our bedroom I could hear noises coming from the open door. It sounded like people fucking! I could plainly hear Gloria's rising moans and there was the sound of flesh against flesh; slapping together. I was too shocked to move. Gloria screamed one of her primal shrieks of release and that unhinged my knees. Gloria had a lover! I don't think I have ever been so incapacitated in my life. My knees could hardly support me. I couldn't stand the thoughts that were going through my head. Who was it? Did I even want to know? I decided it didn't matter. I turned and walked back down the stairs and out of the house. I went to the storage barn and pulled the cover off of my old Charger. This somehow just felt right to me.
If my marriage was going to end, it would end like it had begun, just me and some nice Flow Master pipes. The big hemi rumbled to life and I spun out of the driveway and through the gate. I saw Cecilia's little Wrangler pass me going the other way in a blur and I drove north on 35 to Round Rock. I checked into a Hampton Inn and my phone started going crazy. I turned it off after the sixth call and just collapsed on the bed. I couldn't stay there so I went and found a bar. I had enough scotch to dull the pain and make me sleepy so I walked back to my hotel. When I woke up in the morning I had the mother of all hangovers. I stood in the shower for a long, long time, just letting the hot water wash away every thought, all the pain and all the emptiness of my heart. I had a clear head when I stepped out and I put on the suit I had worn the night before. I had hung it up and I hadn't had it on that long so it didn't bother me.
I turned on my phone and it lit up immediately. I had 32 missed calls and 15 new texts. I deleted the voice mails and started reading the texts. The first few were from Cecilia, asking me where I was going. About fifteen minutes after her texts, I noticed texts from Gloria. She asked me at first where I went and then as the time of the texts got later they became frantic. What had happened, where was I, what was going on, why wouldn't I answer the phone? The last one from her just said, "Call me when you calm down. This isn't what you think. We need to talk."
Yes, I'll bet we did. What the hell? "It isn't what you think?" Well what I thought was she was fucking someone else in our bed. That seemed pretty clear to me. I couldn't believe it, but there it was. I knew what I had heard. I looked back at my phone. There were two texts from Olivia. The first one said, "Dray, you need to call one of us. We can explain everything." The second one said, "This is all my fault, Dray. I'm so sorry; just call one of us, please. I'm your baby sister and you owe it to me to call me. I've always been there for you and you've always been there for me. Call one of us, please. You're scaring us to death."
What did that mean? "It's all my fault?" What did she mean? She hadn't been the one getting fucked in our bed! How could this be all her fault? Something didn't feel right.
I texted her. "I'm at the Hampton in Round Rock. I'm okay, but you need to explain what you mean."
I got nothing. I sat there staring at my phone for forty-five minutes and someone knocked on the door. I thought it must be the maid but when I opened it they were all three standing there. Damn, they looked good. "What the... "
They never gave me a chance to say anything else. The next thing I knew I was flat of my back on the bed and there were three girls on top of me. Olivia was in the middle and she beat on me with her little fists.
"Dray, you idiot! God, you gave us such a scare! What the hell is wrong with you? You just drove away and never said a word to anyone. What is wrong with you?" she shouted in my face. "You don't do that! You don't get to do that! Why wouldn't you answer your God damned phone? We spent all night bawling out eyes out and you wouldn't even answer the mother fucking phone. You're a fucking asshole!"
Gloria and Cecilia were sobbing brokenly. "I'm an asshole?" I shouted right back. "I'm not the one that was fucking some guy right there in the house! How am I the asshole? You were right there, Olivia. Wasn't there something you could have done? How am I the asshole?"
"There was no guy, you moron, That's what you thought? Why didn't you come in and kick his ass?" Gloria wept. "What is the matter with you? How could you think I was fucking some guy? You know I would never do that? How can you even think that? Have I ever given you any reason not to trust me?"
"No, but when I come up the stairs and I hear that particular scream my wife makes when an orgasm is blowing the top of her head off, I know what's going on. So who's the guy, Gloria?"
"There is no guy," Olivia screamed at me. "It was me, asshole. It was me! I was fucking her. I've been fucking Cecilia since the last time I was here. I fucked Gloria last night. There was no guy!"
I was paralyzed. I couldn't even think, much less talk. My mouth gaped open and my mind was blank.
"I've been fucking them, there is no guy," Olivia repeated. "I'm sorry Dray; I'm so sorry. I can't imagine the pain you must have felt. I shouldn't have done it without asking you. I'm so sorry."
"No, it's my fault," Cecilia said. "I'm the one that started all this. I was lonely while you were gone to France, Dray. We slept together while you guys were gone and it just happened. I'm so sorry. I should have told you."
I knew I needed to say something. "I didn't know you rolled that way, Livie."
She burst out laughing. "Is that the best you've got? I don't, Dray. I've always been curious and I love these girls. We were all horny and lusting after you and we just had each other. Don't you get it?"
"I'm sorry too, Dray," Gloria kissed me. "We've been fucking my sister for a long time and I just thought you wouldn't mind if we fucked Olivia."
"Jesus Christ," I swore. "This is fucking unbelievable. Don't any of you think you owe it to me to talk to me? I'm sorry I acted like an asshole, but you made me think... think... Jesus Christ!"
"I'm so, so sorry," Gloria said. "I never dreamed you'd come home like that and... I should have asked you. We all should have asked you. Can you forgive us for causing you all that pain?"
"Yes, I forgive you," I kissed each one of them. "Jesus H. Christ, I thought I had lost everything! Don't ever do anything like that again, What the hell, are you going to fuck Mom next?"
Gloria looked at me speculatively. "We might. Do you want to fuck her?"
"No! What the hell did you mean, 'we were all lusting after you', Olivia?"
"I've wanted to fuck you since I was fifteen," she told me. "I'm going to do it now. Gloria and Cecilia are going to help me fuck you right here in this bed!"
She ground her pussy against my cock and I was rock hard in seconds. "I see you like that idea," she purred. Hands were pulling off her clothes and we were all naked in seconds. I looked over and the door was still open. A maid was looking at us with a shocked expression.
"Gloria, go close the door," I told her. She stood up in all her naked glory and sauntered across to the door. "We're going to need more towels," she told the maid. She took four and closed the door. I turned my attention to Olivia and it was a fantasy come true. She was the tiniest little petite thing I had ever seen. She looked like a fifteen year old high school girl. She was twenty, but no one would have believed it. She was all soft and girly, though. She had tiny little cone shaped breasts and tiny little nipples, too. She was slim and waif-like and absolutely gorgeous. Her pubic hair was a silky blonde fluff and I wanted to play with it so badly. Now she was mine and I wasn't ever going to let her go.
Hands and lips were all over us and Olivia was moaning before I ever got to kiss her. Hands were guiding us and I felt a soft, liquid tightness ease down my shaft an inch at a time.
"My God," she groaned. "How much of that thing is there. I feel like I'm trying to fuck a fence post! Lick me Cecilia, make me wetter or I'm not going to be able to take this!"
Gloria was latched onto one little nipple and whatever Cecilia was doing down there was driving Olivia wild. She bucked like a bronco and I was soon hilted inside that little blonde girl. She groaned like she was dying when she came and the look on her face was indescribable. She was one hot little mama, and when I came inside my little sister for the first time it was like nothing else on earth. We had quite an orgy for the rest of the day and all that night.
I woke up the next morning feeling like a god. There were three sleepy and gorgeous girls in my bed and I sat up and surveyed my kingdom. I was surprised to find myself growing wood. After last night I didn't think I could get it up again with Viagra. It turned out I could, and I just had to decide where to put it. It was a hard choice, but the love of my life won. Gloria was just too sexy and just too much woman. She groaned when I entered her from behind and I jammed myself between those shelving cheeks, deep inside her sweet tightness and started grinding myself as deeply into her as I could get. She moaned deliriously and shifted over until her face was buried between Cecilia's legs. She dove into that little bare pussy with a gusto, and Cecilia shot up and clutched Gloria's head. She shrieked and that woke Olivia up. She mounted Cecelia and we were off to the races.
*****
Olivia wound up transferring to UT and she's been living with us ever since. It's been five years and Gloria is doing anesthesia at Mercy. Cecilia is working at the same company I work for designing power plants. Olivia works for my competitors and she's been making life hell for the department that competes with her. Life is good for me. I've never complained. I have at least one of the ten most beautiful girls on the planet in my bed every night and sometimes two or three. They fuck each other more often than they do me, but I'm not complaining. Sometimes I just like to watch.
We went dancing Friday night. Gloria did her usual thing and Olivia was right there with her. They even danced together several times. I think visions of a threesome danced through the minds of everyone in the place. I sat with my arm around Cecilia in our booth and when I looked down her nipples were hard. I pinched one and she moaned as the song ended. Gloria and Olivia slid into the booth, sweaty and with eyes glowing.
They noticed my hand and the state of Cecilia's nipples. "Hey, no fair starting without us," Olivia said. She looked at me mischievously. "You know, Dray. Mom's coming for the weekend."
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Sometimes a guy needs a two-by-four alongside the head to wake him up. I never thought I'd enjoy the experience. Life surprises you. It had been a pretty bad day. First, Sylvia was not happy with me before I left to go to the job site. We were out of coffee and she's cranky without her morning cup. I had forgotten to get it the night before. I ran down to the convenience store and got us both a cup. One of the cups collapsed when I was putting the lid on and coffee spilled on my pants. It was hot as hell and I skipped around for a minute. The hot chick getting a cappuccino thought it was pretty funny. I was considerably less amused. I got another cup and managed to get the lid on this one.
She was still cranky. After being married to her for 11 years, I knew enough to just stay out of her way. I ran upstairs and changed my pants. Peyton yelled at me that she was going to be late. I came out and nearly ran her over in the hall.
"Daddy, watch where you're going," she complained. I grabbed her up and kissed her while she squealed in protest. Seven-year-old girls only like being kissed when they want to be kissed. She really liked it, though; she just pretended not to like it. I liked it a lot and I felt better.
We went down and I packed her lunch. Sylvia came rushing through and gave me a peck, squeezed Peyton and swirled out the door. I dropped Peyton at school and went to work. I own a waterproofing company. If you want to build a building and don't want water coming in the basement or the parts that touch the earth, you should give me a call. Do it before you build it; I don't clean up other people's mistakes.
Someone, not me, had ordered the supplies and we were short. I would have to scramble around, borrow from another job and try to get some ordered. I left the crew there and went to another job. My foreman there was having some personal problems. I thought I was helping him, but if he didn't get his act together, he was going to find himself back on hourly as just another worker. It's hard to kick a man while he's down, but he needed to get it together. I had a talk with him and went to the last job. They were supposed to have been ready for us two days earlier, but there had been complications. Now I was paying a crew to sit around and watch plumbers and electricians. I told the GC I was going to start charging him for my crew sitting around. He wasn't happy, but neither was I.
When I got to the office, Addie had called in and said she was going to be late. Addie is my partner. She's never late and I needed to talk to her. I got my second cup of coffee and sat in my office to fume a bit. She came breezing in about thirty minutes later. She came in, sat across the desk and smiled at me. I glanced at my watch and she threw back her head and laughed. That always sends a thrill through me. I've been friends with Addie since we were in the fifth grade. I'd just moved to Baton Rouge. It was the middle of the school year, and my father had been transferred there. I was walking across the playground, getting ready for my second day of school. I'd noticed a little redhead that sat behind me. She was stick thin, had freckles and big green eyes. She wore braces and glasses, and seemed really shy. There were two sixth graders talking to her. There was some utility work going on, and they had an open ditch about two feet deep with some muddy water in it going across the playground. She was trying to walk away and the two boys were moving to get in front of her. They were crowding her toward that ditch and she was teetering on the edge. She had a book in one hand and her bag in the other.
She gave one of the guys a hell of a pop in the face with her book and the other one pushed her into the ditch. She fell in the mud and he started laughing. She was crying, and it made my blood boil. I hate bullies. I charged into them, knocking one of them into the ditch with the girl, and the other one down on the ground. I kicked him in the belly and he went flat, his mouth open, sucking wind. I got on top of him and I was beating the hell out of him when two teachers came running up. The girl was crying and trying to get the mud off her legs. We all went to the office.
By the time the story got straight, I got three days of detention, the two boys got suspended for three days and Addison Taylor was my friend for life. She was a late bloomer, but by the time we started college at LSU, she was no longer a stick. The braces had gone away leaving her with a spectacular smile, she was tall; contacts had replaced the glasses, no longer hiding those gorgeous eyes, and she was smoking hot. That flaming hair hung in ropes of fire down to the tightest ass you've ever seen, her breasts got big and firm and she was just a vision.
We'd dated, briefly, our sophomore year of college and it had been pretty steamy for a while. Then we had an argument and didn't speak to each other for a week. She showed up at the house one day after class and we worked it out. We decided that we worked better as best friends and that neither one of us wanted to risk our friendship by becoming something else. We hugged it out, and that was it.
She did our estimating, sold our services and handled the accounting end of things. I handled the crews and all the production side. We were still best friends.
After she was through laughing, she told me that she owned half the company and she would damn well show up any time she pleased. She softened that by coming around and giving me a hug. "I stopped by Friendly Supply and they're going to deliver 200 gallons of water proofing," she said.
I should have known. She stayed on top of things. "Sylvia called," she said. "We're meeting you guys at Parrain's at seven."
"Who's we?" I asked.
"His name is Lucas," she said. "You've never met him."
"Jesus, Addie; don't you ever date the same guy twice?" I asked.
She laughed again. "Sometimes," she said. "You're not going to like him, Calloway."
"Why not?" I asked. "If I'm not going to like him, why are you bringing him?"
"Well, he's a lot like you," she said. "He's tall, dark and handsome and he has kind of an attitude."
"I don't have an attitude," I objected.
"Of course you do," she patted my shoulder. "If you were any more cocky and confident I'd want to murder you. I'm surprised Sylvia hasn't. Anyway, don't start a fight with him, okay?"
"Whatever," I said. "Do you know the last time I was in a fight?"
"Yes, as a matter of fact, I do," she winked at me. "We were juniors in high school and Kayden Rayley said I was a bitch and left me at the prom. You kicked his ass down at the lake the next day."
I hadn't known she was aware of that. I blushed. "Well, he was an asshole," I said.
"You might think that about Lucas, too, so don't get all bent out of shape if he says or does something stupid," she said.
"I'll be on my best behavior," I told her.
I put out brush fires the rest of the day and by the time I went home, I needed a drink. My mom had picked Peyton up and she was spending the weekend with her grandmother. Sylvia came in after a bit. She came over and gave me a kiss. I pulled her down on my lap and she squealed.
Sylvia is this stunning blonde that looks like she just stepped off the plane from some Scandinavian country. She tans well, and she had been spending some time in the sun. Her hair was bleached out nearly white and her smile lit her face up like a camera flash. She's tall and curvy and she was wearing her hair in a big braid that curled around her head. She was so beautiful it made my heart hurt. You'd think she was a stereotypical blonde bimbo by looking at her. She's the perfect picture of a trophy wife. You'd be wrong. She's a spitfire. There is a complex and highly intelligent mind behind those baby blue eyes. She has a temper and she's a dynamo that never runs out of energy. Sylvia is a psychologist with a PhD and she works at a community mental health center.
She pushed her cute little nose up against mine. "Hi, baby," she whispered. She gave me a kiss that made my ears smoke. "Sorry about being a bitch this morning."
"If you come home and kiss me like that I'm going to throw away the coffee I bought," I told her.
"Peyton's not here," she nibbled on my ear. "Want to fool around?"
I pushed her back over on the sofa. "We've only got about an hour," I told her.
"Let's see how many times you can make me cum in an hour," she said. "I'm betting on four for me and two for you."
"Doesn't seem fair," I told her. "How come you get more than me?"
"I'm a woman," she said, as if that explained everything. She did get her four, and maybe five or six before we ran out of time. I was stuck on two. We jumped in the shower and I nearly got going for number three, washing that spectacular Valkyrie body, but she laughed and pushed by me. I watched her dry off and thought about how much I loved this goddess. She snapped me with her towel and told me to get my ass in gear.
I groaned. I wanted to just stay home and fuck her, but Addie would be upset. Addie and Sylvia are as close as sisters in a lot of ways. I had introduced them on our third date. Sylvia was sort of jealous at first, but it's impossible not to love Addie and now they were very close. Sylvia understood our relationship and there really wasn't a jealous bone in her body. I know she felt confident in our marriage and she knew I would never, ever, hurt her by stepping out on her, even with Addie, had we been so inclined.
We met Lucas and Addie at Parrain's. It's this wonderful seafood place and we eat there a good bit. Addie was right; I didn't like Lucas right away. He did look a little like me, but I had nothing like his opinion of myself. I didn't like the way he had his hands all over Addie, although that was none of my business. I've never been much into public displays of affection. She didn't seem to mind. I also didn't like the way his eyes were all over Sylvia and that was my business. He knew I had busted him looking at her cleavage. He just grinned and shrugged, like, "Who can blame me?" I guess he was right about that. I was the only one that caught that.
He made all the right noises over dinner. Addie really seemed to like him and that gave him a big boost in my eyes. He hit it off with Sylvia, too. The food was great and we had a couple of drinks. Addie wanted to go to a club afterward and we decided on Click's. They had a live band called "Better than Ezra" playing. We played a game of darts and shot some pool. Addison wanted to dance and she took Lucas off. Sylvia and I sat and watched for a minute.
"Dance with me, Cal." She turned that absolutely lovely face up toward me and flashed me that million candlepower smile. I pulled her up and we gyrated a bit. The song ended and they started a slow ballad. This was more my speed and Sylvia was all over me. She turned her back and that amazing ass was grinding my, suddenly, rock hard cock. I turned her back around and, surreptitiously, filled my hand with one big breast. Her nipple was rock hard and I felt her hand slide down and grab my ass. She pulled me in so she could grind her pussy against my erection. I nearly came in my pants. The song ended and I felt a tap on my shoulder. It was Addie.
"Switch?" she asked Sylvia.
This was going to be awkward. They started another song, and wouldn't you know it, it was another slow one. Addie and Sylvia changed places and I had another beautiful woman molded against me. I tried to keep her from feeling my hard cock, but she was just as aggressive as Silvia had been. She looked up at me and those green eyes blazed. "Hey there, big boy," she said. "I remember you." She forced her pussy against my erection and ground on it a little.
"Jesus, Addison," I said. "Sylvia is going to see you." She grinned very wickedly and one thigh moved between mine. She humped my leg, I swear. I wondered if there would be a wet spot on my pants.
"I think she's too busy to notice," Addie said. She nodded across the floor. It looked like Sylvia was as horny as Addison was. I could see the movements of her hips as she rubbed against Lucas; doing nearly the same thing to him Addie was doing to me. That was like a cold slap in the face. What was I doing? I disengaged and walked back to our booth, Addie trailing behind.
"What the hell, Cal?" she said when we sat down. "You can't just walk off and leave me like that!"
"We were getting a little carried away there, Addie," I said. "Best friends, remember?"
We drank some of our drinks and the next time I looked out at the floor, I saw Lucas' hands on Sylvia's ass, pulling her into him. She didn't seem to be resisting. I started sliding out and Addie jumped up and slid in beside me. "Don't, Cal," she begged. "You said you wouldn't make a scene. They aren't hurting anything. I'll let you feel my ass."
As fun as that sounded, I wondered what the hell was going on. Was Addie wanting to let Lucas play with Sylvia in return for me playing with her? I was confused and feeling very weird. "Are you telling me you're okay with letting your boyfriend feel up my wife?" I asked her.
"Yeah, I'm okay with it," she said. "Jesus, Calloway, do you imagine that she's going to fuck him out there on the dance floor? I'm pretty sure the silly girl is madly in love with you. Let her play. She'll go home with you in a bit and fuck your eyes out. Plus, you can feel me up." She took my hand and pulled it up to one fantastic breast; leaning into me so what we were doing was hidden to anyone not in our booth. She did have a hell of a point. I slid my hand up inside her loose blouse and into her bra, rolling one very erect nipple between my fingers. She moaned and I felt her hand on my cock. We played with each other's bodies until the song ended. She straightened up and I took my hand out of her blouse. Her fingers didn't leave my cock under the table and she didn't move. Sylvia and Lucas came back to the table. Sylvia just slid in on the other side of the booth and Lucas slid in beside her.
Her eyes were blue fire. "What are you naughty kids up to?" She grinned at me.
"Pretty much the same thing you were," Addie matched her smile. "I'm drunk as hell. No more alcohol for you boys, you're driving." She scooted over a little against me, rubbing one, obviously erect, nipple against my arm. I glanced over at Sylvia and she met my eyes. She made kissy lips at me. Obviously, she didn't care what Addie was doing with her husband. I wondered if she knew that Addison was tugging at my zipper, her reaction would have been any different.
Addie was saying something to me and I looked at her. She winked at me as her hand slid inside my boxers and wrapped around my painful erection. I heard a little gasp from Sylvia and glanced over at her. I couldn't tell for sure what was happing under the table, but from the position of his arm and the look on her face, Lucas had his hand on her pussy. She smiled at me and didn't make any move to stop him, so I didn't do anything. Addie's hand on my cock felt too good for me to think about anything else for a while. When some drunk chick bumped up against our table, I came to my senses. This was going to be awkward at work Monday.
"Addie, stop it," I whispered in her ear. "We're going home. I'll talk to you Monday, okay?" She pulled her hand out of my pants, zipped me up and patted my thigh. "It's okay, Cal," she whispered back. "Don't worry. I've always loved you and I always will. I love Sylvia, too. Trust me, okay?"
I did trust her. I knew she'd never hurt me, or Sylvia, but this was so weirdly erotic and I didn't have a clue. Nothing remotely like this had happened in all the time I'd know her or been married to Sylvia.
"Syl," I prompted her. She started and I saw her hand move under the table, pushing Lucas' hand out from under her dress. "It's getting late," I said. "Time to go."
She nodded and Lucas and Addison slid out. We walked out together and Addie kissed me as we parted to go to our cars. "See you Monday," she said. Sylvia gave Lucas a peck, I shook his hand and we walked away. When we got in the car, I just sat there for a minute.
She looked over at me. "You okay to drive, Calloway?" she asked.
"Yeah, I'm fine," I said. I decided to postpone our talk we were going to have until we got home. We were going to have a talk.
It turns out that we didn't have that talk that night. She attacked me like a tiger the minute the garage door went down. I'd never seen her so on fire and she did try to fuck my eyes out, just as Addie had promised.
She was gone the next morning when I got up. I lounged around until about 10:30, just drinking coffee and reading a book. Silvia came in and she looked gorgeous. She had on a green t-shirt and white shorts and I marveled again at my luck in being married to this amazing woman. She had two bags of groceries and I helped her put them away. She poured herself a cup of coffee and sat on my lap in my chair.
"Cal, you know I love you, right?" she said.
"Uh-oh, is this where you tell me that you're having an affair, but you love only me? It's just sex with the other guy?" I was only half joking.
"Don't be ridiculous," she said. "Just answer the question."
"Yes, I know you love me," I said. "I think I know that. Do you?"
"With all my heart," she said. "I know you love me the same way. But, I know some things that you don't."
"Oh yeah? Like what?" I asked.
"I know you're in love with Addison," she said. "I know she's in love with you. I've always known."
"Well, I hate to tell you this," I said, "but you're mistaken. I love Addie. She's my best friend, but I'm in love with you. She's not in love with me, either."
"Bullshit," she said. "You two have been dancing around each other ever since I've known you. You have this 'We're just best friends' thing going because both of you are cowards."
"Now you're starting to piss me off," I told her.
"Yeah, well the truth hurts," she said. "You are both so afraid of screwing up and losing each other that neither of you would ever admit that you love each other. I told you, Calloway, I know and it doesn't freak me out. I know neither of you are ever going to do anything about it. You'll never leave me and she'll never try to take you away from me. I love her, too, and she loves me. None of us will ever do anything to hurt either of the others. That's so cool and so loving that I love you both for it."
I mulled it over for a minute. "Does this have a point, Syl?"
"Yes, it does." She said. "I'm going to do something outrageous. It isn't risky for me, because it doesn't change anything. You already feel the way you do and so does she. I'm going to do something that I think is going to be very hot, it's going to build a fire under you and me and give someone I love like a sister some relief. I'm going to put you in bed with her."
"Hell, no," I told her. "What makes you think I want that? What makes you think she does?"



"Well, there was last night," she said. "I was watching the two of you. I agreed to dance another dance with Lucas so I could watch you. Damn, Cal, that was so hot I nearly melted my panties. Maybe you noticed that when we got home."
"It makes you hot to see me feel up another woman?" I asked. "That's kind of weird, Syl."
"No, you feeling up another woman would make me mad as hell," she said. "You feeling up Addie makes me hot. It makes me hot because I love her and I wouldn't mind feeling her up, myself. Would watching another man feel me up make you hot, Cal?"
"No, it wouldn't," I said. "It would make me want to kick his ass and give you a good spanking. That is exactly how I was feeling last night."
"Ooh," she wiggled her ass on me. "I like the sound of that! Okay, you're not into that. You are into Addie, though. I know that, Cal. I'm not mad about it. I've always known and I'm okay with it. If it were anyone else, I wouldn't be. Do you understand?"
"Yes, I guess I do. You really want me to sleep with Addie?"
"I hope not," she laughed. "I was thinking you might fuck her. That's what she wants and that's what she needs. She needs you to make love to her. She doesn't have that and she needs it."
"She goes out with guys constantly," I said.
"Yes, but she loves you. Don't you care about her, Cal?"
"Of course I do, but I can't be her lover. I'm your lover and I don't want to be anyone else's lover, not even hers. We tried that once, Sylvia. It didn't work. It nearly cost us our friendship."
"Yes, I know all about it," she said. "It scared both of you so badly that you've been cowering in neutral corners ever since. I'm calling you out. Tonight, we're going to go out again. We're going to come back here and you're going to take Addie to bed and give her the loving she needs. You have my approval and permission, Calloway."
"Well, that's nice, but I'm not going to do it," I said. "Let me say it again. I love you. I don't want to do the slightest thing that risks me losing you, not the slightest thing."
"There's no risk of that," she said. "There's not a snowball's chance in hell that I'm ever letting you get away from me."
I looked at her suspiciously. "What's the catch?"
For the first time, she looked hesitant. "I'm going to fuck Lucas," she said. "Listen to me for a minute before you blow your top, Cal. I'm not going to sit around while you fuck our best friend and play with myself. The next time, I want to watch and maybe even play, but the first time you should be alone together. I can't justify this in my own mind without some balance. You may think this is about me wanting to fuck some strange cock. I'm going to do that and I'm going to enjoy myself, but it's not about that. I hope you can understand and believe and accept what I'm telling you."
"I don't think you'd lie to me, Sylvia," I said. "You've never lied to me, why would you start now? If you wanted to lie and just fuck strange dicks, you could do that and just not tell me. If you wanted to fuck strange men, you would have them lining up around the block. Christ, Sylvia, you're smoking hot. You could have any man you wanted; I know that. You never have and I don't know what's changed. Is Lucas really all that attractive? Is this really your idea or did that asshole Lucas put you up to this so he could get in your pants?"
"I swear to God, Cal, he doesn't have a clue," she said. "Not that he wouldn't like to get in my pants. I made sure of that last night. Yes, he's attractive in a lot of the same ways you are. It's not about that. I've met hundreds of more attractive guys. I could have had them if that's what I wanted. I don't want them, and I really don't give a shit about Lucas. I would never do this with someone I thought might be a threat to us and I don't think anyone could be. He's not. He's just... acceptable. I don't hate him; I don't particularly like him, either. This is about fairness.
"Fairness?" I asked. "I don't understand."
"You're going to have sex with our best friend. Do you think that's fair to me, Cal? I know men talk about threesomes with them and two women. If one of them is your wife, how is that fair to her? The guy gets to fuck another woman; why shouldn't the woman fuck another man? I love you, Calloway, but I'm not a doormat. I'm giving this to you because I love you and I love Addie. I think you both need it. You're giving me something back. If you're not down with that, we'll call off the whole thing. That's going to break Addie's heart, but it won't be my fault."
"So, was this your idea?" I asked again.
It's mostly my idea. I have to tell you that I've been talking to Addison about it for months. She didn't have a guy I was willing to take a chance on. They were all the bad boy types that I'm not into that. They'd try to make something more out of this than it is. They'd brag and try to hit on me. Lucas is just someone to make me feel like I'm not being taken advantage of here. I just can't give you to her and let you fuck her. I'm going to do that, but it's going to cost both of you, too."
"What if I fall in love with her?" I asked. "What if you fall in love with Lucas? I can't risk losing you, Syl."
"Don't be silly," she said. "You'll never lose me. There isn't a man on earth that could take me away from you. Movie stars or billionaires, I know what I have; Cal, and I'll never give you up. You're stuck with me. I certainly won't be giving you up for Lucas. He's a pale imitation of you. He's like you in some ways; why do you think Addie is dating him? It's because he's like you and you're what she really wants. All her boyfriends are like you in some way. You already love Addie so nothing is going to change there. Is it just Lucas you don't like?"
"He's an asshole," I told her. "Do both of you think I'm an asshole?"
"Have you ever liked any man she's dated?" she asked.
"Well, no, I haven't," I said. "What's that got to do with anything?"
"Why do you think that is?" she asked. "It's because you love her and want her for yourself, in the first place. In the second place, I think many people you deal with do think you're an asshole." She giggled. "They don't know how tender and loving you are on the inside like Addie and I do. They just see this super-confident, self-assured, totally comfortable in his own skin guy and assume you're full of yourself. We know better. We know you're a scared little boy."
That hurt my feelings a little. She noticed and pulled my face into those big firm breasts. "You're my little boy and I love you that way," she said. "Now, before we go out, I want to remind you that you belong to me and I belong to you," she said. She tried to pull away and get up but I wouldn't let her.
"What if I decide this is stupid and dangerous and don't want to do it?" I asked.
"We'll stay home and I'll fuck you into submission," she said. "Seriously though, all you have to do is say no one time and I'll never bring it up again. Neither will Addie, and we'll just move on. I'm hoping you won't say no, because I think she needs this and I think you need it. It's going to make me feel pretty good, too. Not the sex part, but being the kind of friend and wife I want to be. I've got hopes about the sex part, too. I'm going to be imagining your big cock sinking into that smoking hot girl and I'm going to come like a bomb."
"What if he's got a foot long dick?" I asked. "Are you going to be all loose and need huge dicks from now on?"
She laughed. "You've been reading too many dirty stories. Women's pussies don't stretch out and stay that way. They're just as tight as ever in minutes. Besides, he doesn't. I asked. I wouldn't do that to you, Cal. You never have to compare yourself to anyone. You're perfect for me and you have a big cock yourself. What would I do with a foot long dick?" She laughed. "It's ridiculous. I don't have a foot long pussy. Maybe half that. You hurt me sometimes. That would rip me to shreds and I'd bleed to death. Jesus you're dumb, for such a smart guy. Where do you get these ideas?"
"Dirty stories," I told her. "You haven't dreamed about the black guy with the foot long dick that he flashes and all the white women swoon and rip their clothes off, never being satisfied by a puny white cock again?"
"More like a nightmare," she said. "What do you think I am, Calloway? Just a blonde bag of hormones? No, I've never had a single fantasy about that and if someone flashed me a foot long cock I'd run screaming, black or white. Well, I might pretend to be fascinated long enough to get it in my hand and rip it off. Do you think I'm some kind of sick racist that lust after men because of the color of their skin?"
My, considerably less than foot long, cock shrank in sympathy for the imaginary, ripped off, foot long one. "I don't think you're just walking hormones, and no, I don't think you're a racist," I said. "Some of our best friends are black, right?"
She laughed at my bad joke. "Right. So, now that visions of me screaming on foot long cocks are out of your head, how about making me scream with yours?"
Mine was somewhat in shock and tried to hide when she opened my pants. "Come out and play, big boy," she cooed. "Mama loves you and would never rip you off."
That made me laugh and the tension was broken. I think we had the fourth or fifth best sex of our lives all afternoon. She wanted to quit about two to give me time to "recharge."
I was still feeling very nervous when we walked into the club that evening. To my surprise, nothing seemed different. I sat in the booth and Sylvia sat by me. Lucas and Addison seemed mostly caught up in each other. Syl and I just carried on as we always did and she didn't even dance with Lucas once. She did dance with another guy that asked me nicely and Addie danced twice with guys we didn't know. I danced with Sylvia but it didn't seem out of the ordinary. My nervousness began to fade and we had a really good time. I was pleasantly surprised by everything. I expected to be able to cut the tension with a knife. I thought that we'd switch and make out like we had before and I knew I wasn't going to like that. I was prepared to be driven insane with jealously, and it was sort of anticlimactic when nothing strange happened.
Lucas insisted that the drinks were on him and he paid the check when we left about midnight. That's when it started getting different. Addie wanted me to ride with her and for Sylvia to ride with Lucas.
"What's this about?" I asked her when we got in the car.
"Rules," she said. "We need to go over the rules."
"What rules?" I asked. "Is there a rulebook for wife swapping I forgot to read?"
She laughed that laugh that always made me love her. "No, Sylvia and I made them up."
"Okay, let's hear the famous rules," I said.
"Well, we know you don't want to watch," she began. "Lucas would, but you're the one we care about the most here. Sylvia wants to watch, too, but not this time."
"There are going to be more times?" I asked.
"I sure hope so. I guess that's up to you and Sylvia," she said. "Anyway, we're going to go to your house, have a couple of drinks, we're going to your bedroom and Sylvia and Lucas are going upstairs. We're going to stay as long as we want to with our partners. Either woman is free to change beds, but Lucas is never going to be in your bedroom. That's Sylvia's rule. She thinks it's disrespectful to you."
"Jesus Christ, Addie," I said. "The whole thing is as weird as hell. Why are we worried about disrespect?" I glanced over at her and she was crying. "What? It is, Addie. You know it."
She unbuckled her seatbelt and slid across. I put my arm around her. This was the little girl that walked to grade school with me and she was upset. "I'm sorry, Cal," she whispered. I could barely hear her. "This is something I dreamed about all my life, but I see that it's a bad idea. I'll just take Lucas and go home when we get there."
Now I felt like a heel. I was making my best friend cry. I squeezed her up. "No, I'm the one that should be sorry, Addie. I didn't mean it. Just the idea of making love to you is hot as hell. I wanted to do it back when we were in college. This wasn't my idea. I'd have never suggested anything like this. You want it and Sylvia wants it. I'll try to make it work, okay? I do love you, Addie. I always have, but the idea of Sylvia with Lucas is tearing me up."
"I know," she said. "Thank you for trying, Calloway. I know how much you love her. She loves you that much, too. I think she's probably feeling just like you. The difference is, she doesn't love Lucas. She loves you and she loves me. She's willing to do this for us. Both of us owe her big time, Cal. That's why we aren't going to make a fuss about Lucas. She loves us enough to do something for us that probably has her feeling as weird as you do. We'll owe her for the rest of our lives. I owe her, more than you. She has more love in her heart than I can even imagine. I can't imagine sharing you with her if you were mine. I owe you, too. I can't imagine how torn up you must be. I just know how lucky I am to have two people who love me as much as you two do. Thank you."
"Well, you're pretty loveable," I told her. I reached down and cupped one big breast. "Pretty squishy, too."
She slapped my leg. "Is that a fat joke?" Her tears were drying on her face.
"Yeah, you're a big fat cow, Addie," I said. "Feel how much I hate that." I pulled her hand down to my cock. It was half-hard from just squeezing her breast and sprang to attention as soon as that hot little hand caressed the outside of my pants.
"Mmm," she murmured. "I think I've met this guy before somewhere."
"Well, you sure had your hands on him enough about fifteen years ago," I said. "Then there was that introduction last night. Why didn't we ever fuck back then, Addison?"
"I was afraid of getting pregnant and you were afraid of me," she smiled up at me. "You were afraid I'd eat you up. Either that or that we'd have a really big blow up and lose our best friend in the process. I was afraid of that too. I'm not going to lose you, am I, Cal?"
I pulled her tightly up against me. "I'll tell you what Syl told me," I said. "I'm afraid you're stuck with me, kiddo. I'm too old to find a new best friend. I'm too old to find a new wife, too, so I hope to hell this doesn't blow up in our faces."
"Sylvia and I won't let that happen," she said. "I'd rather die than be the reason you two have trouble, Cal."
"I know," I said. "If you don't stop that I'm going to cum in my pants."
She gave my cock one last squeeze and slid her hand up inside my shirt. She giggled and it was a very sexy giggle. I held her close and we just talked as best friends do the rest of the way home.
The tension began to build when we walked in the house. We had a drink and played a game of spades. Sylvia, Addie, her partner of the night and I play a lot of spades. I went into the kitchen for chips and Sylvia joined me, pouring another round. She came and pressed up against me, putting her arms around me from behind and pinning me against the bar.
"You okay, baby?" she asked. "All you have to do is say no."
"No," I said. "I mean, not no, but I'm not okay. Jesus, Syl, I don't think I could ever be okay with this. I'm trying, baby. I'm trying really hard. I may say no yet. I feel like I'm on an acid trip and I'm about to crash anytime. Do you really want this?"
"Yes, I think it's going to be good for all of us," she said.
Addison came walking in, holding her empty glass. "Getting cold feet, big boy?" she asked. "I'm as dry as the Mojave. All you have to do is say no, Cal."
"Yeah, that's what I keep hearing," I said. "Seems to me like you girls are driving this train. I just hope it doesn't derail and kill us all."
They exchanged a look. Sylvia took the chips out of my hand and put them back in the pantry, handed Addie and me our drinks and went back into the living room. Addie replaced her, pinning me against the bar and she lit me up with a smoking kiss that had my head swimming. She took a step back and her fingers began opening buttons on her blouse.
All that creamy skin started unveiling itself before my eyes. I'd seen most of it before. We'd done everything but fuck back in college and I knew what she looked like under those clothes. She was a living doll. There were some spectacular breasts inside that silk blouse and her erect nipples were obvious. As the silk fell open, those strawberry capped vanilla ice cream cones sprang out in all their glory. God, she was beautiful and sexy. There's something about a redhead's skin, nearly translucent and so creamy smooth. I just stared for a while, mesmerized at her sensuality. "You just going to look, or do you want to play?" She gave me a sultry look that would have melted ice at the North Pole. Was I nuts? Of course, I wanted to play!
I took her arms and we swapped positions. She was facing away from me, pinned against the bar and I slid my hands around to cup those delightful mounds. She was completely wrapped in my arms and I kissed the side of her neck as her firm ass ground against my raging cock. I palmed her breasts, pinching and tugging on her nipples. She went wild, writhing against me and turning her head so I could kiss her. She moaned into my mouth and I reached down and pulled her short skirt up around her waist. She had on little lacey yellow panties that framed her delicious cheeks to perfection, leaving the full bottoms bare and jiggling.
I reached around, running my hand inside the loose leg in the front and onto her throbbing pussy. She was dripping wet and I used her honey to lubricate her clit, pinching it gently and coaxing it out to play. She was trembling and on the verge of an orgasm.
"Cal, please," she gasped. "Not here. Take me to bed."
I scooped her up in my arms and carried her. She was heavy! Addie wasn't a small girl. That stick I met in the fifth grade has filled out and grown tall. She was nearly six feet and solidly muscled. I knew she and Sylvia worked out at the same gym, and it had obviously paid off for both of them. Sylvia is about her height. For some reason, I seemed to be attracted to tall women. They were still a couple of inches shorter than I was and about the same size as Lucas.
There was no sign of Sylvia and Lucas. My heart pounded furiously in my chest. I began to slow and got ready to put Addie down. She clung to me, wrapped her incredibly long legs around my waist and her arms around my neck. Her full, pouty lips sought mine and she whispered, "Please, Cal. Please, I'm begging you. I'll make it so good for you. Kiss me!"
I did and it was very good. I lost that sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach as she ground her pussy against my cock and her soft lips crushed mine. I started moving again and she never let me stop. I carried her beautiful form into the bedroom, and she dropped her feet to the floor. She turned me around with my back to the bed and slowly pushed me down. As I went prone, she moved up onto the bed, straddling my hips and grinding on me. Her long, cool fingers made short work of the buttons on my shirt and she pulled the tails out of my pants, shedding her blouse and pressing her luscious breasts into my chest. She was kissing me, as passionately as any kiss I'd ever had and she reached down to unbuckle my belt and unfasten my pants.
Deciding that speed was more important than finesse, I helped her and she left me to finish undressing while she unzipped her skirt and threw it at a chair. Those little yellow panties went flying and there was a naked, flame haired goddess standing in my bedroom. I couldn't move, couldn't speak; all I could do was stare. I'd seen nearly all of her at one point or another, but never all together like this. She was breath taking, stunning, any adjective you care to use doesn't adequately describe Addie. She could have made big money posing nude. It should be a crime to shave redheads, and she wasn't guilty. She had a little tuft of flame, in the shape of an inverted triangle over a bare pussy. I could see her moisture glistening on her lips. I needed to taste her badly, but she was having none of that. She leaped on me like a big cat.



"I need you in me now, Cal," she growled in my ear. "We have plenty of time for other stuff later. I need you to take me now. I need, baby. Please don't make me wait."
She rolled off me and I slid up over her. I felt her heat and wetness against the head of my cock and she thrust upward, seeking my hardness with almost desperation. She groaned as I found her entrance and begin to sink into her. "God, Calloway, I've waited so long for this. Easy, baby, you're really thick. That's it."
I backed off a little and it took a dozen strokes to get fully inside her tightness. She felt like a 16-year-old virgin. I knew that she had been with a lot of men and remembered what Sylvia told me about women not stretching and staying that way. Addie sure wasn't stretched. As I watched, I could see her lips clinging to my cock as it withdrew and sinking inward with each forward motion. It felt like I was going to turn her inside out. It took her a few minutes to get comfortable. Once she did, it was as if a switch was turned on and she went into overdrive. She got vocal and her hips began to pound up into me. I don't think it took her a dozen strokes to start cumming. There was nothing quiet about Addie.
She groaned as if she was dying and then screamed as her body stiffened and she exploded, writhing like a boa constrictor, her arms and legs wrapped around me. It was a good thing she had a hair trigger, because twenty years of waiting, having dreams about her, being around her, tantalizingly near and yet always just out of reach, had me boiling in record time. I was about to cum and I warned her.
"Oh, God, yes," she cried out. "Fuck me, Cal! Oh, my God! I've waited for so long! Cum in me Cal, fill me up. Oh, God, Oh my God, yes!" She came again, thrusting up at me in a frenzy of lust and screaming out her ecstasy as I jetted streams of cum into her. We relaxed for a minute and then she jumped up. "Be right back, love," she said. She went into the bathroom and I heard the water running. She came back, drying her pussy with a hand towel and carrying a wet, warm washcloth. She cleaned me up and grinned a mischievous grin. "I'll bet we taste good, but you came buckets, Cal. I'll suck you clean when we're not quite so messy."
My dormant member gave a twitch and she swooped down, taking it completely inside the hot cavern of her mouth. I relaxed and let her have her way with me. She wasn't as good as Sylvia was, but she was damn good. I began to stiffen and she gagged and pulled back. She chuckled. "I've never been able to do deep throat. Syl can, I know, so I'm going to have to get her to teach me." She went back to work and I needed to taste her.
I tugged on her, pulling her toward me and she moved around, straddling my face and giving me access to that beautiful pussy. She moaned around my cock as I gave it a swipe with my tongue. It was nearly perfect. Pale pink lips gave way to a deeper pink inside, her lips slightly swollen and her clit was fully engorged. I peeled back the hood a bit and poked it with my tongue. She quivered, jerked and moaned again. Her smell was a narcotic, and she tasted amazing. There was a faint hint of soap at first from her cleaning efforts, but that was flooded away with a tangy honey flavor almost immediately. I reached around and buried my fingers in the firm, round flesh of that tight ass and spread her cheeks a bit, exposing her little rosebud. I flicked at it with my tongue, getting it wet and using some of her nectar to make it slippery.
I went to work on her clit, pulling it with my lips and working it firmly with my stiffened tongue. She began a slow writhe and she trembled. That trembling built and she was moaning non-stop around my cock, now. I could feel her tension building as she climbed toward a peak, her muscles beginning to tighten as it built. I could tell she was on the brink, every nerve in her as tightly wound as a clock spring. She was trembling like a sapling in a high wind and I sank one finger into her tight little ass. She jerked her mouth off my cock and screamed again as the tension broke and she went wild. I had trouble keeping contact with her as she bucked and spasmed, her orgasm cresting and sweeping her away. I pulled her tightly to me and lashed her clit with my tongue, using my free hand to push one, and then two, fingers inside her tight little pussy. She shrieked and went off again, thrusting against my fingers at first until she began to struggle to get away. I held her tightly and continued to attack that little pussy like a dog after a bone.
"Stop! Stop, Cal, oh my God, please! I can't... please, Cal, please!" She twisted frantically and I let her escape. She flopped onto the bed beside me, face down and panting. "Jesus Christ, Calloway! Were you trying to kill me?" she gasped.
We rested and I held her as we caught our breath. As our pulses slowed, I became aware of things around me. I could hear sounds. Sylvia has always been a very vocal lover and she was obviously cumming like a bomb. Her mewling cries of ecstasy were very audible and it sent a chill through me. There is something about hearing your woman give tongue to her pleasure in the arms of another man that diminishes the soul. I had never heard a more frightening sound. I had heard it many times, but it had been in my arms and I was the one wringing that orgasmic sound from her. Tears sprang, unbidden, to my eyes. What were we doing? I loved Addie. I knew I did, but Sylvia was the most precious thing in the world to me and at that moment, I knew I was losing her. This had been a colossal blunder! I should never have agreed to it.
I turned to my side, facing away from Addie. I couldn't bear to look at her and the sounds went on and on. She spooned up against me and she must have sensed something amiss. Her face peeked up over my shoulder and she looked at my expression. That one look must have told the story. She wailed softly, an anguished sound of dismay.
"No, Cal, no! It's okay." She rolled me over and slid on top of me. "Calloway," her lips sought mine. "Cal, it's not like that! She's not leaving you. You're not losing her. She did this for me, for us. Don't listen, Cal! Look at me. Listen to me. It's going to be okay. Trust her. Trust me. It's okay. Don't read anything into anything. Just wait and see what happens. I promise you that we'll all be okay. Please, Cal, I love you. I won't let you get hurt. I won't let anything happen to you and Sylvia. Make love to me now. Let me show you."
She moved up and fed me one luscious strawberry nipple. My anxiety slowly faded and as our passion grew, I was once more immersed in the sensuous creature that was Addison Taylor. I rolled her under me, flipping her onto her stomach. She arched her back, shoving her exquisite ass back into me and pulled her knees up under her, offering me her pussy from behind. I eased into her, making her gasp and moan. I slowly built up to a driving rhythm and she began to climb the mountain. I think she came twice before she pulled herself forward, away from my impaling member and pushed me over. "Let me," she panted. She swung aboard, seating my cock into her steaming opening and impaling herself again.
God, she was athletic! She rode me like a pony, her amazing breasts bouncing and giving me one of the most erotic visuals that I'd ever seen. My best friend since elementary school, the little redhead, all grown up into this amazing seductress riding my cock and loving it. At that moment, I realized that Sylvia had been right. I loved Addison Taylor. I always had and I always would. I pulled her down for a kiss and her big breasts crushed against my chest, the erect nipples scraping against mine in a sensuous dance of love. Her supple hips pumped like pistons and I ran my hands down her back to clutch the firm globes of her ass. I held her still and began to pump up into her. She gasped into my mouth and I drove up into the volcanic heat of her little pussy. She began to moan and gasp as her orgasm rolled over her and I kept pounding into her as she came, repeatedly. Finally, our rhythm broke and I slipped out, making several thrusts just rubbing between her pussy lips. She was limp against me, exhausted with her effort. I wasn't done with her.
I rolled her off me, face down on the bed beside me. She was as limp as a noodle. I straddled her legs as she, wearily, attempted to pull her knees up to a doggy position. I pulled on her ankles, stretching her out flat and mounted her, pushing between the cheeks of that amazing ass, between her thighs and into her heat.
"Again?" she gasped. "Cal, I don't think... oh, Jesus, Cal, oh no, oh my God, Cal! It's so deep!"
I drove into her, pinning her like a butterfly in a collection and she sobbed in her chest. I could feel my cock bump the back of her pussy and she groaned as I held there, fully embedded in her. I began to pound into her, watching her ass quiver and bounce under me.
"Oh, my God, you're going to make me cum some more!" she groaned. "Oh my God, Cal! Oh, my God, oh, my God! Please Cal! You're fucking me so hard! Please, Cal! Cum, baby, I can't take any more!"
I continued to pound her, her cries and groans constant as she continued to orgasm, one rolling into another as she sobbed and wept in her sexual ecstasy. "Please, Cal, pleas cum," she begged. "You're hurting me, please cum!" I didn't want that, but the sound of her sobbing out her orgasms and the sight of her face, turned to the side in a rictus of orgasmic pleasure, drove me over the edge and I filled her with what I had left. She came one last time with a shriek as she felt me squirt and we collapsed. I lay on her and held her spectacular body closely as she shuddered and shook, sobbing and quivering with post-orgasmic contractions around my softening cock inside her. I slowly withdrew and she groaned. I fell to the bed beside her and gathered her into my arms, her beautiful tear streaked face before me. I kissed her until her sobbing stilled and held her tightly.
"Jesus, Calloway," she breathed. "You destroyed me!" her breath caught in a little sob. "I'm so in love with you. Please don't say we can't do this again. We'll find a way baby. Just trust us. We'll make it work. Do you love me, Cal?"
I kissed away her doubts, and as we drifted off, I held her tightly. My love for Addie had taken a quantum leap. I just hoped Sylvia was on the same trip. At some point, I heard the shower running and in my half-awake state, I thought Addie must be showering. Then, I felt the warmth and softness of her big breast under my hand. I was too exhausted to think much, and my last conscious thought was that it must be Sylvia. I felt the bed shake sometime later, and another warm, soft body pressed itself against me. It was Sylvia. She kissed me softly on the side of the face, whispered, "I love you, Calloway," and I drifted off again.
It was becoming light when I awoke again. Addie was gone, and Sylvia was snuggled up to me. I heard the stool in the bathroom and the sound of water running. I closed my eyes and in a minute, I felt Addie slip back in. I opened my eyes and smiled at her. She scooted over until her lips were against my ear. "Take her, Cal," she whispered. "She's your wife. Look at her. See how beautiful she is? Wake her up and fuck her."
I shuddered a bit. "She's clean," Addie whispered. "She's showered and douched. I saw the box in the bathroom trash. Show her how much we love her for what she did for us."
I leaned into Sylvia and nibbled her ear. She sighed and shifted in the sleep. Addie got out of bed, her glorious nakedness on full display, and walked around the bed to get in on the other side of Sylvia. She eased the covers down and Sylvia stirred, reaching in her sleep to pull them back up. Addie gently continued and Sylvia's naked breasts thrust up, as they were uncovered. We both pressed our bodies against her, sharing our warmth and she sighed. I bent to take one nipple between my lips and nursed it erect. Sylvia gave a little moan and I glanced up. Addie was locked onto her other nipple like a baby, stretching it between her lips and releasing it, making Sylvia's breast quiver. I saw her hand slide down, toying with Sylvia's little tuft of blonde curls before sliding down to press into the crease of her pussy. She rubbed Sylvia's clit gently and then slid one finger into her. She played for a bit and drew her finger out, putting it in her mouth and tasting Sylvia's juices. I was as hard as I've ever been in my life.
"Take her, she's wet and ready," Addie whispered. I could see Sylvia's hips moving a bit in her sleep, seeking that stimulation that had disappeared. I crawled between her legs as Addie positioned my cock between the pinkness of Sylvia's lips. "Take her," she whispered.
Sylvia's eyes popped open as I slid into her and she groaned, wrapping her arms and legs around me and holding on for dear life. We made love, slowly and sweetly, for about five minutes until Sylvia began to approach her orgasm. "Faster, baby," she whispered. "Make me cum. I'm going to cum so hard! Fuck me, Cal!"
Her words were cut off as Addie kissed her lips. I could see them tongue wrestling and I gave Sylvia everything I had. She tore her lips away from Addie and cried out, her voice hoarse and gasping. Addie captured one fat little nipple and Sylvia went off like a bomb, Addie's hot little hands everywhere, stroking our bodies and urging us on. I unloaded a weak spurt or two, shouting out my own release as it felt like my soul was pouring into Sylvia. We collapsed, both of us lying half over Sylvia and smothering her with love. We gradually relaxed and I fell asleep, one hand on Addie's full breast and the other arm cradling my wife's head.
When I woke up the girls were still asleep, wound around each other like a nest of snakes. I'm always amazed at how limber women are. Makes you wonder if they have bones. These looked pretty boneless to me. I went down and made coffee, took a shower in the downstairs bathroom and went to the donut shop to get breakfast. Yeah, donuts are part of the basic food groups. Eggs, grain, sugar, and the kolaches I got even had meat. They were still asleep when I got back. The coffee was ready, and I got a tray. I put three cups of coffee on it, three glasses of milk and all the pastries. I carried it upstairs and set in on the lamp table beside my side of the bed. Then, I climbed up and lay on top of them.
They stirred uneasily and tried to wiggle out from under me. I held them and rested my full weight on them. They made little grunting sounds as if they were being squished by a car crusher and opened their eyes, almost simultaneously. I pulled their faces together so that they were cheek to cheek and kissed the hell out of them. Their breath wasn't all that fresh, but I didn't care. They moaned and squeaked until Sylvia was able to catch a bit of breath.
"Get off of us, you big elephant. Jesus, Calloway, you weigh a million pounds. Get off! I need to pee!" They cooperated to roll me off to the side and I let them. Sylvia first and then Addie went off to the bathroom. Both of them smelled the food and by the time Addy made it back, Sylvia was done with her first kolache and into her first twist. They munched away like starving wolves for a bit. They both eat like horses and never gain a pound. They were naked and I started getting a hard on after about two minutes of watching them. After the night and morning we'd had, I had supposed a freight train of Viagra wouldn't get me up. I was wrong. We chatted a bit as we ate and I noticed that they kept shooting glances at each other and at me, but neither one of them would hold the eyes of any of the rest of us. It was as if they were a little embarrassed.
I sat facing them and I knew I had to say something as the silence stretched uncomfortably between us. "Anyone want to start on what happened last night?" I asked.
They looked at each other and they both started talking at the same time. That cracked me up and we laughed until we cried. I collapsed on the bed and they fell on top of me. I was holding a gorgeous, naked woman in each arm and they lay with their cheeks on my chest and their noses nearly touching.
"Sylvia, I love you," Addie said. Sylvia kissed the tip of her nose.
"Yes, I know," she said. "I love you, too."
"Hey, your pillow here is feeling a little left out," I said.
"Well, get used to it," Sylvia said. "I'm leaving you and I'm going to marry Addie. It's legal now, you know. I'm taking all the money and you'll have to find a place to live. Oh, I'm going to tell Peyton what an asshole you are and she's going to stay with me."
Addie gave an evil chuckle. It's not something I admire in a woman. "Well, that's not nearly as funny as you think it is," I told Sylvia. "I'm about half afraid that's exactly what you're going to do."
They laughed uproariously. "You won't mind if we keep him so we have a nice pillow," Addie snorted.
"No, he's good for that, He has a nice cock, too," Sylvia said. "He feeds us, so maybe he could be useful." They laughed again. "Seriously, babe, we do need to talk about everything. I only want Addie to be here for part of this, so let's do everything with her we want to do before we let her go."
"What did you have in mind?" I asked.
"Talk to her and then fuck her," Sylvia said.
Addie laughed. "Do we have to talk first?"
"Yes, we do," I said. "I'm floundering here. I have no idea what's going on with you, Addie, with you, Sylvia, or even with me. I'm so confused I can barely stand myself. Addie, you're as sexy as hell and you know I love you, but this just feels like I'm at the top of a long, icy hill with no brakes. Sylvia, hearing you last night nearly killed me. Everything in me told me I was making, we were making, the kind of mistakes that would end up with me losing you. I nearly drowned in despair and Addie kind of pulled me back. Am I losing you, Syl?"
She burst into tears and nearly broke my neck hugging me. She kissed be all over my face and her tears dripped on me. "No, baby, you're not losing me. I'm never going to let go of you. You're my life. I'm so sorry about the way you felt. Let me tell you what was going on with me and explain something to you. I love you. I've loved you since our second date. When you introduced me to Addison on our third date, I was insanely jealous. She's so beautiful and smart and you obviously loved her. It was easy to tell she felt the same way about you. Over the next few weeks, I realized that you were part of each other and that I could never break that bond. I stopped trying. Instead, I made my own bond with her. I embraced her and accepted her. Addie, you're my sister. We have something special going on. As time went on I realized that you two are in love with each other, but in a way that I'll never understand and never try to interfere with."
Addison interrupted her and pulled her head over to kiss her. It went on for a while. "I see why you're such a good therapist, Sylvia," she said. "You think deeper than the rest of us. You're exactly right, but I never thought about it like that."
"You two always had this tension going on," Sylvia said. "I think it was harmful to all of us. It's broken now. We've been friends for more than ten years and we've never been able to talk like this before. Now we can. Here's something else; I'm about half in love with you, myself, Addie. I love you. I always have, but in the last year or so, it's been more than that. We've been talking about that, but now Calloway can be part of that conversation. Cal, I need to explain last night. Lucas means nothing to me. He's a good and considerate lover, but I felt nothing for him and I never will. All the time I was with him, I was thinking about you and Addie. I was thinking about your big cock sliding into that tight little pussy, I could imagine the look on her face as she came, that hair like fire floating around, and I could imagine you, Cal. You were finally, after all these years, having the thing you always wanted but never even thought about having and it drove me mad. I came a thousand times, but it was you. It was you two that filled my head. Lucas might as well have been a machine. I was hurting some, too, Cal. I never dreamed I'd someday be in the position of imagining you with another woman. If it were anyone else this would be the end of us."



I squeezed her tightly. "I don't want to be with any other women, Syl," I said.
"I know that," she said. "I'm just telling you that you aren't the only one with mixed feelings here."
I heard a little gasp and I looked down to see that Addie was crying. Sylvia noticed, too and she quickly reached over me and pulled Addie up against me.
"No, honey, don't cry," she caressed Addie's back gently. "It's going to be okay. Tell her, Calloway!"
I squeezed her and played with that flaming hair. "It is, Addie. We'll work it all out, okay?"
She nodded her cheek on my chest. "I just feel like I'm causing you guys pain," she said. "I don't want to do that. I feel so selfish. Maybe I should go."
"No, honey, not yet," Sylvia said. "This isn't all on you. Calloway is in the same boat you are. Yes, we're hurting a little, but we love you. Sometimes you do painful things for people you love. Cal, I know you don't like me sleeping with Lucan, but I have to keep my self-respect, too. I'm not going to just say, 'Sure, you go ahead and fuck Addie; I'll just sleep in the spare bedroom and play with myself.' Not going to happen. You get that, right?"
Addie nodded. I wasn't sure I did. None of this was my idea. Sure, it had been the fulfillment of my biggest fantasy, especially with these two gorgeous, naked kittens in bed with me, but thinking about Sylvia with Lucas nearly made me nauseous. I felt claustrophobic. Suddenly I had to get out of there. My brain was in overload and I needed to breathe.
I sat up and started getting dressed. "What are you doing, Cal?" Sylvia asked.
"I need some air," I told her. "I'm going for a ride."
"Don't leave," Addie pleaded. "We need to talk, Calloway."
"We'll talk later," I said. "I'm going to explode. Just let me get my head on straight, okay?" I raised my voice a little and they didn't say anything else for a minute.
I got my keys and I was going out the door when Sylvia spoke. "Don't do anything stupid, Cal. It's going to be okay."
I nodded. "I won't," I said. "I just need some space to clear my head." I went down to the garage and got in my truck. I just sat there for a minute and I felt numb, as if my brain was spinning a million miles an hour but someone forgot to engage the gears. A thought came to me and I looked over at my baby. My 1970 Nova SS was sitting there begging to be driven. Its metallic blue paint with the black Chevy SS stripes fit my mood. I jumped out of the truck and got in. The big block 402 rumbled to life and I felt the shake of the cam lope. It felt good. I backed out into the street and put the hammer down. There was a screech of burning rubber and I held it down for a quarter mile or so. The wind in the windows whistled and I felt better already. I checked my fuel and I had half a tank. The drone of the exhaust lulled me as I cruised around the bypass, and a kid in an import with a big gay spoiler gave me a thumbs up as I eased by. I drove for thirty minutes and pulled into a convenience store. I topped off the tank and got me a cup of coffee. I was nearly back home when I decided to stop and have a beer. The little bar and grill I pulled into had a lunch crowd and I got a spot at the bar.
The guy on the next stool tried to carry on a conversation and so did the woman that came and sat down on the other side. I wasn't at all interested in chitchat and they gave up after a couple of monosyllabic replies. My beer became three and then I was in no shape to drive. There was a La Quinta across the street and I had two more beers and checked it. I rarely drink alcohol, and five beers in a couple of hours were as much as I'd consumed since college. I collapsed on the bed and the next time I opened my eyes it was 4 AM and my bladder was bursting. I relieved the pressure and my mouth tasted like I had been eating old athletic socks. I went down to the lobby, got the curtesy toothbrush and bought some pain relievers. I took them, brushed my teeth and went back to bed. I felt considerably better when I woke up. I had slept until 10. I showered and put my dirty clothes back on. My stomach was rebelling against having such a stupid owner, and I went across the street to the Waffle House.
It's difficult to imagine, but their breakfast wasn't bad, if you don't mind eating in what looks like a truck stop restroom. The company wasn't sterling, either, but I wasn't there to audition anyone. After my third cup of coffee, I felt human again and I checked my phone for the first time. It was almost noon and I had 62 missed calls and 43 new text messages. I felt guilty, but I didn't want to talk to ether Sylvia or Addie just then.
I did want to talk to Peyton, and three of the texts were from her. Unfortunately, she was at school. I got an idea and drove to the school. I went in and checked her out. She came running and threw herself on me when she saw me waiting.
"Daddy, where have you been?" she asked. "Mom and Aunt Addie are worried sick! They cried all night and Mom was still crying when she brought me to school this morning."
"Let me buy you lunch and I'll tell you all about it," I said. She held my hand and we went to the car. She loves the Nova and she wanted to "go fast." We did, once we got clear of the school zone. Not a good place to "go fast," and it was a good thing I didn't. Barney Fife was down at the corner, looking for customers. I took Peyton to Fuddruckers and bought her a hamburger. I got a Mountain Dew and we talked. I told her that something had happened Saturday night and I was confused, angry, hurt and I just needed some time to get over it.
"You know how sometimes when you get mad at me you go and stay in your room for a while?" I said. "That's kinda how I feel right now. I don't want to talk to your mother or Aunt Addie right now. I'll get better, just like you do, but I wanted to love on you a little and let you know that everything's okay, all right?"
"I understand, Daddy," she said. "Sometimes you just want to be left alone for a while." She hugged me and kissed my cheek. "How long do you think it's going to take?"
"I don't know, baby," I said. "How do you know when you're ready to come out of your room?"
"I come out when I don't feel mad inside anymore," she said.
"Well, I'm still a little bit mad inside," I told her. "Not at you, honey. I'm not mad at you. I'm mad at Mom and Addie and I'm kind of mad at myself, too. I guess I'm mad at the whole world."
"Yeah, I know what you mean," she said. "I felt like that when you wouldn't let me spend the night at Julia's house after her birthday party."
"Well, I like Julia," I said. "I don't like her Mom and I wouldn't leave you alone there. She uses drugs, Kitten. She was arrested a couple of weeks before that party. I explained all this to you."
"I know, that's why I'm not mad anymore," she said.
"You're a very smart young lady," I told her. "We better get you back to school. I just wanted to see you and tell you what's going on. I also wanted to tell you that I love my baby, bunches. If you call or text me, I'll answer. I was asleep when you texted before."
I drove her back to school, kissed her and she went back to class. I had some thinking to do. I listened to all those voice mails and read the texts. They had grown more and more frantic as the night wore on and finally there was just a note of panic. I knew I should call and let them off the hook but I wasn't ready. I had no idea what to say.
I liked the La Quinta, so I checked in for another day. I went to Walmart and bought a pack of underwear, some athletic shorts, a pair of flip-flops and some t-shirts. I also got a legal pad. I think best if I can take notes and make lists. I went back and took a shower. The clean clothes felt nice and I sat down at the desk and tried to collect my thoughts.
I was very pissed off about the whole "I'm going to fuck Lucas," thing. I mean, I understood to some degree. Had I come up with the idea and approached Sylvia with the scheme, it would have made perfect sense. The thing is, I didn't. I didn't come up with it and I never would have. I was perfectly happy. None of this was my idea. True, I went along with it, but I was totally not on board. I knew I should have said something at the beginning. I let it go on, just thinking with my dick, I guess. I made some notes, figured out what I was going to say and do and called it a night.
The next morning, I didn't go to work. I figured Addie would be worried, so I called my desk and left a message that if there were any emergencies she should send me a text. It wasn't five minutes before she sent me one.
"If talking to your best friend and your wife when they're hurting very badly and scared out of their minds isn't an emergency, I don't know what is."
I guess she had a point, but that wasn't the kind of emergency I had in mind. I took a nap, went out to look for some food and came back with Taco Bell. Yeah, I know. It was close.
I was watching a baseball game when someone knocked on the door. When I opened it, Sylvia and Addison were standing there. They were both crying and they jumped on me like tigers. The next thing I knew, I was flat on my back on the bed, with two very weepy women on top of me. They were sobbing and saying things that I couldn't make out except that there was "sorry" mixed in there a million times.
I just wrapped my arms around them and held them until they calmed down a little. "Whoa, girls! Just slow down a minute," I said. "Take a deep breath and then you can talk to me. One at a time, please. How did you find me?"
"This is the 29th motel we've been to," Sylvia sniffed. "I... I've been so scared, Cal. Peyton told me you took her to lunch and that you were really mad. I'm so sorry, baby. I never dreamed it would hit you so hard. I thought... I thought... we thought this was something that would make you happy. We thought that you would realize how much Addie means to both of us and that you'd be okay with this."
"Is it the Lucas thing?" Addis asked. "You have to know that he means nothing to either of us compared to you. God, Cal. You're a real bastard, just running away and leaving us like that. What the hell is wrong with you?"
"Calloway, are we okay?" Sylvia asked. "What are you doing? Are you leaving me?" She broke down again and buried her face in my chest.
"No, honey," I told her. "I'm not leaving you and yes, we're okay. I was just pissed off and weirded out. I was confused and I needed time to think. I was coming home tomorrow. I have my shit together and we need to talk. It's good that Addie's here, because we need to talk to her, too."
They both snuggled in and looked up at me, expectantly. "Do you want to go first?" Addie asked.
"If you want me to," I said. "Did you have something you wanted to say?"
"Yes, I have a bunch of things I want to say," she replied. "The first one is, I'm sorry, Calloway. I never meant to make things bad for you. I love you and I love Sylvia. I would rather die than be a problem between you. Do you believe me?"
I nodded. "Yes, I believe you, Addie. I know you're a good person and that you'd never deliberately hurt either of us."
"Good," she sighed. "Then I guess I need to say that this will never happen again. That's not what I want, and it makes me sad as hell, but, I guess it's the way it has to be."
I glanced at Sylvia. "I'm sorry, too," she said. "I guess I misread the situation. I thought this would be something for both of you that would be good. Is the problem me?"
"No, I guess it isn't," I said. "I guess the problem is me. The very idea of you being with someone else kills me, Syl."
"It doesn't kill you to think of you being with Addie," she said. "I'm not some dishrag person without any pride, Calloway. I think it's fair that if you two play, I get to play, too."
"I guess it is," I said. "The problem is, I would never have played if it would have been left up to me. This was your idea, and Addie's idea, not mine. I was perfectly happy before."
Now Addie began to cry a little. "Well, I wasn't," she said. "Don't you care at all how I feel, Cal?"
I brushed away her tears and stroked her cheek. "Of course I do, Addie. You mean more to me than I've ever been able to tell you. I've loved you since the minute I saw you smack that guy in the face with your book. We tried this once, remember? We decided that we were better as friends."
"Yes, I know," she said. "It was mostly you that decided that, Cal. I've been crazy about you all my life. It nearly killed me when you started dating Sylvia. Then I got to know her. I thought she was perfect. She was right for you and I knew I could never come between you. I love her like I do you. I don't want to go through my life without being with the man I love, but this isn't working and I certainly don't want to live my life regretting causing problems between the two people I love more than anything."
"So we have a problem," I said. "I do love you, Addie, but I'm not going to give up Sylvia to be with you. I can't live with her being with other men, either. I'm not going to play the hypocrite. You're right, Sylvia. If Addie and I make love, it isn't fair to you. I can't expect you to play cuckette. At the same time, the thought of you being with someone else isn't something I can live with. I'm all out of ideas."
Sylvia looked up at me. I could see wheels turning. There was a speculative look in her eye. "I do have an idea," she said.
"What?" both Addie and I spoke at the same time.
"Well, if it's the idea of me being with another man that's preventing us from all being happy, how would you feel about me being with another woman?"
"I don't know," I said. "I'll have to think about that. Do you have someone in mind? I didn't know you rolled like that, Syl."
"I don't," she said. "I tried it a few times in college. I liked it, but I'm mostly attracted to men. Yes, I do have someone in mind."
"Who?" Addie and I both laughed when we spoke together again.
Sylvia looked a little shy. "Come on, Syl, spill it," Addie said.
Sylvia glanced up at me again. Her eyes fell. "Addie," she said. Her voice was just a whisper.
"Me?" Addie squeaked. "Really? Oh, my God! Really? Calloway, would that be okay? I'd like that more than anything. It was sooo sexy the other morning and I really, really like this idea. God, you're gorgeous, Syl. I love getting my hands on you. Other stuff, too. Say something, Calloway!"
I was stunned. What was I going to say? Has there been a man in the history of the world that would say no to this? "There would have to be some conditions," I pretended to be reluctant.
"What?" they were like twins.
"Well, let's see," I mused. "First, you two have to do it right now, right here. Then I get to fuck both of you. Second, I get to watch, any time I want to. Third, I get to participate if I want to. Fourth, I get to fuck either one or both of you, anytime I want to."
Their mouths hung open for a second. "Deal," Sylvia said.
"Yes," Addie said.
Sylvia was already climbing over me. "We're both all ugly and witchy looking from crying, Cal. Are you sure you want this now?"
"On your worst day, you're both the hottest women in the state," I said. "No more crying, though. I just want to hear moaning."
I heard plenty of that. They attacked each other like they were dying of thirst in the desert. It was one of the most erotic things I've ever seen or heard of. Two of the most gorgeous women on the planet were all over each other, right there in front of me.
They ate each other's pussies like they were delicious desserts, kissed like teenagers on their first date and did this scissors thing with their pussies rubbing together while I took turns kissing them, mauling their breasts, licking their clits and they came a million times. I fucked them both, the first time, cumming in Addie and the second time, fucking Sylvia into oblivion and unloading in her while Addie rode her tongue to orgasm while I nursed on those strawberry nipples. We spent the night in an orgy of excess. They fucked each other, I fucked one or the other of them or all three of us together as we dozed and woke, all night long.
My first rational thought was, "Where is Peyton?" "Hey," I said, "I just thought of something. What did you do with Peyton?"
"She's at your parents' place," Sylvia said. "We told her we were going to find you and bring you home. You are ready to come home, right, Calloway?"
I felt sheepish. "Yeah, I'm sorry, Sylvia. I should never have walked out like that."
She kissed me. "No, you shouldn't have. I understand, though. It's okay, baby. We're going to be okay."
We went back home and Addie rode with me. We had a chance to talk and got some issues resolved. "How long have you been planning this?" I asked.
"Since the fifth grade." She laughed. "Well, recently, for about seven months."
"How did it come up?" I asked. "Did you just mention one day, 'I'm in love with your husband and I'd sure like to fuck him?"
She laughed again. "No, it wasn't quite that simple. I'd just dumped the latest in my string of asshole boyfriends, and Syl called me. I was kind of down in the dumps and wondering what was wrong with me. Why couldn't I find a guy that would make me happy? She insisted on taking me out. We went to this bar and got a booth. She sat by me and we hugged a lot. We were pretty wasted, and I just started unloading on her about why I couldn't find the right guy. She got really quiet, and finally she said, 'You already have, Addie. That's the problem',"
"What did you say?" I asked.
"I asked her what she was talking about. She said that she felt like she'd upset some kind of cosmic balance. She felt like you and me were always supposed to be together, and she'd moved in and spoiled everything. She started crying and I told her that we were just best friends; we didn't work together. She called bullshit on me. She said she knew I was in love with you the first day we met. She said she was really upset about that for a while, but when she got to know me, she wasn't. She knew I'd never do anything to come between you two, but she loved me as much as you did and it was killing her to see me floundering around like that. She said you were in love with me, too, but you wouldn't ever admit it, even to yourself."
"I guess she was right," I said. "I do love you, Addie. The problem is, I love Sylvia. I'd rather die than hurt her. It's incredible how much she loves me. It's incredible how much she loves you, too. Both of us have a lot of work to do to make sure she doesn't regret loving us. We'd better make sure she knows how much we love her, every day."
"I know," Addie's eyes were wet. "I tried to tell her that she was wrong, but she knew better. She really is a very good psychologist. She asked me if she could find a way for you and me to be together, I'd do it. I told her I'd do anything for her, even if she never found a way. It took a while for her to work it out. I had to have a man she didn't hate, and she had to get you primed. I guess that last part was a major fail."
"No, it wasn't," I told her. "That was an incredible experience, Addie. I don't ever want to repeat it. Not the being with you part, that was incredible. I just can't live with her being with another guy. If we hadn't worked this out, I'd have had to say I can't be with you."
"I know," she said. "I'm more grateful to her than I'll ever be able to tell her. God, she's hot, Cal. She made me cum harder than anything I've ever felt before. I'm sorry, you're a close second, but I nearly passed out while she was doing me. Is this going to work, Cal?"
"It works for me," I told her. "Work for you?"
"Better than I ever dreamed," she said. "We've got to make it work for Syl, Calloway. We've just got to."




We went to pick Peyton up and by the time we got home, Sylvia had wine breathing and soft music playing She met us at the door, held Peyton for a minute, gave me a quick kiss and melted Addie with a smoking hot one. I tucked my baby in bed, read two chapters of her book to her, kissed her and we talked for a minute.
"Are you okay, Dad?" she asked.
"Yeah, I think I'm ready to come out of my room now," I grinned at her.
"Good," she said. "I was getting worried there for a minute. I know Mom and Aunt Addie are sorry for whatever happened. Did you tell them you're sorry?"
"Yes, baby, but I'll tell them again, okay?" She sat up and pulled me down for a kiss, smiled that beautiful smile at me and turned off her light. I was closing the door when I heard her say, "Love you, Daddy."
"I love you too, Angel," I told her.
I closed the door and leaned against it for a minute, just taking a deep breath. Everything was looking up. When I got downstairs, the two hottest women in the southeast were waiting for me. My best friend since the fifth grade, and my wife, the most loving, smartest woman on earth.
The only problem we had was Lucas. I knew the guy was an asshole. He started calling Sylvia and Addie and harassing them. They were perfectly capable of handling him, but he was a persistent son of a bitch. I heard he'd been bragging around about bedding them, and how he was going to move into my bed and take over. I had a couple of my guys follow him and figure out his habits.
He hung out at a Ray's bar and I was waiting outside when he left. I followed him to his place and when he pulled into his parking spot, I blocked him in. I got out and waited for him. He noticed me, and tried to get back in his car. He was fumbling around in the console and I slammed the door on him. He dropped the gun he was frantically trying to get out, and I pulled him out by the hair. We went at it, fist and skull. I'd like to say that I kicked his ass and didn't break a sweat, but the truth is, he was a tough bastard. He beat the hell out of me, but I had something he didn't: rage. I was boiling with rage. I remembered every sound he had wrung out of my wife, every arrogant word he had said and every phone call or text he had made to the women in my life and I was going to kick his ass or die.
I wore him down and proceeded to stomp him into the ground. I'm not a Navy SEAL or an MMA fighter, but I was a man with a righteous anger and there's no stopping a guy like that without killing him. I left him a groaning wreck. I pulled him up by the hair and he looked at me out of his swollen eyes. Mine weren't much better. "Listen good, asshole," I snarled out of my sore mouth. "When I heal up and you heal up, I'll be back. Every time you get better I'm coming back to stomp a mud hole in your ass. I'm going to keep doing this for the rest of your life. Call the cops if you want. Have me arrested. The girls will bail me out and I'll come back here and do you again. The only way to stop me is for you to head for parts unknown. As soon as you can crawl out of here, you better get going, because I'll be back in a couple of weeks."
I spit in his face and gave him one more shot in the nose. Blood spurted and my hand hurt like hell. I slammed his face into his car, got in mine and drove home. The girls were horrified and babied me around for a week until I was better. I didn't have to go back. I heard he'd moved to Phoenix. I don't much care, as long as I never see him again.
We did make it work. After two years, I came home from work today. Addie is taking a leave of absence. She's eight months along and complaining about being fat and her ankles swelling. Sylvia treats her as if she's a priceless china vase. We found out last month that it's a boy. Peyton is going to have a little brother. Addison moved in with us just over a year ago and our life has been amazing. I had to replace that bed in the spare bedroom. About once a week, they kick me out of my bed and have some "girl time." I haven't held them to the "anytime I want" promise. About as often, one or the other of them spends the night in there and leaves me alone with the other one. Addie is careful to let Sylvia and me have alone time, too. She'll take Peyton and go somewhere for the weekend. I love my wife more than ever.
Dinner was ready and my three girls met me at the door. The chubby one was groaning a little, and the other two helped her into the dining room. Sylvia is planning another baby, too, after this one gets a good start. Peyton has taken the changes in without a blink. I think she knows it's unusual, but she doesn't seem to care.
Sometimes a guy needs a two-by-four alongside the head to wake him up. I never thought I'd enjoy the experience. Life surprises you.
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The party was in full swing when I arrived. I didn't know the hosts, but a buddy from work had invited me. I didn't want to go but he whined around until I finally agreed. This wasn't my crowd. I'm an outdoors kind of guy. Kayaks, mountain bikes, skiing or surfing and I'm down. Beer and crabs and a bonfire on the beach is more my kind of thing. Corporate sharks, the water they swim in and the bait they pursue, not so much. I'm a petroleum engineer and I went to this kind of thing often enough without attending any extra. I would have a couple of drinks and bow out gracefully.
There were a lot of people there, most of them already in an advanced state of inebriation. The house was industrial, lots of steel beams and concrete, and the music was EDM. I hung out with my buddy for a while and he introduced me to a cute little redhead. I thought she was cute until I saw the tattoo. Her top didn't quite meet her skirt, and there was a snake working its way down under the waistband of her skirt on its way somewhere I didn't want to go. That's a huge turn off to me. The idea of a tattoo artist, probably some pink haired freak with a lot of metal in his face, touching a girl in places only a boyfriend should see makes my skin crawl.
I made the excuse that I had to go to the restroom and eased away. I really did need the bathroom, and I made my way up the stairs to find one. I opened a door, and it was a bedroom. Some guy was humping away on some slut. I started to close the door and noticed the belt buckle on his pants on the floor. I knew that belt buckle! This was my brother-in-law! I walked over and took him by the hair. I twisted his head up where he could see me. He gasped and tried to stand up. I held him there and snarled in his face.
"Where is Tabor?"
"Jesus, Chris; she's passed out down the hall. Don't tell her! Please, I'll do anything. I didn't mean... "
"Save it," I cut him off. "I don't give a shit, Preston. I better not see you again tonight. Fuck your slut and don't come home tonight. If you do I'm going to fuck you up."
"Wait, she's passed out, don't go down there," he seemed very nervous."
"You just fuck the slut and don't worry about me."
"I'm drunk," he started to say.
I bitch slapped the taste out of his mouth. "If you speak one more word to me I'm going to beat you unconscious," I snarled.
He didn't say another word. I knew he was afraid of me. Most people are when I get mad. I'm six-foot-six and I weigh two hundred and sixty five pounds. None of it is slack belly, either. I won the class four discus and shot state championships in high school and I was competitive in college, too. I power-lifted four days a week, and I know I can look pretty intimidating. I went to look for Tabor. Why she married that loser I'd never understand. I didn't get her. Put her in a room with a hundred men and she'd pick the worst possible one every time. She was smoking hot and she could have nearly anyone she wanted, but she picks a loser like Preston. I popped open doors down the hall. They were all occupied. I found the restroom after the third door and got that problem fixed. The next door I opened had a party going on inside. There were five guys standing around shucking their dicks. They were waiting their turn with the woman on the bed. A sixth was giving it to her and he was humping away. It was Tabor and she was passed out drunk.
I went to the bed and took that guy by the hair and the back of his pants around his knees. I lifted him off my sister and body pressed him over my head. He screamed and I threw him across the room onto his buddies. They crashed to the floor and scrambled around trying to get up. One of them fancied that he was a kung fu master. He did some fancy hand stuff and screamed, jumping up to kick me in the face. He miscalculated. My arm was longer than his leg and I punched him in the face. I hit him pretty hard and he landed on his head on the floor. That took the wind out of their sails and they scrambled for the door.
I turned to look at Tabor. Her clothes were torn up and her pussy was a mess. I don't know how many guys had been in there. Her ass was gaping and at least one had been in there, too. I threw a blanket over her and went back to find Preston. I met a guy coming down the hall.
"Going somewhere?" I asked him.
"I heard there's a hot chick pulling a train up here," he said. "Her husband gave her away to fuck some guy's wife."
"The train has left the station," I told him. "Get to stepping, buddy."
He looked me up and down and decided discretion was the better part of valor. I went back to where I had found Preston. He was pulling on his pants and his mouth opened. "I swear to God, Chris; she wanted it," he said, and I hit him. I heard his jaw break and the slut on the bed screamed.
"I think he needs to go to the hospital," I told her. "He fell down the stairs. What happened to him?"
"He fell down the stairs," she said.
"Good girl." I congratulated her.
I went back down the hall and wrapped the blanket around Tabor. I put her over my shoulder and carried her downstairs and out the door. She puked about halfway to the truck and I held her head until she was done heaving. This wasn't the first time I held her head while she puked. I told myself I should just take her back inside and leave her, but I couldn't. I loved my big sister. I always had and even though she was a stupid bitch, I couldn't find the resolve to wash my hands of her.
I put her in the truck and drove to her house. I rang the bell and waited. It was late and I figured Stevie was in bed.
After a minute I heard the cover on the peephole slide and she opened the door. Stevie is my niece. She's the sweetest girl I know.
"Hi, Uncle Chris," she hugged me.
"Hi, kid," I squeezed her.
"Is Mom okay?" she asked, peering around me to the truck.
"No, Baby, she's drunk as hell, some men had sex with her while she was passed out and I broke your Dad's jaw."
She took it calmly. "What are you going to do?"
"I'm going to take her home with me and clean her up," I told her. "You're coming, too. Pack your suitcase for a long stay and then help me get some things for Tabor."
"Jesus Christ," she fumed. "Why do I have such fucked up parents? I had just fallen asleep!"
"I don't like you to swear," I told her. "I'm sorry, honey, but you can't stay here. Your Dad isn't going to be home for a while. I think he needed to go to the hospital and I'm afraid Tabor will vomit and aspirate it if I leave her. I'm sure as hell not staying here, so you have to come to my house."
"I would like to come to your house and stay there for the rest of my life," she said.
"We'll see," I told her. "You can stay for a while, anyway."
I think she spent more time at my house than hers, anyway. She got suitcases out of the hall closet and gave me one. She went off to her room and I went to Tabor's. I emptied her underwear drawer into it, got her half a dozen pairs of jeans and a bunch of t-shirts. Stevie came in and she put socks and sneakers in and we got her personal stuff out of the bathroom. I carried the suitcases to the truck and Stevie came out carrying her laptop and her electronics.
I drove to my house and pulled into the garage. Stevie carried the stuff in and put it in the spare bedrooms while I carried Tabor in and put her on the sofa. I went to my bathroom and ran the tub full of water and bubble bath. Stevie came in and told me she was very tired. I kissed her and she went off to bed. When she closed the door I started undressing Tabor. Her dress was ruined and so was her bra. She was missing her panties and I just picked her up and carried her to the tub. She was semi-conscious, by then and I lowered her into the water. She murmured a protest about it being too hot, but I ignored her.
"Going to be sick," she mumbled. I jumped up and got a basin out from under the sink just in time. She puked her guts up while I held her head. I laid her back in the water and went and dumped the basin in the toilet. I flushed it and rinsed it out. When I had it clean I went back to the tub and began to wash Tabor. There was dried cum in her hair and on her face. Her left nipple was cut and she had bruises already beginning to show on both boobs. I washed her until her skin glowed and went to get a towel off the rack. She was a little more aware when I drained the tub and picked her up. I made her stand up while I dried her. She was very wobbly and braced herself against me. When I had her dry I carried her into the bedroom and put her in bed. I showered and went and got in with her. I was afraid she would puke again so I took the basin. She stirred when I got in and her eyes opened. They were unfocused and it took her a minute.
"Christopher?" she mumbled. "What are you doing here? How... what happened... where am I?"
"You're at my house," I told her. "I found you at a party passed out in a bedroom. Your charming and gracious husband traded you for some guy's wife. There were six guys in the room fucking you when I found you. You're a mess and you're going to feel like hell tomorrow."
She started to cry. It got worse and worse. Great wracking sobs shook her body and she was shaking and trembling. It was breaking my heart and I pulled her over against me and held her.
"It's over now, Tab. I've got you. You're safe now. It's over."
I petted her and stroked her until she stopped shaking. "It's going to be okay, Tab," I told her over and over. "You just need to sleep. It's going to be okay."
She sobbed herself to sleep and I just held her. Her naked body felt soft and sleek against me and I rebuked myself for unrighteous thoughts. She had been through enough trauma without me perving on her. I just held her, and eventually I drifted off.
I got up at eight, and Stevie was sitting in the kitchen eating a bowl of cereal. She's a slender girl, tall and as cute as a month-old kitten. She has this long, coal black hair and creamy skin. He hair is down past her butt; heavy and wavy and I love to brush it. It's the silkiest thing I've ever touched. She has big blue eyes that form a stark contrast to the color of her hair.
"Good morning, sunshine," I told her.
"Morning, Uncle Chris," she said. "Is Mom okay?"
"No, honey; she's a long way from okay. I still don't know what happened. I think your Dad traded her for a shot at some guy's skanky wife. She's going to be pretty messed up for a while. Has she been drinking a lot?"
"No, she hasn't. She's been really good for a couple of years. I haven't seen her drunk in a long time. She must have fallen off the wagon."
"I don't know," I said. "I really didn't smell alcohol on her last night. Maybe she smelled too much like puke. What do you need me to do for you today?"
"Nothing, really," she said. "I need to go to the store sometime before bed tonight."
"Out of something?" I asked her.
"No, you are," she said. "Axe shower gel doesn't suit me. It smells good on you, but not on me."
I laughed and cooked breakfast. She ate some bacon and eggs, even after having already eaten cereal. I kidded her a little. "You stay with me and I'll have you fat as a toad in a week," I told her.
She laughed and I loved that sound. "I eat like a pig and still never gain any weight," she said. "I even want to be a little heavier."
"Why in the world would you want that?" I asked her.
"I think it would make me have bigger boobs," she said.
I looked at her little cupcakes. "Yours are perfect on you," I told her. "Likely they'll grow a lot anyway, if you take after Tabor. Do you want to go work out with me? I've got big boobs. Look what they can do."
I flexed my pecs and made them dance. She nearly fell off of her stool laughing. "That would be quite a trick for a girl," she said. "I'd love to go. I'll go get dressed."
She came out in board shorts and a little black sports bra type thing. She was carrying a light jacket to go over it and I checked on Tabor before we left. She was still sleeping, so we went to the gym. We sweated on the ellipticals for thirty minutes and I put her on the bench next to mine. She was very strong for an eighteen year old. She was doing sets with one hundred and ten pounds. She knew her max on all the lifts. I was very surprised.
"Mom and I have been lifting together for over a year," she said. "Since she's been sober we go Monday through Thursday, religiously."
Gino came in while we were lifting. He was a cop I saw there all the time. He was a strong guy. I knew he juiced, but I lifted with him sometimes. I was still stronger than he was, especially on everything besides bench. He skipped leg day a lot and it showed. He was built a little like a pigeon: big chest and skinny legs.
"Hey, bro; who's your new girlfriend?" he asked.
Stevie smiled. "He's too young for me," she told him. "I've put him in the friend zone."
He chuckled. "This is my niece, Stevie," I told him. "Stevie, this is Gino. He's a policeman. Don't hit on her, Gino; she's too old for you."
He laughed again. "You from around here, Stevie?"
"Boca Raton," she told him. "I'm staying with Uncle Chris for a while."
"I need some professional help," I told him. "What would you call six guys screwing a woman passed out at a party?"
"I'd call it rape," he said.
"What if her husband traded her for a shot at another guy's wife?"
"Then he's an accessory to rape. You haven't been banging passed out women, have you Chris?"
"No, but that's what happened to my sister last night."
"Is she going to press charges?"
"I don't know, she wasn't awake when we left. If she wanted to, what would we do?"
"Take her to the hospital, do a rape profile and get a blood test to check for drugs and alcohol."
"Thanks, Gino."
"Let me know if I can help. Sorry kid. If Chris isn't around and you want to work out, you give me a call. Hey, you like basketball? I've got two Heat tickets."
"I don't know," she looked dubious.
"Hey, not with me," he said. "I was going to give them to Chris." He realized his mistake. "Not that I wouldn't take you, I mean... "
"You should stop talking now," I told him.
"Yeah, but if you two want to go... "
"I'd love to go," she said. "Thanks, Gino. I'll work out with you sometime, too. Can we go, Uncle Chris?"
"Sure, honey," I told her. "Thanks Gino."
"Yeet!" She pumped her fist. I had no idea what that meant, but it sounded like something good. She went away to get a drink.
"Jesus Christ," Gino said. "That is one hell of a cute girl. In five years she's going to be the most beautiful woman in every room she's in."
"I know, right? Her mother's like that now at thirty-four. You're a married man, Gino."
"Yeah, but I still dream. You need a spot with that?"
We finished our workout and I took Stevie to Fuddruckers for a burger. We tried the new bison chipotle one, and she thought it was delicious. She didn't much care for the idea of eating a buffalo, but the taste was wonderful. I took her to Bed, Bath and Beyond, and she got some nice smelling soap and lotion. She remembered shampoo at the last minute and ran and got that, too.
On the way home she scooted over against me and I put my arm around her and gave her a squeeze. "I love you," she told me and I nearly choked on my coke.
"Yeah, me too, kid," I told her.
When we got home, Tabor was still asleep. I made coffee for when she woke up, and we watched Parks and Recreation on Netflix. I hated the woman main character but Ron Swanson and the really dark depressed chick were very funny. Pretty soon we heard the sound of retching from the bedroom. I told Stevie to go to her room or stay there and watch TV for a while. I went into the bedroom and Tabor had found the basin and was dry heaving over it. I got a cool washcloth and washed her face with it. I got in bed with her and leaned back against the headboard. I pulled her against my chest and petted her head. She was shaking.
"What's wrong with me," she asked. "I feel like I have the flu."
"You had too much to drink last night," I told her.
"I didn't have anything to drink," she said. "I'm taking Antabuse."
"Is that the stuff that makes you vomit if you drink?"
"Yes, I haven't touched alcohol in two years."
"Well, you did last night. That's why you're sick."
"I swear to God, I had a club soda," she said. "Preston got it for me. That's all I drank."
She shifted around and winced. "Damn, I'm sore as hell, Christopher. Did you fuck me? I feel like somebody fucked my ass, too. God, I hurt so bad."
"I'll give you a Percodan as soon as I think you can keep it down. What do you remember, Tab?"
"I remember going to a party with the Andersons. I danced with Preston and he got me a soda. I started feeling dizzy and he took me to lie down in a bedroom. Then I woke up sick here. How did I get here?"
We were going through it again. "Hold on to me, sis," I told her. "I need to tell you something you aren't going to like."
She scooted over next to me, wincing again and I pulled her up close. "What?" she asked.
"I went to that party last night. I had no idea you were there and I was looking for a restroom. What does Mrs. Anderson look like?"
"She's a bottle blonde with big tits and a fat ass," she said.
"I opened a door to see if it was the restroom and Preston was in there fucking Mrs. Anderson. I made him tell me where you were. He said you were passed out down the hall. He didn't want me to tell you he was cheating on you. He didn't want me to go find you, either. I found you three doors down. There were six guys in there with you. One of them must have been Anderson. I don't know how many times they fucked you. You had cum all over you and at least one of them had fucked you in the ass. I beat the shit out of them and covered you up. On the way down the hall I met a guy coming to join your party. He told me Preston had traded you to Anderson for a shot at his wife. I went and beat the shit out of Preston. I broke his jaw, Tab. I brought you home and cleaned you up. I thought you were drunk. Are you sure you didn't have any alcohol?"
"I'm telling you I had a club soda," she cried hysterically. "Where's Stevie?"
"She's here. I think we should take you to the hospital, Tab. I'd like to get your blood tested for drugs. I also think you should get tested for STDs."
"I didn't take any drugs, either," she wept. "Why won't you believe me?"
"Tabor, you've used drugs and alcohol for as long as I can remember, You've fucked up so many things I can't begin to count them, but that isn't what I was talking about. I think you may have been given drugs to knock you out so Preston could make that trade. Would you have done it otherwise?"
"No, I wouldn't. I know you think I'm an idiot and a slut. Why are you being so mean to me?"
"I'm sick of pulling you out of jams, Tab. I love you but I'm tired of you. I'm tired of having a fuck up for a sister."
"They raped me!" she yelled. "I'm clean! I haven't used drugs and alcohol for a long time. I can't believe you're treating me like this after I've tried so hard to get sober."
I felt like a heel. She'd just been through a very traumatic experience.
"I'm sorry, Tab. I shouldn't be beating you up."
"I'm not taking birth control," she sobbed. "I may be pregnant!"
"We'll get you a pill," I told her. "I think we need to know if you were given something like GHB or Rohypnol."
"What are those?" she asked, sobbing hysterically.
"Date rape drugs."
"Who would do that to me?"
"I think it was Preston," I told her. "I think he gave it to you in the club soda. Think about it, Tab. You're the hottest babe in any room you're in. People are always hitting on you. Here's what I think happened. Anderson wants to fuck you. He approaches Preston about it, offering to trade his wife. He'll let Preston fuck her if Preston will let him fuck you. Preston knows you'll never go for that deal, but he does want to fuck Mrs. Anderson. He gives you drugs and makes the deal. Anyone that wants to can fuck you. You'll never know. Every man at that party probably wanted a piece of you. That's what I think happened."



"Oh, my God, oh my God," she wept. "How could he do this to me? I'm going to be sick again, Christopher!"
I grabbed the basin and she heaved, sobbing and shaking like she was going to have a convulsion. She was sweaty and clammy and I washed her face with the washcloth. Stevie appeared at the doorway.
"Are you okay, Mom?" she asked. "Is she going to be okay?"
"Yes, baby, I'm going to be okay," Tabor said. "I'm very sick though. Please, don't come in here Stevie. I don't want you to see me like this. I love you."
"Love you, too, Mom," she said.
"Bring her something white to drink. Pop or something," I told her.
Tabor had collapsed back against me. I just held her while her shuddering slowed. Stevie came in and gave her a can of Sprite.
"Thank you, Stevie," Tabor told her. "Please don't look at me, honey."
Stevie went away and Tabor drank some of her Sprite. I finally got her to agree to go to the doctor. I had two friends who are doctors. One was a trauma surgeon and his wife was a gynecologist. I called them and explained what had happened. They agreed to meet us at his office. I explained the situation to them. Tabor had met Rick before, and he agreed not to make any reports about it. They ran all the tests, gave her a morning after pill and some pain medicine. She had a tear in her ass and they fixed it. Stevie and I sat out in the waiting room and read some silly teen magazine. When they brought her out, she could hardly walk and Sarah got her a wheel chair.
Sarah sat down and looked at Stevie. "Let her stay," I said.
"Okay," Sarah shrugged. "I won't know the results on the STD tests for a couple of days. Her blood test is positive for GHB and Zolpidem. Those would likely have been administered in a drink. They aren't recreational drugs. They're hypnotics. The victim is likely to have been aware of what was happening to them. They are amnesiacs, meaning they wouldn't remember afterward. Tabor has definitely been raped and sodomized multiple times. We have semen samples and we could do a DNA match if you know the perpetrators."
"Would a bit of blood do?" I asked her.
"Yes."
"I want to keep the police out of this right now," I told her. "Please don't tell anyone, Sarah."
She kissed my cheek. "I'll do anything for you, Chris. You'd do the same for me if the roles were reversed."
I squeezed her. "Yes, I would. I owe you."
Rick came in. "Stop fondling my wife and take these girls home," he told me. "I gave you six pain pills, Tabor. You should be feeling better soon. Don't eat much for a while until that tear heals. Soups and things like that would be best. Be sure to clean that area with antibacterials every time you have a bowel movement or it will be infected."
She was quiet on the way home. She sat slumped between Stevie and I, her head resting on my shoulder and Stevie's arm around her. When we pulled into the garage, she looked up at me.
"How were you planning to get Anderson's blood?" she asked.
"I was thinking about punching him in the nose very hard," I told her.
She chuckled a little and winced. It was a good sign. I helped her out and carried her back to my bed. We gave her a pill and went to the kitchen. Stevie helped me make a good roast beef stew and we took it to her with some more Sprite. Stevie went off to watch TV or something and I fed Tabor.
"What are you going to do?" I asked her.
"I'm going to divorce the rat bastard," she said. "Can we stay with you for a while, Chris?"
"You can stay with me forever," I told her. "There are a few things we need to get straight though."
"What?" her face was apprehensive.
"Stevie gets to stay here permanently," I told her. "She's had enough, Tab. Do you want her to hate you? You fuck up one more time and she's going to."
She started crying again. "I know. I'm trying to do better, Christopher. I love her and I know I've made her miserable. I don't want to lose her. I don't want her to hate me. I can't give her up."
"I'm not trying to get you to do that, Tab. I just want her to have a safe place she can stay where there's no drama. This can be it. You can stay here, too. If you don't you can see her any time you want to." She continued to weep and I felt very bad for her.
"Don't cry, Tab; I'll help you fix things. There's more. You have to promise me that you will stay off the booze and the drugs. How many times have I let you stay with me and try to clean up? I've had enough, too. No booze, no drugs and no men. If you're clean in six months, you can date, but only if Stevie and I both approve of the guy. You have terrible judgement in men, Tab. Surely you know that by now."
"Yes, I know. I'm just attracted to bad boys. I don't know why."
"I do; they're exciting. Why don't you give a good guy a chance for once? See if he's exciting. Jesus, Tab, how long is it going to take for you to grow up? But no sex for you for the next six months. Will you do it?"
"Yes, I'll try. I haven't gone without sex for six months since I was sixteen. It's going to be hard."
"Maybe so, but those are my conditions. Remember what just happened? That's the road you chose. Is that what you want?"
"How can you even ask me that?"
"Because you have no self-control. When you get a grip on your impulses I'll relax with you. You had Mom and Dad wrapped around your little finger and they let you do anything you wanted. It was incredibly bad for you. You can't manipulate me like that, Tab. I swear to God I'll throw you out on your ass if you fuck with me."
"I won't," she sobbed. "Please, Christopher; I'm desperate."
"You don't have to beg me," I told her. "I love you, I always have and I always will, but I've had enough drama from you. I know this wasn't your fault, but in a way it was. I told you Preston was a tool who would fuck you over the first chance he got. You didn't listen."
"Does that make you feel good; telling me you told me so?"
"No, it doesn't. It makes me feel rotten. What would make me feel good is for you to say, 'thank you, Chris, for trying to help me and I'm going to listen to you because you have better judgement than me.' It would make me feel good if you just stop destroying yourself."
She looked up at me with those big blue eyes full of tears. "Thank you Chris," she said. "I know you've tried to help me and I'm going to listen to you. I should have listened to you before."
"You're smarter than me, Tab," I told her. "I know that, but you can be as dumb as hell sometimes. We'll forget about it. Let's just get you well and we'll make a plan when you're better, okay?"
"Okay," she sniffed. "I do love you, Chris."
"I know you do," I told her. "I love you, too. Just let me hold you and get some sleep. Are you in pain?"
"No, not unless I move," she said. "I feel a lot better."
I held her until she went to sleep. I eased away and went in to sit by Stevie. She looked up at me.
"Is Mom going to be okay?" she asked.
"I think so," I told her. "Stevie, you said earlier you wanted to stay with me forever. Did you mean that?"
"I can't think of anything better," she said.
"Well, you can if you want to. Your mother said I could keep you permanently."
She squealed. "Really? Sick nasty! I swear to God I won't be any trouble, Uncle Chris. I'll do everything you say. I won't bother you or anything. I'll play the piano for you, I know you like that. I'll do chores and clean and stuff."
"You don't have to do anything," I told her. "I expect you to be responsible and I do want you to play for me, but just having here you makes me happy. Just talk to me and love me and that's all I need from you."
"I do love you," she told me. "I'm going to make you so proud of me."
"I already am," I told her. "How in the world you turned out so sweet and sensible I'll never know, but I am proud of you. Now, does my little girl want to eat some of that stew we made?"
"Yes, but should we save it for Mom?"
"We'll make her more, or something else," I told her.
I made cornbread and we ate and watched one of those stupid vampire love movies on Netflix. Stevie loved it and I loved her, so it was all good. We washed the dishes and she kissed me and went off to bed. I showered and went to bed myself. Tabor was sleeping heavily but she scooted back against me when she felt me get in. I wrapped my arms around her. She slept naked, at least the parts I could feel, she was very soft and she smelled good. I mulled things over in my mind for a long time before I went to sleep. I had sort of a plan figured out, and I slept well.
I woke up with that morning wood and it was nestled between two very soft and sexy cheeks. There was a wonderful silky naked girl in my arms and my hand was on one of the most fantastic breasts ever seen by man. The fact that she was my sister made it even more beautiful. I beat myself up inside my head for thinking like that. She had been a major part of my fantasies for years, and I always felt like that was weird. Her arm was over mine and when I tried to move she clamped her arm down. She stirred and opened her eyes, turning her head to look up at me.
"Do you want to fuck me, Chris?" she asked. She pressed my hand into her breast and I could feel that her nipple was erect.
"I've always wanted to fuck you," I told her. "Not today, though. You're recovering from a very traumatic experience. I expect you're still too sore to do much, especially have sex. Let's get you well and we'll see."
"The only good things that have ever happened to me are you and Stevie," she said. "I am too sore, but when I'm better, I'll let you fuck me, Chris. I know you think I'm a slut, but I'm not. I only fuck men I'm in love with. I've just been in love with the wrong guys. I've never slept around with random guys."
"I know, Tab; but you need to learn not to sleep with anyone. You're only supposed to sleep with people who are worth sleeping with. You have to weigh character, not just how good looking a guy is or how exciting he is. Will he be faithful to you, will he be a good father to Stevie, is he kind and can he provide financial and emotional security for you and her? Then, if he's also good looking and exciting, you make a commitment. That's the way it's supposed to work."
"You're describing yourself," she said.
"Well, maybe, but I'm your brother. I have my problems, too. I'm lazy, I don't like to be put out by people, I have problems with commitment and I'm very selfish."
"I don't care. I love you. You've never been like that with me."
"I love you, too, but this is just another bad choice."
"I've wanted to fuck you for years. Your cock says it's a good choice," she said, sliding her ass up and then back down.
"My cock has no conscience," I laughed.
"It feels really big," she said. "Is it as big as the rest of you?"
"No, it's pretty normal," I told her.
She twisted around and felt. Her eyes went wide.
"Jesus Christ, Christopher. You obviously have no idea what normal is."
"That's what you say to all the guys," I chuckled. "Flattery will get you anywhere. I need to pee, Tab. Let go."
"Me, too," she said. "You go first."
I did my business and she came walking in as bare as the day she was born. Damn, she was hot. Her hair was this glossy dark brown color with auburn tints in it. It's a mane, just past her shoulders and it frames a face that could grace the cover of fashion magazines. She has the same skin as Stevie, creamy and almost translucent looking. She has a natural blush to her cheeks. Her cheek bones are high and delicate and her cheeks are faintly hollow. She has cute little dark eyebrows and big puffy lips. Her chin is pointed and she has a strong jawline. Her eyes are a startling blue and it's quite a picture. Then her body catches your eye. Her neck is long and graceful, her shoulders square and big high breasts sit there; proud and firm. She has large areolas, pink and a little puffy, and small pink nipples that seem to be perpetually erect. She has a large ribcage that just shows off how narrow her waist is and how flat her stomach is. Her hips flare dramatically and there's a little strip of dark curls above her pussy. Her legs are long and slender and she has tiny feet. I could look at her for hours.
She shooed me out and I heard the toilet flush after a while and the shower running. I went out to make breakfast and after a bit, Stevie came in. She had on a long t-shirt and, obviously, nothing else. I groaned. Two girls in my house that looked like these were going to drive me crazy.
"What's the matter with you?" she asked. "Why are you groaning around?"
"I just left the bathroom and your mother came in naked. God, she's beautiful, Stevie. Then, before I can get over that shock, you come walking in."
"I'm not naked," she laughed.
"No, but you don't have anything on under that shirt. I can see your nipples."
She looked down at herself. "Well, do you like them?"
I groaned again and she laughed. "You'll get used to living with girls," she said. "Uncle Chris, why does it feel like my nipples are hard all the time?"
"You take after your mother," I told her. "Hers are always like that, too."
"It can be a bit uncomfortable," she said. "I feel like I need to pinch them." She did and I choked on my milk.
"Stop that," I told her. "You're going to make me have a heart attack. I'm old and I can't stand much."
"Okay, I'll stop if you'll do it for me," she said. She walked over and took my hand, pulling it up to one little breast. I could feel that hard little nipple and I couldn't help myself. I gave it a pinch and she moaned.
"That feels a lot better than when I do it," She lifted her shirt and pushed my hand up under it until I could feel one bare little mound. She was silky smooth and I could feel a little puffy extremely hard nubbin under there. I pinched it again and she sagged as her knees went weak.
"Oh, my God," she moaned. "I want to do this a lot."
I snatched my hand away, guilt flashing though me, catching a glimpse of little purple panties before the hem of her shirt fell.
"Jesus, Stevie; you're my niece. Don't do that!"
"So nieces aren't allowed to feel good?"
"No, they're allowed. Thirty year old uncles aren't allowed to make them feel good, though."
"That's just stupid," she said. "Besides, you aren't thirty."
Tabor came in and I got her some breakfast. "Mom, I want Uncle Chris to play with my boobs. He says he can't because he's old."
"I want him to play with mine, too," Tabor said. "Chris, why won't you play with her?"
"My God, Tabor! How can you say that?"
"I wanted you to play with my boobs when we were kids," she said.
"Jesus, why didn't you say something? I would have loved to play with your boobs."
"I was embarrassed," she said.
"Well, I'm embarrassed to play with hers," I told her.
"Why? They're very cute," Tabor said. "Show him, baby."
"No, don't do that," I objected. "Oh my God!"
She had pulled the shirt up over her head and she stood there in her purple panties. I couldn't move. Tabor could, and she pulled off her shirt, walked over to Stevie and pushed their nipples together. I tried to say something, but all that came out was a croak.
"I think he likes us, Mom," Stevie said.
Tabor glanced down at my crotch. "Look, Stevie; I think you're right."
My cock was making an obscene tent in my boxers. Tabor pulled on Stevie's hand and led her over to me. She put that little hand on my bulge. Stevie's little fingers wrapped around my cock and her little blue fingernails scraped over me.
"Do you want to see it?" Tabor whispered.
Stevie nodded and Tabor pulled my boxers out, letting my cock spring free. "Should we make him come?" Tabor asked her.
"I don't know how," Stevie admitted.
Tabor pulled my boxers down and they fell to my feet. "I'll show you," she said.
She knelt in the floor in front of me and pulled Stevie down beside her. Her hands grasped my cock and she pulled it down and engulfed it in her mouth. She felt like she was boiling in there. I had beat my cock to a pulp when I was a kid, dreaming about her, and now here was this absolutely smoking big sister of mine, stretching her lips around the shaft of my cock and swirling her tongue around the head. She probably had five inches inside when I bumped against the back of her throat. She was very good at giving head, and I felt her swallow and the head of my cock was in her throat. She bobbed several times and I knew I wasn't going to last long. This was just too hot and too taboo. She got Stevie to replace her hand and seeing those slender fingers, knowing they belonged to my little niece made me come like a bomb. Tabor pulled back so that I shot off in her mouth. After about the third spurt she pulled off and let me shoot in her open mouth so Stevie could see. Stevie put her head close and Tabor aimed a couple of shots onto her face before engulfing me again. She sucked until I was empty. I began to deflate and she pulled off.
"Suck him while he's soft," she told Stevie. "You'll be able to take him better."
I was still semi-hard and when Stevie bent to take me between her beautiful little lips I could feel signs of life. She imitated her mother's motions and it felt incredible. That girl could suck a quarter out of a parking meter. I can't describe the eroticism of having the lips of your niece you've loved all her life wrapped around your cock. The fact that she was the daughter of my sister, who was urging her on was enough to give a zombie an erection. I grew until she could barely fit the head inside her little mouth.
"Stop, Stevie," Tabor said. They both stood up and pressed their nearly naked bodies against me.
"Do you want to fuck her?" Tabor asked me.
"Jesus, yes, Tab; but she's not ready," I told her.
"Why don't you let her decide?" Tabor asked.
"Baby, you don't want to do this, do you?" I asked her.
"I don't know how," she said.
"See," I told Tabor. "There's no way she's ready for this."
"I want to. Just tell me what to do," Stevie's voice grew louder.
Tabor took hold of my cock. "This," she pulled me forward against Stevie's little panty covered pussy, "goes in there. It's the most incredible thing you'll ever feel, baby."
"There's no way!" Stevie objected. "My finger feels huge in there. There's no way that will fit."
"It will," Tabor assured her. "You're stretchy, Stevie. It may not go all the way in, but you can get enough to come and make him come."
"Uncle Chris? Is that true?" she asked.
"I think it's physically possible," I told her. "I don't think we should."
"Do I get a vote?" she asked.
"Your vote is the only one that counts," I told her.
"I want to try it then," she said.
"It's going to hurt," I told her.
"Don't listen to him," Tabor told her. "It will only hurt at first, then it's going to be the most amazing feeling you've ever felt. Don't try to scare her, Christopher."
"How do we do this," Stevie asked.
"We do it in bed," I told her.
"Carry me," she demanded.
I picked her up in my arms like a baby. I doubted that she weighed a hundred and ten pounds. She put her arms around my neck and held on until I put her down on the bed. Tabor stripped off her panties and climbed in beside Stevie. I knelt at the end of the bed and pulled Stevie down until her butt was on the edge and her thighs parted around me. Tabor slid down, too, and she pulled Stevie's nightgown up, exposing her creamy legs. Stevie lifted her butt and Tabor slid the shirt up and over her head, leaving her in just the little purple panties. God, she was gorgeous. She was well developed; her breasts were firm little cones, erect pink nipples forming fat little nubs on the end of each little mound. Her ribcage arched down to a flat little tummy and her hips swelled provocatively. I couldn't resist. I just had to feel her against me. I tore off my shirt, peeled down my boxers and lay over her. Her hard little nipples scraped on my chest and I kissed her pouty lips. They felt as luscious as anything I've ever kissed. She was very turned on and she rubbed herself against me, trying to get more skin on skin.



I slid down and sucked one little nipple in as I felt Tabor move up beside me. I caught her out of the corner of my eye as her mouth latched onto that other fat little nipple. Stevie went wild under us, crying out at the sensation of having her breasts loved for the first time. She was pulling our heads into those delectable little mounds and calling our names.
"Oh, oh God, Mom! I can't... Uncle Chris! Oh, Jesus, that feels good! Suck my titties!"
I don't think either of us ever wanted to do anything else. I left Tab loving on those perfect little teenage boobs and slid my mouth down, nipping at her belly and running my tongue into her cute little navel. I kept nipping at her, kissing my way lower until I came to the waistband of the little purple panties. I kept moving down and when I got to the crotch I breathed in her aroma. It was light, musky and very sweet; mingled with the soap and deliciously enticing. Her panties were soaked and I pulled on them with my teeth. She raised her butt so I could slip them down and there it was: the sweetest little pussy I ever imagined. She was as bald as an egg. I couldn't even feel any stubble. The lips were a light pink and sealed together like the edges of a shell, just smooth lines arching upward toward her clitoris.
I gave it a kiss and she jumped and quivered. "Jesus, Uncle Chris! Isn't that gross?"
"No, Stevie," I told her. "You're clean and delicious. It makes me very excited to do that to you."
"Me, too," she said. "Do it some more."
I stuck out my tongue and probed those little pink lips. They opened a bit and I could see the entrance to her little pussy. She was glistening with moisture and I lapped it up. She squealed and bucked as I lapped at her. She tasted a little bit tangy and a little bit musky, but not strong at all. She smelled like clean horny girl, and I had my tongue all over those perfect little pink lips. She was growing wetter by the second and as I continued to work her over with my tongue, Tabor was loving her little tits.
Stevie had her head thrown back and it twisted from side to side as she moaned out her ecstasy. Her little clit was swelling, and when it peeked out I gave it a swipe. Stevie acted like she had been given an electric shock. Her entire body convulsed and I had to hold onto her butt firmly to keep contact.
"She likes that," Tabor whispered. "She's going to come for us."
Stevie's legs were trembling and I could feel her tension building. The look on her face was amazing. Seeing your niece you held in the hospital room when she was born; straining toward orgasm is the most erotic thing you'll ever see. I took her little button between my lips and flipped it up and down and from side to side with my tongue. All that tension went away as she exploded.
"Oh... Oh God! Mom! Uncle Chris! Something... something... oh Jesus Christ, fuck, fuck!" Her voice rose to a near scream and her words became incoherent. She shook and bucked and twisted her hips like a mad thing. She came for minutes and then she was scrambling away. She looked at me with tears in her eyes.
"Oh, my God," she panted. "I felt... that was so intense! I can't believe you guys did that to me! That was amazing!"
She threw herself on me and her mother, pulling us together and clinging to us.
"Thank you, thank you, thank you. God, that felt so good! I love you guys so much. That was so cool. I want to do it some more, but I don't think I can stand it. Will you be really disappointed if we don't do anymore right now?"
"No, Stevie," Tabor told her. "You're in charge of what you want to do, honey."
"Uncle Chris?" she asked me.
"No, baby; I want to do more, but I want you to set the pace. You're young, Stevie. I loved this, but I feel like you should go as slow as a snail. I'm happy just doing this for years if that's what you want."
"We can't leave him like this, Stevie," Tabor told her. "It would be cruel. I want to fuck him, but I'm pretty messed up. He won't do it anyway, right now. We need to make him come again. Do you want to suck him off?"
"I want to watch you," Stevie told her. "When he's ready I want to finish."
Tabor slid down and took me inside her hot little mouth. She was really very good at giving head. She took my cock in and swallowed it like a lollipop. She was so good and the thought that she was my sister that I had lusted after for years, combined with the sensation of running my hands over the hot body of my little niece I had just gotten off meant I wasn't going to last long. When my balls began to draw up, they traded places and I caressed Tabor's luscious breasts until I blew up inside Stevie's hot little mouth.
She faltered for a minute as her mouth filled with cum. She swallowed, making gulping sounds aa she struggled to keep up. When she had sucked down the last drops she gave me one last lick and sat up. She looked at me proudly, seeking my approval.
"Was that good?" she asked.
I flopped back on the bed, pulling my girls down on top of me. "That was the most amazing experience of my life," I told them. "You two are something special. Either one of you would be the fuck of a lifetime. The two of you together would make a dead man get up and walk. Will you girls sleep with me?"
"I don't intend to ever sleep anywhere else," Stevie said. "Mom, is it okay?"
"It's very okay," Tabor said. "I don't know about ever, but I've never been happier than I am right now. When I'm well, I imagine it's going to be even better. I can hardly wait."
We settled in. I was half buried in warm girls and I couldn't ever remember feeling better. We slept in Sunday and I took them out to a late breakfast at Cracker Barrel around noon. They were very physical with me the whole time, rubbing up against me, touching me for no reason other than they wanted to, and we shared little secret smiles and looks. The fact that we had brought each other to orgasm the night before was something we shared that no one else knew, and would never know. I felt like we were three conspirators with a secret that no one could ever share.
It took about a week for Tabor to recover from her gang rape. The bruises faded, and she gradually felt better and better until she seemed to have recovered. We slept together, all three of us tangled up in my big bed, but we mostly just played around. Stevie didn't want to fuck yet. She had a plan for me to fuck Tabor and let her watch. If it looked like something she wanted to do and it wasn't too scary, she would give it a shot. Tabor got a restraining order against Preston and filed for divorce. I got the blood sample from Anderson just like I told Tabor I would. I met him outside his office and punched him in the nose. He bled a river and I told him that if I ever saw him again I would put him in the hospital. I told him that we were going to use the DNA evidence against Preston if he contested the divorce or any provisions in it, and we would have both of them charged with rape if they ever breathed a word. Preston caved. He gave up any visitation rights to Stevie, agreed to alimony and child support until Stevie was out of college, and that was that.
Two weeks after the night they moved in with me, I took them out for steaks and on the way home, I went to the electronics store and got the new Mortal Combat while they shopped somewhere else in the Mall. We met at the theatre and watched one of those horrible star-crossed lovers movies. Something about a distance, I don't remember what. It was awful, and I would have left, but two girls were weeping on me and I felt them up when I had the chance. We got home and took showers. I was puttering around in the kitchen when Stevie called me from the bedroom. I put a couple of dishes away and went in to see what she wanted. I nearly dropped my water bottle.
They had obviously been to one of those fancy lingerie shops. They had on the skimpiest little lace delicacies you can imagine. It was so erotic, seeing mother and daughter dressed like that. It was the stuff out of fantasy. The fact that they were my sister and niece made it even more spine-tingling and cock-hardening. Tabor was in blue and Stevie in red. Their creamy skin and dark hair contrasted beautifully, and blue and green eyes sparkled. They had tastefully done their makeup and teased their hair into a picture of sensuality.
"Oh, my God," I breathed. "Can I take a picture?"
"Why?" Stevie asked. "You have the real thing."
"Just so I have something to always look at when I'm not with you and remember you're mine," I said.
"Well, okay," Tabor consented. "If this shows up on the internet I'll bite off your nuts."
"It won't," I promised. I used my phone and snapped a half dozen before putting it down. "May I join the ladies?" I asked.
"No, you have to lie here and watch us for a minute," Stevie said.
They got up and Stevie went to her phone and selected a song. The heavy base rumbled and they moved together in a sensual dance, bodies glistening and flesh moving. They kissed, lips moving together, and I could see their tongues dueling. They moved closer to the bed until they were locked together beside me and I could reach out and touch them. I ran my hand across Stevie's little round butt and she swayed naughtily, flexing her cheeks, teasing me and making me groan. They turned and Tabor's fuller, more curved ass was under my hands. This was the ass that had filled my boyhood fantasies and I couldn't get enough of its resilience.
They turned toward me, crawling up the bed like beautiful sexy kittens. Stevie stopped at my cock and Tabor continued to kiss her way up until she reached my lips. Her tongue slipped into my mouth as I felt Stevie's little hand slide into my boxers and close around my throbbing cock. Tabor kissed me for a while and moved up to rub lace covered nipples over my lips. I felt Stevie's pointy little tongue flick the head of my cock as I pushed the lace aside and fastened onto one of Tabor's fat little nipples. It grew under my care and I moved her until I could give the same treatment to the other. I took Tabor's butt in my hands, sinking my fingers into that pliable flesh and pulled her forward until her pussy was smashed against my face, smelling her delightful muskiness and pushing the lace of her panties aside so I could lick the pussy I had dreamed about all my life.
It was beautiful. Her lips were light pink and glistening with moisture, delicious and slightly tangy under my tongue. She humped against me and I put everything I ever learned or heard of into licking my big sister to the best orgasm she ever had. I teased her little clit out of hiding, flicking it with my tongue for a while before plunging my tongue as deeply inside as I could get it. I nuzzled her slick lips and gave her every sensation I could think of. Her butt was trembling in my hands and I could tell she was straining toward orgasm.
I returned to her clit, using my lips to stretch it and my tongue to lash it into submission. Her trembling grew more intense and I sucked her hood and clitoris inside, using my tongue to flip it up and down and from side to side. I could feel her tense and then she was coming wildly, crying out again and again as I held onto her butt, keeping her pressed against my mouth and working her with everything I had. She clutched my hair in her fingers and bucked until my hands slipped off her butt and she rolled away, gasping and panting.
"Jesus Christ, Christopher," she moaned. "God you're good at that. I didn't know a man could be that good! You've got to let him do that to you, Stevie."
Stevie was too busy to reply. I could see her, her little mouth stretched over the head of my cock, and now I could concentrate on the sensations she was causing. She couldn't take much into her mouth, but her saliva was dripping down my cock and her hot little hands were busy pumping the parts she couldn't get inside. She was really amazing. The fact that she was my little niece made it even hotter.
I could tell she was getting tired and I pulled her away and up on my chest so I could kiss her. She lay on top of me and ground her little pussy against my cock, obviously as horny as hell, and I saw Tabor move down and she kissed all over Stevie's firm butt, licking over it and letting me feel her tongue over my fingers. She pulled the lace at Stevie's hot little pussy aside, positioning my cock between her pussy lips. Stevie moaned and slid her slick pussy up and down my shaft, coating me with her juices. The sight of her little pussy lips spread around and sliding up and down my cock was breathtaking.
Tabor continued to run her fingers over both of us and she pushed Stevie up a little, socketing my cock at her entrance.
"Fuck her, Chris," she said in a stage whisper.
"Do you want me to?" I asked Stevie.
"No!" she said. "I mean yes... I'm afraid!"
"It's okay, honey," Tabor assured her. "It's going to be so good. Uncle Chris is going to be very gentle. Right, Chris?"
"Like a feather," I kissed her. "It's going to be good, Stevie. Do you trust me?"
"Yes," she nodded, "but I'm still afraid."
"Do you love me?"
"Yes; oh God yes, do it!"
"You do it," Tabor told her. "Slide down on him. You decide how far to go."
It wasn't far. Her pussy was so wet and so slippery that the head of my cock easily slid between her lips and into her hot little channel. She didn't have a virgin barrier. I guess she had lost that at some point, but she was virgin tight and virgin wet. There was a lot of resistance and if I hadn't been so hard she would have bent me double. When the head of my cock popped inside that little pussy she gave a gasp and stiffened up under me.
"Jesus Christ," she groaned. "I don't know... this is... don't move!"
"Easy, for God's sake, Chris," Tabor said. "Don't kill her! Are you okay, baby?"
Stevie nodded. "Yes, I just didn't expect... I didn't know... "
Tears filled her eyes and I pulled her down and kissed her. "Do you want to take it out?"
"Yes... no! I think it was the going in that hurt so bad. Just let me rest for a minute. Suck my nipples, Mom. It's feeling better."
Tabor latched onto one little cone and I felt her relax. I continued to kiss her and I felt her make a little motion with her hips. It felt so sexy and she was so hot. I moved my hips in a circle, not moving in or out; just moving around and she moaned. Her motions became a little stronger and I pushed a little. She was so wet that I now slid easierm and I could feel her open up around me. Her legs were spread very wide and I was amazed at her flexibility. Her little pussy was fluttering around me and I used her need to push a little deeper.
Her eyebrows drew together in a cute little frown and I could feel her excitement mounting. She was trembling a little and I recognized that as a signal that she was about to come. I slid back and pushed up again, just using what she had already taken. Her trembling grew and I could feel the tension building up inside her. She was moaning loudly now and thrusting her pussy down to meet my thrusts. I was nearly buried inside her wet heat and I increased the pace as her voice took on a ragged note. She was writhing now and I felt Tabor's hand slide between us to rub Stevie's clit.
She arched her back, thrusting her breasts forward and threw her head back, her long dark hair flying. All that tension that had been building broke with a snap and she went off like a bomb, screaming hoarsely as her orgasm swept over her. I held back with an iron will as she shook and shuddered out her climax. I kept pumping her, slowing as she crested and holding deep inside her. When I could feel her tension ebbing I gave her a dozen quick strokes and she went off again. Again I slowed nearly to a stop and let the crest sweep over her. I began to pump her as she started to relax and after a minute of that she was coming again. I held her little butt in my hands. We coasted together and as I started to move again she pushed against me.
"No! Stop, Uncle Chris! You're driving me crazy," she begged. "I can't breathe! Please, I need to rest. Mom, I... I... oh my God!"
"Stop, Chris," Tabor said. "Let the girl rest. Did you come?"
I shook my head and she was instantly pulling on me as Stevie dismounted. I let her ease me out of Stevie and over on top of her. "Fuck me," she whispered. "I've wanted this for so long!"
I eased into the hot tightness of my fantasy girl. She wasn't as tight as Stevie, but she was incredibly hot and she knew how to use the muscles inside her wetness. She gripped me every time I thrust into her and relaxed when I pulled out. All that lush goddess body that had been the object of my fantasies during my adolescent and teenage years was writhing beneath me, crying out in pleasure as I pounded into her. It was good that she came so easily, because I was on the point of no return when she exploded, shuddering as I fired off inside her. We made erotic squelching sounds and the scent of aroused girl filled the room. I felt like my soul was pouring into her as I had the best orgasm of my life inside my big sister. She went off again when she felt me coming inside her, and Tabor coming was the most beautiful sight I had ever seen. We gradually coasted to a stop and I lay there, just luxuriating in the contractions of her pussy around my cock.
Stevie had recovered and pushed her face between us for a kiss. "That was so cool," she said. "Have you ever made two girls come in the same bed before, Uncle Chris?"
"No, Stevie, not like this, not at the same time. You two are special. God I love you."
"We love you, too," Tabor said.
"How long will it be before you can do it again?" Stevie asked.
"I've created a monster," I laughed. "Give me a minute, baby."
"I can't wait," she said. "Mom, let's fuck while he's resting."
Tabor seemed happy to oblige, and the sight of those two fantastic girls making love had me hard in record time. When Stevie saw my throbbing cock she squealed and spun around on top of me. I rolled her to her back.
"Let me drive this time," I told her. She winced and gasped again when I sunk into that tight little box, but this time it only took a minute for her to warm up. I rolled her onto her side with one leg between mine and the other sticking up over my shoulder and pumped her. She loved the new position and seeing this doll moaning and writhing like a cat in heat under me had me ready to blow. When Tab slid over next to us and took my hand, inserting two fingers into her pussy I fucked her rapidly and I could feel her start to tremble in anticipation of her own orgasm. She reached down and rubbed furiously at her clit and we all three exploded together. I filled Stevie's little pussy with what I had left and it was a surprising amount, considering that I'd just come half an hour earlier. She seemed to love the feeling because she screamed when she felt me go off inside her. We collapsed together in a tangled heap of exhausted bodies and I held my lovers close as we cuddled and whispered love words.
*****
It's been ten years and they're still with me. Tabor is pregnant with our second child and Stevie has been talking about wanting a baby, too. Tabor works for the same firm I do, and Stevie is an attorney. I don't know what ever happened to that asshole Preston. We heard he'd moved somewhere back in the Midwest where he'd come from. I just know that I have to two most beautiful and sexy women in the world in my bed and in my heart. Tabor hasn't touched alcohol or drugs in the whole time we've been together. She won't go to parties. She says that she'll just stay home and wait for Stevie and me. We'll have our own party.
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Being married isn't easy. I've always known that. I know it's not easy being married to me. I'm picky. I like things the way I like them. I spend way too much time doing things I want to do and way too little time doing things my husband wants to do. I fall into a book and read for three hours straight, leaving Brandon to do what he does. I spend too much time on the computer. I have people I write to, sites I like to browse and I write. I write novels, short stories, and essays, all for my own amusement. I also sell them, and I've been doing well. I spend a lot of time working out at the gym by myself, just me and my music. Brandon is more of an outdoor exercise kind of guy. I'm as stubborn as a mule if I think I'm right and I fight dirty in an argument. I don't admire any of those things in myself, but I don't put any more effort into changing them than Brandon does the things about him that irritate me.
He has a roving eye. There's not a decent looking woman that passes him without being ogled. That pisses me off incredibly. I just learned to put up with it. The thing that really irritates me is very few of them are better looking than I am. Other men stare at me; Brandon stares at other women. I'm five ten and weigh 130 pounds. I have small C-cup breasts and they aren't saggy, either. My butt is the same size and shape it was when I was a freshman in college. I have long blue-black hair that hangs down to the middle of my butt. My skin is pale and creamy and I like my face. I have blue eyes and, as I said, I get a lot of attention from other men. They hit on me all the time. Brandon looks at other women.
He drinks too much, goes to too many parties, flirts with any woman who will let him and spends money like water. We'd learned what to expect from each other. I thought we were happy together. We'd been married for five years, and had a three year old daughter. She was amazing, and I was under the impression that we both loved her dearly. We made love from two to seven or eight times a week. We were both in good shape, exercised a lot and kept ourselves attractive. It seems like it should be easy. You just love each other and that's it, but we did things that get on each other's nerves. Brandon did those things that irritate me, and I'm sure I irritated him. We didn't mean to, it just happens. It seemed like we'd been irritating each other a lot, recently. That's just how it is. Living with someone, all the things that irritate you are magnified. Our lives hadn't been bad lately, but they hadn't been good, either.
Brandon came into my office the morning it all fell apart and brought me a second cup of coffee. He sat down in the leather chair beside my desk. "Smith, I want to talk to you," he said. That's my name, Smith Givens. Yes, I'd heard all the jokes about having two last names. My parents were weird like that. My maiden name was Johnson. I was used to it, and I liked my name.
"Hmm?" I murmured, sort of half paying attention.
"Stop typing and look at me," he said.
I grudgingly swiveled my chair around. I hated it when he did that. See, one of those irritating things.
"What?" I asked.
"Don't get an attitude," he said. Of course, I immediately got an attitude. If you don't want someone to get an attitude, don't tell them not to get an attitude. "I want to talk to you about us."
Now, I really got an attitude. "What about us?" I said, defensively.
"Are you happy with the way things have been going with us?" he asked.
"Generally, yes," I said. "I wish you didn't try to piss me off all the time, but yeah, I'm happy."
"I'm not," he said. "I don't try to piss you off. You're pissed off all the time without me helping. I think we need to do something."
"Okay, what do you suggest?" I asked. "Do we need a vacation, a date night, counseling? What do you want to do? I'm willing to try stuff. I know I've been kind of short tempered. Some of this is on you, though."
"Okay, I'm willing to take some of the blame," he said. "I don't think any of that stuff with work for us, though. I think we need to rev up our marriage."
"What the hell does that even mean?" I asked. "You want to dress up like Bozo the clown and tie me up or something?"
He laughed. "Or something," he said. "I've been talking to Dianne. Her and Bill went through something like this."
Now I was pissed off. Bill and Dianne were friends of ours, but what the hell was Brandon doing discussing our marriage with Dianne? "Jesus, Christ, Brandon, what in the hell makes you think it would be okay for you to talk to her about things that are between you and me? Did I mention that that would be okay?"
"I don't have to ask you about everything," he said.
"Well, you sure as hell have to ask me about stuff like that," I fumed. "I wouldn't talk to anyone about our marriage. It's no one else's business. If we were going to a counselor or something, it would be something we decided together. Dianne sure as hell isn't a counselor."
"No, but they had the same problems we have," he said. "I thought she might have some insight."
"Just how, exactly, do you know they had these 'problems'?" I asked.
"Well, she just mentioned that she wondered if we were having problems," he explained.
"And, of course you just said yes? What's wrong with you, Brandon? What do you imagine made it okay for you to do that?"
"This isn't what I wanted to talk to you about," he said. "Bill and Dianne are coming over in a few minutes to talk to us. They found solutions to their problems and we're going to talk about if they would work for us."
I was stunned! He'd invited them over? This was some kind of ambush shit and I wasn't having any of it. I decided I'd see what the lay of the land was. We were going to see some heavy hitting after I got a clue about what was going on. "Okay, Brandon, you let me know when they get here," I turned back to the computer. My brain was spinning a million miles an hour. In the ten minutes before they got there, I thought of a million things and I was fuming. When I heard the doorbell, I waited for Brandon to come and get me.
Dianne and Bill were sitting on the sofa and drinking coffee when I walked in. She got up and kissed my cheek before going back to sit down. I sat in my club chair and said nothing. This was their show; let them sweat. They made small talk, but I didn't say a word. They were becoming more and more uncomfortable and you could have cut the tension in the air with a knife. Finally, Brandon worked up his nerve.
"Smith," he said, "Dianne and Bill have been our friends for a long time. They're here to talk to us about how they worked together to resolve some problems they were having in their marriage. Will you listen to what they have to say?"
"To tell you the truth, I don't give a damn about their marriage or how they solved their 'problems'." I said. "As far as I'm concerned, you two are on really thin ice. You're meddling in things that aren't any of your business and Brandon is in a lot of hot water over this whole scenario."
"Honey, we love you two and we just want to help." Dianne smiled at me in what I'm sure was supposed to be a reassuring manner. It failed in its object.
"Okay, do your thing," I said.
I guess Dianne was the designated speaker. "Smith, about five years ago we started having some problems," she began. She reached over and took Bill's hand and they smiled a fake, "loving smile" at each other. "We were fighting a lot and it just seemed like the spark had gone out of our marriage. We talked about it and discussed it with some friends of ours. What we discovered has made our marriage so much stronger and so much better that we thought it would help you and Brandon. Can we tell you about it?"
This should be rich. "Sure, knock yourself out," I said.
She seemed to be thrown a little off stride by my answer, but she quickly recovered. "Well, we decided that if we were going to bring back the spark in our marriage, we were going to have to be open to new ideas," she said. "Our friends introduced us to couple's date nights."
"So you and Bill go out on dates?" I asked.
She swallowed nervously. "Not exactly," she said. "I mean we go out, but not with each other, like you meant."
"You go out, but not with your husband?" I asked. "With whom do you go?"
"Other couples in the group," she said. "We switch and go out with the other couple's partners. We're all into the lifestyle and it's been so good for us. Bill and I hardly ever have the fights like we did before, and our love life is just explosive."
I was beginning to get the picture. "So by the 'lifestyle' you mean you fuck people besides each other," I said.
Now she was really nervous. "Well, we explore other partners," she said. "We've become so open minded and it's been such a liberating experience for us. We think it would do the same thing for your marriage it's done for ours."
"So, by 'liberating' and 'open minded' you mean you fuck other people's husbands?" I asked. "Bill fucks other people's wives?"
"Why do you have to say it like that, Smith?" Brandon asked. "You make it sound so cheap and vulgar."
"It is cheap and vulgar," I said. "It doesn't need me to make it sound that way. Brandon, did you know this? Is that why you set up this 'meeting'? Do you have the hots for Dianne? What do you get out of this, Bill?"
"It's not like that at all," Brandon protested. "Jesus, Smith, why do you always have to paint everything so black and white?"
"So, it's interracial cheating?" I asked.
Brandon knew I was being facetious, but Bill and Dianne hastened to assure me that I had the wrong idea. "There is only one black couple in our group," Bill said. "I think you know the Blairs?"
"It's not cheating, either," Brandon said. "Everyone knows all about it."
"Okay," I wanted to be clear so I asked. "So you and Dianne go out on a 'date' and fuck. What happens to Bill and me?"
"Well, you two go out on a date, too," Dianne explained.
"What if I don't want to go out on a date with Bill?" I asked.
That stumped them. They floundered around for a minute. "Bill is very considerate, and a very good lover," Dianne explained. "I'm sure you'd enjoy your date."
"Well, I'm not," I said. "No offence, Bill, but how good can he be if you're prowling around looking for strange dick, Dianne? No, if I'm going to go out on dates, I prefer to pick my own. Sorry, Bill, not in this lifetime. Wait, I'm not sorry at all. Now, I'd like for the two of you to leave. I don't want you ever to come back here again. I don't want you ever to speak to me again. If you ever see me on the street, just keep walking. If you attempt to speak to me, you won't like what happens."
"What the hell is wrong with you, Smith?" Brandon exploded. "Our friends come over, out of the goodness of their hearts, to talk to us and try to help us and you act like this! I thought you were a bigger person than this."
"Well, you're doomed to disappointment then," I said. "I thought you were a bigger person, too. I had no idea how small you really were. One of us is moving out of this house. Maybe you'd be happier with one of your date night buddies. I have an idea. Maybe you can move in with Bill and Dianne and have a little three-way thing. I'm not sure I want Tessa around a person like you. Now if we're through here, I think you should leave."
"I invited them and they can stay as long as I want them to," Brandon said defiantly.
"Okay, well you all have fun." I went upstairs, packed up Tessa's bag, took it into my bedroom and packed my own bag. When I came through the living room, they were still there. "She'll come around," I heard Brandon say. "She always gets in a snit about things at first." They quit talking when I walked through with the bags.
"What are you doing?" Brandon asked.
"I'm going to Mom and Dad's," I told him. "Good luck with your date nights."
"Wait, Smith," he jumped up. "Can't we talk about this like adults?"
"I'm the only adult here," I said. "There are two frat boys and a slut, then, there's me. I don't think I'm interested in anything any of you have to say."
I went and got in my car. As I backed out of the garage, they came running out. Bill stood behind me so I couldn't back out and Brandon and Dianne came to my window.
"Smith, I realize this was the wrong way to talk to you about this," Brandon said. "I'm sorry. Will you take Dianne with you somewhere and just talk to her? Please, I'm begging you."
"Don't beg," I said. "It's demeaning to both of us. Okay, sure, jump in, Dianne."
She looked a little dubious but she came around and got in. I leaned out and glared at Bill. "If you ever try to keep me anywhere against my will again I'll run you over," I told him. I think he could tell I meant it. He hastily moved to the side and I backed out.
I had just bought a new Jeep Grand Cherokee SRT8 with the 6.4-liter hemi in it. I backed out into the street and stopped. "Better buckle up," I told her, "It's the law." She buckled her seatbelt and I lowered the hammer. All four tires were smoking and she was a white as a ghost. One hand was on the dash and the other was flailing around, looking for something to hold onto.
"What are you doing?" she screeched. "Slow down, Smith, you're going to kill us!"
"Nah, just you," I said. "I turned your airbag off." I hadn't, but this was fun. The hemi will take you from zero to sixty in less than five seconds. I gave it everything it had for six.
"Please, Smith, please slow down!" she begged. "Don't hurt me."
I dialed it back to the legal limit. "You ever see those cool turns that the stunt drivers do?" I asked her. "You know, where they back up really fast, swing the front end around, change gears and they're going the other way? I've always wanted to try that. They say it will roll a Jeep over, but I think I could pull it off."
She was crying now. "No, please, Smith! Don't do that! God, I'm sorry. Please, just let me out. I won't ever bother you again!"
"Hey, I was just kidding," I told her. "Let's talk. This is how I get my adrenaline rush, Dianne. You get yours by fucking strange cocks; I get mine by going fast."
Silence filled the vehicle until we got to the little diner down the street. I parked, she composed herself and we got out and went inside. I ordered a piece of pie and coffee. Dianne just got coffee.
"So, have you fucked Brandon yet?" I asked her.
She looked everywhere but at me, her face flushed and I knew the answer.
"It isn't like that," she said. "Both partners have to be in for anything like that to happen."
It was easy to see she was lying. "So you're the recruiter or something?" I asked.
"Smith, whether you believe it or not, I really am your friend," she said. "I'm really trying to help you."
"Well, with friends like you..." I trailed off.
"How long have we been friends?" she asked.
"I have no idea," I said. "I don't think we ever were."
"How can you say that?" she gasped. "How many days and weeks have we spent together? We've known each other since high school. We go shopping all the time. We do everything together."
"Yeah, well, not anymore," I said. "That was before you fucked my husband and tried to pimp me out to your fuck buddies. I can't imagine what I've ever said or done that would make you think I would go along with this."
"You're a brilliant woman, Smith," she said. "I think you'll come around and see the sense in this. So Bill and I sleep with other people. We love each other and our relationship is better than it's ever been."
"I think you're a liar, Dianne," I told her. "I don't believe that for a minute. I'll bet you 10,000 dollars that you're divorced within the year. You're just a miserable bitch who wants everyone else to be as miserable as you are. Congratulations, you just made a little three-year-old girl very miserable. I'm going to be okay, but she's going to suffer. You're a real piece of work."
"Why are you being such a hard-ass, Smith?" she asked. "I'm telling you this works for Bill and me. It can work for you and Brandon, too."
"I guess if I were you, it might work," I said. "The problem is, I'm not you. I've never been like you, Dianne. You know that. Remember when we were in college? You spent four years flat on your back. Do you remember what I did? I got an education. I had two boyfriends. I only slept with one of them. You asked me why I didn't fuck every man that came around like you did a million times. I always told you, I have to be in love with someone even to think about fucking them. Do you remember that?"
"Yes, but I thought you would have a more mature outlook on life now," she said.
"I do," I answered. "I realize that I was right all along. Look at you and Bill, Dianne. You're still chasing your adolescent fantasies. Someday I'm going to be at the store buying fuel for my car. You and Bill are going to have been long since divorced, probably multiple times because you're cheaters. I'm going to look up and you'll come out. We'll be about 49 or so. You'll have on something as slutty as your saggy body can get away with. You'll be laughing and talking too loudly and you'll have some sleazy 39-year-old man squiring you around. He'll be divorced about three times, too. He won't ask you to marry him; he'll just fuck you and dump you in a couple of months when some other younger slut comes along that will spread her legs for him."
She looked at me and her mouth opened and closed a few times. "I didn't know you hated me that much," she said.
"I don't hate you, Dianne, I feel sorry for you," I said. "I feel sorry for that woman. What's she going to be like at 69? She'll be old and alone and used up. I wonder if she'll look back and say, 'Wow, it was sure worth it to fuck a loser like Brandon.' Because, do you know what, Dianne? He'll be in the same boat right along with you. His daughter will refuse to speak to him, everyone he thinks is so cool, like you and Bill, are going to be as lonely and miserable as he is. Everyone that knows him will know he's a jackass. Do you know why? It's because you never grew up. You talk about being 'mature,' 'liberated' and 'open minded'. What you really mean is that you have no soul. You sold it for a hard dick."
"What makes you think that you're immune?" she challenged me. "It looks like you're in the same boat right along with us. If you keep this unreasonable attitude up, you're going to be divorced, too."
"Yeah, but I'm not a slut," I said. She flinched as if I'd slapped her. "I made a mistake when I married Brandon. The difference between you and me is that I can learn from my mistakes. I won't repeat that mistake. I'll find a man who loves me, puts up with all my flaws and loves my daughter, too. Or, I'll be by myself and I'll be very happy. I'm young and hot. I could take Bill away from you if he was worth it. You know that, don't you, Dianne? That's why you wanted Brandon. He'll be back in a few days, begging me to come home. I won't even blink, Dianne. You can have him. He isn't worth me spending one iota of energy. I have to thank you for showing me that. He had me fooled. Thank God I didn't waste any more time on him."



"You think you're so hot," she sneered. Her true colors were bleeding through. "You couldn't even hold onto Brandon."
"I wasn't working very hard at it," I told her. "I think I must have sensed that he wasn't worth working for. Come on, Dianne. It's time to end this charade. I'm leaving. Do you want a ride home?"
"I'll call a cab," she said. I guess she didn't like my driving style.
I dropped some money on the table and never looked back.
When I got to Dad and Mom's, a little blonde blur met me at the door. "Mommy!" she jumped into my arms.
"Hey, angel," I hugged her up. "Where's Gram and Grampa?"
"In the backyard," she said. "They're cooking."
I let her down and we went out on the patio. The delicious smell of smoking meat filled the air. I hugged them and Dad got me a beer.
"You making enough for Tessa and me?" I asked.
"You know me, baby," Dad said. "I always make enough to feed an army. You girls staying?"
"I need to talk to both of you," I told him. "Tessa, run inside for a minute, angel. Watch a cartoon, okay? I need to talk to Gram and Grandpa." She went in and I sat my parents down.
"We may be staying for a while," I told them. "Brandon tried to get me to join a swinging club with Bill and Dianne today. I'm kicking him to the curb."
"Jesus, Smith," Mom said. "You didn't have a hint?"
"No, I knew something was wrong," I said. "I didn't know anything about this, but I knew something was wrong for several months. He's been acting weird for a while."
"You want me to go have a talk with him?' Dad asked.
"You mean go over and kick his ass?" I laughed. "No, Dad. I know you could and I'm grateful, but I'm a big girl. If I wanted to do that, I'd catch him by surprise and do it myself. I'm just moving on. I've wasted too much time on him already. I'll have to talk to him about what he wants to do with the house. I need some dirt on him to keep Tessa away from him. You think you can do that for me?"
"I'm on it," he said. Dad owns a private security company. He knows all sorts of people who specialize in dirty deeds. They're not dirt cheap, but they owe him favors. This wouldn't be a problem. I was a little surprised that Brandon would risk that. He was really stupid. How had I not known that?
Now, the problem was explaining to Tessa why her daddy wasn't going to be around anymore. Somehow, "he's a moron," didn't seem like quite the answer. I didn't know what I was going to tell him, either. I had thought he loved our daughter, but, obviously, he loved strange pussy and didn't give a shit about anyone else.
I had it to do, so I went in and held Tessa on my lap. "Honey, we're going to be staying with Grandpa and Gram for a while," I told her. "Is that okay?"
"Yes, I LOVE staying with them," she said.
"Well, Daddy is going to stay at our house," I told her. "It's just going to be us for a while."
She looked a little less excited, but she kind of got a gleam in her eye. I knew what this was about! Ever since she could talk, she'd been asking me for a puppy. I liked dogs, but we never had a fenced yard. I could see the calculations running through that little brain.
"Okay," I told her. She looked surprised that I could read her mind. "If it's okay with Grandpa and Gram, you can have a puppy. You have to ask them. If they say no, that's it, okay? You can't pester them about it."
"Really? No, Mommy, I won't. Yeet!" She was ecstatic. She ran out to ask and I relaxed for a minute. I was exhausted. I think I drifted off for a minute, because Mom was sitting beside me, stroking my hair.
"I'm so sorry, baby," her soft voice came to me in a whisper. For some reason, that unleashed the floodgates and she gathered me into her arms as I wept out my sadness, my pain, my sense of betrayal. It took me a long time to get my composure back. She just held me, and her gentle love comforted me. I managed to pull myself together.
"We'll get through this," she told me. "Do you think there's a chance that you'll get back with Brandon?"
"No, Mom," I said. "Not in a million years. Can you imagine how you'd feel if Dad told you he wanted to sleep with another woman and pimp you out to her husband? It makes me want to puke that I was ever with him. He hid it well, Mom. I never suspected he was like that. I knew he was a party guy in college but I thought he'd grown up. Wow, was I ever wrong. I guess the leopard really doesn't change his spots."
"I guess it's over, then," she said. "You're going to be fine, baby. He's an idiot to let you get away."
"Yeah, you have to say that, you're my mom," I grinned at her. "Thanks, though. I am going to be fine. Are you and Dad okay with the puppy?"
"Yes, you know we always had a dog when you girls were home," she smiled. "You watch Michael. He'll pretend to be all gruff and grouchy, but he'll have it on his lap before you know it. He always loved your dogs."
It was two days before I heard from Brandon. It was just a text at first. "When are you coming home? We need to talk." As the week turned into two, he sent texts, called me a dozen times a day and sent emails. I listened, but didn't respond. I was waiting on Dad.
He came in after work one evening and took me to his office. When we were sitting down, he pulled a file folder out of his desk. "He's been cheating on you with Dianne and two more women for three months," he said. "They're part of some sort of swinging club. I guess they forgot to mention it to you. Are you ready to pull the plug on him?"
"Yes, I've been waiting on you," I said. "Are you ready?"
"Everything's in place," he said. "I assume you want to keep him away from Tessa?"
"Absolutely," I said. "He's done enough harm the way it is. Do you want your granddaughter to spend the weekends in a house where orgies are going on?"
"No, I don't. He'll be in jail tomorrow," he said. "Did you know they were doing drugs, Smith? They snort coke and have orgies all night. Brandon is their supplier. I found out where he keeps his stash. He'll be arrested for drug trafficking. He'll be convicted and go away for a long time. Are you sure this is what you want?"
"Yes, it's over, Dad. No, I didn't know he was using. I know that all three of them did in college. I thought they had given that up. Brandon swore he had." I felt a little sad. Five years of my life, wasted on this empty shell. I sighed. "I'm going to go see him. I need the closure."
"I understand," he said. "You want backup?"
"No, he's no threat," I said. "You taught me better than that. He probably doesn't know. He'll never know. He thinks you install burglar alarms."
There was music playing from the backyard when I got to our house. I walked around and there were about ten people there around the pool. I could smell weed. They were in various stages of undress. They looked ridiculous. Beer bellies, hairy backs and saggy boobs were everywhere. Dianne was sitting on Brandon's lap and she was topless. Gravity hadn't been kind to her. Brandon saw me and started frantically trying to push her off his lap. When she saw me, she went bright red and scrambled away. I turned and started back toward the front porch.
"Smith, wait!" I heard Brandon call. "Smith, hold up."
I kept walking and he came running through the gate, trying to put his flip-flops on. I was almost to the porch when he caught me. He grabbed my arm, spinning me around and making me stumble.
"Let go of my arm," I told him. "If you ever touch me again, you'll regret it." He looked a little startled, but he did let go.
"What are you doing?" he asked. "Can't we at least talk?"
"That's why I came," I told him. "Jesus, Brandon, you turned out to be a real tool, didn't you."
"It's just a party, Smith," he said. "You could come around and have a drink. Just be friendly and relax with our friends. It wouldn't kill you loosen up a little, you know. This could be something we could do together, babe. Just be a little open minded here."
"I'm divorcing you, Brandon," I told him. "I just came by to tell you. I'm also giving you a break. You should leave town, tonight. Just take your shit and go. Don't ever come back."
"What the hell are you talking about?" he asked. "I'm not going anywhere. When are you going to let me see Tessa?"
"I'm telling you, Brandon, it's over. There's no way I would ever leave her alone with a sleaze like you. You're never going to see her or me again. If you leave now, I'll let you go."
"Are you threatening me?" he asked. "What happened to you, Smith?"
"I found out that my husband is a cheating bastard," I said. "I'm just telling you that you need to go. Take all the money in our accounts that you can get, pawn everything that's valuable, get on a plane, a train or an automobile and just go. Don't look back and don't come back. If you disappear, and I never hear of you again, I won't come looking for you. Goodbye, Brandon."
I started for the door and he grabbed my arm again. He squeezed hard this time and it hurt. I would have a bruise tomorrow. I had warned him. When he spun me around, I kept moving and my left toe caught him just under the ear on the side of the neck. He dropped to his knees and as I kept spinning, my right heel sunk into his belly just after the right back-fist broke his nose. He went down in a heap and I took his phone out of his back pocket and walked out. Closure felt good. I stood on the porch for a minute, and then I called 911. I gave my name as Jill Sinclair. She was our next-door neighbor. I told the 911 operator that I had gone over to "the Givens'" house and discovered my 14 year old daughter there and Mr. Givens with several of his friends, naked. I wanted them arrested for exposing themselves to my daughter. I tossed his phone into the bushes and went on my way. I expected they'd at least have a hard time explaining being naked in my backyard, and at the worst, they'd be arrested. I was hoping for arrested for indecent exposure and published in the paper in the police reports. How cool would that be?
I hoped I hadn't messed up Dad's plan. As it turned out, I expedited it. The police didn't find any underage girls, but they found naked people smoking weed. That led to a search of the house and the vehicles. They found more weed in Bill and Dianne's car and two kilos of coke inside Brandon's spare tire.
It didn't take long for the swingers to distance themselves from Brandon. They wanted no part of cocaine trafficking charges. There was a nice write-up in the paper about a drug bust at a swingers party. I was questioned, but when they found out I'd been living with my parents for two weeks and I'd filed divorce papers against Brandon, they left me alone.
He went down for the big 5-15. The divorce was a slam-dunk and so was the custody hearing. When you show up in handcuffs and an orange jumpsuit, it's sort of prejudicial to any shot at seeing your daughter again. Tessa asked about him occasionally, at first. She was pretty wrapped up in her new puppy. Puppy is an awkward word for a 35-pound ball of fur, drool and loose skin. A 12-week old English Mastiff is quite a beast. She fell in love with him at the store where we met his breeders, and held him while he licked her all the way home.
Dad helped me get a fence up, and I'm spending a lot of time being the best parent I can be to my daughter. I have a home gym now, and when I'm writing, a little blonde angel comes and climbs up on my lap. A big drooling puppy comes in, and I close my computer and love on them. I'm working on those irritating habits of mine. My daughter's worth it. I date a little. I'm in no hurry. If Prince Charming comes along, I'll grab him. I spent too much time with Prince Harming to be in a hurry. If he doesn't come along, I like myself. I rarely find myself irritating.
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"In time, every successful revolution puts on the robes of the tyrant it has deposed." Barbara Tuchman said that. I suspect she's correct. I never dreamed I was a tyrant, but I suppose the villains in life seldom realize their roles. They always excuse their actions, as if, somehow, their villainy were acceptable because they are the ones doing it. Standards of things, like honesty, fair play, selflessness, which they demand from others, they have no regard for in themselves. If you lie to them, treat them unfairly, show no regard for them, they complain bitterly, but let the shoe be on the other foot and it's just peachy. I wasn't always a villain. In fact, few people of my acquaintance seemed to realize that I was a villain. My wife and my two daughters were the ones who cast me in that role.
Somehow, in an Orwellian twist, objecting to lying and cheating became tyrannical. After the insurrection, my wife became the tyrant.
My wife was Amber. She was a tall dark complected beauty. I wasn't not sure of her ancestry. She, and her mother, claimed Native American bloodlines, but everyone does. She has more of a Mediterranean look to me. My name is Kabrick North. I have no idea where my parents found that name, or what my ancestry was, either. Everyone calls me Kab. My two daughters are Dacy and Tobe. Dacy was fifteen and Tobe was thirteen.
The first sign of my new role came as we lay in bed on a Saturday night. Amber had just finished fucking me into exhaustion. I was spooning her, holding one big brown breast cupped in the palm of my hand and her fantastic ass pushed into my softening cock. She turned her head to look at me and I drowned in her huge brown eyes. "Kab," she said. "The girls at work asked me go to a lodge with them next weekend and scrapbook. Would you mind?"
Actually, I did mind, but not very much. I had tickets to a baseball game and I had intended to take her and the girls. I hadn't mentioned anything to them, yet. It was just spring training, so it wasn't a big deal. "No, I know you like that kind of thing," I said. "Go and have a good time. You've been wanting to catch up on getting our pictures organized."
Not a villain, right? This was the beginning of my ascent to the tyrant's throne, although I had no idea at the time. She went, and came back very happy. She had made three new albums of our family pictures, all decorated up with things she liked. She was very proud of them. I admired them for the requisite time and forgot about it. The next month, she went again. After six months, it became twice a month and this escalated over a year's time to once a week. None of this was a problem until Bianca, one of Amber's friends from work, saw me in the grocery store. She asked me why I never came with Amber.
"Well, I have very little interest in scrapbooking," I told her. "Anyway, I've never been invited."
She looked at me funny. "We only scrapbook once a month," she said. "The rest of the time we go out for drinks and dancing. Jeremy always comes with me. You should come. It'd be fun." Jeremy was her husband.
Who knew? I had never heard one word about drinks and dancing. As far as I knew, it was all about making pretty books. I hadn't checked to see what Amber's scrapbooks were looking like, because as I said, I had very little interest in scrapbooks, none, in fact. We obviously needed to have a talk.
I went straight home. Amber was out and Dacy wanted to talk to me. Her boyfriend had asked her to go to a concert. She went places with him when they were part of a group. I had major qualms about a fifteen-year-old girl going to a concert alone with her seventeen-year-old boyfriend. I told her she could go if other friends went with them. My rule was that she couldn't date alone until she was old enough to drive. I explained this for the thousandth time and she went off in a huff. "God, Daddy, you're such a freaking tyrant," she said in a parting shot. I was adapting to my new role. This was the first time I was made aware of my lofty position. She didn't speak to me for three days.
When Amber got home, I cornered her. "I saw Bianca at the grocery store and she asked me if I was coming to your next drinks and dancing, slash, scrapbooking event," I said.
Amber's face flushed and she immediately took a defensive attitude. "I've been meaning to ask you," she said.
"Ah, I guess it just slipped your mind," I said. "It must have been difficult to remember to mention that scrapbooking had morphed into drinking and dancing. I completely understand. They are so similar in nature that you just forgot. Well, no problem, we husbands are rarely interested in their wives drinking and dancing, anyway. Is there anything else you've been meaning to tell me?"
"There's no need for the sarcasm," she snapped back. "I don't have to tell you what I'm doing every minute of the day."
"No, I suppose you're right," I said. "Typically, though, people seem to think it's important for their spouse to know where they are, just in case of emergencies, you know. Jeremy seems to know Bianca is dancing and drinking. She even told me he goes with her. Can you imagine that? I can't imagine any man wanting to be with his wife while she was drinking and dancing, can you?"
She flushed even more. "You know you don't care anything about dancing," she said. "This is just a girl thing."
"Jeremy's a girl?" I asked. "I had no idea. He doesn't set my gaydar off at all. It must be getting defective. When did he switch teams?"
"Don't be stupid," she said. "He isn't gay. He just likes to be there to make sure Bianca doesn't get in over her head."
"Strange man," I said. "Do any other husbands share his paranoia?"
"None of the other husbands know what we do," she said.
"So Bianca is the only honest woman in the group?" I asked. "Nice set of friends you have there, Amber."
"You don't know them, and I don't appreciate you making snide remarks about my friends," she said. "None of the other husbands try to be a dictator like you. No one is being dishonest."
"You mean, other than you," I said. "Maybe the others aren't married."
"How can you accuse me of being dishonest?" she was ready to explode. "I never lied about anything!"
"No, I suppose you're right," I said. "I apologize. What I meant to say was that she's the only one in the group that isn't a deceitful bitch."
Amber looked at me as if I'd slapped her and stormed off upstairs. Dinner was a little strained that evening. With two of them not speaking to me, it was very awkward. I can do awkward. I went and watched a basketball game before going upstairs. Amber was already in bed and the bedroom door was locked. I got the little round key down off the doorjamb and unlocked it, replaced the key and went in. She was lying on the bed and she raised her head when I opened the door.
"Get out," she said. "You're sleeping on the couch."
I ignored her and got clean underwear out of my drawer. "I'm not sleeping with you," she said. "It's going to be a long time before you get back in here."
I ignored her and got in the shower. When I was through, I went and got in bed. She sat up. "I told you you're not sleeping here!" she snarled. "Get out."
"I don't need your permission to sleep in my own bed," I told her. "If you don't like it, you go sleep on the couch." I think she was shocked. I've heard men talk about their wives making them sleep on the couch. I always thought it was a metaphor. Apparently, she'd heard the same stories and believed them. Maybe she'd heard different stories where men actually go sleep on the couch. Fortunately, I outweighed her by seventy pounds, I was also four inches taller, and she would find me tough to drag. I guess she thought she could just lock me out of my own bedroom and I'd be as meek as a lamb. Well, this lamb was becoming a lion. That's what we tyrants do. We refuse to cooperate in our own deposition. She was spitting mad.
She got up, grabbed her pillow and rummaged around in the chest for a blanket. She was gone in a few minutes and I got a good night's sleep. When I went to work the next morning, she was up and looking tired. I guess the couch wasn't all that good a bed. I never liked the thing, even as a place to sit. It had a hundred stupid pillows on it and it was very uncomfortable as a chair, much less a bed. When I came home, I went upstairs to change and discovered that everything I owned was missing. I looked around and discovered that she had cleaned out her scrap booking supplies and that room had become a bedroom. All my things were in there. There was a day-bed in there and I guess she thought I was going to sleep on it. I wasn't. I moved my things back into my bedroom.
Amber came up and saw me carrying suits down the hall to our bedroom. "What are you doing?" she asked. "I cleaned out the spare room. You're sleeping in there until you apologize to me."
"No, I'm not," I told her. "Let's see you make me sleep in there. If anyone's moving in there, it's going to be you. Do you want a divorce, Amber? Is that what you're angling for here?"
She looked shocked. "What are you talking about? You were rude to me. You called me a lying bitch!"
"Deceitful bitch," I said. "It was deceitful bitch. Accuracy is important. Technically, you weren't a lying bitch, just a deceitful one."
"What the hell is wrong with you, Kab?" she said. "I'm the mother of your children and your wife. You can't talk to me like that!"
"Why not?" I asked.
She didn't know what to say for a minute. I'm sure this wasn't going according to plan. I was supposed to come pleading and crawling back, totally ignoring the fact that she was a deceitful bitch. Her mouth opened and closed a few times.
"You've never spoken to me like that in the whole 17 years we've been married."
"You were never a deceitful bitch before," I pointed out. "Well, not that I know of. Maybe you were and I just didn't know. So, do you want a divorce?"
"No, I don't," she said. "I want my husband to realize that he can't speak to me like I'm some disobedient schoolgirl. I'm an adult woman and you need to speak to me with respect."
"Respect is earned," I told her. "Deceitful bitches don't get any respect. Since you don't see fit to explain to me how scrap booking became drinking and dancing, how you allowed it to slip your mind that you should mention this to me and you don't appear to be at all embarrassed by your early onset Alzheimer's, it seems clear to me that you do want a divorce. Then, you won't have to worry about these lapses of memory anymore."
"You're blowing this way out of proportion," she said. Apparently, she believed that a good offense was the best defense, because she went on the attack. "Why did you tell Dacy that she couldn't go to the concert?"
"I didn't tell her that," I said. "Remember, accuracy is important. Words mean things, Amber."
"Well, what did you say?" she asked.
"I told her she couldn't go alone with her boyfriend," I said. "If they are going with a group of friends, I'm fine with it. She doesn't date alone until she can drive. You helped me decide that rule."
"Well, I changed my mind. I told her she could go," she said.
"Okay, I'll speak to an attorney Monday," I said. I turned away and went down to the den. She followed me, yelling the whole time, but I wasn't listening. I turned on the game and ignored her. She eventually gave up and went somewhere. At this point, I really didn't give a damn where.
Dacy came in after a bit and gave me a smug little smirk. I would have to do something about that. Evidently, Tobe had been regaled with tales of my tyranny and she wasn't speaking to me, either. That suited my mood just fine. I went fishing Saturday, and Sunday I went to a boat show. Amber had seemingly accepted her defeat and moved into the spare bedroom herself. I slept well, enjoying the room in the bed to sprawl out wherever I wanted.
I took the day off on Monday and visited my attorney. You can do things like that when you're a tyrant and own the company. I had him begin divorce proceedings and he promised to have the papers served at our house on the following Monday. I then got on Ticketmaster and bought a ticket to the concert where Dacy was staging her insurrection. I made the usual arrangements to separate our finances and had a pretty good week. Tobe had a band concert on Friday. She still wasn't speaking to me so I went to a movie I had been wanting to see. I went to bed around midnight and Amber still wasn't home. The girls shut themselves in their rooms and I played video games and then went to bed.
The next evening, Dacy got ready and left for the concert, and I left ten minutes later. I located her and her boyfriend in the auditorium. I had checked out her ticket number and got a seat directly behind them. The music was as bad as you can imagine, but I had my phone and earphones. Dacy was shocked when she saw me, but I didn't say anything. I could tell she was fuming, and I really enjoyed it. They got up and moved at one point and I ambled along, just staying in eyeshot. I don't think they enjoyed the concert nearly as much as they thought they would.
I went home after the concert, and Sunday morning there were three very angry females waiting in ambush in the kitchen when I came downstairs. Luckily, I didn't have to go through the kitchen. I just went through the laundry room and into the garage. I had a tee time, and I just walked by their ambush and played golf. I went to a tool sale afterward and picked up an impact wrench I'd been wanting. When I got home, they heard me come in, but before the ambush could be reassembled, I was in the bedroom with the door locked and a chair under the knob in case they knew about the key thing.
They beat on the door and yelled, but I had my handy headphones. Best investment I ever made. I left for work the next morning before they were up. When I got home at 4:30, the ambushers were out in full force. I got a Mountain Dew and went into the den. They swirled around like gnats and I made no attempt to avoid them. I was quite the villain. I had spoiled Dacy's date, failed to attend Tobe's concert and had seriously hurt Amber's feelings. I felt pretty good. My reign as tyrant was taking off like a rocket.
Just before five, the doorbell rang and I answered it. It was the process server. He looked like a refugee from the Russian mafia. His head was shaved and he had tattoos on his neck, disappearing into the nice suit he was wearing. He looked fierce. I let him in and he did his thing. He appeared to be all out of bubble gum and stuck to kicking ass. The three girls didn't say a word while he was there except for Amber identifying herself.
After he left there was silence for a moment. Amber opened the envelope and her face went white when she saw what was inside. She collapsed on the uncomfortable couch and I sat in my comfortable recliner, drinking my Mountain Dew.
"Mom, are you okay?" Tobe asked her. "Who was that guy? What did he give you?"
Amber looked at me as if she was seeing me for the first time. "You're divorcing me?" she gasped.
"Well, there is the little drinking and dancing thing," I said. "Then there's the moving my things into the spare bedroom, the couch thing and the letting Dacy go to the concert thing, too. I know where you were Friday night, Amber. You three have had a pretty good life up until now. All I ever asked in return was to be loved and respected. I've given you nearly everything you've ever asked for. In spite of that, there's been this little insurrection going on around here. I love all three of you, but you seem determined to cast me in the role of the villain. I've accepted your assessment and I'm just acting according to the script. Dacy, I'm wondering how you're going to get that Camaro you wanted when you turn sixteen. Tobe, I'm pretty sure band camp is out from now on. I don't think your mother can afford those things on her office manager salary. Amber, good luck with the mortgage. Oh, yeah, the car payments, the utilities, the club memberships and your health insurance, too. I'll be moving out this week."
They stared at me like I was insane. "Where are you going?" Amber croaked out.
"Mexico," I said. "I think I can live like a king down there. I'll have maids and servants and a driver. Maybe I'll find a beautiful dusky maiden with a couple of kids who will think I'm just great. I've got it all planned out. It's going to be great. I hope you'll all find someone that makes you happy. Dacy seems to be pretty high on that pimply faced asshat with whom she went to the concert. Maybe Tobe will do just fine and become a famous musician without all those camps and lessons. Just think, Amber. You can go out drinking and dancing all the time. I'm sure you'll enjoy not being burdened by having to account for where you are every minute of the day. Have nice lives."
I went up and got the suitcases I had packed and carried them to the truck. I had to make three trips and I guess they were all still in shock, because they didn't move and I didn't hear them say a word. I went and checked into my room at the Hampton, changed and went down to the pool. I swam laps until I was exhausted, sat in the hot tub until I was somewhat revived and went back to my room.
My phone was making its alert sound and I checked. I had three missed calls, all from Amber. She had left one voice mail. I listened to it. "Kabrick, we need to talk," she said. "The girls and I want you to come home. Give us a chance to talk to you. You said you loved us. If that's still true, give us a chance. Come home and we'll work things out."
Ah, now she wanted to talk. She might even be willing to explain her deceitful bitchiness. I was going to do it, but it would be on my terms. I sent her a text. "Those eggs are scrambled. I was there for the last 17 years. You had a chance to talk. You moved into the spare bedroom, after moving my things in there. This time, you don't have to bother moving them. I took care of that."
The phone rang immediately. I didn't answer it and I got three texts five minutes later. There was one from each of them. Dacy and Tobe just asked me to please not do this and to give them a chance to talk to me. Amber just repeated her "We can work this out, please come home" mantra.
I sent her another text and told her that I'd meet them for breakfast at Iggy's at eight on Saturday. I knew that would bug them. They all like to sleep until about noon on Saturday. I was a very good tyrant. I discovered I enjoyed inventing petty irritations for my minions. They'd certainly invented enough for me over the last few weeks.
I was very busy at work that week. It takes a lot of maneuvering to sell a business. There were a million papers to sign and meetings to attend. I got it done. Talbot Manufacturing had been making me offers for years. I got the papers all signed and the money was deposited in my account in Boca del Rio. Yes, I really was going to Mexico. I spoke fluent Spanish, and I had some expatriate friends who had been telling me how great it was there. I was a wealthy man and Amber wasn't going to get any of it without my permission. That's the way good tyrants operate.



I had my bags packed and my ticket in my jacket pocket when I sat down at the restaurant. They showed up in about ten minutes and slid into the booth, Amber beside me and the girls across from me. I had my briefcase and all the documents I needed in it.
They wanted to begin talking right away, but I made them wait until after we ordered. We tyrants are grouchy before our morning coffee. Our food came and we talked while we ate. Dacy spoke first.
"Daddy, you've been almost impossible to live with lately. You're such a control freak. You made me so mad that I just went over the top. I'm sorry. I do respect you and I'm grateful for everything you do for us. I'm just not a baby anymore and you've got to let me make my own decisions."
"Me, too," Tobe chimed in. "I feel the same way. We love you, Daddy, but we're growing up and you just can't control our lives anymore. I'm sorry I didn't speak to you."
"Alrighty then," I smiled at them. "Thank you for the apology."
"I want to apologize, too," Amber said. "I should have told you about the girls nights. It was just some harmless girl's fun. I didn't think you'd care."
"Well, it's very nice of you to apologize, Amber," I said. "The problem is, that balloon is out of air."
"What... what do you mean?" she stammered. "I told you what it was and I'm sorry I didn't tell you when it started."
I opened my briefcase and slid the pictures over in front of her. They were nice pictures, very graphic. They showed Amber and two of her girlfriends being gang banged at one of the girlfriend's houses. Amber had one cock in her from behind and another one in her mouth. It was hard to tell if the cock behind her was in her ass or in her pussy.
"It might have been harmless to you," I told her. "Unless, of course, you have some social disease. I'm clean, by the way. The doctor was positive. Maybe you should think about getting checked. It doesn't look like your fuck buddies were wearing condoms. I don't think it was harmless to me."
Her jaw dropped. I saw Dacy and Tobe crane their necks around to get a look. Amber snatched the pictures up and turned them face down.
"How... oh God... you weren't supposed... how did you get those pictures Kabrick?"
"Do you really think that matters?" I asked. "If it helps you, I told you I was going to speak to an attorney. The attorney hired a detective. He followed you last Friday."
"I'm sorry... you weren't supposed to know, Kab." She was crying now. "It was just some excitement. You know I was a virgin when we got married. I just didn't want to wonder the rest of my life if I was missing out. It was never supposed to affect us. It didn't hurt you if you didn't know. I didn't want to live my life and regret never knowing. I never meant for you to know. I was only going to do it once. You've got to believe me, Kab."
"No, I don't," I said. "Where do people come up with the idea that what you don't know doesn't hurt you? If your coronary arteries are blocked and you don't know, does the heart attack hurt you? If you have cancer and you don't know; is it hurting you? Your little escapades were a cancer, eating away at the vitals of our marriage, Amber. The cancer doesn't hurt you until you die from it. That's what you did to our marriage. You killed it. You didn't want to live with not knowing what it was like to fuck other men? Well, I don't want to live my life not knowing what it would be like to have 100 million dollars. Does that make it okay to rob Fort Knox? You wouldn't mind helping me with that, would you, Amber? That's the biggest load of shit I've ever seen shoveled."
She got up and ran sobbing from the restaurant. Tobe looked over at me. "I can't believe you did that," she said.
"I guess you don't have enough faith," I told her. "How disappointing. Faith will set you free. No, wait; it's the truth that sets you free. Forgive my mangling of the metaphor."
They looked at me as if I was nuts. Well, we tyrants aren't known for our mental stability. They just sat there. Dacy opened her mouth but nothing came out. She cleared her throat. "That was so mean," she said.
"I think your ride is leaving," I told them. "I wouldn't want you to be stuck here with someone mean. You better scoot."
They scooted. I paid the check and drove to the airport. An hour later, I was flying the friendly skies on my way to the rest of my life. I had many regrets. I couldn't see how I could have stopped anything that had happened, though. I'd been happy, satisfied and proud for 16 years. It had all gone to shit. I felt lonely and depressed. I did what I always do when I feel depressed. I took a nap. It was a long nap and by the time I woke up, we were an hour out of Heroica Vera Cruz.
I sat and ruminated. Amber was on her own. She'd made her bed of lies and she'd have to sleep in it. The girls, well, they were just girls. I'd see to it that they got what they needed. My attorney would take care of money arrangements. If they wanted to see me, I'd make that happen. If they didn't, they had their mother, for what she was worth.
It took about six months for Tobe to try to get in touch with me. My attorney called me and I called the house. Dacy answered and I asked to speak to Tobe. I don't think Dacy recognized my voice.
"Hi, baby," I said when I heard Tobe's voice.
"Daddy? Is that you?" she began to cry. "Daddy, I'm so, so sorry. Please, Daddy, I'm so sorry. I need you. Mom is a mess. She drinks all the time and she spends all her time running around with men and her friends from work. I think she's doing drugs. The only good thing that's happened to us since you left, no, since we drove you away, was when you paid for me to go to band camp. Dacy is being a slut and I can't stand it here anymore. Please, Daddy, I need you. Do you still love me? I was so mean to you, but I hope you still love me. I'm so sorry I treated you like that. I know it was all Mom's fault. Well, it was partly mine, too. I need you, Dad. I know I didn't have your back, but I'm praying that you still love me."
"Of course I still love you, Tobe," I said. "I just don't know what I can do. I can't come there. Your mother would probably have me arrested."
"Can I come to you?" she asked.
"I don't see how," I said. "Your mother won't let you come here. I'd be glad to see you, but I just don't see how."
"If you send me the money I'll run away," she said. "She'll never notice until I'm with you. I hardly see her and when I do, she's mean to me. She hates me, Dad."
"I can't believe she hates you," I told her. "She'll wise up, eventually. Why do you say she hates you?"
"I got a bad grade at school and she yelled at me." Her voice was shaking. "I told her she had no room to say anything to me after she drove the only good thing in our lives away," she sobbed. "She slapped me and told me I was a brat and she wasn't going to put up with any shit from me. She was drunk or high, I think. Daddy, I'm so sorry. I just let them convince me that you were some kind of evil dictator. I see how wrong I was. Please, help me."
"Okay, baby, calm down," I said. "I'll work something out. Minors can't travel alone without their parent's permission, especially out of the country. Let me see if I can work something out. Call me tomorrow and I'll see what's possible, okay?"
I gave her my phone number and she calmed down. She told me she loved me and we ended the call. I called my attorney and he told me she needed a passport, but that was it as far as the Mexican authorities were concerned. It might be useful for her to have a signed letter of consent from me, allowing her to travel unaccompanied. I knew she had a passport because we had gone to France the year before. I faxed him the letter and made the travel arrangements.
Somehow, my benevolent dictatorship now seemed attractive to Tobe. I was being rehabilitated, and Amber had taken my place as chief tyrant. One of her oppressed subjects was about to vote with her feet. I felt positively benign.
When Tobe called the next day, I had it all in hand. She was going to tell her mother and sister that she was spending the weekend with a friend. She was going to catch a cab to the airport and board her flight. I would pick her up at the airport and we'd see where we went from there. I'd thought about having my attorney pick her up, but that would have made him an accessory and I didn't want to expose him to that. I was sure that Amber would be very vindictive if she got the chance.
When Tobe came down the ramp, I was waiting for her. She flew across the tarmac and threw herself on me, sobbing and laughing at the same time. I swung her around and set her down.
"Let me look at you, baby," I said. "God, you've grown like a weed. You're more beautiful than ever!" She was, too. She had her mother's dark skin and huge brown eyes. She was starting to fill out in some woman curves and she was gorgeous. She was mine, too, and I could see that shining in the wet pools of her eyes.
"You look good, Daddy," she said. "You've lost some weight and you have a great tan. She pressed herself against me. "I've missed you so much. Do you still love me?"
"Of course I do," I said. "I never stopped. I hoped someday I'd have the chance to show you. You kind of weren't letting me do that."
"I know, and I'm so sorry," she said. "If you let me, I'm going to show you how much you mean to me. I was wrong, Dad. I don't know what was wrong with me."
"It's okay," I told her. "We're going to be fine. Is Dacy okay?"
She was very sober. "I don't think so. She's sort of acting like Mom. I think she's having sex with that assh... that jerk she's dating." She looked at me to see how I was going to react to her slip of the tongue.
I laughed. "He is an asshole. I don't mind you using descriptive words, Tobe. Girls shouldn't use a lot of bad language, though. It just makes you seem vulgar and cheap. You can say anything you want to if it's just us, okay?"
She hugged me again. I took her hand and we walked to the car. She loved the house. I showed her her bedroom and she loved that, too. We sat and talked until two AM. She caught me up on her life and I caught her up on mine. We talked about what she wanted to do and she wanted to stay with me permanently. That made my year. I had no idea what to expect from Amber, but I knew there wasn't a lot she would be able to do. She didn't know where I was and things are a bit different in Mexico. There's very little of the spying and locating that the US government is able to do. As long as you keep your nose clean, there is really very little that you can't do. Money buys nearly everything. Short of me committing a major crime and being caught, Amber would never find us.
I don't think she even tried. Tobe had mailed her a letter from the airport, explaining why and where she was going. I never heard anything from her. It took another year before we heard anything at all from either Amber or Dacy. Tobe was in school and doing well. She was speaking Spanish like a native and with her coloring, she really fit in.
Then, my attorney sent me an email. Dacy wanted to speak to me. I had him get her one of those cheap phones with prepaid minutes on it. I arranged a time when she could talk without Amber knowing, and I called her.
She knew who it was when she answered. No one else had that number. Our conversation didn't begin well. She was crying so much I couldn't understand a word she was saying. That went on for a while. Finally, she calmed down enough that I could understand her and the words came tumbling out. She was pregnant. When she told me that, we went through the crying thing again. I was uncertain what a tyrant's response should be. I knew what a father's response was. The little girl that I had loved all her life was in trouble. There was no way I was going to let her face that alone.
"What are you going to do, Dacy?" I asked her. "What does your mom think?"
"She thinks I'm an idiot," she said bitterly. "She wouldn't let me get on birth control. I always used condoms, Dad. I guess one must have broken or something. I was stupid."
"What about the baby's father?" I asked her.
"He bailed on me the minute I told him," she said. "Dad, I don't even have health insurance. Mom never bothered to sign me up. I'm seventeen years old, I'm pregnant and my life is over."
"Your life isn't over," I told her. "It's complicated, but you're going to be okay. Do you want the baby, Dacy?"
"No, Dad, I don't," she wept. "I don't want to bring a baby into this world with that douche bag's genes."
"Are you going to get an abortion?" I asked.
"I want to," she said. "I don't have a clue how to go about it and I can't afford it anyway. Dad, can I come to you? I know Tobe is with you. Will you give me another chance?"
"Yes, baby," I said. "You're my little girl and I'll always give you another chance. All you have to do is ask."
"I'm asking, Dad," she said. "I'm begging. God, I've been so stupid and such a child. I'm having to grow up really fast. I know what I did to you was wrong, Daddy. I'm so sorry... I should have listened to you and not Mom. I just wanted my way and she let me have it for a while. I realize now that she was just using me against you. She's totally about her. I don't know why I didn't see that."
"You're very young," I told her. "It's okay, Dacy. Let's concentrate on the future. Let's fix this problem and then we can tackle everything else, okay?"
She sniffled and cried a little more and I promised to call her the next day to give her the details of what I came up with. Then I had to tell Tobe what was going on. She was a little miffed.
"Why does she have to come here and ruin everything," she said. "We're perfect, Dad. I don't want her here."
"Tobe, she's your sister, she's my daughter and she's in trouble. Don't you love her? Don't you think we should help her?"
"I used to love her," she said. "When we were all a family, I loved her. She turned into someone else. She treated me like crap and... and... oh, my God! That's what I did to you, isn't it Daddy? She's just like me!" She threw herself on me and clung to me. I just hugged her and stroked that midnight black hair.
"We're over that, baby," I said. "Yes, she's like you and we need to help her, just like I needed to help you. I think we'll find out that we have your sister back, just like I found out with you that I had my baby girl back."
"Dad, you're amazing," she squeezed me even tighter. "I'm fifteen, you know. I'll always be your baby girl, though."
We made the same arrangements for Dacy that I'd made for Tobe. Sunday night we picked her up at the airport. It was very emotional and the two girls spent a long time mending fences. Dacy didn't look pregnant. I asked her and it turned out she was only six weeks along. She was insistent that she wanted an abortion so I arranged it at the clinic in Houston. Abortion is mostly illegal in Mexico, so we took a chance and flew to Houston. I'm totally opposed to abortion, but that wasn't my decision to make. If there was ever a case for one, this was it. She was sixteen-years-old, unmarried, dumped by the tool that had knocked her up and not ready for the responsibility of motherhood. I'd have felt very uncomfortable if the pregnancy had been farther along. We took her in on Friday, and in a week, she was back to her old beautiful, cheerful self.
Dacy was the polar opposite of Tobe in looks. She was taller and more willowy and she has blonde hair. There were a lot of blondes on my side of the family. It took them a week to get their problems worked out and they were back to the duo that had me wrapped around their fingers since they were babies. My life as the tyrant was over. I never really cared for it, anyway. I had been replaced. Amber was now the villain in our piece. I hoped she enjoyed her new role. The insurrection was over.
My attorney contacted me and told me that Amber had been harassing him. She wanted to know where the girls were, where I was, what I wanted to do about the divorce and to let me know she was selling the house before she lost it. I didn't care. We had a good bit of equity in it and as far as I was concerned, she could keep it. I wasn't looking to punish her, just get away from her.
There comes a point in life where you have trouble mustering the energy to be angry and hurt. You just want to be left alone, get on with your life and put the past in the past. I was at that point. She wanted to talk to me and she wanted to talk to the girls. She was a deceitful bitch, but I knew she loved her daughters. She had at one point, anyway. Now that they weren't objects she could use to hurt me, I hoped they could have some kind of relationship. At first, they wanted nothing to do with her and no part of any plan to speak to her.
She wrote them long letters, forwarded to us by our attorney, and she wrote to me, too. I threw mine away, but I know the girls read theirs. It was very hard for me not to open those letters and read them. I guess I have a masochistic streak or something, but I dug the first one out of the trash a dozen times before I finally burnt it. You don't just watch a 17-year marriage go down in flames without wondering how it happened. I tortured myself with those letters the first four I got before I realized what I was doing. I got the girls to pick up the mail after that with instructions to just get rid of anything Amber sent to me and not tell me about it.
Life was good for me. I had my babies; they were doing well and more loving toward me than they'd ever been. They took care of me. I dated some and even found a few of those dusky maidens that were interested enough in me to become friends with benefits.
Amber wrote to the girls once a month for a while and then it became every week, and even several times a week. She wore them down and finally they sat me down and had a talk with me. They wanted to call her and talk to her. I didn't object. They wondered if I would listen to the conversation. I had absolutely no desire to do that, but they begged until I agreed. I made them promise not to include me or mention that I was there or listening. They also had to promise not to ask me again. This was a one-time thing, just to make sure everything was on the up and up, and she wasn't trying to manipulate them in any way.
They set it up through the attorney to call her on a Thursday night. They had the phone set up on speaker and I made them block the number so Amber wouldn't have it. If they wanted to speak to her, it was up to them. I didn't want her calling them.
Evidently she had done a lot of crow eating in her letters, because they seemed fairly comfortable talking to her. She still apologized a million times. Apparently, she had been in a drug and alcohol treatment facility for a while and she was in therapy. I hadn't known that. I guess if I had read my letters I would have, but I just didn't have the heart. She wanted to see them and she begged them to come and visit her. Tobe nixed that idea right away.
"There's no way we're ever coming there," she said.
"Why not, baby?" Amber asked. "I need to see you."
"We don't trust you, Mom," Dacy said. "You'd probably try to kidnap us and make us stay there."
We could hear the sobs over the phone. "I guess I deserved that," Amber finally managed to say. "I brought that all on myself. It hurts so bad to hear you say that, but I know it's my fault. If you won't come here, can I come there? I need to see you so desperately. I need to hold you and make sure you're okay."
"No!" Tobe said. "You should have thought of that before you decided to drop a bomb on our family! We don't want you to know where we are. What part of, 'We don't trust you, Mom,' do you not understand?"
There was more crying. "Tobe, you're killing me," Amber finally managed to say. "I know what a bitch I've been. I swear to God I won't make any trouble. My therapist has helped me realize that everything is my fault. I don't blame you or your father. I just want a chance to make it up to you. I'll do anything, make any promise, sign any paper, do whatever it takes just to get one chance to see you and show you how sorry I am. Please, girls, I'm begging you."



I grabbed up a note pad and wrote on it, then I held up my hand to get their attention. "Tell her to sign the divorce papers, let it go through, give me legal custody of you and give up any financial claims," I had written. I slid it over to Dacy. She looked at it and nodded before showing it to Tobe. Tobe nodded, too, and Dacy told Amber what it was going to take. To my surprise, she jumped all over it.
"It's going to take me a while to save up the money," she said. "If the house sells before they foreclose on it, I could come sooner. I'll sign the papers right away. The divorce should be final in sixty days or so. Girls, I hate to ask you, how is your father doing? Is he okay?"
I shook my head. "He's fine," Tobe said. "We aren't allowed to talk about him to you."
"Can you give him a message?" Amber asked. "I've been writing to him, but I don't know if he reads my letters. Just tell him I'm sorry, I love him and I'm going to try to make it up to him, too."
"Okay, Mom," Dacy said. "I'm not sure he wants to hear anything from you. Just think how wonderful it would have been if you'd had this change of heart before you decided to throw everything away."
There was a wail from the other end of the line and Dacy looked horrified. "Mom? I'm sorry I said that. I don't have any moral high ground here myself. Just do what you're supposed to. We'll call you on the second and fourth Friday nights of the month at six, your time, okay?"
Amber's voice was trembling. "Yes, that will be fine, girls. Thank you. This is going to do me a world of good to be able to talk to you. I'm trying to put my life back together. I have a new job. I just couldn't be around those people anymore. I'm working for the cable TV people."
The rest of the conversation was inane and I quit listening. They talked for over an hour, just kind of catching up. When they ended the call, the girls came over and stood beside me. I was sitting at the bar with my back to it. They sandwiched me between them and hugged me for a very long time. I put my arms around them. They were tall! How had this happened? I felt good. No longer being the tyrant was a great relief. Heavy is the head that wears the crown and all. Now that I was just a commoner again, I could hug my daughters, take them to dinner and relax with them on the beach until it was too dark to see.
It took six months for her to get things arranged where she could come. I didn't want her anywhere near our home. The girls suggested Heroica Vera Cruz, but that was still too close to suit me. We decided on Tampico. We drove up the coast and had a blast. It was just like the road trips were back in the day, except we all spoke Spanish and giggled like lunatics. Well, the girls giggled. I might have giggled once, but forty-two year old men sound undignified while giggling, so I stopped.
We had rented a beach-front condo, and we didn't quite know what to expect from Amber. I wasn't about to leave the girls alone with her. I didn't want to be in the same country with her; much less the same condo, but I really didn't have any choice. I went out and soaked up some rays on the balcony when she knocked on the door. I have no idea of anything they talked about. It wasn't any of my business. She came out after about three hours and leaned against the railing.
"Aren't you going to even say anything to me?" she asked.
I leaned my head back and closed my eyes. "I think you said it all," I told her.
"What does that mean? Jesus, Kabrick, haven't you punished me enough?" I thought she was going to cry.
"No." I said.
"No? Well, what have you got planned this time," she said. "I might as well get it over with."
"I don't have anything planned," I told her. "I've never punished you at all, much less, 'enough.' Bothering to plan punishment would imply that I cared enough to expend the energy to plan, Amber. I don't. I just want you to leave me alone. I get it that the girls need a relationship with their mother. I'm down with that. I'll put up with having to be around you. I'll even be polite; just don't push your luck. You are lucky, by the way."
"Look at me, Kab," she said.
I reluctantly raised my head. She was heartbreakingly gorgeous. That mane of black hair, that creamy brown skin, her almost black eyes and the flash of her white teeth was enough to drive a man wild. Unfortunately, the inside didn't match the exterior.
"What?" I said.
"I'm still me," she said. "Remember the woman you fell in love with? Remember the woman you asked to marry you?"
"Yes, I remember her very well and I'm grieving her every day," I told her. "You killed her."
Big tears rolled down her cheeks as she looked at me. "The girls have forgiven me," she said in a breaking voice. "Why can't you?"
"That's a good question," I said. "Here's the thing, Amber. You lied to me. You were out; doing God knows what with God knows whom. I sure don't. You tricked me and it was easy because I trusted you. I would never have known if I hadn't run into Bianca in the grocery store. You would have let that lie fester between us until it ate us up. When I caught you, instead of showing any sort of regret or contrition, you made me the bad guy. I was a tyrant. I was the one that killed everyone's fun. You turned the girls against me. You tried to kick me out of my own bed. Then you went out and had your little gang bang. I was the cruel guy with control issues. Now you come here, all cleaned up after, again, doing who knows what with who knows whom and you think I ought to forgive you? You've never once even told me you were wrong or apologized to me."
She gasped. "I was afraid of that," she said. "You haven't been reading my letters, have you?"
"No, Amber, I haven't," I said. "I've been trying to move on with my life. You obviously didn't want to be in it, so I gave you what you wanted."
"You don't know how wrong you are," she said. "I want to be in your life more than anything."
"Well, I guess you got your wish," I said. "We happen to have a couple of children together. They seem to want you to be in their lives, so I guess you'll have to be in mine."
"Don't be so enthusiastic," she gave a bitter laugh.
"I'm not," I told her. "I dreaded coming here. The only reason I did is for them. What are you planning to do, Amber? How long are you staying? What's your plan to try to mend fences with your daughters?"
"I don't plan on going back," she said. "The house sold, Kab. We had almost 200,000 dollars in equity. I can live a long time on that down here. I want to be close to the girls. I'm moving to wherever you live. I want to be close to you, too."
"Hell no," I told her. "Amber, if you fuck with us I'll move off the face of the earth and you'll never hear from us again."
The tears continued to roll down her cheeks. "The girls are okay with me being here," she said. "If you'll just let me see them and be close to them, I won't bother you, Kabrick."
"Is this some convoluted scheme to get me to take you back?" I asked her.
"I want you to take me back," she said. "I don't think that's going to happen, is it?"
"No, it's not," I said. "If that's what you have in mind, you should just leave now and let us be happy. That's what you do to people you say you love; you try to make them happy."
"I do want you and the girls to be happy," she said. "I think they'll be happier with me close to them. I wish that was the case with you, but it's not going to happen. Kab, do you think we can be friends? I'm very sorry I behaved the way I did. I'm so sorry I disrespected you like that and hurt you so badly. I tried to explain all that in the letters I wrote you. I'm in a better place in my head now. I'm ready to move on with my life. I hope it can be with you and the girls in it. I don't mean as husband and wife. I'll be whatever you let me be. We can be parents, friends, friends with benefits, whatever you allow me to be. Just don't make it impossible for me to be the girl's mother, okay? I know I deserve anything you do to me. I lied and cheated and I'll regret that for the rest of my life. I'm just asking for some mercy, here. Please, Kab?"
I wasn't feeling merciful. "Can you at least tell me why you acted like that, Amber?"
"I've asked myself that question a million times," she said. "I just got caught up in what some really bad people I thought were my friends were doing. I rationalized that I loved you, it wasn't hurting you and that I'd get it out of my system and we'd be fine. I can't imagine now why I thought that. I was drinking way too much, doing some drugs and I just got stupid. Can I ask you a question?"
"Shoot," I said.
"What's the part you can't get over?' she asked. "Is it the sex, the drinking, the drugs, what is it, Kabrick?"
"It's the lies," I said. "If you would have come to me and said, 'Kab, I'm bored with our lives, I want to go dancing and drinking with my friends,' I would have probably been hurt, but I wouldn't have minded. I'm a pretty liberal guy, Amber. If you had even told me you wanted to be in a gangbang or have sex with other people, but you still loved me and wanted us to be together forever, I'd have tried to find a way to make that happen in a safe way. I don't know if I could have lived with that, but I'd have tried if you'd asked me to. It's the lies, Amber. It's also the disrespect. You tried to make me the villain. All I ever did was love you and the girls. You tried to lock me out of my own bedroom because you lied to me. It wasn't anything I did. I know all my flaws, but you never gave me a chance. You never once came to me and came clean. You just lied to me and disrespected me. That's what I can't get over."
Those tears streaming down her cheeks became a river. "I'm so sorry," she whispered. "I never meant for it to be like that. I was scared and desperate. I'm so sorry. I should have told you. I should have talked to you. Instead, I just threw everything away." She couldn't go on.
She looked so miserable and little and lost. Even tyrants can sometimes show mercy. I got up and held her. She buried her beautiful, tear stained face in my chest and just sobbed her heart out.
"Amber, you haven't thrown everything away," I told her. "The girls want you back in their lives. You have them and they want you. I'll try to forgive you so that we can be the parents they need us to be. We're not getting back together, but if you stay on the straight and narrow, maybe we can be friends. Have you really thought through moving here?"
"If it's okay with you, I want to," she said. "Just hold me for a minute, Kab. I'll be okay in a minute."
"Okay, we'll just play it by ear," I said. "We'll see what happens this weekend. If everything goes well, you can come home with us. You can even stay with us until you get your own place. Do you want to do that?"
She nodded into my chest. "Yes, Kab, I want that more than anything. I'll be good, I promise."
She was, too. The girls were ecstatic. We trouped around Tampico and had a blast. Amber stayed late and when the girls were ready for bed she went back to her hotel. She came back first thing in the morning and we had breakfast and spent the day together.
On Monday, she showed up with a dozen bags and we squeezed everything into the back of our Escalade. We sang and laughed on the way home and the girls started helping Amber practice her Spanish. She wasn't at all fluent, but she had been around me long enough to pick up some useful phrases and words. The girls and I had a rule. We spoke only English in the house and only Spanish outside the house. That was going to be a struggle for Amber for a while, but she'd get plenty of practice and the sooner she picked up the language, the sooner she'd fit in.
After three days of staying with us, she asked me to help her find a place. It took a while. If you're an expat, it's always best to live in a neighborhood with other expats. The police watch those neighborhoods better and there is a lot less crime and violence. We looked off and on for about three weeks.
The girls asked me if she could just stay with us permanently. I was having none of that and they gave up right away. It was a Tuesday evening of the fourth week Amber had been there. The girls and Amber were in bed and I had stayed up a little later. I was on my computer, surfing the net and I felt someone come up behind me. Two brown arms went around my neck from behind and I could smell Amber. I felt two large, firm breasts against my shoulders and the back of my neck.
"Whacha, doin?" she whispered in my ear.
"Looking at hot rods," I said. "Look at that deuce, Amber." It was bright red with custom flames and I loved it.
"Look at that hot girl standing beside it!" she said. "I think you're looking at the girls and just using the hot rods as an excuse."
I chuckled. "Yeah, you got me." She stood up and took a couple of steps back.
"Look at me, Kab," she said.
I swiveled around in my chair and my breath caught in my throat. She had on one of my old button-up shirts with the tails tied up, leaving her mid-riff bare. She, obviously, didn't have a bra on and her nipples were erect and trying to tear through the thin cotton of the shirt. She had a pair of lacy pink panties on down below and that was it. I could see her little heart-shaped patch of dark curls inside. My mouth went dry. There had never been any question in my mind that Amber was a gorgeous sexy tiger of a woman.
"What are you doing, Amber?" I asked. "Is this another, 'Let's get back together' thing?"
She stepped forward and took my face between her hands. "No, Kab, no, don't think that. I'm all done with scheming and plotting. This is just Amber, horny as a cat in heat. I haven't been fucked for a long, long time. You haven't been out since I've been here. You must be horny, too. Just fuck me, Kabrick. No strings attached. Neither one of us are married. You can fuck anyone you want. So can I. Why not each other? You're a fantastic lover, Kab; the best I've ever had. You know I'm tight, and hot and horny for you. Take me to bed and fuck me. I'll make it so good for you."
"It's the baggage," I said.
"Forget about the fucking baggage," she growled. "There is no baggage, I'm telling you. This is just a horny guy and a hot girl. I'm hotter than that girl with the hot rod is. Look at me!"
She untied the knot in the tails of the shirt and spread it open. She was hotter. Those big, luscious breasts bounced and her brown nipples were as hard as I'd ever seen them. Something else was hard, too. What the hell? I hadn't been to bed with a woman for a while and she was definitely all woman. She could see it in my eyes. She stepped forward and knelt between my legs, her hands pulling at the drawstring of my shorts. She tugged on them and I raised my butt so she could get them down. My underwear went with them and those puffy lips were sliding down my cock.
Amber had always been good at giving head, but she was inspired that night. Her eyes never left my face and I'm sure she could easily see the effect she was having on me. Her lips stretched around me like a vacuum seal and inside her tongue swirled around the head of my cock, scraping against the sensitive area just below the crown with the tip. She worked on me for about five minutes and her motion changed. Her hand was working on the portion of my cock that wouldn't fit in her mouth and as she moved her head up and down, that portion got smaller. Her eyes became liquid with unshed tears, glittering like black diamonds. She coughed a little and gagged. Saliva drooled down my shaft and she backed off a bit, wiping her mouth and catching her breath. She had a look of determination and she went back to work. This time, she kept pushing, down farther than I'd ever seen a woman take a cock. I could feel the head of my cock against the back of her throat and she swallowed twice, pushing down and I felt my cock slip into her throat. She held it there, swallowing convulsively as the muscles of her throat contracted around me. Her nose was touching my belly and her lips were sealed around the base of my cock. The sight and feeling was too much for any restraint I might have had left and my legs stiffened as I shot a blast directly into her throat.
She swallowed again and backed off so that I could shoot into the hot cavern of her mouth. She never missed a drop and the blood roared in my ears as I came harder than I ever remember in my life. She kept going until it became almost painful. I tangled my fingers in that midnight black mane and pulled her head up. She rested it against my belly for a minute.
"Jesus, Amber, that was better than I remembered," I said.
She blushed. "I practiced a little right after you left me," she said. "I'm sorry, Kab."
"Hey, don't be," I said. "I left you. You were a free woman. You were always good."
She raised her head. "Can I kiss you, Kab?"
I pulled her up. "You can do anything you want," I said. "You don't have to ask me. I kind of gave you permission when I stuck my cock in your mouth."
She laughed and it was good to hear. We were becoming comfortable around each other. "I'm still sorry," she whispered, so low I could hardly hear her. I don't think she intended for me to hear.
"You want to take it to the bedroom?" I asked. She looked up and me and nodded. I scooped that tight little body up and carried her into my bedroom. "Your turn," I told her.
I got started. Her breasts were just as big and firm as ever. She didn't seem to age and they still had that gravity defying power they'd always had. She was going to age well, like so many dark skinned women do. I kneaded her breasts up into a point centered on her nipples and captured one with my lips. She moaned rather loudly. I looked up at her. "We're going to have to keep it down," I said. "Don't want the girls to hear."
"I don't know if I can," she said in a stage whisper. "God, I'm so turned on, Kab. If you touch my pussy I'm going to explode!"
I saw a hand towel I had been meaning to fold and put away on the nightstand. I rolled it up and handed it to her. "Bite on this if you need to," I told her. She put it beside her head on the pillow and grinned at me. "You know me, don't you?"
I went back to those amazing breasts. She had a little bit of a tan line and it looked very erotic. The darkness of the tanned part contrasted a little with the creamy brown of the parts her bikini covered. That was new. She'd always tanned topless when we were married. I guess her new place didn't have the privacy. Her nipples were always very sensitive and they were as hard as rocks. I sucked and pulled at them until she was writhing and gasping before moving downward. She had a little diamond stud in her belly button. That was new, too, and I liked it. I played with it for a minute and her hips were making little thrusting motions.
I slid those little pink panties down over the roundness of her hips and over her firm, muscular thighs. She had the body of a twenty year old. She always had. I could smell her as I nuzzled between her thighs, a faint perfume from the soap she used and a little musky odor from her obvious arousal. She was dripping wet. There was a little trickle of girl cum, running down over her perineum toward the brown rosebud of her ass. I licked it up and she shivered. When I thrust my tongue into the darkness of her depths, she began to tremble, her movements became jerky and I could feel her tension building.
I replaced my tongue with my finger, then two fingers, and her tension continued to build. She was gasping and groaning into the towel, her free hand pinching her nipples and squeezing her breasts. I hit her clit with my tongue and it was swollen and erect like I'd never seen it. Her entire body leaped and spasmed and I took the little protrusion between my lips. It was so swollen that I could give it a mini-blowjob, my lips moving on it and lashing it with my tongue.



"Oh, my God," she moaned into the towel and exploded. It felt like she was having a convulsion, her inner pussy muscles contracting and relaxing on my fingers and her hips bucking wildly, her legs going stiff as she bridged up off the bed. I could see the ridged muscles of her flat belly rippling as she came harder than I'd ever seen her. She was nearly screaming into the towel and I kept her there as long as I could with my lips and tongue working on her clit.
When she began to relax I eased a third finger into her tightness, easing up on her clit and using my mouth to kiss around that beautiful pussy, biting the cord of her stretched tendons while I curled my middle finger up, finding that rough bundle of nerve ending on the top wall of her pussy. I massaged it rapidly, wiggling the other two fingers against the side walls and she went into another spasm, crying out her pleasure, her voice muffled by the towel.
When she started to come down I attacked her clit again and she was explosive. I felt her squirt a little. Once before I'd managed to get her to squirt and it was amazing. She began to babble words, but I couldn't make them out. She convulsed for a long time and then her hands were pulling on my hair, forcing my face away from her still contracting pussy.
"Stop, Kab," she moaned. "Please, I need to stop. I can't take any more right now. Come up here and kiss me, please stop!"
She twisted frantically in my grasp, trying to dislodge my fingers and I let her. I slid up over the glorious naked length of her body and kissed her for a long time. My face was wet with her juices and she cleaned it off with her tongue, licking my face like a cat.
After a few minutes, I shifted my weight and pressed the head of my cock against her warmth and wetness. She groaned. "Wait, Kab; I'm not ready yet."
"Yes, you are," I told her. I pressed more firmly and felt her open to allow the head to slip into her. She moaned. "Easy! Easy Kab, you know you're too big for me to go fast!"
I don't have a foot long cock. The length is probably average. I've never gone around looking at other guy's cocks. I'm not a porn star, I know that. I've never had any complaints, though. Amber always told me I was very thick and stretched her painfully unless I went slowly. I'd had that complaint a few times. She felt virgin tight. Evidently, she had been keeping her legs closed like she said she was.
I worked slowly into her and it was like sinking into a hot tube of honey. Wet, sticky and alive with ripples and pulsations calculated to drive a man wild. She was so wet that I should have been able to slide easily, but so tight that I could only move either in or out with difficulty. It obviously hurt her a little for me to sink into her, and it felt like she was going to turn inside out when I withdrew. She moaned at every movement and I think it took her about twenty strokes to start coming. She arched her back and groaned. "Jesus, Kab, I'm coming! Fuck me, baby. It feels so, so good. God, I needed this. Please don't stop. Don't ever stop! Keep fucking me!"
Well I had already come once and I certainly had no place to be. Amber had a spectacular body and she knew how to use every inch of it. She wrapped those long, slender legs around my waist and pulled my face to her luscious breasts. "Take me, Kabrick," she said. "Make me yours."
I moved within her, making short, deep movements until I felt her begin to tremble. I stopped moving, just holding about halfway into her. She was moving with me when I stopped and when she felt me stop, she began to thrust frantically, obviously on the verge. "Kab! Don't stop," she gasped. "What's wrong?"
"What do you want?" I asked her.
"What? Go, Kab," she thrust even more frantically.
"What do you want me to do?" I whispered in her ear.
"Don't tease me!" she gasped "Give it to me, Kab."
"Ask," I told her. "Beg me."
"Please, Kabrick," she bucked under me, trying to get me to move. "I'm almost there! Fuck me, please, baby. I'm begging, let me come!" Her voice was raising to almost a shriek.
"Okay, hold on," I told her. I drew back until the head of my cock was nearly slipping out and plunged into her, rocking her forward and making her breasts bounce wildly. She immediately screamed into her towel, her body shaking and thrashing as she came, again and again as I pounded into her. When her throbbing, pulsing climax faded she became limp, just holding on and making weak, tremulous moans. I withdrew suddenly and her eyes flew open.
"Turn over," I told her.
She struggled weakly onto her stomach, presenting me with her round, spectacular ass as she pulled her knees under her. I gripped her ankles, pulling her out flat toward me on her belly. I mounted her and she groaned immediately.
"Oh God, oh God," she moaned as she began to orgasm about the fifth stroke. I pushed deeply and held, her ass mounding beneath my belly as she groaned her way through what must have been at least her fifth orgasm in the last hour. As she began to relax, I began to pound into her, giving her everything I had left.
"Oh, no!" she cried. "God, Kab, fucking me hard! Oh my God, fuck!" She came again and began sobbing this time. "I... I'm coming so hard, Kab, please, it's hurting me! Come in me, baby, please come!"
"You want me to come" I asked her.
"Yes, yes, baby; please cum. Please cum, I can't... I can't take it anymore!" She broke out in more groaning sobs and came again.
The sight of that beautiful face, turned sideways so I could see her profile, every tendon in her neck taut and her features a mask of ecstasy mixed with a little pain was one of the hottest things I had ever seen. The sound of her, sobbing out her passion sent me over the edge and I unloaded into that sweet pussy, coming with every drop I had left, hearing my own voice join her chorus. I collapsed, on her and in her, and we drew deep, gasping breaths, hers mixed with the occasional sob.
I rolled off and she wanted to be cuddled. I held her and stroked that amazing body while she calmed down. "God, I've missed that, Kab," she said. "No one has ever made me come like that. Kab, can we do this again? Can we do it often? Please, baby, I need this. I'm begging you."
"Amber, you told me, 'No strings attached,' remember?" I said.
She sat up quickly. "No, that's not what I meant, Kab!" There was a panic creeping into her voice. "I wasn't attaching any strings, I promise. I was just asking! I'm not trying anything. You've got to believe me!"
I pulled her back down. "Okay, relax, Amber. I was just making sure we weren't getting confused. Just straight talk here and making sure you don't think this means we're back together and everything's back the way it was."
She sobbed a little. "I know," she whispered. "I want that, but I know it isn't going to happen. You said we could be friends, though. I wasn't meaning anything more than that. Friends can make love, right? I'll take anything you will give me, Kabrick."
"Amber, I don't want you wasting your time, hanging around mooning over me," I told her. "Yes, we can be friends. If we're horny, you're a beautiful woman and you're probably the hottest woman in bed in Mexico. We can make love. I think I'll always love you, but we can never be together. I'd spend all my time waiting for the roof to fall in. You say you've changed and I believe you. The problem is, you were this woman once before when I fell in love with you. Then you changed. I'll always wonder if you'll do it again. The next time I'll be 65 or 70 and it will be too late to start my life over again. Both of us need to be looking for situations we want our lives to be in for the rest of our lives, not living in the past. Do you know what I mean?"
"Yes," she nodded. "I do know, Kab. I'm so sorry that I fucked it up so that it can't be us spending the rest of our lives together. We can be friends the rest of our lives, right? We'll be the girls' parents, and until we find someone else, we can do this, right?"
I squeezed her. "Yes, we can do this, but we don't want to give Dacy and Tobe the wrong idea. I'm pretty sure they'd hate the idea of us getting back together. They wouldn't respect me and they wouldn't like you. They'd think you were working something underhanded on me."
"Can I sleep here?" she asked. "We'll set the alarm and I'll go and get in my bed at 5 AM."
That's what we did. She got up when the alarm went off and gave me a scorching kiss before her beautiful nakedness slipped quietly out the door. From then until she moved out, two weeks later, she slipped into my room after the girls were asleep and tried to kill me with sex. Both of us had always had high libidos, and I had missed that regular sex. Evidently, she had, too, because after she moved she kept coming at least two nights a week.
She bought a moped rental place and she was doing a thriving business with the tourists. The girls worked for her on weekends and after school and they spent tons of time with her. They seemed to have mended their fractured relationship. They told me that she dated from time to time; usually some American tourist. The first time she spent the night after I heard that I got a condom out of the drawer as I was about to enter her.
"Why are you doing that?" she asked. "Don't do that, Kabrick! I like you bareback."
"I'm just taking precautions," I told her.
"Why?" she asked. "You never have before."
"I heard you've been dating," I said.
She laughed. "Okay, I get it. I haven't had sex with anyone, Kab. When I do, I'll tell you and then you can wear a condom. I kind of learned my lesson right after you left me. I got something embarrassing. I had to go to the doctor. If I have sex with someone, they'll be wearing a condom. I heard you were dating, too. Anything I need to worry about?"
"No, I haven't had sex with anyone, either," I told her. "You fuck me so much I'm not really looking for that in a date. It would have to be someone I fell in love with. I haven't met anyone yet I like better than you," I told her.
"Me either," she said. "I'll never find anyone that's as good a lover as you. I was nuts, Kab. Put that silly condom away and fuck me now."
I was happy to oblige.
I met Drusilla Consuela Chaballa Rios about a year after Amber moved out of our house. Dacy wanted a horse and Drusilla bred horses. They were those black, Spanish horses with the long, flowing manes and tails. She was tall, dark and aristocratic. She was also lovely, curvy and oozed sensuality. She had long glossy-black flowing hair like the horses she raised. We met to discuss horses and she fell in love with the girls. Of course, they were easy to love. So was she. We met her for lunch twice. The first was at a restaurant and the second time was at her home when we actually made the purchase. She spoke English with a delightful accent and her home was immaculate. The grounds were amazing and the horses were beautiful creatures. I had absolutely no interest in horses. Dacy did and I was interested in Dacy. I also became rapidly interested in Drusilla.
I asked her out for dinner and dancing and, to my surprise, she didn't turn me down. She wasn't wearing a wedding ring when we first met, but you could see that she had worn one for a long time. Her ring finger had that telltale depression. Over dinner and drinks, we exchanged stories. I told her about Amber and she told me about her ex. He had been quite the playboy when they married and, evidently, thought he could keep the same lifestyle afterward. He must have been nuts. Anyone that wouldn't have been satisfied with that woman was brain dead. He must have been cock dead, too. I got hard just looking at her and listening to her speak.
She took me to a club where she was a member and we had a wonderful time. She was quite a dancer. That smoking hot body was all over mine and she had me ready to come in my pants right there on the dance floor. I felt like a kid at the prom. She smelled amazing and she felt even better in my arms. When she turned her back and rubbed her ass against my obvious erection, it was one of the most erotic things I've ever experienced. Amber had a nice ass, but this was spectacular. It was full and jiggly and obviously not contained in panties unless it was a thong. She pulled my hands down onto it during a slow dance and I discovered just how firm it was. Her breasts were large and heavy, barely restrained by the bodice of the red dress she had on. I could see down her deep cleavage and she had on a red lacy bra in there.
We had driven our own cars to the club and when I walked her out to hers, she gave me a kiss than nearly started my hair on fire. "Call me, Kabrick," she said. "I had a wonderful time and I'd like to see you again."
We went out a couple of times a week for two months before she took it any farther. She'd invited me on a picnic at her place. We walked out into one of her horse pastures to a river that flowed through it. We sat on a blanket under some willow trees and I sat with my back against one. She moved to sit between my legs with her back resting against my chest. I wrapped my arms around her and we sat and just talked for a long time after we ate.
She leaned her head back against my shoulder and looked up at me. She had the most exotic almond shaped brown eyes I'd ever seen. They were shining up at me and she offered me her lips. I was happy to accept and I felt her hands slide down to hold mine around her midsection. She tugged on them a little and I allowed her to move them wherever she wanted. She slid them up over the arch of her ribcage and onto the pillows of her breasts. I could feel her erect nipples through the soft cotton dress she was wearing. I pinched them gently and she moaned into my mouth.
"Make love to me, Kabrick," she whispered.
"Here?" I asked.
She giggled. "Si, aqui. No one will see us. We are very secluded."
Well, I was never one to turn down the opportunity of a lifetime. I began to bunch the little cotton sundress she was wearing up toward her hips, enjoying the silken smoothness of her dusky skin and the fullness of her thighs being exposed as the dress inched slowly upward. When I got it to her butt, she raised it and allowed me to move the dress up to just below her breasts. She sat up, and I pulled it over her head, exposing her full glory, and she fluffed her mane of glossy hair before sinking back down to the blanket.
I just wanted to look. God, she was gorgeous! She hadn't worn either panties or bra. She was as smooth as a baby, the pouting lips of her sex plainly exposed and glistening her arousal. I lay beside her; my head propped up on one elbow, and caressed her spectacular body with my fingertips. She was stunning; all curves and softness and silky brown skin. Her nipples were spiked up, both from her arousal and being exposed to the breeze. They were mouthwatering, so dark brown as to be nearly black. They stood up half an inch from her surrounding areolae, which were about the size of a half dollar and only slightly darker than the skin of her breasts. They were a little crinkled with her excitement, and I had to taste one.
I let my hand curl around one firm globe, weighing its heaviness and sinking my fingers into its resilience. The size was more than my hand could wrap around and I have big hands. I made a point, centered on her nipple, and bent my head to take it inside my mouth. She moaned when she felt my lips close around the little nub and I bit it gently. She arched her back and her hands were busy, pulling my shirt up so that she could press her skin against mine. She felt hot, as if she were running a fever. I let her distract me long enough to get my shirt over my head and she worked feverishly at my fly, unbuttoning and unzipping so she could pull my pants down.
"Help me, Kabrick," she breathed. "Please hurry. I am burning up from wanting you. We will play later. I need you in me!"
Her eyes widened when she finally got me exposed. Her hot little hand grasped me firmly and pulled me toward her. I was as hard as I'd ever been with this goddess under me in this beautiful setting. I was going to worship at her altar. "Dru, you're so beautiful," I whispered. She kissed me with more passion than I've ever felt before.
"Take me," she moaned. "Go slow, Kabrick. It's been nearly two years for me and you are so thick. Don't hurt me, please."
"No, baby, I'll be as gentle as a lamb," I assured her.
"Only at first," she giggled. "Then I wish for you to be fierce. I am a fierce lover and you must join with me."
I growled and she laughed, then caught her breath in a gasp as I pressed into her moistness. She was very wet and very hot and I couldn't get in. She bucked her hips into me and the head of my cock slipped in with a popping sensation. She froze and her hands pushed at me.
"Wait, wait!" she squealed. "I cannot! Wait, Kabrick!"
I held still, just the head of my cock soaking in her heat and moisture. I bent and took one firm nipple into my mouth. She moaned and arched her back so that I could have better access. When I felt her begin a slow churning movement, I took that as my signal to advance. I pushed deeper inside her and felt her contract and then loosen, as I finally was able to gain a little depth.
She was groaning from somewhere deep in her body and I thought I was hurting her. I may have been a little bit, but when I looked at her face, it was pure ecstasy written there. I backed off and reclaimed the formerly occupied territory. After a half dozen of those strokes I moved deeper and this time there was only slippery heat and tightness around me as I slowly sank fully into her.
"Madre de Dios," she gasped. "You are so big, Kabrick. You are killing me!"
I was quite flattered. I felt like a porn star. Obviously, her ex-husband hadn't been overly endowed. She gasped at every slow thrust but she quickly became impatient. "Fuck me, Kabrick. Go fast! I need to fuck! Later we can be sweet and slow. Now, I need you to make me hot." She urged me with her hands and the motions of her hips and legs. I did my best to keep up and it didn't take either of us five minutes to explode. She wailed and did her best to buck me off when she came. Her nails scraped my back and I felt like I was going to black out, I came so hard.
This was different than the fuck buddies I'd had before Amber came. This woman was on a whole different planet. She was sultry and fiery and silky soft, all rolled up into one bundle of dynamite. We lay together, letting the breeze cool us and catching our breath. "I am ready for slow and sweet, now," she told me.
She pushed me over on my back and explored my body; first with her eyes, then her hands and finally her lips. Those lips were full, pouty and scarlet. They traced the line of my jaw, down my neck and lingered at my nipples. "You have no hair," she said. "This is very sexy."
I laughed. "Some of us have evolved further than others," I said.
She giggled and worked lower, dipping her tongue into my navel before continuing south. I could have pubic hair, but I choose not to. She liked that, too. She lifted my, still sticky, cock and played with it until it began to show signs of returning to life. Then, she stuck out a little pointed tongue and ran it from the base to the tip. It showed definite signs of life, then. Her lips formed a perfect cheerio and descended halfway down, applying tremendous suction and then relaxing while her tongue swirled around the sensitive head. I tugged at her leg and saw her roll her eyes toward me. I tugged again and she swung her leg over, giving me access to the most beautiful pussy I'd ever seen. It was smooth and brown, the brown fading to pink on her inner lips and a flushed pink, deeper in. It was perfectly formed, her inner labia making a symmetrical line except where it gaped slightly from our earlier activity. The little bud of her clit was begging for my tongue. She was very juicy and leaking cum.



I was no stranger to that. God knows I'd done it enough with Amber. As long as it was mine, I wasn't going to freak. If she didn't mind us mixed together on my cock, I wasn't going to complain about it. Besides, she had the most beautiful pussy I'd ever seen. Did I mention that?
I dived right in and she smelled divine. I was overwhelmed by her aroma, heady, musky and all woman. I teased her inner lips and she moaned and thrust against me. Her mouth was working magic on my cock as well. Her mouth was as talented as her pussy and when she came, I couldn't hold back. I was very surprised at the amount I still had in me and she bucked and growled around my cock as she came with me. We relaxed for a while and I admired her spectacular body in the fading light. We dressed and made our way back to the house.
"Kabrick, I wish for you to spend the night," she said. "We must inform las chamacas."
I laughed. "Okay, you inform them, Drusilla."
She flashed me a brilliant smile and sent the girls a text. It had lots of emojis in it. Her phone buzzed twice and she smiled again when she read the texts. "They desire pictures," she said.
We laughed and she dragged me off to bed. I thought I was through for the night, but she convinced me otherwise and we made love for a very long time. She fed me breakfast the next morning and we talked for a while.
"Kabrick," her huge brown eyes drilled into my soul, "do you love me?"
I choked a little on my juice and she laughed. I loved the sound of that laughter. I didn't answer for a while, just collecting my thoughts. Her eyes continued to twinkle at me. I think she was enjoying my discomfiture. "Drusilla, my life is very complicated," I told her. "To answer your question, yes, I love you. We've only know each other a few months, but I love everything I've discovered about you. You're drop-dead gorgeous, you're funny, witty, and smart. You're independent and a very good businesswoman. You make love like a volcano. Yes, I love you. I have complications in my life, though. My daughters depend on me and I had them before I met you. That gives me this prior commitment."
"I understand." She nodded. "This is what I would expect from you. Drusilla would be loved, but daughters are loved also. How could it be otherwise?"
"There's also Amber," I said. "We're divorced, but we're parents together. I have a commitment to her, as well. Not a romantic commitment, we're divorced and I've told you why. We shared beds before I met you. We haven't done that since our first date, but I need to tell her about us and see what that's going to mean to her. Do you understand?"
She nodded again. "But, of course. Do you love her still, Kabrick?"
"Yes, I suppose I do," I admitted. "I'm not 'in love' with her, if that's what you mean. We were married for a long time. She genuinely seems to have turned over a new leaf and reverted back to the woman I married. I don't want to throw her into a tailspin."
She didn't say anything, but I could see the wheels turning behind those eyes. She seemed satisfied and after a while, she walked me to my car. She gave me a kiss that left me weak-kneed and her eyes were smoldering. I was as light-hearted on the way home as I had been since the insurrection.
The girls were all over me the minute I walked in the door. "This is so sick nasty," Dacy gushed as he squeezed the life out of me on one side. Tobe was on the other and I looked a question at her.
"Yeet!" she said. I assumed that was something good. I think they were planning my wedding from that moment on. I was going to have an unpleasant meeting with Amber. I was dreading it. As it turned out, my apprehension was unfounded. I got blindsided.
She dropped by two days later. She threw herself on me, hugging and kissing me in the entry. I had no idea what was going on. "Kab, I'm so happy for you." She was very excited. "Drusilla came to see me! I love her, Kab. She's perfect for you. This also makes it so much easier to tell you something I've been avoiding. I've met someone, Kab."
"Someone," turned out to be a French expat named Maxime. I called him Max and he didn't seem to mind. He was a genial fellow, I liked him immediately and he seemed to be very much devoted to Amber. He and the girls shared a friendly tolerance for each other. He seemed amused by them and they thought he was harmless, but uninspiring. He seemed perfect for Amber, to me, at least. She seemed to love Drusilla and Max was tongue-tied around her.
My only problem seemed to be a new insurrection. My girls, my ex-wife and my girlfriend seemed to be in a tight-knit conspiracy to get me married in the smallest amount of time possible. I didn't even remember proposing. I was dragged off ring shopping before I could even catch my breath and we had a June wedding. Drusilla was a vision and my girls were stunning. Amber directed the whole affair and we were whisked away in a limousine bound for the airport. Max had arranged for a honeymoon in France where he still owned a house in Nice.
I knew I was in for a ride. Drusilla was the stereotypical hot-tempered, emotional and very sensual Latin lover. Not only that, but I realized that there was a new tyrant in town. I thought I'd be happy under her rule.
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I was sitting at my desk writing a story for my own entertainment. It was about three-thirty in the afternoon and I began hearing a dog bark across the street. That's what dogs do, so I didn't think much about it. Suddenly I heard a scream out on the sidewalk in front of my house. I occasionally hear small children screaming outside, but they're playing and that's what small children do when they play. This scream was different. It was about pain and fear, and it made me shoot out of my chair and hurry the ten feet or so to the front door. I looked out and there was a young girl fighting with a dog on the sidewalk. The dog was the pit-bull that lived across the street. She lived in a fence, but apparently, she had escaped and had attacked the girl. The girl had on shorts, running shoes and a tank top. She had an iPod and it looked like she had been jogging. That must have triggered some instinct in the dog and it had attacked. It had her by the forearm and I could see that she was bleeding.
I keep a small baseball bat beside the front door to repel unwelcome visitors and I snatched it up. I hurried outside and gave the dog a whack in the ribs. The damned thing let go of the girl's arm and bit me on the calf. It hurt like hell and I gave it another whack. This time I hit it in the head as hard as I could and it collapsed. The owner from across the street was hurrying over.
"What the hell did you do to my dog?" he shouted.
"The question you should be asking is what the hell your dog did to me and this girl," I told him. "You're going to be lucky if you don't get sued. Get this thing off my sidewalk and yourself, too."
I turned my back to him and helped the girl inside. "We need to get you cleaned up, honey," I told her. "Both of us need to see a doctor. Dog bites are nasty. We'll get an infection if we don't. Dogs have bad things on their teeth."
She was obviously in a little shock. She was crying and trembling and she sort of clung to me. "Thank you," she said. "It was so strong! I thought it was going to kill me! I'm so glad you helped me."
I got first aid stuff and cleaned up her arm and my leg. I took a couple of pictures in case we needed them and wrapped up our wounds. We went out and got in my car. She was still crying. I suspect her arm hurt as bad as my calf did. I petted her a little and she calmed down. "I'm so sorry," I told her. "We'll get fixed up at the emergency room. I don't even know your name, honey."
"I'm Courtney Leavett," she said, her voice sounding jittery from the flood of adrenaline. "Thanks for saving me from that dog. I thought it was going to tear my arm off. It jumped right at my face and I just put my arm up by instinct. I run by there every day and I've never seen it before." She shivered. "It came out of nowhere."
Seeing how affected she was, I rested my hand on her shoulder. "I'm Osmund Clancy," I told her. "You can call me Oz."
"I know who you are," she said. "I've seen you keeping time at track meets. I pole vault. Plus, you're kind of a legend on the girls' track team. I've seen your name all over the women's track record board. You're the only black woman who lives in our town. That makes you kind of special."
"You mean like riding the short bus?"
That made her laugh, and the tears were over. She was a cute little thing, not much over five feet. My five-nine dwarfed her, but she had a nice little package going on. She had long, glossy brown hair and dark skin with big brown eyes. I don't think the skin was naturally dark, but she had a nice tan. We pulled up at the emergency room and helped each other in. My leg hurt like hell and she told me her arm did, too. It was a small emergency room so we didn't have to wait long. Courtney was eighteen, so we didn't have any trouble getting her treated. She called her mom and told her what had happened. She told her that she was fine and I was taking care of her. She wanted to take off work and come down but Courtney told her she was fine and would see her when she got home from work.
They put us in beds that were separated by a curtain and I heard her tell the nurse that she wanted to be able to see me. The nurse asked her if she was sure and she was. When they took the curtain back she smiled over at me. "Hi," she said. "I think we're neighbors."
I laughed. "Tell me about Courtney while we wait to be tortured," I said.
She told me she was a senior, she went to the career center half the day for nursing and she wanted to be a Physician's Assistant. She was good at the pole vault, but not good enough to make state last year. She had a boyfriend, but didn't know if she was going to keep him. She was the president of her class and planned to go to the local junior college when she graduated in two months. She asked me what I did and I told her I was a writer. She asked me what kind of writing I did. I explained to her that I had published three fiction books. It turned out that she had read two of them, but since I write under a pen-name she didn't know it was me. I told her I also wrote erotic fiction, mostly for my own amusement, but several of my stories were online.
She was very intrigued about that. I gave her the website where I keep them and she told me she was going to read them.
"They're very explicit," I warned her. "You may be shocked."
"I like being shocked," she said. We didn't talk any more about that because the doctor came in and looked us over. We both got several anesthetic shots and they probed around, trying to clean the puncture wounds. We both got stitches and they cut us loose with prescriptions for pain medication, antibiotics and steroids. I kidded her about performance enhancing drugs and she laughed. She could get around a lot better than me since her damage was on her arm and she let me lean on her on the way to the car. Luckily, it was my left leg so I could drive. It was six-thirty by the time we got out and I asked her if she wanted to grab a burger. She did, but she didn't have any money with her. I told her it was on me since she got bit on my sidewalk. That made her laugh and she agreed. We talked girl stuff while we ate.
"Are you married, or do you have a boyfriend, Oz?" she asked.
I laughed. "No, I don't think I'm ready for marriage, even if I had found someone I wanted to marry," I told her. "I'm pretty happy being single."
"I guess if you're happy, there's no need to be married." She gave me a tentative smile. "Don't you ever get lonely?"
"No, not really," I said. "I date, have a lot of friends. I travel a lot, and I meet people. I don't really have a boyfriend. I do have a couple of fuck buddies when I'm feeling horny, so I don't sweat that. One of my fuck buddies is a man and one's a woman."
She looked a little shocked at that, but she didn't say anything.
When we finished our burgers I took her home. Her mom came out to the car and she was very grateful when she heard the story. She was an older version of Courtney. Her hair was dyed blonde and she had that same tight little body as her daughter. Her name was Chloe and she owned a hair salon. She offered to do my hair for free. I asked her if she was any good at dreads and she laughed. "No, I don't get much of a chance to work on black hair, but I'd like to try." Courtney came and leaned in the window. She hugged me and kissed my cheek.
"Would you care if I came over sometime?" she asked. "I'd love to just hang out with you. I'm kinda worried about that dog, though. Do you think it will attack me?"
"I certainly hope not," I said. "I've lived in my house for a while and I've never seen it lose before. I'm not even sure it's going to be feeling like attacking anyone. If you text me, I'll open the garage door, you can pull in and I'll close the door. I have one of those Alexa garage door openers, and I can just tell the door to open."
"Savage," she said. "Do you know anything about pole vault?"
I didn't but I know about running and I told her I could probably help her with her approach. I had done some high-jumping, long-jump and triple-jump. She promised to text me and see when I wasn't busy. Her lips were close to my ear and she whispered. "I'm going to read your stories," where her mom couldn't hear.
Sure enough, she texted me on Friday and asked if I was busy Saturday evening. I had a date, but I wasn't crazy about the guy or the idea of going out with him anyway. I'll go out with nearly anyone once. This was the second time he had asked me and I wasn't feeling the vibe. I called him and canceled. He wasn't too happy so I told him to fuck off permanently. I texted Courtney and asked her if she would eat dinner with me. She sent me a smiley face and I started thinking about what would happen. One of my favorite fantasies had always been about fucking a teenage white girl. Courtney was what I had in mind when I fingered my pussy to orgasm that night. I realized it was probably just a fantasy. She was probably completely straight. She wouldn't be interested in a 27 year old black woman, anyway. The thought of that sweet little face and those firm little teenage titties made my pussy so wet I had to change the sheets.
She texted me when she was a block away, about five, and I told Alexa to open the garage door. I went to the door leading off the laundry room into the garage and opened it, waiting for her. She jumped out and hurried in, looking around a little nervously. I guess she was worried that damn dog had come in when she pulled in.
I had dinner set to be ready at five-thirty. She sat at the bar in the kitchen and chattered while I put the finishing touches on. She was a very vocal girl, and I loved hearing the sound of that sweet little voice. She told me about school and how her nursing program was going. I gave her the plot of my latest book and she couldn't wait to read it. We sat at the kitchen table and ate. I asked her if she wanted a glass of wine. She wasn't old enough, but I didn't give a shit about that. It's always seemed to me like kids old enough to vote, get married and be in the military should be old enough to drink if they want to. She took the wine and we ate. She poured refills about two thirds through dinner and again before dessert. She was a little giggly when we took our hot fudge brownies to the sofa. She had a little drip of chocolate on her chin when we finished the brownies. I reached out and wiped it off with my thumb. I caressed her cheek and she smiled up at me. Her skin was baby soft under my fingers. I licked off the chocolate, making a little production out of it.
She was blushing and I guess I had been a little erotic. "I read some of your stories," she said. "I've never read anything like that in my life. There were several types of stories I liked. Some were too violent for me. They just seemed like they were designed to make people come as quickly as possible. The ones I liked the best were where people realized some hidden desire they always had but were too afraid to explore. Do you really do the things you write about?"
"No, most of them are just fantasies," I told her. "I do want to do all of them that don't involve violence. A lot of the stuff is just for a good orgasm."
"I'm a little confused," she said. "A lot of your stories seem like they involve girl on girl stuff. Are you a lesbian, Oz?"
I laughed. "Most people wonder if I'm a wizard. No, I'm not a lesbian, Courtney. I like beautiful people. They turn me on whether they're male or female. I like sex. As long as I'm attracted to someone, I don't much care if they're boys or girls."
She seemed like she wanted to say something, but she was either too embarrassed or too scared to get it out. I just put my arm over her shoulder, squeezed her and played with her hair. That seemed to settle her down a bit and she looked up at me, eyes reflecting her uncertainty.
"Oz, can I ask you something?"
"Of course," I said. "You can ask me anything."
She took a deep breath. "Okay, I'm really scared to ask you. I don't even know how, so I'm just going to go. Oz, are you attracted to me?" Courtney asked.
"How could I not be?" I asked. "You're as cute as a kitten, you're fun to hang out with and you're a track girl. All those things are attractive to me."
She breathed. I hadn't noticed but, evidently, she'd been holding her breath. "Whew!" she said. "I was afraid maybe you wouldn't be. I'm attracted to you, too, Oz. You are the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. Everything about you is on fleek."
I laughed. "I hope that's something good. Wanna watch a movie?"
She did and we snuggled in and pulled up Netflix. We sorted through the chick flicks and found one we both wanted to see. She was all warm, soft and cuddly, and we giggled and gave each other those tentative glances people who are getting comfortable with each other give. When the movie was over she insisted she was going to help me clean up the dishes. I had a dishwasher, but there weren't that many, so she washed and I dried.
She washed the last pan, I dried it and she moved over to the towel rack to dry her hands. The pot rack was over her head and I moved to hang the pan. I sort of pinned her against the bar to hang it up, pressing against her back. When I got it hung she turned to face me, putting her arms around my waist, holding me closely to her and looking up into my face. She looked like she wanted to be kissed, so I did. It turned passionate in a split second and by the time we broke it, she was tight against me, our breasts pressing together and we were both breathing heavily.
"Oz, would you make love with me?" she asked.
"Do you want me to?" I asked her.
"Maybe," she said. "I think you're gorgeous, Oz. You have the most fantastic legs and butt I've ever seen. You have nice boobs and your face is to die for. You make me laugh all the time and you are an amazing cook."
"What would make up your mind?" I asked.
"How much nerve I have," she said. "I really never thought about making love to another woman until I read your stories. They made me wet. Your women characters seem so gentle and tender with each other. I like guys, but they're kind of rough in my experience. All they seem to care about is getting their rocks off."
"You have a limited experience with men, Courtney," I told her. "I know men that care deeply about how their partner feels. They make sure you get off before they even think about themselves. High school boys mostly think with their cocks. It takes men a while to grow up. Can I kiss you again, honey?"
She blushed and nodded. I pulled her toward me and took out a couple of pins from her hair. It came tumbling down around her shoulders and I tasted her lips. She tasted like wine, chocolate and fresh girl. Her lips were full and very soft and I pulled the puffy lower one inside, closing my teeth gently on it and stretching it a little. I let it slip away and kissed her aggressively, parting her lips and feeling her little pointed tongue dueling with mine. I walked her backward, out of the kitchen and to the sofa, eased her down and pushed her back until we were lying down, our breasts rubbing together and the thigh of my uninjured leg between her thighs. She had on a small pair of denim shorts and I had on equally short lycra. Our pussies were against thighs and I could feel our skin touching. She felt warm and soft under me and we continued to kiss. I brought my hands down to the edge of her t-shirt and slid them inside. She felt like silk under my fingers, hard muscles under a plush surface. I could feel the ridges of her abs and I slid the shirt up under her breasts. It hung on those little teenage titties for a minute and when it slipped I could feel a little lacy bra underneath. She raised her arms and sat up a little so I could slip it over her head. Her bra was black and it hooked in the front. Those firm little breasts popped out when I unhooked it and I drew it up and over her arms. She was amazing to look at, just a little erotic doll, and she made me so horny I wanted to explode. Her breasts were so firm they were nearly hard, perfect little cones, the tips entirely covered by slightly puffy brown areola and capped with tiny brown and very erect nipples. When I bent and took one inside my lips, my tongue flipping the little tip, she went wild.
"Oz! Oh my God, Oz, oh God, that feels so good."
Her fingers clutched at my hair, pulling me into the firm little mound as she arched her back toward me. She was coming! I guess the combination of her youth and inexperience, the taboo of being with another girl and my not inconsiderable skill at knowing how to make a woman feel pleasure must have been overwhelming to her. As I switched to the other little nipple she continued to come, gasping my name until the spasms faded into just pleasure. I laved those little cones with attention until I felt her hands tentatively moving over my boobs. She seemed to like the way they felt and she pinched my nipples. I felt her trying to pull my top up and I helped her by pulling it over my head. I wasn't wearing a bra and her fingers sank into my tits as she explored.
I pressed our breasts together and rubbed nipples with her. The contrast between our skin colors was beautiful and her small breasts against my larger ones painted an erotic picture of youth and maturity. I moved up so I could feed her a nipple and her lips latched on like a baby. It felt incredibly good and I half smothered her, pressing first one and then the other breast into her eager lips. I stood up and led her to a futon so we could get more room. When I pulled her down on top of me, she followed eagerly and we kissed. I let my hands wander, easing between us so I could undo the snap and zipper of her shorts. They were loose, anyway, and with the waist undone I could slip my hands inside, up under her panties so I could play with her hard little ass. It felt incredible. The skin was soft as tissue and there was iron underneath. I ran my fingers down the downy soft cleft of her ass and underneath, feeling for the heat and moisture below. It was hard to reach and I rolled her over, pulling her shorts and panties off, leaving her beautifully bare. She had more fluff down there than I expected. I was shaved bare and most women seem to be, these days. She was the exception.
It was very soft and springy under my touch and I tugged at a stray curl, making her giggle. When my lips nipped at her mons she began to moan in anticipation. By the time I parted the curls and found the little pink lips inside she was panting and when I slid my tongue inside she began to tremble. Her hips were moving under me as she arched toward my pleasure giving tongue. When my tongue parted the lips and found the little nubbin hidden inside, the trembling grew pronounced and she began to urge me on.
"Oh, Oz, I can feel it. Something ... something's happening! Oh, my God, Oz, no one ... I've never ... oh God, oh God, keep doing that!"
Nothing could have made me stop at that point. I was going to blow this little girl's mind. If I did it right, maybe she would want more and we could become fuck buddies. I could easily spend the next ten or twenty years between these thighs. I liked her a lot and she would make a great little fuck toy. I pressed her little clit firmly with my tongue spread wide and she shuddered. When I pulled it inside my mouth and flipped it with a pointy tongue she went off like a rocket. I circled the base and grazed it with my teeth and she convulsed with pleasure as her voice rose to a small scream. When I inserted a finger she exploded all over again. I pumped the finger inside her and eased up on her clit. I knew from experience that it would rapidly become over sensitized but she could keep cumming on my finger. I gave her two and curled my index finger up to find her g-spot. When I found the fleshy little pad I thought she was going to get away from me.



She groaned deep inside and her hips bucked like a wild thing. Her little body was wracked with shuddering spasms as she came again and again. It was now almost continuous as she bucked under me and I kept it up until I thought she was going to pass out. Her eyes began to roll back in her head and I eased off so she could recover a little. She continued to quiver and I could feel her little pussy contracting in aftershocks on my fingers. I took one out and let her rest with just my index finger in her. When her breathing began to slow I took that one out, too, and fed it to her. She seemed to like her taste. I know I did. I moved up over her and squished her little titties with mine. She kissed me tenderly for a long time before collapsing back on the futon.
"Jesus Christ, Oz," she said. "You nearly killed me. I've never come like that before in my life!"
"Your boyfriend hasn't ever gone down on you, has he?" I asked.
"No, we've only fucked twice. It's hard to find a decent place when you live with your parents. Something always interrupts us and he doesn't have any more experience than I do. I think he's kind of like those teenage boys you were telling me about. He thinks with his cock. Can I do that to you, Oz?"
"I'd love for you to," I said. "It's okay if you don't want to. I had fun doing you."
"No, that wouldn't be right," she said. "Besides, I want to; I want to make you come like you did me."
She was very enthusiastic, if not very skilled. She really didn't understand the subtle nuances of eating pussy, but that was a turn on in itself. There's something about innocence that is hugely erotic. Just knowing that my pussy was the first she had ever tasted and my breasts were the first she had ever kissed made me hot as napalm. I guided her and she set my clit on fire with that little tongue. I came like a bomb and she remembered the finger trick I had used on her. She kept me coming for a long time before she let me come down. I pulled a throw over us and we took a nap with my new little lover in my arms. We made love again before she had to go home, and she promised to text me whenever she got an evening without homework.
The first track meet was that Thursday and she hung out with me between events. I gave her a few tips about her pole vault approach and she took second.
She came over Friday and I introduced her to my favorite toy. She had never used a vibrator before, and we wore each other out with it. She was incredibly fun, and I think she thought I was, too. She came over Sunday afternoon and we fucked again. I got her a silver locket with an action picture of her pole vaulting on one side and one of me setting the state 100 meter record on the other. "We'll change it when you win your first meet," I told her.
She had a busy week and I only saw her once at a meet, but she texted me every day and called me twice. We went out to eat Friday night and she came home with me to spend the night. I was curious about her boyfriend and I asked her if she thought he might like to join us.
"No, I wouldn't even know how to ask him," she said. "I think I'm going to dump him. He's a freshman at college this year and I've been hearing things. I think he's fucking the cleat chasers up there. I do have afriend I wouldn't mind fucking. What would you think about me bringing her over?"
"How old is she?" I asked.
"She's a senior, too," Courtney said. "Her name is Vera. She's this super-hot brunette. She doesn't have a boyfriend right now."
"Okay, I'll play along," I told her. "What would you think about me inviting a friend sometime?"
"If you'll help me fuck Vera I'll do it," she said.
I invited them out Friday for a girls' night out. We went to a play and then I took them to a little place I know for pizza. It was a bar, but they got their hands stamped with a big M for minor. They had a wood fired pizza oven and we ate wings and great pizza. Vera was one of the prettiest girls I've ever seen. It was hard to believe she was eighteen. She looked more like sixteen. She had long straight brown hair down to the middle of her back, huge brown eyes, a cute little nose and a full mouth with very kissable lips. She wasn't as sexy as Courtney, but she was absolutely beautiful. In many ways she was the typical teenager. She said "like" way too much and her speech was sprinkled with texting abbreviations. Her head was filled with all sorts of arts and tree hugger nonsense, but she was very sweet. She was really a very cute piece of fluff, but tremendous eye candy. She had a chance to grow up to become a serious person if she could be persuaded not to take herself so seriously.
The bar had a band and I talked Vera into dancing with me. She thought it was very daring and cutting edge, and she plainly liked to think of herself as being on the bleeding edge. We all danced with some guys and the girls were having the time of their lives. I asked Courtney to spend the night and she pretended to be reluctant unless Vera stayed. They both called home and told their parents they were staying with me.
We had to leave at about eleven because of them being minors. I took them home and we drank wine and shopped online for jewelry. I told them I would buy them one item and we had a blast picking it out. I showed them my Amazon page where they sold my books. Vera was very impressed. She wanted to be a literature major in college and write, herself. She asked me about getting started and I told her I had started with erotic literature and I still wrote it.
Courtney pretended to be surprised and asked me what I was working on now. I pulled up a story I was working on. It was a post-apocalyptic story of a man and two women trying to survive after an economic collapse in America. They became lovers and I scrolled down to where the two girls first began to discover their passion for one another. Courtney leaned against me and read aloud. Both girls were feeling pretty good from the two bottles of wine we had finished and I pulled Vera down on my lap while Courtney read to us. She was very slender and soft and the three of us cuddled together while Courtney's sweet voice filled our minds with the erotic images of two girls making love.
I began to stroke Vera's arm. She had on a long black dress and a knitted cover over her bare shoulders and arms. It slowly slid down until all that smooth flawless bare skin was in front of me. I stroked her arms and shoulders and she leaned back into me and idly caressed my hand as I ran it over her. She shivered a little and I had to taste her. My lips grazed the small wispy hairs on the back of her neck and she got goose bumps. Courtney was now stroking her other arm and Vera leaned her head against my shoulder and looked up at me. Her eyes were liquid pools and she raised her face toward mine so I could kiss her. Her lips were a dream of softness and she tasted like wine and young girl, just as Courtney had the first time I kissed her.
I ran my hand up her slender form and felt a hard little breast swell under my fingers. I felt a hand slide across mine and looked down to see Courtney fondling her other breast. Vera was squirming now and I stopped kissing her long enough to whisper "bed" to them. Vera stood up and held out her hand to me. I steered them down the hall to my bedroom, my arms over their shoulders and our hands all over one another.
I heard the zipper of Vera's dress sliding down as we entered the bedroom and watched as Courtney's little hand slid over the smooth skin inside. I helped her slide Vera's dress down over slim hips and she stood gracefully between us, little black bikini panties the only thing covering her nakedness. She was youthful perfection, her breasts fuller than Courtney's but with that same hard firmness with which only the fit and young are blessed. We undressed Courtney and both girls turned their attention to me. Their little white hands on my big dark breasts made a very erotic contrast. We tumbled into bed, giggling with seeking lips and touching hands. Vera didn't keep her panties long. She was as bare as a baby underneath, and Courtney and I double teamed her. She was plainly what we both wanted and she writhed under our attention. She was long and sleek and just reaching that blush of womanhood; her body curved and lush but not in full bloom. She would be as stunning in five years as she was then. In twenty years, with the right diet and exercise she would still turn heads.
Courtney was devoting her attention to Vera's lips, moving down to make love to her breasts and that left her virginal little pussy to me. Her lips were fat and full, inside they were a delicate pink flower that I loved with my lips and tongue. Her voice was sweet and light as she gave tongue to the feelings sweeping over her. She was not as explosive as Courtney was, her orgasms were long and caused her to tremble and shudder. She came non-stop with my finger inside her and Courtney's lips attached to first one nipple, then her lips or the other nipple. She had the most exquisite nipples I have ever seen. They weren't large but they were longer than either mine or Courtney's. They were a rose pink and I couldn't wait to get my lips on them. When she could stand no more she rested for a while as Courtney dove into my pussy, sending shivers through me. I pulled her around until I could return the favor and Vera rejoined the party, her gorgeous face looking up at me with a fat little brown nipple in her mouth. Courtney was improving her skills and she was very adventurous, even sliding one finger inside my ass while two others probed my pussy and her tongue sent me over the edge, tickling my clit between her lips. She lost concentration as she reached her own orgasm and Vera moved to kiss her when she heard her moans of joy.
We collapsed in a tangled heap of girl, hands caressing as only girls know how. Gentle touches that soothe and affirm as I luxuriated in the feel of my two little lovers. They sandwiched me between them and Courtney whispered in my ear. "Thank you, Oz. I'll always love you."
My heart melted as she kissed me and I pulled Vera into the embrace. We slept occasionally, one or the other of them waking me up or me waking them up until nearly five in the morning. I lost count of the number of times some little tongue or hand had made me cum. I knew neither girl beside me could keep track. When I woke up again it was 10:30 and I was spooned up against Vera with one beautiful little nipple under my hand. Courtney was wrapped around me from behind and it was like being immersed in beautiful girl. I gave the nipple a gentle pinch and Vera opened her eyes. It took her a moment to adjust and she smiled up at me.
"Thank you, baby," I told her. "You were amazing. Please tell me we can do it again."
She kissed me. "Oh, God yes, Oz. That was like the most amazing night of my life. I want to do it again next weekend. Do you think I could come over after school sometimes without Courtney? I want you to myself sometimes."
"Yes, baby, me too. Courtney comes over without you, too. I'll fuck either one of you any chance I get. Even if you don't want to fuck, just come over and hang out sometimes. We can talk about writing, boys, and all kinds of things."
"Are you interested in boys, Oz?" she asked. "I thought you were a lesbian."
"Not at all," I told her. "Well, I like girls, too, but I just love to fuck. I don't care who it's with. I especially like to fuck someone that's as sweet and gorgeous as you. Would you like to fuck a guy with me?"
"I don't know, Oz," she said. "I'm pretty careful about that. Most guys are just tools. I've fucked a couple, but it wasn't like with you and Courtney. I'm attracted mostly to men, I'm just having a really hard time finding one that's worth my time. If you know of one I'll fuck him, but only if you're there. Don't try to set me up with one. I don't want anyone local either. I just don't need that kind of drama and I'm not interested in a long-term relationship with a man right now."
We woke Courtney up and we showered together. We all three were loved into orgasm before we got out and I took them to Cracker Barrel for breakfast. We agreed to spend the night at my house again next Saturday. When we got home, Courtney had to get going. She kissed us, told Vera she would see her at school, me that she would see at the track meet Tuesday and left. Vera lingered a while. I gave her an autographed copy of my latest book and she asked if she could come over Thursday after school if nothing came up. I told her to text me and that I would be happy to have her anytime.
Over the next couple of months we became very close. We fucked constantly and in every combination. They used my house when I went back to visit my Mom for a weekend and they spent it together. I figured they would move on to other relationships after they graduated. They were getting ready for college and I was very surprised when they decided to go to the same school.
They rented an apartment together and made me promise to stay with them or let them come and stay with me every weekend. This was beginning to look like a long-term relationship and I decided to shake things up a little. My friend Perry, from Chicago, was going to be in town for the weekend, and I invited him over Saturday evening. I told him I had a surprise for him and that I would text him when he should come over. He is the owner of a truly big cock and I was going to give the girls a taste of what a man could do for them.
We smoked a little weed that evening and I cooked for Courtney and Vera. We drank beer and listened to music until Courtney got horny and decided she needed to undress me. That got Vera going, too, and I sent Perry the text. I told him to come on in and do whatever he thought might look fun. I'm sure he was mystified, but he was a good sport.
We were rolling around on the rug in front of the fireplace naked when he got there. Courtney was under attack from both of us girls and it must have been quite a sight. Perry is a slender guy. He is a runner, which is how we first met. He had the hardest ass I've ever seen and a huge cock that could stay hard for hours given the right motivation. I figured two eighteen-year-old drop dead gorgeous girls would do the trick. He had been in love with me for years. He's asked me to marry him twice, but I wasn't down for that.
Neither girl saw him come in and he just stood there with his mouth open for a minute. It didn't take him long to see the picture. Vera was kneeling with her beautiful round ass in the air, licking Courtney's pussy, and I moved around to insert a finger inside her tight little pussy from behind. She moaned and wiggled her ass and I saw Perry strip like a tornado had taken his clothes. He joined me behind Vera and I pulled her knees out so that she was lying flat, her legs spread wide and that fantastic little pink pussy arched up to give me access. I took Perry in my mouth and bobbed up and down a few times. He really didn't need the encouragement, but I got him nice and wet. Vera was dripping wet, herself, and I moved up over her to reach around and get hold of those marvelous pink nipples. He eased in behind her and I helped line him up.
Vera didn't notice what was going on for a minute or two. When he slipped the head of that monster cock inside her little pussy she groaned. "Jesus Christ, Oz; do you have a new toy? That's like, over the top big! It's like huge! Oh my God, Oz; I don't think I can take it."
"Welcome to the big leagues, baby," I told her. "It's not me, though. I brought a friend."
She twisted around trying to see what was going on but Courtney had her locked between her little brown thighs and Perry had six inches in her before she got a chance to see him.
"This is my friend Perry," I told her. "He loves me, he's not local and he's clean. You said you'd try a man if I could find the right guy. You told me that too, Courtney. He's gentle, he's big and he's going to make you both come a hundred times. "
Vera was nearly in a state of panic. "No, don't let him, Oz! I'm not on the pill. I can't get pregnant. Please Oz, don't do this; I'm begging you."
"Perry had a vasectomy five years ago," I reassured her. "I'm not on the pill either and he's fucked me a dozen times. I promise he's safe and clean."
She relaxed a little but she was struggling with the size of that monster cock. "My God," she gasped. "It's huge. I don't think I can take it. I wasn't kidding! Oh my God, oh my God, it's so big. Please Perry, not so fast; give me a chance to get used to it. Not from behind like this, it goes too deep! Let me turn over. Help me, Oz."
Courtney sat up and I made Perry pull out so Vera could turn over. When he saw these two girls together his jaw dropped. "Fuck me!" he exclaimed. "Damn, girls; I can't believe this. How old are you?"
"Eighteen," there was a duet. "Holy Christ," he said. "You girls are the most beautiful girls I've ever seen! Actually there are three of the most beautiful girls I've ever seen. Oz, where did you find these gorgeous girls? My God, what a sight."
"The neighbor's dog bit Courtney," I told him. "I helped her and she found Vera. These are my lovers, Perry. I love them and you're going to be very good to them. They don't have much experience and you're going to show them what a real man is like. They've just fucked a couple of boys, me and each other. You're going to be very gentle with them, you're not going to hurt them and we're all going to fuck tonight."
"Oz, you know I love you," he said. "Girls, I've asked her to marry me twice. I see why she won't. She's got you. I swear I'm going to make this a night to remember."
"Hi, Perry," Courtney said. "God, you've got a huge dick." She watched in awe as she saw it disappearing inside Vera. She was astounded that Vera was able to take any of that huge shaft, much less what she had inside her. Vera was much too distracted to finish the job she had been doing to Courtney. Courtney sat up. Now that Vera was on her back we had an opportunity to get to her nipples, lips and clit. I thought she was going to lose her mind under the influence of Courtney's fingers on her clit, my lips on her nipples and Perry's huge cock filling her so far beyond anything she had ever experienced. Her pale skin, light pink vaginal lips and tiny body were such an erotic contrast with Perry's dark rod that I could nearly exploded just looking. She was well on the way to taking all of that huge cock I thought she would be able to. Sure enough, I saw her wince and Perry froze in place. "I'm sorry, baby," he told her. "I didn't realize that was the bottom."
The look on her face was indescribable. She was such a beautiful girl just in ordinary situations, but when she had that euphoric look of being about to come, she was transcendent. If you could capture that look on film it would launch a thousand ships. That's the problem with pornographic movies. Try as they might they can't capture that pure exaltation of an eighteen-year-old girl coming for her lover. A few that can get amateur lovers to fuck in front of a camera come close. Fake screams and vacant eyes don't do it for me. Vera was glory in motion, her sweet little moans rising and she came harder than I'd ever seen her. Typically, she cums for a long time but not with the intensity that either Courtney or I experienced. That was certainly not the case then. She blew up like a bomb.
"Oh, oh, oh sweet Jesus," she moaned. "Oh my God, Oz; I'm coming; I'm coming so hard. Courtney, stop! It's too much! Fuck me Perry; just like that. That's it, I'm coming again. Ah, ah, fuck, Jesus Christ!"
She continued to come and I could tell Perry was on the edge, too. Courtney reached in between them and I could see her little hand milking Perry's balls and he was coming. He slowed to a stop and when he pulled out there was a rush of cum dripping out of Vera. I shivered seeing it and goose bumps skittered down my spine. I quickly moved to lick it up. Vera came again when she felt my tongue inside her and I looked down to see Courtney with her lips wrapped around Perry's half-soft cock. It didn't stay like that long and as she continued to blow him it swelled back to its full dimensions.



"I've got to try that," Courtney said. "I've never had anything close to that size, Perry. Easy with me, big boy."
She pushed him over on his back and slotted his cock in her little pink slit. Vera pulled me over her so she could lick my clit and I came watching Courtney's expression as she lowered herself down on that fat cock. She looked so tiny and sexy, bouncing up and down on Perry, her firm little tits jiggling a little as she rode him. It didn't take her long to come, screaming as she took all of that huge cock into her little teen pussy. She collapsed and they rested for a minute. Both girls seemed to think it was my turn and they pushed and rolled me until I was riding Perry in a reverse cowgirl. I had forgotten how big he was and how good he was with that monster cock. I came a dozen times before he unloaded inside me.
We ended up fucking all night. We all came a hundred times and as the night was giving way to dawn we sent Perry back to his motel and went to sleep together. We slept until the afternoon and when I woke up the girls were still asleep. We shared a joint and went out for a late lunch. The girls were a little sore from the unaccustomed huge cock in their little pussies. We fucked once Sunday and they went back to school.
Tuesday evening they showed up unannounced and fucked me silly. They didn't pay much attention to each other, targeting me between them until I was a wreck. They seemed to want to talk to me about something, but it was like they were working up their nerve. I finally got tired of dancing around and asked them what they wanted.
Vera seemed to be the spokesperson. "Oz, you know Courtney and I love you, right?"
"Of course I know, baby. Why do you ask?"
"Well, we've been like, talking, and we don't like you being thirty miles away from us all week. We were wondering if you would be like, willing to move in with us while we're in college. We want to come back here after school this summer and move in with you. We both think we want to spend the rest of our lives together and we won't be happy without you. You've been something to us both that we never expected to happen."
I didn't know what to say. "What brought this on?" I asked softly.
Courtney looked up at me with tears in her eyes. "I love you, Oz; I'm in love with you. So is Vera. You're like our big sister that we depend on to teach us things. We thought we were lesbians until you brought Perry over. You showed us that we're not. We just want to always be with you. You're so beautiful and so mature and sexy."
"So, will you come and stay with us during the week?" Vera asked.
"I will on one condition," I told her.
"What?" they both asked.
"Vera can't say 'like' for one whole week," I said.
She went into a fit of giggling. "Hey, I'm a white girl," she said. "You're taking away half my vocabulary." She kissed me and we talked a little more.
"Where is this going, girls?" I asked.
Vera didn't know. "I love you both," she said. "I don't know what's going to happen. I may meet some guy that I fall in love with and marry him. I may meet some girl and marry her. He or she is going to have to accept that I want to be with you two sometimes. I don't have any plans. I love where I am and don't plan to move anywhere. I'm eighteen and I've got the rest of my life to decide."
Courtney was a little different. "I know what I want," she said. "I love you, Oz. I love you too, Vera, but I'm in love with Oz. I loved fucking Perry and if he comes down again I'll fuck him again. That's what it is for me though: fucking. I only make love with you two. If Vera meets that guy, that's fine with me, but I'm already in love and that won't change. Do you love me, Oz?"
"Yes, baby, I do," I told her. "I've never been happier. I'll fuck other people, especially with you girls, but I won't make love to them. Let's just roll and see what happens."
We spend the week in their apartment at college and weekends at my house. Vera hasn't met that boy yet and she hasn't shown any signs that she will. She doesn't date anyone but us. That may change, she's very young, but it shows no signs that it will. Courtney spends every spare minute with me. She's working at the local hospital part time and getting in some experience. I've nearly finished my next book. I was working on it today when I felt two little bodies pressing against me and two little white hands sliding down my shirt to squeeze a breast.
My lovers are home from the mall.
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She came ghosting down the sidewalk like a cat. She kept in the darkness of the shadows, avoiding being seen for some reason. Whatever, it wasn't my concern. I was there to kill a man. He was the man who took the most precious thing I had, and he wasn't going to keep it. He was the man who was fucking my wife. I didn't want her anymore, but he wasn't going to have her, either. In fact, he wasn't going to have anything at all. He'd made a fatal mistake.
They came boiling around the corner, obviously looking for the girl beside my car. She saw them and started to run. She wasn't going to make it. I wasn't in my car; I was about twenty feet up the sidewalk in the shadows between two buildings. When she came even with me I snatched her and pulled her in. Shit, the asshole was going to live for now. She fought like a wildcat as I put my hand over her mouth and whispered fiercely in her ear.
"I'm going to help you. Stay behind me and keep quiet no matter what happens or what you see. Nod if you understand."
Her little curly head nodded. When they ran past, I stepped out onto the sidewalk. They didn't go far before realizing they'd lost her. When they turned around, they saw me. I had on a black leather jacket, dark pants and a black leather snap brim hat. I was holding a silenced .22 automatic behind my back. She came scurrying out and got behind me. She was doing what I told her. Good girl. They were a little stumped. They didn't know what to make of me.
"Joselyn, your mother is going to be very angry," one of them said. "You need to go back home right now."
"No," she said. "You can't make me watch that anymore and I won't be part of it and you can't make me."
"You want us to hurt your Mom?" one of the other ones asked.
She was crying behind me now. I could hear her sobs. "Mister, you said you were going to help me. They will hurt her if I don't go back. What should I do?"
"These men won't be hurting anyone," I told her.
"Why not?" she asked.
"They're going to be in the hospital," I told her. "Do you want them dead, or do you want them to live?"
"I want them to be hurt, but alive," she said.
I shot all three of them in the leg. They went down screaming. I went over and gave them another in the knees.
"Are you hungry?" I asked her.
"Starving," she said.
"Do you trust me?"
"Yes, you're helping me. Thank you," she said.
"Will you let me buy you something to eat?"
"Yes, I'd like that. Where do you want to go? I don't have any money," she said.
"That's okay, I do. We'll go to the truck stop over on 35," I told her. "They're open all night and we'll get breakfast, okay?"
She nodded and all those curls bounced. I opened the car door for her and we went to the truck stop. After we ordered, we sat and looked at each other for a while. She was a gorgeous little thing. Her hair was a wild mop, all dark curls and about a foot long, standing up and sticking up all over. It framed the face of an angel. I could tell she had quite a mixed racial heritage. There was some black in there, I could tell by the hair, white, and maybe a little Hispanic mixed up in her, too. She was dark-complected, not black but not white either, sort of a creamy brown. Her eyes were huge, almond-shaped and not quite brown. There was a hint of green to them, and maybe a little hazel, too. She had the cutest little nose and full puffy lips.
I knew what she saw when she was looking at me. I was no Adonis or fashion model. My hairline was receding, even though I was only 26. I kept it cut to just stubble. My nose had been broken twice, and I had stubble on my face, too. I kept it there by design. I looked like a mechanic or a machinist or something. Blue collar; that's me.
"What's your name?" she asked.
"Matthew Brown," I told her.
"Okay, that sounds sketchy to me, but okay. Mine's Joselyn Adams."
"What was going on back there, Joselyn?" I asked. "Do you want to tell me?"
"Not really, but I'm going to," she said. "My mother is a whore. Those men were fucking her and making me watch. They said when they got through with her, they were going to fuck me and make me lick my mother clean. One of them told me to get them beer and I ran away."
Jesus Christ! "How old are you, Joselyn?"
"I'm 17," she said. "I'll be 18 in two days. What am I going to do? You helped me tonight, but there's going to be a next time and you won't be there."
"What do you want to do?" I asked her.
"Will you keep helping me? I want to stay with you," she said. "I want to grow up, go to college and become something. I think I want to be an attorney. I don't know how I'll do that, but that's what I want. I don't want to be a whore." Her eyes filled with tears. "Tell me what you were doing there."
"I was getting ready to do something bad," I told her. "Are you sure you really want to know?"
"Will you go to jail for it?" she asked.
"If I get caught, I will. I don't plan to get caught. I'm not a good person, Joselyn."
"I don't believe it," she said. "I don't care anyway. You helped me. I'll always love you for that. Can I?"
"Can you, what?" I asked.
"Can I stay with you? I don't have a future unless you help me. Will you?"
"What's in it for me?" I asked her.
"You get to have me in your life," she said. "I'll be very grateful, totally loyal and very responsible. I'll be the best friend you've ever had. Plus, it doesn't seem to me like your life is very good. You skulk around in dark places waiting to do bad things to bad people. Wouldn't it be nice to think about coming home to a nice place, a hot meal and a hug from someone who loves you? I'll make that happen."
"You make it sound like a good deal," I said. "I thought I had that a week ago."
"What happened?" she asked.
"I found out my wife was sleeping with her old boyfriend," I told her.
She got up and came around to push me over in the booth. She put her little arm around me. "I'm so sorry, Matthew. Are you okay?"
"Not yet," I said. "I'm going to make him wish he had never been born. When I met you, I was going to kill him. You kept me from doing that. I'll go back. Then I'll be okay."
"Are you still going to kill him?" she asked.
"No, I've decided that would be quick," I said.
"What about her?"
"Her punishment is being what she is," I said bitterly.
"Are you going to divorce her?" she asked.
"Yes, the papers are going to be served in," I checked my watch, "11 hours."
"Joselyn, I'm leaving this city tomorrow. My house is going on the market. I'm never coming back here again. Is that what you want?" I asked.
"That sounds good to me," she said. "Will you help me get my things from my house? I don't have much, but I want my birth certificate and my medical and school records. I'm afraid to go there alone. I need my clothes, too."
"Yes, I'll help you." I said. "I could use a friend. Let's go check you into a hotel and get some sleep. I'll go back home and pick you up tomorrow. We'll get your stuff and leave, okay?"
"No, I'm afraid you'll leave me." She clutched my arm tightly.
"I won't leave you," I told her. "Do you have a passport?"
"Yes, I went with the band to Toronto last year," she said. "I'll get that, too."
"I'll give you my passport and my wallet," I told her. "You can hold them until I pick you up. Is that okay?"
"Yes, I'll do that," she said. "I swear to God, Matthew, if you leave me and something bad happens to me or I die, I'll come back as a ghost and haunt you. Besides, if you abandon me you'll go to hell."
I laughed. "They've been warming up my chair there for a while, kiddo."
"If you keep me, we'll trade it in for a cloud," she smiled. That smile lit up her face like a beacon and I decided I was going to make that happen a lot.
I had started off the evening with a cheating slut wife, a plan for revenge on the asshole she was fucking and a lonely miserable future. Before I knew what hit me, I had a new life to look forward to and a beautiful friend. Maybe it wasn't going to be so shitty after all. I had a lot to do.
I checked her into the Hilton and went home. I don't know what time Emily came home because I slept soundly and she was quiet. She slipped into bed without waking me. Emily taught third grade. When I met her and she agreed to marry me, I thought I was the luckiest man on earth. I can be a nice guy when I try, and Emily never saw the nasty side. When she asked me what I did for a living, I told her I was a freelance troubleshooter for large corporations. She never really asked again. I'd taken her with me from time to time to different cities when she was off in the summer, and she seemed to take my work for granted. My description of my profession was not inaccurate, but not complete. I did work for major corporations, but I also worked for rich individuals and occasionally governments. If company A is being left behind in development by company B, my services are available to get the development designs from B to A. If a millionaire has a cheating wife, I can arrange for her and her lover to pay. I can get the dirt for a nasty divorce, injure one or both parties or just make them disappear. I occasionally make business rivals become involved in major scandals or lose facilities or assets. Emily never knew or cared to know what I actually did. I was gone in the morning before she woke up.
She was going to find out shortly. I wondered what she would do when she was served with her divorce papers. We had been married for four years and there were no children, so this would be quick and neat. If she tried to make it messy, there would be no one home for her to fight it out with. I was going to disappear. Just after nine my phone rang. It was her.
"Matt, what the hell is going on," she asked when I answered. "Are you divorcing me? Why? What's wrong? Can't we talk about this like civilized people? Why are you blindsiding me like this?"
I could tell she was hurt and that she had no idea I knew.
"Is there anything you want to tell me?" I asked.
"Tell you about what? You're being weird, Matt. Is there someone else?"
"You tell me," I said. "Is there someone else, Emily?"
She was silent for a minute. "You know, don't you?" she finally said.
"I always knew," I told her. "I've known since that weekend I went to San Francisco."
"Is there any hope for me?" she asked.
"None," I told her. "You know that the one thing I am is loyal. I have thousands of other faults. That's the one thing I have no tolerance for in myself or others. You knew that. If you were on drugs or a thief or a murderer, there would be hope. You chose the one thing I can never get past, Emily. I love you, but I'll never trust you again. I won't be back, Emily. This is goodbye."
"Where will you go?" she asked. "Will I ever see you again?"
"No, and it will be somewhere far away. I've left you enough money in our accounts to live on for a couple of years. I canceled everything in both our names. I wish you well with your life. This number will never work again."
"Wait, Matt," I heard her sob as I ended the call. The phone went into the trash and I used my new one to call Joselyn. She was up and about and I told her I'd pick her up in thirty minutes. We needed to go shopping and I needed to take her home to collect her things. When I got to the hotel, she was in the lobby and ready to go. She complained a little about having to wear her same dirty clothes from yesterday, but she perked up when I told her we were going shopping. She decided she wanted to go home first, so we drove to her mother's apartment. It was two blocks from where the asshole lived. I could feel myself tensing up just being in the neighborhood. We walked up to the door and she let herself in. The place was a mess. I'd seen squalor several times, but this place defined the word. There were two used syringes on the table in the living room. Joselyn saw me look at them.
"She uses drugs," she shrugged. "So do a lot of her tricks. See if you can find a garbage bag that isn't full."
I found a couple under the kitchen sink. Joselyn's room was as clean as mine at my former home. She didn't have much. She got clean clothes and put them on in the bathroom. She started putting ratty old clothes in the bags and I told her to leave them. We were going to get her new stuff. She took some pictures and an iPhone, the few little jewelry pieces she had and her diary. She had a few makeup things, and she took me to a closet where she found her records and her passport. She left a note for her mother, telling her she was leaving and that she was safe and going to be okay. Joselyn's new life began as she placed her apartment key on the table.
As we walked away, she looked back once. There were tears in her eyes and she clung to me like I was a rock and a high wind was blowing her away.
"I'm so scared, Matthew," she said. "Are you going to make me regret this? I'm sorry I'm thrusting myself into your life like this. I'm putting my life in your hands. I think you need me as much as I need you, though. I think your life is ending here, too. If you're mean to me I don't know what I'll do. I told you I'd be very grateful. Are you going to force me to have sex with you?"
"I'm not going to be mean to you," I said. "It would be like kicking a puppy. I'm not a nice guy, Joselyn, but I don't go around hurting people for no reason. I don't let people down who trust me. If you can trust me, we'll try to make something of ourselves. I'm not going to force you to do anything, much less have sex with me. I've got one thing to do before we leave here. Do you want to know what it is?"
"Yes, I imagine you're going to do something to that guy that fucked your wife."
"I want you to forget you know that word," I told her. "It just sounds slutty when a 17-year-old girl says it."
She looked up at me in surprise. "I'll be 18, tomorrow, but okay, Matthew; I had no idea you would be so strict."
"Well, I am," I told her. "You're right, though, about what I'm going to do."
"Can I help you?" she asked.
"If you want to. I won't put you in any danger. If you could distract him so I can get close that would help. I'm sure he'll run as soon as he sees me."
"I can do that," she said.
We parked close to his apartment and she stood outside while we waited for him to get home from work. He got out of a taxi and I saw her stop him at the door. I got out of the car and got close while he was talking to her. By the time he noticed me, he could see the gun in my hand. I grabbed his arm and we went inside. He babbled hysterically in the elevator until Joselyn told him to shut up. He opened his mouth again and I broke his nose with the butt of the gun.
"She told you she wanted you to shut up," I said. "My job in life is to see that she gets what she wants. I wouldn't speak again if I were you."
He didn't speak again, and the blood from his nose ran down his face. I took him to his apartment and he let us in. I had Joselyn look for duct tape. We had to ask him where to find it.
He told us, but then he talked some more. "Please don't kill me," he begged. "It was all a mistake. I'm so sorry! We just went out for a drink a few times and she was so hot. She was mine before she was yours! I wanted her back. I got her to come home with me for a drink. I had the pills in my pocket and I just had to have her. She didn't want to do it after that but I had the pictures. She was just like an addiction. I just had to have more."
That surprised me. There was more to this story than I knew. This kind of upset things a little. It was going to be worse for him, though. We taped him to a chair and I loaded his computer with the flash drive I had in my pocket. I sent the emails, and his life was over. He'd never work again, even if he got well enough to walk.
"Joselyn, did you hear what he said?" I asked her.
"Yes, he raped her and then blackmailed her," she said. "Make him pay, Matthew."
I didn't think they could ever reconstruct his knees, but who knows? Doctors can work miracles these days. His balls were another story. He wouldn't be raping anyone else.
When we got back to the car, she wanted to talk. "What are you going to do about your wife now that you know?" she asked.
"I'm going to talk to her," I said. "I'll find out what happened and then we'll go from there."
"What does this mean for me?" she asked with a frightened look on her face.
"It doesn't mean anything," I told her. "Everything is still the same."
We sat in the car and I called Emily. "Thank God," she burst out when she realized it was me. "Please let me talk to you, Matthew. Thank you, Jesus! I didn't think I'd ever get this chance. Let me explain, Matthew."
"Okay, you have one chance, Emily," I told her. "Make it count and make it honest."
"Can't you meet me somewhere?" She was crying now.
"This is your shot," I said. "Right now, on the phone, and one shot."
"I was lonely," she said. "God, Matt; he's been after me for years. You were in San Francisco and you'd been gone two weeks. He kept telling me how beautiful I was and how you didn't deserve me and I was stupid. I listened to him. It was supposed to be just one drink after work. He made me feel wanted and beautiful, and I went back for another. I just kept going. It was so stupid, but I went to his house. I don't know what happened. We had one drink and I started to leave. I got so dizzy I had to sit back down. I don't know what happened to me. It was like I was sick or something. I couldn't think, I was all hot and sweaty, and he said he would take me home. When we got here, he was all over me and I felt all weak and strange. I couldn't even lift my arms. It was like every nerve in my body was on fire and everything he was doing to me was making me lose my mind. He fucked me, Matt, and there wasn't anything I could do. I must have passed out because when I woke up he was gone. He took pictures of us, Matt." She was crying now and I could hear the heartbreak in her voice. "He made me do things, horrible things! He said he would tell you; he would show you the pictures. I wanted to stop, but I couldn't. I'm so sorry, Matt. I can't explain it. I don't know what happened to me."
"He drugged you," I told her. "He drugged you and raped you and blackmailed you."
"Oh, my God! You know that? Is that why you called me?"
"Yes, he told me that's what he did," I said.
"What did you do to him?" she asked. "Does this mean... you won't divorce me? Are you coming home?"
"No," I said. "It means I know you didn't voluntarily cheat on me," I said. "The problem is, you went to have a drink with him. You talked to him and listened to his line. You let him tell you how beautiful you are and how I didn't deserve you. You didn't trust me enough to tell me what happened. You didn't tell me he was blackmailing you. I would have protected you, Emily. Everything you did from the moment you first listened to him and didn't tell him to go fuck himself was wrong. You're a married woman and you had a drink with an old boyfriend. You put yourself in that situation. You knew it wasn't right. You knew you shouldn't be there. Married women that are faithful to their husbands don't have drinks alone with men that aren't their husbands. They don't listen to assholes tell them their husbands don't deserve them. You didn't have sex with him voluntarily, but you were on the cheater's highway and that was the exit. It is now possible for me to forgive you. That's what this call is about. It's possible for you to be part of my life again. It's very unlikely. It's possible that we may be friends someday. I doubt that I'll ever see you again, but you're young and beautiful and smart. You can have a good life. You have to decide what you want to do. I'm going to divorce you and move far away. I have someone new in my life. She's not a girlfriend. I don't know what she is right now, but she's someone I care very much about. We're going to think about our situation and you're going to try to come to grips with the reason you would let someone tell you I don't deserve you. We'll talk after you think you've got it settled in your mind. Don't call me until you do. You have this number. I only want one call. Do you understand."



"Yes, Matt, I understand," she said. "I'm sorrier than you'll ever know. Thank you for this. I won't call until I'm ready."
I ended the call and looked over at Joselyn. "Is the someone new me?" she asked.
"Yes, let's go shopping," I said. Her smile would have lit up a dungeon.
I've never seen a happier girl. I don't know when the last time someone had taken her shopping was, if ever. I let her get anything she wanted. She was very frugal. She would only look at things on the clearance racks or something on sale. She got a wardrobe of something to wear that would last two weeks without having to do laundry. Everything she bought was part of an outfit and went together with something else. She bought black shoes, brown shoes and white shoes. She bought a pair of sandals and a pair of athletic shoes. When she was through I took her to Estee Lauder and made her buy cosmetics. She didn't want to do it. She cried and said we were spending too much, but I insisted. The nice girl working behind the counter found everything she would need, what colors went with her complexion and showed her how to use it. I took a little trip to the perfume counter and bought her two bottles of some nice perfume. We were in there four hours and I was exhausted and hungry.
Joselyn was full of energy and hungry. She wanted to eat at the mall food court and we got Chinese. We got her some luggage and she packed all her purchases away in the back of my Lincoln Navigator along with my stuff. We were off, and it was quite a trip. We got on I-10 and headed east. It was going to be a long drive, and we spent the first part arguing over what kind of music we were going to listen to. She liked hip-hop and pop and I liked alternative and folk. We compromised. Before noon, we would listen to my stations, and after noon, we would listen to hers. She hated the folk and I hated the hip-hop, but we got along. We stopped in Phoenix the first night and stayed at the Hampton. I tried to get two rooms but she insisted on one room with two beds. We ate dinner at a Mexican place I knew, and it was about eight-thirty when we got back to the hotel. She wanted to go swimming, so we took turns changing in the bathroom. I hadn't seen her buy a swimsuit, but I hadn't really been paying attention. She came out with a thigh-length tie-dyed cover up on. Her mop of curls was sticking up every which way, but it looked adorable on her. When we got down to the pool, I swam laps while she played around. She decided to swim with me after a while, but she ran out of gas pretty quickly. I kept swimming until she bumped into me to get my attention.
"I want to go to the hot tub," she said. "Go with me."
We walked to the shallow end and I was a little shocked as she came out of the water. I hadn't been watching when she got in. She had on a red bikini that was scandalous. She had the most amazing, round little bubble-butt I'd ever seen and it was nearly bare. There was a little wedge of material covering the cleft between her cheeks, but it was just barely covering it. Her top was two little scraps of material held together with strings. She didn't have a lot to cover up there, but what she had was spectacular. They were high, firm little cones, and her nipples were always erect. At least, every time I looked at her, they were hard as they pressed against that bikini or whatever shirt she happened to be wearing. In that little bikini there was very little of Joselyn left to the imagination.
"Um, Joselyn; don't you think that bathing suit is a little too modest?" I asked.
She grinned back at me. "No, Daddy; I think it's perfect."
I laughed and we got in the hot tub. She snuggled over against me and let her feet float up to the surface of the bubbling water. She put my arm around her bare shoulders and leaned that mop of hair against me. "This is like a fairy tale," she said. "Thank you, Matthew, I love you."
I nearly choked. "Don't do that, Joselyn," I said. "You're building up some kind of false image of me here. Remember what I did to the asshole? I'm not a nice guy."
"You are to me," she said. "I think you were to Emily, too. I think you would be to anyone that was on your side. I'm on your side. I'm always going to be on your side. He deserved what we did to him. If someone tried to harm you, I would kill them."
I squeezed her a little and she gave a happy sigh. "I'm roasting," she said. "Let's go take showers and watch a movie on TV. I've never had a movie channel before."
We got a pay-per-view movie. It was horrible. Some stupid vampire thing with a stupid story line about star-crossed love between the vampire and a human girl. Joselyn loved it. She cried at the ending. "Wasn't that great?" she asked. "I've been wanting to see that for so long."
I made unintelligible sounds. "What's wrong with you?" she said.
"My IQ has been reduced to single digits," I said.
She threw a pillow at me. "Well, get some sleep, moron," she giggled.
I turned out the light and we went to sleep. I woke up in the morning, and I was a little disoriented. The place beside me where Emily should have been was empty. When I remembered why, A huge weight descended on me. There was a sound, and I realized it was Joselyn, her breathing comforted me. I sat u and looked over at her. She looked like a little dusky angel over there, her hair tousled and mussed, stray curls resting across her face. I got up and did my thing, and by the time I was semi-human and had a cup of coffee in me, she was awake.
"Sleep well," I asked.
She stretched like a big sexy kitten. "Mmmm." She groaned. "Don't talk. I might have to kill you. I laughed and went down to the lobby for another cup of coffee. I got one for her, too. She was ready to go when I got back to the room. We drove through and got chicken biscuits and milk for her, juice and coffee for me and we were on our way.
About 10, she looked over at me. "Matthew, do you know what today is?" she asked?
"Tuesday?" I said.
"It's my birthday," she said. Her voice sounded all choked up and I looked over at her. Her eyes were liquid and a tear was tracing its way down one smooth brown cheek. I smacked myself in the forehead. "Sorry, Jos. I forgot. I can't believe I did that."
There was an exit just ahead and I took it. It wasn't much of a town and I never knew the name, but it had a jewelry store. I pulled up in front, got out and opened her door.
She hopped out. "What are we doing?" she asked.
"Buying your birthday present," I told her.
She looked at the storefront. "No, Matthew, you don't need to do that," she said.
"I know. I want to. Let's go in there and get you a necklace."
Her eyes sparkled. "Really?" She pumped her fist. "Yeet! How much can I spend?"
"Three hundred dollars," I said.
She did a little dance step, grabbed my arm and pulled me inside. She looked everything they had over pretty quickly. "I want that," she said.
"That" was a little gold chain ankle bracelet with red gemstones around it. She shifted from foot to foot the entire time we were paying, and as soon as the sales person handed her the bag, she opened it ant took it out. "Put it on me, Matthew," she insisted.
I did, and she nearly crushed me with a hug when I stood back up. She pulled me down and whispered in my ear. "Thank you, Matthew. This is the nicest thing I've ever had. I love you."
My throat was all dry and I couldn't speak, so I just squeezed her and we went back to the car.
She was intensely interested in the scenery, and by the time we made it to Las Cruces I knew her entire life history. She chattered like a magpie and I fell in love with the sound of that husky little voice. That night was a repeat of the night before and we fell into a routine. I had never been on a road trip that was half as fun as this one. Her enthusiasm for life was contagious and I woke up excited to get started every day. We didn't drive far in a day. She wanted to stop and look at things and do things so many times that we weren't making much time.
She had obviously never had anything like she was experiencing, and she just blossomed. We stayed in Houston and there was a terrible thunderstorm about one in the morning. Flashes of lightning were almost constant, and I could see her start with the cracks and booms as the thunder shook the building.
"Matthew, are you awake? Can I get in bed with you?" I heard her scared little voice.
I flipped back the covers and she flew over and under them. I had a little quivering warm body against mine and I held her. "Talk to me," she said.
"What do you want to talk about?" I asked.
"Where are we going?" she asked.
"We're going to Florida," I told her. "We're going to get on a boat and go to Nassau. We're going to become new people and then we're going to live in Miami."
"Why are we going to become new people?" she asked.
"Well, I suspect the police are looking for us," I told her. "We put four people in the hospital, destroyed a man's life and put his company out of business by illegal means. We need new identities. I change identities every so often, anyway. Some of the stuff I do is very illegal. I've done a lot of illegal things."
"Will I do that stuff?" she asked.
"Up to you," I said. "I'll pay you if you help. I won't get you involved in anything dangerous, but you'll be independent if you want to be. You can do research for me. If you just want to go to school and be a normal girl, we can do that, too."
"I want to go to school and be a normal girl," she said. "I want to help you sometimes though, maybe in the summer when there's no school."
We talked until we drifted off, and when I woke up she was packing our stuff. "Finally," she said.
"Hey, someone kept me up all night. Some little girl who's afraid of storms," I teased her.
"Yes, and that little girl isn't lugging her big suitcase out to the car," she said. "Get up and let's go."
We got back on the road and she was pretty quiet for a while after we got breakfast. It was a comfortable silence. We were becoming the kind of friends who don't have to talk. You know, where you can just get lost in your thoughts and not have to worry about entertaining your companion. I looked over at her and she smiled up at me. She wasn't usually quiet and pensive and I missed the sound of her voice.
"Talk to me," I said.
"What do you want to talk about?" She smiled at me and her white teeth flashed. I loved that little smile.
"I'm sure you can think of something," I said.
"Are we bad people?" she asked. "I mean, I've been thinking about it. You're kind of weird. You steal things, you set people up to take falls for stuff they didn't do, you're violent and I think you probably have killed people. You're taking care of me, though. You just stepped in and helped me, even though you didn't know me. I don't have a single thing to offer you but you're helping me. You're such a contradiction. I'm going to help you do anything you want me to. Does that mean you're evil and I'm going to be evil, too?"
"I guess you could define it that way," I answered. "The things I steal certainly harm the people or companies I steal them from. I have the ability to pick and choose what jobs I take. I typically only take jobs I feel good about. I do set people up, but although they may not have done the things I set them up on, they aren't innocents. I only kill other bad guys, Joselyn. Let's say some rich guy is being blackmailed. If I find and kill the blackmailer, is that evil?"
"No. Well, maybe." She was hesitant. "I'm not sure I think blackmail deserves the death penalty. What if you could just get the blackmail material back?"
"Well, I would do that. How can I be sure there aren't copies? It's just complicated. I can live with myself. Can you live with me?"
"Yes, I love you," she said. "When I love someone, it's all the way. If I don't like something I'll tell you, but I'm still on your side."
"Don't do that," I told her.
"Do what?" she asked.
"Tell me you love me," I said. "I'm not someone you should love, Joselyn."
"I love you," she said. "I don't care. It doesn't matter to me. You may be a nasty evil bastard to everyone else but you're not to me."
"Thank you," I told her. "I'll try not to let you down."
"Do you love me?" she asked.
I couldn't speak. I opened and closed my mouth a few times, but nothing came out. She laughed and unbuckled her seatbelt. When she scooted over and laid her head on my shoulder I could feel a lump rising up in my throat.
"That's what I thought," she giggled.
"Buckle your seatbelt," I croaked. "We don't want Bubba the sheriff to pull us over. You're wrong, though."
"About what?" she asked.
"About not having a single thing to offer me," I told her. "I need you as badly as you need me. Just having you sitting over there in my passenger seat is worth millions to me."
She giggled again and stretched up to kiss my cheek before going back to her own seat. My cheek burned where those soft little lips touched me. I could still feel the imprint when we stopped for the night in Baton Rouge. We checked in at the hotel and went out to eat. We tried Cajun food and she liked it a lot. She would try anything, and I loved that about her. We went for a swim and she showered first when we got back to the room. When I came out, she had the TV on and she had put all the pillows on one bed. I raised one eyebrow and she laughed.
"This way I won't have to change beds in the middle of the night," she said. "Besides, I like sleeping with you."
"I don't think that's a good idea," I told her.
"Why not?" she asked. "I feel safe with you. I know you aren't going to try to fu... have sex with me."
"Joselyn, I'm a man. You're a woman. You're gorgeous and sexy and cute and all those other things. I won't force you to have sex with me, but having that warm soft little body up against mine makes me think inappropriate things."
"I know that," she said. "You can play with me if you want. I don't want to fu... have sex, but I would like to be played with. I know what foreplay is and I like it."
I nearly choked on my drink. "Have you ever done stuff like that, I mean... foreplay?"
"Yes, but only outside my clothes. My mother was a whore, Matt. I've seen it all. Those men were making me watch them... do what they were doing to her. I've let boys touch my boobs and my butt, but only outside my clothes. I'll let you touch me. I love you and I'll like it, but I don't want to fu... have sex."
I smiled. "I think you should stick to boys," I told her. "It would just make me frustrated and I don't take advantage of girls that are depending on me."
"How is it taking advantage of me if I want you to?" she asked. "Why would it make you frustrated?"
"Because I'm taking care of you. You're dependent on me. It would feel weird, like you were doing it because you were grateful or you think you need to for me to keep taking care of you. It would feel like you were prostituting yourself. It would make me frustrated because I'd get turned on and there would be no relief. It would drive me crazy."
"I am grateful. You are taking care of me. You had sex with Emily. Were you taking care of her?"
"Well, yes; in a way. But she was an adult woman. She could take care of herself if she needed to."
"So could I," she said. "I could beg or work or something. I know I'm young, but I'm older than you in some ways. I'm not telling you this or giving you permission because I'm grateful or I feel like I owe you. I am grateful and I do owe you, but that's not why. You make my panties wet, Matt. You're big and in shape and very, very attractive to me. You're cool and dangerous and you make me horny. That's what I'm trying to tell you. When you touch me and hold me, I... I want you. I'm scared to do everything I want to with you, but I'll do some stuff. I won't let you be frustrated. I know what to do to keep that from happening. I'm going to do it, Matt, and someday I'm finna do a lot more. You're stuck with me unless you abandon me. When the time is right, I'm going to make you love me. I mean, like you loved Emily, only I'll never betray you. Either you play with me while you're awake or I'll play with you while you're asleep."
"You're going to molest me?" I laughed.
"Exactly," she said.
I grabbed her and pulled her onto my lap, squeezing her until she couldn't breathe. "Let's just see what happens," I said. "No premeditation. I like spontaneous."
She snuggled down onto me. "I like this," she said. "I feel so warm and safe. I love you, Matt. Do you love me, just a little? Please say it."
"I love you more than just a little," I told her. "You feel more like my little sister, though, Jos. I feel like I need to protect you."
"You do," she murmured. "But not from you, and you never had a sister like me."
When we showered that night, I went first. I was in bed, watching Sports Center, when she came out. She had on a white t-shirt and white, lacy panties and that was all. She had always worn a big nightgown kind of t-shirt before, and this was definitely something new. Her dark areolas were plainly visible through the thin shirt and her nipples were trying to tear a hole in it. Her little round butt, encased in white lace, quivered enticingly as she walked around the room, getting ready for bed. She was smiling to herself as she caught me watching a time or two. She turned out the lights and slipped in bed, scooting over to lay her head on my chest, illuminated by the light from the TV. Her hair was sticking up in my face and it smelled like her herbal shampoo and clean girl. She put her left arm and leg over me and I squeezed her close. She rubbed her cheek on my chest and purred.
"I like this, Matt," she said.
"Me, too, Jos." I gave her another squeeze. I stroked her back with my left hand, feeling her warmth through her thin shirt. It had ridden up in the back, leaving an expanse of her smooth brown skin bare between the bottom of her shirt and the top of her panties. I caressed it with my fingertips and she shivered. She was so warm and smooth, her skin like silk under my fingers. I ran my hand up under her shirt, sliding up to between her shoulder blades, and she looked up at me, her eyes dark pools in the light from the screen. I continued stroking her back and she moved her lower body tighter against me, sliding her crotch along my thigh in a subtle motion.
I pulled on her a little and she slid up until I could reach her lips. They were puffy and full, luscious under mine, and we explored each other's mouths. She tasted like mint toothpaste and her tongue was a hot little squirmy thing, wrestling with mine. She moved over, straddling me now, and I put both hands on her sides, just above her hip bones, my fingers nearly meeting around her slender waist. I could feel the dramatic swell of her hips and I slid my hands up, under her shirt and over her ribcage. Her breath sucked in with a gasp as I continued up, pushing her shirt ahead of my hands, which settled over her hard little breasts. She moaned when I tweaked her nipples and sat up, pulling her shirt up over her head before coming back down to lie on me. I could feel her smooth skin against mine and she scraped her nipples over my chest, moaning again.
I thought about rolling her over, but I didn't want to scare her, so I let her control the action. She scooted up higher, giving me access to her breasts and fed me one rock hard little nipple. She gasped and shivered when I flicked it with my tongue and when I sucked it into my mouth she began to tremble. When I switched to the other little nub, a powerful contraction swept through her little body and she cried out.
"Matt, oh my God, Matt! Something, oh God, something's happening. I'm... I'm... oh God, oh my God!"




Her fingers clutched my head, pulling me hard into her hard little mound and her hips thrust against my belly in coital movements. She groaned and shuddered as what I suspected was her first orgasm swept through her. She scooted back down and rolled off of me, lying on her side with her back to me. I gathered her in my arms and she was shaking. I petted her, soothing her until she quit shaking. When I cupped one little breast, she looked back over her shoulder at me.
"Matt?" she said.
"It's okay, Jos," I calmed her. "I expect that was pretty intense, huh?"
"Very intense," she said. "God, I love you. I've never felt anything like that in my life. I don't think... I wasn't ready... I can't do any more tonight. I'm so sorry, Matt. I told you I would... "
I shushed her. "It's okay. I love you, too. We're fine. Can I hold you and play with you?"
She nodded. "Would you put your hand in my panties and just hold my... can I say pussy?"
I laughed. "If you're talking about your pussy you can."
"Just hold my pussy then. Don't stick anything in me. I'm too overwhelmed and too sensitive right now. Just hold me, okay? Will you mind if I'm really wet down there? I just need you to be touching me."
"I'd love to just touch you," I told her. "I'll never push you, Joselyn. Everything is up to you."
That made her cry a little and I kissed the back of her neck and held her.
"Why are you crying?" I asked.
"I just can't believe I have you," she said. "I've had a really shi... a really bad life, Matt. The other kids at school knew about Mom. The girls all called me whore and the boys all tried to feel me up. I never had many clothes or lunch money; my teachers gave me pencils and paper and I never had anyone that loved me. It was really hard. I was miserable and hungry and lonely all the time and sometimes I thought about just killing myself. I didn't know what to do. I knew that it was just a matter of time until some of her tricks took me. They talked about giving me drugs and making me do stuff. I didn't want to be a whore, Matt. It just seemed like I didn't have any hope. I ran away that night, knowing I'd probably either have to become a whore or starve. You found me. Now I have you and I'm just afraid you won't want me. I'm just the whore's kid and no one has ever wanted me. I'm so scared. Being with you has been like a dream and I'm afraid I'll wake up and I'll be back in my old life again. I can't go back to that, Matt; not now that I know what being happy is." Her little body shook with sobs.
I couldn't help myself. I began to cry, too. I flipped her over and crushed her little body to mine, kissing her all over her face, kissing away her tears. "That's never going to happen, Joselyn. You're mine now and I'm going to take care of you. Nothing bad is ever going to happen to you again. Who do you belong to?"
"You, I belong to you, Matt," she sobbed. "I'm yours, all of me. You have my heart and anything else you want. Thank you, thank you, thank you. I love you so much."
"I love you, too," I told her. "For the rest of my life, I love you. Don't be afraid, baby girl. There's nothing to be afraid of anymore. We're going to be all right. You and me, Joselyn."
"What about Emily?" she asked.
"Maybe someday, Emily too," I said. "I don't know about that, Jos. I don't think that's ever going to happen. Who knows, but you and me, for sure. You can count on me and I'm counting on you. I can count on you, right?"
"Absolutely," she whispered. "I'm in love with you. I'll never let you down. I would rather cut off my arm."
"That's exactly how I feel," I told her. "You are part of me from now on."
She turned her back to me again and scooted her butt back into me. "I think you promised me something," she said. "Pet me, I'm okay now. You just made me so emotional, loving on me like that."
I cupped her breast again, pinching her nipple gently and slid my hand down over her smooth belly, over the indention of her navel and inside the waistband of her little panties. I felt downy soft curls, wispy and fine, and then heat and moistness as she parted her legs for me, closing them again when my hand cupped her soft little mound.
She sighed. "Just holding," she warned me with a giggle.
"Just holding," I agreed. I wiggled my fingers a little and she gasped.
"Stop that!" she giggled again. "Nasty boy, you promised!"
I laughed and held her tightly as we drifted off to sleep. When I woke up, the sun was up and my covers were down. I looked down to see a mass of wild curls over my groin and I felt warm little fingers on my burgeoning erection. I ran my fingers through those curls and she looked up at me with a wicked smile.
"I didn't keep up my end of the deal last night," she said. "I'm fixing that."
"You don't have anything to fix," I told her. "We'll save it for a better time. Shower with me?"
She glowed. "Really? I'd love that. I've wanted to do it for days."
She hopped up and shed her panties. She looked like a sexy little doll. Her pussy hair was so sparse that dusky lips were easily visible as well as a hint of pink as she moved. Her little cones bobbed, and her ass! That was the stuff of legends. When she was 25, especially if her breasts kept growing with the promise they held, this was going to be one spectacular looking woman. That skin and her hair were just so exquisite and so exotic that she was going to turn every head in every room she entered. Now she had that half girl, half woman thing going on that is everyone's wet dream.
A young, extremely hot, willing partner whom I was desperately in love with, how does it get any better than that? Our first shower together was something I'd remember the rest of my life. That tight gorgeous little body, all soapy against mine and accepting my touch, anywhere I wanted to touch it, had me aching hard. I held her back against me, my hardness against her firm flesh and soaped her breasts, plucking at her slippery nipples, sliding my hand down over the bulge of her mons and slipping inside her tight little hole. She was obviously a virgin and I was careful not to hurt her. The little bud of her clit peeked out and I played with it until she screamed in climax, nearly collapsing on the floor before I clasped her tight to me. When she recovered she returned the favor, soaping my cock from behind while she examined it in fascination. She lifted my balls and rolled them in her fingers before sliding her soapy hand up and down my cock until it exploded. She was rapt in her attention, her eyes darting between my face and the hardness in her hand, her eyes following the spurts of cum as they erupted. She reached around with her other hand and caught a couple of spurts, rubbing it between her fingers. The hand disappeared behind me and I glanced back to see her little pink tongue lap up a glob. Her little nose wrinkled.
"It's not awful," she said. "I had to taste some. Can we make it taste good?"
I laughed. "I have no idea. Maybe less salt and more fruit in my diet?"
"You probably need that anyway," she said. "I need to keep you around for a while and you're old."
I tickled her unmercifully and dried her off, pulling her in for a very long kiss. We were too late for the breakfast at the hotel, so we drove through McDonalds. We were in Florida, by then, and it was time to start making some arrangements. I got an associate named Clark to pick us up on his shrimp boat and we headed for Nassau. Joselyn had never been on a boat before and, of course, she was very excited. She spent a lot of time getting under the feet of the crew and they sort of adopted her. They showed her the ins and outs of shrimping; this wasn't a pleasure cruise. We ate with the crew in the tiny galley and it was plain that they welcomed the presence of a smoking hot girl. Clark snarled at one who got too friendly, and that was the end of it.
"You're about two inches from sleeping with the fish," he said. "Brown is going to shoot your balls off and then I'm going to use you for an anchor."
The guy apologized, and for the rest of the trip she was treated with total respect. She slept with me but we didn't play around. I was getting used to having that warm little brown body in my bed, but it still kind of felt like I was a child molester. It didn't bother me that much; I told you I'm not a very nice guy.
We got into Nassau with a couple of judiciously placed bribes. Once in, I got in touch with a guy. He set us up with new identities. We weren't wanted for murder or bank robbery, so I doubted they would be looking for us very hard. The driver's license and our passports were good. He got Joselyn a Florida non-driver license and we were set up with documentation that made me her Uncle and guardian. I got her school records doctored. She didn't need any help with the grades, but they showed her new name. I transferred a few accounts and we were set up for Miami. He got stamps on our passports and we were good to fly back. She had never been on an airplane before, either, and she cried a little on the way back. I put my arm around her and cuddled her a little.
"You okay, honey?" I asked her.
"Yes, I love it when you call me little pet names," she said. "Thank you, Matthew. I've done so many things I always wanted to do and you made that possible. I'm going to make you proud of me."
"I already am," I told her. "You make you proud of you and I will be, too."
She frowned, her little dark eyebrows drawing together. "That was very confusing," she said.
I laughed and she giggled. She looked out the window the whole way to Miami, and when we got to the airport we caught a taxi to a Holiday Inn. We got a nice suite with two bedrooms, and she put her stuff in one while I put mine in the other. I didn't say anything and she didn't either. We bought two laptops that afternoon and I applied for several credit cards. My alias had a good credit history. Unfortunately for him, he was dead. I could use his history and he couldn't, so I took advantage. I opened an account at a bank and got two debit cards in a couple of days. It took a week to get the credit cards and when we did I rented a car. We were going to buy one, but that would take a while.
An apartment or house was our next priority. I wanted something in a good neighborhood with a good high school. Joselyn would be a senior and I wanted her off to a good start. I discovered there was a very small selection of good schools in Miami. We started checking into private schools, and when she found out how much they cost she was totally against it.
"No, Matthew," she was almost in tears. "It's too much. I'll be fine anywhere. I'm not going to let you spend that much money."
"Listen, Jos," I told her. "Money isn't an object with us. We have plenty of money and I'll make more." I showed her the balance in our accounts and she was stunned.
"How do you have so much money, Matt?"
"I don't," I told her. "We do. Your name is on every account we have. There is no me and you, there's just us. I told you I'm going to take care of you. Some very wealthy people were very grateful to me. If I die tomorrow you're going to be a well-off young lady. Don't be poisoning me, now. I know what cyanide smells like."
She laughed and agreed to look. We visited a couple of her top choices and found a nice little three bedroom house in a nice neighborhood. We could lease it with the option to buy, and we decided that if we liked the school and the neighborhood we would buy it. It had a small pool and a hot tub and I think that's the reason she liked it.
We had to buy furniture and everything that turns a house into a home. We were spending money like water, but it had to be done. I went down and signed a lease on a car. She liked silver and black, and I got a new Dodge Charger SRT8. I fell in love with it right away, and when I pulled into the driveway she came running out. I took her for a spin and she was a hot rod nut overnight. We went way out in the country toward the Everglades and I pulled over and let her drive. She had never driven a car before. She told me that her mother had owned one once, but they sold it for drug money. She was very cautious, and I thought she would be a fine driver. I'd probably get her something when she got some experience, but she wasn't going to be ready for a few months.
I put out some feelers for work. I didn't need to work, but if you don't keep your name in there with what I do, you fade out of the picture. Jeremy Decker had been a rising star in a huge law practice in the Midwest. He made Junior Partner at thirty-three and then he found out what the business was all about. They had a huge swinging thing going on. His wife was the company whore, but no one told him he had an open marriage. When he found out, he beat the hell out of two old men that were fucking his wife and filed for divorce. What he didn't know was, he was doing business with some criminal types who were heavily into drugs and illegal gambling. He had inadvertently been doing deals that laundered their money. When the divorce came down and he had named all his former partners, they showed him the hole he was in.
By the time they were through with him he had been forced to drop all actions against them, withdraw the divorce petition and move back in with his slut wife. He wasn't the kind of guy to just let go. He was wealthy and he was ready to spend every dime to stick it to everyone who had screwed him. He paid us a lot of money to set things right.
Joselyn helped me. We hired a computer guru and he made quite the little hacker out of Joselyn. We kept him on retainer and she called him if there was something she couldn't do. It took us eighteen months to get what we needed. She was back in school and Decker was a patient man. He really didn't have a choice. You remember the mob boss they got because of tax evasion? That's how we went after his partners, except not tax evasion, exactly. We went after them for the swinger thing. They rented huge mansions, whole floors of swank hotels and paid escorts with company funds. Drugs flowed freely, they used their criminal connections and had lavish parties. They were all carefully documented, and we had audio and video of everything. We hacked computer systems and security systems and burgled half a dozen office buildings.
Decker cleaned out accounts and transferred drug and gambling money into secret accounts offshore. We took a third, spent a third on expenses and he took a third. We set him up with a new identity in Sao Paulo, and emptied the accounts. Decker's accounting indiscretions disappeared and the firm was left owing a lot of very nasty people a lot of money they couldn't pay. The FBI got all the documentation they needed to proceed and a lot of people got a lot of video of loving wives and husbands in indelicate situations. When it all blew up it was a major scandal. A lot of people went to jail and few ever made it out. Decker's wife just disappeared. I didn't tell Joselyn where she went, but it was south of the good old USA and she was plying her former trade, although in a little rougher circumstances.
Emily finally got around to making that call nearly two years after the last time we talked. She apologized over and over. She had spent a long time in counseling and she had figured herself out pretty well. She told me that she had been insecure and selfish and none of it was my fault. She realized what she had done and she asked for my forgiveness. I told her I did forgive her and asked her where she wanted to go from here.
"If you don't mind, I don't think we can ever be together again," she sobbed a little when she said that. "I know how badly I hurt you and I don't think either one of us will ever get over that. I'm moving on, Matthew and I want you to move on, too."
She told me she was dating a school teacher and she was happy. She wanted me to be happy, too. She said she would like to know how I was doing and she hoped we would stay in touch.
"How is it working out with that someone new?" she asked.
"I wish you could meet her," I told her. "She's special, Em. You'd love her and I think she'd love you. She doesn't like you very much because of what happened, but she's the sweetest person I've ever met. She's like you in a lot of ways. I love her, Emily."
I could hear the catch in her voice when she told me she was happy for me. We exchanged information and promised to look each other up if we were ever in the same town. I told Joselyn about the conversation and she was happy for both of us.
My life was amazing. Any time I came home there was a little brown girl waiting for me. No matter how ugly the world was, there was one place I was the king of the earth: at home. She learned how to cook, but she only did it on special occasions. We had a woman who cooked for us most of the time. Another woman came and cleaned twice a week, and we had a neighbor boy who did our yard work. Joselyn did the gardening. She loved flowers, and we had lush beds scattered all over our property. There wasn't a weed or a blade of grass that grew anywhere she didn't want it to.
She painted pictures and hung them in frames all over the house and they were good. She had a little studio in the sunroom and she took art lessons every Saturday afternoon. It seemed like she tried to fill my life up with things to do. Dance classes, computer classes, yoga; she led me a merry chase, and she was so in love with life and I was so in love with her that I loved every minute of it.
Our life in the house was unbelievable. I'd never met anyone so at home in their own body. She had lots of clothes and she dressed immaculately when we went out, but she wore very little inside; usually panties and nothing else. Those high little cones were growing into amazing, full, pneumatic and gorgeous breasts. She had fat little brown nipples, and they were so sensitive and they stayed erect so much of the time that I couldn't resist scooping her up and giving them a suck constantly. That always led to some of the hottest oral action imaginable. We still didn't fuck for a long time, but we did everything else we could think of. She slept with me every night and we were so in love and she was so sexy that at times, I thought my dick was broken.
Emily and I had a healthy sex life, but this little brown kitten took it to a whole different level. No part of her incredible body was off limits to me and she let me use nearly every part. No penetration, except with my tongue or fingers, but everything else was fair game. She was the hottest woman I'd ever been with, and she was turning 19. I was planning something special for her nineteenth birthday. She had become a very good driver and she had been driving me everywhere we went for six months. I was going to make her birthday one she wouldn't forget.
For years, Chrysler Corporation had been making cars no one wanted to drive. In 2003 they brought back the hemi and things started to change. Ford and GM were eating Chrysler's lunch until then. The Mustang GT was putting out about 300 horsepower. When the new 5.7 hemi came out it was making 340 horses. We were back in the game. Ford stepped their game up and so did Chrysler. The Shelby GT500 was a supercharged V8 making 550 hp. The new Charger and Challenger Hellcats came out and everything made before wasn't even on the same planet. The new supercharged hemi made 707 hp and everyone else was eating dust. The Charger SRT we leased would leave any Mustang or Camaro that wasn't modified in the dust. The Hellcats left everything in the dust. I got one of the Challengers for Joselyn. I didn't tell her, and the neighbor let me park it in their garage until her birthday. It was October and the weather was perfect. The sun was shining and I took her out for breakfast. A bunch of her friends from college came over and fixed the place up for the party while I took her on a shopping spree. She had four bags of stuff, and it was late afternoon when we walked in the door. She saw the big banner and the balloons and dropped her bags in the entry. She turned to look at me and we were surrounded by young men and women who thought she was the greatest thing to come to Miami since Dan Marino.



We partied for two hours and I told her we had one more present. The kids packed up and walked next door with us. When the garage door went up she just stood there for a minute. I could see tears welling up in those big brown eyes and then she screamed and did a fist pump. She threw herself into my arms and sobbed into my chest.
"Thank you, Matthew," she choked out. "I love you."
"I love you too, kitten," I told her. "Take me for a spin?"
I handed her the keys, she hugged all her friends and we got in. She spun the tires pretty good at launch and her buddies all cheered as we shot down the street like a rocket. Damn, that thing was mean. I had no idea a car could smash you back in the seat like that. We drove maybe twenty miles and I thought her smile was going to break her face. We went out to eat late, and when we got home she made me sit in the living room while she went in her bedroom. We slept together, but she kept her own room and all her stuff was in there. It was her sanctuary and I never invaded it. When the door opened she was backlit by a soft lamp glow and the light from the kitchen. She had on an electric blue dress that took my breath away. It ended about halfway down those smooth brown thighs and she had on heels. She tilted her head back and all those curls fell down her back. My girl had become a woman. I could see that. Her breasts were big and full, still keeping the firmness enjoyed only by the young. Her hips were wider and her ass was round, bouncy and beautiful. She walked toward me and my mouth went dry when I saw the way her hips tilted as she walked. She put on some soft music and we danced, her cheek against my chest.
I poured two glasses of wine and we cuddled on the sofa and whispered. When she looked up at me her eyes were two black, glittering pools.
"Matthew, tell me you love me," her lips brushed my ear.
"With all my heart. I love you, Jos."
"Do you want to be with me?" she asked.
"Yes, I think so. What about you?" I asked.
"I've been in love with you since the day we met," she breathed. "I wasn't sure about you for a long time. I always thought you'd wake up and discover I was just a little girl, or you'd find someone you liked better or you'd figure out I wasn't good for you. We've been together for a year and you've never once let me down. I'm not afraid of that anymore. I'm confident now and I know what I want. I'm going to graduate from college in three years. I'm going to become an attorney. When I'm there, I'm going to marry you and we're going to have three kids. Will you do that with me?"
"I'll do anything with you you'll let me do," I told her. "There won't ever be anyone else for me."
"Will you stop doing illegal things and get a job doing something else?" she asked.
"I didn't want to tell you, but I already took that job," I told her. "Starting next month I'm head of security for a big corporation here. I wanted to surprise you."
She laughed with delight. "Then tonight is the night, Matt. I want to be completely yours tonight. Take me to bed."
It was the best night of my life. Joselyn was everything her body promised. She was athletic, active and insatiable. She was impatient as we began.
"I know all about that stuff; I need you inside me," she panted in my ear. "We've done all that and I love it, but I need your big cock in my pussy. Don't tease me, baby."
Her virginity was a flimsy thing and she winced a little as we pushed it aside. Then there was just heat and moisture and almost painful tightness. She was dripping wet and very responsive. When I bottomed out inside her, she went wild, her urgency sweeping me along. We exploded together in five minutes. She was so hot and so sexy and I loved her so much that I never went soft. She squeezed me with her inner muscles and I kept thrusting into her. Her cries rose and she shuddered and came half a dozen times, an ascending series of steps until she screamed out her pleasure as we climaxed together. She came easily and repeatedly, and when she finally finished I was done. She sucked on me for ten minutes with no response and finally collapsed laughing.
"I think we broke it," she giggled. "It's a good thing. I was going to do it until you couldn't, but I'm as sore as hell."
"Poor baby." I caressed her spectacular breasts. "Here, let me make it better."
I slid down and used my tongue until she begged me to stop after her third time. She woke me up in the morning with her mouth moving over me and we did it again before we fell back asleep. I woke up and it was afternoon. Her hair was in my face and I held my girl close. I imagined waking up like this for the rest of my life. I smiled and closed my eyes. It was something I could live with.
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By the time I started college, I had been having sex on a daily basis for two years. No, I wasn't underage. I started school when I was seven, for reasons that are unimportant. My lover, and the man I intended to spend the rest of my life loving was 13 years older than I was. I seduced him, and the first time he took me out I told him I was going to marry him and have his children. He was taken aback and amused, I think, but he had no idea of the depths of my determination. Believe me, he didn't stand a chance. He was my man, that was the end of the matter, and I was going to make it happen.
When I graduated from high school, he was two years into a four-year contract. We talked about where I was going to go to school, at length.
"Drew, I hate the idea of you moving across the country," he said. "I'd like for you to stay here and go to school here."
I wasn't any happier about going away than he was. "I'd like that, too," I said. "I didn't get a scholarship offer from any local school. Oklahoma offered me a scholarship. They have a good program, I'm one of the top 200 volleyball players in the country, and I have a chance to see just how far I can go."
"You don't need a scholarship," he said. "We have money, kitten. I can pay for you to go to school anywhere you want to go."
"I want to play volleyball," I told him. "This is important to me, Murphy. Do you understand that?"
He sighed. "Yes, I understand. You know I have to finish this contract, right?"
I nodded. "Yes, of course. It's two years, Murphy. Will you still love me in two years?"
"It's not me I'm worried about," He laughed. "You know you own me. It's you I'm worried about. I mean, those college boys are going to be on you like flies on honey. God, Drew, you're the hottest woman any of them have ever seen! You're going to find some college stud and forget all about me. That's what I'm worried about."
"You are so wrong," I said. "I'm not interested in boys, Murphy. I have a man. You are always going to be my man. I will fly home every time I have a break longer than a weekend. You can come and see me every time you have a break. We can skype, face-time, all the miracles of modern communication are going to make it as if I'm here."
I had been pacing back and forth in front of him. He caught me and pulled me down on his lap. One huge hand slid up inside my top and his fingers latched onto a suddenly stiffening nipple. "Yeah, but this isn't available on face-time," he growled.
One thing led to another and we reduced each other to smoking rubble.
Two months before school started, we flew to Norman and checked things out. Athletes were required to live in the dorms, but I had no intention of staying in that hole. Murphy had played college football, and he had filled me in on that scene. Sure, I'd maintain a presence in my "room," but I wasn't about to live there. We rented a small house just off campus, and I was set.
We had a tearful goodbye, and a new chapter of my life began. School was easy for me; it always had been. I had graduated number three from high school, and I never had any trouble with academics. I stayed in my dorm room for the first two weeks, got to know my roommates and got them used to the idea that I wasn't going to be there much. Practice was going well and if I wasn't going to start, I was going to see a great deal of playing time. I thought I had a good chance at starting.
What wasn't going well was my personal life. I was used to going to sleep snuggled up against Murphy's warmth. I was used to waking up and getting my morning snuggling. I was used to having him around to touch, hug, sit on his lap, attending to my every whim and fancy. I was spoiled, in other words. I missed all those intimate moments. I was also as horny as a cat in heat. Luckily, I could get online and buy me a toy. It was the first I'd ever had. My magic fingers had always done the trick before I started being sexually active with Murphy, but that seemed so... childish, now. I didn't have to suffer the embarrassment of going to some sleazy "adult" store and facing some leering salesperson with a dildo in my hand.
It was a fine device, and I could get myself off very well with it. I would feel satisfied for a few minutes. It was the intimacy that I missed the most. It was the cuddling after sex, the moment when I would be in a room of people, someone would make some asinine comment and I would roll my eyes, look for Murphy to see him doing the same thing; we would smile at each other and feel that connection. I missed how we could look at each other, not say a word, and realize we were making fun of the same person. It was all the little things, and I was growing increasingly claustrophobic in my own little world.
I was becoming the ice bitch. I was frosty, all the time. Every single person on my team was annoying AF. There was one hoe named Rachael who got on my last nerve. She had been a starter the year before. She wasn't going to start, and she didn't like it that Kendra and I were going to start as freshmen. She gave me shit, constantly. I wasn't about to put up with it, in the mood I was in. She'd try to make me look bad in practice, trying to set me badly so I'd miss kill shots. After the fifth time she did that in practice, one day I just snapped. I reached under the net, grabbed her by the hair and dragged her under. I got in her face and screamed at her. The coaches came running over and broke us up.
Coach Ryder took me over and sat me down in the bleachers. "Drew, what's wrong with you?" she asked. "You go around with a scowl on your face and your teammates are afraid to talk to you. You snap everyone's head off and if you don't get your head out of your ass, I'm going to bench you. I see what Rachael's doing. Don't let it get to you."
I apologized and tried to "get my head out of my ass," but it was hard and I was miserable. I went to a party, and ten minutes after I got there, I was like, 'what the hell? Why am I here?' I called a Uber and went home.
The damn Uber driver was playing mad annoying shit. Some country song about "Rock Me Baby Like A Wagon Wheel." Christ! I snapped at him and I think he must have thought he finna get shanked. I had to get myself under control.
My grades were slipping because I started just skipping class and sleeping. I had a very high libido. I wanted sex, constantly, when I was with Murphy, but even that started to slip. I smoked weed, constantly, and that worried me, too.
I flew home three times in the first two months, and I would feel all refreshed and recharged, until I got on the plane to go back to Oklahoma, and the tears would begin. At the end of three months, I was going nuts.
I flew home and had a long talk with Murphy. Yeah, it was one of the dreaded, "Honey, we need to talk," moments. I could see the apprehension on his face.
"We have to do something," I told him. "I'm lonely, all the time, Murphy. I miss the hell out of you, every damn day. My grades are suffering. I just want to stay in my bed and avoid humans. I'm miserable as hell. You need to come to Oklahoma and take care of me."
"You know there's nothing I'd like better," he said. "We knew this, Kitten. I never liked the idea of you being there and me being here. What can I do? I'm under contract. I can't just leave."
"I know. It's not your fault, but I'm just going nuts," I said. "I go to class, I go to practice and I go home. I'm becoming a gym rat. I work out to forget that you won't be there when I go home. The only relationship I have is with my coaches. I have zero human interaction with anyone I give a damn about."
"Don't you have any friends? Make some friends, for God's sake, Drew. Hang out with them. You're a college student. Do college student stuff. Go to parties, get drunk. Hell, this is supposed to be the fun part of your life where you have no responsibilities outside school and you just act like a typical kid."
I burst into tears. "I have friends. They're not you, Murphy. I need you. I need you to hold me, tell me how beautiful I am, how sexy I am. I need you, Goddamn it, not some frat boy or some vapid girl who says "like" all the time."
"What can I do?" he asked.
"I don't know." I sniffled around, looking for a tissue. "I can't stand this. Maybe I should try to transfer at semester."
He frowned at me. "One thing I know about you, Drew, you're not a quitter. You're doing so well at your volleyball. Your grades aren't that bad. You can pull them up. I know how smart you are and how well you could do if you tried. I think you'd always regret it if you don't stick it out."
"I don't want to quit," I sobbed. "I'm not a quitter, but I can't stand not having you, Murphy. I need someone to love me, someone I can love."
He was very still and quiet for a long minute. "So, find someone," he said quietly.
I sat up and glared at him, indignantly. "What the hell does that mean?"
"Just calm down, Drew," he said.
"Don't tell me to 'calm down'," I snapped "I was about to. Now you just extended my saltiness for thirty minutes with that 'calm down' shit. Just tell me what that 'find someone' shit mean."
He laughed. "Okay, sorry, I know you hate that. Do you love me, Drew?"
"Why the hell you ask me that?" I was getting hotter by the second.
"Because I'm making a point, if you'll just play along for a second. Just answer me and go along with me for a while, here."
I took a deep breath. "Okay, yes, I love you, Murphy. What the fu..."
"Are you in love with me, permanently?" He interrupted me before I could get started.
"I told you the first time we went out that you are my man," I said. "I haven't changed my mind, and I'm never going to change my mind."
"I believe you," he said. "For a long time, I wasn't convinced. You were so young and so hot and I just thought I was a crush. I thought you'd get over it and find some boy and that would be it. I know that isn't going to happen, now. I believe you. Tell me again."
"HundoP," I said. "I don't know where you're going with this, but I don't like all this fucking around. Just spill."
"You're obviously not happy," he said. "I'm telling you, find someone up there and get what you need. Don't fall in love with them. I don't want to know about it, and I never want to meet them or hear about them, but I want you happy. If you found someone, would you leave me, stop loving me, not want to be with me anymore?"
"No, but that's not going to happen," I said. "Hell naw! I belong to you, Murphy. Just you. I'll never do that. I'm sorry I've been so weird. I'll stop, now. We won't speak of this again."
He knew better than to say anything else. He knew me well enough to know that if I was done with it, I wouldn't ever mention it again and I would just ignore him if he did. I was to come to eat those words.
I went back to school. Christmas break was just around the corner and I coped. I came home for Christmas and every day I dreaded going back more. It felt like I was holding my breath, trying not to think about going back, but the day came and I was back on that plane, trying not to let the lady in the seat beside me know I was crying.
When I got back to school, I threw myself into my school work. I became a demon on the volleyball court, and I did go to parties and get drunk. After the second one and puking my guts up, I decided I wasn't that sort of party girl. A blunt, a good book and one beer was more my speed. I was desperately lonely and I began to think about what Murphy had said.
I had known since I was about 15 that I was bisexual. I guess I always was, but I didn't know what it meant. I had always found women more attractive than men. I was extremely attracted to one man: Murphy. Men in general, not so much. I loved Murphy, and he rocked my world, but let's face it, women are just prettier than men. I loved beautiful things, and women are just more beautiful. I liked looking at hunky men, and I loved getting me some dick, but it was Murphy's dick I wanted, not just a random dick.
I had no idea what me taking a lover would do to Murphy. I knew I wouldn't have to tell him anything other than that I had, but I had no idea what that would do to his psyche, and no intent to find out. There had been one dick in me in my life, and I intended to keep it that way. I thought it would be a treachery, a betrayal, if I just found some guy to keep my bed warm at night. I was very well aware of the double standard at play, but what if it was another woman? I had no idea what Murphy thought about that. I mean, he was aware that I was bisexual, that that meant nothing to our relationship. I was a one man woman.
People always reacted strangely to me expressing the idea that I was bisexual. It was like, "So, you have a man and a woman lover?" What the hell? Where did you get that idea? My sexual identity had nothing to do with the number of lovers I had. Having both was a whole different sexual identity and I had little patience with that ignorance. I didn't put up with that shit. You ever look at someone and just think, "Why no one hit you with a shovel, yet." That's the way I felt, and I decided a long time previously that once you let shitheads slide, they get to thinking they can ice-skate.
I thought Murphy would be a lot better with a woman than he would be with a man. Maybe I was being naïve. I was going to find out and I thought I knew how. Once I decided I couldn't go on the way things had been, the plan began to come together in my mind.
Two doors down from the dorm room where I didn't live, there was a beautiful woman. Her name was Shania Hogan. She was this tall gorgeous leggy blonde, and she was cool as fuck. I knew her pretty well. She was a pole vaulter on the track team, and we'd talked at meals when I ate at the school and hung out a couple of times. I knew a few things about her; she went both ways, she wasn't a slut and she was smart and driven. I liked all of those things.
I thought about it for a week. I hardly thought of anything else. The next Tuesday I caught her coming out of the weight-room and asked her out. She was a little surprised.
"I thought you had a boyfriend, Drew," she said.
"I do," I told her. "I have an ulterior motive, Shania. Look, I know you aren't going out with anyone. I like you, you're hot as fuck and I just want to get to know you better. Go out with me, okay?"
She laughed. "Well, I don't know about the ulterior motive thing, but I like you, too. What the hell? Sure, I'll go out with you."
I picked her up at her room and we took an Uber. The driver was hearing impaired, and he had the most beautiful golden retriever service dog with him. I found out something else I liked about Shania. She was a dog-lover, just like me. That was the perfect beginning to a perfect date. We went and had sushi, and walked to a nightclub. I had a blunt and we sparked up on the way. When we got to the club there was a queue. We had to walk by the guy manning the door and he grabbed us as we went by, sending us right in. That didn't set too well with some of the people standing in line, but we gave zero fucks about that.
"I think he wants us to give him head," Shania said. We giggled like little girls and went inside. The beat was heavy, and we danced our asses off, mostly with each other, but sometimes with other people who asked us. She was a white girl, but she had game. I had rarely seen anyone who could hang with me on the dance floor, but she could.
Some dude danced with her and tried to join us at our booth. I let him down easy. "Hey, no offence, but we're lesbians and we just want to be alone," I told him. He smiled and went away. We had to lean in close and nearly shout to talk, and it was very intimate. She smelled good, too.
We went for coffee after the club and caught an Uber back to the dorms. She invited me up, but I just kissed her cheek, hugged her and went home. That was our first date, and we had four more, just as good. On the fifth date, I invited her to my house and cooked for her. I know my way around a kitchen, and I went all out.
We drank wine, lit up and watched a movie on Netflix. We cuddled up on the sofa with a fuzzy blanket over us and it was cozy. I was really relaxed. I could feel her glancing at me from time to time, and I finally looked over at her. She surprised me by taking my head between her hands and kissing me. She could kiss! Her lips were puffy and she tasted like wine. It went on for a looong time and I was getting hot and horny. She pulled back and looked at me with heavy-lidded eyes.
"Drew, I love you," she half-whispered. "Tell me what you're thinking. I know there's something you aren't telling me. Tell me about the 'ulterior motive.' Whatever it is, I love you and I promise I'll be okay with it."
That just broke me down and I started crying. She held me, ran her fingers through my hair and just soothed me.
"I've just been so lonely here," I told her. "I've told you all about Murphy. I miss him so much, Shania. I'm not a cheater, but until you started going out with me, I was just a mess, all the time. Now I have you, and I love you, too. The thing is, I'm IN love with Murphy. Are you in love with anyone?"
"No, I'm not," she said. "I've thought I was a few times. I could fall in love with you, but I know that when we graduate I'm going back to Texas. That's my home and I'm going back. You'll go back to Florida and Murphy, and that's not my life."
"Do you think if could be for a little while, like until we graduate?" I asked her.
"I'll have to think about that one," she said. "Tell me what you're thinking."
It all came out in a rush, everything I had been thinking, every wrenching moment of it. "I'm hoping we can be lovers," I said. "I don't even know how to ask you, so I'm just going to blurt it out. I'm going home over spring break. I want you to come with me. It's Florida; we'll have a blast. I'll introduce you to Murphy and you can tell me what you think about him. If you think he's as wonderful as I do, if you think he's as hot as I do, I'm hoping that you'll let me help you seduce him. I want to fuck him so much that we break his dick. I want him to love you as much as I do, and for you to love him. I'm hoping that if everything goes to plan, by the time we come back, he'll be fine with you and me being lovers for the rest of the time we're here."
I kind of ran out of gas, and we just looked into each other's eyes for a long time. I was drowning in those big blue pools and we still sat in silence. I felt the tears coming.
She saw my eyes filling up and shook her head, as if she was waking up. "No, Drew, don't cry." She pulled me close. "I'm sorry, I was just kind of in shock. I didn't say no, but there are some things... I don't know. What if he hates me? What if he's not attracted to me? What if I'm not attracted to him? What... hell, there are just so many what-ifs."
"Let's settle some of them," I said. "Just come home with me for spring break. We won't say a word to Murphy. If you don't feel any spark there, you tell me and the whole thing will be our secret. We'll just go, hang out on the beach, have a great time, do spring break stuff and chill. I know that you'll love him, even if you don't feel anything like sexual. Everyone loves him. He's a great friend, and I know you'll want to be friends, even if you don't ever want to be anything else. What else were you going to do over spring break?"



"Nothing," she said. "I was just going home. I can't afford to go to Florida, Drew. I struggle to make ends meet the way it is. I need to find a job."
"We'll pay for your ticket," I told her. "You can find a job after you get back. It'll be fun, even if nothing happens. If everything works like I hope, we'll get to be together when we get back. We won't have to be lonely, we won't have to desperately look for someone neither of us will probably find. I love you; you love me. Let's try to make it work."
"I don't know, Drew," she said. "I need to think about this."
The mood was kind burnt, so we called it a night and she went back to the dorms. I didn't see her or hear from her for three days. I called, left messages, texted her, and nothing. An overwhelming sadness settled over me and I just moped. I couldn't take any more. I was ready to quit. I'd tried, I really had, but I was over it. I was going back to Florida. Volleyball was my dream, but I had others, and I would make it work. I could enroll at Miami, or one of the Junior Colleges, stay close to Murphy and I'd be fine. I had fucked this up, and I just felt empty. Shania would probably never talk to me again. She probably thought I was a freak.
I was feeling depressed and anxious, so I did what I usually do in that situation: I took a nap. I was sleeping very soundly. I was troubled by dreams and realized I needed to pee. I came gradually to awareness and I realized there was someone sitting on my bed. I let the cobwebs of sleep clear and I was ready to fight or flee. I cracked my eyes a tiny bit. Shania was sitting cross-legged on my bed, backlit by the sun setting through the window behind her. She looked like she had a halo. She was watching me.
"Hello, Angel," I murmured. "Whacha doin'?"
She smiled at me. "Yes." she said.
"Yes? What does that mean? You mean... you'll go? Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Yeet!" I sat up and hugged her, squeezing her until neither of us could breathe.
"Oh, my God, Shania! I was so afraid. I just gave up. I thought you were thinking I was weird and creepy, or something and you were never going to talk to me again. Why didn't you answer me? I left you a million..."
She put her finger across my lips, shushing me. "I needed to think," she said. "I'll tell you."
"Hold that thought," I said. "I'm about to pee my pants." I rushed off to the bathroom and back as fast as I could. I leaped on her, pushing her over backward on the bed and lying on top of her. I held her and pressed my cheek against hers. "Thank you, Shania," I breathed in her ear. "I promise you won't be sorry."
She laughed. "I'm already sorry," she said. "This is weird as hell, Drew. I think you're worth the risk. I don't have any interest at all in long-term relationships, at this point in my life. I'm not sure I ever will be. I am interested in long-term friendships, and I'm horny as hell. You're someone I want in my life for the rest of my life, and you're smoking hot, funny, smart, and I want to fuck you. I'm scared to death of the dating scene around here, as much as you are. Let's see what happens, okay?"
"Yes!," I could hardly contain my excitement. "That's what I want."
"I'm not making any promises," she warned me. "I'll go home with you and we'll see what happens, okay?"
"Yes, that's what I was planning," I said. "I'm not going to pressure you. If you want to, we'll try my plan. If you aren't feeling it, it's just a Florida spring break for us. That will be perfect, no matter what happens. I'll have my best friend staying with me."
We talked a long time, and did our planning. I called Murphy, told him Shania was coming home with me for spring break and he was good with it. He got our tickets for us, and I spent the next two weeks in breathless anticipation. I went out with Shania four times, and we spent a lot of time together, just hanging.
As we were flying home, I could feel the tension in her, and it built the closer we got. "Shania, just relax," I told her. "There is absolutely no pressure. You're with me, and everything is going to be cool. No matter what happens, we're cool."
She gave me a nervous little laugh, and I hugged her, awkwardly because of the chair arm in between us. When our plane landed, we walked out to the place the public was allowed to be and Murphy was waiting for us. I ran and threw myself on him. Feeling his body against mine was like a drink of cold water in the desert. I had been starving, and I didn't ever want to let him go. I needed to introduce Murphy and Shania, so I just turned to the side and looked at her.
She was smiling at us, and I beckoned to her. When she got close enough, I pulled her into our embrace. "Murphy, this is my best friend from college, Shania. I love her, so be nice to her. Shania, this is my man. You can't have him."
They both laughed and the tension was broken. Shania and I were both tall girls. Both of us were nearly six feet tall, and Murphy dwarfed us. He was six-four in his socks, and close to two-fifty. He had his hair a little long and it was curling around his ears, that big bushy red beard and the typical white skin of a ginger. Shania's blonde, almost white hair, tanned skin and slim body, along with my mop of curls and dusky complexion, made quite a contrast. People were staring at us, but I didn't care.
Murphy tucked one of us under each arm and walked us down to the luggage carrousel. We retrieved our bags and he carried them as we trailed along. I looked over at her and she gave me a conspiratorial wink. I smiled as we passed through the doors. We walked to the parking lot, and he had brought his truck. He always drove a stretch-cab F250, and we threw the bags in the back seat, climbing in front with him.
"You ladies hungry?" he asked.
I was starving, and Shania said she was, too. He took us to the Tin Cow for burgers, and we got acquainted. Well, I worked at getting the two of them acquainted.
Murphy was one of those guys who spout fluent bullshit. He'd never met a stranger, and he could talk to anyone about anything. He told her a dumb blonde joke. "Hey, Shania, what happens when the sun bleaches your hair?" he asked.
She looked confused for a minute. "It's kinda hard for it to get any lighter," she said, thinking he was serious.
"Nah, what happens is that you're blonded by the light," he said, with a perfectly straight face.
We both sat there for a minute until it soaked in, then she gave that cute little snort she had, and we all exploded into laughter. We made a scene and she asked him if he knew the difference between a ginger and a vampire. He raised his hands in surrender and she said, "One is a pale bloodsucking creature who avoids the sun. The other is a vampire."
That set us off again, and the people around us all looked daggers at us. I didn't care; I was just happy to see my two favorite people liking each other.
"We should stop now," Shania said. "People are staring at us."
"They're just jealous," Murphy said. "I've got the two hottest women on the planet eating lunch with me and they wish they were me."
She blushed a little, but I could tell she liked that. "So, what do you girls have in mind for spring break?" he asked.
"Just chilling," I said. "We need beach time. We've been freezing our asses off in Oklahoma, and we need sun!"
He laughed. "I've got tickets to a Marlin's game. You girls interested?"
We were, and we made some plans. Murphy still wasn't out of school. He was the women's volleyball coach at Miami Dade College, and they had three more days. He taught humanities, too. After that, he'd be free to hang with us. We drove home, got unpacked, got Shania settled into the spare bedroom and we all just sat on the sofa, drank beer and conversed. Shania told Murphy about her life, growing up around Austin, Texas, and he told her about his, including some stories even I hadn't heard.
I had a case of the screaming hornies, but I wanted them to spend time together, so I kept it under control until Shania began to yawn, about midnight. She said she was going to bed, kissed Murphy on the cheek, and lit me up with a scorcher. She ambled off to her bedroom and her hips had a bit of exaggerated sway, I thought. I watched that hard little ass and when I looked over at Murphy, he was watching, too. When he looked over at me and saw that I had caught him, he blushed.
"What?" he said. "She's hot, Drew. And what was that kiss she laid on you? I'm in love with you, but I'm not blind. I look at hot women."
"Did I say anything?" I asked. "I never said a word. Look away; I'm good with that. You kind of have a hot woman over here who has been two months without a dick. I want one."
He laughed, got to his feet, scooped me up like a baby and carried me to the bedroom. He set me down by the bed and I was tearing off my clothes. "Don't just stand there, dummy," I told him. "Get naked!"
"No." He shook his head. "I want to watch you, then I want you to take my clothes off. Slow down, Kitten; we've got three weeks."
"Fuck three weeks," I said. "This is now!" I slid my panties off, went over, pulled his shirt over his head and sank to my knees. I feverishly struggled with the tie to his shorts, managing to make a hideous knot, and finally just ripped them down. His boxers went with the shorts, and there it was: DICK!
Murphy was no porn star with a foot-long dong, but it was plenty for me, average length, I guess, from what I've heard and seen on the internet, but fat! I liked fat! I gobbled it up. He was about half-erect, but it quickly assumed the attention position and I went to work.
The smooth hardness stretched my lips just the way I liked it. I just held him in my mouth for a long while, running my tongue around the helmet, teasing the sensitive spot just below the head on the top I knew so well. I have heard that some women don't like giving head; I'm not one of those. I love the taste, the odors, the look on my man's face, the feeling of power it gives me. My idea of a romantic invitation is to place a heart of chocolates on the bed with a rose in the center, and use the rest to spell out, "Let me suck that dick."
"God, Drew," he groaned. "Jesus, Kitten."
That was what I wanted to hear. I pressed down, taking him in until my nose was touching his belly. He'd shaved for me, except for one little patch. Redheads should never be completely shaved, but I liked smooth and he kept himself that way for me. I gagged a little and had to back off. I could feel him trembling a little and I let him slip free, using my hands, his cock coated with my saliva, as I tongued his balls, taking them into my mouth, one at a time and letting them slip free. He groaned again and I could feel his balls drawing up, getting ready to unload. I engulfed him again, pumping the base of his shaft with one hand and rolling his balls in the other, squeezing and massaging just a little while my middle finger stroked his perineum. He gasped and exploded.
The first blast nearly choked me, but I hung in there and caught up. People talk about how much cum spurts out, but it isn't that much, even if a guy's been storing it up for a while. It's just the thickness and consistency that gets you. I managed just fine, and the look on his face was everything I wanted it to be. He kind of staggered to the bed and sank down.
"Come'ere, Kitten," he growled.
I crawled up over him and he flipped me over on my back. "My turn," he said. I couldn't wait.
Murphy was very good with his mouth, and he teased me a little. He kissed all over the inside of my thighs, and I was loving every sensation. He spread me wide and nipped at the stretched tendons of my inner thighs, letting me feel his teeth and making shudders run through my body. He kissed my pubic bone and played with my hair a little. I keep a little bush, up high and away from the good stuff. I never had much body hair. It was fine and wispy, and he liked it there. His tongue snaked through my folds and opened me up. I was very wet, and he lapped it up like honey, working his way up and teasing my clit out of hiding.
He eased a finger in, kept working on my button until I blew up, twice, before sliding up my body to sink that beautiful dick into me. He pumped me for what felt like forever, making me moan and cry out, time and again as he pushed me over the edge into mindless pleasure. I must have come four times before he couldn't hold back anymore and filled me with that lava. That set me off one more time, and we rested with him inside me.
He rolled off and I hit the bathroom, bringing a warm wet washcloth back to make us all clean. I feel asleep, wrapped in the security of my man's arms, and slept the sleep of the virtuous.
When I awakened, the clock said 10:30. Murphy was up somewhere in the house, so I went and showered before slipping on my robe and heading for the kitchen. It was outside and left, around a corner, and I heard Murphy and Shania talking. I stopped, leaning against the door jamb and listened for a minute. They were talking about me.
"I know," Shania was saying. "She loves you more than anything, Murphy. You're all she talks about."
"I believe you," he answered. "I used to think I was a crush. I was her volleyball coach in high school. That's how we met. I thought I was just a crush for a long time, but once she gets an idea in her head, it's there for good. I know how she feels; she tells me, constantly, and I know how lucky I am. She's the best thing that ever happened to me."
"From the noise she was making last night, you must be pretty good for her, too!" She laughed.
I could tell he was embarrassed. "Sorry about that, Shania. Once she gets going, she doesn't hold anything back."
I pushed off the door-jamb and ambled in. I could smell bacon. "You pigs leave anything for me?" I asked.
They both looked a little embarrassed, but Shania came and hugged me, and Murphy came and hugged us both. "There might be one tiny piece left." He grinned.
There was more than a tiny piece, and there were scrambled eggs and toast, too. Murphy went off to school and Shania and I went to the beach. We soaked up the sun, played in the water and got in a game of beach volleyball. It was a blast and we got home just as Murphy was getting out of the shower. We went out for dinner, and then to a club.
Murphy was a great guy. He could get you a table in a crowded club, he could get the attention of waiters in a restaurant and people just paid attention to him. He'd already arranged for us to get in to the VIP section, and then we wanted to dance. All I could say about Murphy was to quote the lyrics from "Helter Skelter." "You may be a lover, but you ain't no dancer." He tried, bless his heart. He did just fine with the slow dances, but the man had no rhythm. He couldn't pat his foot on-beat. After dancing one fast dance with Shania and one with me, we came to a mutual decision, much to his relief, that we would split all the slow dances with him, but Shania and I would dance the fast ones.
They were very comfortable out there with each other, and I never danced slow dances with anyone but him, so I could watch. Shania wasn't interested in dancing the slow numbers with the octopus-armed denizens of the club, either, so as the evening progressed, we both sat enough to catch our breath and watch.
The next day was a school day for Murphy, so we didn't keep him out late. When we got home, Shania kissed us both, this time giving Murphy a little taste of what she gave me, and we went to bed. I gave my man a bit of a workout, again, and he was gone when I got up the next morning. Shania and I went shopping and just prowled around most of the day, and we picked up Thai carryout for dinner. We visited an old friend of mine and picked up some good weed.
We put on bikinis, went out by the pool and sparked up. After hitting the blunt a couple of times, we pulled our loungers up against one another and just chilled. I could feel her eyes on me, and sensed that she wanted to say something.
"What up? Spit it out, BB," I told her. "Whatcha thinkin'?"
"I don't know, Drew," she said. Her eyebrows drew together in her cute little frown. "I see everything in Murphy you do. He's very attractive to me. I'm kinda worried. I don't' want to fuck up what you guys have. If we do this, is it going to be weird with you guys?"
"How?" I asked. "I told you what he told me. I know he really likes you, and he told me you a hot bitch."
She laughed. "That sounds more like Drew than Murphy. I just... I'm scared that something bad will happen."
"I'm just as scared as you are," I told her. "You know how long I've been thinking about this. Men are weird, Shae. I would never have brought a man here, but I feel good with you. God, everything about you is on fleek. No one who knows you who isn't an idiot is going to love you. I know Murphy is already thinking you're special, and you are to me. If you're feeling it, we can make it work, I know."
She gave me a nervous little smile. "Let's just see how it goes, okay?" I asked. "If you're feeling it, we'll go for it. You give me the signals. You run the show. If you're not, we'll be fine, okay?"
"Yeah. I trust you, Drew. You know that, right?"
"I do. I trust you, too," I said.
Murphy came home and he had stopped by the liquor store and had several kinds of craft beer. We switched to that. He'd never really like my weed smoking, anyway. We ate, and I think he was pretty interested in what we had on under our cover-ups. I chased him away to get trunks and we went out to the pool. His jaw dropped appropriately when he saw the lack of material in our bikinis and we laughed at him. He took it good naturedly, and we batted a beach ball around for a while in the pool. It got dark and he lit a couple of torches.
I went and got more beer and we got in the hot tub. We'd had it installed the previous summer, and I loved it. Shania and I sat on either side of Murphy and kind of snuggled him between us. We talked, laughed and planned what we were going to do for the rest of spring break. When we got too hot we would take a dip in the pool, and come back to the tub.
Murphy was in great shape, probably the best of his life. I had been pretty strict with him and he'd lost quite a bit of weight. He'd always been hugely muscled. His strength was a thing out of legend, but he'd never had that much definition. He did, after dropping 30 pounds. His huge arms, giant hands and tree-trunk thighs bulged, and I was very proud of the way he looked. I saw Shania checking him out a lot, and he eventually got out to cool in the pool for a bit, leaving us in the hot tub.
I slid over next to Shania and draped my arm over her shoulders. We giggled for a bit, and I couldn't resist. I pulled her around and lit her up with a kiss, running my hand across her water-slick belly to cup one breast. Her breath caught in our kiss, and she moaned into my mouth when I pinched her hardening nipple. We were so absorbed what when cool water dripped on our shoulders it was startling. Murphy was standing over us, watching.
When he saw we had noticed him a huge grin spread over his features. "Oh, my God," he said. "That was the hottest thing I've ever seen in my life! Are you going to do it again?"
"We were hoping you might like to join us," Shania said.
"Really?" He sounded incredulous. He looked nervously at me. "Kitten?"
"Yeah, we were kinda hoping you would." I smiled up at him.
He slid in like a kid going for a new toy. I climbed aboard, straddling his legs and crushing his lips. I gyrated in his lap and there was quite a tent in his swimming trunks. I pulled Shae in, and kissed her, inches from his bulging eyes. Our tongues dueled, and when we broke, I pulled their heads together. I slid off him and she took my place. I pressed the front of my body against her back, sliding my hand around to cup her breasts, my hands pressed between them.



I had felt those breasts against my body plenty of times, but never had them in my hands before that evening, and they were everything I imagined. I had to feel more, so I plucked the tie at her back and the top came free. I dropped it on the edge of the tub, leaned her back so I could see over her shoulder, and filled my hands. She didn't have huge breasts, probably a full B-cup, about like I was, but, God, were they gorgeous. They had a tan line, and they stood high and proud. Her areolae and nipples were brown, and small, puffy and delicious looking. Her nipples were spiked up like nails, and the slightly lighter shaded skin surrounding them was thicker, forming a little feature and they were crinkling in her arousal. Murphy couldn't take his eyes off them. I offered him a nipple, and after looking in my eyes, seeing the approval there, he bent his head and captured one between his lips. She moaned, clutched his head and pulled him into the pliable mound.
I left her breasts to him and slid my hands down her slender waist, feeling the dramatic swell of her hips, and I plucked the bows I found there, her bottoms joining her top on the edge of the tub. She protested a little at "being the only one naked, and I added my items to our little pile. She murmured something I didn't catch in his ear, and stood, turning to face me. We kissed, our breasts pressing together, my slightly more dusky skin making a nice contrast against her tan line. Murphy was climbing out, stripping down his trunks and sitting on the edge.
She turned, pulling me with her, and we were on our knees on the underwater bench in front of him. His cock was very erect, throbbing with the beating of his heart, and she reached out tentatively to wrap her long slender fingers around the thickness. My hand joined hers, and we played with our toy. My knees were hurting from kneeling on that bench.
"Shower, and bed," I said.
We climbed out, all of us as naked as the day we were born and ran giggling to our outdoor shower. Hands were everywhere, and we laughed, all of us talking and moaning at once. I ran to grab towels from the rack, Murphy put out the torches and Shania grabbed our clothes and the empty bottles. We trooped inside, she got rid of the excess baggage, we dried each other, kissing and groping and making it difficult, before moving in the direction of our bedroom, Murphy sandwiched between us.
We made a pile of naked bodies, Murphy on his back and Shania and I using him for a pillow. Her white flowing hair combined with my black curly mop to completely cover him.
"Murphy, do you remember when we talked about me finding someone at school?" I began.
"Yes. I thought you weren't going to do it," he said. "I know how miserable you were, Kitten. I was going to hate everything about it, but I need you happy."
"I wasn't," I said. "I'll never be with another man, Murphy. I could never do that to you, or to myself, but I found Shania. We've been dating, and I wanted you to meet her. I'll share you with her, if you'll share me with her."
He laughed, causing a small earthquake of naked girls. "Is that what this is all about?" he asked? "This is about making me okay with you two being lovers?"
"Yes. Are you mad at me?" I peered up at him through my hair. He didn't look mad.
"Shania, is this something you want?" he asked.
"I think it is," she said. "I love Drew, Murphy I think you're someone I could love. I'm bi. I guess you figured that out." She giggled, doing amazing things to her breasts. "She's so in love with you, Murphy. We haven't had sex. She wouldn't, and she came up with the idea of coming down here and seeing how we all felt about each other. I see why she loves you so much. Do you think there's enough love in the two of you for me to be part of it?"
He reached down, stroking the silk of her back and urging her on top of him. "We'll find out," he said. "Let's see what happens. I've always had this fantasy. I mean, God, what man wouldn't? You two are so damn hot. I'm afraid I'm going to be a spectator a good bit of the time. I can't keep up with Drew, much less the two of you."
I silenced him with a kiss. "You're plenty for me, I told him. You aren't in Oklahoma, Murphy. If you were, none of this would have ever happened."
"I know," he said. Shania was moving, kissing her way down his chest, fastening onto one nipple, and I thought I should shut up and get with the program, as well. I laved the other with my tongue, and he seemed to like that. Men's nipples are not usually thought of as erogenous zones, but judging by Murphy's reactions, they should be. Her face was right there, and I wanted some. I pulled her over and kissed those delicious lips before we continued to kiss our way down his body.
His cock was an iron bar, and we used it like we were sharing an ice cream cone, our lips, tongues and fingers all over it. I had never been so horny in my life. I was going to come like a bomb, as soon as one of them played with me, and it was obvious that they had their motors running flat out, as well. Murphy had stamina, but from his expression and body motions, he was going off, and soon. I decided we needed him up for the long-run, so I pushed over the head of his cock and went to work with my mouth. Shania's little pointed tongue was running over the part I wasn't using and she sucked one of his balls into her mouth, then the other.
He groaned and exploded. I took the first burst, swallowing greedily, and pulled off, aiming the next shot at Shania's face. She opened her mouth and took it, engulfing him for the rest. He was trembling and breathless, and I ran off for a washcloth. I cleaned us up and Shania crawled up toward me like a big cat.
She pushed me over backwards and got on top of me, pressing our breasts together. "He needs to rest," she said. "I want you, Drew." I glanced over at Murphy and he was watching with a goofy grin on his face. I hoped it wasn't permanent.
Assured that we had his attention, I cupped her face in my hands and we kissed. I was breathless in anticipation, and so was she. We devoured each other's lips and she started sliding down, taking one of my nipples inside the heat of her mouth, switching to the other and making me writhe on the sheets. She started kissing her way down my belly, and I caught her hair, holding her for a second. "Six nine, babes," I told her.
She smiled and swung her body around, straddling me, and there it was: that gorgeous pussy, right over my face, just where I'd been wanting it, like forever.
She had a little tuft of wispy fine white hair, just barely visible, and the pinkness of her lips was perfection. I could see them glistening with her wetness, and they were perfect, too. Completely symmetrical, perfectly formed, pouting open a little in her excitement, and I had to taste them. She smelled delicious, and tasted that way, too. I covered her with my tongue, bathing every inch, and I felt her tongue part me at the same time. I was so distracted by how hot she was making me that I lost concentration for a minute and forgot what I was doing. She humped my face a little and I remembered. I ran my tongue inside as far as it would go, probing, licking, circling her opening and I could feel her doing the same.
My clit felt like it was engorged and about to burst, and hers had become erect and was out of its little hood, as well. I gave it a swipe and her hips jerked. I grabbed her tight little ass in both hands, locking her in place, and I went to work, attacking that gorgeous little bump with my lips and tongue, just as her lips closed over mine and I could feel the big one rising up from my toes. I sucked her clit between my lips and lashed it with my tongue, moaning on it as the waves rushed over me. Her body went stiff, and then exploded, pressing down on my face as I lost all sense of time and space. There was only Shania, Drew, and ecstasy. I could hear female voices crying out, giving tongue to joy, but they seemed far away and barely audible through the roaring in my ears. The ecstasy stretched out interminably, and became too much for me to process. I wriggled frantically, trying to get away and dumped her off, spinning around until I could wrap my arms around her, crushing her body to mine as she did the same, kissing her over and over, babbling incoherently to her.
Large strong arms wrapped around us both from behind her, tangling in my hair. "Holy fucking God," Murphy exclaimed. "That was the hottest thing I have ever seen in my life!"
His face appeared over her shoulder and she giggled. "I can tell," she said. "There is something very hard poking into my ass, Drew!"
I knew what that was. I kissed her again, then moved my head up to kiss Murphy. "Fuck her, baby," I whispered.
He looked into my eyes. I held his in my gaze and tried to portray all the love in my heart I had for him. "Are you sure, Kitten?" he whispered. I nodded, pushing her over onto her back and cupping one breast in my hand while devouring the nipple of the other. He moved over her, and she struggled for a second.
"Wait, I'm not ready! Let me rest a minute!"
I silenced her with a kiss. "No rest for the wicked, my love," I whispered, and her breath drew in with a gasp. He was entering that beautiful little pussy and I had to see.
It was one of the most mind blowing things I had ever witnessed. Emotions jolted me. This was my man. He was entering this gorgeous woman and I was incredibly turned on and incredibly anxious, at the same time. Thoughts jolted through my brain. What if he thought she was better than I was? What if they fell in love and left me out? What if she tried to take him away from me? It was all mixed up with the eroticism of seeing this beautiful girl, whom I loved, and the man of my heart, engaged in the most beautiful act I had ever imagined.
His cock was sinking slowly into her, stretching the pinkness of her lips apart, forming a seal around him, a ring that disappeared inside as he moved in, reappearing as he moved out, the smells of sex heavy in the air, the sounds of sex filling my ears. Shania's moans and little cries, the sound of Murphy's heavy breathing all combined for an experience like nothing I had ever dreamed. Shania turned her head and looked at me. I think she saw the emotional shock I was experiencing and she grabbed my arm, pulling me in, turning me until my knees were beside her ears, I was facing Murphy and he pushed up, using one arm to support himself as he drove into Shania and pulling my face to his to lock onto my lips.
Shania dove into my moisture and got me going before losing concentration, as I had done. Her voice rose to a sobbing squeal as she came, convulsing under us and finally pushing me away. "Please, I can't... I need... no more!"
Murphy stopped and we both lay in each side of her, cuddling her between us as she half-sobbed, half-shuddered between us. She recovered quickly and looked at Murphy. "Did you come?" she asked.
He shook his head. "Do Drew, then," she said. "I want to see."
I was only too happy to be "done," but I was going to be the "doer." I climbed over her, pausing to give her a kiss with all my passion. I climbed aboard Murphy, sinking down on that fat cock and driving onto him. I was hot and ready, and I came twice before he filled me with that wonderful warmth. Shania got the washcloths this time, and we took up position over Murphy, using that huge chest as a pillow. I drifted away, the lassitude of post-sex sleep claiming me.
I awakened in the morning wrapped in Murphy's arms, my back warm against his chest, Shania spooning him in the same way. I turned, quietly, Propping myself up on one elbow so I could watch my sleeping lovers. They looked so peaceful and beautiful, and I sighed in contentment, snuggling back in and just luxuriating in the warmth of their bodies and the covers.
I had feared it would be awkward, the next day, but it wasn't. Murphy made sure of that. He and Shania were cuddled up on the sofa when I came in, and they moved apart, welcoming me between them and loving on me when I sank down between them. We were extremely physical all day, stealing touches, squeezes and kisses as we spent the day in laziness. Saturday, we went to the beach again, and Sunday, we went to the football game.
Shania never went back to her room, at least to sleep, and we fucked like there was no tomorrow. The entire two weeks before Murphy went back to work was like we were teenagers, discovering our sexuality and love for each other for the first time. We fucked him into oblivion, and by the time we had to board our plane to go back to Oklahoma, there was no doubt in my mind that he was okay with Shania and me. He was more than okay, he was enthusiastic.
I knew because he told me. He pulled me aside before we left for the airport. "Kitten, I just want you to know that I think you're the most loving wonderful woman on the planet," he said. "I can't believe the wonderful gift you gave me, and I know that you put so much planning and thought into making me feel good about this."
"Is it okay?" I asked. "Are we okay? I want to ask her to move in with me, Murphy. You're here, and I need her there. Do you understand? Is it okay?"
He hugged me and kissed me. "Do you still love me?" he asked. "Are you going to leave me and love Shania? Just Shania? Are you still going to come home every time you get the chance? Are you still going to want me to come there when I get the chance? What's going to happen?"
"What I hope is going to happen is that you'll have two of me; I'll have two of you," I said. "I'll bring her here with me every chance we have. When you come to Oklahoma, we'll both be there, waiting for you. Can that work?"
"I think it can," he said. "I guess we'll see."
That's exactly what happened. Over the next two years, Shae moved into my house. We still kept up appearances at the dorms, but we lived at the house. The only time we were apart was when we had sports scheduling conflicts. That was the only thing that kept her from coming home with me when we had breaks, and when Murphy came to see us, we were ecstatic. We got a king-sized bed that fit us all comfortably and life was good.
That aching loneliness that had crushed me was a bad memory. Shania and I had our little lover's spats, just as any couple does, but she was so incredibly sweet and caring that it was hard for me to stay angry with her. She had a temper, too, and she was more aggressive than I was. We worked it out, and life was as good as it could be.
When Murphy's contract was up, he applied for and got a job with one of the local high schools and he moved to Norman. The three of us set up housekeeping and it got even better.
We were three months from graduating, and I came home when I got out of class. Shania was home, I saw her backpack, but she wasn't in the house. I went to the patio door and looked out. I saw her sitting in a chair out there. She looked like she was shaking, and I went outside. Her face turned toward me and I could see the tears streaking her cheeks. She tried to wipe them away so I couldn't see, but I knew. I took her hand, pulled her up and led her inside. I took her to our bed and held her. She knew the jig was up, and she let it all out, crying into my shoulder while I petted her and made soothing noises.
"What's wrong, BB," I asked. "Whatever it is, I want to help. I can't unless you talk to me, tell me what's going on."
"I... I love you, and I'm going to lose you," she choked out. "I love Murphy. I'm losing him, too. The two most important people in my life are going to vanish in three months, and I'm fucking miserable, just thinking about it."
I was stunned. I had no idea she was feeling that way. I tried to put myself in her position. What if it was she and Murphy who had our bond, and they were both going back to Texas and leaving me behind? How would I feel about that? I suspected I'd be just as miserable as she was.
"What do you want, Shae?" I asked her. "What can we do?"
"I don't know," she said. "I don't think there's anything to do. I want you, Drew. I want Murphy. I've been finding myself thinking about some way to take him away from you, or you away from him so I could have you. I feel like such a shitty person for even having those feelings, but I can't help it. I think about moving to Florida after we graduate and being with both of you, or asking you guys to move to Texas with me."
"Aww, honey, I had no idea," I told her. "I'm so sorry."
"It's not your fault," she sniffled. "I need a tissue, Drew."
I got her one and came back to hold her.
"I knew this was always going to happen," she said. "We all knew it was going to happen, but it seemed like it was so far away. Four years was forever. It was just you and me, and we were queens. Then it was you, me and Murphy, and it got even better. Now it's ending, and four years wasn't forever. I'm so sad, all the time, Drew. When I'm with you, I'm fine, or when I'm with Murphy. When I'm alone, I think, 'This is how it's going to be for me.' I'll see something and want to tell you about it, and you'll be in Florida and I'll be in Texas. I'll see a coffee mug and just know Murphy will want to add it to his collection, and it will be the same."
I didn't know what to say. "Shae, you know that you can come to Florida," I told her. "Our life is there, so we're not going to move to Texas, but you know how much we love you. You can come and live with us the rest of our lives. Is that what you want?"
"Yes... no... I don't know," she said. "I know you have your lives all planned, Drew. You're going back to Florida, you're going to marry Murphy, have kids and I've always known that, intellectually. I love you too much to fuck that up for you."
"I'll make a new plan. I'm good at planning," I told her.
She rolled over and kissed me. "No, I'm just being silly and emotional," she said. "I'm going to stop now and we're going to have the best three months of our lives."
She was as good as her word. We did have the best three months since we'd been together. It was a tearful graduation, and we spent one last night together. Shania went back to Texas, and after a stop for me to get my masters at the University of Alabama, Murphy and I moved back to Florida. She is still a large part of our lives, but not sexually. We've never had sex since that last night in Norman. We spend a week with her at her place in Austin, and she spends two weeks with us in Florida, every year. Murphy and I got married, just as we'd planned. I told him on our first date that I was going to marry him and have his children, and he didn't believe me. He had no idea how determined I could be. We have those kids, two daughters, seven and sixteen months, little dusky clones of their mother with their father's eyes.
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It was very cold and snowing heavily. When I say very cold, I mean something beyond most people's imagination. I lived 30 miles southeast of Hammerfest, Norway, and when I say cold I mean more than 50 below zero. Sane people just don't go outside in that kind of weather. The slightest mishap and you're a dead man. The only way in and out from where I lived in the winter was by snowmobile or dog sled, and the winter lasted nine months. I lived there for a reason; I wasn't a hermit, retreating from the world or a monk on a pilgrimage. I had reasons.
I was outside feeding the dogs when I heard an almighty thump about two miles away to the south. I stood there for a minute, and when I saw smoke I got worried. Something had blown up and there wasn't anything in that direction for a hundred miles. My cheeks began to freeze and I went inside. I mulled it over in my mind and went to put on clothes. You dress right when it's 50 below or you die. If you sweat, you die. If you don't keep out the wind, you die. If you get wet, you die, and there was a creek between me and the explosion. I took Sam and Bella, my Tibetan Mastiffs, and put on skis. I tied snowshoes to my pack and started toward the smoke. It was making a smudge heading south, and it looked like rubber or oil.
As I got close I could see flames through the trees, and I could see metal. It was a helicopter, one of the Sikorsky UH-60 Black Hawks, and it was a mess. I could see bodies. I knew it could carry 12 people and I could see eight lying around in various stages of dismemberment. I had no clue why it had crashed, but it looked like US military. That set alarms off in the back of my head, and I took the SR-25 off my back and cycled a shell into the chamber. I didn't see any movement but I checked the bodies carefully. They were all dead. I approached the aircraft low and there was another body inside. It was a young woman and she didn't appear mangled, but there was a seat lying across her leg. I slipped off a glove and felt her neck. She was alive, but she wouldn't be for long. Her neck was freezing cold. I debated with myself for a minute. I should leave her here and hump back to the house. I knew I wasn't going to do it. The dogs were sniffing around and Bella barked once. I went to her and there was another body. I knew this one.
He was a Ranger named Benson, out of Hunter, in Georgia, and the last time I saw him he was lying on a floor unconscious while I was getting the hell out of Dodge. He was trying to stop me and I couldn't let him. He was alive, too, but not for long. He was bleeding out and I wasn't about to stop it. I left him there and went back to the woman. I got the seat off of her and pulled her out. I took off my pack and got out a blanket and a tarp. I put the tarp on the snow, placed the blanket on top and put her down on the blanket. I rolled her up and put my pack back on. She wasn't heavy, so I draped her across my shoulders. I knew where there was a cave about half a mile away, and I carried her there. It was a squeeze to get in, carrying her, but I made it.
I noticed a deadfall near the cave. I put my pack down beside her and got out a hatchet. I got enough wood to last the night, and in five minutes, the fire was roaring. I put up a reflective sheet behind her and unrolled her. She was shivering and unconsciously tried to hold on to the blanket, but she would warm up quicker with the blanket off. I put snow on to boil and added a soup packet. I carry things like that in my pack in case I'm caught out, and it smelled pretty good. I called the dogs in and fed them. They lay on the other side of the fire and watched me. I checked the girl over and didn't see any obvious bad injuries beyond a bump, swelling on her head. I felt it and there wasn't anything broken in there. She moaned when my fingers probed around it. It obviously hurt. I thought that maybe I should take her home with me, but her company made her dubious. She was dressed like a spook with black winter clothes, and she had a gun. It was a 9mm auto, Government Issue, and that made me even more suspicious. I put it in my pack.
The soup was ready and I poured it into a cup. I sat her up and leaned her against me. I let the soup cool for a minute and poured a little into her mouth. She swallowed and I slowly fed her the whole cup. She began to stir when we were about halfway through. Her eyes opened and she looked at me. She didn't say anything until she finished her soup.
"Thank you," she said. Her voice was low and husky.
"You're welcome," I told her. "Do you know who I am?"
"Yes," she said. "You're Macalastair Slate."
"Do you know what happened to your chopper?" I asked.
"Yes, someone didn't want me to find you. Benson pulled a gun on us and shot the pilot. We crashed."
"Are you going to tell me why you were looking for me?"
"Maybe; I haven't decided yet."
"What's going to make up your mind?"
"If you don't kill me in the next few minutes, I'll have an idea."
"Did you expect me to kill you?"
"I expected you to have horns and a tail. I didn't expect you to buy me dinner."
I laughed. "Well, I'm not going to kill you unless you try to kill me. Are you going to try to kill me?"
"If I was, I would say no, and if I wasn't, I would say the same thing."
"Yes, I guess you're right, but the same thing applies to me."
"I know, but you fed me and brought me here. If you wanted me dead, you could have left me out there."
"Maybe I'm planning to torture information out of you."
"Maybe you are. Are you?"
"No, but I didn't know enough about you to make a decision to let you die. You look like CIA or NSA. If you are, I may take you back. Are you hurt?"
"I think my leg is broken," she said. "My head hurts like hell. I think I have a concussion and I can't hear well. I think my eardrums are ruptured."
I looked in her ears and she had been bleeding. Her eyes looked normal so I thought the knock on the head would be okay in a couple of days. I helped her stand up but her leg wouldn't take any weight.
"I didn't catch that," I told her. "Do you want me to check?"
"What will that involve?"
"Do you want me to take your pants off, or cut them?"
"Will I need them again?"
"If I don't kill you; yes. We're quite a ways from shelter."
"Then we'll take them off. I don't want to be out there with my pants cut up."
She laid back and I unsnapped her pants. I pulled the zipper down and she cringed a little.
"Relax," I told her. "Whatever you've heard, I don't think you've heard I'm a rapist."
"No, I haven't heard that. Go ahead."
She had long cold gear on under her pants. It was very tight and she winced as I tried to push it up.
"You're going to have to take that off, too."
It was now quite warm in the small cave and I thought it wouldn't hurt her. I pulled at her waistband and her panties started to slide down, too."
"Whoops," she said, and grabbed her waistband.
I laughed and peeled the cold gear down. She had on nice panties. They were red lace and bikini cut. They didn't leave much to the imagination. Her legs were long, tanned and muscular.
"Um, are you going to ogle me or help me," she asked.
"Both," I told her. "I do enjoy a good ogle every now and again."
She laughed. "Just look at my leg."
It was badly bruised but the break wasn't compound and there wasn't any curve to it. I wrapped it up in an elastic wrap and pulled her cold gear back up, reluctantly. I helped her back into her pants.
"You have nice legs," I told her, "Nice panties, too."
She blushed furiously. "Thanks, I guess. My name is Caden Rush, by the way."
"Pleased to meet you, Caden Rush. I like that name."
"Thanks again. What are you going to do to me, Mr. Slate?"
"Nothing, if you mean kill you or hold you hostage. We might do some things together. It depends on you. If you tell me why you're here, I might help you. I won't let you die, but if you're here and your interests are opposed to mine, I might have to stop you. I'll do that however I have to. How did you know I was here?"
"I didn't. I knew you were in Norway and somewhere up north off the grid. We were just trying to get wind of you somewhere. We were checking towns. Will you tell me where we are?"
"No, not until you tell me why you're here."
"Well, the dance goes on," she sighed. "Did you really kill a Seal team in Macon?"
"Yes, I did."
"Why did you do that?"
"Why did they tell you?"
"You had information vital to National Security. They were trying to extract it and you killed them and escaped. Is it true?"
"Part of it is true. I have no information vital to National Security. I've been gone five years. Is the nation falling apart?"
"Yes, but not because of you."
"By 'extract' they meant torture and drug. That's how they were 'extracting' the information."
"I see. Now the question is, do I believe you?"
"I don't care if you do or don't, Miss Rush. It doesn't matter to me. I didn't come looking for you."
"So, we're at a stalemate. How long can we stay here?"
"A couple of days. I can only feed the dogs one more time."
She looked across the fire at them. They raised their heads when they felt her eyes on them. Sam rumbled in his throat, but Bella thumped the floor of the cave with her big fluffy tail.
"What kind of dogs are they? I've never seen such huge furry dogs. Are they friendly?"
"They're Tibetan Mastiffs. They're friendly to my friends. Bella is friendly to everyone unless she thinks I'm being threatened. Sam hasn't made up his mind about you."
"What would they do if they thought I was threatening you?"
"Don't make them think that. You wouldn't last a minute. They would kill you, even if I hadn't taken your gun."
"Can I have it back?'
"Maybe. If you tell me why you're here, I might give it back."
"We keep coming back to that."
"I know. That's where we're stuck."
"You were right about me," she said. "I'm not CIA or NSA, though. I'm with the Special Operations Group."
"So you are CIA. I don't remember what you do exactly, but I know that."
"Technically, we're part of the CIA, but we run our own show."
"You conduct intelligence operations in hostile countries, if I remember right. Is Norway hostile?"
"No, but you're considered hostile."
"I'm hostile to the CIA," I said.
"I don't understand that," she told me. "Why are you hostile to your own government?"
"Well, there's a little matter of kidnapping, torture and bondage I didn't care for much."
"I don't believe that happened. I was ordered to come here and talk to you," she said.
"Just talk? That doesn't sound right."
"I'm going to try to convince you to come back home," she said.
"I am home," I told her. "You're wasting your time. Why would I come back to be tortured and imprisoned?"
"You're supposed to come back because you like me," she said.
"I do, but it isn't going to happen," I told her. "Is there something special about you?"
"Yes, I'm related to you," she said.
"Really? I guess I shouldn't have looked at your panties, then."
She laughed. "We're not related by blood. Your wife, Sarah, had a twin sister. Her name was Melissa. Did you ever meet her?"
"No, we were only married three months before Sarah died. We were in Africa all that time. Why do you ask?"
"I'm Melissa's daughter. I'm sort of your niece."
"Well, I'm glad to meet you and I'd like to get to know you, but I'm not going back."
"I hope to convince you that things have changed. You would be in no danger if you went back. There's been a sea change, Macalastair. Things are different in the agency and in the military."
"Why did you need a Ranger team to talk to me then? Why are you here with me and your chopper is out there burning?"
"Benson was a rogue. He still thought you should be found and eliminated. We didn't know he was part of that."
"How many more are there like him? You have no idea, do you?"
"No, I don't. That's why we need you. You can tell us and we can get rid of them."
"Well, Miss Rush, I have to tell you that I don't give a damn. You can all go to hell as far as I'm concerned. Not you, personally, but the whole nasty bunch. I'm out and I intend to stay out. I'd like to get to know you, but I won't be going back."
"Okay," she said. "I just have to accept that. Stop calling me 'Miss Rush.' My name is Caden. What are you going to do with me?"
"If I take care of you until you can go, are you going to tell them where I am?"
"Yes, I believe that we need you. I'll tell them why you won't come in and advise them to let me work on you."
"You're persistent. I admire that. How are you going to persuade me?"
"I'm going to seduce you," she giggled. "Do you know that was what they wanted?"
"I can believe it. Jesus, girl, how can you work for people like that?"
"I don't work for them. I work for my country."
"You work for lines on a map? You fuck people for that?"
"No, I work for an idea. I work for freedom, the right to determine the course of your own life, the right to make free choices, the right to the rule of law; that's what I work for, and I wasn't going to fuck you."
"Do you imagine that the US represents those ideas? You're brainwashed, kid. That may have been true 200 years ago. It isn't anymore. Those ideas are dead. Are you aware that a majority of American citizens support the use of torture if it will keep them safe? They don't mind the government spying on them; reading their e-mails, listening to their phone calls? The America you're talking about is dead and in the grave. When the old hippies die, there won't be a dissenting voice in the country. You're becoming a nation of fascists. I think I'll just stay here."
"You're wrong, Macalastair. I mean, you're right, but I'm going to keep fighting for that. We can't be hermits and run away from all the problems of society. You're a coward. You just ran away."
"Let's see, have you forgotten the kidnapping, torture and bondage?"
"No, but that won't happen again. I won't let it happen."
"Thanks honey, but there's nothing you can do about it. Do you know why they want me?"
"Yes, you can do something paranormal. I don't know what."
"I can tell whether or not you're lying to me, Caden. I can tell if you're going to harm me. I can tell if there's anyone hostile close to me. I can tell you what they're going to do before they do it, and what I can do to stop it. I can tell that about people I care about, too. You can call it precognition, Spider Sense or whatever you want. They want to know how I can do that. I can't tell them. I have no idea. There are thousands of people in the world like that. We keep in touch with one another. The CIA wants to round them up and use us to facilitate their complete control of every area of people's lives. They were trying to torture the identities of those people out of me. I would rather die."
"Jesus, Macalastair. I had no idea. So you knew all along that I wasn't going to harm you?"
"No, I still don't know that. You haven't made up your mind. You're going to tell them where I am. That's going to harm me. The only way I see to stop that is to kill you. I could leave you here. You'd die here. Damn it, Caden. What am I going to do with you?"
"Please, Macalastair, don't let me die. I won't tell anyone."
"Now you're lying. You can't lie to me Caden."
"Shit, I forgot. I wasn't lying about not dying."
"I know. I don't want you to die."
"Then help me," she begged. "Let me convince you that we need your help. Convince me that I shouldn't tell. Don't just kill me! Please, Macalastair. I have a broken leg and a concussion. If you don't help me, I'm going to freeze. How can you live with yourself if you let that happen?"
"I can't," I told her. "How can you live with yourself if you rat me out and they torture me to death?"
"They won't do that."
"Bullshit; that's exactly what they'll do. I have an idea. I'll take you home with me. We'll get you better and then we'll work out a way for me to turn myself in. We'll meet somewhere here in Norway. I'll give myself up and we'll see what happens. If they try to take me, will you believe me?"
"Yes, that seems like a good plan. What if they do try to take you? What will you do?"
"I'll kill them all. Can you live with that?"
"I don't know. Do you have to do that?" she asked.
"What do you think?" I asked her. "Should I sing them to sleep? Should I tell them jokes and romance them into letting me go? They'll try to drug me, kidnap me and take me back. I know that's what's going to happen. I can see it. I know how I'll get away. I'm going to kill seven of them. Five more are going to live. You're going to get hurt, but not badly."
"My God, you really believe that, don't you?"
"I know it, but you don't. It's not a matter of a guess. I know exactly what's going to happen. I'm going to kill seven people for you, Caden. You better be damn grateful."
"You're wrong, Macalastair. It's not going to go down that way."
"Okay, you can think that if you want. It's late and we need to rest. I've got a nasty trek ahead of me tomorrow. Let's get some sleep."
I unrolled an Ensolite pad and my sleeping bag. When I started pulling off my clothes, she watched. I could tell she wanted to say something.
"What?" I asked.
"Jesus, you're huge, Macalastair. Your muscles have muscles. How much do you weigh?"
"Somewhere around 280," I told her. "I'm six feet six, in case you were wondering."
"Do you have another bag?" she asked.
"No, you have to sleep with me."
"I usually like for a guy to take me dancing before I sleep with him," she said.
I laughed a long time at that. "We're just sleeping, Caden. I'll romance you later."
"Are we sleeping naked?" she asked.
"What if I said yes?"
"I'd say I'm not tired."
"I'm leaving on my cold gear," I told her. "I suggest you do the same. Our clothes are wet and we'll sweat in the bag. We may have to get down to our underwear. It's a good bag, kid. We could sleep outside in it."
"You're going to have to help me," she said.
I unbuttoned her pants again and pulled them off. She winced as they went over her leg. I thought it might really be broken. Her coat was next and she had on a ballistic vest underneath. I took that off and pulled the black sweater over her head. She had on a cold gear top and I left that. I helped her hobble over to the sleeping bag and she got in. I rolled up the blanket for a pillow and climbed in after her. When I zipped the bag it was very cold and she shivered, but it warmed up rapidly. We lay there for ten minutes until finally she pushed my shoulder.
"This is ridiculous. I'm roasting. Why do you have such a warm bag? This isn't going to work. I'm starting to sweat. I can't sleep like this.
"Okay, it is uncomfortable," I said. "I'll get out and we can strip off."
I unzipped the bag and stood up. I stripped down to my boxers and helped her get off the bottoms of her cold gear. Those little red panties were on display again.
"It seems that you are destined to show me those panties," I told her.
She laughed. "Well, you're the first guy who's ever seen them. You should consider yourself privileged. I just bought them last week. If I'd known I was going to be in someone's sleeping bag, I'd have worn granny panties."
She sat up and pulled the top over her head. Her bra matched the panties. I didn't want to look but I couldn't help myself. She blushed and slid down in the bag. I climbed back in and zipped it up. It wasn't intended for two, especially if one of them was my size. I could feel her hip against mine. I rolled away, facing away from her, and drifted off. I had good dreams. I was holding Sarah in my arms and she felt amazing. Hair tickled my nose. I opened my eyes and it wasn't blonde. It wasn't Sarah. This was flame red and very long. It was all over us. Caden was spooned up against me with her head on my arm.



The other arm was across her and my hand was on one of her breasts. I could feel the lace of her bra under my hand and there was a hard little bump in the middle. I wanted to pull my hand away. I wanted to pull away from that firm little butt pressing against me. Her arm was on top of mine, holding me in place. The thought of those little red panties was running through my mind, causing things to happen.
I started to pull my arm gently away and she clutched my hand, pressing it against her breast. I froze and she slowly became aware. She turned and looked up at me. Her eyes were spectacular in the light from the dying fire and the sunlight from the mouth of the cave. They were a deep, cobalt blue and I swear there were violet tints in them. I learned later that they changed color. The violet came creeping in when she was excited and they turned almost grey if she was sad. Greenish was when she was angry and the deep blue was just normal.
She slowly released my hand and raised her arm.
I pulled mine out from under hers. "I'm sorry, Caden. I didn't mean to feel you up."
"I know," she said. "It's okay. I liked it, but don't do it on purpose. I'm hungry, thirsty and I need to pee."
"Which do you want to take care of first?"
"Pee," she said.
"Okay, let's get your cold gear back on. I'll build up the fire and then help you back farther inside. Call me when you're through and I'll help you back. I'll follow you and then do something about the hunger and thirst."
I built the fire into a roaring blaze. We dressed her and I hated seeing all that golden skin disappear. She sensed my disappointment and laughed. "You can look at me all you want until I get well."
"Really? I'm looking forward to it."
I helped her around the corner and rummaged around in my bag a little. She called me and I helped her back to the bag. I did my business and opened up my bag. I fed the dogs and got out the supplies I had.
I cooked chunks of bacon while she toasted bread and put cheese on the slices she cut with my knife. I let the bacon drip on the bread.
We ate everything I had and drank two bottles of water each.
"This is good," she said.
"A bit of onion and an egg would have been nice," I said. "I'd like a cup of coffee, too. How are you feeling?"
"My head aches like hell and my leg is killing me," she said.
"Are you allergic to Percodan?" I asked.
"No, why? Do you have some?"
"Yes, I have two."
"Jesus, why didn't you tell me, Macalastair? I hurt all night. My whole body hurts."
"I wanted to know if you had any other injuries. The drugs would have masked that. Do you have any other injuries?"
"I have a pain in the ass," she said. "His name is Macalastair. Give me one of those pills."
She swallowed it as I chuckled. In fifteen minutes she was high and felt like getting dressed. I packed up and put out the fire. I had to leave the skis. I put the snowshoes on and helped her out of the cave. The snow had stopped and the sun was shining, but it was cold as hell. She began to shiver almost immediately and I wrapped her up again in the blanked and tarp. I put her over my shoulder and started walking.
It was murder. We were so heavy that even the snowshoes didn't help much. I broke through into two feet of show on every step. I was in shape. If I wasn't, I wouldn't have made it. As it was, I had to stop and rest a dozen times and about half a mile from the house I started to sweat. She was shivering uncontrollably and I knew I had to make a last-ditch effort. It was like climbing Everest. I got to the packed down area around the shed and leaned against it for a minute, watching the dogs lunging through the snow. I got enough strength back to make it in the house. It was chilly inside. The fire had gone out. I put Caden down on the sofa and built an inferno in the stove and another in the fireplace. I pulled two chairs up between them and put Caden in one. I put coffee on and took her tarp and blanket.
She gave me her coat and vest and pulled off her shoes, stretching her feet out toward the fire. I went out and got the generator running. I have a gas backup, but I mostly use a little steam turbine. It's wood-fired, and I got the boiler up to pressure and went back inside. The lights were on and Caden was asleep in the chair.
There were a million things to do, and I got to it. I only had one bed. It was in the loft and I got the fans running to move the warmth from the stove and fireplace around. First aid supplies were in the bathroom, so I got those out. I kept casting supplies, and I got those, too. There were no women's clothes but I got her a sweatshirt and a pair of shorts with a drawstring.
I went and shook her arm. "Caden, I need to clean you up and take care of your leg."
She opened sleepy eyes. "Can't I rest for a while?"
"You can rest after," I told her.
I stripped her down to her underwear. She was high enough that she didn't protest. "I'm going to feel you up now," I whispered.
"Okay," she agreed. "Wait! What did you say?"
I laughed. "I was just kidding. This may sting."
Her head had bled a little from a cut on the bump, and she had abrasions all over her. I cleaned them up and washed her all over with a warm cloth. I cleaned the blood out of her ears and I put disinfectant on. She jumped when I touched her cuts and abrasions and I blew on them to soothe her.
When I had her cleaned up, I wrapped her leg in the soft padding from the casting kit.
"What color cast do you want?" I asked her.
"What are my choices?" she asked.
"Pink, blue, green or white," I told her.
"Green," she said. "You have to sign it, too."
I was laughing as I wound the fiberglass strips around her after dipping them in the hardening solution. I got a walking pad and wove it in. It was easy to apply, and I wound it up nearly to her knee. When I trimmed off the excess padding, it looked good. She hung it over the arm of the chair to dry and I made her a sandwich and a cup of coffee. I got the same for myself and found a bag of chips that we shared. The house was warm, I put the stove on automatic and moved her up over in front of the fireplace. We made s'mores and I carried her to bed. I tucked her in and she fell asleep almost immediately.
I woke her up at midnight and helped her to the bathroom. When she was finished, I carried her back to bed and gave her another Percodan. I replaced the one she had taken in my pack and turned in myself.
When I woke up the next morning, she was lying half across me. Her left arm was across my belly and her cheek was resting on my chest. The unbroken leg was across me and she felt like an angel lying there. I petted her back a little and her skin was like silk. Her flaming hair was covering both of us like a blanket. She stirred and looked up at me with those violet eyes.
"Good morning," I said. "It looks like you're the one feeling me up."
Her cheeks flushed but she didn't move. "I could get used to this," she said. "I need the bathroom again, though."
I carried her down and left her until she called. She wanted to take a shower and I needed one myself. I found a plastic garbage bag and wrapped it around her cast, binding the top with rubber bands.
"You need me to scrub your back?" I asked.
She laughed and shooed me out after I helped her to the door. I put a towel where she could reach it and laid out the shorts and sweatshirt.
"I don't have much you can wear," I told her. "No underwear, unless you want boxers."
"I might just wear them for shorts," she said. "I think I'd like that better. Go get me some."
When I came back, she was in the shower. I didn't peek as I left the boxers where she could reach them and went to make breakfast. I heard the shower stop, and after a few minutes she called. Her hair was wrapped in a towel and she looked adorable. I carried her to the kitchen counter and put her to work chopping onions, peppers and smoked sausages.
I went and showered and when I got back we made powered eggs and turned them into omelets; stuffed with the sausages, peppers and onions. They were very good, she said, and we stuffed ourselves. We drank a pot of coffee and sat on the sofa in front of the fireplace. She cuddled up against me and wanted to talk.
I told her about Sarah and she told me about her family. Her mother had passed away two years earlier. Her father was a professor of economics at George Mason. She had a little brother in college and she had been a spook for three years. She had graduated from Dartmouth and had a law degree from Yale. We talked until the afternoon and I had never felt more comfortable with anyone. I made roast beef sandwiches and potato salad for lunch. We went back to the sofa and she snuggled up again. She seemed to be a very physical girl. She wanted to be touching me all the time.
"Are you like this with everyone?" I asked her.
"No, of course not. I like you, though, and you're taking care of me," she said. "I hug around on my brother and dad all the time."
"Your aunt Sarah was like that," I told her. "My family didn't touch much and it took some getting used to."
"Does it bother you?" she asked. "I won't do it if you don't like it."
"I love it," I told her. "Don't ever stop. You make me feel warm all over."
She wiggled closer. We played cards and Trivial Pursuit until dinner. I roasted Cornish hens and baby carrots and we had a baked potato.
"You're a very good cook," she said.
"I like it," I told her. "I don't get to cook for people very much. I'm glad you like to eat. Do you like to do dishes?"
"No," she laughed. "It's only fair, though. Put me over by the sink and I'll do my part."
She cleaned up while I went outside and fed the dogs. I stoked the boiler and carried wood to the box. The cold hadn't let up, and I made sure we were ready. It looked like snow again.
When I went back inside, she was through with the dishes and I carried her to the sofa. I poured her a couple of fingers of good single-malt Scotch and got some for myself. We looked at old pictures of her aunt Sarah and me.
"She looked just like Mom did," she said. "It's so sad that they're both gone so young."
"Life isn't fair," I told her. "You just have to deal with it."
We had been dancing around the taboo subject of my abilities and she seemed ready to talk about it.
"When did you find out you weren't like other people?" she asked.
"I think when I was about 12," I said. "I could see things that were about to happen around me. It helped me in a lot of ways. I was very good at sports. When you know what the other team is going to do, it becomes easy. I could tell what the right answers were to tests and I did well in school. I went to MIT and the CIA recruited me out of college. I hid what I could do. Mom was the only one who knew and she had those abilities, too. She told me about other families. It seems to be genetic. There are about 30 families around the world. Most of us are in the US and Russia. There are some in England and France, too, and a few scattered in other countries. We were considered witches until modern times."
"How did the CIA find out about you?"
"I was working an operation in Israel. We were driving down the street and I knew there was a car bomb ahead. The only way out was to stop the car. I stopped and the other operative asked me what I was doing. He was a man named Gerald Watts. I told him it was a trap. I walked him through what was going to happen and he didn't believe me. We played it out and took the driver of the car bomb out. He had Watts at gun point and I killed him. Watts thanked me for saving his life by leading the team that kidnapped me."
"You killed him and the whole team. I didn't know the details."
"They didn't give me a chance. There were 30 of them. I killed eight while they were taking me, four in the truck after they took me and six more at the compound. I got three at the air base, six on the flight and the last three in that room in Macon. Benson lived."
"My God, Macalastair, how could you do that?"
"You mean the method, or how do I justify it morally?"
"I was talking about the method. You can answer the other if you want to."
"I can see opportunities. I calculate probabilities. For instance, the guys in the truck made a mistake. One of them got up to get a bottle of water. He crossed in front of the other three and I got my leg shackles around his neck. I crushed his throat and he dropped his gun. I knew where it was going to fall and I rolled on top of it and started shooting behind my back. I wasn't very accurate but it was close quarters."
"Jesus, that's creepy. You knew he was going to get up?
"Yes, they were kidnapping me, Caden. I knew they were going to beat the crap out of me. They waterboarded me 53 times and shot me full of drugs. I don't feel bad about killing them at all. I have the right not to be held against my will. I wasn't harming anyone. I saved Watts' life, for God's sake. I would have saved any one of those men. I have the right not to be tortured and given drugs. If anyone tries to take those rights away, I'm going to fight like hell and do anything it takes to keep them from doing it. Do you believe in self-defense, Caden?"
"Yes, I just heard the story differently."
"I just told you the way it happened. You can believe me or not."
"Everything I know about you firsthand tells me that you're telling the truth. You're incredibly gentle with me, Macalastair."
"I'm gentle with everyone who lets me be gentle." I told her. "You're nearly helpless. How could I not be gentle?"
"Give me my gun back and I won't be helpless."
I decided to do it. She wasn't going to shoot me, at least right away. I got up and got it out of my pack. I handed it to her and she gave it back.
"I didn't really want it," she said. "I was just seeing if you would give it to me. I'll take it when we go in. You keep it for me for now."
I put it on the fireplace mantle. It was late and I carried her up to bed. She pulled the comforter up and wiggled around. The sweatshirt came out and she dropped it on the floor.
I got in and she scooted over against me, her back to me and we fell asleep, back to back. When I woke up, the sun was coming up and she had turned to face me. She was hugging me and we were spooned up. I could feel bare breasts against my back and things started stirring. I got up before it got awkward and got dressed. She was still sleeping, and I let her stay there until she awakened. I went out to the shop and built a fire in the wood stove there. The dogs came in and laid on the floor and watched me. I thought about making Caden some crutches. I went to the lumber shelves and found what I wanted. I cut and sanded until the rough or sharp edges were gone and screwed them together. They didn't look bad and they were adjustable, but I needed rubber for the foot end. There was an old snowmobile belt around back and I glued rubber tips on the bottoms. She needed padding for under her arms and I found some carpet pad that would work. I covered the pad with leather and stapled it down. They didn't look bad at all.
I cooked breakfast and went upstairs with a tray. She was awake, waiting for me go come and get her. We ate in bed and talked. She was a little careless with the covers, and before long one luscious breast was exposed. A little pink nipple was staring at me. The breast was exquisite. It was big and firm and the areola was about the size of a quarter and a little puffy. She saw the direction of my gaze and looked down. She squealed and snatched the covers up.
"You could have told me," she accused.
"Then you would have pulled the covers up," I said.
"You're a bad boy," she said. "Go get me some clean clothes."
I dug around and found another sweatshirt and clean boxers. She pulled the sweatshirt on but not before I got another flash of those amazing breasts. Her face was as red as her hair and she swung her legs over the edge of the bed and stood up.
"Take me to the bathroom," she said, holding the clean boxers in her hand. "I need to shower. I need to pee, too."
I carried her downstairs and showed her the crutches. She was delighted with them. We had to adjust the height a little. She was taller than I thought. She went around the room and she could navigate just fine. She went into the bathroom and I read a book.
"What are you reading?" she asked when she came out.
"I'm reading The Abolition of Man," I told her.
"What's it about?"
"Philosophy," I told her.
"The killer philosopher," she said.
That hurt my feelings a little. I turned back to the book and she gasped.
"Jesus, I'm sorry, Macalastair. I shouldn't have said that."
"It's okay," I said. It wasn't. I didn't like her feeling that way about me.
She came over and sat by me. She took the book and set it on the coffee table. She took my face in her hands and made me look at her. There were tears in her eyes and they were a smoky grey.
"It isn't okay. I know that hurt. I'm very sorry. You don't deserve that from me. I love my crutches," she sobbed a little. "I'm so sorry, Macalastair."
I couldn't stand it. I pulled her to me and kissed her. She melted into my arms and her slender body shook as she cried. I could taste tears on her lush lips and they moved against mine as she tangled her fingers in my hair and kissed me fiercely. She slid her arms around my neck and climbed on my lap, straddling me as she continued to kiss me, over and over.
She nuzzled into my chest and I held her. "Do you forgive me?" she asked.
"Yes, baby; I'll forgive you for anything if that's the way you apologize," I told her.
"I liked it," she said. "This isn't part of my job, Macalastair. I wanted to do it. Can you tell?"
"Yes, I can always tell."
"That makes me feel odd that I can't lie to you."
"Do you lie often?" I asked her.
"Yes, I lie all the time. That's my job. I almost never lie about personal things, though." She wasn't lying.
She looked up at me and her eyes were blue. "I wish I could tell if people were lying to me."
"It's a curse, Caden. People tell polite lies all the time. Most of the time they don't want you to know, and if they think you do it gets very awkward."
"I can imagine. It would be nice if I knew you were telling me the truth. I hate doubting you, but I can't ignore the possibility that you're playing me."
"I know, but there's nothing we can do about it. We'll just have to wait and see. I know you're not playing me. That makes me very happy, Caden."
"Macalastair, I would like very much to make love to you. I can't with the way things are. I know it makes it seem like I don't trust you. I do, I just think you're wrong. Even if every detail went down exactly like you say it did, I don't think it's going to happen like that again."
"I'd like that, too. You honor me, Caden. I'll remember. I understand. In your place, I'd feel just like you do. I think you're hopelessly naive, but that's part of your charm. You seem like a wide eyed innocent to me. Keep that as long as you can. Can I at least hold you like this and kiss you? Will you still sleep with me?"
"Yes, I promised you back in the cave I'd let you look. Would you like that?"
"Oh, my God, yes. I had a couple of chances, you know. I didn't want to ogle you without your permission."
"You have my permission to ogle. You can even touch a little. Don't try to get me to go any farther. I probably would, but I would hate myself, after. I wouldn't like you very much, either."
"No, I won't then. I want you to like me."
"I do, more and more every day."
I hugged her close and wrapped her slender form up in my arms. She felt so little and cute I wanted to pet her all over.
"I never thought to ask you, Caden. Do you have a boyfriend or a lover out there? Are you married? Have you been married?"



She laughed. "I'm married to the job. I've had boyfriends, but never anything I was serious about. I dated the same guy all through high school. He wanted us to sleep together before we left for college. I wouldn't and he slept with my best friend to teach me a lesson. I learned it well. Men are cheating bastards who think with their pricks."
"Present company excepted, of course," I said.
"Yes, you surprise me, Macalastair. You've had plenty of opportunities to take advantage of situations and you haven't. I know when you got out of bed this morning you could have stroked me a few times and I'd have let you do anything you wanted. You didn't even look. Thanks for respecting me."
"I don't make people do things they don't want to do," I told her. "I don't even try to make them stop doing things they want to do that I think are bad for them."
"That's the difference between you and me. I want to make people do things they don't want to do if I think it will be good for them."
"I know, but I think it's morally indefensible," I said. "People have the right to go to hell in a hand basket. They own themselves. You either believe that or you believe in slavery. If they want to destroy themselves, they have that right. If they want to take drugs or prostitute themselves, who are you to tell them they can't? You don't own them."
"No, but they do harm to the rest of society. We wind up paying for their stupidity."
"Yes, but the question is, why do we pay for it? We only pay for it because we insist on meddling in things that are none of our affair."
"What if they take drugs and become invalids? Who takes care of them then?"
"No one, they chose that. Let them take care of themselves or die. I never interfere with the destiny people have chosen for themselves."
"You're very persuasive, Mack. Do you mind if I call you Mack?"
"No, I've been that most of my life. Would you mind if I called you Cade?"
"Yes, people do and I hate it. I won't call you Mack."
"No, it's okay, I was really asking, not trying to make a point. I actually love Caden."
"You love me?"
I laughed. "I was talking about your name." I looked down at her and she looked into my eyes and hers were filled with those violet tints. "My God, I do love you, Caden," I blurted out. I instantly regretted it. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to say that."
"Say it again," she said.
"No, I don't want things to be awkward between us. I'm sorry."
"So, if you love me, that's awkward?"
I realized that it wasn't. She hadn't changed. I couldn't feel any change in her.
"Why doesn't that make you feel awkward?" I asked her.
"Well, I think I love you," she said.
She was telling the truth! I tried to kiss her but she wouldn't let me.
"No, Mack; don't do that. I can't right now. It might make me do something I'd regret. Just hold me and don't move for a while. I'm very horny."
Of course, that made me feel like a 16-year-old on my first date. I petted that long flaming hair.
"Caden Rush, I love you," I whispered in her ear.
She stood up. "I told you to just hold me," she said. "I'm going to sit in this chair now." She stumped over to the chair on her crutches.
"I'm in love with a crippled girl," I told her.
She laughed. "Now that's more like it. Tell me a joke."
"A lawyer, a doctor and a rabbi go into this bar," I started.
"Oh, my God," she laughed. "Do you really know a joke that starts like that?"
"No, but I do know one about a lawyer, a doctor and a rabbi." I said. 'A doctor told her patient that he would need a heart transplant. She said, 'You can have a doctor's heart for $10,000, a Rabbi's heart for $25,000 or I can give you a lawyer's heart for $100,000.' The patient asked, 'Why is the lawyer's heart so much more expensive than the others?' 'Well,' the doctor said, 'we have to go through a lot of lawyers to find a heart'."
She laughed hysterically. "That was a good one, Macalastair. You know I'm a lawyer, right?"
"Yes, me, too," I said. "That doesn't mean it isn't true. Do you know why snakes won't bite lawyers?"
"No, why?"
"Professional curtesy," I said.
She liked that one, too. "I'm okay now," she said. "I'm coming back to your lap."
She stumped over and curled up on me. She felt like a kitten wiggling around to get comfortable.
"How long do I have to be in this cast?"
"I think six weeks," I told her. "I'm a lawyer, not a doctor."
She laughed again. I loved hearing that husky little laugh.
"I can't wait six weeks," she said. "I'll go crazy. What do you do here, Mack? Doesn't it drive you crazy?"
"Caden, except for the three months I was married to Sarah and before my mother died when I was sixteen, I've always been pretty much alone. I'm happy in my own company. I have Sam and Bella. I have my books, I hunt and fish, I go to Hammerfest once a month, and sometimes I have a drink and talk to people. I occasionally meet a lady and ask her out. I'm never bored. There's too much to do when you live this far north."
"You have no telephone, no internet, no computer and no television," she said. "How do you get news?"
"I don't give a damn about the news," I said. "I do have a computer. I have a television and a Play Station 4, too. I own thousands of movies."
"When were you going to tell me about this?"
"I wasn't. I'm having too much fun talking to you."
"That's very flattering, but I want to watch a movie. Where is your stuff?"
I opened the door to the basement and waited for her to stump over. "I can't go down the stairs," she said. "You're going to have to carry me."
She held her crutches in one hand and I picked her up. I took advantage of the opportunity to squeeze her butt. I'd been dying to get my hands on it anyway. It felt amazing. It was very hard and I could tell she was very strong.
She gasped. "Stop that," she said. "You're horrible."
"No," I told her. "I'm going to do this every time I carry you from now on."
She let me get a good squeeze in and wiggled it provocatively. I set her down at the bottom of the stairs and she looked around.
"Jesus, Macalastair, you have quite a setup here."
I had a huge TV, a very good sound system and a big recliner in front of it. There were shelves full of movies and some with games.
"What games do you have?" she asked.
"Skyrim is my favorite," I told her. "I have Madden football, an NBA game, Grand Theft Auto, Saint's Row and some shooters. Are you a gamer?"
"Yes, but I mostly play the combat games."
"I have Call of Duty. You want to play?"
She did, and we played coop and against each other. "It's more fun online," she said. "You're too good for me."
"Well, being online means girls from the Special Operations Group drop in on you uninvited," I told her.
We were sitting together in the recliner and she punched me. "Yes, and one of them is going to show you the time of your life as soon as she can walk."
"I enjoy carrying her," I said. "She lets me play with her butt. It's fantastic!"
She punched me again. "I told you to stop! You did it anyway."
"It was your Call of Duty to stop me."
She gave a disgusted sigh. "You're an idiot, Mack. The pun is the lowest form of humor."
"On the contrary," I told her. "Frequent punning is a sign of genius."
"Save me, God," she said. "I want to eat popcorn and watch a movie."
"Don't you want to eat dinner first?"
"Well, yes, now that you mention it. What are we having?"
"Chicken ala King," I said.
"I don't know what that is," she admitted.
"Wait and be surprised then," I told her. "Play something on the computer or on the PlayStation and I'll have it ready in an hour."
I made biscuits first and popped them in the oven. I made more than we needed so we could eat them for dessert. The secret to good biscuits is a crispy bottom, a moist center and a flaky top. You get the last two by not working the dough too much. Shortening in the bottom of the pan makes them crispy. I cooked the chicken and made the gravy. We had green peas and I cooked those, too. Thyme, shallots, dry sherry, parsley, onion and heavy cream, along with salt and red and black pepper, went inside the pot. It needed to simmer for a while and I turned it down. The mushrooms were sautéed and ready to go in.
When the biscuits were done, I mixed the other parts and left them to simmer. I made cinnamon and honey butter and got out some grape jelly. I went down to get Caden and she paused her game. She stumped over to the stairs and tried to go up. It wasn't working.
"I think you could go down easily, but not up," I said.
"Now you tell me," she grumbled. "So help me God, Macalastair, if you touch my butt I'm going to stab you with my fork at dinner."
I didn't touch her butt. I picked her up and knelt down with her across my knee. I kissed her thoroughly, and she melted. She clung to me and her lips were alive against mine. When I squeezed her butt she didn't even notice. I carried her upstairs and all the way to the bar while she refused to stop kissing me. I put her down on the barstool and she finally let me go.
I got the biscuits out of the oven and asked her if she wanted one, or two. She decided to start with one since she didn't know if she would like it.
"It smells delicious, though," she said. "Where did you learn to cook like this?"
I've always known," I told her. "I just pick things that I know are right for what I want to do."
"You're a big fat cheater!" She couldn't believe it. "You mean your abilities make you a good cook?"
"No, they help me know how much of what I should put in. They don't give me the original ideas."
"It's still cheating," she thought.
"Did your grandmother knowing how to cook without a recipe because of her experience make you think she was cheating?"
"No, but you used a key word here; 'experience.' She got her ability to do that by experience."
"I just get my experience beforehand. The result is that same. Give it a try."
She cut her biscuit up and took a bite.
"Well?" I asked.
"You don't have to fish for compliments," she said. "You know it's delicious. I'm going to want two, after all."
We ate all we wanted and I buttered biscuits with cinnamon butter. I buttered more with normal butter and put grape jelly on them. The coffee was ready, and I got two mugs and took them downstairs. When I came back up I put the biscuits on a tray and took them down. She tried going down the stairs and managed to master the trick.
She had picked out the movie. It was one of those star-crossed lovers' tragic romances. I can't imagine what possessed me to buy it. I hated it, but I didn't tell Caden. We ate biscuits and drank coffee. I fed her and she liked the cinnamon butter best. She wept and laughed and wept again as the movie unfolded. She sobbed as the hero made his last tragic and maudlin statement.
"Oh, my God, that was so sad, Macalastair. Wasn't that a great movie?"
She clung to me and kissed me for a long time. "I loved the ending," I told her.
She finally quit crying and we cuddled for a while. She was tired and I took her upstairs. When my hands slid down, she didn't object and I held her butt in my hands as I climbed the stairs.
"I see you've become reconciled," I said.
"Yes, I actually kind of like it," she said. "I just don't like men treating me like a sex object."
"You mean men you don't intend to have sex with?"
"Yes. Of course I want the men I intend to have sex with to treat me like that."
I put her down and she hobbled off to the bathroom to shower. I brought her clean clothes down and knocked on the door. "Just throw them in," she called. I did, although I wanted to go in and get in the shower with her. When she came out, I showered and carried her upstairs. I put her in bed and crawled in. Her t-shirt came out from under the covers and she curled up with her back to my chest. I could feel that fantastic butt against me and her naked back against my chest.
She looked up at me and her eyes were pure violet. "Don't take me, Mack. No matter what I say, okay?"
I nodded and she pulled my arm over her and placed my hand on her left breast.
"You can feel it," she said.
I cupped it in my palm and lifted it up, feeling the weight in my hand. It was large and heavy and very firm. She still had the resilience of youth and there wasn't an inch of sag in spite of their weight. It kept its shape, even lying on her side. I ran my finger around the areola in a circle and it crinkled up a little. I felt the puffiness forming a little miniature cone. I touched the little nipple and she shivered. I rolled it between my thumb and forefinger and she moaned and shuddered. She spun over and clung to me, her body seeking mine, and I held her in my arms. Her passion rose and she tried to slide down. I held her firmly and kissed her firmly.
"No, Caden!" I told her. "Relax; rest, it's time to sleep. Turn back over, baby and let me just hold you."
The violet fire smoldered and died in her eyes. She kissed my lips. "Thank you, Macalastair," she said. "You're the sweetest man I've ever met."
She rolled back over and snuggled in. I held her breast in my hand and we slept. In the morning, there was a change in her. She was no longer sure of herself. She was beginning to trust me and that made her question her assumptions about what the CIA was going to do when they found me. She didn't know what to think.
She became even more physical with me. She constantly rubbed herself against me and touched me whenever I was close. She kissed me fifty times a day and her eyes glowed every time she looked at me. It was driving me crazy and I decided to alter our timetable. As soon as I did, the possibilities shifted around and I didn't see her getting hurt, anymore. Instead, I saw that there was little likelihood that I would get out unscathed. The way with the least damage involved her shooting a CIA agent.
I told her I had been thinking about a way to move things along as soon as she could use her walking boot. She was all in favor of that. Anything that took the load of doubt and anxiety off her mind was good, the way she saw it.
"I'm on edge all the time, Mack," she told me. "I need to get this over with one way or another. If it turns out like you think it will, I'll know what to do. If it turns out like I think it will, you'll go with me and everything will be good, too."
"Let's suppose it turns out like you want it to," I said. "What, exactly, do you think is going to happen?"
"I think we'll come in, we'll meet with some top people and you can tell them what they need to know. Would you mind if we ran some tests on you?"
"I'm not a lab rat, Caden."
"No, of course you aren't. What if it would help people?"
"I would like to help people, in the abstract. How much of my life do I have the responsibility to give up to help other people? Where will the tests be run and will I be free to quit if I feel like the demands are unreasonable?"
"I'll fight for that, Macalastair," she said. "If those aren't the conditions, we won't do it."
"If they won't agree to those conditions, what are you going to do?" I asked her.
"I'll help you walk out."
"What if they won't let me go?"
"We'll shoot our way out. I'm not a monster, Mack. I don't want you tortured or held prisoner."
"Are you really willing to do that? Will you shoot a fellow agent?"
"Yes, if he's violating your rights. I won't let anyone hurt you."
"Okay, supposing they want to play nice. What's going to happen to you?"
"I'll ask to be assigned to the project. We can't do any testing here. Where would you be willing to go?"
"I'd be willing to go to Reykjavik or Geneva."
"Why there?"
"I can protect myself there."
"Well, I don't see what that would be a problem. I'm kind of dancing around something here. Do you think you will want to be with me afterward?"
"You mean if it goes well and they agree that I get to call the shots?"
"Yes, that's what I mean."
"Will you want to be with me if it doesn't go well?' I asked her.
"I won't have anywhere else to turn," she said. "Damn it, Macalastair, I'm trying to get you to say something. Here I am, head over heels in love with you and you won't even tell me you'll let me be with you." She began to cry and I felt like a heel. We were sitting on the sofa and I pulled her down and she lay on my lap with my arm supporting her head.
"I want to be with you no matter what happens, baby," I told her. I pushed her hair back and cupped her cheek in my hand. I traced one of those high cheekbones and marveled at the little dusting of freckles across her cheeks and her nose.
She stopped crying and held my hand against her face.
"That's what I wanted you to say. When will we begin?"
"As soon as you get off your crutches. I'd say another week or two. We can start getting ready right away. I think we could leave for Oslo soon. It will take us a while to get there this time of year, especially if we don't want to attract any attention."
"Tell me about it," she asked.
"The only way out from where I live is by snowmobile. We would need to ride over to Hammerfest. It's a 22 hour drive from there to Oslo. This isn't the time of year to try the drive." Besides, I explained to her, we'd have to pass through multiple countries. Caden had no papers, and although I could fix that in Oslo, I didn't have that ability at home.
We would need to fly, and if someone was looking for us, that was risky. It was a risk I felt like we could take. We would be on the move and Norway just isn't an important enough country for the US to have many assets here. I had two safe places in Oslo. One of them was perfect.
As soon as she could use her walking boot we packed our bags for traveling and I promised to get her clothes in Hammerfest. We couldn't take guns. I put 500 pounds in the self-feeders for the dogs. I knew a native I could pay to come and check on them. They knew him from previous trips and wouldn't eat him.
When we got ready to leave, Caden cried. "I wish we could stay here forever," she wept. "I love this place. This is where I met you."
"I'm all for that," I told her. "This is all your idea. I was here before you came, remember?"
"I can't," she agonized. "I can't live with not knowing. It would drive me crazy. I can't be with you like I want to without knowing. Do you understand?"
"Sort of," I told her. "It's different with me. I don't have to take things on faith, so I really don't know what you're feeling. I wish you'd just believe me."
"I do believe you," she said.
I hadn't known that. It surprised me and shocked me a little. "So tell me again why we're going?
"I think the situation has changed," she said. "I was just supposed to talk to you. I didn't have any orders to kidnap you."
"I think they were using you, Caden. They thought I would have a soft spot for you because of your connection to Sarah. How else do you explain the team they sent with you?"
"I can't explain them. I don't know what their orders were. I assumed it was to protect me."
"From me? Did you imagine that I would be a danger to you?"
"What if I had come and knocked on your door? Would you have been glad to see me?"
"Decidedly not, but I wouldn't have reacted violently. If you had come with Benson I would have shot first and asked questions later. Why in God's name did they send him? They had to have known I would have killed him on sight and anyone with him."
"He was part of the support team. He wasn't part of the team that was going to make contact with you. Once we located you I was tasked to personally approach you solo."
"Okay, we'll see where that goes. You've completed your mission. All you have to do is bring me in. I'm going voluntarily. If anyone tries to make it involuntary, I'm going to take it personally."



We got out the snowmobiles, and Caden began to get the hang of it after the first 15 minutes. Snowmobiles are very fast, capable of automobile speeds in the open. At least, mine are. As she became more familiar with the balance, our speed was upward of 50mph. In an hour and a half we were in Hammerfest and we parked our machines at the house of the native who would be looking after the dogs.
We walked downtown and she got the rudimentary clothes she needed. "I'm going to be glad to have a bra," she said. "Another six weeks and my boobs would be down around my knees."
I squeezed one. "Feels so amazingly firm to me that I think you don't need to worry about that," I told her.
"I wasn't really worried about that," she said. "Jesus, lighten up. Mack.'
It was a long flight to Oslo. It was late afternoon when we got in, and we caught a cab to the waterfront. There was an old cannery there that looked like it was rusting away. Those were carefully cultivated looks. It was actually in very good shape, structurally. The interior was dry and clean. There was a very good fence around it, and I had mined it years ago when I first acquired it. Walking around the grounds inside was dangerous to the uninvited. The gate was electric and swung on high-grade steel. When it was closed, it was reinforced by two four inch steel bars that closed and interlocked. You couldn't just drive through it.
The fence, itself, was steel, ten feet high with razor wire on top, and I could electrify it. There were two inch steel rods between the fence posts with caltrops built into the bottom of the fence. I punched in the code and the gate swung open.
It closed in 30 seconds, and I punched in another code on a garage door. We walked in and I turned on the generators. The buildings weren't hooked up to utilities, but I had two huge Cummins diesel generators. The lights came on and I led her through the factory. It was all metal on the exterior, and it looked rusty, but the metal was sound. A contracting crew worked on it all the time, replacing the metal that was rusted through with carefully superficially rusted replacements. The complex was nearly half a mile long and it butted up against the fjord on the far end. There was a dock inside and I had a 41-foot retired US Coast Guard UTB tied up there. There were a dozen gates through steel wire partitions that required codes before we reached the area where I had made living arrangements. I fired up the heaters and we soon had the area livable. I showed Caden around and she was impressed. There was a nice kitchen, a bedroom, a library, a communications center and an armory there.
I replaced her 9mm with a 45ACP in the same model and got myself another. We didn't need long arms yet, and we left them alone. We needed to go shopping and I took her to get the Volvo truck we had passed on the way in. We bought groceries and five prepaid cell phones. I would use them and then throw them away.
Caden made the first call, and events began to unfold. Her superiors had no idea she was alive or what had happened to their team. They had no location on the chopper crash and Caden couldn't tell them where it had gone down. She told them she had made contact with me and that I was ready to talk. They needed 48 hours to set it up, and we agreed to meet at the ferry terminal. She told them we would call and what time to expect it.
We had driven 20 miles away from the factory and she threw the phone in the trash. We drove four blocks down the street and settled in to wait. It took them four hours to get someone there. Two men eventually showed up. They canvassed the area and finally located the phone in the trash. I asked Caden if she knew either of them, but they were new to her. I suspected that they were local assets, and when we followed them it turned out that they were police. We waited again, and when they got off shift we followed one of them home. I had a cable TV uniform and I carried a clipboard up to his apartment. When he answered the door I hit him with the taser. He went down and I picked him up and carried him out to the truck. We strapped him down and drove three miles away.
He recovered and we questioned him. Caden had on a ski mask and she handled the questions using a voice modulator. She was bundled up until you couldn't tell her sex and she was wearing dark glasses. I didn't care if he recognized me.
"Who contacted you and what were your orders?" she asked him. She was very sinister and he was plainly terrified. He appeared to be even more afraid of her than he was of me.
He gave us the name of his contact and told us that he had been ordered to find us but not to make contact. They had traced the call location and he and his partner had gone there to get eyes on us. When they found the phone, they realized that it was a burner and that we weren't in the area. They had no orders to harm us and they were not to make contact, merely observe.
I duct taped his hands behind his back and put a strip over his eyes. Then we pushed him out. I drove back to the factory complex and we unloaded our groceries.
We nuked pizza and settled in to wait.
"I think it's a good sign that they didn't send snipers or a team to capture you," she said. "The lunatics aren't running the asylum anymore,"
"It's an encouraging start," I conceded. "I don't see any long term change, though."
She counseled patience and I had plenty of that. When I got to spend time talking to Caden, I had all the patience in the world. The time passed quickly, and we drove 10 miles in the other direction. She made the call and we set up a meet time at the ferry terminal.
I put together a plan and we went over it. She was to wait in the truck. I was going to hack into the terminal network and she would be able to watch over their security system. I was going in dressed to change my appearance three times. I wore a hat and sunglasses, a reversible jacket and a sweater over my shirt.
I parked outside and started hacking their WiFi.
"How are you doing that?" she asked. "How do you know their passwords?"
"I don't," I told her. "I just type the letters that are right. I can tell which ones they are."
"Damn," she said. "I wish I could do that."
"I'll lay hands on you later and impart the gift," I told her.
She laughed. "I can't believe you still have the ability to joke around at this stage. Be careful in there, Mack. I don't want to lose you." She clung to me and kissed me for a long time.
"Nothing is going to happen to me in there," I assured her. "I'll be out in 33 minutes."
"Are you sure? Is this something you know or you just trying to make me feel better?"
"No, I can tell."
We had a two-way radio hookup and we checked it. I put in our earpieces and we were good to go.
I got out and walked in. There were hundreds of people milling around and I hung back along the wall until she told me she had me spotted. I had to assume that they were watching the same feed but I kept my face down so they couldn't use facial recognition software on me. She spotted our contact and told me where she was. It was a woman she knew. She thought highly of her and I checked the area out.
"There are three more with her," I told Caden. "The man reading the hot-rod magazine on the bench, the blonde on the second phone from the right and the guy in the trench coat at the store. I'm going to approach her."
I walked the long way around the room and stood behind a column, out of sight of the camera.
"Mack, I can't see you," Caden said in my ear.
"I know, neither can they. I'm going to call her."
"Where are you?" the woman asked when she answered the phone.
"I'm behind you. Don't turn around. What's your name?"
"Malinda Crane; don't play games with me, Slate. You set this up."
"Yes, you came looking for me. What do you want?"
"We want information. The situation got out of hand in Jaffa. The cowboys were running the show. We regret what happened to you there. If you'll stay in contact with us, we just want to run intel by you. If our relationship is working out and you feel like you can trust us we'd like to run tests on you. Anything you don't feel good about, we pull the plug."
"What about your three buddies? They want to play nice, too?"
"Two of them do. The blonde one thinks you're dangerous and weird. She won't do anything about it. She's not very decisive."
"Will you walk out of here with me by yourself? You won't let them tail you?"
"Yes, I'll tell them you've agreed to talk to me, but you don't want any company."
"You're lying, Miss Crane. Not about your three buddies, but they have some way of tracing you."
"I was hoping you wouldn't catch that," she chuckled. "I have a chip in my neck. They'll know where I am, but they won't come within five miles of me. Those are the orders. If you kill me, they'll know and come for you. I don't exactly trust you, either."
"How many people do you have here?"
"Those three, plus twelve more."
"Good, you didn't lie. Tell them you're leaving and walk out the exit marked K. Walk down Kelly Street to Pine. Turn north and I'll meet you."
She stood up and held her hand to her ear. I saw her talking and she pulled out the earpiece. Her agents looked the crowd over, but I had turned my back and was walking out exit D. I stopped beside a kiosk and left the glasses. I turned my jacket inside out and watched her. No one was following her. I guess they were depending on the chip.
My street paralleled hers and when she turned on Pine we met in the middle of the block. There were several people on the sidewalk and she didn't recognize me. I walked up behind her.
"Malinda, I have a .45 aimed at your back," I said. "Just stand here and wait." I called Caden in and the truck pulled up.
I made her get in the back, and when we were in, I pinned her to the side of the truck. I searched her and took a 9mm out from under her coat and a .32 out of an ankle holster.
"If you wanted to feel me up, you could have just asked," she said.
"If you didn't want to be felt up, you could have given me the weapons," I replied. "Okay, sit down and relax."
Caden drove through the streets and pulled up at the complex. She opened the gate and the door and drove in. When she opened the door, Malinda and I got out. Caden hugged her.
"I'm glad you're alive," Malinda said. "When your chopper didn't show we thought you must have found Slate and he took you all out."
"He didn't have anything to do with the helicopter going down," Caden told her. "Benson heard that he had been seen in Hammerfest. He pulled a gun on us and said Macalastair was too dangerous to be allowed to live. Davis jumped him and he shot the pilot by accident. We crashed and I was the only one who survived. Macalastair found me. I had a concussion and a broken leg. You can see the cast. I was freezing to death and he saved my life. He's been nursing me all this time and he agreed to meet with us because I asked him. He saved my life, Malinda. I believe he's telling the truth about what happened in Jaffa and in Macon. The team was torturing him. He killed them to get away."
"It doesn't matter," Malinda said. "That isn't going to happen again. We have three high priority assets and we want to run them by him. What happened before will go away if he helps us. These are terrorists whom we believe are part of two groups planning to kidnap and execute American citizens."
"That's all you want?" I asked.
"No, we want you to be available to do that any time we need you."
"Where would this happen?" I asked.
"It could be here if that's what you want," she said. "There's more. We know what you have is a recessive gene combination. We would like to do some medical tests on you to see if it can be replicated and what the conditions might be. It would be helpful if we had other test subjects. As we move along and you find out we can be trusted, would you be willing to reveal other names?"
"There's no way in hell that's going to happen," I said.
"Please, Mack," Caden pleaded. "Don't be like that. I know you won't sell out your friends. Would you be willing to ask them if they would voluntarily participate?"
I couldn't resist her. "I'll ask them, but I won't tell you any names without the permission of the people involved, and I want to monitor them. I want to make sure they aren't being spirited off somewhere to be tortured."
"We couldn't ask for any more," Malinda said.
"Okay, what's next?" I asked. "What will you do, both of you girls, if you find out this is an elaborate scheme to get hold of me, force me to reveal the names and round us all up?"
"I'll fight for you," Caden said. "Malinda, what about you? What if they've taken us younger agents and fed us a line and that's what they're really planning?"
"I won't work for people like that. I'll defend you with my own life, Macalastair."
"You're going to survive," I told her. "Do you want to be with Caden and me, or do you want it to look like I shot you and left you alive?"
"What the hell are you talking about," she said. Her voice had an edge of fear in it. "If you got me here to kill me, they'll never stop hunting you."
"They aren't patient people," I said. "I would have gone along just to ease Caden's mind. You would have got the intel you wanted on the terror suspects and I would have let you do the tests. Are there really terrorists, or do you think that was a ruse, too?"
"I don't know what you're talking about," she said. "There was no ruse."
"Yes, there was," I said. "I know you're telling the truth. It's like I told Caden, they're playing you. You need to answer my question, Malinda."
"I want to be with you," she said. "What's going on?"
"Look," I pointed at the monitors. There were 12 of them. They were dressed in urban camouflage and they had assault weapons. They were getting out of an RV parked across the street from the gate. I could see demolition charges in the hands of two of them. They ran across the street and placed them against the gatepost.
"Malinda, let's see how committed you are," I said. "Flip the big yellow switch there. We need them all down so they can't follow us or track us."
She pulled the relay and the lights dimmed as the fence took the charge. "Arm yourselves with whatever you like," I told them. "Grab your stuff and put it in the boat."
"What are you going to do?" Caden asked.
"I'm going to blow them up," I said. "It's likely that they won't come in without being drawn in. We can't afford much of a fire fight."
I took an M16 and a Remington combat shotgun. "Stay here until I get back," I told them.
"No, don't leave," Caden clutched at me. "Don't leave me here, Macalastair. You're not doing this."
"You can't run, baby," I told her. "I'm going to need to run."
She clung to me and Malinda looked at her, comprehension beginning to dawn in her eyes. "So that's the way it is," she said. "I didn't know, Caden. I'll go with him."
I knew she was going to say that. This was where we were both going to get hurt.
"Caden, go get in the boat and get it started. Don't raise the doors. We'll ram them off with the boat. We'll need hot water and bandages. Painkillers and blood are in the refrigerator over there. Bring it all." I kissed her and Malinda and I jogged off.
We were halfway to the garage when I heard the thump of the explosives. I knew they wouldn't take the gate down with what they had. They would try to use the RV and two of them were going to be electrocuted. We left the gates open and hurried toward the garage. There was a crash and the lights went out. They came back up as breakers tripped and I knew they were probably in.
There were screams outside and two explosions as someone hit the caltrops and two mines exploded. A ram thumped the door three times and it began to sag. I put six rounds through it and someone screamed again. The door was badly bent and the next thump brought it down. I was shooting and I heard Malinda firing bursts. They came swarming through and we got three before they located our position and returned fire. We fell back and Malinda took a bullet low through her belly, just above her hipbone.
I snatched her up and slammed a gate behind us. As I trotted down the walkway I got hit in the back, just under my left shoulder blade and to the outside. It felt like I had been kicked by a mule and it staggered me. I made it through another gate and there was a firing position there. I put Malinda down and we took five more of them at the first gate. Two more went down at the second and they were going to overrun us. Malinda could run, after a fashion, and we limped along, leaking blood as we ran. Four more gates closed behind us and we were in the living area.
I led her down a flight of stairs and we heard the diesels of the boat idling ahead. I pulled the switch and the one minute timer started. Malinda had climbed aboard and I struggled up the ladder myself.
"Go," I shouted at Caden. "Smash through the doors and take us far away from here. Find an island between us and here and put some distance into it before you stop.
"You're bleeding," she froze. "Oh God, you're both bleeding."
"Go or we're going to die here," I shouted.
She thrust the throttles forward and the big boat surged ahead. We crashed through the doors and made fifty yards before the explosions started. It started near the gate and progressed down the building. Fire rolled 50 feet in the air and the building blew apart. We were two hundred yards away when the blast wave hit us. The boat reeled from the shock and the whole complex was a roaring inferno.
Caden kept driving and I looked at Malinda's wound. It was serious, but she was going to live. I didn't feel like I would. By the time I had treated her, my head was swimming. My whole right side was stiff and bloody and it was running down my back. The floor came up and hit me as I heard Caden scream. I couldn't remember lying down, but the deck felt wonderful. I would just close my eyes for a minute.
*****
When I came to, we weren't running. The boat generators were running and it was warm, but the engines had been shut down. I was lying on something soft. There was a pillow under my head and a blanket over me. I looked up and there was a deck chair sitting beside me. Caden was sitting in it. She heard me stir and she knelt beside me. I tried to reach up and pet her. She was crying and she looked like she had been crying for a while.
"My shoulder hurts like hell and my right arm doesn't work," I told her.
"You were shot," she said. "I got the bullet out. It was under the skin on your pectoral. You've lost a lot of blood. I didn't know what type to give you."
"It's all O negative," I told her. "We can all take that."
She jumped up and got a bag and tube out of the refrigerator. She started an IV in my arm and gave me two pills to swallow. One was an antibiotic capsule and one was a pain pill. She opened a bottle of water and I swallowed them down. In fifteen minutes I was feeling better.
Do you think you can get up and get in a bunk?" she asked.
"Yes, I think so. Where's Malinda?"
"She's in bed. We need to get her some blood, too. She didn't lose as much as you. We tried to get you in bed but you weigh a ton, Mack. We might lift your weight, but we couldn't find any handles."
I laughed and it hurt. She helped me up and I leaned on her while my head spun and the deck tilted around me. I felt better, and she took me to the bunks. There were five, and Malinda was in one of the others. She was asleep and we didn't wake her.
Caden made sure I was comfortable and went to get the bedding they had put on the deck for me. She put it back on the bunk and went to get a bag of blood and an IV line for Malinda. She woke her up and got the blood drip started. She pulled a chair over between us and sat down.



"We need to talk," she said. "I don't know what our next move is. We're going to be hunted. Do you think they can find us?"
"They can find me," Malinda said. "They just have to find the chip."
"What's the range?" I asked.
"Less than 10 miles. If we had a scalpel we could take it out."
"We do have a scalpel," I told her, "but I think we should leave it in for now. You've lost enough blood. They don't know we're at sea; there are thousands of islands out here and thousands of boats, too. They'd have to get very lucky."
I thought about it for a minute. "No, they aren't going to find us. It looks like we're going to find them."
"What do you mean?" Caden asked. "Are you doing the prophet thing?"
"Yes, but I can't figure out why you want to find them."
"I don't," she said. "Malinda, are you planning to contact someone?"
"No, I'm planning to lay here and heal. I'm dying here, Caden. I need to sleep."
Caden moved her chair over by me. We talked quietly for a while.
"Macalastair, I need to say something to you," she said.
"What is it, baby?"
"I was wrong," she said. "I should have listened to you. We should have stayed at Hammerfest. I'm very sorry. I trusted you, but I had to know."
"I understand, Caden. I was wrong, too. Evidently there are some people in the agency that are straight. Malinda was, and maybe we can find others. You two give me hope. If we can get enough people like you two, if we can find some sort of leverage, maybe we can do something about the situation."
"I know you just did this for me," she started to cry. "You knew you were going to get hurt and you did it anyway because I wanted you to. God, I love you, Mack. I never dreamed I'd know a man like you. I can't believe you. I've never heard of anyone that would just deliberately take a bullet to prove a point. I thought you were going to die, Mack. You were unconscious and bleeding all over the place. You scared me to death. Don't ever do anything like that again, no matter what I want. I'll never doubt you again. I know how much you love me. You just showed me. Tell me."
"I love you, Caden," I told her. "I'll always love you. Don't cry now. I don't want you to be sad."
"I'm not sad about anything but that you're hurt and I can't make love to you," she said. "What are we going to do, Mack?"
"We need to get somewhere safe. I have another location in Oslo. We need to get there and I'm going to lean on you a lot. You're going to have to do most of the heavy lifting."
"I'll take care of it," she said. "What do you want me to do?"
"We have to stay out of sight. You need to cover up that hair. Wear a hat everywhere you go. That's your most distinguishing feature. Well, except for your butt."
She laughed. "You're incorrigible, Mack. Just tell me what to do."
"I have a boat slip at Sentrum, We need to get there and you need to catch a bus back to Oslo." I gave her the address. "It's a jeweler, and he has a store in the front. I'm going to give you a key. It's to a door in the back of the shop. His name is Jacobs. Through the door is a whole complex. It's an old building that was used for a lot of different things. There's a garage door in the back and a car in there. Get the car and come get us. We'll go from there."
"Okay, I'll get started. Are you okay? Do you need anything?"
"I just need to sleep. Wake me up when you get back with the car."
I gave her the key and she went up. I heard the engines rumble to life and I could feel that we were underway. I drifted off and the dreams weren't good. It was a big black thing and Caden dragged me out of it. It was dark outside and she was stroking my face.
"Wake up, Mack," she said. "I have the car. We need to wake Malinda up and go."
Malinda was in a lot of pain when she woke up, and we gave her pain medication. In thirty minutes we got her up and we made it to the car. We were quite a trio, one limped along on a broken leg and two of us were shot. We put Malinda in the back so she could lie down, and I climbed in front with Caden. She drove and it took us 30 minutes to get back to the shop. We entered through the garage and we had to wake Malinda up again. We got the heat going and sat in the car until it warmed up.
We all needed to shower and use the restroom. There was a half-bath upstairs and we helped Malinda into it. Caden found her some clothes and we went back downstairs. I gave her directions and we got everything up and running. By that time, Malinda was done and Caden helped her to bed. She came back down and I told her I was going to shower. She helped me take off the bandage and put another on with plastic taped over it. I was fairly mobile, so I got in the shower. I heard the bathroom door open and someone moving around.
"Caden, what are you doing?" I asked.
The shower door opened and she stepped in. "I'm going to share your shower," she said.
My eyes roamed and she let me look. This was really the first time I had gotten to see her completely naked. She was spectacular. She was one of those redheads who tan. She was a golden brown all over except where she obviously wore a bikini. Her flesh was a clear, paler golden where it had covered her breasts and butt. She had freckles on her chest, and I saw that she was a true redhead. There was a little V of closely trimmed flame colored curls at the top of her thighs. She was slender and muscular at the same time. Her slim hips had a flair into her little round butt, and she came and stood under the water with it pressed against me. I soaped her up with my good hand and explored her everywhere. She leaned back into me and spread her legs, giving me access. She moaned and writhed as I caressed her. I could feel wetness and heat as I slid my finger up and down her pussy lips, seeking out the little bud of her clitoris with my index finger and stroking it. I felt it swell under my finger and I manipulated it firmly. Her hips began to churn and a groan of completion came within minutes. She shuddered and held my hand against her.
"Oh, my God, I needed that, Mack. I need you inside me!"
"You'll kill me," I told her. "I'm not in shape for that."
She spun to face me. "I'll do all the work. You just enjoy."
She washed me thoroughly, dried us both off and led me to bed. I lay on my back and groaned as her luscious lips closed around me. Her head bobbed and I felt her tongue swirling around the sensitive rim of the helmet inside her scalding mouth.
"Jesus, Mack," she looked up at me. Her eyes were pure violet. "This is going to be harder than I thought."
"Is that a pun?" I laughed.
"No," she giggled. "I don't know very much, lover. You're huge all over. You're my third time. It's going to be slow and careful."
She moved astride, careful to avoid hurting my shoulder. She kissed me for a long time before she moved around and fed me one of those hard little pink nipples. When I pulled it into my mouth and flipped it up and down with my tongue she shuddered and moaned. The other must have been lonely because she immediately sought the same treatment for it. I held her down and wouldn't let this one go. She had the most beautiful nipples I had ever seen. They were just little nubs, but they capped the most erotic looking areolas. They were pale pink, almost invisible against her skin, but they were slightly puffy and thick, forming their own tiny feature on the tip of each big breast. They were so sexy that I didn't think I could ever get enough. I let her switch again and she came, grinding her little pink pussy lips against my throbbing cock and claiming my lips with hers again.
She gazed into my eyes, hers that deep blue with streaks of smoky violet in them. "Damn, Mack; that's twice you've made me come and you aren't even inside me yet. I've been burning up waiting for this, and I'm so horny that I'm about to die. Quit controlling me! I don't like to be held like that. Well, I did like it, but I'm already scared to death and you aren't helping. You're going to hurt me at first. It's been a while for me. I'm not going to do this if you don't let me control it. I need to go very slow and you need to be very gentle; not holding me down like that. I'll let you do that when I'm ready for it, okay?"
I really hadn't meant to scare her. "Yes, baby; I'll let you drive. I don't ever want to hurt you or scare you. I was just playing. I just want to make love to you now. I don't want anything else. Sometime I'm going to fuck you like a jackhammer, but I want this sweet and slow, too."
She kissed me again for a long time. "You've never been anything but gentle with me," she said. "I'm just a little scared. I'll be okay."
She eased herself down and I felt the wetness of her pussy kiss the head of my cock; the lips parting and sliding around the head. I could feel her stretch tightly over it and the pressure was extreme. She trembled a little and drew in a deep breath. My cock was as hard as an iron bar and it was a good thing. She would have bent me double if it wasn't. She kept pushing slowly harder and I felt her stretch and part over me as the head slid inside. She was dripping wet and that eased the entry. She stopped and lay on me, her lithe body trembling. I wrapped my arms around her and held her close. She was so soft and her skin was so silky, but it was like holding one large muscle in my arms. I ran my hands all over her back, feeling the muscles flex under a soft layer near the skin. I cupped her butt in my hands and she flexed it, making it jump under my fingers. That roundness stuck up three inches from the small of her back and it was amazing to look at and feel under my fingers.
We kissed for a long time and she slowly stopped trembling. She scooted down a little and a couple of inches slipped in, making her start the trembling again.
"Jesus, Mack; this is even harder than I thought. I think I'm going to love it once I get used to it, but it feels like you're tearing me apart! I think going slow is like getting in cold water slowly. I'm just going to do it!"
She pushed herself down in one long slow stroke until I felt my pubic hair mesh with hers. She made a squeal of pain and there were tears in her eyes as she looked at me. "Christ, that hurt," she shuddered. "I know you took a bullet for me, Mack. It must seem like I'm being a little pussy here."
"Yes, baby, you are a little pussy, literally. Just rest for a minute. You're so hot and tight and wet. I've never felt anything so good."
She lay with her big breasts crushed against my chest, her hard nipples poking holes in me. When she was ready I felt her bring her knees up and her hips moved up a couple of inches before driving back down. She reversed direction when she felt her pelvic bone on mine and found a rhythm. She was amazingly flexible, her hips pumping up and down while she rubbed her breasts over my chest and kept her lips on mine. She began to lose concentration on kissing me as her breathing began to quicken into pants and moans of pleasure. I knew I wasn't going to last long in this exquisite girl, and I was glad she came easily. She began to quiver in my arms and her rhythm faltered as she went stiff, forcing herself down on me as deeply as she could and making short convulsive thrusts. She threw her head back, the long waves of fiery hair sweeping over us. She exploded with a groan and I made one of my own as I felt the cum jetting out into her creamy pussy. She ground my cock into her, making circular motions while holding me as deeply inside her as possible.
I could feel the walls of her pussy convulsing around me as she continued to come. "Fuck," she groaned; her voice low and husky. "Oh, fuck, Mack. Oh, my God; I'm coming! I feel your cum in me, baby! It's filling me up! It's so hot, I... I... I'm, Oh Jesus, so good; so good!"
She continued to moan and gasp, over me and around me as her hot tight little pussy milked me for the last few drops of cum. She went limp in my arms, turning her head to lie with her cheek on my chest; cradled in my arms. I petted her and kissed the top of her head.
"That was everything I thought it would be, and more," I told her. "God I love you, Caden. You're the most amazing woman I've ever met."
She raised her head to look at me. There were tears in her eyes but she was smiling. "We're a mess, Mack. The agency is looking for us, I have a cast on my leg, you've been shot, Malinda is in the next room with a bullet wound and I just finished making love to you. All I can think about is how happy I am. I've found the love of my life, he's the world's most wanted fugitive and all I can think about is how long it's going to take to get you hard again."
I laughed. "People are resilient. We can't control our circumstances; all we can do is control how we let them affect us. If they break in here now and kill us I'll die a happy man. I don't think I can make love to you again right now, baby. I think I'm bleeding."
She sat up in alarm and rolled me over to look at my bandage. It was bleeding and she began to cry. "I'm so sorry, Mack. I was just so horny! I was so selfish. God, I'm sorry."
"It's okay," I told her. "We'll just change the bandage and I'll be fine. I wanted it, too; we just pushed it a little too fast."
She jumped up and nearly fell. Laughing, she sat on the edge of the bed. "I can hardly walk, Mack! I think you've damaged my legs!"
She stood slowly on trembling legs and went to get a new bandage. When she got back, she changed it and I rolled onto my good side, looking up at her.
"If all nurses looked like you I'd be willing to be shot every day." I told her.
She looked amazing! She had that just loved look on her face and I could see a trickle of cum running from her freshly fucked pussy and down her leg. She looked down and giggled.
"I think I need another shower," she said. "Don't move and I'll clean you up when I get back."
I heard the shower running and when Caden returned she was carrying a warm wet washcloth and a towel. She washed me carefully, giving the head of my cock a kiss after she dried me off. It twitched and became semi-erect under her touch. She crawled in bed on my good side and draped her naked body over mine. I could feel the soft curls above her pussy pressed against my thigh. She rested her cheek on my chest and we slept.
When I opened my eyes again we were spooned up together and she was still asleep. I watched her sleep for thirty minutes, just looking at that beautiful face and feeling her breathe against me. It was hard to believe this gorgeous girl had given herself to me and she was mine. I kissed her shoulder and she stirred and looked at me with sleepy eyes.
"Good morning, angel," I said. "I have an angel in my bed."
"Yes," she agreed. "You make me feel like one. Good morning, Mack. I love you again today."
We got up and brushed our teeth. I made breakfast while she brushed her hair and put makeup on in the bathroom. We ate, snuggling together on the sofa. Afterward, we took a tray up to Malinda. We had to wake her up and feed her. She was in a lot of pain, so we gave her a pill. She felt better after a while and we talked about what we were going to do.
"I think we should take out my chip right now," she said. "I don't want to be found by anyone but people I trust."
"I have some cocaine we could use for a local," I told her. "I'm a competent field surgeon. I know the right things to do."
She agreed and we took out the chip. Caden smashed it to dust with a hammer while I sewed up the little wound in Malinda's neck. We left her to rest and went back to the sofa.
"Why do you have cocaine?" Caden wanted to know. "Do you sell or use drugs?"
"No, it's a very good local anesthetic," I told her. "That's what it was originally used for. It's one of the two street drugs I keep for medicine. I smoke a little weed every now and again; that's it."
"I smoke a lot of weed," she said. "Do you have any?"
"Yes, but do you really want to get high now?"
"No, we need to think clearly. Will you get me high tonight?"
"Yes, baby, but we need to talk about what we plan to do."
"Can we just go back to your house and stay there?"
"We could, but what are we going to do about Malinda? She stuck her neck out for us; we just can't leave her hanging out to dry," I told her. "Are we going to take her with us? I can't see it. We can't ask her to hide out with us the rest of her life. I can't imagine you being satisfied with that, either. You told me I was a coward for doing that."
"I'm sorry, Mack. You were right. We should have just stayed home. Do you think they would have found us?"
"We'll never know. It doesn't matter. What are we going to do now? That's the question. We have to find some way to get her clear. They know we're in Norway now. They'll never stop looking, Caden. They can't stop looking. That's what they do. They try to find some advantage over everyone else so that they can control everyone else. That's what governments do."
"You're a cynical bastard, Mack. You always paint things black or white. There are lots of shades of gray."
"Yes, I'm aware of that. Some governments are better than others. Some people are better than others. The thing is, governments want power. That's the reason they exist. Have you ever heard of a government in the history of the world that ever gave up one scrap of power unless it was at the point of a gun or at the hands of a revolution? They want more, not less. That's why they want me and the families. Once they knew about us, I knew they would never stop looking. I think the best we can do is make some kind of a deal with the devil. Give them enough that they won't come looking for more; they'll just be happy with what we give them."
"I have no idea how to do that," she said.
"I got an idea from the stunt they pulled back there. What if I agreed to run intelligence ops on their high priority targets. I tell them I need you and Malinda as my team. We let Malinda tell them we kidnapped her and she's ignorant of the sting they tried to pull. She gets back in and sets up the meets. It's for real this time. I give them a blood sample to work on. That should keep them busy and happy for a while. We meet with them in places where it would be very difficult for them to mount an operation. So far as they know, you're still on their team, too. You be my handler. I tell them I talk only to you and Malinda. We feed them just enough to keep them happy and we make them pay us obscene amounts of money. What do you think?"
"Will it work?" she asked.
I thought about it for a minute. I couldn't tell whether it would or not. That's the way it usually is for something that's going to work for a while. I felt the same way about hiding where I had been living. I suspected they would eventually find me.
"It will for a while, anyway," I told her. "We'll have to be very careful. You'll have to convince them you talked me into letting Malinda go. If you tell them you seduced me, they'll buy it. I can tell about that. They know you're exactly my type."
"What type am I, exactly?" I could tell she didn't like that.
"Smart, funny, athletic, drop dead gorgeous, young, just a little dangerous and loyal."
She looked up at me. "Do you really think I'm all that?"
"You have no idea how attractive you are to me," I told her. "Your aunt Sarah was a lot like you, and I suspect you're a lot like your mother was. Sarah wasn't as beautiful as you, but she had those same good qualities. I didn't think I'd ever find that package again. Here you are and you are all that and more. I'm desperately in love with you."
"That makes me so happy," she said. "Damn, I wish you'd hurry up and get well. I need to make love to you, Mack."
"Yeah, me, too," I told her. "I'm also desperately tired, Caden. My back is killing me, too. Do you really want to smoke some weed?"



"Yes," she said. "Where is it?"
"It's outside the back door under the manhole cover there. Can you get it?" I gave her the key to the lock.
She went out, and in a minute she came back. "Christ, Mack; there's a whole room of stuff down there. You have kilos of weed and pounds of coke. I found some oil, too, and a dab rig. Is it good? I brought that. If it's good, I want to smoke it with you."
"It represents money," I told her. "You can sell it anywhere in the world for local currency. The oil is very good. It's probably 70 percent THC. We can use the rig."
She went and got it. The oil was good. I let her have the first dab and she was a pro. I held the rod for her and she held it for me. I felt like I was corrupting a minor, but she loved it.
"I don't like the idea of selling drugs," she said.
"You don't mind buying it, though," I told her.
"Hey, it's legal where I live," she told me.
"I guess I'm out of touch," I told her. "I hadn't heard. Where do you live, by the way?"
"Boulder, Colorado," she said. "It's been legal for a few years."
We relaxed and the oil made us very giggly. It made Caden very horny, too and she started rubbing her breasts against my arm. I could tell her nipples were hard, and after a minute of that she took off her shirt and climbed up on my lap so she could feed me one of those little pink nubs.
I loved looking at her luscious breasts and they felt so amazing under my lips and hands that I couldn't get enough of them. She stood up and pulled down her shorts and panties. She had shaved off that little patch of flame curls.
"Do you like it?" she asked. "I did it for you."
"I love it," I told her. "Keep it like that for a while, then let it all grow out. I want to see you like that, too."
"It will be a forest," she warned me.
"Good," I said. "Now you sit down here and let me taste."
I knelt between her thighs and she scooted her butt out to the edge of the sofa so I had easy access. I tasted her for the first time, just a little swipe with my tongue. She jumped a little at the touch before I planted a kiss right on those cute little pink lips. One of her hands ran fingers through my hair and the other was squeezing her breast and pinching her nipple.
I parted her labia with my thumbs and I could see the glistening wetness inside. I lapped it up like honey. She was tangy and a little salty and sweet at the same time. She tasted delicious, just like clean, aroused girl. I teased the little pink lips and plunged my tongue into her opening again and again. She was moaning now and her hips were moving. I ran my tongue firmly up and down her slick lips and finally gave her little clit a flick with the tip of my tongue. She jerked and her hips sought that touch again. I teased the little button until I could see it peek out. It was so cute as it pushed out of its hood. I circled its base and her thighs began to tremble. I put my index finger inside her and gave her a few pumps of that. The trembling grew stronger and I continued to stroke her. I took the little button between my lips and sucked it in, flipping it firmly up and down and from side to side. Her muscles grew taut and she exploded, groaning my name over and over. When her hips began to slow, I curled my middle finger up, finding that fleshy pad on the top of her pussy wall. As I rubbed that bundle of nerve endings, she went off like a stick of dynamite.
Her voice rose and she groaned, giving tongue to her pleasure as she came again and again. I kept her coming for a very long time until her voice was hoarse and she began to make little whimpering sounds. I let her come down slowly and she jerked several times, convulsively, as aftershocks ripped through her. I took my finger out of her wet little pussy and sucked off her juices. I put it back in and she shuddered. This time, when I took it out, I put it in her mouth. She sucked it hungrily.
"I taste good," she said. "God, I'm in love with you, Mack. I've never come like that in my life. I've always come easily for lovers or rubbing myself off, but not like I do for you. I know it's because I love you so much. Tell me you love me or I'm going to kill myself."
"Only you, Caden; I love only you," I told her. "The smoke helped, but I'm still in pain. I need a pill and some rest. Take me to bed, baby."
I still didn't know exactly how it was going to turn out, but with this beautiful girl by my side, I knew we wouldn't fail. I was stretching my ability and I saw us happy and together. That was all that mattered to me. All the rest of it would take care of itself. I was almost looking forward to the challenge.
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It was one week after my seventh wedding anniversary. There wouldn't be an eighth. I talked to my attorney that morning and my loving wife would be served with divorce papers the next day. We had quite a conversation that night. It began calmly enough.
"Seneca, I don't want to lose you," she told me. Seneca, that's my name: thirty-two years old, hotshot troubleshooter for a major banking software company, clueless idiot. Simone, that's my wife, thirty-one, a total babe, as sweet as honey, tax attorney and a cheater. She doesn't want to lose me, she says.
"Well, you know how that happened," I said.
"No, I don't," she insisted. "I have no idea why you'd throw me away like this."
"Well, there's the little matter of fucking strange men that may have slipped your mind," I told her.
"No, I understand about that," she said. "The thing is, it wasn't men, it was a man, and he was a stranger. I'm not having a love affair and I never will. I was out of town. You weren't there or I'd have fucked you. I'd much rather fuck you. I didn't sleep with someone we know or are ever going to encounter again. I only did it once. Tell me, has there ever been a time in your life when you asked me for sex and I turned you down? Hell, I hit on you more than you do me."
"No, you've never turned me down," I said. "So your position is that as long as it's rare, we don't know the person you're fucking, and you're not having a love affair with them, it's okay?"
"Exactly," she said. "How does that harm you, Seneca? I love you, only you and I'll never love anyone else. I have a very high horny factor, okay? I'm going nuts after a week of not having you. It's not as if I'm in love with the guy I fucked. It was just a fuck. I didn't make love to him. He was like a human dildo to me."
"Why not use a non-human dildo?" I asked.
She gave me a look. "Please," she said. "I'm not some seventeen year old girl, getting herself off in her bedroom and hiding from her parents. Seneca, I love you and you're just tossing me aside like a piece of trash over something that doesn't harm you and you weren't there to use anyway."
"Well, I love you, too," I said. "It does harm me. If we weren't married, it would be different. If we were just people that dated now and again, I would agree with you. We're not those people. You married me. I asked you, and you said yes. We made promises. You made the same promises I did. If you didn't like them, you should have said so at the time. No one made us get married. We volunteered for that. Now, seven years down the road, you tell me you didn't like those promises we made and you want different ones. You should have told me before you broke the first ones. I'd have said, 'Fine. We'll get a divorce and you can fuck anyone you want. You don't get to change the rules for me, Sim. If you wanted to change the rules for you, you knew what to do. That would have been right and honorable. This is just a chicken shit thing to do. The difference is; it looks to me like you're the one tossing me and our marriage aside like a piece of trash. We make love every day when we're home. I know you can go more times than me. That's just biology, but do you think I don't get horny when we're not together? I don't fuck other women."
"Why not?" she asked. "I sort of expected you to. What do you do?"
"Simone, don't you think we should have had this conversation before you decided to fuck around?" I asked.
"Yes I do. I'm sorry I didn't talk to you about it before," she said. "I didn't plan for it to happen. It was a spur of the moment thing. I feel really bad about that, Seneca. I'm very sorry. It will never happen again. It's my fault and I should have communicated with you better. The situation just came up when you were gone for a week and then I was gone for two weeks. I did tell you about it as soon as I had a chance to talk to you in person. It just pissed you off and you ran off in a huff and didn't talk to me for two weeks. I had to hire people to find you, track you down and spend three days on the floor outside that shithole of an apartment door before you'd talk to me again."
"I may still regret that," I told her. "I'm still pissed off at you, Sim. I may be pissed off at you for the rest of my life. I don't see any way past this."
"I do," she said. "Just let me love you, the same as before. Love me back. I'm going to love you anyway, whether you do or not. What do I have to do to prove I love you and only you?"
"How about not fuck other people?" I said.
"Okay, I won't fuck other people," she said. "That means that when I call you, you have to be available. If I'm in St. Louis or San Francisco or Houston and you're in Boston, how is that going to work?"
"Jesus Christ, Simone!" I was getting angry now. "Are you telling me that any time we go off somewhere apart you get so horny that you have to either fuck me or some stranger? You just can't control yourself?"
"That's not it at all," she said. "I can control myself. Why should I have to? If you're there, I make love to my husband. If you aren't, do you imagine that I have any trouble finding someone to take care of me?"
"No, I don't imagine that," I said. "Any reasonably attractive woman could probably find some man to fuck her ten times a day, but that isn't the point. Millions of women, married women, manage to keep their legs closed every day until they get back to their husbands. Why can't you?"
"I realize that you're very unhappy about this," she said. "Don't lose your temper, Seneca. Just talk to me. We can work this out."
I took a deep breath. "I'm glad you're confident about that, Simone, because I'm highly skeptical. Why did you marry me?"
"Because I love you," she said. "How could you doubt that? I'd die for you."
"That's odd," I said. "You'd die for me but you won't stop fucking other men for me."
"No, I will do that," she said. "I told you how that can happen."
"So, I have to be at your beck and call, constantly? If you're feeling horny I have to drop everything and come running? What about my job? I work, you know." I said.
"I'm quite aware of that," she looked at me oddly. "You don't have to work, you know. I could support us quite easily."
"I like my job," I said. "I'm good at it. Why don't you quit your job?"
"Okay, I will," she answered. "See what I'm willing to do for you, Seneca?"
"Okay, let's suppose one of us quits," I mused. "There's still this little thing about you going behind my back, being a slut for strange men and breaking the promise you made me when we got married. There's the fact that I don't trust you worth a damn. Do you have some magic wand for that?"
Tears filled her big green eyes. "No, I don't know what to do about that," she admitted. "I know I was an asshole about that. I'm very sorry about all of that. I know me saying that doesn't mean anything, but I am sorry. I'll regret that the rest of my life. Can you think of some way for me to fix that? Is there some punishment you think would be appropriate? I deserve it. I'll do anything that doesn't permanently harm me."
"Jesus Christ, Simone!" I exploded. "What are you, two years old? Am I your father? I'm supposed to ground you or something?"
"Calm down," she said. "It was just an idea. I don't know what to do, Seneca. I'm desperate here. I don't want to lose you. I'm floundering. I thought maybe if you fucked other women or something; maybe you could do something to me, spank me or something. You've always wanted to have my ass. I know I'll hate it, but I'll give it to you."
I took another deep breath. "No, fucking other women won't work. You don't seem to mind that, although for the life of me I can't see why not. That wouldn't cause you the pain you caused me. That other is just trivial shit. I think the only thing I can do is divorce you, Simone. That seems to be the only thing you care about."
"Please don't do that, Seneca," she pleaded. "I'm afraid you'll find someone else and replace me."
"Like you did me," I countered.
"No, it's not like that at all," she protested. "I never replaced you. I never will. If you divorce me, I won't ever replace you. You're the only man I've ever loved or ever will love. I didn't replace you. I did something stupid. I should have talked to you, but I didn't replace you. That will never happen."
"So what's going to happen?" I asked. "You should know, Simone, you're going to be served with divorce papers tomorrow."
She broke down, falling over to the side, curling up in a little ball and sobbing into the sofa cushion. She was pitiful and I'm not a monster. I went over and pulled her up, wrapping my arms around her and she clung to me, burying her face in my chest and weeping uncontrollably.
She finally composed herself enough to sit up and look at me, though she didn't release her clinging hold on me. Her beautiful face looked so pitiful and she was obviously in great pain.
"What have I done?" she whispered. "Seneca, what can I do?"
"You should have done it long ago," I told her. "I'll tell you what you've done; you've fucked away seven years of marriage, seven years of love I had for you and whatever might have been. Lies and betrayal have consequences, Simone. Maybe in some sick fantasy world you get to do what you did. Maybe you get to go out and fuck studs with foot-long dicks and come home to a loving husband who worships you. Maybe that man is out there somewhere. I hear there are some twisted fucks like that. They get their jollies on that. I'm not that man, Simone. I have absolutely no respect for that man. He's a sick caricature of a real person. Real people have pride, self-respect and a sense of self-worth that won't allow them to live with themselves in a situation like that. I won't be able to live with myself and stay married to you, Simone."
She bowed her head. "I understand. I had hoped you loved me enough to understand, to forgive me and know that I only love you. I hoped that having me would be enough to get us through."
"Why didn't you have this conversation with me before we got married?" I asked.
"You wouldn't have married me," she said softly.
"No, you're right about that, I wouldn't. So you just thought you'd trick me? You'd hide this and I'd just be blissfully ignorant until you hit me with it?"
"For seven years, we've been building our relationship," she said. "I thought at some point our relationship would be strong enough to survive us having sex with other people. I hoped that we could have a strong enough relationship that you could accept me wanting that excitement. You'd realize that I'm totally committed to you. I thought you were open-minded enough to accept it. You've never been narrow-minded. I've never done anything like this until now. I thought what we had was strong enough to survive anything. I guess I was wrong. You just don't love me as much as I do you, Seneca, or you'd be happy for me."
"You're wrong," I told her. "This has nothing to do with being 'open or narrow minded,' or 'having a strong enough relationship.' Accepting the fact that your wife lies to you about important things just means you have no integrity, yourself, and neither does she. A strong relationship means that you stick together when you have financial troubles or health issues, not that you are fine with your wife fucking strange men. That just means you didn't have much of a relationship to begin with or she wouldn't have done it. That means you have a very weak relationship, especially if she thinks it's okay to lie about it to you and trick you for years while you 'build' this fucked-up relationship. I happen to believe that when you make promises, you should keep them. If you don't want to keep them, tell the person you made them to and give them a chance to decide if they want to continue the relationship. I won't be in a relationship that demands I sacrifice my integrity or be with a person that doesn't have any. I love you a hell of a lot more than you love me. I save it all for you. I don't give away little bits and pieces that belong to you. I owed you every bit of me. That's how much I loved you. You thought you could give away the bits you didn't think mattered or I couldn't use. Well, they mattered to me."
"I never gave away a shred of love to anyone but you," she said bitterly.
"Don't make the mistake of thinking I don't understand you," I told her. "I get what you're saying. You just love me. You aren't in love with anyone else. I just think you're wrong. I believe you love me. I just think you love yourself more. You were willing to hurt me, possibly destroy our marriage, to do something you knew, by your own admission, I would hate, for what? Suppose he, or they, made you come a hundred times? Is that worth throwing away everything you say we've been building? What kind of a wife are you? What kind of a friend are you, even? I don't treat my friends the way you've treated me. I don't trick them, deceive them and stab them in the back. Hell, I don't even do that to my enemies. I face them and kick their ass. This was just sneaky and cowardly, Simone. I don't even like you right now. What kind of a selfish bitch are you?"
She dissolved into tears again. "I didn't mean it to be like that," she sobbed. "I didn't mean it to be like you said. Seneca, when I'm with you, you have me. You have all of me. When we're apart like that, you don't. You still have my heart. Would you be upset if I masturbated while we were apart?"
"Not at all," I said. "I do it myself."
"What if I used a toy," she said. "Would you hate that?"
"Not if you let me use it on you, too," I grinned at her. She smiled back at me through her tears.
"Why can't you see that man was just a toy to me?" she choked a little.
"Because he wasn't a toy," I said. "He was a man. You know the difference, Simone. This is sophistry and I won't put up with it."
"I'm sorry; I won't say that again," she said.
She got up and went to the kitchen. She brought us both back a bottle of water. When she sat back down, she curled up against me.
"Seneca, after we're divorced, will you still love me?" she asked.
"I think I'll always love you," I told her. "It's not a voluntary thing for me. I can't help it. That doesn't mean I like you."
That made her cry a little bit. "Will you make love to me?" she asked.
"Maybe," I said. "You're a beautiful woman, Simone. Any man would want you. I'm not going to be one of your lovers. If you want to date, I'll go out with you. I might have sex with you, but I won't be married to you and I'll see other women. If you want to fuck, I guess I will if I get horny and I'm sure I won't catch some disease. I'm not sure it will be the same. Will I just be one of those toys?"
"No!" she shot up and glared at me. "There is no one else like you. You're the other half of my soul, Seneca. You're my man and you'll always be my man. I made him use a condom and we never exchanged any body fluids. Will we still live together?"
"I don't think that will work," I told her. "I'm going to be moving on with my life, Simone. I don't have what I thought I had, so I'm going to be looking for that. I want kids, a family and all those things we always talked about having. I want to go to ballgames, have family movie nights and go camping. You know what I want."
"Why can't you have that with me?" she asked.
"Well, have you forgotten that you have a high horny factor?" I mentioned.
"I'll just have to deal with it," she said. "Just so you know; I'm going to be moving on with you, Seneca. You can't stop me. I'm always going to be in your life. I can't stop you from divorcing me. That doesn't mean I'm going to let you get rid of me."
"I don't think you can stop that either," I said.
"Yes, I'm going to stalk you," she said. "I'm going to show you. You said you'd still make love to me. Will you do that now?"
She stood up and pulled her dress over her head. That fabulous body was on full display and I was erect in two seconds. There was never any doubt that Simone was one of the world's sexiest women. She was a walking wet dream.
She had on a red lace bra and panty set and they were a contrast against her creamy skin. The hint of pink areolae and the bullets of her nipples peeked out at me. The red lace covering her mound revealed the small, arrowhead shaped patch of flaming curls underneath. She pulled a comb out of her hair and all that flame came tumbling down, hanging around her like a curtain down to just below the firm, round cheeks of her amazing ass.
It undulated away to the bedroom and I couldn't take my eyes off it. She posed in the doorway, looking back over her shoulder. "Coming, stud?" she asked. Her voice was low and sultry, her green eyes smoldering pools.
I followed that irresistible body into the bedroom and across to the bed. She lost the bra on the way and I was stripping off clothes like a quick change artist on steroids.
She pushed me back on the bed and moved up over me on her knees. "This is your body, Seneca," she said. "Show me. Claim me. Make me know I'm yours."
I jerked on her knees, pulling her forward until I could slip my tongue into that beautiful little pink pussy. Simone had the cutest little love button I'd ever seen and I gave it a swipe with my tongue. She shivered and thrust herself forward, wanting more contact. I teased her, just gently licking at her labia, grazing her clit and making her jump with each contact. Her scent filled my senses, clean and sweet with just a hint of musk.
I increased the pressure, lapping up her nectar and pressing firmly with my tongue flat against her clit. She thrust forward, and I rolled her over, cupping her hard little butt and burying my face in her fragrance. I tongue fucked her little hole until I felt her begin to tremble before I moved back up to her clit, sucking it inside my lips and flicking it up and down. I gave it a little side to side motion, too, and her thighs clasped my head as she bridged up off the bed, her body stiffening and then going into spasms as she came. She groaned deeply and called my name, again and again.
I kept her at the peak for a long moment before relenting and inserting a finger into her. I licked at those swollen pink lips and wiggled the finger inside her, adding another as she began to tremble again. I tapped on the upper wall of her pussy, finding that little rough spot and caressing it until she went off again. She came explosively, drenching me with honey and winding up like a spring. When the tension burst and she began to shake in orgasm, I continued to stroke her g-spot and attacked her clit again. She came again, almost instantly, and began to try to escape.
"Oh, my God, oh, my God!" she was practically sobbing now. "Coming! Oh God, I'm coming so hard, Seneca! Stop, baby, you're killing me!"
She struggled against me and under me until she scrambled frantically away. "Jesus, Christ, Seneca! You picked up some new tricks!"
"Well, this old dog can learn," I chuckled.
"Your turn," she said, grinning mischievously at me. She pounced on me, engulfing my aching cock in the incredible heat of her mouth. I felt the head of my cock bump against the back of her throat and she gagged a little, the pools of her eyes glittering with unshed tears at her effort. I felt her swallow; then again, as she pressed down over my cock and the incredible feeling of sliding into her throat brought me over the edge as her cute little nose touched my belly.



"God, Sim, I'm going to come!" I warned her.
She drew back and bobbed her head over the first few inches, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head, one hand pumping what wasn't in her mouth as the other gripped and caressed my balls. I erupted and she gulped, audibly swallowing as she struggled to cope with the flow. I felt like my soul was being sucked out into her heat and I shot rope after rope into her hungry mouth. I felt drained and she allowed me to slip free, sliding up over me to lie with her cheek pillowed on my chest. She continued to stroke me gently as we caught our breath.
"You'll never find anyone who loves you as much as I do," she whispered. "You're an amazing lover, Seneca."
"So are you," I said. "You're probably right."
We rested for about ten minutes, just whispering and holding each other. My eyes were closed and I felt her slide back down, taking my limp cock inside her mouth and exerting a powerful suction. After a minute of that exquisite torture I felt a stirring, and in another two minutes she had me as hard as a steel spike.
"Take me, Seneca," she whispered, rolling onto her back and pulling me on top. "I need you in me. Take your pussy."
I slid into her tightness and she groaned. "God, I'd forgotten how big you are! Easy, Seneca."
I slid slowly into her molten heat, pushing down in one long, slow push until I felt the head of my cock against the back of her pussy. I gave it a little bump and she gasped. "Sooo deep, baby. It feels so deep, so big. Do me baby, fuck your pussy!"
I drew back and slowly reclaimed the territory I had just vacated, moving faster as she became accustomed to me. We found a rhythm and moved like a well-oiled machine. She made a little mewing sound like a kitten each time I bottomed out inside her. It took on a deeper note and became a groan as her excitement increased. I held at the bottom, made a circular motion and she went off like a rocket. I held deep and let her come, just pressing into her with short motions and stirring her heat. When she began to relax I pushed up on my knees and began to plow her with long strokes, pounding into her. She screeched and began to babble incoherently as she came again and then again, her orgasms rolling together and leaving her breathless.
I pulled out and she clutched at me, "No, stay in me," she gasped.
I flipped her over and mounted her from behind, stuffing a pillow under her hips and elevating her ass. She gasped as I plunged back inside. "Oh, no, oh my God! Fuck me Seneca! It feels so good!"
I squirmed around until I could reach under her with one hand and began to manipulate her clit as I pounded into her. "Oh God, oh fuck, you're going to make me come some more!"
I fucked her hard for about a minute before she was coming again. She screamed and began to sob. "Oh, my God, Seneca..." her voice trailed off into sobs of ecstasy as she continued to come, her orgasms strung together like pearls. The sight of her face, slack with prolonged sexual excitement, and the sound of her giving tongue to her pleasure sent me over the edge and I came inside her with a shout, driving in and feeling the overwhelming agony of my orgasm flowing into her. I collapsed on top of her and nuzzled her ear.
"Are you ready to give up that ass?" I whispered.
She shivered. "Now? Fuck, Seneca, I'm worn, baby. Please, let me rest for a while!"
I chuckled. "I was just kidding, Sim. I couldn't get it up for a million dollars."
She giggled. "I meant it, though. I'll let you have it. I need to rest now, though. You're squishing me, baby. I can't breathe."
I laughed and rolled onto my back. She climbed up until she was half over me, her wet pussy against my thigh. We rested for a minute and she went into the bathroom, returning with a warm wet washcloth, cleaning me up before taking up her position again. I pulled the covers over us and we slept, cuddled together for comfort against the night.
The divorce papers came at ten the next morning. She took them and sat beside me on the sofa, crying brokenly while she read and signed them. "I'm so sorry, Seneca," she sobbed. "I won't fight it if this is what you want. I could, you know. I could drag this out for a long time. I'm an attorney. I won't do that because I'm proving that I love you and only you. What are you going to do?"
"I'm going to look for an apartment," I said.
"Wait for me," she said. "I'll fix up so I don't look like a witch and go with you."
It was weird, but she did go with me. We looked at a dozen apartments and she really got into it. She wanted to go back to the next to the last one we looked at and I kind of liked that one, too. "This is it," she said. "I like this one. We'll take it," she said to the somewhat confused property manager.
I moved in two weeks later. She had been trying to fuck me into an early grave the whole two weeks. After the first few days, she quit trying to change my mind. I packed up my stuff and got movers to help me. I had just placed my stuff all over the apartment in the right place, boxes in every room, when the doorbell rang. I opened it and Simone and a cab driver were outside. He had four suitcases and she had pizza. She swept in, dragging one of the suitcases and paid the cab driver. He dragged the other suitcases in and she carried them into the bedroom.
"What are you doing, Sim?" I asked her.
"I need some stuff here," she said. "I've replaced all your personal stuff at our house and I've gotten you a wardrobe. If you won't stay at our house, I'm going to stay with you. I'm hoping we'll stay here some and at our house some."
My mouth must have been hanging open. "What..." I began.
She laughed. "I understand, Seneca. You can't live with yourself without making me understand how much I hurt you. I do understand. You're divorcing me. That hurts me more than anything I've ever felt in my life. I deserve it for what I did to you. I can't live with myself if I let you get away. I told you I was going to move on with you. I have a plan. I want you to give me six months, Seneca. Give me six months to make this work. You've given me seven years and they are the best years of my life. Have you been happy for the last seven years?"
"Well, except for the last month, I was blissful," I said.
"Give me six more months," she begged. "Let me try to make it blissful again. I owe you, Seneca. I owe you for those seven years. I'll never be able to pay you back for that, but I can offer you something. It's going to take me a while to figure it out, but I'm working on it. In the meantime, I'm going to keep you and prove how much I love you. Now, I brought pizza and we're going to eat and then I'm going to help you get situated."
She swept all my protest aside and ensconced herself like a barnacle. She went to work every day and to the house in the evening before coming over to the apartment. She called me five times a day with a report of where she was, whom she was with and what she was doing. She told me what time she would be there and she was never one minute late.
She talked and argued with me until I agreed to spend the weekends at the house. When I checked, my drawers and closet were full of new clothes and I had toiletries there, just like I had never left. They were all even my favorite brands. Our sex life heated up to incandescent. I was worn out and she blew me at least once a day. I took vitamins by the handful and she dressed so provocatively when we were alone that one look at her was enough to make a dead man rise up and stand to attention.
After a couple of months, we had an agreement ironed out. I told her that if I even suspected that she was fucking around we were done. There would be no excuses; I'd just never speak to her again. She cried a lot. The oddest things set her off and I wondered if she could be happy, living like this. I asked her about it.
"No, I'm not at all happy," she said. "I'm happier than I would be if I couldn't see you. Every day brings us closer to you divorcing me. I don't want that, Seneca. It makes me as miserable as hell, but I caused it and I'll live with the consequences. Are you happy?"
"Not as happy as I would have been if you hadn't done this," I said. "Listen, Sim, I respect the fact that you confessed. You probably could have hidden it from me. That's all that's gotten you as much rope as you have. I think it would have eaten you up emotionally, but you're tough and you have a strong will. When is this plan of yours going to come together?"
"It's coming together now," she said. "I'm doing things that you don't know about." She got a panicked look on her face. "Not sex stuff, business stuff!"
I laughed. "I believe you. I don't know when you'd have time for anything else between calling me and trying to wear my dick down to a nub."
"It's certainly not a nub," she giggled. "You have a very nice nub, Seneca. I'm making some arrangements. Have you noticed that I haven't once gone out of town?"
"Yeah, I was wondering how you've been pulling that off," I said.
"I can't, forever," she said. "I'm going to have to go somewhere and stay sooner or later. I'm making some arrangements. I think you'll like them. I'm praying that you will. If I'm successful, it will mean that we don't ever have to go anywhere without the other one being along. I don't know how long it will be before you trust me again. That makes me really sad, Seneca. I know it's my fault, but I see what being untrustworthy has cost me. I'll never make that mistake again. I'm not ready to give you the details yet. Can you be patient?"
"I don't have anywhere to be," I told her. "I love you, Sim. I'm angry with you, and what you did hurt me, and us, more than you'll ever know. I don't know if I'll ever trust you again, Simone."
Tears filled her eyes and she clung to me. "I'm so sorry," she whispered. "Do you think you'll ever forgive me?"
"I already have," I told her. "I don't think I'll ever forget."
She wiped her eyes with my sleeve. "No I don't suppose you will. Neither will I."
"Your sense of right and wrong is fucked up, Sim," I told her. "Somehow you managed to rationalize in your mind that what you did was right. It was okay. It wasn't any big deal. When did you get like that? Were you always like that, or is it something recent?"
"I think always, Seneca. Maybe I need therapy or counseling. Do you think I'm a sociopath or something?" She looked crushed.
"I don't know what you are," I said. "I can't understand how you thought this was okay. You knew I would hate it and you did it anyway. Why?"
"I thought you wouldn't like it," she sniffled. "I thought you loved me so much you would let me do nearly anything."
"I do," I told her. "The thing is; it doesn't seem like you love me very much. How about this: you're supposed to love me so much you would NOT do nearly anything."
She looked at me, startled. "I never thought about it like that. God, I'm such a selfish bitch, Seneca! I do love you that much. I just didn't think about it that way. Maybe something is wrong with me. I'm smart, Seneca. You know that. Maybe I just don't think right. I'm going to change that. I'm going to start right now."
"Well, I guess better late than never," I said. "Those cows are kind of out of the barn."
"Help me put them back," she said. "I want them back so bad. I'm going to work very hard, Seneca. You'll see. I'm going to make you like me again."
That took three months. She was seeing a mental health professional twice a week. Three days after our divorce was final, she told me she had an appointment for us to see an attorney.. She said she had completed her arrangements, had everything worked out and she had a contract she wanted us to sign. I had no idea what it was about, but she thought it was the solution to all our problems. I was skeptical. We'd have to see what the day brought.
Epilogue:
"Daddy," Madrey, my oldest, called from the kitchen when I came through the door. "We're in here. Where the hell is Mom?" I put my laptop and briefcase on the table and kissed my girls.
"Look at the cake!" Katrina, my youngest, threw her arms around me. She was turning twelve and had all the enthusiasm that goes along with that age.
"Madrey, why do you find it necessary to speak like that?" I hugged her, too, holding my babies. "Mom is going to be here in about ten minutes. She had to wait for a fax to close that ARN contract.
"Is she going home first?" Katrina asked.
"No, she's coming straight here," I said. "Remember, this is our weekend to stay with her. Are you packed?"
They assured me they were. "Daddy, it would be so much easier if you just let her move in here with us," Madrey said for the 1000th time.
"That's not the deal," I told her for the 1000th time.
"You're the most infuriating man!" she said. "Do you know how difficult it is for us to explain to people that our parents are in love, but they're not married and they have separate houses but spend every night together?"
"No, I don't know how difficult that is," I said. "I just tell anyone that asks that it isn't any of their business."
That contract we signed sixteen years before? It formed the company of S&S Consulting; Seneca and Simone, software consultants and troubleshooters. She's the CEO, I'm the COO. We agreed to hold the company as community property. We agreed that we would attempt to start a family and that we would have joint custody in the event that we had any children. We agreed to make a good faith effort to always be in the same city. In the event of sexual contact between Simone and anyone other than me, total ownership of all community property would devolve completely on me. In such event, I would receive primary custody of the children; Simone would have visitation at my discretion. After 20 years and no violations of the contract, Simone is going to ask me a question. I think I know what it is. I also know what my answer is going to be.
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My rental house on the back side of my property had been empty for a month. I had decided against renting it out. I was just going to use it as a guest house for a while. Renters are a hassle and I didn't need the money. My latest book was still on the shelves and it was doing a pretty good business on Amazon. The previous two had been successful beyond my wildest expectations and I was rolling in the tall clover. The last renter I had was a friend's sister, and it had turned a little ugly. She didn't pay her rent, had a succession of parties that seemed to involve pickup trucks with confederate flags in the back windows and loud bad country music.
It took me three months to get rid of her. I have a good bit of company, four sisters and their kids, who love the white sand beaches in south eastern Alabama and I was just going to keep it open for them. Then Reilly called me.
I didn't know her, personally; she was just the wife of a friend. He was one of those guys who always seem to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. I don't think he intended to get in trouble, but trouble followed him wherever he went. I learned quickly that I needed to avoid him in all public situations. I was riding with him to play golf and he couldn't keep his speed down. It's possible to speed a little and get away with it; we all do it, but he pushed his luck. We got pulled over and he was stupid enough to let the cop search his car. That was really stupid because he had a loaded .38 in his glove box. It was locked, but you can't keep a loaded gun in your vehicle in Alabama without the right permits. He didn't have them.
The cop asked to see my ID. I don't take kindly to that sort of thing; this isn't Nazi Germany. I asked him if I were suspected of committing a crime. I wasn't, so I told him I just wanted to go on my way. He argued and threatened, but I called my lawyer and he showed up in five minutes. Another five minutes and I was on my way home and George was on his way to jail. I never rode with him again.
He asked me if I wanted to go to a club and I told him I was driving. He got hammered and wound up standing up in the middle of the bar, telling anyone who wanted to hear that he and his buddy could whip everyone in the bar. I had to whip a few of them to get out of there. I went home and he went to the hospital. From then on, I only hung out with him at my house, and it was just the two of us. He had showed me pictures of his wife and she was a stunning redhead who must have lost her mind to marry him. He told me they were high school sweethearts and got married when they graduated from college. They had an eighteen year old daughter and I wondered what her life must be like with George for a father. Apparently. he couldn't keep his dick in his pants, and he wound up getting caught in a prostitution sting and arrested for soliciting. That was the last straw for his wife. Reilly called me up and asked me if I had rented my place.
I told her that I hadn't, but that I wasn't going to rent it. She begged until I relented, against my better judgment. She came over that night. She was even better than her picture. Why anyone with a wife like that at home was fucking whores, I couldn't understand. She was amazing looking. She was about five-ten and about a hundred and thirty pounds, most of it in ass and tits. She had freckles and creamy white skin that just begged you to reach out and touch it. She had on a little gold sun dress and flats, and she made my heart pound. She introduced herself and cried a lot while she thanked me over and over for letting her rent the place.
"My daughter, Murphy, is in the car," she told me. "Is it alright if I introduce her to you?"
I told her I would love to meet Murphy, and she went out to the car to get her. She was very shy, tall, and already beginning to show what her mother had looked at at her age. She was a ginger, too. Her hair was lighter, a strawberry blonde color, and she had freckles, too. Braces showed when she smiled and she was enchanting. I got them a Coke and we sat on the sofa while Reilly signed a six-month's lease. She told me she was working at doctor's office. She was the office manager, and I suspected money was going to be tight. I knocked the rent down to what I thought she could afford and she asked me if she could move in that evening. She didn't want to be there when he came home.
It made no difference to me. Everything in the place had dust covers on it and I had them pull their car up to it so we could unload. As I said, the place had been empty for a month and it needed a good cleaning. We ran out of time and I asked Reilly if they just wanted to sleep in the spare bedroom of the house until the next day, and I would get my cleaning ladies to give it the treatment.
"We don't want to impose," she said. "You've already done enough, Michael."
"Nonsense," I told her. "I'd love the company. We'll get carryout, eat dinner and get to know each other a little."
Murphy was on board, and we quickly wore Reilly's resistance down and she laughingly agreed to it. I called a Chinese restaurant down the street, and while they got settled into the house I went and picked it up. When I got back we watched a show on Netflix and ate on the sofa. The girls sat on either side of me and when the show was over we talked for a long time. Reilly told me she needed to go to work the next day and she was tired.
"Michael, I hate to bother you," she said, "but do you think Murphy could stay with you tomorrow? She's fine on her own, but this is a new place and I don't want her by herself. I'll figure something out, somewhere she can go during the day: a club or something."
I figured she wouldn't be able to afford much for a while. "I'll tell you what," I said. "I don't have anywhere to be most days. I work here and if it's okay, Murphy can stay with me during the day until you get on your feet. Once you girls get settled in, you can work something out. I'll even give her a little job. Can you type, Murphy?"
"Yes, really well," she said.
"Do you think you might like to answer fan mail for me?" I asked her. "It wouldn't take more than an hour a day and it would help me a lot. I'll pay you twenty dollars an hour if you'll do it."
"I'd like that," she said. "Mom, can I?"
"I don't see why not," she said. "I'm not sure that's worth twenty dollars an hour, though."
"It's worth whatever I say it is," I told her. We agreed and she took Murphy and went off to bed.
When I got up in the morning, she was getting ready to leave for work. One look at her and I decided I needed an office to be managed. She had made biscuits and fried sausage and eggs to put on the biscuits for Murphy and I when Murphy got up. She started for the door and then came back and hugged me.
"I'm very grateful, Michael," she said. "Thanks for everything you've done for Murphy and me. You're a good man."
Murphy slept until 10, and when she came out I was in my office. I heard her moving around and getting breakfast. She knocked on the office door after a while and I told her to come in. We talked for a while and I showed her around. I dad three computers, a desktop and two laptop. I gave her one of the laptop and she was a little unfamiliar with OSX, but she got it figured out with the ease of the tech-savvy young. I gave her a template to work with and she was very good at writing letters. She said all the right things and I left her to it. She answered a dozen letters and we took a break.
"What do you want to do today, Murphy," I asked her.
"Can I go swimming?" she asked. "You have a nice pool."
"You can use it any time you want to," I told her. "We also have a quarter mile of beach you can use. I would prefer that you not go down there by yourself, but it's up to you."
"Will you swim in the pool with me?" she asked.
"Not right now," I told her. "I'm in the middle of something. I'll come out and use my laptop to write for a while if you want me to. I won't be much company for a while, but I'll be there."
She went away to change and I made lemonade and took it and the laptop out to sit under one of the umbrellas. When she came out she had on a little red bikini and she took my breath away. She was long and slender and gorgeous. Her slender body was budding womanhood. She had breasts; not full womanly breasts, but the small, perky teenage breasts that drive young boys wild. They were about the size of half a orange, perched high on her slender frame and her nipples were obviously erect. They made little twin points under her top and jiggled a little as she walked.
"I made lemonade," I told her.
She smiled and came over to take a drink of the glass I poured for her. She turned away, walked toward the pool and her ass was fantastic. It was small, round and it looked hard and muscular. I had expected her to just play in the water, but she swam laps. She must have hit somewhere close to fifty before she levered herself up and out. The sunlight glistened off her wet body and the bikini had become a second skin. I had sunglasses on and I was thankful she couldn't see my eyes. She picked up a towel and dried her face, every movement graceful and vibrant. She must have felt my eyes on her because she blushed a little. She arched her back, thrusting those amazing breasts forward so that they looked bigger and glanced at me out of the corned of her eye to see if I was watching. Was she teasing me a little? It didn't seem likely, but that's the way it looked.
She pulled a lounge chair over next to mine and lay on her face, soaking up the sun. I took off the glasses and worked for a while. It was hard to concentrate with that sexy girl wiggling her butt every so often beside me. She turned over after a while and it became even more difficult. Her bottoms had slid up a little and the thin material had slipped between her pussy lips and formed a definite crease between her legs. I could feel my cock stirring. I couldn't believe this girl was turning me on like this. I loved cute girls, but everyone does. I really hadn't thought much about eighteen year old girls as sexual creatures since I was 25, or so, but I was revising my opinion by the minute. She toasted on the front side for a while and then sat up, reaching for her lemonade. She took a drink and licked off her upper lip. Her little pink tongue slid around and my imagination ran wild.
"Michael, do you think I could use the hot tub?" she asked.
"Sure, Murphy," I told her. "You can use it anytime you want. Just make sure you're clean when you get in there, okay?"
She nodded. "Will you go with me?" she asked.
I went and put on trunks and we went to the tub. I eased myself down and she got in beside me. She tended to float a little and she giggled.
"Hold me down please, Michael," she asked.
I put my arm around her thin shoulders and she gradually drifted over until she was on tight against me. I didn't move for a while and she settled in. She sighed when I wrapped my arm around her, and I just held her there until she wanted to get out.
I took her to the outdoor shower and we rinsed the chlorine off. We dried off and I wrapped her up in a towel. I wrapped one around my waist and we went inside. We threw the towels into the laundry room, went to the kitchen, I made sandwiches and we took the sandwiches and some chips and lemonade to the sofa and watched the Grim Adventures of Billy and Mandy on Netflix. It's actually a very funny cartoon. She waited until I sat down and snuggled up against me. I put my feet up on the coffee table and she stretched her legs out on top of mine, leaning half on me and half on the side of the sofa arm where it joined the back. We ate our sandwiches and she put my left arm around her. I petted her hair and we watched until she fell asleep and took a little nap. It wasn't long, just fifteen minutes or so, and she went off to get dressed. I got up and got dressed, myself. I went to the office and she came in after a bit and sat at her desk, earphones on, and surfed the internet.
We stayed there until her mom came home. They stayed with me again that night, the cleaners hadn't come yet, and I took them out for dinner. We watched a movie and ate popcorn and they went to bed. The cleaners came the next day and they moved into their new place.
Murphy came over every morning and we fell into the same routine over the next three months until school started. We would work for an hour or two and she would swim while I pretended to work. She would soak up the sun and then we would get in the hot tub. We would eat lunch and watch cartoons while she lay with her head in my lap. She would take a little nap and we would spend the rest of the day in my office. We became very good friends. She told me everything and I bounced story ideas off of her. Reilly told me she had found a youth club but I told her she didn't need it. Murphy stayed with me and the matter never came up again.
Murphy was fascinating to me. I had never known an eighteen year old girl before. She was extremely smart; I mean scary smart. I suspected she had a very high IQ; probably in the genius range. She could be hilariously funny when she wanted to be. She was very moody, especially with her mother, but she turned that off around me. She became very comfortable with me and I think I got to see a side of her that no one else did. She hated her father. He tried to see her several times and we had one encounter with him.
He showed up one day drunk, and when I answered the door he tried to push past me and come in. I gave him a stiff arm and he reeled back.
"What are you doing here, George?" I asked him. "You know you don't have any visitation rights and Reilly doesn't want you around."
"You son of a bitch," he snarled. "You can't keep me from seeing my daughter."
She came into the entry and looked at him. "Hey, sweetheart..." he began.
She cut him off. "You're pretty much of an ass, aren't you, Dad? We don't want to see you anymore."
"You little bitch," he started. "You and your whore mom..."
It was my turn. I hit him in the solar plexus. It wasn't a love tap. He crumpled to the porch and puked on my steps. I knelt beside him. "Listen good," I told him. "If I ever see you again I'm going to kick your ass. If you ever bother these girls again, I'm going to bust you up bad. I'm going to hurt you real bad. Get the fuck off my porch and get in your fucking truck."
I hauled him up by the hair and he actually tried to hit me. I spun away and hit him alongside his jaw with a spinning back fist. Something cracked; either a tooth or his jaw. He sank down and I pulled him back up by the hair. I bitch slapped him twice and he went staggering away, blood dripping from his nose. He got in his truck and we never saw him again. Murphy came outside and got the hose. She started washing the puke off the steps. I could see that she was crying and it broke my heart. I didn't do anything until she was finished and had reeled the hose back up. When she came back to the porch I picked her up and carried her inside. She was sobbing now and I took her to the sofa and just held her while she cried out the anguish in her heart.
"I'm so sorry, baby," I told her over and over. I petted her hair and stroked her bare shoulders in that little red bikini.
"Why does my dad have to be such an asshole?" she sobbed. "What's wrong with Mom and me? Why doesn't he love us?"
I tried to calm her down. I squeezed her little body tightly and petted her. "There's nothing wrong with you, Murphy," I whispered in her ear. "You're the most precious girl I've ever met. There's nothing wrong with Reilly, either. You're both wonderful, beautiful girls. I love you and I don't know why he doesn't. Like you said, he's an asshole. I don't like for you to talk like that though. There's something wrong with him, not you. How could anyone not love you? You're perfect, baby. It's him."
She looked up at me with red, swollen eyes. "I'm sorry he came here, Michael. I'm sorry you had to hit him. I didn't know you could fight like that. I mean, I know you work out all the time, but I'm sorry you had to do that."
"It's not your fault, Murphy," I told her. "I just couldn't stand to hear him abusing you like that."
"He used to hit Mom and me," she said. "I'm glad you hit him. I love you Michael. You're so nice to me. You're nice to Mom, too. Why couldn't you be my Dad?" she began to sob again.
I reached out and got her the box of tissues. She stopped crying and blew her nose and wiped her eyes. "I'm okay now," she said. She laid her head against my chest and just sniffed now and again for a while. I could tell she was thinking. She sat up in her usual position on my lap and looked up at me with those huge brown eyes.
"Michael, do you like Mom?" she asked.
"Yes, baby; I do like her. She's a very sweet girl. She's beautiful, too."
"Why don't you ask her out?" she asked. "I know she would go if you asked her.
"I'm in love with you," I told her.
She blushed. "I'm eighteen, silly. I'm in love with you, too, but Mom needs someone. She cries at night sometimes when she thinks I'm asleep. She's miserable, Michael. If you'll ask her out I'll let you kiss me. I know you want to. I know you like to look at me. I let you touch me all the time. I'll let you touch me more if you'll ask Mom out."
I laughed. "You're so smart, aren't you, baby? You've got me all figured out. You don't have to bribe me, Murphy. I'd love to go out with your Mom. I'd love to do that stuff with you too, but not so I'll take Reilly out. I wasn't kidding about being in love with you."
"I know," she blushed again. "I wasn't kidding about being in love with you, either. I won't try to bribe you anymore."
"Good," I said. "Your mother is a beautiful person in her own right, Murphy. She deserves to be loved for herself, not because I want to love you."
"I know, I'm sorry, Michael. I shouldn't have said that. I'm really upset and I wasn't thinking straight. I do want you to kiss me and touch me though. I'll let you. What would you like to do?"
"Can I show you?" I asked her.
She nodded. "I'm all ugly now," she said. "I know I look like a mess because I've been crying. Can we wait till tomorrow? Will you still think about taking Mom out?"
I squeezed her. "I'll ask her for Saturday night. We can wait for the other as long as you want."
She got the remote and we watched cartoons until she went to sleep. She slept a couple of hours this time. I fell asleep, too, and when I woke up, Murphy and I were stretched out on the sofa with her cuddled in my arms. I felt a throw being drawn over me. I looked up and Reilly was home. She saw that I was awake and held her finger up to her lips.
"I'll cook," she whispered.
I closed my eyes and squeezed Murphy's form a little tighter and went back to sleep. I woke up again when I felt lips kiss my forehead. Reilly was kneeling beside the sofa.
"She loves you, Michael," she whispered. "She's never been like this with anyone else. She's all stiff even when I hug her. Don't hurt her and I'll be your slave."
"I don't need a slave," I whispered back. "I need a date for Saturday night. Will you go out with me?"
She blushed. She was very like her daughter, or maybe Murphy was like her. "Yes, I'd love to. Dinner's ready."
She stood up and walked away. I looked down at Murphy. Her beautiful little lips were slightly parted and her chest rose and fell softly under the throw. I could have just held her forever. I kissed her lips and she stirred. Her eyes fluttered and I kissed her again. She stiffened in my arms and looked at me. I felt her relax and she kissed me back.
"Reilly's home, and she made dinner for us," I whispered.



She sat up and pushed back the throw. She walked away to get dressed, those perfect cheeks jiggling as she walked. When she got to the bathroom door she looked back over her shoulder and flexed them for me. She was smiling when she closed the door and I went in and pulled on shorts and a t-shirt. I helped Reilly set the table and Murphy came in and poured juice. We had a nice dinner. Reilly was really a very good cook.
After dinner they stayed a while, and Murphy told her about what had happened. They both cried a little and I wound up with two wet girls, one under each arm. They got better after a while and I told Murphy that I had asked her Mother out for Saturday evening. She was very pleased with that. I asked her if she would be okay if my sister, Sam, came over and hung out with her. She was okay with that. They had met a couple of times and they liked each other. Sam wasn't married and she was pretty cool. She's my baby sister and she loves me. They went home after a while and I went to sleep feeling pretty good. Murphy had told me that she loved me and I was going out with Reilly on Saturday. I didn't think life could get any better.
Murphy was a little late the next morning. She looked as beautiful as ever. We kept our schedule, only things were about an hour later. The first change came when we got in the hot tub. I wasn't paying much attention and when she floated over to sit on my lap I wrapped her up like always. I stroked her firm little tummy and she purred. She took my hand and pushed it up. There was nothing but firm brown skin until my hand was pressed against one hard breast. I was a little shocked. I looked and saw her bikini top on the side of the tub. The little minx had taken it off! She pressed my hand hard against her breast and I could feel a hard little nub in the center of my palm.
She looked up at me. "Feel me," she said. "I want you to. This isn't about Mom, I want it."
I ran my fingers over that hard little mound. It was fuller than I expected. There was quite a bit of flesh to that little cone and it was capped with the hardest little nipple I have ever felt. I tweaked it and she moaned.
"That feels so good, Michael," she breathed. "Do the other one."
I used my other hand and I pinched the little nubs gently, rolling them around until she was panting. Her face was flushed. I wanted to see them but there were too many bubbles in the water. She declared that she was boiling and levered herself out of the tub. She walked away to the shower before I could get more than a glimpse. I followed her and we stood under the cool stream. They were amazing. There's nothing quite as beautiful as an eighteen year old girl's breasts. Murphy's were as erotic as anything I had ever imagined. She let me touch her all over as we rinsed off, and my cock was so hard it ached. We got our towels and went inside to eat. When we got to the laundry room she threw her towel in as usual, went to the bar and climbed up on her barstool like it was normal for her to be sitting there with her boobs bare. I sure wasn't going to object to having a nearly naked, absolutely gorgeous girl sitting at my bar.
We took our food into the living room and she waited for me to sit down. When I did she sat on my lap and turned the TV on. I had no idea what she was watching, I was watching Murphy. When we finished eating she relaxed on my lap and I petted her. I played with those little nipples and she squirmed around more and more on my lap. I ran my hands all over that perfect little body and she became more and more agitated.
"Something's happening to me," she looked up at me with heavy lidded eyes. "I feel all wet and tingly down there," she told me. "I feel like I need you to touch me... you know."
"Your pussy feels good?" I asked her.
She nodded. "You don't like me to say words like that," she said.
"When you're talking about your pussy it's okay to say pussy," I told her. "Do you want me to touch it?"
"Yes," she said.
"Inside or outside your bikini?" I asked her.
"Outside first," she said. "If I like it, we can try it inside."
I slid my hand down over her smooth belly, stopping to tickle her navel, and cupped her pussy with my hand. She spread her legs apart so I could play with her and pushed up against my hand. I stroked her tanned thighs and traced the line of her bikini up between her lips. She moaned and I continued to caress her as her excitement mounted. She was twisting her hips now, pushing up for more contact and she made little whimpering sounds. She was very wet and her bikini was soaked with her juices.
"Inside now," she murmured. "God that feels good, Michael." She lifted the bikini up so I could slide my hand inside and I let my index finger slide through her creamy pussy lips down to her opening. I gathered her moisture and stroked the lips, coating them and making them slippery. The material of her bikini was confining and I pulled the tie at her hip. The material slid away and she was beautifully and gloriously bare in my lap. I used her secretions to make my finger slide over the little button of her clit and she started when I touched it. I penetrated her with one finger and used the other hand to manipulate her clit. It grew firm under my touch and her moans and motions became nearly uncontrollable. She bucked her hips up to meet the thrusts of my finger inside her hot little pussy and she came explosively as I took her clit between my fingers and rolled it around. I let her enjoy the sensations until she became uncomfortable with me rolling her clit and let her come slowly down. I left my finger in her and I could feel her pussy clench and relax inside as she shuddered to a stop.
She looked up at me with those huge brown eyes. Her face had that slack look of prolonged sexual excitement and seeing that on the face of a sweet eighteen year old angel was the single most erotic thing I had ever seen.
"What was that, Michael?" she asked.
"It was an orgasm, baby," I told her. "You came for me. That's another word for it: come. Did you like it, Murphy?"
"Oh, yes," she breathed. "That was the best thing I ever felt. I felt like I was going to fall apart in little pieces it felt so good. I've done it to myself, but it never felt like that. Did you like it, Michael?"
"It was the sexiest thing I've ever done," I told her. "I love you, Murphy. I love looking at you and touching you. I love seeing you come. You're so gorgeous, baby."
"Good," she said. "I'm going to want to do it a lot."
"Thank you for letting me touch you like that," I said. "I know how much it means. Most guys never get to be with someone like you."
"You mean because I'm way younger than you are?" she asked.
"Yes, that, too, but I meant someone as sweet and beautiful as you," I said.
"I wouldn't let anyone else touch me like that," she said. "I feel sort of uncomfortable when anyone else touches me. I've never let boys touch me like that."
"Why don't you feel like that with me?" I asked her.
"I don't know," she said. "You're so beautiful and kind to me. I know you love me and I trust you. I don't really trust anyone else."
"What about Reilly?" I asked her. "You trust her, don't you?"
"Yes, I mean I trust her not to hurt me, but she doesn't make very good decisions, Michael. It's because of her that I had to live with Dad all those years. I know she would never intentionally harm me, but I get caught up in the blowback of what she does and it does hurt me. I think she's going to do better. I know she was very young when they got married. Maybe Dad used to be different. She should have left him years ago when he beat her up for the first time. She didn't and that got me beat up, too. It's hard for me to trust people, Michael. I want to ask you something. Can boys feel like you made me feel?"
"Yes, we come, too."
"How?"
"Well, reach down and feel my cock," I told her.
Her little hand slid down and squeezed me over my trunks. "It feels hard," she said. "Is that uncomfortable?"
"It would be if it was like that all the time. It only gets hard when I'm around someone as incredibly sexy as you. Looking at you makes it that way. Touching you makes it feel even better. If you pet it like I did your pussy, I'll come. It's different with a man. When we come; white creamy stuff called sperm or cum spurts out the end and it's the best feeling on earth."
"Yes," she said. "That's what I want to do. Let it out."
I couldn't help laughing. "That sounds like it's some sort of monster. 'Unleash the Kraken!'"
She giggled and pulled at my trunks. I lifted my butt so she could pull them off and my cock sprang up, hitting her left breast. It left a little trail of precum and she felt it with her finger.
"Is that like the stuff my pussy made when you were playing with me?
"Yes, I don't know if the chemistry is the same, but it serves the same purpose."
"What?" she asked.
"It's designed to make us slippery so my cock can go in your pussy easily," I told her.
"I don't want to do that," she said. "I do know about that and I don't want to get pregnant."
"No, we don't want that," I told her. "Have you thought about birth control?"
"Yes," she said. "I've talked about it with Mom, but I'm not sexually active, and I don't have a problem with my periods."
"Well, we don't want you pregnant. That would be a disaster, but I didn't intend to fuck you, Murphy."
She covered her ears. "You don't like for me to curse. You wouldn't like it if I did. I heard you say it to Dad, though."
"It's okay if you're talking about fucking," I told her. "Sometimes you want to sound really threatening so you tell someone to shut the fuck up. I don't use it all the time like a lot of people do."
"No, me either," she said. "I still don't want to do that... fuck. Jesus, Michael; it is a Kraken. That would never fit in me. It would kill me!"
"No it wouldn't," I told her. "Most people would say weird for an eighteen year old girl and a 40 year old man to have sex, but we could. You're an adult. Probably with most eighteen year olds, they're right. They don't know you though."
"That's stupid," she said. "I'm a woman; not a child. I'm perfectly capable of making my own decisions. I'm a lot more capable than a lot of 40 year olds I know."
"I know, baby, but you're smarter than most people. You're way smarter than me."
"Thanks," she said. "I want to make you feel good now. I want to make you come. Show me how; we can talk later."
I took her little hand and wrapped the fingers around my cock. It looked very erotic; her fingers barely reached around. She gripped it firmly and I showed her how the loose skin could slide up and down. She did it on her own and I knew I wouldn't last long. She was just too gorgeous and too sexy. I took her other hand and we coated the head with precum. I brought it to her pussy and gathered up some of her fluids. She was very wet and we used that, too. She twisted the head of my cock around and I showed her how to stroke under the sensitive crown. I came in three minutes, spurting up into the air as she pumped. A glob flew up and stuck to her hair and her hands were covered. She watched my face as I came and she pumped until the last drops oozed out.
"God, baby; that was so good," I told her. "I've wanted to do that for months. Ever since the first time you sat on my lap in the hot tub, I've been wanting you."
She looked at her hands. When she spread her fingers, strings of cum clung to them and she smooshed it around. "It's really slick," she said. "What does it taste like? I've seen women drink it on the internet."
"I have no idea," I laughed. "I haven't tasted it."
She raised one finger and sucked it clean. She wrinkled her cute little nose. "It isn't bad," she said. "I don't like the texture much. I could stand it if you wanted me to drink it. Those women on the internet sucked on the ... cocks. Would you like that?"
"I would love it. I'll lick your pussy, too, but not right now. Most of all, I want to make love to you, Murphy."
"You mean put it inside me? I'm afraid, Michael. I'll let you if you really want to."
"We'll build up to that," I told her. "We would need protection for that. Thank you, baby. I promise not to make you do anything you're afraid to do. When you want it, too, then we'll do it."
"Will you fuck Mom?" she asked.
"Do you want me to?"
"Yes, I think it would make her happy. I need her to be happy, Michael."
"Will you be jealous?"
"Yes, I want you all to myself, but that's selfish. I won't be upset. Can I watch?"
"That isn't just up to me," I told her. "It's fine with me. I'd like for you to join in, but that's up to Reilly, too. You're assuming that she'll want to do that."
"Believe me, it's not an assumption. Maybe not the first time," she said. "I have an idea though. She knows I love you, Michael. I told her. I told her I was going to let you play with me. When you come home from your date, we can send Sam home and Mom and I will spend the night. You can fuck her and then I'll come and get in bed with you after. We can talk. I'll tell her I want to watch and play with you guys."
"What did she say when you told her you were going to let me pet you?"
"She didn't like it. She cried and said it wasn't right. I told her it wasn't up to her. She eventually said she knew I loved you and that you were the gentlest man she knew. If I was sure, she wouldn't cause any trouble. She thinks you're gentle, and you are; but she didn't see you with Dad."
"I'm gentle with gentle people," I told her.
"I know. I love you, Michael. My hands feel really yucky."
I laughed. "Will you take a shower with me, Murphy?"
She stood up and took my hand in one of her yucky ones and led me away.
By the time Reilly got home we were clean and innocent looking. I wondered if she could tell what we'd been doing, but she didn't say anything.
Reilly came over at six Saturday evening and she looked great. She had on a short green dress that fit her well. I had our date set up. We went to a coffee house and played board games for a while. She was very good at scrabble and she knew lots of words. We fought about the rules like kids and then I took her to the zoo. We ate hot dogs and pretzels and drank a lot of Coke. I took her down to the park on the river and they were having a jazz concert. We danced a couple of times and she moved like a dream. She turned a lot of heads and there wasn't a man that could see her that didn't check her out. Even some of the women couldn't keep their eyes off this gorgeous redhead. The band was playing a slow, sweet number and she felt very nice against me. She was tight and voluptuous at the same time. George was an idiot, but his loss was my gain.
"I want to kiss you, Reilly," I said.
She raised her face and I pressed against those generous lips. They were soft and sweet and she tasted delicious. We danced and I held her and kissed her a dozen times. She squirmed against me and her big delicious breasts were against my chest. I took her home about eleven, and Murphy and Sam were watching TV. They finished their show and Sam kissed us and left. Murphy said she was very sleepy and she wanted them to spend the night. Reilly didn't take much convincing. We sat on the sofa and Murphy climbed the stairs and we heard the bedroom door close. I pulled Reilly close and kissed her. She was very excited and she pulled her dress up and straddled me. I unzipped it and felt her bare back. She pulled away a little and whispered in my ear.
"Not here, Michael. I'm afraid Murphy will come out and see us. Take me to bed."
She stood up and I led her to my bedroom. I picked her up inside the door and carried her to the bed. I set her down and slipped the dress off. It slid down, hung on her hips for a minute and puddled at her feet. She had on a gold silk bra and matching panties. Her skin was very white and creamy with a sprinkling of freckles over her shoulders and decreasing down to the tops of her big breasts. I took her in my arms and she was all soft beautiful woman. When I released the catch on her bra it slid off and all that beautiful firm flesh spilled out. Her breasts were large, even bigger than they looked in her clothes. They were very heavy and they swayed and bounced with her every movement. They didn't sag, in spite of their weight, and her nipples and areolas were pink and virginal looking. She was very shy and she blushed as I drank in the sight of her. I could tell she wasn't very confident.
"Jesus, Reilly," I breathed. "You're beautiful! My God, I knew you were gorgeous, but nothing like this!"
Her belly was flat and her hips swelled dramatically into beautiful legs that were toned, very long and totally flawless. I pulled the comb out of her hair and all that flame tumbled down. I couldn't believe how gorgeous she was.
"Lie down on the bed, and let me just look at you," I told her. "I want to remember this."
She was still blushing and she lay back on the bed as her flaming hair fanned out around her, framing her clear white skin in a beautiful picture. I knelt on the bed over her and stroked that amazing body. Her breasts still didn't sag or flop over to the side. I bent and took one nipple inside my lips and she groaned.
"Michael," she moaned. "It's been a while. I've never been with anyone other than... him. You're making me feel so good. I need you, Michael. I need you inside me. Don't tease me, just take me. We can play later, I need your cock now."
I pulled the little panties down her long legs and shed clothes until we were both bare. She had a little neatly trimmed landing strip, and it was the cutest thing I had ever seen, just a bit of flame colored fluff over her sweet pussy. Her pussy lips were glistening with moisture and I could tell she was more than ready.
When I moved up on her and she got her first look at my cock she gasped. "Jesus Christ, Michael, I don't know. I don't think... I don't..."
I silenced her with a kiss. Our bodies pressed together and she was as soft as a feather pillow on the surface. Underneath she was steel. I knew she worked out four evenings a week, and it was obviously paying off. Her body was perfection. I thought about Murphy. The difference was stark. She was slender, long and, to my mind, the absolute pinnacle of desirability. She was an eighteen year old goddess. Reilly was something different, almost as if they were a different species. She was an earth goddess and Murphy was a nymph. They were both the stuff of young men's wet dreams.
Reilly had the personality of your little sister, sweet, uncomplicated and in love with life. She also had the body of a porn star. The combination was something with which to fall in love. At the moment, I was interested in falling into a hot tight pussy. She was very wet and very horny. She moaned as the head of my cock sliced between her creamy lips and slid inside. She was very tight and hot. I got well into her in the first few seconds and she groaned.
"God, Michael; not so quick, honey. You're way too big to go that fast."
I nodded and eased in. It had been fairly easy up to that point, but beyond that it was a struggle for both of us. I was no porn star, but that asshole George must had a dick like a cigarette. This was obviously untouched territory. I remembered that he told me Murphy was born by C section. The walls of her pussy parted reluctantly as we moved together. As I sunk deeper she was gasping for breath.
"Stop, Michael; let me rest a minute," she panted.
There was no way I was going to be able to do that. I didn't press any deeper but I drew back and started to pump her with what she had. I hadn't given her a dozen strokes before she started coming. A flush spread over her face, down her neck and over her beautiful breasts. She moaned and shuddered. She came nearly as easily as her daughter, her inexperience and sensitivity combined to make her the fuck of a lifetime for anyone. When I felt her orgasm and her pussy clench tightly around me I waited for her to relax. She went limp and I gave her the rest of my cock. She jolted as my balls slapped against her butt and went off again.



"Good girl," I told her. "I love watching you come. Let's see how long we can keep you there."
I rose up on my hands and gave her some serious strokes. Reilly was a big girl, not fat but tall and very curvy and her breasts swayed and jiggled every time I thrust into her. It was very erotic and the look on her face was something I'll never forget. Her pussy fit like a glove around me and she made cute little sounds when she came. Her orgasm began to fade and I bent to take one fat little pink nipple in my mouth. That set her off again and she came even harder. This one went on for a long time and finally her frantic hip pumping to meet my thrusts slowed. I wasn't ready to let her come down and I reached between us to play with the little bud of her clit. I rubbed her with my thumb and that was all it took for her to spiral up again.
When she blew up I stopped rubbing her and she was getting pretty loud. Every time she came it seemed to be stronger. When I could feel her starting to crest I would rub her again and her orgasms began to string together. I had been fucking her for fifteen minutes now, and her voice was starting to get hoarse and husky. I had been holding on with an iron will, trying to make our first fuck something she would never forget. I was surprised at my depth of feeling for her. It was a little confusing because I was in love with Murphy. I would sort it through, but at that moment I knew I wasn't going to be able to keep from coming much longer. I wanted to keep her coming and she was becoming exhausted. I had lost track of the number of time she had come for me, and I was amazed at her capacity. My two little Irish girls were astonishingly sexual.
I fell forward onto her lush body and humped her, deep and quickly, grinding against her and giving her every millimeter. She groaned and kicked her legs before wrapping them around me.
"Come, Michael," she moaned. "God, you're killing me, honey. Come inside me now. Please, Michael, I want to feel you come!"
Her words and the feel of her fantastic body quivering under me sent me over the edge and I fired a half-dozen shots of thick, ropey cum up into her tightness. She blew up all over again when she felt me splash into her, sobbing in ecstasy now, her arms holding me tightly and those impossibly long sexy legs wrapped around me; trying to merge our bodies as we came together.
I finally stopped, buried to the hilt inside her and we kissed passionately for a long time. Suddenly she was pushing at me, scrambling to try and get away. I was confused and rolled off her. I thought she was having second thoughts and she was making little sounds of pain.
"My leg," she moaned. "I'm having a cramp! Jesus, Michael; help me!"
Her inner thigh muscle was quivering and I stretched it out, digging my fingers into that amazing thigh and working it out. When it went away, we both collapsed on our backs, laughing at the sudden scare. She rolled up half over me, her big breasts crushed against my side, one little pink nipple peeking over and lay with her cheek on my chest. All that flaming hair covered us like a veil and we rested. I stroked the silky skin of her back and reached down to sink my fingers into the firm flesh of her butt. She flexed it and there were very strong muscles in there.
She giggled like a little girl. She looked up at me and I kissed her luscious red lips. She grew pensive and I could see a tear trickle down her cheek.
"What's wrong, Reilly?" I asked her.
"Damn you, Michael! I shouldn't have done this with you," she sniffed a little. "You've spoiled me. It's never going to be this good for me again. I'm so in love with you and I know you'll never be mine." She was sobbing.
"Reilly, you're breaking my heart," I squeezed her tightly. "Do you think this is a onetime thing? I would never just fuck you and leave you high and dry like that. Why do you think it won't be this good for you again? Are you planning to marry some needle dicked guy next week? Because if you'll let me, I'm going to fuck you like a rabbit every day this week."
She looked up at me, confusion in her big blue eyes. "But, I thought... I mean, you and Murphy... she's in love with you, Michael. What about her?"
"Let's see," I told her. I reached out and got my phone. I texted Murphy. "Mom wants you," I told her.
In a minute I heard the floor creak and in another she came sliding into the room. Reilly tried to snatch up the sheet over us but I wouldn't let her. Murphy pulled her nightshirt over her head and slid in next to her mother wearing only cute little purple panties.
"Murphy, what are you doing?" her mother whispered.
"I'm getting in bed with my mom and her lover," Murphy said.
"What... Michael, are you okay with this?" Reilly asked.
"I want it more than anything," I told her.
I watched as a range of emotions swept over her face. Shame, embarrassment, love, lust, confusion and above all, a desperate desire to be loved. She started crying again. Murphy slid on top of her and wiped away the tears. She kissed her mother on the nose and then on her trembling lips. Reilly wrapped her arms around her daughter and wept into her neck.
"Murphy, God baby; I hardly know you. You never let me touch you! God I love you so much baby. Do you... I can't believe... I thought you hated me, baby. God knows I deserve it. I fucked your life up so bad! Do you love me, baby? Can you forgive me? I thought I had lost you forever!"
"You almost did," Murphy told her. "I never hated you. I've always loved you, but you have fucked up my life. You started fixing that when we moved here. You can keep fixing it. I know you love Michael. So do I. Pretty soon, I'm going to make love to him for the first time. I'm willing to share him with you. I want you to be happy, but not at my expense. You don't get to make decisions about me anymore. You gave that up when Dad beat me up and you didn't do anything about it. Michael is the one that gets to make those decisions now. You're my mom and I'll always be respectful and grateful that you finally had the courage to bring us here. If you let me, I'll love you and get over what's happened to us."
"I'll do anything," Reilly sobbed. "Baby, baby; just let me hold you. I've wanted to for so long. You wouldn't let anyone but Michael touch you. God, I've missed holding you. What do you want me to do, Murphy?"
"All I ever wanted was for you to love me enough to get us away from Dad. Now I want more! I want you to be Michael's lover. I want you to be my lover too. I want to watch you; I want to join in and when the time is right, I want you to help me make love to him. Will you do that, Mom?"
"Oh, yes, baby; I'll do anything. I'm so sorry, Murphy. I'll make it up to you, somehow."
"Make me come," Murphy told her. "Make me come, Mom."
Reilly went still. "I'm not a lesbian, baby," she said.
"Neither am I," Murphy told her. "I'll make you come though. God, Mom; don't you think I'm pretty? I think you're beautiful and I'll bet you're amazing when you come. I could hear you, you know. It made me so horny. I want to make you moan like that. I want you to do it for me."
I just laid there; the thought of these two going at it had me hard as a rock. At the same time, this was such a tense situation. It could all go south right here. I reached over and took Reilly's chin in my fingers, turning her face toward me. I kissed her lips, tasting the salt of her tears. I cupped her cheek in my hand.
"We love you, Reilly," I told her. "Love us, let us love you." I kissed her again and I felt her lips begin to move on mine.
She gasped against my lips and I glanced down to see that Murphy had taken one of her fat little nipples between her Cupid's bow lips. She moaned against my mouth and though I couldn't see, I suspected Murphy was touching her pussy.
"Fuck her, Michael," Murphy told me.
"No, I can't!" Reilly wailed. "Please, Murphy, I'm too embarrassed. Don't Michael. I can't do this with you here, baby."
"You can and you will," Murphy told her. "You know you want this, Mom."
"Yes, but not in front of my own daughter," she wept.
"Yes, and you're going to be too busy licking my pussy to be embarrassed," Murphy told her. "Make her do it, Michael."
"Easy, baby," I told her. "Don't be so pushy."
"Mom kind of likes pushy," Murphy explained.
"No, that's not true," Reilly objected.
"Yes it is, Mom. Even when Dad told you that you were a useless, ugly whore. Why would you do that if you don't like pushy?"
"I was afraid of him," Reilly protested. "I was afraid he would hurt me or you."
"Fuck her," Murphy told me. "I promise, she'll like it."
Reilly tried to buck her off. "No!"
I moved between her thighs and she tried to close them. It was too late. Either Murphy was right, or a rain shower had sprung up over Reilly's pussy because she was so drenching wet I slid easily in, taking only a few seconds to bury myself completely inside her.
"Jesus, Michael, I'm sore, honey. Take it easy," she told me.
I straddled her legs and began a slow pump into her. She moaned and writhed as she began to respond. Murphy leaned her little body back against my chest and scooted her butt over Reilly's breasts and up where her mother could reach it with her mouth.
"Lick me, Mom," she said.
Reilly was very reluctant and Murphy threatened to make me stop fucking her if she didn't. I stopped all motion and she thrust herself against me frantically, close to orgasm and wanting desperately to come.
Her tongue came out and tentatively explored Murphy's little pink folds. I wrapped my arms around Murphy and played with her cute little tits, pinching her nipples and squeezing the hard little mounds into points. I did that until I felt her begin to tremble. Knowing her climax was close; I took my hands away and pushed her up so I could devote my attention to her mother. I pounded that poor girl and her muffled scream of passion, half drowned in Murphy's sweet little pussy, were enough to take us all over the edge. It was like a bomb had gone off in my bed! There were squealing girls and ropes of cum and big beautiful breasts and cute little hard ones all jumbled up together until we collapsed in a sweaty pile.
I had a beautiful girl on each arm, my hands sliding over wet, silky skin and breasts of both sizes on my chest. They were kissing every now and again and we whispered and touched our lovers. Reilly had, at least temporarily, lost all her inhibitions and Murphy never had any.
"Why were you so mean to me, baby?" Reilly asked Murphy.
"I'm sorry, Mom; but you weren't ever going to let this happen unless we made you. I think you like being told what to do."
"No, I don't," Reilly said. "I just like to make people happy. It makes me feel good when I can."
"Reilly, you don't have to do anything to make us happy," I told her. "I don't know about Murphy, but you make me happy just knowing you. Looking at you makes me happy. Hearing you laugh or watching you come; that makes me very happy."
"Well, I haven't been very happy in my life," she said. "I always felt like I couldn't please my parents. No matter how good my grades were or what I did in athletics, it always seemed like they weren't happy. I was the Homecoming Queen twice and I never heard a word of them being proud of me. Before we got married, he... George made me feel happy. That all changed after you were born, Murphy. He told me I was a fat cow and everything he did was degrading. I tried to be good and make him love me, but nothing worked. It's going to take me a while to get over that."
"It's not something to get over," Murphy told her. "I mean, if someone's treating you like shit, you should hit them over the head with a chair, but being sweet and soft is part of you that I love. I always have, even when I was so mad at you for so long. You did everything you could to make me happy except the one thing that would have worked. We need to keep you out of the way of mean people. You try to make them happy and they take advantage of you."
"You mean like fucking me and making me eat your pussy?"
"You loved that, Mom. Look in my eyes and tell me you didn't."
"No, I did, but I want to decide for myself when I want to do things."
"Do you want to fuck Michael?"
"Yes, but not because you make me."
"I loved you licking my pussy. Do you want to do things for me that you know I love?"
"Yes, but I don't like you threatening to not let me come if I don't."
"What's the big fuss about?" I asked. "Reilly, you wanted to do this, you just couldn't admit it. Murphy, we were sort of mean. I thought it was as sexy as hell. I'll let you be mean to me sometime. Murphy, one of these days I'm going to make you scream until your throat is raw. I'm going to do the same thing to you, Reilly. I'll let you do anything you want to me. Pain isn't fun, but you can go right to the edge and it's mind-blowing."
They snuggled into me. "I can hardly wait," Murphy giggled. I looked at Reilly and she kissed me. "I like to scream sometimes," she said.
"So, we're all good?" I asked.
"Yes," Murphy nodded. "Very good," Reilly said.
"You girls know that this is addictive," I warned them. "I'm already hooked. I'm going to want sexy girls in my bed all the time now."
"Do you want us to live with you?" Murphy asked.
"Up to you," I told her. "It might get crowded, or maybe not. I don't know. I've only lived with one woman. She took up a lot of room, but I loved it. You're welcome to try."
"I think we should keep our own place," Reilly said. "If we want to we can stay here, and if we want to be alone we can go home. Thanks though, Michael. Someday we might want to. You know, neither one of us are taking birth control. We should start right away."
"Jesus, Reilly; you have a gallon of cum in you," I said. "I'm sorry, I should have asked. Go douche out, baby. We don't want an accident. You should go get the morning after pill tomorrow, just to make sure."
"Would you mind a little sister?" Reilly asked Murphy.
"No, I guess not, but not a brother," she said. "How do you know it would be a girl."
"I don't," Reilly laughed. "It was a figure of speech. I don't want to be pregnant, either. Maybe someday before too long I might, but not now. Your father was snipped."
"I don't want to ever mention him again," Murphy said. "Forget about him, Mom. This is us now."
"Okay, Murphy. I'm sorry baby."
"It's okay. I just hate him, Mom."
"I know. I'm desperately tired. I'm going to get that douche and go to bed."
"This is where you sleep," I told her.
"Are you sure?"
"Positive," I told her. She went off to the bathroom and I cuddled Murphy.
"Is this what you wanted, baby?" I asked her.
"Like a fairy tale," she said. "I want to come again, Michael. If you just rub me a couple of times I'll go off."
I slid my finger through those slick little lips and when Reilly came back Murphy was puffing and moaning her way down the other side of the mountain.
She smiled and lay down beside me. I pulled my girls into my arms and we slept like babies. Reilly got up and went to work the next morning. She was walking funny, at first, and complained about being sore. After her shower she was better and I licked her pussy until she came in the kitchen before she left. She called later and said she would pick Murphy up and go see a gynecologist at two. That interrupted our routine and Murphy wasn't happy about that. She was very much a creature of habit, but it was for a good cause and she reconciled herself to it.
They stayed with me the rest of the week and we fucked Reilly until she was worn. She went home for a couple of nights to recover and it was just Murphy and I. She was still afraid to make love, so we just played to our hearts content. It was sweet and beautiful and so was she. School was going to start in a couple of weeks and she started getting tense about going to a new school. She was going to be a senior, and she worried about being the new kid. I offered to home school her and she jumped at the chance. I have degrees in English, journalism and philosophy, and I felt like I could do a better job with her than the schools could.
I worried a bit about her not having friends her age. I talked to her about it and she thought it would be weird to have them. "What am I going to do, get excited about their stories of being kissed under the bleachers when I'm going to come home and suck your dick while Mom makes me come?"
"Damn, Murphy! That just makes me feel guilty! Jesus, baby; I never thought about this very clearly. You just make me so hot I can't stand it. What a mess!"
"Stop being ridiculous," she said. "I'll do it. What do you want me to do?"
"I want you to take dance lessons and learn to play an instrument," I told her. "I want you to go to an art class and a foreign language class. There are plenty of home school groups that coop on stuff like that. I'll take you."
"Yes, and how will I introduce you? 'This is my lover? Oh yes, he also happens to be banging my Mom.'"
"You'll tell them I'm your Mother's boyfriend."
"Well, that has the virtue of being true, but from what I know, most of these people are religious fanatics. They'll hardly look with favor on my mother having a live-in boyfriend."
"Your information is outdated," I told her. "That may have been true twenty or thirty years ago, but it isn't anymore. Parents who care about their kids are pulling them out of the schools right and left. Some of them are fanatics. Some of them think they can do a better job than the school can. An averagely intelligent zombie could do better. Some are right wing conspiracy nuts and some are left wing nut jobs. You'll find about the same concentration as your average private school. They have one thing in common; they care about their kids and that makes them special. I care about mine, too. That's why I want her to have friends her age."
"I'm not your kid," she objected. "I'm your lover."
"Yes, and you're an eighteen year old high school student," I told her. "I wish you were my kid, Murphy. I'd be a very proud father."
She softened. "I know. I'll be your kid. You know I depend on you to take care of me and steer me down the right roads. I'll do what you want. You're wiser than me. I'm smarter than you, though," she giggled.
"Yes you are," I tickled her. "It scares me how much you know. Talking to you is like talking to a thirty-five year old woman. I've never met anyone as smart as you."
"Mom's as smart as me," she said.
"Are you sure? She seems like a pretty uncomplicated person to me."
"Yes, I know; but that's because she's just content to float along with the tide. She's intellectually lazy. I think we should get her back in school. Make her do it, Michael. It will make her feel more confident and feel better about herself."
"Murphy, you've got to stop this," I told her. "You can't just order her around."
"Yes, I can," she said. "I have a stronger will than she does and she will just do stuff to make me stop bugging her."
"Yes, I know that. I have a stronger body than you do. I could just hold you and play with your boobs whether you wanted me to or not. Should I do that?"
"I want you to."
"You're playing word games. I'm not Reilly. Be honest now."
"I get it. The problem is; I know what would be good for her better than she does. It would be irresponsible of me not to make her do things that are good for her."
"Jesus, baby! Some of the very worst things ever done have been done by people who thought they knew better than the people they were doing them to. People have the right to go to hell in a handbasket if they want to. You can't go around forcing people to do things they don't want to, even if it's good for them."
"That's what the schools, the police and the government all do," she said.



"Yes, I know. That's why they're evil. People own themselves, Murphy. You either believe that or you believe in slavery. There's no other option. If they own themselves, no one else has any right to tell them what to do with themselves."
"But I love her," she said.
"Yes, me too, but we can't always force her to do stuff. Let's try encouraging her. Forcing her to do sexual things because we know she'll enjoy them is one thing. That's just playing. The rest is off limits. If I find out you forced her to go to school, I'm going to be disappointed."
She looked up at me, her face pale. "No, I won't then. That would kill me for you to be disappointed in me."
I laughed. "It's inevitable, baby. You're going to be disappointed in me, too. When you love someone you do it even when they disappoint you. I never said I wouldn't love you."
She looked relieved. "I'll never intentionally disappoint you," she said.
"I know, baby. I'm going to be really disappointed if you don't let me make you come now."
She punched me. "I was being serious, but I want to come. Suck me off, Michael."
I held that sexy little body and loved her until she exploded.
She started dance classes as soon as we found a teacher. We found a nice coop and she started all the other classes, too. She even found a drama club all on her own, and it wasn't long before there was a crowd of girls going in and out of our house. There were a few boys, too. She even went to some events with one or the other of the boys. Murphy and Reilly stayed with me almost constantly except for one week out of the month. They started their birth control on the same day and when they were having periods, they spent that week by themselves.
Reilly started taking online classes. She was accepted into the Master's program and started her project. She was a kinesiology major and wanted to do sports medicine. We occasionally got to spend nights together alone, too, when Murphy was invited to some sleepover at a friend's house or went overnight to some club event. I always took her out on those occasions and she was always a blast. Having this gorgeous redhead on my arm was very flattering to my ego. She loved everything about life and although she was quiet in company, when we were alone she was a bubbly, witty and charming woman. She proved to be as smart as Murphy said she was. I don't remember her missing a point in any of her graduate classes. She worked hard at it and it wasn't long before she had her masters and was working on a PhD.
Murphy was doing very well with her schooling. She needed very little supervision. She would come into my office at nine, work at her job for an hour and crack open the books. I'm not a math guy and couldn't help her at that, but Reilly was a whiz at math. She got more done in four hours a day than most kids in school get done in a week. She worked through textbooks like novels and she was doing work that would have stumped college students. Her birthday was in October and she wanted a week vacation from school. Our routine had suffered. She still swam every day and we still sat in the hot tub and snuggled but now, in the evening, there was a steady parade of girls in and out. She had two girls that spent nearly as much time at our house as they did theirs. Most afternoons there were three bikini clad girls to keep me from working. Tegan and Ashley couldn't have been more different. Tegan was a cute little blonde and Ashley was a tall black girl. They were very flirty and very cute. I admired them, but I was very cautious around them.
Murphy noticed and asked me why I didn't like them. "I do like them," I told her. "They just seem a little too friendly, sometimes. Tegan rubbed her boobs up against me today in the hot tub and Ashley rubs on me, too."
"They're sexy, don't you think?" she asked.
"Yes, but I don't want to think about it," I told her.
"Would you like to see them naked?" she asked.
"Yes, but I'm not going to," I told her. "I would like to see your music teacher naked, too, but I won't. In fact, I would like to see every attractive female I meet naked. That doesn't mean anything. It's just imagination. You're not thinking what I think you're thinking, are you?"
"That's a lot of thinking," she laughed. "They just think you're hot."
"Well, hotness isn't an asset in jail with Bubba wanting to give it to you in the ass," I told her. "Forget it, Murphy. Don't let them be naked here. I mean it, baby. They're underage. I don't want to see them. I've got you. I've got Reilly and this is trouble. Do you want me arrested?"
"No, I didn't think about that," she said.
"Well, don't let them mess around," I told her.
We went to a nice Italian Restaurant for her birthday party. We went and drove go carts and wound up back at home for cake and punch. I got her a new laptop and Reilly and I had picked her out a lot of new clothes. A lot of her clothes were old and worn, and some didn't fit right. She wanted to try them on right away and ran off to her room. When she came out she was wearing a pair of her new jeans and that was it. God she filled those jeans out nicely. Her breasts looked bigger and her areola had gotten puffy. She was brown all over, sunning constantly without any clothes on, and she was a stunning woman.
She cupped her titties. "I think I need a bra," she said.
"Why?" Reilly asked her.
"You wear them," she said.
"Yes, but my boobs would be down around my knees in a week if I didn't," Reilly said. "I can imagine that you'll need one in a couple of years. You have beautiful breasts, Murphy. Don't cover them up."
"Besides, it would take us longer to get you naked," I told her.
She giggled. "I want to be naked now, in our bed with both of you. I want my last birthday present."
"Let me see you take off those jeans," I told her.
It was quite a trick. She had been poured into them and she peeled them down. Her panties went with them and she was bare and beautiful. Reilly and I made a trail of clothes to the bedroom and we tumbled into bed. Reilly knelt between her thighs with her butt in the air and I slid inside her inferno. She was coming in minutes and she had Murphy worked into quite a state too.
"Don't cum in her, Michael," Murphy gasped. "Stop Mom, I want Michael."
I moved into place and she grabbed my arms. "No, Michael. I want you inside me."
"Are you sure, Murphy?" I asked. "I'm no smaller than yesterday."
"No, but I'm bigger," she said. "I'm confident now and I want to fuck you. I've been waiting forever and I want to do it now. Help me, Mom."
Reilly was worried. "No, honey; don't. I can barely take him after all this time. Let me make you come."
"Later," Murphy said. "I'm going to do this. Now help me or lie there and watch."
Reilly reached out and took my cock in her hand. She went down on me, coating me with her saliva until I was dripping. She pulled on me and I moved forward to rest between Murphy's buttery lips. "Very slow," she warned me. "If you hurt her I'm going to rip off your nuts."
"Shut up, Mom," Murphy told her. "You're throwing off our groove."
We laughed and the feeling of that tiny pussy I had wanted to be inside of for so long against the head of my cock was driving me wild. I wanted to just nail her to the bed, so Reilly's word of caution wasn't without merit. Reilly rubbed the head of my cock up and down her daughter's slit and stimulated her clit with it. Murphy was moaning and thrusting against me.
"Don't tease me," she begged. "Put it in, Mom. God, I want it so bad."
Reilly slotted my cock and the head parted those little pink lips. I was pretty sure she had no virgin barrier. As many fingers as had been inside her, it was very unlikely that it was intact. I hoped not. The pressure was intense and it was a good thing I was as hard as iron or she would have broken me in half. The head popped in and I pushed two inches inside her before I could stop. She cried out and Reilly hit me. "I told you to go slow," she said.
"Sorry, baby; I didn't mean to do that," I told her. "I was pushing so hard to get in that I couldn't stop."
"It's okay," Murphy moaned. "Jesus, that hurt. Don't do that again."
"No, I won't. Let me know when you're ready."
"Rub my clit, Mom."
Reilly teased the little nub and Murphy soon began to writhe under her assault. I took that as my signal to move and I pulled back and returned, just moving the head back and forth inside her. I advanced a little more with about every tenth stroke. Soon she was taking six inches into her little pink pussy without discomfort and I could tell she was about to come. When she went off I gave her the rest and she screamed and came again. I could feel the back of her pussy against the head of my cock. She was coming like a string of firecrackers and I wasn't going to be far behind. The very idea of being inside this amazing little sprite I loved with all my heart was enough to push me to the brink and the incredible tightness and heat around my cock was fueling the fire.
I had wanted her for so long and playing sexual games with her all that time had just whetted my appetite for her. I could feel every fold and every contraction of her hot little box around me as she came in waves. It was the most incredible experience of my life and I never wanted it to end. Reilly had one of Murphy's little mounds inside her mouth and was caressing her face with her hands. I reached down and slipped a finger into Reilly's hot pussy and she humped herself against my hand. I could tell she was on the verge of coming, too, and I was determined to bring her off with me. Murphy was coming constantly and she wasn't coming down anytime soon. I tensed every muscle in my body as my cock erupted inside my little lover. Reilly's moan matched mine and we writhed together until we collapsed.
"Now that was a birthday present," Murphy sighed. "I want another tomorrow."
"I've created a monster," I told her mother. "She's insatiable."
"I know," Reilly said. "You're another. You two fuck me more times in a week than in all my life before."
"Hey," Murphy objected. "I believe you're the one that woke me up at two this morning with your face in my pussy. Then you whined about wanting to come until I ate you, too."
"She did that?" I asked. "She woke me up at four and wanted me to fuck her from behind. Jesus, you're a horny girl, Reilly."
She laughed. "You've corrupted me. I'm not going to work or school tomorrow. Can we just stay in bed and fuck all day?"
"Can we do it again now?" Murphy asked. "I feel you getting hard again, Michael."
"I'm in bed with a beautiful little nymph and an earth goddess," I told her. "I want to fuck Reilly now. I'll do you again later."
"I'll help," she agreed. "Mom, have you ever licked a girl's pussy that was leaking cum?"
"No," Reilly said. "I want to though."
I don't know how it happened, but I knew I was going to be a very happy man.
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I got off work at midnight. I was working 3:30 to midnight at a factory that makes electric motors for everything from fans to huge industrial applications. I had to get up for an eight o'clock class at the university the next morning. I was a second semester junior, majoring in mechanical engineering and this was a tough math class. I was hungry and I stopped at an all-night diner for a bite to eat. There were about five customers in there and I sat in my usual booth until Florence came by to take my order. I got breakfast just like I always do; three eggs, sausage patties, hash browns and biscuits and gravy. She brought me my glass of milk and stopped to talk a minute.
"Eric, would you mind if I asked you for a favor?" she asked.
"Well, as long as it doesn't require me standing up, I'll do anything," I told her. "Is this a tonight favor or a some other time favor, Flo? You're my mom's best friend and if I want to stay friendly with her, I better help you out."
"It's a tonight favor," she said. "It isn't for me, Eric. See that girl over there?"
I looked and there was this tiny little slip of a girl sitting in a booth looking out the window. She had this mane of dark blond hair swirling around her until I could hardly see her face, but she looked young.
"What about her?" I asked.
"She's been here for two hours and Tony's complaining about her. He's going to kick her out. She's only ordered coffee, and I don't know what's wrong with her. She's been crying from time to time, and I think she's in trouble. I don't think she has any money and I was hoping you'd buy her something to eat. That way Tony can't kick her out. I'd do it, but Tony's watching me and he'd see me put the money in the till."
"Your boss is an asshole," I told her. "Take her what I'm having. No, don't do that, she might not like it. Get her a couple of cheeseburgers, some fries and a coke. Everybody likes those."
"Thanks, Eric," she said. "Can I tell her you bought it for her?"
"Don't do that, Flo. Just tell her it's on the house."
She went away and I heard her yell in the order. By the time my breakfast was ready, the girl's order was ready, too, and Flo dropped it off at her table on her way to mine. The girl said something to her I couldn't hear, and then Flo brought me my food. I saw the girl looking after her and she took a look at me, too. I got the impression of huge brown eyes and freckles before she looked at her food and started eating.
Flo gave me a wink and went back behind the counter. I put salt and pepper on my food and began to eat. I was concentrating on eating when a shadow fell across the table. I looked up and that girl was sliding into the booth across from me. She had her plate and her coke and God she was gorgeous. She was obviously very young and her eyes were all red from crying. She looked at me and I just stared back. Those eyes were big enough to drown in. She had a little button nose and full puffy lips that were made for kissing. She was thin, but she had something going on under that t-shirt that made it hard to look at her face. Her boobs probably weren't that big, but on that tiny frame they looked huge.
"Thanks," she said.
I wanted to hear her talk more. Her little voice was husky and low, sounding like wine, smoke and old jazz.
"Thanks for what?" I asked.
"Thanks for buying me some food," she said. "I was starving. I didn't have the money to buy food and I think the owner was just about to throw me out."
"It wasn't me," I told her.
"Bullshit," she said. "The waitress told me. I'm grateful; I'm not busting your chops."
"Flo has a big mouth," I said. "You're welcome though."
"She didn't really tell me, but I got you. So, the next question is why? Why did you buy me food?"
"You looked hungry and I had the money," I told her.
"Do you want something from me?" she asked.
"Yes, I want you to eat it," I told her.
"See that fat trucker over there," she said. "I was working up my nerve to ask him to help me. I'm glad I don't have to do that."
"What did you need help with?" I asked.
"Well, it's 27 degrees out there, I'm broke and I think I'll freeze to death tonight unless someone helps me," she said.
"Jesus Christ! How did you get in this fix?" I asked.
"I lived about five miles from here," she explained. "This afternoon, I came home from school and told my Dad I'm pregnant. He grabbed me by the hair, dragged me to the front door and threw me out on the lawn. He told me I'm a slut and to never show my face again."
"Can't you go to your boyfriend's house?" I asked.
"I don't have one," she said. "I told him at school today and he dumped me."
"You had a bad day, kid. I'm very sorry. Are you really pregnant?"
"Yes, I made a bad mistake. I'm not a slut, Mr... Mr... "
"I'm sorry, I'm Eric Brand," I held out my hand.
"I'm Penelope Ring," she shook my hand. "Do you live around here, Mr. Brand?"
"About ten miles away. I work down at Brisco," I told her. "I go to school at the University."
"Well, you seem like a nice guy who won't hurt me. I'll make you the same offer I was going to have to make that truck driver. If you'll give me a place to stay, just for tonight, I'll be very nice to you." I saw a tear squeeze out and run down her cheek.
"I thought you said you weren't... never mind, Miss Ring. Let me think about it."
I saw her stiffen up as I was about to remind her she wasn't a slut, and I was glad I shut that remark down. More tears rolled down those little brown cheeks and she was breaking my heart.
"Okay, here's the deal," I told her. "You finish that food, I'll get the check and you can come home with me. You're going to be nice to me, but not like that. I don't ever want to hear that again. You're not a slut. That's what you told me, and I'm holding you to it. I'll put you up and you can get a good night's sleep. I have an eight o'clock class in the morning that I can't miss. I'll skip the rest of the day and we'll talk and decide what to do. Is that okay?"
She nodded and finished her second cheeseburger and the fries. We got her a coke to go and she went out with her little hand in my big one. When we got to the car, she squeaked a little.
"Is this your car?"
"Yes, do you like it?" I asked.
"I love it," she breathed. "What is it?"
"It's a Charger Hellcat," I told her.
"It looks fast. This is going to be fun," she said.
I opened her door and put her in. She buckled up and I went around and got in. When we got to the entrance ramp to the freeway, I opened it up, and we were doing 85 when we merged. The 700 horsepower from that supercharged hemi had her pinned to her seat and she was wide-eyed and laughing. She was giddy with excitement, and she looked like a vision, giggling and clutching the armrest.
"Yeet! she said. "That was like being shot out of a cannon! Do you mind if I play the stereo?"
"My phone is down there somewhere." I fished around in her floorboard and she stiffened up when my arm rubbed against her thigh. I took it away and she relaxed.
"Penelope, you're safe with me," I told her. "I won't hurt you or molest you. You're going to find out you can trust me."
She looked up at me with those big brown eyes full of tears. "I'm sorry," she said. "I'm very grateful."
"How old are you, if you don't mind me asking?"
"I'm seventeen," she said. "Does it matter?"
"No, but I don't have sex with underage girls," I told her. "You're safe. Just relax."
"Okay." She reached down and found my phone. She plugged in the aux cord and dialed up a song by Big Data called "Dangerous". The heavy bass beat throbbed and she laid her head back against the leather and closed her eyes. When I pulled into the garage, she opened her eyes.
"We're home," I said.
We got out and I showed her around. My house is one of those log types and the inside looks the same. There's one bedroom downstairs and three upstairs. One is in a big loft area and I gave her that one. It opens out over the living room and there's a bathroom next door. I located her a toothbrush and showed her where soap and towels were.
"I'm sorry, Penelope, but I'm out on my feet," I told her. "If you're hungry or thirsty, there's stuff in the kitchen and you can have anything you want. I'm sleeping right under you and if you need anything, just knock."
She came over, threw her arms around me and gave me a big hug. Her head came up under my chin and she stood on tiptoes to kiss my cheek.
"Thank you, Eric," she said. "I promise I'll find some way to make this up to you."
I patted her and went downstairs. I took a shower and crawled in bed. I heard her come downstairs and the refrigerator door open as I drifted off. When I woke up, there was a delicious smell in the house. She was cooking breakfast, and she fed me bacon and eggs. We talked for a few minutes over coffee and I had to go.
"Eric, do you have anything that I might be able to wear?" she asked. "I only have the clothes I had on last night. They're dirty and I don't want to put them back on."
I showed her the washer and dryer and told her to go through my closets. I was going to have to come up with something different, though. She was just too little to wear much of my stuff.
I aced my test that morning and took the rest of the day off. I called in to work and told them I had some personal stuff to take care of. I had 12 days coming, and they didn't give me any grief. When I got home she had found a pair of shorts with a drawstring and a university sweatshirt. It swallowed her up but she looked as cute as a button in it. She said she was pregnant, but it didn't show. It must have been very early. She made us roast beef sandwiches and we ate chips and drank apple juice. I lit the fireplace and we talked.
She was one of four children, the oldest, and she had two little brothers and a sister who was the baby. Her mom had passed away two years earlier from breast cancer, and her dad drank. They were strict Catholics, and the whole pregnant before she was married thing was a huge no-no. That also precluded an abortion, and she was determined to have the baby.
"I did something wrong. It was a huge mistake," she said. "I'm not going to make another by killing a baby."
I figured that was her choice to make so I didn't offer any comment.
"What about your baby's dad?" I asked her. "Are you sure there's nothing there?"
"Yes, he's a tool," she said. "I knew it when I went out with him. There was just something about him that I couldn't say no to. I wanted to, but he kept pressing me until I just let him do it." She was crying now and I pulled her over against me and hugged her.
She sobbed for a minute and I got her some tissues. "It was really bad and painful," she sniffed. "He was just the most popular guy in my class and all the girls were so jealous. I knew he slept with a bunch of the other girls in our class, but I just fooled myself into believing that it would be different with me. I'm so stupid and now I don't know what I'm going to do. I'm in big trouble, Eric. I would have had to fuck some greasy guy last night to keep from freezing if you hadn't come along. I'm just that desperate. What do you think I should do?"
"Well, I don't know enough about it to tell you," I said. "I know some things we should do. I think I should go and talk to your dad, for one thing. He might be regretting what he did. I think we should take you to a doctor and make sure you and the baby are following some kind of plan so you'll both be healthy. I think you should be going to school. There's only a month left and it would be a shame to quit in your junior year when you're almost through. You'll have the baby this summer and go back and finish after it's born."
"How will I do that?" she asked. "I think I need to get a job. I have three dollars in my pocket. My baby is going to need things. Where will I live? Oh, my God, I don't know what I'm going to do!" She began to sob again and I just couldn't stand it. This gorgeous little waif was heartbreaking. Right then, my life changed and it was never the same. I was going to take care of her. There was no way she deserved any of this. Being young and stupid shouldn't have consequences like this.
"Penn, do you think you might like to stay here with me?" I asked her. "If we can't talk some sense into your father, would you stay here?"
She looked up at me, her eyes full of tears. "Why would you do that?" she asked.
"Call it an investment," I said. "I think you're going to be someone special, Penn. I'm willing to take that chance. I'd like for you to meet my mom. She's pretty special, too. She raised me by herself. My dad cheated on her several times and finally an irate husband beat him to death in a sleazy motel room when I was four. She taught me that if you have a chance to help someone, you should. You'll never regret being kind to people. That's what she taught me and I try to live that way. You need help and I have the ability to help you. I'll do it if you'll let me."
She laid her head against my chest and closed her eyes for a minute. I saw her lips moving and she seemed to be praying. When she was done, she looked up at me. "I've never met anyone like you," she said. "I can't believe I got so lucky. I think someone was watching over me. I promise you'll never regret helping me, Eric. I'm going to be so grateful that you won't ever have a minute when you're sorry you helped me. I think I should forget about school, though. I need a job."
"No, that's one of the conditions of me helping you," I told her. "You're going to go to school and you're going to do well. I'll get you a job after school until your due date is close. I'm kind of a big deal where I work. I'll get you a job there. It will be decent money and I'll get you on the insurance so you won't have to worry about that. My company has big plans for me after I graduate and they'll bend over backward to keep me. They pay me great so that I'll work for them when I graduate. I'm going to go over and talk to your dad. Will you go and stay in the car?"
She was as nervous as hell about it, but when we pulled up where she had lived, I just patted her and told her to stay put. I went up and pushed the bell, but nothing happened. Evidently, it was broken. I beat on the sagging screen door and after a few minutes, a large hairy man answered it.
"Mr. Ring?" I asked.
"Who wants to know?" he growled.
"Sir, my name is Eric Brand," I told him. "Do you know what the temperature was last night?"
"It was cold."
"Do you know that your daughter could have frozen to death?" I asked. "I think if I talked to the police, they might be a little upset with what you did. I think they might even arrest you for child endangerment."
"That whore is no child of mine," he blustered. "She'll be plenty warm rotting in hell with her whore friends!"
"No, she's going to be just fine," I told him. "You're a real ass though. I made a mistake coming here. She's better off getting away from you. I just feel sorry for your other kids. Any time you want to get rid of them, have them call their sister. The way your breath smells, maybe you already have cirrhosis. You should have your liver checked."
I turned and walked down the sidewalk toward the car. The bastard actually made a big mistake then. He came out on the porch, grabbed me by the shoulder and spun me around. "You did make a mistake coming here," he snarled. "Did you bring the whore with you? Maybe she'd like to watch me beat your ass."
I buried my fist in his big soft gut up to the wrist. All that foul breath exploded out in a rush. I eased him down to his knees and he doubled over and puked. I patted his shoulder. "You should be more polite," I told him. "You're setting a bad example. Some kid might hear you. Now you clean up that mess and think about your sins; if I hear that you've been talking nasty around the other kids like that, I'll come back. I won't be so gentle next time."
I left him there and we drove away. Penelope was looking at me with something like worship in her eyes.
"I can't believe you did that," she said. "He's twice your size. I've always been scared to death of him."
"Well, he should watch his language," I told her. "Not everyone is afraid of him. I suppose he can terrorize 100 pound girls, but grown men don't like to be talked to like that."
I drove along for twenty minutes and we didn't say anything. She got my phone and played Thin Lizzy. It was "Black Rose". It was my favorite song by them.
"Do you know Thin Lizzie?" I asked her.
"No, but I liked the name," she said. "I really like this song, too. Where are we going, Eric?"
"We're going to the mall," I told her. "You need clothes and stuff."
"We could just go to the thrift store," she said. "That's where Dad always takes us."
"I don't mind the thrift store," I told her. "The problem is that you need everything, and we won't find a tenth of the stuff you need there. I'm pretty dubious about buying underwear there, anyway."
She laughed. "I've never bought underwear there. I get that at Walmart."
"That's okay, too, but I don't want to shop all day. We can get everything at the Mall."
To my dismay, we spent all day shopping, anyway. All that stuff packed the trunk pretty good and we had to get stuff at Walmart as well. I never realized that girls used so much different stuff than men. She seemed to think my toiletries were defective. I just used a bar of soap or shower gel for everything, but she needed stuff like cream rinse, moisturizer, body spray and all kinds of combs and brushes. I dreaded getting my credit card bill. I blew off school the next day and we went to the doctor. Patricia was a friend of Mom's, and she agreed to see Penelope over her lunch hour so she could get in. She thought she was as healthy as a horse and the baby was coming along nicely. She gave us a list of things that Penelope should do and eat and got her some prescriptions for prenatal vitamins and things. We got her set up with appointments and I took her to see Mom.
I could tell that she was as nervous as hell. Her legs were bouncing and she squirmed like a worm on a sidewalk all the way over there. When we pulled up in Mom's driveway, she froze. She grabbed my hand and wouldn't let go.
"I can't," she started to cry. "She'll probably think I'm a slut and she'll hate me. Please don't make me go in, Eric."
"Nonsense," I told her. "She'll love you the minute she sets eyes on you. She's really sweet and kind, Penn. I love her with all my heart. You don't have to go in, but I just want you to give her a chance. Will you try?"
She wiped her eyes and nodded. I went around, opened her door and she got out. I thought she was going to squeeze my hand off when I rang the bell. Mom answered the door and Penelope hid behind me. Mom is a tall, willowy redhead. She'd put on a little weight over the last twenty years but she was still one of the world's ten most beautiful women. She had a heart to match, and she threw herself on me and kissed me.
She looked over my shoulder at Penelope and she could tell right away the kid was scared to death. She pushed me out of the way, took Penn's hand away from me and hugged her like they were best friends.
"Penelope, this is my mom," I told her. "Her name is Mary and she's my best friend. Mom, this is Penn. I told you how we met. Please be kind to her, okay?"
"Of course, Eric; it would be awful to do anything else. Come in here, honey. I made a pie today, and I'll feed you. Pregnant girls are well known for liking ice cream. I'll heat up the pie and we'll have ice cream on it. If you want pickles, I have some of those, too."



Penn laughed. "Thanks, Mrs. Brand. I'm not craving pickles, though. The pie and ice cream sound good. What kind of pie is it?"
"Apple," Mom told her. "I love a good apple pie. It's Eric's favorite."
We sat and ate pie and got acquainted. Penn warmed up to Mom right away and Mom was warm to everyone. "You know what would be good?" Penn said. "A hunk of cheddar cheese."
Mom laughed. "I love that, too, Penn." She got a block out of the refrigerator and broke it into three pieces. We nibbled on it and talked. Mom was a little uneasy with Penn staying with me. She asked her if she wouldn't rather stay with her. I felt Penn immediately tense up and squeeze up against me. Mom saw what was happening and she came around and hugged her.
"I wouldn't dream of taking him away from you, if that's what you need," she kissed her. "I'm sorry, honey; I just thought you might be more comfortable here. I know I'd love the company."
"Thanks, Mrs. Brand, but I want to stay with Eric," she said.
"Please don't call me that," Mom told her. "My name is Mary. Mrs. Brand sounds so old."
I think they fell in love with one another that night. We stayed for an hour and a half and I took Penn home. I went to work, and when I got home she was asleep, curled up like a kitten on the sofa in front of the fireplace. I woke her up and she told me she wanted to go back to school the next day. She didn't want to go to bed before I got home. I scolded her a little.
"I don't get much sleep these days and I don't need as much as some people," I told her. "You're pregnant, Penn, and you need to rest. Don't you stay up like this."
I was wasting my breath. She was always asleep when I got home, but she never went to bed until I got there. Sometimes she'd be lying there with a book open on her stomach and papers scattered all around, but she refused to go to bed until I got home. I had a Dodge truck with the hemi in it, and she drove it to school when the weather was bad. It was four-wheel drive and I felt like she was safer in it. When the weather was good, she drove the Hellcat and I drove the truck. I got her a little job working from three to five for my boss in his office. He loved her right away, and she seemed to be a good worker. We got her on our health plan and she didn't have to worry about that any more. By the time school was out, she was growing a little tummy. I don't think she gained more than ten pounds the whole time she was pregnant. She ate like a horse and I think her hair grew a foot. It was below her butt and it looked amazing. She brought her report card home the last day of school and it was great. She had all A's except for one. She had a C in Anatomy and Physiology and she apologized to me.
"I promise I'll work harder next year," she said. "I hate those kinds of classes where you just have to memorize all that stuff. I can do better and I will."
"Hey, you can't be good at everything," I told her. "You don't have to apologize to me, Penn. If you're disappointed in yourself or happy with yourself, that's all that matters. I know it's been a tough year."
We spent every available minute together. As her tummy started to grow, she made me rub it with lotion so she wouldn't get stretch marks. I rubbed her feet and ankles, too. They were swelling a little and she loved me rubbing them. Her boobs were growing, too. They became even more noticeable, and that was saying a lot.
She was four weeks away from her due date when she waddled into the garage. We had been taking classes on birth and parenting and we sort of knew what to expect. We kept bags packed and she was carrying them. She kicked my foot that was sticking out from under the truck where I was changing the oil. I rolled out and saw her face.
"My water just broke, Eric," she said calmly. "I think I need to go to the hospital."
We were there in ten minutes and in another ten, she was in a birthing room. She was starting to feel it pretty hard and I asked about drugs. The nurse was one of those militant "natural childbirth" types and she looked at me sternly.
"The anesthesiologist might not get here in time," she said. "Women have been doing this without drugs for thousands of years.
"Well, you go and look for him," I told her. "Nobody gets an award for enduring the most pain, and a lot of those women died. Doctors didn't wash their hands, either, for thousands of years. If he isn't here in five minutes, I'm going to find him and squeeze his nuts to see if he likes pain."
She huffed off, and Penn and the other nurse died laughing. She didn't laugh for long. She started having contractions and I thought she was going to break my hand. The anesthesiologist made it in four minutes and he gave her an epidural. The pain went away and we enjoyed the birth of the most beautiful baby girl I'd ever seen. They let me cut her cord.
"What's her name?" the Obstetrician asked.
"Abigale Erica," Penn told him.
They filled out the birth certificate and gave it to me. I looked at it; more than a little confused. "You need to sign it," the nurse told me. "You're her father."
I looked at Penn. She nodded. "Please," she mouthed to me.
I noticed that the name was Abigale Erica Brand. I got a big lump in my throat. I felt like I was going to choke. Tears were filling my eyes and I could hardly see. I took the pen and signed my name and Penn held out her hand. I gave her the certificate and she signed it, too. The doctor signed and that was it. Abby was my daughter. The nurse held her out to me and I could see her bright blue eyes looking up at me. I took her in my arms and one little hand grabbed my finger and held on. I knew it was just a reflex, but that one motion stole my heart and I never got it back.
They let us go home two days later, and Abby gurgled in her little car seat in the back. Penn sat in the back with her and I drove carefully home. Our lives were chaos for the first month. I was out of school for the summer and it was a good thing. We made one of the bedrooms upstairs into a nursery and I moved up into the other one so Abby was between Penn and me. We took turns getting up with her. Penn breastfed her for a while until school started again. Mom came over and took care of her when we were at school and you have never seen a more devoted grandmother. She wouldn't hear of putting her in day care, and she loved taking care of her. When Penn and I got home from school, Mom went home and we spent the rest of the evening spoiling her rotten until I had to go to work. I'm surprised she ever learned to walk, the way we carried her around. We both had homework to do and it was grueling trying to fit everything into twenty-four hours. It was a good thing I didn't need a lot of sleep. Penn did, but still, she never went to bed until I got home. I'd been promoted three times, and I was now working in the engineering department. It was even more demanding than production had been, and I was feeling pretty stressed.
Penn was doing okay, and she had started talking to her siblings on the phone. She saw them at school and they told her that their father was drunk all the time. By the time we both graduated, Abby was walking and starting to talk a little. I was sitting on the sofa one day trying to study while holding her and keeping her entertained. Penn was doing homework, too, and all of a sudden Abby pulled her pacifier out of her mouth. She looked up at me and said, "Da-da." I didn't quite catch it and I just kissed her absently. She said it again; "Da-da."
I looked over at Penn and she was crying. "Did you hear that?" she asked.
"I think so," I told her. "I think she just called me 'Da-da' to get my attention. It's her first word, Penn!"
I squeezed that perfect little angel up against me and she cooed. "Da-da."
Penn came over and put her arms around us. Abby looked at her. "Ma," she said.
We laughed and cried until it upset Abby and we had to calm her down again. She picked up words after that the way a vacuum cleaner picks up dust bunnies. By the time Penn's nineteenth birthday came around, she knew "Gra," too, and she could name a lot of objects around the house and in her books.
I took Penn out for her birthday and Mom kept Abby. I took her to her favorite restaurant. It was a local place and they had really good food. We got a booth and Penn made me sit with her. She held my hand until I could hardly eat. She was sitting very close and I could feel how warm she was against me. She just kept staring at me and I started getting a little uncomfortable.
"Is something wrong, Penn?" I finally asked her.
"No, everything's so right," she said. "I can't begin to tell you how right everything is. Eric, did you know that we've been together almost two years?"
"No, I didn't know that. It seems like twenty years to me," I told her.
"You big lunk," she punched me.
"I'm serious, Penn. It's hard for me to remember when we weren't together. So much has happened it makes the rest of my life seem like a few minutes."
"That's so sweet," she said. "Are you sorry, Eric?"
"Sorry about what? Sorry that the most gorgeous girl in the world lives with me? Sorry that the sweetest person I know waits up for me on the sofa every night? Sorry that I have a little girl who calls me Dad? Am I insane?"
"Well, you don't have a girlfriend. You haven't been on a date since we've been together. Are you lonely?"
"I don't have time for that," I told her. "I don't have time to date, either, and I'm not interested in it, anyway. I thought I was on a date now."
"You mean, with me?" she asked.
"Do you see anyone else here?"
"Eric, do you think I'm pretty?" she asked.
"You're the most gorgeous girl I've ever seen," I told her.
"Why haven't you made love to me then?" she asked.
I nearly choked on my water. I sputtered around while she laughed at me. "Jesus Christ, Penn. What kind of a question is that? I didn't know you would be interested... I was afraid... you were so young and I promised..." I stammered like an idiot.
"I've been trying to seduce you for a year," she told me. "I rub my tits on you; I kiss you all the time. I run around the house in next to nothing and my pussy is wet every time you touch me. I rub myself off every night thinking about you. I'm beginning to think you're gay."
She rubbed one of those hard little boobs against my arm and it looked like her nipple was about to shred her shirt. My cock was as hard as iron and I felt her hand slide up my leg onto my crotch.
"Ooh, I guess you're not gay," she said.
"No, I'm not, and stop that," I held her hand. "Someone is going to see us. What are you doing, Penn? Are you trying to drive me crazy? I noticed all that stuff. I just thought you were comfortable with me. I've spent a long time trying to show you that you could trust me. I wasn't going to screw that up by perving on you."
"I'm trying to tell you I love you, Eric. I've loved you since the day you took me to see Dad. I'm in love with you. I want to be your girl. If you don't love me, I'm going to move in with Mary. It's going to be too hard for me to be around you any more. I've been dying inside, trying to get you to notice me. I can't stand it anymore. I need to know if there's a chance for me. I'll always let you have our daughter whenever you want her, but if you don't love me, I need to move on and so do you."
Her eyes were starting to well up with tears. I took her cheeks between my hands and looked in her eyes. I kissed her, and it went on for a long time. Someone cleared their throat, and when I looked up, our waiter was standing there.
"I love her," I told him. "She loves me, too."
He got a big smile on his face. "Did you just find out?" he asked.
"Yes, I knew she really liked me. I was afraid I was in the friend zone."
He went away and came back with two pieces of cake. "Congratulations," he said. "The cake is on me. I thought you two were married when you came in here."
He left the check and went away. I looked back at Penn and she was glowing. She took my arm and rested her head on my shoulder.
"I'm so happy, Eric," she said. "I may burst!"
On the way home, she took off her seat belt and crawled across me. She leaned her back against the door and sat on my lap with her arms around my neck. "Don't have a wreck," she said.
"I may," I told her. "I'm having a hard time concentrating with a little gypsy on my lap."
She didn't get off when we got home, and I carried her inside. Mom's face lit up like a light bulb when she saw us.
"He loves me," Penn told her.
"I knew it," Mom said. "See, he just needed a little push."
"You two planned this!" I exclaimed. "My own mother is scheming around."
Mom snorted. "Well, someone had to take some initiative around here. You two were just going to dance around the rest of my life. I want more grandkids before I'm eighty!"
"We'll get started right away," Penn giggled. "Is Abby asleep?"
"Yep, and I'm gone." She got her purse and left.
"So, what do we do now?" I asked Penn.
"You take me to bed," she said.
I carried her to the stairs and set her down. She wiggled her butt all the way up the stairs in front of me and it was a sight to wake the dead. Her perfect little ass jiggled under her jeans and I had to give it a squeeze. She gave a soft little squeal and ran the rest of the way up. We melted together and I couldn't get enough of those luscious little lips. We fell on the bed and she climbed on top of me. She unbuttoned my shirt and spread it out before kissing all over my chest and belly. I started undoing her shirt and she sat up and let me. It fell away and she undid her bra. Those breasts sprang out. They were everything I had imagined. They weren't really that big, but she was very small and they sat so high and proud that they looked big. I had seen glimpses when she was nursing Abby, but this was Penelope in all her glory. She had a lot of glory, too. I pushed the shirt and her bra off and she lay on top of me. Her nipples were sweet and brown, and they were poking holes in my chest. They were hard enough to shatter, and she scraped them across mine.
My hands slid up and down that beautiful back and she felt like silk under my fingers. I slid my hands down and felt the explosion of her hips and waist. Her hips weren't wide but her waist was tiny and there was a dramatic curve there. I felt her unbutton her jeans and I slid my hands inside and up over that fantastic ass. She was getting impatient and she wiggled around until she kicked them off. Her panties went, too, and I rolled on top of her. I shucked out of my pants and boxers and looked at her. I froze. She looked so good it hurt. She just had a few little blonde curls down there and she kept them trimmed. I could see her skin through them and her little pussy was bare and pink. I wanted, no I needed, to taste it. As I got close, I could smell her; a mixture of soap and horny girl. She was shy about letting me in there, but I pushed her legs apart and there it was. I couldn't get enough. I lapped and sucked and nibbled and she went off like a bomb. She thrashed around until I couldn't keep up with her any longer. She pulled on my hair and I nibbled my way back up until I could claim her lips again.
She tried to push her tongue down my throat. "Damn, Eric; were you trying to kill me?" she gasped. "That was so amazing! I've never felt anything like that in my life. No one has ever done that to me. I thought it was good rubbing myself off, but it's nothing like that."
"I want to watch you rub yourself off," I told her.
"You're a nasty boy," she giggled. "Do you want to fuck me now, or do you want me to do that to you first?"
"I don't want to fuck you, I want to make love to you," I told her.
"Okay, but I'm doing that before the night is over," she warned me.
I moved up over her until I could feel all that hot moistness against my cock. She was very wet and the head of my cock slipped in easily. She gasped.
"Easy, Eric, it's been a long time since anything's been in there."
I took my time and before long, I was inside the tightest hottest pussy I'd ever felt. After giving birth, I didn't expect it to be that tight, but it was. The hotness was just Penn. She always felt like she had a fever when she touched me, and this felt scalding! I started to move and she moved right back. It was slow and sweet as honey for a while and she had a small orgasm. I wasn't going to last long. Being inside this amazing woman I was so in love with was driving me to the edge. We were moving, and the friction was exquisite. She was climbing the hill again and I took her hand and put it between us to hurry her along. She rubbed her clit and I plunged in until we both exploded together. She writhed and moaned like she was dying and I heard a male voice, too. I realized it was me, and I pumped her full of cum.
My cock never went soft. I slowed down for a while, just cruising until I felt her begin to tremble again. I rose up on my arms and pounded her. She was gasping and moaning again, and when we came this time, she let out a little shriek at the pinnacle. We collapsed together and I heard the pitter-patter of little feet going down the hall to my room.
"Daddy, whe ah wu?" Abby called.
"In here in Mommy's bed, baby," I called.
She came in and stood by the bed. "I hud something," she said. "Why ah you quishing Mommy?"
"We're just playing, baby," Penn told her. "I'm sorry we woke you up. Do you want to go back to bed or get in with us?"
She climbed in, her little white nightgown making her look like a living doll, and we collapsed, giggling like school kids.
She giggled, too, just joyful at being with us, and I climbed over her. We squished her between us and fell asleep. I was having an amazing dream. An angel was sucking my cock and it felt so good I was about to come. When I opened my eyes it was true. Penn was bobbing up and down, nearly sucking the skin off my cock. She stopped when she saw I was awake and held her fingers to her lips.
"I put her back in her bed," she whispered. "Don't make any noise."
She was the one that wound up making the noise as I mounted her from behind, straddling her legs and giving her everything I had. Her moans and cries would have woken a cemetery when she came and I was right along with her. Amazingly, Abby didn't wake up at all. We showered together, and afterwards we wound up back in bed where I fucked her again.
"Jesus, Eric, you're killing me," she whispered as we held each other. "I love it. I never knew it could be like this. It was just painful the first times. I thought I must just be frigid. I know now. It just takes the right guy. You're the guy for me. There won't ever be anyone else."
We fucked like bunnies for the next six months. I fucked her in every room in the house and in the garage, too. We fucked two or three times a day and it really wasn't a surprise to me when she came and sat in my lap one evening.
"Eric, I'm pregnant again," she told me.
I had been waiting for that moment. "Hold that thought," I said. I went out to the garage and unlocked the bottom drawer of my toolbox. I got out the little box and went back in. I knelt on the floor in front of her and her mouth fell open.
"Penelope, will you make an honest man out of me?" I asked her. "Will you marry me?" I opened the box and she squealed like she'd been stabbed. I took the ring out and slipped it on her finger.
She threw herself on me, sobbing and giggling at the same time. "Nothing would make me happier," she said. "Yes, yes, yes, I'll marry you. I've wanted to forever. I'll love you forever."
She did, too, but that's another story.
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Oakley Samson strolled down to the water, the sound of the surf filling her ears. There was a little swell, but not enough for body surfing, she decided. She walked back to her beach umbrella and rummaged around in her bag. She pulled out a snorkel mask and some fins. She carried them over to the lagoon side and put them on. Easing into the cool water, she put her face in and swam for the reef. The fish were out in profusion, and she swam with the schools. A big crab was scuttling along and she teased it, careful to avoid the big pincher it had. She dove for an hour and swam back to the beach. There weren't many people there on a Tuesday, and she had the area pretty much to herself. She ate her sandwich and drank a bottle of water. The rest of the afternoon she spent with the fish or reading her book, and when she had enough she stood under the shower for a few minutes, rinsing off the salt.
She put her bag in the trunk and climbed in her Charger. She pulled onto the highway, winding along the shore. She felt something cold on her leg and looked down. She was holding her insolated cup between her thighs and it was leaking. She adjusted it so that it wasn't leaking. She felt a thump and heard a crash. She wasn't going very fast, maybe twenty five, but it was enough to send the bicycle and its rider flying into the grass at the side of the road. Oakley screeched to a stop on the shoulder, jumped out and ran back to where a young man lay on the grass holding his leg.
"Oh my God, are you okay?" she asked. "I'm so sorry! Are you hurt badly?"
He looked up at her. The first thing she noticed were his intensely grey eyes. They had pain in them and his light eyebrows were drawn together in a frown. He was very good looking for a white boy, she thought.
"I'm not hurt bad," he said. "I think I may have a broken leg."
"Jesus, I'm so sorry," she said again.
"What were you doing?" he asked. "Tell me you weren't texting."
"No, I wasn't, I swear. I was holding a drink between my legs and it was spilling on me. I only looked down for a second. I'm so sorry."
"Yes, I know. You keep telling me. It's okay; I forgive you. It could happen to anyone. I've done that before. Help me up."
She put her hand out and he took it. His hand swallowed hers and when he stood up, he towered over her. She looked up at him.
"Well, you're very tall when you aren't lying on the ground," she said. "Can you walk?"
"Let's find out," he said. "Can I lean on you?"
She moved close and he put his arm around her shoulders. He resisted the impulse to stroke the silky skin of her bare shoulder. He put some weight on his leg and winced. "It's broken," he said. "It isn't badly broken, but I'm not going to walk home. Help me over to my bike."
The bike was a mess. It had a composite frame and it was broken. The rims were bent and it was obviously ruined.
"It looks like a nice bike," she told him. "Did you love it?"
"No, it's replaceable," he told her. "It was a good bike and I enjoyed riding it. I can get another bike. Is your car damaged?"
Oakley helped him hobble to the Charger and they looked at the hood. There were a couple of scratches that she thought would buff out easily.
"What are we going to do?" she asked him.
"What do you mean?" he asked.
"Do you want to call the police?"
"Why? They would probably taze or shoot one of us. The only problem is my bike."
"What if I buy you another one?" she asked.
"Okay, that takes care of that problem. I have another one, though. I think I need to go to the hospital."
"I have insurance," she said. "I'll take you. We'll have to tell them I hit you, though."
"I don't want to do that," he said. "I have insurance, too. We'll just tell them I had a bike wreck. It has the virtue of being true. Do you know, I don't even know your name?"
"I'm sorry, I'm Oakley Sampson," she held out her hand.
He took it firmly. "Greyson Stokes," he said. "Hell of a first impression you make, Oakley." His smile that lit up those amazing gray eyes took the sting out the words.
She laughed, "This is how I get dates. I hit them with my car. Your bike is junk, Greyson. I'll put the back seats down and we'll throw it in. If you'll let me take you to a bike shop, I'll get you a new one."
"Hospital first, then bike shop," he said. "My leg is hurting like hell."
He held onto the car and hopped along to the door, letting himself in while she put the ruined bike in the trunk. She drove him to the nearest hospital and stayed with him in the emergency room. She found out that he was a marine biologist with the University of Hawaii. She told him that she was in international business and worked for Cisco. Neither one of them were married and they actually lived close to one another, in Waipahu. He didn't surf, but he did dive, both scuba and free diving.
"I'm surprised that you swim," he said.
She looked up at him and saw that he was grinning at her. "Ha, ha, so funny," she said. "You mean on account of how black people can't swim?" She laughed.
"I'm glad you laugh about stuff like that," he said.
"Why? Why would you give a damn what I think?"
"Well, we are going on a date," he said.
"Hell, we are," she looked at him. "What made you think that?"
"You hit me with your car," he said. "That's the way you get dates. That's what you told me."
Oakley laughed for a long time. "You're a clown, dude. You make me laugh. Thanks for not being a tool about me hitting you. I'm really so sorry about that."
"You can tell me more about it on our date," he said.
"I'm not going on a date with you," she told him.
"Why not?" he asked.
"Well, let's see, I have a boyfriend, I don't know you, I don't date white boys and you don't surf. I'm sure I'll think of more in a minute. Why would I?"
"Well, I'm young, relatively well off, single, I have no hideous disfigurements. I have an extensive knowledge of local hotspots, I'm not a racist like some I could mention and you did hit me with your car."
"I'm not a racist," she said. "I can't believe you said that."
"Let's see, one of the reasons you won't go out with me is because I'm 'a white boy'. That seems at least eccentric to me. I would understand if some white guy walked up to you on the street and asked you out. You might he had some kind of twisted thing for black girls. Or, he might just think you're beautiful, interesting, have a fantastic laugh, beautiful eyes, a propensity to hit people with your car and not care at all if you're a little green girl from Mars."
That made her laugh again. "There it is," he said. "I just want to say something funny so I can listen to you laugh."
"Jesus, you know how to turn on the charm, Greyson. Okay, I guess I owe you. I did break your leg and smash your bike. I'll go out with you, once."
"Bike shop first, then go out," he said. "Well, actually cast first."
They were in the emergency room for four hours before they actually got the cast on and checked out.
"I'm just glad I wasn't having a heart attack," he said. "If it takes that long for people that have real emergencies, they're pruning the population pretty quickly. I'm sorry you had to wait so long, Oakley. The bike shop is closed. Maybe we should wait for another day for the date, too. My leg hurts like hell and I'm sore all over. I feel like I've been mugged. I don't think I'm cut out for a job as a crash dummy."
"That might be best. I still don't know how I'm going to explain you to my boyfriend."
"Do you live together?"
"No, but he wants to."
"I understand; why mention me at all? It's one date. If we go on three, you should mention me. Otherwise, it's just a laugh, right?"
"I guess. I'll drive you home, Greyson. You can call me when you're feeling better and we'll talk about the other stuff."
She drove him home and found out where he lived. "Jesus, Greyson, is that your car?" she asked when they pulled up. "What is it?"
"Same thing you're driving," he said, "but from 1968. It's a Charger RT. Mine's not quite as quick as your RTS8 but it's a blast to drive and it sounds better than yours."
"Can we take it when we go out?" she asked. "I love old muscle cars."
"You're an unusual girl, Oakley," he said. "You'll have to drive it. It's a four speed and I won't be able to shift very well."
"I'm so sorry, Greyson," she told him again. "I've just screwed up your life for a while. How will you get around?"
"Stop, apologizing, Oakley," he said. "It was an accident. I'll be fine. I have a Mini with the British wheel. Give me your number and I'll call."
Oakley watched as he went up the sidewalk on his crutches. He unlocked the door and turned to wave at her. She lifted her hand and backed out.
Oakley was feeling very confused as she drove away. Very few people she had ever met had affected her like Greyson had in the short time she had been with him. She hadn't wanted to go out with him, but now she did, very badly. They had talked more in the half a day they had been together than she had with Marcus in the last six months. She had been feeling less and less satisfied with her boyfriend for a while. His inability to keep a job worried her. He had half a dozen in the eight months she had known him. She had gotten him three of them, and he always got fired. It was never his fault, according to him. He wouldn't show up for work on time, called in sick constantly and hung out with his boys, and did a bare minimum when he was there. His lack of interest in all the things she loved and his drug use were becoming huge in her mind. The sex was great, but it was hard to get motivated to have sex with someone who wouldn't talk about anything but sex, drugs and music. At twenty-five, she was well on her way to realizing dreams she had cherished ever since she was a little girl. The problem was, she was leaving behind most of the cultural things that had been such an important part of her life for years.
Now she knew Greyson, and she felt like she had never met anyone to whom she was so strongly attracted. She had a lot of trouble falling asleep that night as her mind raced. She got up and drank a glass of wine. A comedy routine on TV diverted her thoughts, and she fell asleep quickly when she went back to bed.
The next morning he texted her. "Hope your day is as good as mine is going to be thinking about Saturday."
Oakley was thrilled and she didn't want to be. Her fingers were moving before she knew it and she sent him back a smiley face. She flew to Seattle on Wednesday and didn't get back home until Friday afternoon. Greyson had texted her every day, only once a day, and kept her thinking about him. She had kept him informed of her schedule and she hadn't been home thirty minutes when the doorbell rang. It was a delivery man and he had a package for her. When she opened it, she laughed. He had gotten her three t-shirts. They all had something funny about surfing on them. There was a note that said, "I wish I was there to hear you laugh."
This was a hugely romantic guy, she thought. She couldn't remember looking forward to anything more than their date the next day. He picked her up at two-thirty in the afternoon, and he was driving the Charger. He could shift awkwardly, but he slid over and she drove. He brought her a big candy bar and she gave him a quick hug. He thought she was stunning. Her hair was a mass of shining ringlets and she had on a red top and black pants. He took her to a coffee shop and they played Scrabble together, arguing like children over made-up words. It was the most fun on a date she could ever remember. It was dinner time when they left, and he took her to a culinary school where they learned to cook paella using chicken and rabbit. They sat at a small table off the kitchen and ate their creation. Oakley thought it was very good.
After dinner she drove to the famous waterfall and pool, and they sat in folding chairs he had in the trunk. He took out two sketch books and pencils. They drew the waterfall and he got two strangers to look at their sketches and tell them which was best. They both chose Oakley's and he laughed.
"You're just more beautiful than me," he chuckled. "There was no way they were going to pick mine after they saw you."
He took her to a psychic and they had their tarot cards read. They got a kick out of discussing their reading on the way home and telling each other why they were wrong all the way back. When they pulled up in her driveway she didn't want it to end.
"We didn't go to the bike shop," she said.
"No," he said. "I've decided to give up biking and take up surfing. I live in Hawaii and it would be a waste to never learn to surf. I need lessons and I know this beautiful little girl I'm hoping will give me a lesson. I'm going to need a board, though, and I have no idea what to buy."
Oakley was touched. "Okay, Greyson; I'll help you buy a board."
"Next Saturday?" he asked.
"Okay, next Saturday. How are you going to surf with a cast on your leg?"
"I can't, but I can get a board and I can watch you. I'll get some ideas about the theory. Pick you up at two-thirty?"
Oakley wanted him to kiss her. He didn't show any signs of wanting to come in, so she waited. He came around on his crutches and opened her door. When she stood up he wrapped her in his arms and squeezed her. "I had fun, Oakley," he told her. "You're a great girl."
He tilted her head up and she offered him her lips. He kissed her deeply, but didn't press her. "Thanks, Greyson," she told him. "I had a great time. This was the best date I've ever been on. You've got imagination. Most guys take me to dinner and a movie. I like that, but this was better. Keep asking me, okay?"
He watched her walk up the sidewalk, her slender firm butt moving under the black slacks. She looked back and smiled at him. He lifted his hand and she waved as she went inside.
Oakley didn't return any of Marcus' calls or texts that week. He was angry and called her a bitch and a hoe on voice mails. She sent him a text telling him she was moving on and he shouldn't call her anymore. He left one more profanity-laced message, and she breathed a sigh of relief that he was out of her life. Her week passed quickly and she found herself thinking about Greyson every morning when she awakened. He texted her every day, just some funny little message, and she looked forward to getting them. She called him three times and they talked on the phone for hours. On Friday, she got another package. This time it was a pair of Tory Burch, miller's sandals. Oakley knew how much those costm and she loved them. She was wearing them, along with a bikini and a semi-transparent, tie-dyed wrap-around when he picked her up on Saturday.
She slipped behind the wheel and he gave her directions. They pulled up in front of a large used book store. He gave her fifty dollars. "I want you to buy a book for me that you think I should read," he told her. "I'm going to get one for you, too."
Oakley was enchanted with the idea and spent an hour finding the perfect book. It was hard to choose, but she finally settled on Soul on Ice, by Eldridge Cleaver. "I think this is essential reading to realize what being black in America is like," she told him. "My experience is better than that, but it's a microcosm I want you to understand, Greyson. I want you to understand me."
"I want to understand you, Oakley. I'll read it this week."
He bought her Atlas Shrugged, by Ayn Rand. "I just think it's a great read," he said, "and it starts to explain my philosophy of life. It all starts with Ayn Rand."
She promised to start it Monday. "I'm flying to LA," she said. "I'll read the whole way on the plane."
She took him to the Surf Garage to look at boards. They knew Oakley there, and they got Greyson hooked up with a beautiful board from Chris Christenson. He loved it and Oakley bought it for him.
"I know this didn't cost as much as your bike," she told him. "I still owe you."
"You're going to give me surfing lessons," he told her. "We'll call it good."
She drove them to Diamond Head Lighthouse and they walked down to the beach. Oakley carried her board and a folding chair. She got him sitting in the chair and went back to get her bag. He was handicapped by his crutches, but he put them by his chair and watched her. She wasn't really thinking about it when she handed him her wrap. She put sunblock on and he watched in fascination as she smoothed the lotion into her long caramel colored legs.
"Why do you wear sunblock?" he asked her.
She laughed. "I may be brown, but I'd be charcoal if I didn't. Black people burn and tan just like white people. I like my skin without melanoma, thanks."
She had on a yellow string bikini and he thought she was the most beautiful girl he had ever seen. He could see all that firm toned flesh, and her ass was something out of fever dreams. Her hips were slender and those small firm round cheeks made him want to reach out and squeeze one. Oakley glanced over at him and she felt shy, like a high school girl going to prom. She felt her nipples stiffen and she knew he could see them in profile as she rubbed the sunblock into her tummy.
"Stop staring, Greyson; you're embarrassing me," she said.
"I can't help it," he said. "God you're gorgeous, Oakley. If you come and stand in front of me, can I touch you?"
"No!" she said. "I mean, you can touch me, but I'm not going to do that. I'm not a stuffed toy."
He thought her bikini was pretty well stuffed. Her breasts weren't huge, but he could tell they were full and heavy. Her nipples were visibly erect and he wanted to pinch one between his fingers. She picked up her board and walked to the water. Her hips rolled and her ass jiggled as she walked. She could feel his eyes on her and felt her pussy moisten at the thought that he found her beautiful. She pushed the thought aside as she paddled out to the break. When she got the break timed she rode it in. It was a long one and she had a great time. She caught a dozen more and then paddled back in to him. She put her board down and he offered her a beer. When she came close he caught her and pulled her down on his lap. She stiffened up a little and then relaxed, snuggling into his arms.
"You were amazing, Oakley," he told her. "Do you compete?"
"No, I'm not interested in that. I am pretty good, but I don't do the extreme stuff. I want to have fun, not break my neck out on the Pipeline. If you're going to do crazy stuff, I won't teach you."
"I'm going to do crazy stuff, but it doesn't involve surfing," he told her.
She looked up at him and he drowned in those big brown eyes. They had flecks of amber in them and sparkled in the sun. "What crazy stuff are you going to do?" she asked.
"I'm going to keep asking you out," he told her. "I'm going to take you sailing to Lanai, I'm going to climb the volcano on the big island with you and I'm going to take you wind surfing. After every one of those I'm going to take you home with me. Do you know what we're going to do there?"
"Tell me," she whispered; her eyelids heavy and half closed.
"I'm going to take you to bed and it's going to be the most spiritual and erotic thing I've ever done," he said.
His hand was on the bare skin of her tummy and he was tracing designs around her little navel. She watched, paralyzed, as it moved up over her ribs and onto the material of her bikini, the contrast between his tanned white hand and her dark caramel skin made her shiver. His finger traced around one prominent nipple and she shuddered. His touch was so gentle and loving, like nothing she had ever experienced before. She was very horny and it had been a long time since she wanted someone like she did Greyson. She wanted him to fuck her! The desire washed over her and she pressed her hand on his, pulling it firmly into the breast he was teasing.



She offered him her lips and moaned into his mouth as he kneaded the firm flesh of her breast under his hand.
"First I'm going to take you home with me," she whispered. "We're going to take a shower together and then you're going to spend the night with me."
"What about your boyfriend?" he asked between kisses.
"You're my boyfriend," she said. "I got rid of the other one."
"Really?" he pulled away and looked into her eyes.
"Yes, I just have room for you in my life," she told him. "Let me up and I'll show you."
He raised his hands and she packed up their stuff. "What are we going to do about your cast?" she asked him on the way to the car. "I forgot about that. Can you shower?"
"No, I just stay sweaty," he laughed. "I've been putting a garbage bag over it in the shower. Do you have a garbage bag?"
"Yes," she said. "Can we swing by your house and get you some clothes? I want you to stay with me tomorrow. Will you go to church with me?"
"Do you go often?" he asked.
"Yes, that's part of that black experience I want you to know about."
"Then I'd love to go. What will your friends think about you bringing me?"
"I don't give a damn what they think," she said. "They'll think it's odd. I've never dated a white boy before. They'll just have to get used to it or I'll make different friends. What will your friends think about me?"
"They'll think I'm the luckiest dog on earth," he laughed. "They'll think it's odd at first. I've never dated a black girl before, but most of my friends are guys. They don't think like girls. They'll wish they were me. My few friends that are girls will hate you. You're so gorgeous and sexy that they won't like you at first. Once they get to know you, they'll wish they were me, too."
"Jesus, Greyson, do you have a bunch of lesbian friends?"
"No, just a couple, but that's not what I meant," he laughed. "They'll wish they could be around you and be your friend like I am. I don't just want to fuck you, Oakley. I want us to be friends. I love being around you. Even if you never sleep with me, I just like to hang out with you. I've never known anyone like you before."
Oakley melted inside. "I like being your friend, Greyson. You're the most interesting person I've ever met. I do want to fuck you though. I want to take you home and sit on that dick."
He laughed and they pulled up in front of his house. They went inside and he showed her around. He painted and he had a little studio. "You drew bad so I could win at the waterfall," she accused him. "You're a very good artist, Greyson," she said as she looked at his paintings.
"I'd like to paint you," he told her.
"Will it be a nude?" she asked.
"I don't think I'd ever get any painting done if you were in here naked," he laughed. "Speaking of which, we have an appointment in your shower."
He picked out clothes, packed his shaving kit and she carried them to the car. She parked his car in her driveway and carried his clothes inside while he followed her on his crutches. She hung them up and went to the kitchen to find garbage bags. She was starting to itch from the salt on her skin and wanted to shower, badly. Greyson followed her to the bathroom and she made him sit in a small chair there while she took off his clothes. His shorts and t-shirt were a little wet from where she had sat on him at the beach. She unbuttoned them, opened the zipper and he lifted his butt so she could get them off. He had on boxers, and they were tented obscenely.
"Is that for me?" she asked.
"I think it is," he chuckled. "It's been like that since the minute I met you. Well, at least after I got out from under your car."
"You're so mean," she giggled. "I can't believe you brought that up."
She pulled his shirt over his head and looked at him. Damn, she thought. The man was nice! He had huge arms and his traps rose up like mountains. She squeezed his pecs. They were very large and he flexed them, making them dance under her hand.
"What the hell?" she gasped. "I've never seen anyone who could do that before. You have to teach me that trick."
Her hands slid down over his abs and she grasped the waistband of his boxers. When she pulled on them he raised his butt again. They hung on the hardness of his erection for a moment, then slid free. His cock sprang up, slapping Oakley on the chin. The boxers fell to the floor, forgotten as she stared, mesmerized at the sight of his cock. She had never seen a white cock before, at least not in the flesh, so to speak. It looked very big! She had heard all her life about how small white men were. It was obviously a lie; at least it was with Greyson. The shaft towered out of a pair of delicious looking balls. He was clean shaven and the huge purple head of his circumcised cock looked like a baseball to Oakley. She had thought Marcus had a big cock, but she had never expected anything like this. She had been just hoping not to be too disappointed. This was intimidating.
"Jesus, Greyson," she said. "How do you walk around with that damn thing? I don't know about this, baby. I've never had anything that size in me. Don't hurt me, okay?"
"I'd rather eat nails," he told her. "Have I ever been rough with you, Oakley?"
"No, just don't start now. You could injure someone with that."
Greyson pulled her close so he could reach her. He untied the wrap and she stood in front of him in her bikini. He pulled the bow at her back and the top dropped to the floor. Her luscious breasts fell out. They were a shade lighter than her caramel skin, a coffee with lots of cream color. Her areolas were small for the size of her breasts, barely bigger than a quarter. Her nipples were small, too, just little pencil eraser sized nubs, a milk chocolate color, capping the tip of each breast. Her breasts were full and heavy, the bottoms swelling and the nipples high, tilting slightly upward. He palmed them and gently pinched her nipples. She moaned and he let his hands slide down over the dramatic swell of her hips to pull the bows at her sides. She had a tiny sunburst tattoo in the hollow of one hip where the bikini had hidden it. She had a neatly trimmed strip of black tight curls, and below that the most beautiful pussy lips Greyson had ever seen. The lips were fat and bare, the skin silky and a little darker than her thighs.
He could see dusky inner lips and a hint of pale pink showing inside. She knelt in front of him and slipped the garbage bag over his cast. Pulling on the drawstring, she tied it tightly just below his knee. She pulled him to his feet and he wrapped one arm around her naked shoulders. His touch made her shiver and she helped him into the shower.
They took turns washing each other, their hands exploring the unfamiliar territory and Oakley was so horny she couldn't stand still. She rubbed her thighs together, feeling the wetness of her pussy that had nothing to do with the shower. He soaped up her breasts, turning her so that her back was against him. She felt his cock slide between her ass cheeks, under her and over her slick pussy lips between her thighs. He squeezed and kneaded her breasts, pinching her nipples firmly and stretching them out until they slid from his fingers, slippery with soap.
He washed her back and knelt, soaping up the most fantastic ass he had ever seen. He spread her cheeks and soaped up the little brown rosebud, rubbing it firmly as she shuddered under the sensation. When he turned her around, he kept kneeling and washed her pussy, his finger sliding between the dusky inner lips and up over her clitoris. She moaned, thrusting toward him and he rinsed away the soap. She could feel his hot breath on her pussy and when his tongue came out and tickled her clitoris, she groaned and held his head in her hands.
He parted her lips with his tongue and lapped at her inner lips, penetrating her entrance before moving up over the small labia. She continued to moan and push her little pussy against his tongue. Oakley loved having her pussy eaten, but most of her previous boyfriends hadn't cared for it much. Greyson seemed to love it, too, as his tongue pushed firmly against her clit. He teased it out of hiding, and it elongated and stiffened under his touch. He circled it with his tongue, firmly stroking the base and moving upward to flick at the engorged head. He felt her thighs begin to tremble and her belly sucked in and out with her arousal.
The trembling became more pronounced and he felt her body tense. He cupped her ass in his big hands and pulled her into him as the warm water cascaded over them. He sucked the clitoris and hood into his mouth and attacked it with his tongue, flicking it rapidly back and forth and Oakley moaned loudly. She could feel the tension building, centered on her clitoris. When she felt his long finger slip between her lips and plunge deeply inside her, the feelings emanating from her pussy became overwhelming. She groaned and pushed herself against him. She felt his finger curling up inside her and he touched something that she had never felt before. There was a spot inside her that he was tickling that drove her wild. She felt the sensation flash over her, setting her on fire and the tension that had been building in her body exploded, the most powerful orgasm she had ever felt, causing her to thrust wildly against his hand and mouth.
She convulsed, causing him to lose contact with his lips but his finger continued to drive into her, keeping her coming and tickling that spot with fire. She thought she was going to pass out, her blood pounding and her breath coming in gasps. She twisted her hips, trying desperately to escape his finger in her.
"Stop, Greyson," she begged. "Please, that was soooo good but you're killing me. I'm going to pass out! Please, let me rest for a minute."
He slowly withdrew his finger and stood up, wrapping her in his arms and cradling her head against his chest. Her mop of wet black ringlets were cradled in one hand and Greyson thought she looked adorable. Her features had that slack look of prolonged sexual excitement, and her eyes were half closed as she shuddered against him.
Oakley could feel his erection throbbing between her legs and she wanted him inside her. She let him hold her for a long time while her breathing slowed and her racing heart eased. She looked up at him and he kissed her passionately. They held the kiss for a long time until she broke it and turned off the water. They dried each other off and she helped him hobble to her bed. She climbed in on top of him and he held her little body in his arms. They cuddled and kissed for a long time, whispering to each other. Little love things and sexy things as they nuzzled and kissed one another.
He rolled her over and lay over her. "No, Greyson, I want to blow you," she said.
"Maybe later," he told her. "I want to be inside you. I need to make love to you, Oakley. I want slow and sweet right now. We can do hot and nasty later, okay?"
She nodded, "Ok, Greyson, but I want that big cock in my mouth. I'm going to love that."
She felt him move down and his cock slid down over her clit, through her pussy lips and lodged at her entrance. Her pussy was dripping wet and the huge head slid easily through her lips and inside her. She gasped and stiffened as her little pussy lips stretched around him.
"Wait, baby," she pushed at him. "Jesus that's huge. Let me get used to it a minute. Damn, you've got a big cock. Just wait a second."
She drew a deep, shuddering breath and pulled at him. He moved deeper, sliding into her in a long slow plunge. She felt him sinking into her and it felt so hot, burning her to the core. She felt her pussy expanding, fluttering around the cock inside her. He was deeper inside her than anything she had ever felt and the girth of this invader was stretching her wider than she had ever believed possible. She felt him push even deeper and she began to panic a little.
"Greyson, wait a minute. I need to rest again," she begged. "Jesus Christ, baby, how much more is there?"
"Almost there," he said. "If you can't take it, that's okay. This feels fantastic now. You're so tight and hot, Oakley! Your pussy is so sweet; do you want to just make love with this?"
It was starting to feel amazing inside her as she began to cope with the sensation of being stuffed so full. She wanted it all but she was afraid.
"Just use this for a minute," she moaned. "Give me this and then you can go deeper after we get going."
He drew back a few inches and then reoccupied the conquered territory again. He did it again and they found a rhythm as he moved inside her. She could feel her pussy lips being dragged out, clinging to the shaft inside her as he withdrew and pushing back inside as he thrust. The sensation was driving her wild! His cock was scraping over her little clit and she was rapidly rising to orgasm. His thrusts began going deeper and she felt the head of his cock bump against the back of her pussy as his pelvic bone began to rub against her clit. He was all the way inside her and the feeling of being stuffed with that cock was driving her over the edge. She felt a scream boil up from inside her as her thighs trembled and her body attempted to bridge up off the bed. Her orgasm swept over her like a tidal wave and she heard Greyson moaning over her.
"Oh, God, baby," she screamed. "Fuck, I'm coming! Oh Jesus, Greyson, oh my God I'm coming; coming so hard. Oh, oh, oh fuck; come with me!"
She felt his cock swell even larger and then he was coming in her, the hot, ropey streams bathing her cervix and soothing the chafed walls of her little pussy. She exploded all over again when she felt his cum splashing inside her and she writhed in passion as she continued to come, over and over, her body thrashing without control under him. She gave tongue to her pleasure, moaning and crying out as the contractions rippled through her pussy. He pushed deep, holding fully sheathed inside her and she felt her pussy contracting around his cock, milking him for the last few drops of cum.
"Oh, God," she panted. "That was the most amazing thing. Damn, you're a good lover, Greyson. You made me come like a firecracker. I've never come like that with anyone! I'm worn though, baby. Jesus, I feel like I've been swimming for a hundred miles. God, that was good."
She pulled him down so she could kiss him, her full, luscious lips crushed under his chest. She could feel him slowly deflating inside her and he rolled off, pulling her to spoon against him and entering her from behind with his still semi-erect cock."
"I like to be inside you," he said. "If we go to sleep, I want to sleep inside you. I'll stay kind of hard like this for a long time."
He wrapped her in his arms and she sighed with contentment as she felt his hand cupping one big breast. He nibbled on the back of her neck and she giggled. His mouth was next to her ear and he whispered in it.
"Oakley, I think I'm in love with you."
She turned to look at him, her dark eyes liquid pools. "I know," she whispered. "I think I'm in love with you, too. I never intended this to happen, Greyson. I'm so glad I ran over you."
He shouted with laughter. "Yeah, me, too. You can run over me anytime as long as it ends up here."
Oakley relaxed, loving the feeling of his cock inside her. Her eyes closed and she drifted off, looking forward to waking up in his arms.
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I'd been keeping an eye on Fallon since her mother was killed nine years before. She wasn't aware that I was watching her. I'm sure she had heard stories about her father from Seaver, but I was never allowed to see her. When her mother found out that I sold guns instead of auto parts, that was the end of my "Daddy" role. I never really blamed Seaver for that. I should have told her the day we met.
She was just mad enough to call the ATF, and I had to get out of the country. I lived in Costa Rica for five years and I stayed off the radar. I was old news and no one was looking for a guy with a different identity when I slipped back across the border. I called Seaver a dozen times and asked to see her, but she always threatened to have me arrested and I had to be content with just seeing Fallon now and then. I went to school plays and concerts where it would be dark, and I watched her cheer at football games and play drums in the marching band. When her mother was hit by a cement truck, she moved in with her mother's sister and she seemed happy there, so I didn't interfere.
I was very proud of her when she made it into Dartmouth, and when she graduated from Yale law school; I was at her graduation. She was heavily recruited by dozens of top law firms, but for some reason she wasn't into corporate law. She wanted to be a federal prosecutor. Three years of that and she switched teams and became a defense attorney. She seemed to have gained a disgust for the Feds, and she took mostly cases where the civil rights of her clients had been violated by the cops.
Law enforcement hated her, but she never backed down from anyone. I was prouder than I'd ever been. She grew up beautiful. She had her mother's black glossy mane of hair, huge, tilted up blue eyes and a body that Playmates would have coveted. I noticed that she didn't go on many dates. She didn't drink or party much, either. She was dedicated to the job, and that was the end of it.
I started interfering some in her cases. I destroyed one FBI agent's career when he threatened her, making it plain to him that his destroyer knew where to find his family if he ever bothered her again. I mailed her anonymous tips and found some people for whom she was looking. I persuaded them to give her a call. She was working a RICO wiretapping case when she met me for the first time. As I said, I was keeping an eye on her. I knew these were some pretty nasty boys she was up against. The Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms views themselves as above the law. I bumped up against them all the time. If they weren't so stupid and ham-handed, they'd probably have caught me. The day I found out I was going to die, they caught Fallon. There was no way they were going to win their case, so they indulged in a little old-fashioned corruption and hired thugs. I was on my way to lunch after leaving the doctor's office. There's a medical name for it. It amounts to brain cancer. They held out no hope. The tumor was slow growing, but persistent. There was the possibility that they could slow its growth by some months, but the costs to my quality of life weren't worth it to me. They had never seen this type of tumor taken out that didn't recur. They offered to do the surgery, but the chance that this would speed the progress of the tumor by months made that not worth it, either. I had a year before the process began to cause debilitating symptoms. That wasn't pleasant news, but such is life. My security chief called and told me they had taken Fallon. He gave me the address and I decided that it was time for Fallon Blake to meet Canton Thomas. I don't know if the BATF intended to rough her up a little to scare her off, or they intended to have her killed, but things went off the rails.
When I killed the two guards outside and got into the old factory where they had her, she was bleeding from her forehead and one corner of her mouth. Three of them had her spread out on a counter and she was down to just her panties. She was putting up quite a fight, but she was losing. My 9mm was silenced and there were three loud spits. They dropped, one on top of her, and she kept fighting for a minute before she realized that the man on top of her was just dead weight.
She pushed him off and saw me standing there. One of them was still moving and I double-tapped him. She slid off the counter and came running to me. She threw her arms around me and sobbed into my chest.
I held her for a minute and patted her. I took off my jacket and hung it over her shoulders. She realized she didn't have anything on and went red all over. She pulled the jacket around her and a pair of amazing breasts disappeared.
"I don't know who you are, and thanks seems inadequate, but thanks," she said.
Her voice was low and husky. I was shaken listening to her talk. My baby was all grown up and she was talking to me.
"Do you think any of your clothes can be salvaged?" I asked her.
"They ripped them up. I might drape them around me but they're torn and dirty. The buttons are gone, too. They broke the zipper of my skirt."
"That's okay, you can keep the jacket. It looks better on you anyway. Are your shoes here?"
"They're around somewhere. Help me look."
She buttoned the black suit jacket. It was way too big for her, but it did cover her up. It came to the top of her thighs and those amazing brown legs were bare. We found her black flats and she was as modest as she was going to get.
"Who are you?" she asked. "How did you know I was here? Who are these people?
"Which one do you want me to answer first?"
She hesitated for a minute. "Who are you?"
I gave her the name I use. "I'm Canton Thomas, and you're Fallon Blake."
"Yes, how did you know?"
"That's another question."
"I know, I ask a lot of questions."
"It's the only way to learn." I told her. "I know a lot about you."
"How, I've never met you before."
"It's my job to know things. I don't want to creep you out, Miss Blake, but I keep an eye on you. That answers your second question."
I could tell she thought I was weird. She looked at the three dead thugs and relaxed a little. "I guess it's a good thing you do. You have to explain all this to me."
"Okay, but I think we should leave. We should get you some clothes, and then if you want me to, I'll explain."
"Should we call the cops?" she asked.
"They sent these guys. I'd just as soon not answer a bunch of awkward questions. The BATF hired them. That's the answer to your third question."
"I see," she said. "Do you have a car?"
"Yes, I'll take you home."
"Do you know where I live?"
"I know nearly everything about you."
"That is sort of creepy, Canton."
"I know, but I can explain." I offered her my arm and she leaned on me as we walked down the stairs and outside to the Navigator.
I opened the back and sat her down on the tailgate while I got out the first aid kit. She winced a little when I cleaned her up with alcohol swabs. She just had an abrasion on her forehead and a small cut in the corner of her mouth. I brushed that mane of hair back and put a little disinfectant on her. I put away the kit, and she hopped down and got in.
"You're very gentle, Canton, and you have good taste in cars," she said. "Clothes, too," She admired the jacket. "Take me home."
We drove to her apartment and she chattered the whole way. I loved listening to that husky little voice. She told me all about her case and it sounded as if her client was going to walk. I knew about it, and I knew her client was guilty. I mentioned that to her and she got a little fierce.
"I don't care if he is. His civil rights don't depend on whether he's guilty or not. He's a human, and because he is, he has rights. You don't stop being human because you're guilty."
"Yes, I know. I agree, but I just thought you should know he sells guns to a South American Cartel."
"How do you know that, Canton?"
"It's my job to know things, especially about people who sell guns."
She threw back her head and laughed. It was delightful. "I know; that's what you told me. I like you, Canton. Well, you did save me from being raped and killed back there. I should like you."
"I'm very likable," I assured her.
She laughed again and peeked up at me from under those impossibly long lashes. "We'll see," she said. "You do make a good first impression."
"Always make a stylish entrance; that's my motto," I told her.
We pulled up in front of her place and I hurried around to open her door. "You're a gentleman, too," she said.
"I just wanted another look at your panties," I said. "It was very disappointing that you kept the jacket pulled down."
She laughed for a long time, and then she gave me a little flash. "There, are you happy?"
"Ecstatic," I assured her. "Miss Blake, I have somewhere to be. Do you think it would be possible for me to make that explanation another time?"
She looked disappointed. "I suppose. I won't be able to sleep tonight, though. I've got to hear this. I'm not going in to work tomorrow. I think an attempted rape and murder are excuse enough to stay home. Will you let me make you dinner tomorrow evening?"
"Do you cook?" I asked.
She giggled. "Not well, but I get by. How is it that you don't know that?"
"Actually, I do. I was just reminding you. I don't think I deserve to be punished for rescuing you. Why don't you let me cook? I do cook well."
"What will you cook? Do I have the stuff?"
"I doubt it. I'll bring it. You get a good bottle of red wine and I'll take care of everything else."
"I don't know how to get good wine. I don't drink enough to know."
"Well, it's easy. You pay a lot for it. The trick is finding a good one without paying a lot. If it costs more than $25 a bottle, it's likely good. I'll give you a couple of names if you want."
"No, I'll try it myself. I won't learn without doing it."
"Smart girl," I told her.
I watched her climb the steps. She turned around at the door and looked back down at me. She ran back down and threw her arms around me. She laid her cheek against my chest.
"Thanks for rescuing me," she said.
"You're welcome," I told her. "Helping damsels in distress is high on my list of things to do."
She stood on her tiptoes and kissed my cheek, then she climbed the steps again. She waved and went inside.
*****
I was trying to figure out what I was going to tell her, all day. "Luke, I am your father," didn't seem right. I didn't want to lie to her, either. I settled on a plan and went grocery shopping. I was going to do this up right. I was cooking for my daughter for the first time. I was going to sit in her house and talk to her for the first time. My heart pounded in my chest all day, just thinking about it.
I got there at six, and she was just getting home. She let me in, carried a bag into the kitchen and told me she was going to jump in the shower. I made myself at home, chopped my herbs up and I was ready to cook. She had a nice kitchen. There was a bar with a six-burner gas range top in it, and she had two ovens. That was good, and she had nice pans, too. Her knives could do with a good sharpening, but maybe another time.
She came in dressed in black slacks and a creamy sweater. Her hair was still damp and she looked adorable. I adored her, for sure. I poured her a glass of the good Chardonnay I had brought, and she watched me prepare our meal.
"This is going to be fun," she said.
We started with roasted carrots and Brussels sprouts. I made kasha ravioli, and we had flank steak, a pastrami knish and chopped liver. She didn't care much for the liver, but I liked it. For dessert, we had a strudel, bacon and crème, which she loved. She had gotten a good wine, and it went well with the meal.
"I would have never thought to put bacon in a dessert," she told me. "You are a good cook, Canton. I thought you were just bragging. Are you a chef?"
I laughed. "No, I wouldn't like doing this every day. I just cook like this for my rescued damsels in distress."
"Well, if I could get food like this I'd weigh 200 pounds in a month," she said. "Remind me to be rescued more often. I'm stuffed. Pour me another glass of that white wine and let's find more comfortable chairs."
We went in to her living room and sat on the sofa, sipping our wine. She curled up her legs and leaned into me, putting my arm around her shoulders. She looked up at me, those huge blue eyes liquid pools.
"Canton, I'm ready for that explanation now."
"Okay, brace yourself, Miss Blake."
"Stop it," she said. "You saved my life, saved me from being raped and cooked the best meal I've ever had. I think we've moved past the 'Miss Blake' routine. My name is Fallon."
"Okay, Fallon it is. You want to know why I keep an eye on you. I'll tell you. I'm doing it because of your father."
She stiffened up when she heard that. I could tell she didn't like the idea. "He sent you? Why? He never gave a damn about me before, why would he start now?"
"You're wrong about that, Fallon. He cares very much about you. I've been keeping an eye on you for years. It's hard to explain. He knows how much he's botched it. He regrets not being part of your life very much. He trusts me to look after you."
"Why would you do that? I'm nothing to you."
"You're mistaken. I've watched you grow up through the years and you've become something special to me. You're my pet project. I help you with your cases when I can, I try to make sure you're safe, I give you tips when I can and I keep up with your life."
"That's sort of creepy, Canton. I'm grateful for the tips. I didn't know who my mysterious tipster was. I'm not sure I like you watching me, though, especially for my father. I've never seen him, you know. I think he's a criminal. Mom always said so."
"What was it you told me about criminals and rights?"
She laughed. "I should have known that would come back to bite me."
"Just because he's a criminal doesn't mean he doesn't care about his daughter," I told her. "Your mother never wanted him to be around you. He respected what she wanted. He couldn't be part of your life, but he still wanted you taken care of. That's my job now. I'm not going to try to hide it, Fallon. I'm a criminal, too. I supply guns to people fighting for freedom all around the world. I don't sell to governments or criminal organizations, but I sell guns to rebels."
"Is that what my father does?"
"Sometimes he does. He's more of an information broker."
"He steals secrets?"
"No, he doesn't do it himself, but he buys and sells secrets."
"I see. What do you do when you're keeping an eye on me?"
"Well, I keep track of where you are. I don't have hidden cameras or anything like that. I keep track of that by tracking your cell phone. It has a GPS in it, and with the right software I can track it. You should really turn that off. I'm friendly, but other people aren't. I don't peep at you. I try not to invade your privacy. I don't listen to your phone calls or read your e-mails. I keep track of your cases through your firm. I investigate the people you're defending and the people that are prosecuting them. I have a large network of people who I use to get the information I need. I'll show you the whole operation. If there's anything you don't like, I'll stop."
She relaxed and snuggled up against me again. "I do feel safe knowing you're out there. This feels right to me. Are you certain we've never met before? You seem familiar."
This was going down the wrong track. I needed a diversion so I told her about the BATF hiring the men that attacked her.
"Fallon," I told her, "I think you need a driver. I don't feel right about you mixing it up with these alphabet agencies. They play rough. I have a man who needs a job. Why don't you let me give him one? He's also an excellent bodyguard."
"I can't afford that. Maybe someday I can, but not right now."
"He'll work for me. I'll pay his salary."
"Why would you do that?" she asked.
"You've very important to me," I told her.
"Why? What is your relationship with my father?"
"I've known him longer than you've been alive. He's very important to me, too."
She thought about that for a minute. "What do you do when you're not being my guardian angel?"
I didn't know how much to tell her. I didn't want her to freak out, but I thought I should be as honest as possible.
"I make deals. If there's a group in South America that wants weapons, I arrange for them to meet the people who sell weapons. If they need to know how to build an offshore oil platform, I find them the people who know how to do that. If they want to know what the BATF is doing in El Paso, Texas, I find out and charge them for the information."
"So you're a criminal? Jesus, Canton; why do you do that?"
I was stumped. I didn't know quite how to answer that. "Most of the things I do aren't criminal. The things that I do that are criminal are things that are going to be done anyway. The US government does all those things. They take cocaine from Panama, sell it in Los Angeles and use the money to buy weapons from Iran to supply their buddies in some banana republic. I do the same thing except I won't touch drugs. Well, that's not strictly true. I make deals for pharmaceuticals. If they need antibiotics in Africa and they have them in Canada, I facilitate that."
"I see," she was quiet for a minute. My heart was in my throat. I was desperately afraid that she would hate me. She hadn't moved and my arm was still around her. She looked up at me and I drowned in the pools of those blue eyes. My heart ached.
"Canton, if you ever need an attorney, I want to represent you."
I sighed with relief. "Thanks, Fallon; I was worried that you were going to hate me."
She laughed. "You saved my life and my body. How could I possibly hate you? I don't like what you do, but you may not like what I do. You saved me without any question and I'm going to accept you the same way. Am I going to see you again?"
"Do you want to? I think I should keep my distance. I work best in the shadows."
"Then I'll see you in the shadows. I like you, Canton. I think I want you to be part of my life. I never knew my father. I have a few memories, but I think I've needed a father. It's hard to miss what you never had, but I like sitting here with you. I feel like nothing can harm me. You make me feel safe, but I know you're a killer. You killed those three men back there. How can you do that and then be so gentle with me?"
"They were hurting you, Fallon. I don't like just killing people, but if that's what it takes to protect the people I love, I'll shoot and never look back."
"That's interesting," she said. "Do you realize that you just told me that you love me? How can that be? We've just met."
"I didn't mean to say that."
"So you don't love me?"
"I never said that either. You've just met me, but I've know you all your life. I watched you grow up and become a fascinating and beautiful young lady. I know what you are and what kind of heart you have."
"I'm going to love you, too," she said. "You saved my life. I can't get over that. You killed those men for me. I owe you more than I'll ever be able to repay."
"You don't owe me anything. Anyone would have done the same thing if they had the opportunity."
"'Anyone' didn't. You did. You made that opportunity happen. Will you let me take you to dinner?"



"Okay," I said. "If you let me pick the place I'll go to dinner with you as often as you want. You can call me any time. You know I'll help you in any way I can, right? That's my job. Going to dinner is personal. I love hearing you talk. I always wondered what you might sound like. I love feeling you lean up against me. I promise to try to never disappoint you."
She cuddled my arm. "Okay, what do you want to talk about now?"
"Are you going to work tomorrow?"
"Yes, I have a deposition in the morning."
"Then I think we should talk about me going home."
"Where do you live?' she asked. "You know everything about me and I know nothing about you. I don't want you to leave."
"I don't own a home in the United States. I stay in hotels, very nice hotels. Sometimes I stay for months, sometimes for just one night. I stay on the move. I own six homes in other countries. I'm thinking you would like my home in Denpasar. I'm going there in three weeks. I'd love to have you join me."
"Really? I have no idea where that is. I've never been outside the US. Let's see how the next three weeks go. When will you have dinner with me? How can I get in touch with you?"
"That's many questions, again. Denpasar is on the island of Bali. I'll give you a number to call. I won't answer, but they always know how to reach me. I don't have a telephone. I use prepaid cells and my number changes every time I use one. If you tell them you're calling about the Monet, they'll give me the message and I'll call you."
"Oh my God, you're like some James Bond guy. This is so exciting, Canton. But you never told me when we can have dinner."
"How about Friday night? Pick you up at seven?"
"That's perfect," she wiggled closer. "Now give me a squeeze and I'll let you out."
I was happy to squeeze her any chance I got. I gave her the number of the service I use, and she walked me to the door. I handed her the flash drive I had brought.
"By the way, here's the information on the illegal wire tap the BATF was running on your client. It has the name of the technician who installed it, a copy of the work order and pictures of the communications van they were using. I was able to obtain a copy of the transcripts of the information they got. This should bust your case open."
She just looked at me. "How in hell... no, I don't want to know. Thanks, Canton." She stood on her tiptoes and kissed my cheek. I may be ready in three weeks, now that I have this."
I walked to the Navigator and I felt ten feet tall. My daughter was going to let me into her life. I was running a huge risk, but I didn't see another way. If she ever found out that I was her father the shit was going to hit the fan, but I just couldn't stay away.
James stepped out of the shadows and got behind the wheel. He looked like a Nordic god. He had worked for me since he was 25. I'd never seen him rumpled, angry or anything other than professional. He had never lost a fight in the ten years I've known him, and you had the feeling that he would lose only one in his life. That would be the one in which he died. I pulled him out of a jail cell in Tunisia, and he was blindly loyal.
"Is everything okay, Mr. Thomas?"
"Yes, she let me help her. You're going to drive her from now on, James. She's my daughter. You can never tell her that, but you are to protect her as you would me."
"You can count on me, Mr. Thomas."
"Yes, I think I can. Take the Mercedes and pick her up here at eight. Stay with her. You're to go everywhere she goes. Don't take no for an answer."
He drove me to the hotel, and Fredrick was waiting. He's German and about 60. He's the perfect employee. He was security on a deal that went south when I was just getting started. He took two bullets and I dragged him down three flights of stairs and took him to a surgeon I knew. We saved him, and he'd been with me ever since. He was a very dangerous man, but you'd never suspect it.
He had a bath drawn, and there was brandy and a cigar on the tub. I relaxed in the jets and thought about my day. My life was changing. There wasn't any plan for loving your daughter, so I'd have to make it up as I went. I'm pretty good at that.
*****
James reported that he had a minor disagreement with Fallon about his "intrusiveness" but that he had worked it out. He had become a fixture, and she hardly noticed him. He said she talked a lot and asked many questions about me. I told him to be honest about everything except who I really was. He was to talk to her if she wanted to talk.
"What will I talk about?" he asked.
"Damn, man; she's young, gorgeous and smart. She's funny and quick. Are you gay?"
"No sir, I'm not. I just don't think it's appropriate..."
"You don't work for her, James. She seems to like you. Just be her friend. Ask her out, talk about sports; ask her what kind of music she likes. I don't care. Handle your business."
"I will, sir."
Friday rolled around, and I was waiting when she came out at seven. She had on a little black dress and red heels with a matching clutch. Fredrick opened the door, and she climbed in.
She looked happy to see me. When she kissed my cheek, I knew she was.
"Hello, Fallon," I said. "You look stunning."
"Hi, Canton. You look the same as the last time I saw you. Do you only have one suit? Do you always wear a suit?"
I laughed. "I actually own several. They are similar. They come from the same tailor. They are all charcoal, but you'll notice this one has a pin stripe and that I have on a pink shirt. I do always wear a suit when I'm dining with a beautiful girl. If I'm doing something that demands other clothing, I dress for the occasion."
"Well, you do look distinguished," she said. "Where are we going?"
"I know a place. Do you like Italian, Fallon?"
"I like Olive Garden. I like pizza and pasta."
I shuddered at the thought. "Well, you're going to love this then. How was your week?"
She chattered away in that little husky voice and I just listened to the sound without really paying attention to what she was saying.
"Canton, I asked you a question!"
"I'm sorry," I apologized. "I love hearing you talk so much that I wasn't paying attention."
"Oh my God. How do you know just what to say like that?"
"Practice, my dear," I told her. "It helps if you're sincere. Most people can spot a phony."
"But you are a phony," she said. "I tried to find information about you. I couldn't find anything. You didn't file taxes; you don't have a criminal record, no birth certificate, wedding records or address. You don't even have a social security number or a driver's license. You're a ghost, Canton."
"Yes, I know. Why didn't you just ask me?"
"I wanted to impress you. I even tried to wheedle information out of James. He's incorruptible. I like him, by the way. He was really formal at first and he still calls me 'Miss Blake.' I'm not sure about him following me everywhere. He opens every door I go through and looks inside before he lets me in."
"That's his job, Fallon. If he had been with you when those thugs attacked you, he would have stopped them. If someone else tries something like that, you'll be thankful you had him around. I trust him completely, and so should you. He'll do anything you tell him to, except let you go into a dangerous situation alone."
"I do trust him. It's just weird to have him pick me up and take me everywhere."
"You'll get used to it. I hardly notice Fredrick, here."
We pulled up at the curb and he let us out. We followed him down the street to a stationary shop, and he opened the door.
"What are we doing?" Fallon asked.
"Eating," I told her.
"At a stationary store? What's going on, Canton?"
"Be patient. All will be revealed."
The desk clerk opened a door and waved us through. "Your table is ready, Mr. Thomas." We walked down a hall and you could smell bread baking. That's a heavenly aroma, and Fallon breathed it in.
"What is this place, Canton?"
"It's a club; a very exclusive club. The high level crime bosses, athletes, foreign dignitaries; they all eat here."
"How do you know about this place?"
"I did a favor for the owner, years ago."
A waiter appeared and showed us to our table. We ordered wine and he went away.
"I don't really drink that much," she told me. "Do you always drink wine with meals."
"Yes, it's a habit I picked up in Italy. I'm glad you're not a party animal, Fallon. I'm not trying to be a bad influence. As a matter of fact, drinking a moderate amount of wine every day is good for you. You'll live an average of five years longer than someone who never drinks wine."
"I didn't know that."
She looked her menu over. "I can't read this, Canton. It's in Italian."
"Will you let me order for you?"
"How do you know what I like? Never mind, I suppose you have extensive files on my eating habits."
I laughed. "Actually I don't. You mostly eat at chain restaurants. I have no interest in knowing about the sort of food they serve there."
"You're a snob, Canton."
"About food and drink, yes, about people, no. I hobnob with the riffraff of society. Sometimes a beautiful girl will eat dinner with me."
Her eyes sparkled and she dimpled into a smile. "There you go again. You're a charmer. Are you married, Canton?"
"I was, once. I was a fool and she left me. I decided that ship has sailed. She passed away several years back. I'll never love anyone else like that."
"That's so sad." Her eyes brimmed with tears.
"No, I loved her, but I move along. I'm not sad about it. I do other things. I enjoy the company of a lady when I feel like it, but not like with her. The only thing that makes me sad is that I wasn't wise enough to make it last. I have my work and I have you, now. I'm content."
She patted my hand. "I've never really been in love. I thought I was a time or two, but I think I'm like you. When I find the right man, I think I'll love him forever. If it doesn't work out, I doubt I'd try again, either."
I ordered and she ate every morsel. She thought I cooked better, but it might have just been the difference in styles.
She asked so many questions it was hard to be discreet. The fact that I was actually sitting across a table from her, and that she liked me, made it even more difficult. I wanted to hold her and spill my guts about how much I had longed to do this all her life. That wasn't in the cards, right then, so I was content to just sit and watch her.
She didn't want to go home after dinner, and she asked me take her somewhere.
"Do you smoke cigars?" I asked her.
She laughed. "No, why do you ask?"
"I know a club where you sit around and drink very good brandy and smoke cigars in very good chairs. The conversation is top notch. They rarely see anyone as stunning as you there, and I know you'd be a hit. I also know an underground club with a very good jazz band where we could dance, or I know of a prizefight that will begin in an hour. Is one of those acceptable?"
"The fight sounds illegal, although I like fights. I like jazz, but I'm not a very good dancer. I would like to try smoking a good cigar. Will you teach me the difference between a good cigar and a bad one? I do want to have a very good conversation, but I want to have it with you. You won't leave me alone to talk to strangers, will you?"
I laughed. "Okay, the club it is. I will teach you about cigars, our conversation can be just you and I, or we can join as many as we want. I won't leave you alone."
She took my arm, and Fredrick drove us to the tobacco club. They knew me there, and they didn't question Fallon being on my arm. Very few people were admitted there, but since she was my guest, they were happy to have her. The staff was female, but there were only a dozen female members. None of them looked like Fallon.
I taught her some things about cigars. I recommended one for her and we bought it. She was shocked at the price, but I assured her that it was well worth it. She was fascinated by the gentility of the place and the whole culture. We sat in a little alcove, and I showed her how to clip her cigar. There were matches at our elbow, and we lit up. She coughed a little and her mouth watered. I poured her a brandy and with that to sip on, she managed the cigar well.
"I think I like cigars," she said. "How often do you smoke them?"
"I smoke one maybe three times a week. Usually I smoke at home after a good meal. They should be reserved for occasions that are appropriate. They aren't like wine that you have with every meal. They're more like brandy or good whiskey. Overindulgence would cheapen the effect."
"I think it would be interesting to see what people would think about me if I smoked cigars," she mused. "I'm going to buy some. Will you help me?"
"Yes, but you need somewhere to keep them."
"You mean like the refrigerator or something?"
"God, no, I mean a humidor."
"What's that?" she asked.
"A box to keep cigars in that is humidity controlled. Your cigars will get stale if you don't keep them in a humidor."
"Do they sell them here?"
"Yes, I'll get you one and we can pick out a selection of good cigars, too."
We joined a group, and I introduced Fallon to them. They were talking about economics, and they were happy to include Fallon.
I was surprised at how much she knew about it. She was a gold girl, it turned out. She wasn't insistent on gold, but she thought the dollar should be tied to some commodity like oil or a precious metal. One of the group was a regional chairman of the Federal Reserve, and she tied him in knots.
He turned to me. "This is a delightful young lady, Thomas. What's she doing with an old man like you?"
I nodded to him. "I have more game than you suspect. Really though, she's a young relative of mine and she likes hanging out with me. She likes cigars, and so I brought her."
"You must come again," he told her. "Would you allow me to sponsor you as a member?"
She looked up at me and I nodded. "I'd love that," she said. "Thank you very much, sir. I've enjoyed talking to you and I'd like to hear more of your ideas."
"Polite and beautiful," he said. "What do you do, young lady?"
"You can call me Fallon," she said. "If you're a friend of Canton's, I want to be your friend, too. I'm an attorney."
He asked her about her firm and where she went to school. When he found out she was a Yale law school graduate, her place in the club was certain. If he sponsored her, no one was going to say no. They all told stories about college and she shared one of her undergraduate experiences at Dartmouth.
We excused ourselves, picked her out a humidor and 100 cigars. I had the clerk box them up, and I bought them for her. I suspected she had no idea how much a good humidor cost, and I didn't want to strain her budget. I also got her a cigar cutter.
She kissed me goodnight when we pulled up at her apartment, and James was waiting for her.
"Canton, this was one of the best nights of my life," she told me. "It's like I've been waiting all my life to have someone like you. Can we do this again next week?"
I assured her that we could. I told her I was flying to India, Sunday afternoon. She asked me if she could drop me at the airport. I thought about it for a minute.
"No, I don't want to do that. There are too many people, and too much security surveillance at the airport. I don't want us to be seen together much." She looked crestfallen, but she perked up when I asked her to go to church with me Sunday morning.
"I'd like that," she said. "What religion are you?"
"I'm not really any religion," I told her. "I believe, but I haven't been able to find out much information that is reliable. The world doesn't make sense without God, but I don't know very much about him. I'm trying to find out. The thing is; I can't imagine why he'd be interested in us. I'm a seeker, not a practitioner. I try to be moral, but some things are too hard for me. Are you religious, Fallon?"
"No, but I wish I was. I'm very much like you, Canton. I try to do the right thing, but I'm not very good at it. I keep falling down."
"I know. I guess the thing to do is just keep getting back up and plodding along. I do go to church quite often. I'd love it if you went with me."
"Aren't you afraid to be seen with me there?"
"No, I go to large predominately black Baptist churches. There are very few of the type of people who worry me there. They do frequent airports, and there are thousands of cameras there. We'll be fine at church."
She hugged me again, and James let her in. It had been the best day of my life. My daughter was going to church with me, and I could hardly wait to see her again.
*****
The BATF was still watching Fallon's apartment. They had two men outside in their car, and I could only expect they had her bugged and cameras everywhere. I suspected they didn't know what to make of James. I had a garbage truck fence them in, and James drove her to church. He dropped her off at the door, and I was waiting for her. I told her about the tail they had set up and how we had avoided it. She was quite angry. She wanted to do something, right away. I had no idea that it would upset her so much. I thought that she knew this intimidation tactic would be the standard operating procedure for cops on the hot-seat.
"I suppose I did know that," she said. "That doesn't make me any happier. These are the people that are supposed to be protecting us, Canton. Instead, they're covering their own asses. What they did is illegal. They nearly got me killed, and now they're watching me?"
"Would you like for me to do something?" I asked.
"What can you do?"
"Nothing you want to know anything about," I told her. "I can make them go away."
"Is that a euphemism for kill them?"
"No, Fallon," I assured her. "I don't go around killing Federal Agents."
"Are you going to hurt them?"
"No, I won't do that either. Do you really want to know?"
"Yes, I do."
"I'll show them how vulnerable they are. They think they're invincible. I'll find out where they live, who their families are and cause an incident that makes them feel threatened. It might be as simple as calling in a bomb threat to their children's school and letting them know it could have been real. I might plant something on them to get them arrested. I could threaten their parents. I may have information about them that they wouldn't like to see in public. If you really want this to go away, finish your case and get a cease and desist order against them. My fix is temporary; yours could be permanent."
"Check on the information you have first. Please, Canton; don't threaten their families."
"Why not, they're threatening mine."
"Because their families are innocent. They have nothing to do with this."
"You're innocent, too. That hasn't stopped them."
"We're not them," she said. "If you can harm them, I don't care, but not their families."
"I'll do whatever you want. I may not have anything on them. I'll try to stop them, okay?"
She put her arm around me and we walked into the church together. Churches are quite different, depending on the one you pick. This one was very large; maybe 5000 members. It's easy to stay anonymous in a crowd like that. Most were black, and that church had a different feel than some stuffy cathedral. The preacher was a dynamic speaker, and the music was very emotional. Fallon held my hand all through the service, and read out of my bible with me. It was like being in a fairy tale for me. I had never dreamed that my life could have a happy ending like this. Maybe it wouldn't, but this felt right. I was going to luxuriate in the moment.
I took her to my hotel after the service, and she stayed an hour and had lunch with me. I had to catch my flight, and James came for her. I walked her out, and she left reluctantly.



"Finish your case and we'll spend some time together in Denpasar," I told her. "Let me know this week if you can go, and I'll make the arrangements."
"I already know I want to go. I've filed motions, and it should wrap up next Tuesday. Will I see you between now and then?"
"It's doubtful, Fallon. I'd love to see you, but I have a busy schedule for a while. I need to pay some bills. If I don't take jobs, I'll stop being asked."
"I understand," she said. "I'm going to do whatever it takes to get this done."
She kissed me, and James took her away.
I checked into the background of the agents tailing her and found some interesting internet habits on one, and a bank account the other one had that he shouldn't. A word to the right ear and they were in more hot water than they wanted to face. They would be replaced, but those two wouldn't bother Fallon again.
I got some deals done and cleared my calendar in the hope that she'd come with me to Bali. My world was perfect when she called the service and got in touch with me. She was packing and asked me what to bring. I sent a tailor around, and she got five new dresses for evening wear. Other than that, I told her to pack casual and swimwear.
James dropped her at the airport, and Fredrick brought her out to the jet. She was rosy cheeked and her eyes were sparkling when she got aboard.
"Is this your plane, Canton?" she wanted to know.
"Yes it is. Do you like planes?"
"I've never been in one like this. How long are we going to be flying?"
"It's going to take a while. It's a long way to Bali. I hope you brought something to keep you occupied."
"I did," she told me. "I brought you. I just want to talk to you and find out all about you."
I laughed. "Well, I'll tell you almost anything you want to know."
"I want to know how you met my father."
That was a very sticky subject. This could get awkward, but not nearly as awkward as it would if I actually told her I was her father.
"Did you notice that I said, 'almost anything'?" I said. "That's actually the one thing I'm not going to tell you."
She begged and tried to wheedle it out of me, but I was adamant. I gave her a present I had bought for her. It was a new book about angels and demons. It was new fiction, and she knew the author. That distracted her, but I knew she wasn't giving up.
When we landed in Denpasar, a car was waiting. Fredrick drove us to the villa and the staff made us comfortable. They took our bags, and I knew they would unpack them and put the items away. Fallon was on the second floor and I was on the first. I showed her around and she was delighted and delightful. She loved the pool and the garden, and we sat on benches among the flowers and talked while we drank fruit juice. I took her to dinner after a while. She had on one of her new dresses, and she made it look stunning. It was a brilliant blue and her eyes popped. With that mane of dark brown hair, she looked like a goddess. My girl was going to break hearts. It had a high slit on one side and a gorgeous brown thigh was always peeping out while we danced.
We went to the tables and gambled for a while. She enjoyed herself, but after she was down about a thousand dollars, she wanted to quit.
"I'm sorry, Canton. I didn't realize I had lost so much money. I don't want to do this again."
"It's okay," I told her. "We were just playing for fun. I don't mind. I'm glad you aren't going to become a gambler."
"I won't," she assured me. "I don't see the point. It was fun, and I might do it again sometime, but it's expensive entertainment. We just gave them our money and got a little thrill. I want to get something better than that for my money."
"It was my money," I told her. "It was well spent if you enjoyed it. Let's have a cocktail and go home."
When we got home, she went and changed into pajamas and came down to smoke a cigar and have a Scotch with me. She lay back in the cushions and draped her legs across me as she smoked.
"This is amazing," she told me. "I love being here with you. Do you know, I thought I was falling in love with you, Canton. I'm sorry if you have romantic feelings for me, but I don't feel that way about you. I came here with the intention of making love to you, but I can't. It doesn't feel right to me."
"I do love you," I told her, "but not like that."
"Oh, I'm so glad," she hugged me. "I didn't want it to be awkward. I love you, too, but I'm not in love with you. You feel more like what I imagine an older brother or an uncle would feel like who you really enjoy being with. I wish I had known you longer. I wish you were my father," her eyes filled with tears.
I pulled her over against me and cuddled her up. "I will be if you let me," I told her.
She clung fiercely to me and her form shook with sobs. She told me how she had dreamed about her father, and how she wished she had known him. She had envied the other girls who had two parents, and she cried as she told me how lonely she had been since her mother died.
I petted her and held her close. "You don't have to be lonely anymore," I told her. "I'll always be here for you."
She was breaking my heart and tears streamed down my cheeks as I realized how badly I'd lived my life. My mistakes had caused misery in the life of my little girl, and I didn't know how to make it up to her. I was going to try, in the time I had left.
She looked up at me. "Why do I feel like this with you, Canton? I feel like I can trust you with my life. I know I can. You already saved my life. I feel closer to you than anyone I've ever known except Mom. I feel like I've known you all my life."
"Maybe there's some sort of bond between us because I've been watching over you for so long," I told her. "Maybe you've known that you had me there in the background. Do you remember when you were a junior in high school, and you got so mad at your prom date that you made him stop the car and you started walking home?"
"I can't believe you know about that," she said. "We were in the middle of nowhere on the way to a parking place all the kids went to and made out. I didn't want to make out, and I just got out and walked away."
"Yes, and do you remember that a woman with a British accent stopped and picked you up?"
"Yes, I remember. She bought me a cup of hot chocolate and took me home."
"She still works for me," I told her.
"Oh, my God," she exclaimed. "You were watching over me! I can't believe this, Canton. I remember a thousand other times when some stranger did me a favor out of the blue. Was that all you?"
"Probably not all me. You're an amazing young woman, Fallon. People want to do things for you, but many of them were. That's probably why you feel like you do."
My heart was breaking with wanting to tell her, but I couldn't. I was going to tell her before the end, but this was too precious for me to spoil the moment.
She looked at me with those amazing eyes for long minutes, and she smiled a little as if she were thinking something.
"What?" I asked. "What are you thinking?"
"Nothing," she said. "Well, I am thinking something, but I'm not going to tell you. Not right now, at least. Maybe I'll tell you someday. You can't know all my secrets, Canton."
I laughed and squeezed her. "I'm sure I don't know half of them. Are you ready for bed?"
She was, and she kissed me goodnight. She kissed my lips for the first time, and her touch was feather soft. I fell asleep with that touch branded in my mind.
We went to the beach the next day. She was a brown goddess in a red bikini. People, especially young men, stared at us all day. I'm sure they wondered what this gorgeous girl was doing with someone old enough to be her father. Don't get me wrong, I was in good shape. I'd power lifted for years. I was fit and strong. I'd always prided myself that I could do more at 55 than I could do at 25. I could certainly lift more. I'd become pretty big as a result of all that lifting and I still attracted my share of the ladies; even ladies as young as Fallon. My facial hair showed a lot of gray when I wore it, and I was starting to get some salt and pepper on top, too. I had no body hair, to speak of, and I while I might not look 55, but I didn't look 25, either.
She looked amazing. Her breasts were full, and obviously very firm. She had a butt that movie stars would die for, and her waist was tiny. Her legs were long and muscular, and I know most men would find her maddening.
We swam in the surf and snorkeled on the reefs. I bought her lunch at one of the Oceanside bistros. We lay in the sun and drank beer. I helped her build a sand castle and she pretended to be Godzilla as she kicked it down. She was a big kid, and she found everything about life fascinating.
We went home, cleaned up and I took her out again. We ate, danced and had cocktails again. She was amazing to talk to. Her liberal education hadn't been neglected, and she knew all sorts of things. She was political, and she had radical views. She was a libertarian and she knew her stuff. We argued about our political ideas. She felt like the only excuse for government was to ensure that the rights of its citizens weren't violated. I agreed and told her that I favored a monarchy. She argued for democratic principles, while I viewed that as the tyranny of the majority. I told her that democracy was two sharks and a flounder voting on what to have for dinner. She was struck by that analogy, and immediately changed her mind. I was astonished by her intellectual flexibility. She abandoned her democratic ideas and began to argue for anarchy.
I agreed with that basic principle, but I told her I believed it was unworkable. There was no government on earth that would voluntarily give up its power. It was my opinion that it was easier to find one good leader than thousands of good leaders. She agreed, but felt like no one should live under the power of anyone else.
Her quick mind sorted through ideas, and if she found one she liked; that's what she argued. I couldn't ever remember talking to anyone with a mind like hers. I was completely enchanted. I would have cut off my arm for her. Our time passed in a blur for me. I wanted to stay there with her forever, but she had to get back and the world required my attention, as well.
I asked her what her next case was going to be. She had two she was interested in, but the one she wanted involved a group I knew about. They were radically right wing. They were racists and gun nuts who had a persecution complex. It turned out that they were being persecuted. The FBI been snooping around in their e-mails, tapping their phones and ten of their leaders were arrested on weapons charges. The FBI and the BATF had conducted a search, but they hadn't come up with any weapons. That didn't seem to matter, and they were rotting away in jail. I was happy enough with them being there, but Fallon became positively indignant when I told her that.
"What if it was you?" she asked.
"It isn't," I told her. "They were terminally stupid. I know they have the weapons. They just keep them off-site. They really are wretched people, Fallon."
She didn't care. She felt like they should be caught and convicted legally, or not at all. She wasn't pleased that there even were gun laws. She felt like anyone should be allowed to own any weapon they chose; up to and including tactical nukes. "What part of 'Congress shall make no laws' do you not understand, Canton?"
"Hey, you're preaching to the choir. I don't think there should be a Congress," I told her.
She was somewhat mollified, but she intended to work that case. I told her that I didn't like her becoming involved with those people. She wouldn't talk to me for five minutes.
We sat in silence on the sofa. She was snuggled up against me and she didn't move away, but I could tell she was angry with me. I didn't push her and finally she melted. "Why shouldn't I be involved?" she asked in a low voice.
"First, the group is dangerous. If they feel like you're not playing their game, they would just as soon kill you as look at you. Second, the agencies you're talking about are dangerous. The BATF just tried to have you killed, for God's sake. You're painting a target on your very beautiful chest."
She stuck it out. "Do you really think I'm beautiful, Canton?"
"You know you are. Quit fishing for compliments. I'll tell you you're beautiful any time you want me to. The point is, you're playing with the sharks if you take their case."
She wiggled closer and put my arm around her. "Then I guess you'll just have to keep me safe. Will you take me to Idaho?"
I thought about it for a while. "I'd rather take you to St. Thomas."
"I'll make a deal with you," she said. "If you'll take me to Idaho and help me on this case, I'll go with you to St. Thomas. Where is St. Thomas?"
"It's an island in the Caribbean. I have a place there. I won't get involved with Federal Agents, Fallon. I'll go, and I'll help you, but I want no contact with those people. I'll keep you safe, but you have to cooperate."
"How, what do I need to do?" she asked.
"You have to take James with you and you have to check with me before every move you make. I'll have a team with me and you'll have to accept them if I think you need to."
She clapped her hands with excitement. "This is what I've always wanted to do. I want to swim with the sharks. These are evil people we're talking about, Canton. They routinely violate people's civil rights. The people whose case we're taking might not be innocent, but others are. Those are the people we're fighting for."
I loved the way she thought, but I wasn't that big of an altruist. I only fought for people for whom I cared. The Order of Holy Knights wasn't among them.
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"Allender, are you ready?" her husband called. They were leaving for two weeks in the mountains on an elk hunt. She was looking for her foam pad. She knew sleeping on the ground would become very uncomfortable without some high density foam between her body and the earth, and the ground could be miserable and cold.
"Brian, have you seen my Ensolite pad?" she called.
"I put it in the truck already," he called back.
She grabbed her backpack off the floor by the door and they went to the truck. It was going to be a long drive. Brian Saline watched his wife come outside and down the sidewalk. He still couldn't believe he had talked her into marrying him. They had been married three months and his heart still pounded every time he looked at her. She was a tall slender dark haired girl. Her hair was that dark blue/black color you sometimes see. She was wearing tight blue-jeans and a button-up white blouse. She looked so sexy he wanted to take her back inside and fuck her right then. She was obviously not wearing a bra. He could see those large firm breasts sway and jiggle inside her top and as she swung her backpack into the truck he marveled at the way she filled out the denim of her jeans. She was a gym rat and it was easy to tell in the way her ass jutted out, making men drool on themselves.
She climbed in and looked at him. "What?" she asked.
"I just can't believe how beautiful you are," he told her.
She smiled, her teeth flashing white in her creamy face. She had that rare pale, almost translucent, skin and she was careful since she spent a lot of time outdoors, running through their neighborhood every morning and spending many afternoons by the pool in their backyard. They both loved hiking and camping and shared a love for hunting. This was the second time they had gone together, and he knew she was a crack shot with any kind of weapon. Her father had raised her deer and moose hunting on the Upper Peninsula, and she had taken many deer and two moose. Neither of them had ever killed an elk, and they were looking forward to the hunt. She was hoping to take one with a bow. Brian wasn't much into bow hunting, but he admired her for doing it. She looked at her boyish husband and felt all warm inside. She knew how lucky she was. She was a little horny looking at him. He was an amazing lover, and Allender couldn't get enough of him. They were going to wait a while to have kids. They were just enjoying being married to each other.
Brian was a dream come true to her. They'd met during their senior year at college and she knew she'd found the other half of her soul. He just had an air about him that melted her. He was scary smart, witty and he had a sense of humor that matched hers. He was an outdoors person, just like she was, and she thought he was the hottest man she had ever met. Those big brown eyes, a swimmer's body and he was the most amazing lover she'd ever imagined. She couldn't get enough of him, and he obviously felt the same way about her. Allender was in love, in lust and married to the man with whom she wanted to spend the rest of her life.
It was a long way to Colorado, and they stopped for the night in Des Moines. Late the next afternoon they rolled into Salida and met their guides there. They were hunting the Big Baldy Mountain area, and they were driven back into the wilderness where they found their base camp. The journey from there was by horseback, and they would begin the next day. They had two guides, and a third man that tended the camp for them. They were introduced to the guides and they liked one of them right away. Peter Thompson was a little cowboy about five feet eight and a hundred and twenty pounds. He looked to be in his late forties and he was wiry and light on his feet. The other guide was Raines Parker. He was a whole different animal. He was about six-five, looked like he weighed two hundred and fifty pounds and appeared to be a refugee from the sixties. He had long black hair, tied back in a ponytail, and he was very quiet. Allender thought he looked like he was in his late twenties and was very good looking. His arms were heavy with muscle and his traps were so large he looked like he had no neck. When he shook her hand she felt very small. Since she was nearly six feet tall herself, she was a little unsettled.
"Don't mind Raines," Peter chuckled. "He ain't said five hundred words in the three months I've known him. He's a college boy. Played football for the Raiders for a while. He knows the woods though. His daddy was a Forest Ranger around these parts and he knows Big Baldy like the back of his hand."
They ate dinner and Brian and Allender got their first taste of bison. Raines cooked and she went over to ask if she could help him. "No, I've got it," he said. His voice was the lowest bass rumble Allender had ever heard. If a grizzly bear could talk, she thought that was what it would sound like.
"You can set the table if you want," he told her. "Dishes in that cabinet over there. Silverware in the drawer underneath."
She got the table ready and Peter poured a nice red wine. The bison was delicious, and Raines was a good cook. They talked about where they would go, and when she mentioned that she wanted to use a bow Raines' eyes lit up.
"Do you bow hunt?" she asked him.
He nodded. "What kind of bow you got?" he asked her.
"I'm shooting a Bear Motive 6 with a 65 pound draw weight and Quest Power Punch arrows with 125 grain HellRazor points," she told him. "I'm learning longbow, but I'm not confident enough to try it yet. I'm making my own bow, but it's not done yet."
He looked at her for a while. "I'm surprised," he told her, "impressed, too. Most women can't handle that heavy a draw."
"Well, that's a change," Peter laughed. "Raines ain't easily impressed. You a bow hunter, too, Brian?"
"No, it's too much work for me," Brian laughed.
"Well we'll send those two off to sneak around and we'll actually kill something," Peter told Brian.
"We're going to kill something, too," Raines told him. "My clients have taken elk with a bow, Allender. We killed five last season."
Her big blue eyes were shining with excitement. "I want something nice," she told him. "It doesn't have to be huge, but I want a nice one. I've killed a moose and a black bear with a bow. Brian just wants an elk."
"He'll get one," Raines told her. "If he can get Peter to shut up long enough to get close. Peter's really very good. He could sneak around, too, but he's lazy. He always gives me the bow clients."
They made an early night of it and got up at six in the morning. It was still very cold and Allender shivered until she got her cold gear on. They put on lots of layers and by the time Allender was dressed, Raines had breakfast ready. They ate quickly, eager to get going, and when they were through, Raines had the horses tied outside. Allender tied her bow on the back of her saddle and they climbed on. She was a little stiff from the ride the previous day and she felt like her joints were creaking. She soon limbered up and when they left the trail, she kissed Brian. Brian and Peter continued up the trail they had been on, and Raines led her on a winding route that led around the mountain and steeply up the slope. They rode for an hour and suddenly the vista opened up and she was looking down into a large canyon.
Raines pulled glasses out of his saddle bags and she followed.
"Three o'clock," he told her, "about two miles out on the other side of those aspens."
She looked and she made out half a dozen elk moving in a clearing.
"What do you think?" she asked him. "That second bull looks pretty big from here."
"He's pretty nice," he told her. "He's no record but he's nice. You interested?"
"Do you know of anything better?" she asked him.
"Yes, but it's a ways," he said. "Let's have a go at this one and see how we do. It's better to take a nice one than miss on a really nice one."
She agreed, and they rode into the canyon. It was warming up and Allender was beginning to get hot by the time Raines pulled up and dismounted. They tied the horses and she took off two layers. She felt like she was being watched and she glanced at Raines. He was looking at her in obvious appreciation. What the hell? She felt a little self-conscious. Her face flushed a little and she turned to face him.
"What?" she asked.
"Nothing," he said. "You're a very beautiful woman. I'm sorry if I made you uncomfortable."
She shrugged it off. "Brian tells me that." For some reason she felt like she should mention her husband. "Forget about it. Let's go hunting."
She pulled down her bow and got her arrows. They made the stalk and when they got close to where the elk had been they took a peek. Allender's heart sank. They were half a mile away and moving farther.
"Well, should we try to get ahead of them?" she asked.
"No, I don't think so," Rains mused. "We'd have to climb that wall and we couldn't take the horses. By the time we got up there's no telling where they would be. Let's take the next canyon south and see what we spot.
They made two more stalks that day. One came up empty and Allender didn't want the bull she got close enough to take. It had a broken antler and Raines agreed that she should pass it up. It was getting late and they decided to head back. They rode in companionable silence for most of the trip. Just before they reached the cabin Raines stopped.
"I have an idea," he told her. "It involves getting up about three and riding for three hours, but there's a big bull out there that I'd love to put you on. What do you think?"
"I'm game," Allender told him. "Listen, Raines; I'm not disappointed in today. I just love to be out here. I want an elk, but that's just a bonus. Being in this place, doing these stalks, that's what it's all about to me."
"Good girl," Raines told her. "I like the way you think. Let's go get dinner."
Brian and Peter were already back when they arrived. They had seen elk, but they were down in a canyon that they couldn't get into from their position and they were going to try to take one tomorrow. They ate supper and Allender and Raines turned in early for their trek the next morning. It was very cold when they got up and they ate a quick breakfast and saddled the horses before the others got up. The ride through the dark forest was a little unsettling to Allender, and she was glad Raines was with her and knew where they were going. As the sun came up they were close to the area they wanted to hunt and at ten thirty, Allender spotted a group of elk in an aspen thicket. They made a stalk and came out about two hundred yards from the biggest elk Allender had ever seen. It had begun to rain and the elk were restless. Raines found a draw that would give them cover.
"We need to do this now," he whispered. "They're going to move to better cover. When we come up, you take him if you have a shot. This is a very good bull, Allender."
She eased closer, waiting for the bull to lower its head to make the draw. It turned a little more broadside and Allender drew down and let the arrow fly. It was a perfect shot; just behind the foreleg and a little lower than center. The huge animal flinched and took off as if shot out of a cannon. Allender was trembling with adrenaline and she threw herself on Raines.
"Did you see that? I got him, Raines! You couldn't have made a better shot!" Her arms circled his neck and she pulled him down for a hug and a kiss on the cheek. "He was huge! How long do we wait to go look for him?"
She became a little calmer and realized her body was wrapped around his and she flushed a little more. She disengaged and drew away a little.
"Let's go get the horses and then we'll trail him," Raines suggested. It was now raining very hard and the temperature felt like it was plummeting. The sky was completely overcast and there was a cold vapor rising from the earth. They brought the horses back to the place she had loosed the arrow and began looking for the trail. Crashing through the aspen thicket, it was easy to trail and when they reached the edge of the meadow after a quarter mile, they quickly found the elk almost exactly in the center of the clearing. Allender got Raines to take some pictures and she took one of him standing by the elk, too.
They got immediately to work field dressing the animal, and he helped her quarter it. They wrapped it in plastic he had brought and put it in canvas bags for transportation. By the time they had it strapped to the backs of the horses a heavy snow was falling and visibility was near zero. The wind had begun to howl, and incredibly to Allender, lightning was crackling all around. She was very frightened and Raines was setting quite a pace for being nearly blind. After half a mile he drew up in front of her and got off his horse. He cupped his hand around her ear and shouted to be heard over the howl of the wind.
"There's a rock wall about twenty feet ahead. Keep an eye out for an overhang, a deadfall, a cave or anything we can use for shelter. We need to find someplace to hunker down."
She nodded. They moved forward and the wall came into sight. It went up out of sight into the storm and they turned to the right. They followed it for maybe half a mile and it came to a gradual end.
"We have to go back the other way and try that," Raines shouted in her ear. The ground was covered with snow now, and it was coming thicker, if anything. They retraced their steps and by the time they had gone a hundred yards they could no longer see their tracks. Allender was wearing good gear, but some water had gotten through in a number of places and she was shivering as the heat leeched away from her body. A dark opening in the wall appeared ahead and Raines dismounted and checked it out. It was large at the opening and went back about fifteen feet before pinching down to a narrow throat. They led the horses inside the first room and peered inside the narrow passage. It appeared to open up past the throat and they could see another small room, maybe six feet across and six feet deep. Allender was shivering uncontrollably, and Raines could tell she was in trouble.
"I'm going to find some wood to make a fire," he told her. "Take the stuff off the horses if you can. We can use the blankets and pads they have under the saddles. Find my lighters in my pack and I'll get a fire built as soon as I can. Working will help keep you from freezing."
Allender was so cold she could hardly concentrate, but she started unsaddling the horses as Raines took a hatchet and disappeared into the snow. She cursed her stupid stiff fingers as she fumbled at the cinches. She managed to get the saddles off and she put the pads on the floor of the small room with the horse blankets on top of them. She put her foam pad down and moved the pads and blankets on top of it. Fumbling clumsily at Raines' pack, she managed to get it open and find a dry bag with three lighters and a can of fluid inside. She put them out and made a circle of large rocks just inside the narrow part of the shallow cave. The smoke should be able to escape when they built the fire there and it would also give the horses some heat. By the time she finished, Raines was back with an armload of dry wood he had broken off of standing trees. He quickly broke off small branches and built them into a little teepee in the center of the rock circle. He broke up gradually larger pieces until he had pieces as large as his wrist on the top. Allender helped and they soon had a respectable pile built up.
Raines squirted some of the lighter fluid on the smallest branches and he soaked them well. He made a little trail of fluid away from the fire and lit it with the lighter. The flame ran up the trail and the pile burst into flame. In ten minutes they had a nice fire going and Allender was holding her frozen hands out to the flame. She was still shivering and her teeth were chattering. Raines was very concerned when he looked at her and saw that her lips were a bluish color.
"Allender, are you wet?" he asked her.
"Yes, some of my clothes are wet and I'm still freezing," she managed to get out between chattering teeth.
"We've got to dry your clothes," he told her. "You'll never get warm as long as you're wet. Take off everything that's wet and wrap up in the blankets. We'll hang your clothes on sticks by the fire to dry."
The last thing she wanted to do was take off her clothes in the frigid air but she was freezing.
"Don't look," she told him.
"I swear," he promised. "Are you going to be modest or alive?"
She went and got the blankets, stripping down to her bra and panties. Her bra was wet, too, and she took it off, quickly wrapping herself up in the blankets. She hurried back to the fire and Raines gathered up her clothes. He thrust sticks into the rocks and hung her clothes around on the sticks close to the fire. She was still shivering uncontrollably and Raines was getting very worried. Past a certain point of hypothermia she was unlikely to recover, and they needed to warm her up quickly. She was very drowsy and lethargic and she didn't notice him stripping off his own clothes. She roused up a little when he picked her up and placed her on the saddle pads he had carried close to the fire. She felt a blast of cold air when he opened the blankets and then she felt his warm skin on her cold body. He shivered when he felt her against him.
She felt him lay her back on the saddle pads and his heavy body was lying over hers, deliciously warm and spreading a comfort through her. Allender floated in a drowsy haze, still shuddering from time to time as her body core, attempting to conserve heat, sent shivers through her. She could feel her nipples, very erect from the cold, scraping against his chest as they breathed and the sensation seemed somehow wrong to her, but in her daze she couldn't quite pin the thought down and she didn't have the energy to pursue it. The fire grew as it began to consume larger sticks and coals began to form. The air in the small room grew warmer and Allender began to warm up a little, the combination of body heat and the heat from the fire warming her. She became more aware of her surroundings and the fact that she was under blankets, nearly naked with a nearly naked man that was not her husband. His heavy weight was on her, and to her chagrin, she could feel his cock pressed against her thigh. It felt huge and it was very disturbing, especially since it seemed to be erect.
"Raines?" she looked into his eyes.



"I'm sorry, Allender," he apologized. "You're a very attractive woman to me. We're practically naked in here and we're going to be here like this for a while. I'm not a very social guy. I don't think I've ever met a woman like you. You're everything I could imagine that I would want in a woman. If you were fat and ugly, the fact that you're so independent, smart, funny and you're interested in all the things I am would make me want you. You're not fat and ugly. You're drop-dead gorgeous. You have a body to die for and I can feel those big breasts against me and your nipples are hard. You feel like silk against me and it makes me very horny. I think that's the most I've talked to anyone in a year."
"Thanks, Raines; that's very flattering, but I'm married," she told him.
"I'm very well aware of that," he told her. "I'm trying to be a gentleman here."
"I appreciate that," she said. "Let's forget about it. Let's just stay here and try to get warm. Would you mind if I slept?"
"Maybe that would be best."
"How long do you think we'll be here?" she asked.
"I have no idea," he told her. "It could blow over in a few hours or it could be a few days. We won't starve, but we'll get thirsty if we don't melt snow. I have a few pans we can use. I hate to leave you here, but I need to get more wood. I'll use the radio and let Peter and your husband know we're safe and hunkered down in a cave."
"I'll be fine," she said. "I'm getting warmer, now. As soon as my clothes dry I'll help you."
"I don't need any help right now," he told her. "You've just had a scare. Just stay here and I'll be back."
In an hour he had stacked a huge supply of wood, including some large logs inside the cave and he unwrapped part of the elk they had taken. He cut strips from the loin and impaled them on green sticks, placing them over the edge of the fire. As juices began to drip and sizzle a delicious aroma began to permeate the air. He went out and brushed the snow, now more than a foot deep, aside and plucked huge bundles of bunch grass, carrying them inside so the horses could eat. He hobbled them, not that there was much danger of them going far in this storm, and the strips of elk were done. Allender had been turning them over the fire and her belly was rumbling. Her clothes still weren't dry, so she was wrapped in the blankets. Raines dug some salt out of his pack and they ate. It was the most delicious thing Allender had ever tasted. It tasted like very tender beef and they ate everything they had cooked. Raines took two metal pans and got them full of snow. They melted the snow over the fire and combined them. He went back and got more and they repeated the process until they had perhaps half a gallon of clean water. He put it in the outer cave to cool and banked the fire with large sticks of wood to last the night. It was fully dark and they decided to try to get some sleep.
Allender stood up and they arranged the saddle pads for a mattress of sorts. It was narrow, less than three feet wide, and they were going to barely fit. She lay down and Raines stripped to his boxers and socks. She didn't want to look but her eyes were drawn irresistibly to him. He was hugely muscular. His pro football past was evident. He had a couple of big scars on his knees where he had evidently had ACL surgery. He didn't have that big belly she usually associated with football players. She supposed he must have lost a lot of weight after his football days. He slipped in beside her under the blankets. She immediately felt warmer and very uncomfortable at the same time. The only way for both of them to stay on the pads was to either lay on their sides with their bodies touching or one at least half on top of the other. Allender turned her back to Raines and he did the same. His back felt very broad and warm against hers and the awkwardness of the situation kept her from falling asleep for a long time. Raines seemed to have no such difficulty and his breathing was slow and heavy. The rhythm lulled her and she drifted off.
When she woke up it was still as dark as pitch and she felt like she had been asleep for a couple of hours. They had shifted in their sleep until Raines was on his back and she was laying half across him. Her cheek was on his chest and her breasts were crushed against his side. Somehow, she had inadvertently raised her leg until it was over him and her pussy was against his thigh. Her thigh was resting over his cock and it was massively erect under her. The arm under her was wrapped around her back and she could feel his hand resting on the curve of her back just above her butt. The sensation was so erotic that she could feel the moisture of her pussy between her thighs. When she awoke she had been unconsciously rubbing her pussy against the thigh between hers and she was horrified. She felt his hand slide up her back and she was mortified to realize he was awake and had been aware of what she was doing. She didn't know if he knew she was awake and she thought she would just turn gently away so that her back was toward him. She began to shift and suddenly his hand slid back down and cupped her butt, covering one cheek and pressing her against his thigh. The contact caused an involuntary motion as his thigh rubbed against her pussy and her plan to turn unobtrusively over was thwarted. This was the most embarrassing situation Allender had ever found herself in, and she silently cursed her betraying body for putting her here.
He flexed his thigh and it caused her to move again and a moan nearly escaped her lips. When his hand slipped inside her panties and caressed the silky skin of her butt she began to grow frantic. Her hips kept up a slow writhe that she couldn't control and she could feel wetness running down over her leg. She didn't dare move lest he notice that she was awake but when his fingers ran down over her perineum and one big finger slid into the creamy tightness of her pussy, her pretense was detected and fled away as she moaned aloud and thrust against his hand. Another finger found the erect nub of her clitoris and further eroded her will to resist as his other hand cupped one big breast and pulled and rolled one little nipple. Allender had never felt so horny in her life and as skillful fingers manipulated her clit and thrust up into her moist pussy she was coming explosively. She was hardly aware of anything as he slid aside a little, rolling her onto her back, and pulling her panties aside as he mounted her.
His cock was inside her before she was fully aware and the orgasm she had been having just started again. She felt his cock sinking into her creamy depths and her juices eased the way as he gave her more, and then more until she felt like he would never reach full penetration. Not only was he deeper inside her than anything she had ever experienced, his girth was stretching her wider than anything she had ever imagined she could take. The feeling was so intense that she couldn't stop coming. He began to pump in and out of her and she could feel the lips of her tight little pussy drag in and out around him as she stretched around his incredible cock. She cried out mindlessly as he brought her to orgasm again and again, her body struggling to cope with the flood of sensations washing through her.
He kept her in a constant of climax for what seemed an eternity to her mind, fogged with the incredible emotions she was experiencing. She felt him expand even further inside her until a blast of heat and slippery wetness exploded inside her as jets of white ropey cum filled her little pussy to the flooding point. The feeling was so intense and her pleasure so great that she feared she was going to pass out from the pleasure he was giving her. He slowed his motions and slowly withdrew, leaving her with an empty feeling. He moved to the side, rolling her to her stomach and placing an arm and heavy leg over her back. She found it very hard to think, the feeling that had left her drained still strong in her mind. Incredibly, she felt his cock, still hard, against her butt. She felt his hot breath flutter the small hairs at the back of her neck as he nibbled at her earlobe. Goosebumps popped up on her arms and she felt his knee between her legs, spreading them open. He moved over her, kissing her back and then he was between her legs, his cock sliding back inside her from behind, pressing so deep she groaned.
His rhythm began again, bringing her up from the depths of lassitude to a peak of arousal once again as he thrust into her tight little pussy.
"Oh, God," she gasped. "Not so deep, Raines. You're killing me!"
It was the first words either of them had spoken.
"You're so hot, Allender," he whispered. "God, you're hot. Your pussy is so tight and so wet and you're so beautiful. I can't help it."
She groaned as his massive member continued to drive into her until she thought she was losing her mind. His groin slapped against her firm round cheeks and she could feel his heavy balls slapping against her engorged clit. It was driving her wild and her body writhed in a continuous orgasm as he thrust deeply into her hot wetness. She began to find it hard to breathe and the continuous spasms wracked her frame as she felt him swell and ejaculate into her hot pussy again, filling her with hot cum. As their motion slowed to a stop his heavy weight, on her and in her, felt so warm and comforting that she floated on a sea of sexual euphoria.
Raines withdrew from her and held her in his arms, spooned together as they regained a measure of strength. Her mind began to clear and as the enormity of what had happened fully dawned on her, she began to cry. She shook and sobbed as he held her.
"What's wrong, Allender?" he asked gently.
"Damn you, Raines," she wept. "I should never have allowed this to happen. I love my husband and I've never even thought about another man. Now, I'm a cheater, and it's never going to be the same for me again. I despise myself and I hate you for this. How am I going to face Brian? Get your hands off me, Raines, I'm going to check and see if my clothes are dry."
She stood and he watched her incredible naked form regretfully as it disappeared into her, now dry, clothes. She came back to the blankets and climbed in.
"You're going to face him the same way you always have," he told her. "No one is ever going to know this happened. I'll never tell. We're two people trapped in a situation that neither one of us made. We didn't cause the storm. We didn't plan on freezing. How in God's name can anyone expect anything different? We were two adults, naked in a pile of horse blankets in the middle of a blizzard. This happened and I refuse to feel bad about it. In fact, I loved it and so did you. You came a hundred times. I'm not a rival of your husband's for your affection. I know you love him and nothing we've done changes that. I wish you didn't, to tell you the truth. I wish I'd met you first. That didn't happen. We're trapped here for who knows how long and I'm with the sweetest, most gorgeous and most interesting woman I've ever met. She was naked in my arms and by God, I don't regret a thing. Aren't you warm now?"
Allender laughed. "Well, yes I am. I guess that's a plus. Raines, I do love Brian and I won't leave him or love anyone else, not even you. Are you serious about not trying to take that away from me? If you make the slightest trouble for me I'll come back here, hunt you down and kill you. You'll never see me coming."
"Absolutely serious, Allender," he told her. "As far as I'm concerned, this is a chapter in a book. When I'm done reading it, it's going to be closed forever. I'm not trying to steal you for myself. I know you aren't mine, and you never will be, but I'm going to borrow you for a while. I can live with that if you can. I don't like myself much right now either, but this isn't a normal situation. I know how this happened. I know you're not a cheater. It just isn't in you. I wouldn't be attracted to you if it was. We're in a high stress, emergency situation and it just happened. I wish to God you were mine. You're not and I'll regret that the rest of my life. I'll just have to live with it. You'll be gone, we'll never see each other again and life will just go on. Next chapter, and I'm not in it."
Allender looked outside. The snow had stopped falling and she saw stars in the sky. "This book is over and I'm burning it," she said. "After we leave here, if I ever hear your name or see you again, I swear, I'll hunt you down and put an arrow in your heart. I'm better than you. I'm riding out, you coming?"
*****
Allender was quiet on the trip home. She didn't know how to play this out. Her initial reaction had been to live with herself and her guilt, be the best wife any man ever had and spend the rest of her life making Brian deliriously happy. That inclination had lasted all of a hundred miles. She could never live with herself. She could never be that deceitful or disingenuous. Brian deserved better than that. Hell, she realized, he deserved better than her. She put it away in a compartment in her mind. She would pay the piper when they got home. She curled up miserably and went to sleep.
The trip was interminable. She could tell that Brian sensed that she was upset, but he could have no clue what it was all about. She knew he couldn't imagine what had happened in that cave during the storm; it was inconceivable. She could hardly believe it herself. Allender had never been promiscuous. She had been with three men before Brian, all in long term relationships, and her weakness and stupidity were eating her alive. Why had she allowed that to happen? That was the question that haunted her every waking moment.
They unpacked their gear and he was sitting in the living room, checking e-mails. She poured two glasses of their good whiskey and went in to sit beside him. "Brian, I have something to tell you," she said calmly.
He closed his computer and sat back into the cushions. "Okay, shoot," he said. "I know something's bothering you."
"I did something horrible back there," she said.
The story came spilling out and she felt the shame and burning guilt drape over her like a pall. She could tell that he was in great pain and she spared him the details that would only hurt him worse. Tears were running down his cheeks and she longed to brush them away and take that pain on herself. She was barely in control and she kept an iron grip on herself, trying to recount the sordid tale as if it were a history written by someone else, of a time long past, flat and emotionless in her voice inflection.
"We have two roads in front of us," she said. "If you want to divorce me, I'll go and pack. I know that's what I deserve. I won't complain or whine. I'm not going to insult you by begging, although that's what I'd like to do. I'll sign anything you come up with. I won't contest anything. I'll move away and never bother you again if that's what you want."
"Okay," he said.
Allender's heart sank like a stone in her chest. She arose without another word, and began pulling luggage out from under the stairs.
"What are you doing?" he asked.
"I'm packing," she said. "Isn't that what 'okay' meant?"
"No, I was just agreeing with you," he said. "You never told me where the other road went."
She came back and took a drink of her whiskey, feeling the warm burn. "It doesn't go anywhere," she said. "It stays right here. You forgive me, I do penance and we stay married. You give me forgiveness. I know I don't deserve it, but that's what I want. I know it will be hard, and I don't deserve your forgiveness. I don't have any right to expect that."
"Are you in love with Raines?" he asked.
"God no," she said. "I hardly know the man. I plan to never see him or hear his name again. That's going to happen no matter what you decide. I love you, Brian. You're the only man I'll ever love. That's true no matter what you decide."
"If I divorce you, what will you do?" he asked.
"I think I'll move to Canada," she said. "I always wanted to live there. It's a sportsman's paradise. Maybe I'll move to North Central Washington state. The same thing is true there. I'll buy me a little cabin somewhere out in the wilderness and start a guide service. Maybe Dad will come and help me get started."
Brian was still, only the swirling of his drink around in his glass showed that he was alive. He didn't say anything for a long time. "No, I'm not going to divorce you, Allender. I don't want to say or do anything that I'll regret later. I do want you to leave, though. I don't think I can bear being around you for a while. Maybe I'll get over this, maybe I won't. If what you say is true and you don't want to be with another man, maybe you'll still be there when I do."
"Oh, I'm pretty certain that it's true," she said. "Obviously, I can't make you any promises that you have any reason to believe, but I think you'll see the proof. I didn't plan any of this, Brian. You know that."
"Yes, I do, Allender. It doesn't matter to me right now. I'm thankful you're alive, I hate what you did. I hate you right now. Please just go. Let me know where you're staying."
Allender dragged her suitcases upstairs and packed her clothes. Her brain felt paralyzed as she mechanically took her things and packed them away. She needed a box for her personal items and she went through the living room to the garage. Brian hadn't moved and she could see the glistening of his tears on his face. Her heart tore; she could almost hear the ripping sound. She managed to keep herself together until she got in the garage. She collapsed onto the workbench, the tattered shreds of her self-control blown away as she sobbed. Her hand was resting on something and she looked down to see the tool belt she had gotten him for his birthday. Her fingers caressed it and she was lost in a storm of grief and anguish. She didn't know how long she had been sitting there sobbing, but the grief began to ebb and a terrible rage began to sweep over her, rage at herself, at Raines, at the storm, at everything that had come together to end every dream she had, every notion she had of her own dignity and worth as a human. She was a small dirty thing, and she now knew this about herself. There was no return from this. Her self-loathing grew until she felt the depths of despair. What she had done to that man sitting there with tears streaming down his face was inexcusable. He had loved her and she had failed. It was the worst possible kind of failure and she was broken.
She drew a deep shuddering breath. On the wall was her gun rack. She contemplated the beauty of those tools of destruction. It seemed fitting that she should end her pain with something she had enjoyed so much. She stood and took her vintage Browning Sweet Sixteen off its padded hooks. She eased the chamber open and searched through the drawer for a buckshot shell. Finding one she inserted it into the chamber.
"Allender," Brian's voice made her jump. "What are you doing? No, you don't get to do that! You don't get to escape and leave me in this. You don't get to take the cheap way out. What are you trying to do, permanently destroy my life? Don't be a coward; you've never been a coward. Face this mess you've made and fix it. What the hell is wrong with you? What happened to the girl I married?"
She turned to face him. "She's lost her way, Brian," she sobbed. "She's broken and doesn't know how to go forward. I'm so afraid! What am I going to do?"
"I don't know," he said. "Not this. Promise me that when you go you aren't going to do this. Find that girl, Allender. When you do, let me know. Put the gun down."
Allender took a deep, shuddering breath. "I promise, Brian." She didn't put the gun down. "No, I'm taking it with me to remind me," she said. "I want all my stuff, Brian. These things are part of who I was before... before..."



"I'll pack them tomorrow and send them to wherever you are," he said. He turned slowly and went back in the house.
Allender put the Browning in its case and carried it to her car. She got the box she had come after, took it back upstairs and packed her personal items. When she was through she carried all her things down and put them in the car. She made one last trip to her office and got her laptop and a picture of her and Brian. She locked the front door behind her and headed west.
She had no idea where she was going, but she knew it would be far away. She called Brian after a couple of hours, and told him to pack her things in shipping boxes and store them in the garage until she decided where she was going.
Three days later she was in Winthrop, Washington. She saw a sign with the town name, Conconully, on it and she felt a connection. She turned and drove. It was a quaint little town, accessible only by snowmobile during the winter, and Allender fell in love with it. There was a store front for lease with an apartment above it and she got settled. She sent Brian her address and in two weeks her things arrived. Allender was quite comfortable, financially, and she spent a month just becoming acquainted with the area and the locals. She discovered that she could lease large tracts of land for hunting and fishing, and there were vast areas of state and federal land accessible, also. She opened a guiding service, and by the time summer arrived she began to get her first clients. They were trout fisherman, and she was enjoying the work very much. Physically, she was doing well but she felt dead inside. Her heart was damaged, and she spent her time alone whenever possible. She cried at night, every night, and she was beginning to think she was never going to be happy again. She was amazed that one six hour span of a lifetime could cause such destruction. She texted Brian once a week and he always answered.
*****
When Brian watched Allender leave the house it was all he could do not to run after her and beg her to stay. She looked so little and broken and lonely that it tore at his heart. He managed to restrain himself. This was the only way forward. Allender needed to rediscover her own inner strength and she needed to do that on her own. They would deal with the issues between them when she was whole and healthy. He feared desperately that she would forget her promise in her despair and take her own life, but he knew that she kept her promises. She always had, except for one, and it was that broken promise that had left her a shell of herself. He hoped that time could heal her.
When she called him and asked for her things to be shipped to her, he knew that she was mending. With that load of care removed from his mind, he soon turned to other thoughts. He knew how this had happened. Extreme circumstances had taken her outside her normal reactions. He knew that men constantly hit on her. It had always been that way and he had watched her deal with it on numerous occasions. He had even seen her become violent when a couple of guys had refused to take no for an answer. Allender could be a tiger when pushed, and he had watched her break a man's arm in the hall of a club outside the restroom when he groped her.
Had she changed so much that she would just now allow something like what had happened? Was all it took for her character to crumble the right set of circumstances? If that were the case, they had no future together. How would he know? The foremost question in his mind was what was he going to do about Raines? What would Allender do if she encountered the man again? His first reaction was that Raines needed to be punished. He was unsure how he would accomplish that, but the man had been unscrupulous, unprofessional and he had, in Brian's view, basically taken advantage of Allender's vulnerable state and raped her. Yes, she had been an active participant, but in her debilitated condition it had probably been impossible for her to act as she normally would. He cursed himself for failing to protect her. If he had only been just a little cautious and gone with her, none of this would have happened. He took no blame for the actual deed, but he had been less than vigilant.
He felt no doubt in his ability to exact payment from Raines. The man was big and tough, but he lacked discipline and Brian was big and tough himself. He had been a high school and collegiate wrestler, and he knew his physical capabilities. He also knew that he could go to jail if he assaulted Raines. It would have to be something drastic that would allow no blowback.
Soon, Allender's father was coming for a visit. How would he explain to Thomas? "Your daughter isn't here because I kicked her out? She's a cheater and I can't live with her? She was freezing to death and a man took advantage of her and had sex with her, so I sent her away?" None of that was anything he wanted to tell Thomas. Thomas was very much old school, and he was not going to be pleased with either of them. He was a retired aerospace engineer and the man Brian respected most in the world. Brian desperately craved his approval, and he wasn't looking forward to explaining the situation. He decided honesty was the best policy and tried to craft his explanation. He knew that Allender hadn't been in touch with her father, and it was going to be quite a shock to the man.
Brian picked Thomas up at the airport and the old man kept looking around, obviously expecting to see his daughter. It broke Brian's heart that this kind old gentleman was going to be disappointed. He took Thomas to lunch at Cheddar's and told him that Allender was gone.
"What do you mean, 'gone'?" Thomas asked. "Where is she, and why didn't either of you bother to call me and tell me she wasn't going to be here?"
"To tell you the truth, it's probably because we didn't want you to know," Brian said. "It's a long story, so brace yourself." The long, torturous story came tumbling out and Thomas listened in shock as the sordid tale was revealed. When Brian finished, there was silence. The tension was relieved by the arrival of their waiter, and Thomas ordered them both a bourbon.
"I don't know about you, but I could use a drink, badly," he said. They sipped in silence for a moment, and finally Thomas spoke. "Brian, I can't begin to tell you how badly I'm disappointed in my daughter. I'm very sorry I failed you both as a father. I can't imagine what you must be feeling and I'll do anything I can to help you. You also need to understand that she is my daughter and I love her with all my heart. I always will. I'll express my disappointment to her the first time I see her. Then I'm going to forgive her and love her just the same. My love for her doesn't depend on her being perfect or even good. I don't love her because she makes me proud or because she's perfect. I love her because she's my daughter. I love her because of who she is, not what she does."
"I completely understand, sir," Brian said. "I wouldn't expect anything else."
"So, what are you going to do?" Thomas asked. "This situation is intolerable. You need to resolve this."
"I was hoping you might give me some idea about how to do that," Brian said.
"Take me home and let me sleep on it," Thomas said.
They had a very somber dinner together and very few words passed between them. They went to bed with a dark cloud over them and Thomas lay awake, thinking through the night. He got up at six and prepared breakfast. When Brian got up at seven, it was ready and the two men talked over coffee.
"As I see it," Thomas explained, "you have very few options. You don't know what Allender is thinking. You may be thinking that you don't know her at all. I believe that what happened is so out of character for her that she's a bit broken inside because of it. It's been five months and maybe she's found her way back. She hasn't told you so, but she may be waiting for something neither of us understands. I've decided the only way back or forward for the two of you is a test. She'll either pass or fail. Either way, you'll both know. Do you think she's ready?"
"I have no idea," Brian said. "What kind of a test?"
"Let's see, I've sort of thought this out," Thomas said. "From the way you've described this Raines character and from what you've told me Allender said about him, I think he would jump at the opportunity to get a second shot at her. I think we need to arrange for that to happen."
"Jesus Christ, Thomas," Brian burst out. "Are you crazy? That's the last thing I want. You have no idea how many times I've dreamed about killing that bastard. I don't want her near him."
"Yes, I understand," Thomas said. "But the real problem is that you have no idea how she'll react if she gets in a sticky situation again. That's the crux of the problem. I think you should get word to him through some third party that the two of you are split up. If he's the kind of predator we think he is, he'll jump at the chance. If he doesn't react, we've misjudged him. If he does, he's fair game. He'll find Allender and we'll see how she reacts. If she shuts him down, we'll know that this was an aberration. If she doesn't, we'll know she has some deeper character flaw and you need to move on with your life and leave her to me."
Brian thought for a while. "It's damned risky," he said. "What if he stalks her or something?"
"Brian, I've hunted on five continents. You're very good yourself. We're going to be watching over her like hawks. I'll kill the bastard myself if he harms her in any way. You figure out how you're going to get word to him and I'll plan everything else."
*****
Two weeks later, Peter Thompson and Raines Parker were eating dinner together at their base camp. "Say Parker," Peter spoke up. "You remember that nice couple that were here about six months ago? Their names were Brian and Allender Saline. They both took elk and you got stranded for a while with her. She was smoking hot. You remember?"
Parker looked at Peter but didn't comment. "The boss said they broke up," Peter said. "That's a real shame. I thought they really loved each other. You know anything about that, Parker?"
Raines flushed. "What are you implying?"
"I'm not implying anything," Peter said. "I'm flat out asking you, did you have anything to do with them breaking up? You can fess up like a man or wimp out like a big fucking pussy. I guess your face tells the tale."
"You speak like that to me again and I'll break you in two," Raines growled.
"Ha," Peter laughed. "You make a move at me and I'll kill you like the dog you are. Fucking a client! What, did you get her drunk? Was she freezing and you offered to warm her up? Look at you, you fucking weasel; that was it, wasn't it? She was freezing and you fucked her. You son-of-a-bitch!" He drew his pistol. "No, you sit the fuck back down! I'm leaving. I won't work with a dog like you. Thank God your Daddy isn't around to see what a piece of shit he raised. I'll be telling the boss what happened."
He backed out of camp and Raines heard the sound of his horse heading down the trail. He didn't give a damn what Thompson thought. His mind had only caught that Brian and Allender had broken up. He still thought every day about her. Her gorgeous face, the way those big breasts felt against his chest, the tight silkiness of her pussy around his member, the look of ecstasy on her face as she came, the sound of her voice and the impact of her personality. He had never wanted a woman so much in his life. He had been with hundreds in his football glory days, but he had never seen a woman who made the impact on him that Allender had. He was going to find her and claim her.
*****
Allender was working on her longbow. She had made a laminated bow using a hickory backing and bois d'arc for the belly wood. It was a huge weapon, 79 inches long and it had a huge draw weight. She was doing art work on it. She wanted it not only functional but beautiful. She was quite proud of it, and she had been practicing religiously. Someone was knocking downstairs and she went to answer the door. It was one of her neighbors. Lars was a nature boy. That was the only way to describe him. She felt as if he was a free spirit, kind of a throwback to the hippies, and she liked him. What she didn't like were his persistent attempts to get her to go out with him.
"Hi, Allender," he greeted her. "I was wondering if you might like to go and get something to eat," he said.
"I'm busy, Lars," she said. "I'm working on my bow."
"You have to eat," he said. "Why do you always tell me you're busy? When are you not busy?"
"Look, Lars," she was impatient. "I like you, okay? You're a very good looking guy. You should have no trouble getting dates. Why do you keep asking me? I'm always going to be busy. It has nothing to do with you. Have you seen me go out with men? You haven't and you won't. I'm not going out with you and if you don't stop asking me, we aren't even going to be friends. Do you understand?"
"Why won't you go out with me?" he began to argue and Allender heard her phone ringing upstairs.
"I have to answer my phone," she closed the door in his face. Her phone had gone to voicemail when she found it. It was under the coat she had been wearing earlier and she didn't recognize the number. Her blood froze when she heard Raines voice.
"Hello, Allender," he said. "I know I promised you would never hear from me again. I heard that you and Brian are no longer together. I'm very sorry if that had anything to do with me. The thing is, if you're not with Brian I'd like to see you. I don't know where you are but I got this number. Please call me. I need to see you."
Allender dropped her phone. The memory of what they had done swept over her like a wave. She remembered the excitement and the agonizing pleasure. She also felt the shame and guilt rush over her as if it had all been yesterday. Damn the man! She was just sorting her life out and now this. She had no intention of returning his call. She had come to terms with the weakness that had overcome her, and the way her body had reacted to him. It was difficult to accept, but she realized that she had a deep character flaw that she needed to constantly guard against. She didn't fully understand how she could lose control like that, but she knew how to prevent it from ever happening again. Now Raines had intruded in her life again, unwelcome and hostile to everything she had ever hoped to have in her life. She went back to her bow.
A million thoughts ran through her mind as she sorted through ideas. She reached a tentative conclusion and set her bow aside. She had some planning to do. A good night's sleep would be a perfect start, and Allender went to bed at peace with her plan.
The next morning she got up early, had a good breakfast and packed what she intended to take in her truck. She had traded her car for a four wheel drive truck when she passed through Yakima. Her longbow was in a case along with her arrows. It had a draw length of 30 inches and the arrows were two inches longer. She was going to use 125 grain Woodman broad heads and she had those in a case as well. She packed her gear and headed southeast for Colorado.
*****
Brian and Thomas watched her drive away. They had been watching her for a week, not knowing whether or not Parker would call her. When they saw her begin packing, their hearts fell. Brian watched her carefully through his binoculars and he saw the case she packed in the cab of her truck. It appeared to be a fishing rod, but he couldn't imagine why she would take it with her. He and Thomas followed in the car they had rented and took turns sleeping and driving. Allender was pushing hard and when she finally stopped they took turns sleeping in the car. She slept for ten hours, and drove through a McDonalds for breakfast. It became clear where she was going and Brian wanted to quit.
"She's going to him, Thomas," he argued. "I don't want to see it. I've had enough."
"Stop being such a little pussy," Thomas told him. "Grow some balls, man. I'm going to cripple the son-of-a-bitch and you're going to help me."
They were somewhat surprised when Allender turned off the highway and drove into the trees. They watched as she concealed her truck with shrubbery and took out a pack. She had the strange case with her and the two men quickly packed up the camping supplies they had brought with them. Thomas had packed rifles, and they took to the woods, following Allender's progress. She was heading back to the site where the nightmare began, and she was pushing hard. They spent two days getting there and when they did, there was no sign of life.
Allender cautiously approached the camp and checked around. It had been used very recently and she supposed that Peter and Raines were out scouting. She went up the trail she had used before and she saw where a horse had turned off along a bluff. She was moving with caution now, stopping to scan the terrain with her glasses before proceeding. She made five miles along the trail of the horse and smelled smoke. As she approached, she caught sight of it and made her was carefully forward.
Brian and Thomas became aware that she was stalking something and crept silently closer. They watched as Allender took her bow out of the case and strung it. She put tips on four arrows and nocked one to the string.
"Shit!" Brian whispered to Thomas. "She's going to shoot the son-of-a-bitch!"
They could see Raines sitting with his back against a large pine tree eating an apple. They crept closer as Allender made her way within range. She was keeping cover between herself and Raines until she had a sure shot.
"Should we stop her?" Brian whispered.
"Let her play it out," Thomas said. "This is her show. She needs to resolve it."
Allender stood slowly and loosed.
Raines heard a sound like a bird flying and felt a tremendous impact in his right shoulder. An agonizing pain erupted through his body and he realized he was pinned to the pine tree by the longest arrow he had ever seen. He heard the sound again and before he could react his other shoulder was pinned. His vision darkened and the world went black.
Water splashed over his face and he sputtered into consciousness. He was in agony! When his eyes focused he saw Allender pouring water from a bottle over his head. He sputtered and she knelt in front of him.
"Hello, Raines," she said.
"You shot me!" All he could manage was a croak.
"Yes," she smiled a humorless smile, "twice. I'm going to shoot you again."
"What the hell is wrong with you?" he croaked. "You're killing me?"
"I am, I promised you that I would," she said. Her voice was flat. "You destroyed my life, Raines. You destroyed me. I helped you do it, but I'm better now. I realized that you weren't going to let me move on. You were always going to be there like a snake, slithering around in my garden and keeping me from ever being what I once was. I was a snake, too, for six hours. Then I realized that I'm not a snake. I'm taking my life back, Raines. You're dropping out."
He looked into her eyes and saw his death. "Please," he managed to choke out. "I'll never contact you again."
"I've never like the word 'contact' used as a verb," a male voice spoke. "Another strike against you. I also believe that is a promise we've heard before. It was empty then and, I suspect, empty now."
Allender was rolling off to the side and when she came up she was holding a very nasty looking .40 caliber pistol. It was trained on the man who had come up behind her. "Daddy!" she exclaimed. "What are you doing... how did you find..." she flew to him, throwing her arms around him and sobbing into his coat.
"I brought someone with me," he murmured.
Allender's head snapped up and she saw Brian emerge from behind a rock. "Oh, my God," she sobbed. She was running and she felt like it was miles. She was running to her husband, all other thoughts were gone. Brian was here! He moved toward her and wrapped her in his arms as she wept hysterically into his chest.



"Were you planning to shoot me?" he asked her.
She glanced down to the pistol pressed between them against his heart. She snatched it away as he grinned at her ruefully. "Hi, baby," he said. "You're in quite a situation here."
"What were you going to do with him, Allender?" he asked, nodding toward the unconscious Parker.
"I was going to put an arrow between those other two, right in the center," she said.
"I can't let you do that," he told her.
"What are we going to do?" she asked.
"You two are going to start for home," Thomas said. "I'll clean up the trash. I'll be by in a couple of weeks. Will you both be there?"
Allender looked hopefully at Brian. He nodded.
"Come to Conconully," Allender said. "I think we need to get away from everything for a while."
Thomas nodded and watched his daughter and son-in-law disappear into the trees, one arm around each other and the sound of their low voices mingling and fading. He smiled. It was all going to work out.
They had gone perhaps a mile when they heard two shots. They looked at each other. Brian raised one eyebrow and Allender sighed. They headed down the trail.
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We didn't get started on the Knights for three weeks. I had business to attend to and Fallon had to get some motions filed. We continued to meet for dinner twice a week, and she went to church with me every Sunday. I felt like the king of the world when she was on my arm. James finally asked her out, and she accepted. She genuinely seemed to like him and he was lightning struck by her. His normally taciturn demeanor vanished when he talked about her. I was happy for him and hoped she felt something for him, too. I didn't want his judgment clouded about her.
I told him he still worked for me and he had a job to do. He assured me that he could do his job just as well as before and I believed him. He was strictly professional on the job. Nothing changed about that. She was still Miss Blake during the day or whenever he was on the job. If she invited him in after hours, she was Fallon.
I flew her to Idaho and we took up residence in Boise. I started working from my end. The FBI was a tough nut to crack. I did deals with other alphabet agencies sometimes, and they respected me as someone who could get things done. Several of their competitor agents were willing to do me favors because of that, and some of them because I knew where the skeletons were buried. I had contingency plans in case they tried to throw me under the bus, and they knew it. I was able to get the information they had turned over to the FBI. It was mostly cell phone interceptions. The Knights were smart enough to use proxies and encryption on their e-mail traffic, but the NSA is in the business of breaking things like that. The only way to keep them from doing it is for them not to notice you.
I gave it to Fallon and she started trying to pry the Knights out of jail. She met with the leaders that weren't in prison, and I think she came away shaken. We had adjoining rooms at the hotel and she knocked.
"You busy?" she asked.
"Yes, but not too busy for you," I told her.
She stood behind my chair, putting her arms around my neck and resting her cheek against mine with her chin digging into my shoulder. "You say the sweetest things, Canton. I love you," she whispered in my ear.
"Yes, you tell me all the time," I ran my fingers through that dark mane of hair. "I love you, too."
"The Knights are scary people," she told me. "All they can talk about is conspiracies against them and race traitors."
"I know. I told you this, Fallon."
"Yes, you did. I believed you, but I didn't really understand. They threatened me, Canton."
"What did they threaten you with?" I asked.
"If I blow this case, they'll visit unspecified retribution on me."
"Well, I guess you better not blow it," I told her.
She laughed. "I don't intend to, but they make my skin crawl. I don't like the way they look at me. It's like they're undressing me."
"You should only meet with them in public," I told her.
"That would be nice, but they're paranoid about being spied on."
"Just because you're paranoid doesn't mean they aren't out to get you," I laughed. "They have some justification."
She giggled. "I know. That's why we're here."
She had picked up multiple tails. I knew the FBI was keeping track of her, and I had her room swept every day. Bugs showed up the third day we were there. There were even two cameras. We left them alone, but she started showering in my room and getting dressed in the bathroom. She thought they were sick perverts, but I told her they would do the same thing if she was a man.
The Knights had a tail on her, too. James went everywhere with her. After a week of filing motions, nothing had happened. The Knights were being held under the Patriot Act, and when she knocked the props out from under that, they changed the charges to child endangerment. There was no evidence, and they changed it to making terroristic threats. I knew they could play the shell game indefinitely.
The Knights were becoming impatient. After three weeks, the game changed. James disappeared. He had a tracking chip in his neck and we discovered he was on a property up in the hills. I thought this was probably a precursor to a move against Fallon. I had to do something. I didn't know who was holding him, the Knights or the Feds. I flew in an extraction team. Fallon insisted on going along, and things got dicey.
We didn't want to kill Federal Agents. That's always a mistake. We went in quiet at three in the morning. They weren't the Feds. That put different cards on the table, and we went to get James. I made Fallon dress for the occasion with a helmet and a flack jacket. She had on black like the rest of us and I made her hang back with Maria. Maria was the woman who had picked Fallon up after prom, and Fallon recognized her. They giggled in the back seat on the way and I had given Maria strict instructions to keep her out of any fighting.
Fallon didn't like the idea of having a babysitter, but I told her if she didn't stay with Maria I was going to handcuff her to my bed and leave her. I was serious and she recognized it.
"I'll be good; I promise, Canton."
I didn't like anything about this. There were six people around the house, and we went in silenced and wet. A silenced gun still makes a hell of a racket, and one of them got a shot off. It was the one inside the house and he shot James. I guess he didn't feel like he had anything to lose. There was a slutty terrified woman in the house and two bedraggled kids. We took them out to the cars and found James. He was a mess. I could tell he wasn't going to make it. He held my hand. When Fallon came in, she screamed when she saw him and ran across the room. She kissed his forehead and held his head in her lap. He pulled her down and I saw him whisper in her ear for several minutes. I didn't know what he was saying, but I didn't want to intrude. If he wanted to talk to Fallon, I understood. A man should spend his last moments in the arms of a beautiful girl.
She sobbed brokenly after he died in her arms. I pulled her away after a few minutes and she clung to me. "What are we going to do?" she wept.
"We're going to clean this place up and get out of here," I told her. "We'll take James with us. He told me what he wanted if something happened to him. I'll take care of him, baby."
Maria took her away, and I followed in a few minutes. I spoke to the woman from the house for a while. She was plainly a battered woman. They had enforced her compliance by threatening to rape her girls. They had used her badly. I made arrangements to have her seen to medically and taken to my headquarters in Costa Rica. I'd take care of her and her girls until they could get a fresh start wherever they wanted. She was pathetic, and I felt very bad for her. She had been treated like an animal.
When we got back to the hotel, Fallon took a long shower. She wouldn't stop crying, and when she came out she lay down beside me on the bed and I petted her. Her frame shook and I tried to console her.
"It's okay, baby," I told her. "James always knew this could happen and he was prepared for it."
"I know," she snubbed. "I really liked him, Canton. I'm going to miss him dreadfully. That's not what I'm crying about. I mean, I'm crying about that, but not like you think."
"What is it, baby? If it's not that, what's wrong?"
"It's what he told me," she sobbed. "He told me to take care of you." She put her cheek on my chest and looked up at me. "He told me that you're dying, Canton. Is that true?"
"Damn the man," I said. "I can't believe he told you that."
"But, is it true?" she sobbed even harder. "Are you sick, Canton?"
I didn't know what to say. I couldn't lie to my daughter. "I'm fine right now," I told her. "Do I look like I'm dying to you?"
"No, but he told me you have a brain tumor and you have a year to live. Is it true?"
"I didn't mean for you to find out," I told her.
She sat up and slapped me. "Why the hell not? What's wrong with you, Canton? Did you think this is something that I wouldn't want to know? Do you have some sort of twisted idea that I wouldn't care? Damn you! You come into my life and make me love you and now you're going to die and leave me," she screamed.
I was shocked. I tried to say something, but nothing came out. She threw herself back down on me and wept.
"I'm sorry I hit you," she sobbed. "I didn't mean it. I'm sorry I yelled at you. God, you can't die, Canton. Not after I've found you after all these years."
I didn't understand. "What do you mean?" I asked her.
"It's nothing," she said. "What's wrong with you? Why are you sick? Do you really have a brain tumor?"
"Yes, honey; I do. I'm sorry. I never meant for you to know. I don't want you worrying about me."
"What were you going to do? Just disappear? Leave me wondering what happened to you? Never let me know that the most important person in my life didn't trust me enough to tell me he was sick?" She wept bitter tears again.
"It's not like that," I told her. "I do trust you, Fallon. It's my job to take care of you, not the other way around."
"Is that what I am to you?" she asked bitterly. "Am I just a job? I love you with all my heart and you say I'm your job?"
"You're taking this all wrong, Fallon. That's not what I meant," I told her. I was lost here. I didn't know what to say. "Just calm down for a minute and let me explain."
"Don't you tell me to calm down," she said. "I was gonna." She sat up and ran her hand up and down my arm. "I'm calm. Explain it to me."
"You aren't just a job to me," I told her. "I love you more than life. I would die for you, Fallon. Not because it's my job, but because I know what kind of person you are. It's never been about the job. It's always been about Fallon. I've loved you since you were a little girl, even if you never knew I was there. I went to your ball games and your eighth grade graduation. It's always been about you. I found out I had an inoperable brain tumor the day we met. I was enjoying just getting to know you too much to tell you. I've never been as happy in my life as the time I've had to spend with you. I didn't want to spoil it. I didn't want it to be awkward between us."
"And you thought dying and leaving me alone might not be awkward?" she asked.
"No, I was always going to tell you. I just want to spend what good time I have left with you. I want it to be happy time, not a sad time with you thinking about me dying all the time."
That set her off again and she was inconsolable. "I don't want you to die," she sobbed. "How can I be happy knowing that?"
"See, that's what I was afraid of. I'm not sad about dying, Fallon. The only thing that would have made me sad was not being able to spend the rest of my life with you. Dying is part of living. This is going to kill me if you can't come to terms with it."
She hugged herself to me. "You're the sweetest person I know," she said. "That just makes it worse. I'm not going to come to terms with it, Canton. I'm going to find a way for you to live. I'm not going to let you out of my life now that I've found you."
"Fallon," I lifted her chin up so I could look in her eyes. "I don't want to die. It's like you said; now that I've found you I want to live. It just isn't possible."
"Yes it is," she said. "I'm going to find a way. You're going to tell me exactly what's wrong with you. We're going to leave this horrid place, and the Knights can rot in hell. I'm going to get your doctor's reports. You're going to give them to me and we're going to find someone that can treat this. We're going to do it together. You're going to fight this. Do you understand?"
"I'm in your hands," I told her. "I'll do anything you want me to."
"That's what I wanted to hear," she said. "I know who you are, Canton."
"What does that mean?" I asked her.
"I'll tell you in two years after the tumor is gone," she said. "We'll go to Denpasar, stay in the house there for a week and I'll tell you."
"Is it a date?" I laughed.
"Count on it," she said. "Let's pack and get out of here tonight."
"We can't," I told her. "I have things to do. We've got to clean this up. There are bodies to dispose of and that woman and her girls to make arrangements for." I explained the situation to her. She wanted to rush out and take care of her, but I assured her that the woman was in good hands.
I took care of business and we flew back to New York the next morning. She resigned the case.
*****
Life got back to normal when we got home. Fallon went back to work and there were no recriminations from her partners about her resigning her case. We still went out twice a week and she still went to church with me on Sunday. I had a deal with Chinese intelligence to get done and I stayed busy. After church Sunday, she insisted that I go home with her. I cooked lunch for her. I fried chicken and we had the traditional American Sunday afternoon meal. She was underfoot the whole time. Her attitude toward me had changed. She was very solicitous about my welfare. She touched me constantly and petted me whenever I came within her reach. She was annoyingly helpful. Finally I had enough.
"Fallon, I'm fine. I don't feel sick. I have a headache in the morning. That's my only symptom. You don't have to treat me like a sick child."
"Is that what I've been doing? I'm sorry, Canton. I didn't mean to hover. I'm just worried about you. I want to be close to you every minute. My minutes are limited and I don't want to waste any."
"I understand, but I was happy before. I just want you to treat me like you did before you found out I was sick."
"That's not going to happen," she said. "I only have a year, according to your doctor, and I'm going to spend every possible second of that year with you."
"That makes me very happy," I told her. "I don't want you putting your life on hold. I'm happy just being in your life. I think you should take a case."
"I don't have one that I'm interested in," she said.
"I know of one you might like," I said.
"What is it?" she asked.
"Have you ever heard of David Thorpe?"
"No, who is he?"
"He's a story that's about to break in the news. He was a Defense Department contractor. He's a computer genius and they hired him to create a new algorithm. It's a program that sorts through millions of telephone calls, e-mails, snap chats, instagrams and electronic social media. It looks for key words and when it hits a mark, it flags it and sends it to an analyst who reviews it. If the agent thinks it's of interest, the relevant agency investigates."
"That sounds horrible, Canton. I mean, I know they do that already. What they already had was horrible. Now they have some new thing?"
"Well, yes and no. They have it, but so do other people. Thorpe kept copies and he released the code to several people last week. He gave it to the Spanish government, three newspapers and Wikileaks."
"How do you know all this? Do I want to know?"
"He came to me and asked me to get him out of the country. I did it. He's in hiding and the CIA and the NSA are looking for him. They won't find him, but I expect that he'll become the most hunted man in the world. The Defense Department won't like citizens knowing that they're being spied on by their government."
"I don't think many of them care," she said. "They seem to be willing to give up their freedom so they can be 'protected'."
"Do you care?" I asked her.
"I care very much," she said.
"Will you take Thorpe's case then?"
"Maybe, I have something else to do right now," she said.
"What? What's so pressing that you can't?"
"I'm doing some research."
"What kind of research?" I asked.
"I'm not going to tell you. I'm going to Austin, Texas, for a few days."
"Why, Fallon? What's in Austin?"
"It's your job to know things," she laughed. "It's not my job to tell you things."
"Okay, then. You want to be mysterious, I'll play. Keep your secrets." We both laughed at my use of the meme. "When might I expect an answer on the Thorpe case?" I asked.
"I'll be back Thursday," she said. "I don't want to see you Friday, but I want to spend the day with you Saturday. Will you take me to the Hamptons?"
"Of course I will, sweetheart. It's not one of my favorite areas, but you'll be there, right?"
I worked hard to clear my plate for Saturday. I was on three continents in four days and I was back by Friday. Maria, now Fallon's driver and bodyguard, dropped her off at the hotel at 10 on Saturday. She had a briefcase with her and I asked her if this was a working holiday. She said it would be for me, but not for her. That was cryptic, but I didn't rise to the bait and we just talked while we drove to Southampton. I suspected that Fallon didn't know how many people I knew there. I knew a major league baseball pitcher who owned a house there on the beach, and he had made it available to me for the day, since he was in Florida.
We pulled up, and I explained the situation to her. We went inside and she wanted me to sit down while she talked to me. I poured us both a single malt scotch I had brought. She took a sip and shivered a little. She explained that she didn't like whiskey, but she did like this. She just wasn't used to sipping it.
She opened her case and sat beside me as she organized her papers. She had been to a clinic in Austin run by an eccentric rebel doctor. The man was a German, and he had done a good bit of research into brain cancer. He had developed a treatment and had applied to the FDA for testing. They had agreed to allow him to do the tests. She had the results and the science behind what he was doing. He had run afoul of the FDA regulations. He believed it was an effort by the pharmaceutical industry to shut him down. They had spent billions on chemotherapy drugs, and didn't want that empire taken away. She explained the tables to me that she had.
He had been treating a very poor class of patient. Unfortunately, they were all desperate cases, many having already been burned, poisoned and butchered by the cancer doctors who then sent them home to die.
He was curing twenty percent of those suffering from my type of cancer. He was excited at the prospect of treating someone who was a blank canvas, so to speak. Since I had never undergone the usual regimen, he believed that the chance of success was quite high. My biggest question was what the treatment would do to me.
"I don't want to be desperately ill and then die," I told her. "I have things I want to do with you, millions of things, and I won't give that up. If I'm going to be lying in a bed heaving my guts up, I won't do it."
She said there were no such side effects to the treatment. I would have to follow strict diet guidelines and spend a good bit of time near the clinic, but she was assured that I wouldn't be sick all the time.
"I think you'll feel even better than you do now," she told me. "Maria told me that your morning headaches are getting worse."
"I had no idea the woman was a gabster," I complained. "I can't believe she told you that."
"She loves you, Canton. I think she may be in love with you. She's worried about you. She told me you saved her life on three occasions. She wants to help us."
"Fredrick is enough, unless you intend to work on the Thorpe case."
She wanted to walk on the beach and talk, so we went. She asked me if I would give the treatment a try.
"If you don't like this, I have two more things to tell you about," she said. We walked along and she walked very close to me, her hip against mine and her arm around my waist while mine was around her shoulders.




"I don't know, Fallon. I'm at peace with dying if that's what's going to happen. I'm tired. I've been scratching and clawing my whole life to get to where I am now. Now that I'm here, none of it seems very important when I'm with you. I just want to see where it might have gone. I'll die a happy man if I can have you in my life for a year."
That made her cry and she clung to me. "I don't want you to die," she said. "Won't you fight for me? What if you could have twenty or thirty years with me instead of one year? Wouldn't that be worth fighting for? If you won't do it for you, will you do it for me?"
"I'll do anything for you," I told her.
"Good," she said. "Does that mean you'll tell me the truth about us? Will you tell me the truth about my father?"
I laughed. "I'll make you a deal. You said you had something to tell me and you would tell me if I was alive in two years. If I'm alive in two years I'll tell you everything you want to know. If I'm dying before then, I'll tell you anyway. But, if I do that, you have to work. You have to take the Thorpe case, and if I come up with others before the two years, you have to take them, too. Will you make that deal?"
She stopped and stood in front of me. "I'm confident you're going to be alive in two years," she said. "I'll take that deal. Now kiss me and promise me you'll keep your word."
I did, and kissing my daughter nearly killed me. She was all trembly and shaking. I held her tightly and she gradually relaxed. She looked up at me and wiped away her tears.
"Did you have plans tonight?" she asked.
"No, what do you want to do?"
"I want to go to the cigar club and talk. I want it to be just me and you," she said.
"I can't think of anything I'd like more," I told her. "I was going to take you to a charity event here. There would be dancing and a crowd of celebrities. Are you sure you don't want to do that?"
She didn't, so we collected Fredrick and went home to change. She wanted to go to a charity event sometime, but she said tonight was special and she just wanted to be with me.
We talked about the Thorpe case over cigars and a good brandy. She was excited about the case, but there wasn't much to do until they actually swore out a warrant. She wasn't even sure they would. She suspected they would just try to snatch him and make him disappear down some black hole. Her first move was going to be challenging the official secrets part of his contract. She felt that if she could prove that the Defense Department was up to unconstitutional shenanigans, she could get any actions against Thorpe dismissed. I was skeptical, but I agreed to help her any way I could.
One of my young friends wanted to join us, and I introduced him to Fallon. His name was Andrew Morgan, and he was a banker. I pulled his chestnuts out of the fire on an SEC violations case. He had broken the rules, but he hadn't known it at the time. I made some moves and they knew they couldn't prove motive. He was never charged, but he was very grateful. He sat down and told Fallon how I had saved his bacon.
"How much did you pay him?" she asked.
He laughed. "Not nearly enough," he said. "I don't think I paid him a third as much as I paid my lawyer. He mostly helped me because my father did him a favor. What was that favor, exactly, Canton?"
"I'll never tell," I told him. "It happened a long time ago."
He was obviously smitten with Fallon. He couldn't take his eyes off her and I didn't blame him.
"Fallon, are you involved with Canton? I mean are you two a thing?" he asked her.
"Yes, I'm involved with him, but not like you think," she said. "I love Canton, but we're not a thing. Why do you ask? I don't want to be rude, but why is that any of your business?" she asked him.
"It... It's not," he stammered. "I just wanted to ask you out. Is that okay, Canton?"
"She doesn't need my permission and neither do you," I told him.
"No, but you two seem close, and I wouldn't do it if I thought you didn't approve," he said. "I owe you too much for that."
Fallon was a little flustered. She blushed a little. "I wouldn't go out with you if he didn't approve. Do you approve, Canton?"
"Well, you aren't going to be arrested in the near future, are you, Andrew?"
"No, no; nothing like that," he assured me. "I don't do anything without checking with the legal department, these days. How about it, Fallon? Will you go out with me Friday?"
"No, I'm doing something with Canton," she said. "I'll go out with you Saturday night. I need to be back home by midnight though. Canton and I go to church on Sundays."
He assured her that was fine. He said he would enjoy going to church sometime, too.
"Let's go out and see where it goes," she said. "Now if you don't mind, Andrew, I'm here with Canton, and I want to be alone with him. I want you to go away."
He laughed. "Well, I've been dismissed. Thanks for going out with me, Fallon. It's good to see you, Canton. Call me and I'll take you to lunch."
He left and Fallon wanted to know what I knew about him. "He's very hot," she said. "He seems nice, too."
"He is nice," I told her. "I'll take your word about the hot part. His mother and father are old friends of mine. They came here from Nebraska and they're old school good people. They're very conservative, and they are very moral. I've known Andrew all his life and I only know good things about him. He was engaged a few years ago. He found out his girl was involved with a guy in his office before they met, and the two of them got together for a last fling the week before she was supposed to marry Andrew. He broke it off and never saw her again. He's very loyal and he expects the people around him to be that way, too. The fling crossed his lines and he felt betrayed."
"Wow," she said. "That's impressive. I like him even more now. Are you sure you're okay with this? I won't go out with him if you don't want me to."
"I want you to do what makes you happy," I told her. "Don't take this wrong, baby, but I haven't earned the right to approve or disapprove of what you do."
"Bullshit," she said. "You saved my life. Do you think I've forgotten that? I wouldn't be alive if it weren't for you. At the least, I would be a rape victim. There were three of them, Canton. Even if they hadn't killed me, I'd be scarred for life. I'm alive and, well, they're dead and it's because of you. I think that's quite a bit of earning rights."
"Yes, but I'm dirty and you're clean. You're a much more moral person that I am, Fallon. I've made a mess of my life. You're young, beautiful, smart and successful. You've got it all going on, and you should make your own choices. You're obviously better at making choices than I am."
She thought about that for a minute. "Okay, I see your point. My point is that you're changing, Canton. I know what's inside of you. You're a different person with me than you are with other people. You take care of me and I know you'd never give me bad advice. You're ruthless and almost sociopathic with other people. I think you've become like that in order to survive doing what you do. That's good for me. You use that for me and people you care about. Look at Andrew. Evidently, you're the same way with him you are with me. You just don't know very many nice people. You don't like very many people. You're kind and generous to the people you like. That's no different than other people. I'm like that, too. I just know more people I like."
"Maybe so," I told her. "I don't meet many people like you, baby; or, Andrew either, for that matter."
"I know. How am I going to get in contact with David Thorpe, Canton?"
"I'll give you a number. You're going to have to use a burner phone."
"What's that?" she wanted to know.
"I'll give you one. You use it and then throw it away. You call from off the street somewhere; far from anyplace you usually go, and discard it."
She giggled. "This is all so cloak and dagger. I always wanted to do this."
"Take it seriously, Fallon. This isn't a game," I told her.
"I will," she said. "Are you through with your brandy?"
I was, and I took her home. She got in touch with Thorpe the next day. I had told him to expect her call. He was very much the civil libertarian like she was. I thought they would get along, and they seemed to hit it off right away. He wasn't to tell her where he was, in case someone was listening. We were able to discover that a complaint had been filed against Thorpe in a Virginia federal court and he was going to be charged with conveying classified information to an unauthorized party, disclosing communications intelligence information, and theft of government property. Fallon was outraged. She believed that the complaint was a violation of the 13th, 14th and 15th amendments. I agreed with her, but thought it ultimately wouldn't matter.
She worked on some motions for two weeks. I was in Texas beginning the strangest set of cancer treatments imaginable. Dr. Zebenski was a very eccentric gentleman, indeed. I had to listen to him rant about the FDA for hours, and it never changed. He put me on a diet and began injecting me with some sort of treatment. He called it peptide therapy. Fallon did the research and explained to me what a peptide was, but I wasn't enough of a scientist to understand much of it. I was expecting nothing, and I was only doing it for her, anyway.
When she began filing motions on the Defense Department's official secrets policy, I began to get more involved. I wasn't expecting trouble, but I kept a close eye on her. Getting together became much more problematic. I was in Texas much of the time, anyway, and my reports were all third hand as to her activities. I called her twice a week on burner phones and kept her abreast of my treatment progress. She updated me on the status of her case, and we talked for hours. She was under surveillance, and when Maria did a sweep and found bugs in her apartment she got an injunction. The bugs were traced to the Defense Intelligence Agency and they were charged with crimes and got a cease and desist order. Of course, no one would go to jail and they would just be sneakier, but she showed them that she wasn't playing games.
I flew to San Jose, in Costa Rica, she flew down to Leon, Mexico and my plane picked her up and flew her to me. I had a 310 acre property there with a house on a cliff looking down on the forest. I was waiting on the front porch when she arrived. Francis opened her door, and she flew across the lawn and flung herself on me. Her head was buried in my chest and I held her tightly.
"Hello, gorgeous woman," I told her. "Is this the excitement of being in a new place? I'll have to take you to new places more often."
Her little fist thumped my arm. "This is the excitement of getting to see you after nearly a month," she said. She looked up at me with those huge blue eyes. "How are you feeling, Canton?"
"Remarkable," I told her. "I'm in a fantastic setting, holding a beautiful woman in my arms, she obviously likes me and life is good."
"She loves you, and that isn't what I was asking and you know it," she said.
"I'm no worse than the last time you saw me," I told her. "My morning headaches seem a little better and the scans show that the size of the tumor hasn't changed since I started with that idiot. I've told you this a dozen times."
"Yes, but I can't tell if you're lying over the phone," she grinned at me mischievously.
"And can you tell now?" I asked.
"No, you're a very good liar," she laughed. "I don't believe you would lie to my face though. You're not lying are you, Canton?"
"No, baby, I'm not lying." I said. "What do you want to do today?"
"Show me around and I'll decide," she said.
When she saw the pool and the waterfall, she wanted to go swimming and lie in the sun. She wanted dinner by the pool and to spend a quiet evening talking. She went in to change, and I did the same. I was quicker than she was, and when she came out I was swimming laps.
"Are you sure you should be doing that?" she called when I stopped.
"Why wouldn't I?" I asked.
"I don't know, forget it. I'll join you," she said.
She was a very good swimmer, slicing cleanly through the water, and we swam side by side. She gave me quite a workout, and I was exhausted when she finished. We climbed out and sat in the hot tub for a while before getting out. She pulled two lounges together and we ate some fruit and drank juice. She looked spectacular in her bikini. It left very little to the imagination and I needed a distraction.
"I hear you've been going out with Andrew," I said.
"Yes, he's asked me four times," she said. "He's a lot of fun. I don't date that much, you know."
"Yes, I know," I said.
"Well, it's nice to have someone to do things with who isn't constantly trying to feel me up. Since a certain distinguished, older man isn't available, I go with him."
"Well, that's nice," I said. "Given my unavailability, I'm glad you're consoling yourself with the young Adonis."
"I'd rather be with you, Canton." She took my hand in hers. "You know that, don't you?"
"Since you told me, I guess I do," I said. "No romance there?"
"Maybe," she said. "I like him and he's hot, but nothing beyond the casual. I'm not ready for that."
"When will you be ready?" I asked her. "Not that I'm pushing you, but what's holding you back?"
"Well, I spend a lot of time on my job," she said. "I'm not where I want to be yet. There's something else I'm not going to tell you about yet."
"So, at some point you're going to tell me?" I asked.
"Yes, in two years," she said. "If I think you're getting worse, I'm going to tell you before then. That's why it's so important to me for you to be honest with me about this. If you're getting worse, I need to know it right away before it gets debilitating. I want you healthy still. I can't stress how important this is. Promise me you'll tell me if things start going downhill."
I petted her hair. "I promise, Fallon."
She got up and came over to my chair. "Scoot over," she said. "I need you to hold me."
I scooted over and all that silky loveliness settled down half on top of me. I put my right arm around her and she lay with her cheek on my chest. She giggled.
"I can hear your heart beating," she said. "Most people who know you would be surprised to learn you have one."
"Who's been telling tales out of school?" I asked.
"That would be telling tales out of school," she laughed. "You're not the only one who knows things or can find things out."
"No, I believe you're quite the resourceful young lady," I told her. "I'm very proud of you, Fallon."
She stretched up to kiss my cheek and then snuggled back down. "That makes me very happy," she said. "Canton, where were you born?"
"How is this something you need to know?" I asked her.
"It isn't, I just know hardly anything about you," she said. "Tell me a story about Canton as a young boy."
I cast my mind about for something I had never told her mother. "Okay, here goes," I said. "I remember going duck hunting with two of my cousins. We lived in a rural area and there were a bunch of farm ponds around. We would sneak around behind the dams of the ponds and then peek over the edge to see if there were any ducks there. If there were, we would talk about which one of us was going to shoot at which duck. We'd pop up, wait for the ducks to take off and then shoot at them. There was one pond that typically had several ducks on it but we had to approach very cautiously.
"There was a very cantankerous bull that lived in that pasture. Thankfully, he had a weakness. He was bad at geometry. We would sneak out into the pasture, pop up and shoot, grab any ducks we managed to kill and run for the fence. It was about two hundred yards to the fence from the pond. The bull was usually hanging around the gate on the far side of the pasture. He would hear the shots, see us scrambling around and head for us with bad intentions on his mind. He had a little farther to travel, but he was faster. We'd be running for the fence at a right angle to him. He would always head for the pond where we were, adjusting the course of his target as we ran toward the fence. His track was always a long curve and ours was a shorter straight line. We always beat him to the fence by about ten yards. If he had just had the brain power to go straight for the fence he would have been able to work his mayhem on us.
Once he caught my oldest cousin climbing the fence. He had waited just a little too long trying to get a duck that he shot. That bull gave him a shot in the butt with its head, and he must have flown 15 feet through the air. Luckily it didn't have any horns or my cousin would have enjoyed his first anal penetration. That came a few years later when he decided he was gay."
She burst into laughter. "Oh, my God! I can't imagine you running away from a bull. I figured you would just shoot him."
"The neighbor didn't mind us shooting his ducks, but I'm afraid he would have taken a rather dim view of us shooting his bull," I told her.
That made her laugh even harder. She hugged me. "God, I love you, Canton. Tell me more."
"Well, as much as that would be delightful, I think dinner is about to be served," I said. "We had better rinse off and get dressed a little."
There was an outdoor shower by the pool and we stood under the water together. She pressed herself against my back and hugged me under the warm water, laying her cheek against my back. I appreciated the gesture but inappropriate things were about to happen to me, so I disengaged and got towels. We went and changed into shorts and t-shirts, and Fredric served us dinner on the veranda.
We had cigars and some very old English whiskey after dessert, and I cuddled her on the sofa. She told me her plan for the Thorpe case and we discussed the ramifications of the electronic age on privacy.
"You know, don't you, that unless you're willing to give up all your gadgets, you really have no privacy," I told her.
"Yes, I suppose I do know that, but I think there's a difference between what I choose to give up willingly for the convenience of having my gadgets and information that is stolen from me without my knowledge or consent," she said.
"I suppose I might liken that to someone being dragged to the executioners' block or walking willingly," I said.
"Why is it an execution if Google knows where I am?" she asked.
"That's not all they know," I told her. "Be that as it may, if Google knows where you are, that knowledge is also available to any alphabet agency that wants to know where you are."
"I have nothing to hide, why should I be concerned?" she asked.
"Fallon, that is the most asinine argument that you could possibly make," I told her. "Do you know who first used that saying?"
"No, who?" she asked.
"Have you heard of Joseph Goebbels?" I asked her.
"Wasn't he a Nazi?"
"Exactly, are you a Nazi, Fallon?"
"No, but just because a Nazi used it doesn't mean it isn't true."
I laughed. "Well spoken. In this case, untrue, but well spoken. The problem with the 'if you have nothing to hide' argument is: I don't need to justify my position. You need to justify yours. Come back with a warrant; because I don't have anything to hide, but I don't have anything I feel like showing you, either, and it's about things not being anyone else's business. My information is mine. I own it. I was here first. No one else can claim it without my permission because I already own it. Do you see?"
"I think so," she said. "This is a problem of information processing. It's the storage, use or analysis of data, not information collection. The use of that information affects the power relationships between people and the state. They make the individual helpless and powerless. That also changes how people relate to the institutions that make important decisions about their lives."



"Exactly," I said. "You just made the argument far better than I ever could."
"Somehow, I doubt that," she chuckled. "I think you know more than you ever tell anyone, Canton."
"Of course," I smirked. "If I told you everything I know I would have no reason to feel superior."
She looked up at me and shivered. "You scare me sometimes, Canton. You're so kind to me, but I think you would be a very bad enemy."
"You never have to worry about that, my dear," I told her. "There's nothing that could ever make me your enemy. I love you, after all."
She burrowed closer into my side. "Thank you, Canton," she whispered.
"You're quite welcome," I told her.
She stayed with me a week and we checked up on the progress of the woman and children we had rescued from the Knights. She was doing quite well. She was working as a translator at the embassy. It turns out that she was quite fluent in Spanish and was fitting in well. The haunted look she had about her was gone, and her children had gone from being frightened waifs to confident and quite pretty young ladies. Fallon was happy with the developments and that made me happy.
She flew back to Mexico and then home. Maria told me she picked up a tail in Mexico, but I expected that. There was a flurry of paperwork as the DOD filed injunction after injunction, but the case moved ahead anyway. Fallon was racking up a ton of billable hours, but Thorpe was riding high and had plenty of money. I suspect her firm was pleased both with the money and the publicity they were getting.
Fallon was receiving death threats from "patriots" who accused her of "damaging the security of the country." I agreed with Samuel Johnson who said, "patriotism is the last refuge of a scoundrel." She didn't seem bothered by it, either.
I kept getting my ridiculous treatments. They went on for six months, and suddenly I noticed one day that I didn't remember the last headache. I went in for a scan and the tumor was shrinking. I was astounded. After eighteen months is was the size of a pea and I went back to the oncologist who gave me a year to live. He had very little to say. I asked him if he was incompetent or merely a fool. He asked me to leave. I complained about him to the AMA and there was a hearing. I attended and gave my testimony. He talked about "spontaneous remission" and some other claptrap. I asked him what he would recommend for treatment given the current state of the tumor and he recommended surgery.
I spoke to my German friend and he insisted that his treatment would make the surgery unnecessary. I believed him. My former oncologist was mugged on the way home from his office a week later. Oddly, a very precise surgery was done on him and his left pinkie finger was removed and stitched up perfectly. According to him, it was done without the benefit of anesthesia. I suspect it was quite painful. His ego prevented him from learning any valuable lessons, but I was quite satisfied.
Fallon was ecstatic with the news. She wanted to fly down and see me, but her case seemed to be wrapping up in a satisfactory manner. Several low level DOD "rogue" staffers had been punished and the State Department had issued a statement that Mr. Thorpe was not going to be charged with any crime, and that he was not being sought in any investigation. It took her two months to finally bring it to a conclusion, and she took a sabbatical. She stayed a week with me in Costa Rica and went to see some old college friends in Canada. We agreed to meet in Denpasar on the two year anniversary of our discussion in the Knights territory.
They had ceased to function as an organization, and I told that good news to Fallon when she arrived. She was as stunning as ever, and she came running to me as soon as her feet hit the driveway. As usual, she threw herself through the air and I was forced to catch her. Not that I minded, but she was just so excited she glowed.
She took me in and sat me down in a big club chair, pulling another so close that our knees bumped when she sat down. We drank rye whiskey and smoked half a cigar in comfortable silence. She tapped the ash off her cigar into an ashtray and sat back, taking a sip of her whiskey.
"Truth time, Canton," she said. "Do you want to go first or do you want me to?"
"May I ask you a question?" I said.
"Yes, no secrets," she tossed her mane of hair back.
"You said you knew who I was. What did you mean by that?" I asked.
"It had two meanings," she said. "I'll tell you the first meaning and then it's your turn."
"Ah, we have rules," I said. "Okay, let's hear that famous first meaning."
"Don't be snide," she said. "It doesn't suit you. I do know who you are."
To be continued in Chapter 3.
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The darkness scrubs over my soul like a rasp. I sit alone, picking at old scabs. There's a deep burning in my side when I breathe; I think my ribs may be broken. The shadow hides me. It is the repressed aspect of my consciousness. There is a mirror over the dresser, but I know what shattered image I'll see there, so I never turn on a light when I am alone. I hate mirrors. A sliver of light pierces the darkness. It is Marissa.
"Mom, can I come in?"
"Yes, baby," I tell her. "Please shut the door."
Marissa was five last week. I took her to a party at one of those pizza places where they have games. He said it would be okay and He gave me 200 dollars. The party only cost ninety, and I hid the rest of the money. I told Him that I had lost the receipt. That's why my side has the burning. I'm supposed to keep the receipts for everything.
He let me buy some makeup, too. I needed to cover the fading yellow around my eye. I went to Walmart and got it, but I told Him I went to Macy's. I got twenty dollars there. I had the makeup, and He doesn't know what kinds are sold where. I've been doing this for over a year. I have almost 3000 dollars. I keep it in a dark place, taped to a floor joist under the house.
Marissa whimpers a little as she crosses the dark room. She finds me, sitting against the wall and I pull her down into my embrace. "Mom, I don't like the dark," she says.
"Shush, baby, the shadows are friendly," I tell her. "No one can find us in the dark." 'Join me, my child,' I think. 'We will dig through the corners of my old numb shadow.'
"You mean Him," she says.
"Yes, baby," I whisper. We sit together, incorporating the material of shadow into our consciousness. The shadow slithers over us like a serpent, shedding its skin as I rummage through old reflexes, looking for a clue.
"Is Mr. Thomas going to help us?" she asks.
"Yes, I think so," I tell her.
"Mom, can we go outside for a little while?" she asks.
"Yes, but only in the back yard," I tell her. She is content and pulls me to my feet.
Mr. Thomas. Peter, I remember his name. A large man, he has kind eyes. I'm hoping he'll help us. I'm still pretty. I had unbuttoned two buttons on my blouse, not far enough so that he can see the bruise, and I hoped what he saw was enough. I'd gladly trade my body for some safety. Two years is long enough. I'm afraid He'll kill me, eventually, and Marissa will be alone. With Him. I can't let that happen. He'll be home in a few hours and I have to be ready. I don't know if I'm brave enough, strong enough. I have to be, for her.
I send Peter a text. "Tonight, 7:00 at the supermarket." I wait for a reply and I'm starting to tremble at the silence. I crawl on my belly in the dark sunlight. I want to go back inside to the shadows, but Marissa is playing. I sit and watch as she makes bubbles. They fly up, away, and gradually come back to earth to pop as they touch the grass. Those are my dreams. Everything I'd hoped, a handsome man and a beautiful laughing girl, she's in white and she throws her bouquet. Other laughing girls fight over it, just bubbles, drifting down to die in the grass. I sort out what could have been from what is.
The phone in my hand buzzes and I start, surprised at the sudden motion. I look at the text. "I'll be there. I can't wait." I seize upon a word to guide me.
Peter doesn't know. I hope he'll help us. I wallow in my insecure delusions. No one knows; it's my secret shame. If anyone found out, He would be furious. He might hurt Marissa. I need to start dinner. He likes me to have dinner ready when He gets home. He will eat, then drink. Sometimes, He makes me drink with Him. He knows I hate being drunk, so it pleases Him. It's part of my shame. I'm filthy and I deserve it. It does make it easier if He decides to use me. It's become less frequent. I think I'm getting uglier. I hide in my shadow.
I call Marissa and we go inside. She goes to her room. He doesn't want her to come out until dinner is ready. I pack our things, and get the money, leaving the suitcases in the hall closet. I am making spaghetti. I put the sauce together and slice bread to make garlic bread. The water is boiling and ready for the pasta. I put the bread in the oven and set the table. He'll be home any minute.
I hear the door slam and draw a quick breath, the pain stabbing through my side. I hear His footsteps and the sound of His breathing. My shadow moves closer to meaning.
"Why isn't dinner ready, Cunt?" He asks.
I am Cunt. That's my name. I once had another, but it is never spoken. Once, I told Him I had a name. Battered and bleeding, I remembered. I am Cunt.
"I'm sorry, it will be ready in five minutes," I tell Him, hoping that He won't be any angrier. He comes close to where I am breaking the pasta. He sniffs as I tremble. Maybe He won't hurt me. I think He likes the way it smells. I'm grateful.
He stands close as I take the lid off the pot. I feel the cleansing I've endured in my shadow. Steam escapes and the water is at a rolling boil. I get two potholders. They were wedding gifts, I remember. I like them. Now is my time. I contemplate my muscle memory and feel the metamorphosis of my shadow. I grasp the handles of the pot and turning quickly, I throw more than a gallon of boiling water into his face. I choose to live, and grow, live and love, change and die. Kill, and do what my shadow dictates, I will see myself on the other side. I step through, out of the shadow.
He falls to the floor with a hoarse cry, clutching at his face, his eyes. From beside the range, I get his old baseball bat. He's told me many times about hitting the game winning home run with it in high school. He's writhing on the floor, clawing at his face, strips of skin peeling away. I pick my time and smash him in the groin with the bat. He screams, but it is cut off in midstream as I hit him again, and a third time. He is unconscious. I quickly turn out the lights. The only illumination is the flame from the burner on the stove.
I like the darkness. The shadows soothe my soul. I take his wallet and go upstairs to get Marissa. As we pass back through the house, I remember the garlic bread. It's going to burn. I don't have time to take it out of the oven. We collect our suitcases and leave the house. It's six blocks to the Super Market. I think I can make it.
Mr. Thomas will be waiting. Peter. I remember his eyes. He has kind eyes. The pain is stabbing through my side, but I'm going to make it. I think I should tell him my name. Mary. My name is Mary. I think Cunt died back there in that house. I look back and I can see smoke coming from the open door. It makes a shadow against the sky. Another bubble bursts on the grass.
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Fallon's words, "I do know who you are," filled me with a sense of foreboding that nearly paralyzed me. I had zero understanding how she could really know that, but if she did, what would that mean? If she didn't... what could she be thinking?
Whatever the case, it seemed it was going to wait. "Let's not do this now," she said. "God, Canton, I'm just so happy to be here with you, that you're alive and healthy, that I'm done with my case. Let's just enjoy the moment, shall we?"
I nodded, in spite of every nerve in my body being as tight as the strings of a violin. "Sure, Fallon. I'm fairly pleased you're here and everything has turned out as it has. What do you want to do?"
She looked at me with her head cocked, quizzically. "Is my blue dress still here?" She asked.
"Everything that you left here is still here," I said. That was the truth. The idea of throwing away anything she had worn, or even touched, was anathema to me.
"Take me to 61 Legian," she said. "Feed me, take me dancing. We'll talk after."
We went to get dressed, and I felt clumsy. There was an unsteadiness to my hands that made buttoning my shirt difficult. I had never suffered from anxieties, but there was something in me that wanted to run to her room, throw open the door and say, "Tell me now!" I managed to restrain that impulse, somehow, got my shirt buttoned and my tie knotted. I walked to the entry and told Francis we were going out, poured myself a little nerve medicine and she came down the stairs.
She took my breath away, each time I saw her. That dress made the blue of her eyes pop, embracing her dramatic curves like a second skin, creamy shoulders bare. She saw my eyes, and did a slow pirouette. The dress was backless, all that silky skin glowing with health and beauty. It plunged down, giving the same hint of cleavage at that incredible butt that the front gave of her breasts. "I'm okay?" Her eyes sparkled.
"You don't need me to tell you that," I said. "You are the most beautiful woman I've ever encountered, Fallon. I'll tell you, anytime you need to hear it."
She crossed the room to me, athletic, even in four-inch heels. She put her arms around me in a hug, for just a moment, her cheek pressed into my chest, then looked up at me. Her hand cupped my cheek, long slender fingers caressing me. "Always, from you," she said.
Francis pulled the car around, and we were off for a night of decadence. It was a little drive, and she snuggled up; we talked about nothing, and everything. I cherished every moment.
Sky Garden was as opulent as ever. We browsed the buffet, several times, availed ourselves of the free drinks, if you consider the $100 cover charge free, wandered to the roof-top where we danced casually, a drink in hand, and wound up in the Skydome, her pressed against me, her head on my shoulder as we moved languidly to the music. It was sheer reveling to me.
I had no right to that much joy. My life was a wasteland of bad memories, bad people, choices no one should make. The sole ray of light was Fallon. I had no right to her, no right to be that happy, in that moment, no right to even be alive. I had accepted death, but she made me live.
I think she sensed something in me, because she was clinging, never losing contact, at any moment. We were both floating on a sea of good feeling. The drinks flowed and we were laughing and lit up like beacons. At 12:30, she looked up at me, the liquid pools of her eyes haunting and shadowed. "Take me home, Canton."
The drive was quiet; she seemed to be lost in some inner reverie, her head on my shoulder with my arm around her. When I looked down, just before we arrived, she was asleep.
She awakened when we stopped at the door. We went in and she held my arms. "Tomorrow," she said. "We'll talk tomorrow."
Her lips brushed mine, and she was gone. I floated up the stairs, the spell lingering, undressed and went to bed. I fell asleep, quickly, and dreamed of blue eyes and angels. The dream became erotic, at some point. I was enveloped in love, heat, moisture, and I swam slowly to consciousness. I was lying on my back; the room was filled with a soft shimmering glow as the light that illuminated the pool dimly shifted with whatever ripples disturbed the surface.
I saw her, and the moment was frozen in time. She was stunning in her beauty, the passion she was feeling on her face, that heavy lidded, slack, but almost painful expression of sexual pleasure. She was naked, her breasts slowly moving with her motions over me. They were spectacular, not so much in size, though they were full and heavy, but in form.
I had seen her in a bikini, of course, so I had a good idea of what she would look like without one, but the reality was not something for which I was prepared. Her breasts were high and heavy, with all the resilience of her youth, firm and moving as she moved, with a little bounce at the end of each motion. They were perfectly formed, round and a little fuller at the bottoms, golden skinned, with her areola a little puffy, thicker than the surrounding skin and a little crinkled with her arousal. They were just a little higher than the center of her breasts, making them point upward a little, and her nipples were small and a slightly darker shade, golden brown.
She was broad shouldered, her torso tapering to a small waist, her belly flat and ridged with muscle. She very obviously worked out, and it had paid dividends, as her body was toned and athletic. Her hips were slender, but rounded with those glorious female curves. This was a goddess! It was my daughter!
I began to awaken to the situation and began to move to disengage. "Fallon..." I began.
She moaned, low in her throat, cutting into my words, and her slender warm fingers covered my lips. She leaned forward onto me, her breasts now flattened onto my chest, rubbery nipples scraping mine, and her lips replaced her fingers. She tasted like mint toothpaste and hungry girl.
"Don't say another word," she whispered, fiercely. "The only thing I want to hear is 'I love you, Fallon'. We will have time to talk about everything, in the morning. I love you, Canton. I'm doing this. You just hang on for the ride."
I tried to protest, but her mouth covered mine, and she clung to me with a strength that I would have to hurt her to break. The heat of her, inside, and surrounding me, sapped my will, and the feel of that silky body on mine was a madness that I felt stealing my strength of resolve and logic.
She groaned as she impaled herself, fully. "God, you've got a big dick, Canton. It feels so good!"
I was pretty sure she didn't have much to compare me with, and her idea of "big dick" would likely not have made porn actresses swoon, but she was very tight, very hot and very wet. I could hear the sounds as she moved and her musk filled the air. She was all satin skin, hot mouth over mine, and she was impossible to resist. Her hair covered our faces with a silky curtain, enshrouding us in a tent of privacy in which existed only Fallon and Canton.
My hands rose of their own volition, running down her sides to the swell of her hips and up over her, cupping the firmly rounded cheeks of an ass that was like a shelf. She was becoming comfortable, and she moved freely. I pushed her up a little, giving myself some space and pulling her knees tighter against me. I matched her motions, moving more quickly, and I felt her begin a little trembling. Her moans became fuller, and she worked her hips, amazingly flexible as I filled her, driving upward.
"God, Canton... Oh, my God!" Her motions became frantic, the trembling pronounced. She made a whimper, turning to a hoarse little sobbing sound, and every muscle tensed, then released. She collapsed on me, and I held, deep insider her as she shook and slowly writhed atop me, slowing after a long minute to totally relax.
Her cheek was against mine, and she whispered. "Did you come?"
I didn't answer, just rolled with her until I was on top. I stroked into her twice, and her eyes went wide. "I guess not," she murmured.
I knelt, losing entry for a moment, and she moaned her disappointment. She didn't have time to be very disappointed, because I pulled her to me and plunged back inside, that round little ass resting on my thighs. I wanted, I needed, to see this goddess to whom I was making love.
I rocked into her, long slow motions. She was flushed, her face showing the slackness of prolonged sexual excitement, and she managed to move her hips, even in that position. Her head turned from side to side in her ecstasy, and her belly flexed. I teased her, keeping everything slow and long for long minutes, building her to a frenzy, and she finally cried out.
"Canton! You're making... you're... Oh, God! More, faster!"
I flipped her to her stomach, bringing another gasp from her, and mounted. She moaned, deep in her chest, as I slid back inside the tightest embrace I had ever felt. She groaned as I bottomed out, just feeling the kiss of the back of her sweet pussy at the deepest I could go.
I went quickly, and she came explosively, over and over, her words becoming incoherent as her body was swept by her pleasure. The sounds, the smell of her, the sight of her beautiful face overcome by her passion, the feeling of that incredible soft/firm ass, my cock plunging into her brought me to the brink and I was coming, the most powerful thing I'd ever experienced, feeling more spiritual than physical, and it went on and on until I had not a speck of energy left, physically or emotionally.
I collapsed onto that glorious girl, wrapping her in my arms and nuzzling my face into her hair. She was shaking a little, and I saw that she was crying.
"Fallon, are you okay?" I asked.
She nodded, while sobbing a little. "I've never... I never knew... you, you made me crazy. I... I love you, Canton. Nothing could ever..." She couldn't continue.
I rolled us over and spooned her, just holding her and murmuring words of comfort and love. She shook, from time to time, even after she had fallen asleep, and I kept her in my arms, holding my girl, thoughts flashing through my mind like random lightning. Tomorrow would be a day of reckoning. It was impossible for me to see a way forward. My mind refused to contemplate what the new day would bring. What could possibly happen?
*****
At some point, I awakened to the feeling that someone was watching me. I was on my back, and there was someone lying half over me. It was a female someone; I could feel luscious breasts on my side and chest; a silken leg was over mine and soft downy hair between soft silky thighs was pressed against my thigh.
I opened my eyes, and in the soft light Fallon was watching me, her eyes midnight-blue pools. I pulled her cheek to my chest and she snuggled in. "You okay, baby?" I whispered.
She nodded on my chest. "I love you, you know." Her voice was soft and husky with emotion.
I stroked her hair. "Yes, I know," I said. "I love you, Fallon."
"I know," she said.
"Fallon, I don't know what to say, what to do," I said.
She nodded again. "I know. Just tell me, Canton. Don't be afraid."
"It's a long story," I said. "I met your mother when she was in her last year of college." She shifted a bit, snuggling in more. I had not expected that reaction. I had expected her to pull away in horror and shock. I was unable to continue for a moment, the idea that she was not pulling away overwhelming me.
Her head tilted up and she searched my face, expectation written there. "I don't... You're going to hate me." Emotion clogged my throat and I tried to clear it so I could speak. "She never knew what I was, what I did, what I became, and I was too much of a coward to tell her. I would have lost her, and I couldn't let that happen. It was very complicated."
She nodded again. "I know."
"How could you know?" I asked.
"She told me," she said. "She knew much more than you thought. She told me a lot of things that you don't know about. I never really put it all together until recently. I know some things you don't, as well. I'll tell you when you're ready."
I had no idea what that meant, but I was suddenly filled with such a sense of self-loathing that I felt as if I was suffocating. I had to move, get some control. "I need to go to the bathroom," I told her. She kissed my chest and I slid out of bed. I collected my composure, washed my face and went back to face the music.
She was lying on her back, naked, and the moonlight played over her spectacular body. The pool lights shimmered over her and she broke my heart. "Fallon," I began, "I'm your father, and I know that is not anything you want to hear. Trust me, you can't possibly hate me any more than I hate myself. I was so weak and I let this happen, and I'll always regret that. All I ask... All..." I couldn't go on.
She patted the bed beside her and I felt some small hope. I went back, laid down beside her and she moved back into her position. "I told you there are things you don't know," She said. "I'll tell you tomorrow." She yawned and snuggled in, stretching herself over me.
I felt such a range of emotions that I was unable to sort them out; nothing in my experience told me that she was acting as I had expected. I didn't know what to think. I lay awake, just holding onto her for dear life. At some point I drifted off. When I awakened, she was gone.
There was a letter on the pillow beside me, and I was afraid to open it. I knew it would contain her loathing for me, for what we had done, that Fallon was gone from my life and, for all intents and purposes, my life was over. With a huge foreboding, I read.
"Canton,
I know what you're thinking, what you're feeling. I'm going to give you some space, take some myself, let us sort things out. Please stay away from me for a while. When I'm ready, I'll let you know. I have some things to do, some things in my life that need to be right. I'm asking you for that space. I know I can't keep you from watching over me, and that's okay, just keep it invisible. Know that my feelings for you are unchanged, but you and I need to think. Don't do anything foolish. Wait for me. It may take me a while. I love you, Fallon."
I felt a crushing weight, and at the same time, a relief that she knew, that she loved me, in spite of what had happened the night before, and that she would still even think of having me in her life. Oh, I certainly intended to watch over her, but I would do as she wished, keep my distance and wait. As long as it took, I'd wait.
*****
Five months later, all was not well in the life of Canton. My business had suffered from my neglect, though I would never have to worry about money. North Africa is an open market for people like me. There are always warlords and petty squabbles ongoing, and I had always been successful in meeting the demands. I now had a rival. Several, in fact, but one in particular that troubled me. The lines clearly went back to Armenia, but the players were shadowy figures, much like me, and they were steadily eroding the market for me.
Fallon had resigned her position at her firm and gone to work for a British private security giant. Her work disappeared behind doors that I didn't have access to, and I had no idea what she was doing. That worried me. The company was huge, professional and very secure, and though I knew people who hired them and some of the people who worked for them, they weren't the sort of people who could be manipulated. I believe that had they chosen, there was not a regular army unit in the world of comparable size that had a snowball's chance in hell of stopping them from accomplishing any mission they took.
I began spending more and more time in North Africa, and evidently, that was the opportunity for which my rivals had been waiting. It was a meet in a remote village, far from any named city, and the perfect place for it to happen. Half a dozen armed men in full gear entered the room where we were negotiating, and we never had a chance. I had a bag over my head and they handcuffed me, dragged me out to a vehicle. I was given an injection, and the world went away.
I woke up in hell. It was dark and hot, my feet were in leg-irons and I had shackles on my hands. I had no idea how long I had been there and no way to measure the passage of time except by the delivery of meals. I was well fed, but they kept me dehydrated. Between what I assumed was the evening and morning meal, I was tortured.
I have never seen the purpose of macho posturing, I would have told them anything they wanted to know, but they didn't seem to be interested in information, just torture. It was nothing that left me permanently injured: waterboarding, sleep deprivation, fluctuating room temperatures so that I was either suffocating or on the edge of hypothermia, intense light and pitch darkness and drugs. Always, there were drugs.
No one spoke a word to me, and I have no idea how long it continued. Well over a month, I estimated. At the end of that time, I discovered why I was there. Normal light filled the small room I occupied and two armed men entered, followed by a third in a nice suit. I knew him. His name was Azat Kandarian. When I first met him, he was a mid-level commander in a mercenary group out of Brazil. How an Armenian ended up in Brazil, I never knew. I'd encountered him a dozen times before he became important. The mercenary group was supporting a rebel group in South America, and it came to my attention that Azat was running his own game.
He was smuggling drugs, to which the government turned a blind eye in return for information on rebel movements. I was selling ammunition to the rebels, and they were on the run, mostly because of the information Azat was passing on to the government forces. I let the rebel leaders know what I discovered, and Azat disappeared. I'd always assumed the rebels had killed him and disposed of the body. I was wrong. He explained to me the depths of my error.
"How are you enjoying the facilities, Mr. Thomas?" he asked.
I didn't bother to answer.
"I hope you're finding them as pleasant as I found mine when you betrayed me. You should get used to them, Mr. Thomas, because this is where you will be spending the remainder of your short miserable life."
The man was gloating. He'd become obsessed, apparently, with some sort of sick, twisted revenge fantasy, and there wasn't a damn thing I could do about it.
He beat the hell out of me, and left me alone to recover. He promised to return at frequent intervals, and I was back to my total darkness. The scene was repeated three times. Awakening from my drug-induced sleep, I heard sounds. In my fogged state, they were unidentifiable, but the door burst open, two men came in and dragged me out. I was black bagged, and another long ride in a vehicle ensued. At some point I lost consciousness, and the next time I awakened, I was in a nice bed.
My stay in the care of Azat had been on a concrete floor, and I luxuriated in the feel of the bed. I appeared to have lost a great deal of weight, but I also seemed to be clean, for the first time I could recall to memory. I heard a door open, footsteps crossing a hard floor, sounding like a woman wearing heels, and there she was. It was Fallon.
She had a tray with food on it, and she brought it to me, sitting on the bed beside me and feeding me. "Hello, Canton." Her voice was still magical to me, and I felt such a sense of loss, that I had not heard it in so long, and contentment, that I was hearing it again. "I seem to have misplaced you for a while. I've missed you," she said.



I found myself unable to speak. There were so many questions, so much to say, and I couldn't speak.
"It's okay," she said, that low husky voice enthralling me, as it always did. "I have a few things to wrap up, Canton, and you have some rejoining the world to do. You'll be in physical therapy for a while. I'll be checking on your progress and when you're back to normal... well, we have some shit, don't we?"
I found my voice, "Fallon..."
She cut me off. "Not now. When you get out of here and you're back to normal, I'll find you. Remember, I love you."
She stood and walked to the door. I think she was giving her hips a little extra sway. She looked back over her shoulder, gave me a wink, and she was gone.
The next month passed in a blur. It was torture rebuilding everything that had atrophied during my confinement, and it took be half the month to get used to even sleeping and waking normally. I gradually built back my muscle tone and stamina, and the therapists were nearly as sadistic as my captors had been.
I didn't hear a word from Fallon, and on the day they released me, I had no idea where I should go or what I should do. She had slipped any traces I had of her, and I had no idea how to reach her. I remembered she'd said "I'll find you," so I had to be content with that.
My life had spiraled out of control. I'd had so many things to keep me occupied, so many irons in the fire, and now it seemed that my every waking moment was filled with thoughts of Fallon. She had, somehow, without my knowledge, taken over my life, and it was an empty husk without her. Having nothing better to do, I flew to Costa Rica.
The third night I was there, it was a Saturday, I woke up to the presence of an intruder in my bedroom. Someone was moving in the darkness. I withdrew the pistol from its little pocket behind the headboard and worked the slide, chambering a round. The movement stopped, and I heard the click of the lamp switch. Soft muted light filled the room, and there she was.
She smiled and cocked her head to one side, eyeing the gun. "Please don't shoot me, Canton." She giggled. "I flew all the way here from England and I thought you'd be happy to see me."
I returned the gun to its place. "Damn, Fallon, you nearly gave me a heart-attack," I said. "I am glad to see you. You will never know how glad."
"I can imagine," she said. "Probably almost as glad as I am to see you. Do you think it's too late for the heart attack?"
She reached behind her and the dress she was wearing slid to the floor. I almost did have that heart attack. She was everything I remembered. If anything, she was more toned, like a tiger, all that ferocity under a silky smooth skin. She had only a very sexy pair of pale yellow panties, and she moved like that big cat across the room. She stopped beside the bed and looked an inquiry at me. I flipped back the covers and she climbed in, draping all that sexy across me and nuzzling her cheek into my chest.
I held her, stroking the satin skin of her back and wondering. Where should I begin? Fear, love, desire, and a total lack of confidence went to war inside my head.
"Fallon, I... We have to talk, baby," I finally managed to speak.
"I know," came her muffled reply. "I know what you think, Canton. You're wrong about some things, and I need to tell you about them. I hope it won't make a difference. I hope you'll still love me, and want me around. You do want me around, don't you?"
"More than I've ever wanted anything in my life," I said. "But being like this, what we did... you're my daughter, Fallon. I... I..." I couldn't continue.
She slid up until her face was beside mine on the pillow, her arm over me and her head pillowed on the other arm.
"No, Canton, I'm not," she said. "That's one of the things I have to tell you."
I shook my head. "You are," I said. "What do you mean?"
"I didn't know until recently," she said. "I know that's what you thought, and I thought that, too. When Mom passed, you know I lived with her sister. We just boxed up all her personal effects, donated her clothes to charity, and other than a few pictures, I never really went through her stuff. After I got to know you, and after we made love, I wondered how she could ever let you go. I know everything about you that she did. I don't like some of the things I know about you, but I love you. You believe me, right?"
I kissed her, feeling her lips trembling a little. "With all my heart," I said.
"Me, too." She moved closer until I was drowning in her eyes.
"I thought about that. I wondered how and why she let you go," she said. "I went to Aunt Simone's and started going through her stuff. There were letters, Canton. They were to her from some guy named Hubert Richards. Do you know who that is?"
I thought back. "Yes, if it's the same guy, he worked with Seaver and lived down the street from us when you were little. What about him?"
"I hate to tell you this." She paused. "Canton, they were lovers. I don't know how long it went on, but I'm pretty sure that he's my father. They believed he was, and they planned for him to be. Did you know anything about that?"
"Not a thing," I said. I was in a little shock. I had really been clueless. I wasn't sure what all this would mean. "Are you sure?" I asked.
"No, but they were," she said. "The only way to find out for sure would be to get a test done."
"Do you want to do that?" I asked.
She shook her head. "No, I've decided it doesn't matter. I think they probably knew, but it doesn't matter to me. I like being your daughter. I also like being your lover. Can I still be both?"
I pulled her close, wrapping my arms around her. Her hair covered our faces like a veil, and I kissed her. It lasted for a very long time. "You can be anything," I said. "Everything, you can be everything; you already are."
"That's what I thought." Her voice was heavy with desire, and she moved on top of me. The night dissolved into a many splendored thing, and the world receded until there was only Fallon, and Canton, and joy.
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Chapter One
The eporeodon was exhausted. She staggered toward the stream, her urge to drink compelling her trembling legs. Her zebra like stripes were stained with clay where she had fallen. The ancient relative of pigs and camels was confused and fearful. The shaking of the earth had disoriented and disturbed her habits until she was ready to collapse. She had been unable to grasp more than a mouthful of grass here and there. She had run in terror as the first rumble shook the ground under her feet and the terror had continued without pause for three days. She could no longer run. Her strength was gone and even the drive of her extreme thirst could muster no more than a shuffling walk.
As she neared the edge of the water, a particularly violent rumble shook her from her unsteady feet and she tumbled into the stream. It was scalding hot and her feeble cries of pain were drowned in the blast that shook the foundations of the stream. It was the last sound she would hear.
Far below, 300 miles within the earth, the impact of the Farallon and North American tectonic plates had been changing. Orthogonal compression had changed to oblique strike slip and the Farallon plate began to melt in the mantle as it subducted beneath the North American plate.
The water-rich clay and sediment at the top of the Farallon plate produced large quantities of water as the basalt rocks were transformed into eclogite and the pressure and heat began to rise. At temperatures of more than 700 degrees F and pressures of more than 3500 psi, the water passed its critical point and formed super-critical fluids, blurring the distinction between liquids and gasses.
The fluid sought release and began to dissolve the overriding plate. The magma, forced into the cavities left by the ascending fluids exploded upward under the tremendous pressures. The rock of the plate began to melt and the boundary between the plates became an inferno.
At the surface, the seismic activity reached a crescendo and the single loudest noise in history split the heavens. The titanic explosion made little notice of the death of one small eporeodon.
****
The giant had slumbered for 30 million years. Its heart thudded slowly and the weight of batholithic tons rested upon its eyelids. Something stirred in the depths and a shudder moved through sluggish nerves. The giant sensed an intolerable weight resting upon its shoulders. Its feet reached down and found purchase. Sensing the crystallized coldness of its prison, it raised its visage toward the freedom of heaven and roared. Above, the ancient walls of its prison began to flow, and heat, born up through the slow bloodstreams began to flow. The giant was awake, and its fury, so long imprisoned, was ready to be unleashed. It shrugged its shoulders.
Near Parkfield, California, in the creeping section of the San Andreas Fault, tension had been building to intolerable levels. A sudden slip along the margin of the Pacific Plate set seismic vibrations rumbling along the fault. It was not a large quake, 4.2 on the scale, but those living along the fault definitely felt it. The unfelt portions were the most dramatic. Deep beneath the surface, the remnants of the Farallon Slab known as the Isabella Anomaly had lain sleeping beneath the Great Valley. An irregularity in the bottom surface of the crust had caused it to break off the primary slab and it had been frozen it time for millennia, creeping a few inches in a thousand years. The vibration of the seismic event caused a tear along the irregularity and it was free. The subduction interface, dormant for millennia slipped and began to move eastward. As it moved eastward and downward into the mantle, it began to melt. Magma was on the move, seeking the ancient channels and thrusting its way toward the surface and freedom. The lower crust, already very thin in the plate gap began to melt.
Chapter Two
Jason Kilwreath raised the tube he was dissolving the piece of dacite in and shook it a little in impatience. This looked to be a sample of the later extrusion but something looked a little odd, so he had picked it up. His thesis on plate-gap theory was nearly ready and he just needed a few more rock chemistry tables to really make it pop.
He looked around. Above him rose one of the eerie and eroded formations that made the Fish Canyon Tuff look like an alien landscape. All around him lay scattered the evidence of the largest explosion in the history of the world.
That's what brought him to Colorado in the first place. His parents had taken him to Yellowstone when he was 8-years-old and the story told by a Park Ranger of the reason for the steams, geysers and hot springs had awoken his imagination. This was the first time he had heard the term "super-volcano," and he was fascinated. He couldn't wait to get back to internet territory so he could look it up on the web.
His surprise in discovering that Yellowstone wasn't even the largest super-volcano in America was disappointing, but he discovered the name "La Garita," and he was hooked. He was now standing near the edge of the ancient caldera. Erosion had done its slow work and it was difficult to tell just where the caldera ended, but an explosion that sent 5000 cubic kilometers of ash and lava 30 miles into the atmosphere left traces even after millions of years.
Jason suddenly noticed that he smelled the distinct odor of rotten eggs. "Must be a sulfur deposit close," he told himself. Odd, that he hadn't noticed it before.
Now that his rock had dissolved, he quickly put his field kit away and began the hike back to his truck. Feeling thirsty, he knelt beside a small spring basin. The sulfur smell was even stronger as he dipped his hand in the water. He drew it back with a yelp of pain and it flew to his mouth. That water was hot! What in the world was going on? He had stopped earlier in the day to soak his feet in that spring and it was so cold that it made his bones ache.
Jason had heard stories of springs becoming warm on Mt. St. Helens just before it erupted, but that could hardly be the case here. La Garita had been extinct for 30 million years! He quickly took a water sample and headed for his truck.
Back at the motel, he ordered Chinese takeout and jumped in the shower. As the water cascaded over his head he leaned back and enjoyed the hot water running over his face. A wave of vertigo washed over him and he clutched the bar on the wall. He had experienced something like that before when he had an ear infection, but he felt fine. He noticed a rumbling sound and discovered that the source of his vertigo did not lie inside his own head, but that the floor of the tub was shaking. "Earthquake," he thought.
It was not unheard of in Colorado, but it was peculiar. Then it was gone. Towel draped over his shoulders, he put the tube of water in the analyzer and opened his shrimp fried rice. He turned on the local news and listened with half an ear as he ate while checking his mail on his laptop.
His attention was caught by the local anchor. "An earthquake measuring 3.2 on the scale rocked residents of southeast Colorado just 10 minutes ago, according to reports. It was centered outside the town of Creed and shook residents for a moment."
"Weird," Jason thought to himself.
The timer on the water analysis went off and he absently scanned the graph. The oddly high presence of carbon dioxide dissolved in the water caught his eye. Things just weren't adding up. He did the chemistry analysis on the rock sample. It was just about what he had expected. plagioclase, sanidine, quartz, biotite, hornblende, sphene, apatite and zircon in the usual quantities. It was a piece of the La Garita eruption. He charted it on his table and turned in for the night.
****
The doe drank silently, a ghost in the night, at the small stream. Her head shot up suddenly; the huge, spoon like ears swiveling as she detected something unusual. She was already nervous from the strange shaking of the ground she had experienced some hours before and was quick to take alarm. Her senses detected no threats in the vicinity and she lowered her head to drink. A peculiar odor rose from the stream and she hesitated. The odor quickly grew stronger as the doe collapsed to the bank; flanks heaving as she struggled to breathe. Her struggles quickly ceased and only a passing breeze ruffled the hair of her tail.
Jason discovered her carcass at 9:30 on the way back to the spring he had sampled the previous day. He had a larger pack today as he intended to plant some seismic and GPS sensors. He knelt for a minute to examine the carcass. He found no sign of what might have killed the deer. Somewhat disturbed, and keeping an eye out for poachers or predators, he placed his sensors, took another water sample and headed for town. His concern was growing. Every spring he found had reached nearly 70 degrees F, and fish and other water creatures seemed to be dying like flies. Now the doe was dead, from no discernible cause, and there had been an earthquake and Jason was alarmed. He would have to wait until his data from the sensors began coming in to know for sure, but he knew something was wrong.
Over the next 24 hours, Jason collected and analyzed his data. Over the first eight hours, according to his GPS sensors, the ground in the caldera had risen nearly two feet. It had subsided nine inches, then began rising until at the end of the 24 hours it had risen nearly four feet. He checked the historical data and discovered that the floor of the caldera had risen almost nine feet from historic levels.
Not only that, but in 24 hours there had been 113 earthquakes with a magnitude greater than two. Something was happening in Fish Canyon! Jason didn't know quite what to do, but he decided to give Dr. Fielding a call.
Dr. Fielding wasn't really an expert on Mid-Tertiary ignimbrite flare-ups, but he was an expert in all kinds of geology and might know someone that was an expert. Jason dialed the number on his cell phone and got the Dr.'s machine. He explained what he wanted and asked Fielding to call him back as soon as possible.
Another 24 hours passed before Fielding called.
"Jason, good to hear from you," Fielding said. "What in the hell is going on out there? What's all this crazy data you've been collecting?"
"Hey Doc," Jason replied. "I don't know what's going on. I've never seen anything like this before. If I didn't know that La Garita has been extinct for 30 million years, I'd say it was getting ready to erupt."
"That's impossible," Fielding said. "The geology just isn't there anymore. You know that ignimbrite flare-up was caused by the plate subduction and continued downward motion through the mantle."
"That's just the point, Doc," Jason said. "I don't know anything of the sort. I have never believed the evidence could support magma being that high in the crust for any extended period. You know I think there was a thermal plume here even before the Farallon plate subducted. I don't think any downward motion of the plate caused it either. I think I can prove that the plate quickly melted and that's what caused a partial melting of the crust when the San Juan field erupted the first time. The plates stretched apart and that crystal mush in the chamber was re-melted and I think it's happening again."
"Now Jason," Fielding said. "We've had this discussion before and you know I think you're wrong about this. What in the world makes you think it's re-melting?"
"I've got sulfur dioxide, carbon dioxide, ground swell from the magma chamber, hot springs that were cold last week, hundreds of small earthquakes and I think I have seen an animal killed by hydrogen sulfide gas."
"Jason, Jason; think what you're saying," Fielding chided. "You're saying that a volcano that everyone who knows anything believes has been extinct for more than 25 million years, that no volcanologist in the world believes will ever erupt again, that has given absolutely no evidence of waking up, has been discovered by a graduate student from the University of Missouri to be about to erupt? It's insane!"
"Listen, Doc; I know you think I'm crazy, but let me send you this data," Jason said. "You know Dr. Carter, up at Cal, right? Just let him take a look at this. Send it to him and have him give me a call, okay?"
"I'll tell you what, Jason," Fielding said. "You send me the data, I'll take a look at it and if I think it's worth it, I'll send it to Carter. I'm not about to look like an idiot by sending this up to him without checking it out. There must be some mistake. You're not looking at the data right or something. Send it to me and I'll take a look."
"Okay, Doc. I've already sent it and you can take a look. Call me back anyway and let me know what you think, okay?"
"Yes, yes, Jason. I'll call you. Now don't do anything stupid like sending this to anyone else. This could ruin you academically if you make a big deal out of this. I've got it. Just give me a couple of days to run the data."
It was three days before Jason heard back from Fielding. He had now recorded more than 200 shocks; one with a magnitude of 4.2 and the caldera floor had risen more than 10 feet.
Fielding didn't call: he sent an e-mail. "This data means nothing. Your seismographic sensors must be faulty or someone is blasting in the area. Listen, Jason. You need to let this go. There is no way I will send this to Carter. He would think you're a fool and I'm an even bigger fool to listen to you. Come back here and finish your thesis and forget about this. I'm going to do you a big favor and forget about it. I won't mention it to the committee, and if you have any sense, you won't either."
Jason knew better. By now his suspicions had become a certainty. La Garita was getting ready to blow its lid. He had left messages and sent his data to everyone in government he could think of. "Thanks son. Now bug off," had been the reply. He had tried to warn the maid, the motel owner and everyone he could talk to in town and they had all become convinced he was insane. The sheriff even threatened to arrest him if he didn't quit "disturbing the peace."
"Time to go," Jason said to himself. He packed his gear and headed for Columbia.
Chapter Three
The giant reached fingers, now losing their stiffness, toward the surface. He rumbled, clearing his throat, and shouted.
On the surface, the loudest sound ever heard on earth accompanied an explosion of titanic proportions. In one blast, 6000 cubic kilometers of rock, ash and lava blew into the air. The blast that blew apart Mt. St. Helens in 1980 produced 1 cubic kilometer of ash and debris; caused 2.88 billion in property damage; killed 57 people and deposited ash in 11 states and five Canadian provinces. This blast was 6000 times larger. The Krakatoa eruption in 1883 ejected 21 cubic kilometers of rock and ash. The explosion was heard 3000 miles away on the island of Rodrigues. Krakatoa destroyed 165 villages and towns and seriously damaged 132 more. 36,417 people died. The shockwaves traveled around the world seven times. La Garita flexed its muscles on orders of magnitude never before known.
The largest nuclear explosion was caused by the Russian hydrogen bomb AN 602, which was exploded in 1961. Its yield was 50 megatons. The fireball reached a height of 64 kilometers and was visible 1000 kilometers away. All buildings in a village located 55 kilometers away were destroyed. In districts hundreds of kilometers from ground zero, wooden houses were destroyed. Stone buildings lost their roofs. Windows, doors and radio communications were interrupted for almost one hour. It was equivalent to 1570 times the combined power of the bombs that destroyed Hiroshima and Nagasaki. It amounted to about one quarter the size of the Krakatoa explosion.
La Garita now exploded with more than 5000 times the energy of the nuclear device. It erupted with the force of 25,000 megatons of TNT.
More than half the state of Colorado was powdered in minutes. No one close enough to see the ash cloud erupt survived. Windows were broken in New York City and aerial damage occurred in the Caribbean.
Within an hour, the ash cloud reached more than 30,000 feet and began to sweep south and east with the jet stream. Lower levels spread north and west and power went out throughout the United States and Canada. The long volcanic winter was beginning.
Not only did La Garita erupt, but the vast traps of the San Juan volcanic field belched forth ash, steam, sulfur hydroxide and carbon dioxide. An extinction-level event was in progress.
****
A thousand miles away in Stockton, Missouri, Reagan Thayer stood by the shot put alley with his hands in his hoody pockets. It was still a little chilly. It had been an anemic spring. Rain and cold weather had plagued the early track season. The official running the event called out, "Thayer up, Thomas on deck and Becker in the hole." Lanston Thayer carefully entered the shot ring from the rear, cradling the heavy brass ball in between his hand and cheek. "Okay Lanston, explode into this," Reagan breathed in a quick prayer.
Lanston was an athletic giant of a kid, 6'4 inches and 280 pounds of muscle. He was amazingly quick for his size, and played defensive end on the football team. He had dark skin and eyes and his mop of curls and good looks made him look like a Greek god as he stepped into the ring.
Lanston struck the pose, held it for a moment, and exploded across the ring. It was a beautiful throw, high and far; easily past the 60-foot arc painted on the grass.
As the brass ball struck the ground, a massive sound wave broke over the small Missouri town. Everyone stood still in silence, shocked into immobility for a moment. One of the throwers broke the silence. "What the hell was that?"
"Sounded like something blew up," one of the spectators said.
"You have a fertilizer plant or a chemical factory in this town?" Reagan asked one of the locals.
"No, nothing like that," the man said. "Only thing here is a walnut hulling plant."
"Well, either that was a really heavy shot or something blew up," Reagan joked.
"Yeah, maybe it was the shot," Lanston said as he walked up. "Dad, I think something big blew up. Maybe it was a propane tank or something."
"Or something," Reagan said. "That was a great throw buddy. How far was it?"
"It took them a minute to measure," Lanston said. "It was 66' 2"."
"Hey, that's your best this year. Great throw," Reagan said.
"I think it's first place," Lanston said. "Let's go tell coach and get out of here."
Reagan's cell phone gave its alert sound. He pulled it from his pocket, noticing that Lanston was doing the same thing.
"I think it's mine, Buddy," Reagan said.
"Mine too," Lanston said.
"Service lost," said the message on Reagan's screen. People all along the shot alley were looking at their phones.
"I don't have a signal," Lanston said.
"Me either and it looks like a bunch of people have the same problem. I wonder if it has anything to do with that explosion? Maybe it knocked out the tower."
"Maybe so," Lanston mused. "I wonder what that was?"
"I have no idea," Reagan said, "but it was something huge."
They walked across the road to the track and met Shannon Parrington going back toward the throwing area.
"Hey, Lanston, hey, Mr. Thayer; how did you do Lanston?"
"Third in the discus, but I won shot," Lanston said.
"We're heading home. Good luck with the shot, Shannon."
"Oh, Shannon," Reagan called after her. "I got a letter for you from Oklahoma State. Drop by my office tomorrow and pick it up."



"Okay, Mr. Thayer,"
They spotted Coach Lockett standing with the Stockton Coach near the finish line.
"How did he do?" Lockett asked.
"Didn't have my best throw in the disk, 152'. I got third, but I won shot."
"Great job," Lockett gave Lanston a high-five.
"You got the sign out sheet?" Reagan asked.
"I sure do." Lockett looked in his folder then said, "I already gave it to Kalen. She's under the bleachers over there."
"Okay, thanks Coach, See you tomorrow," Reagan said.
They located Kalen and walked to the car.
"You should call Mom and tell her how you did as soon as we get a signal," Reagan said.
"She's probably already called ten times and wondered why I didn't answer," Lanston said.
"Well, since you're her favorite person in the whole world, why wouldn't she?" Reagan said.
It was a running joke in the family; especially between the two boys. Lanston's older brother, Mason, was a college junior at Missouri Central, and they loved to needle each other about which one was the favorite child.
Mason was the polar opposite of Lanston. They were similar in size, with Lanston being an inch or so taller and Mason 20 pounds heavier, but there the similarities ended. Bright red hair and fair skin marked Mason as an unmistakable ginger. He was somewhat awkward and slow afoot, but his strength was a thing of legend. A surprisingly quick first step led to success on the offensive line and Mason was a competent center on the football team. Few people could line up opposite him and stand up for a second against his drive block.
Lanston enjoyed a good ginger joke and was quite fond of informing his brother that it was because Mason had no soul that their Mother favored Lanston. Sara, their mother, was highly offended at this conversation, which, of course, endlessly entertained the two boys who used it at every opportunity.
The forty-mile trip to Lamar, Missouri, their home, was passed with conversation about the meet, what had happened at school that day, an argument about the top five rock bands of all time and commentary on life.
Twenty miles east of Lamar, Reagan began to notice a vibration in the steering of the Suburban. It got progressively worse and he told Lanston, "I think one of our tires is going flat. Look for a place to pull off."
They had been driving through a large conservation area and quickly came to a parking lot for hunters and pulled in. They both got out and began to walk around the vehicle, checking the tires.
"They all look good," Lanston said. Then he stopped, "Dad, it's not the car. The ground is shaking." Reagan noticed it too.
"Could it be an earthquake?" Lanston asked.
"I don't know," Reagan said, "I haven't heard of an earthquake in Missouri since the big one down at New Madrid in the 1800's, but I guess it's possible. They keep predicting it's is going to slip again, but you know the doom and gloom crowd."
Reagan noticed a peculiar glow in the sky to the west. "I wonder if a storm's coming," he said.
The shaking got worse and suddenly Reagan became alarmed. Across the fields they could see for miles and a huge cloud of dust, towering miles into the sky, had engulfed the few trees across an ancient fence line a mile away.
"Get in the car Lanston; right now," Reagan said.
"What's wrong?" Lanston asked.
"I don't know, just get in now;" Reagan's voice rose to a near shout.
Lanston ran for the door. Reagan never raised his voice unless it was something important. It was a rule he lived by and Lanston knew it well. "Never shout unless the house is on fire." That was something he had heard all his life.
He had barely gotten his feet in when a violent gust of wind slammed the door shut. Reagan had fallen into the back seat because it was closer. Wind and sound hammered the Suburban like a freight train and the back glass shattered as the heavy SUV shuddered and swayed under the impact. Debris and dust filled the air as the two huddled in the seats with their arms over their heads.
"Pull your hoody over your head," Reagan shouted over the howling of the wind. "Breathe through the cloth."
Lanston didn't need to be told twice. For three minutes the fury raged and then it was gone.
"What was that?" Lanston shouted as soon as he got his breath.
"I don't know," Reagan said. "I think someone must have dropped a nuclear weapon or something out west. If it was, we've got problems. I doubt the car will run. That was probably the shockwave and the EMP will have fried our electronics. That's probably why we lost cell service. See if the car will start."
Lanston scooted over under the wheel, brushing the glass and debris off the seat. Crossing his fingers, he turned the key and they both breathed as the engine came to life.
"Drive son," Reagan said as he climbed over into the passenger seat. "We've got to get home quick. Mom and Mason are probably okay but they'll be worried sick about us."
In Lamar, Sara had just got home from the clinic. As the office manager at the only walk in clinic in town, it had been a long day. She made a cup of tea and turned on the TV. There was nothing but static. Cable must be out, she thought. Just then, there was a rumble outside and she could hear the heavy bass beat of Led Zeppelin. Mason was home and the deep throb of a big V8 stopped as he turned off the key of the bright orange GTO.
"Hi baby," she called as she heard him come in the kitchen door.
"Hey, Mom," the thump of his backpack hit the floor.
He fell into the recliner and picked up the controller of his X Box.
"So, how was school," she asked as the console was booting up.
"Great," he said. "I think I aced the quiz in my education class."
The words, "Unable to log into X box Live," appeared on the screen.
"Is something wrong with the internet?" he asked.
"I think the cable is off," Sara said. "There's nothing on TV either."
"Hey, did you hear that big explosion about five o'clock?" Mason asked.
"Yes I did," Sara said. "Somebody said they thought the power substation blew up. We didn't have any power till I left. Power went off all over town."
"That can't be right," Mason said. "I heard it in my car, over the radio, 50 miles away from here and we've got power here. When will Dad and Lanston get home?"
"I don't really know," Sara said. "I don't know how much of the meet they will stay and watch. If they leave after the field events, they should be home in an hour or so."
Sara felt something odd. She looked down at the table where her cup of tea was sitting by her feet she had propped up on a pillow on the table. The tea was rippling like someone had thrown something in it. She glanced over at Mason. He was testing the Internet connection. The rippling grew more pronounced until the tea was slopping over the edge of the cup. She picked it up just as the house rocked and the windows on the west side of the house exploded in.
The power went off as Mason sprang up and grabbed a lamp that was falling off its table. The sound of dishes breaking came from the kitchen as doors on cabinets opened and shut and things fell out.
Mason ran to the kitchen door with the lamp raised like a club and looked in. Dust and debris filled the kitchen. Mother and son stood gaping at the sight.
"What happened," Sara cried.
Mason had no idea. A maelstrom was raging outside and he slammed the kitchen door shut.
Mason was a voracious reader. Planning for emergency events was something he, his dad and his brother had joked about for years. "What will we do in the zombie apocalypse?" was a topic that had provided hours of entertainment. That information stood him in good stead. He had helped clean up after a couple of tornados that hit towns in Missouri and had some practical experience as well.
"Mom, get all the containers you can find and fill them up with water," he said. "I don't know what just happened, but everyone in town is going to be in the same shape we are. No power, no water, and I don't know how long it will last," he said. "See what we have to eat that doesn't have to be cooked and as soon as we get the stove cleaned up, see if it works."
Mason went to a cabinet and rummaged around. He came up with flashlights, extra batteries and candles. He noticed ammunition for guns stored in the same cabinet and got that out too.
As the ground quit shaking and as soon as he could see clearly he went to the garage and got out all their camping equipment, tents, lanterns, stoves, propane tanks, coolers, tools and everything he could think of that might be useful.
People were all out in their yards and on porches looking around and talking about what had happened. Jackson, their next-door neighbor, an older gentleman who had a big cut on his arm where he had been hit by some flying glass, was out in the yard.
"Hey, Mr. Jackson," Mason called. "You okay?"
"Yeah, just got cut up a little," Jackson called as he walked over. "What you doing with all that stuff?"
"Just getting prepared," Mason said. "Don't know how long the power is going to be off. Could be a while. You got any idea what happened?"
"No," Jackson said. "As soon as I get a minute I'll get on the ham radio and see if anyone knows anything."
"How are you going to do it?" Mason asked. "The electricity is off and your radio won't work."
"I can run it on batteries," Jackson said.
"Hey, do it and let me know what you find out," Mason said.
Jackson walked back to his house and Mason carried all the equipment to the back deck and went to check on his mother's progress.
Sara was sitting in a chair in the dining room when Mason came in. She was crying.
"Mom, what's wrong?" He went over and stood by her.
"I'm just worried about your dad and Lanston," she sobbed.
"Mom, I'm sure they're okay." Mason hugged his mother. "If anyone is okay those guys are. Dad is the most resourceful guy I know and Lanston is an iron man. Don't worry, they'll be home soon and we need to do everything we can while we're waiting. Did the stove work?"
"No," Sara said. "I've got every jug and pan I could find full of water and I ran the sinks and tub full too."
"Good job," Mason said. "Let's see about getting these windows covered up and getting the place cleaned up a little."
Someone was knocking at the back door. It was a firefighter. "Is everyone all right?" he asked.
"Yes, we're all fine," Sara said. "What happened?"
"We don't know yet," the firefighter said. "We're just trying to make sure people that are hurt get medical treatment."
"Well, thanks," Mason said. "We're okay."
The firefighter left and Jackson came over. "I've been talking on the radio," he said. "Seems like there was something bad happened out in Kansas or Colorado. People are saying it was a bomb or something. Doesn't make any sense. There aren't any bombs that big. It would have to be a whole lot of bombs. Maybe a war is starting and the Russians are bombing us. But, that doesn't make any sense either. The ham radio wouldn't work either if that was happening. Somebody said the volcano at Yellowstone blew. That seems more likely, but it's too far away for this. It's got to be something big though. We may be in for some trouble."
Mason felt fear knotting up inside him. Wheels hitting the gravel made him turn around and he saw the familiar sight of the black Suburban turning into the driveway. Relief was like a mountain lifting off his shoulders. Dad and Lanston were home.
Sara came running out of the house and Mason ran to the car. He embraced his father and brother and they all talked at once.
"Okay, okay, we're all okay," Reagan said as he disentangled himself from arms. "Let's get inside and talk."
Mrs. Jackson came hurrying across the back yard. "I just heard an announcement over the emergency channel," She said. "They said a big volcano erupted in Colorado and they're evacuating everyone in Kansas, New Mexico, Nevada, Wyoming and Utah and Arizona."
"That doesn't make any sense," Reagan said. "There aren't any volcanoes in Colorado."
"Yes there is, Dad," Mason said. "Have you ever heard of La Garita? It's the biggest volcano ever. It blew up way back when and killed almost everything in America, but it's been extinct for millions of years."
Reagan's brow furrowed. "If it's something like that we're in a lot of trouble guys. Jackson, get back on your radio and see if you can confirm what's happening. We need to start getting ready to do something. If it's anything like that we've got a matter of days before it gets really bad. We need to get prepared. You know that zombie apocalypse? This is going to be worse. I don't know how bad, but this is going to get rough. It's going to be winter for years. People are going to starve, government is going to break down and we'll have to fight to survive. We need a plan."
Chapter Four
Jason Kilwreath was two miles East of Emporia Kansas when the shockwave caught up with him. He survived, but his Jeep Cherokee didn't. The shockwave had lifted the rear wheels off the ground and he lost control of the vehicle. The airbag had deployed and it beat the hell out of him. He felt like he had been hit by a freight train. Luckily, he didn't hit anything other than the ditch but it was a deep ditch and he was stuck.
He collected his gear and walked back up the bank to Interstate 35. It was a mess. Wrecked and destroyed cars lined both sides of the road. Injured and dead people lay moaning or quiet. He noticed a medical supply truck that had rear-ended a mini-van in the northbound lane. It didn't appear too badly damaged, but the driver was had a bad head injury and he was dead.
Swallowing his nausea, he pulled the driver out and got in. "Sorry buddy, but I need this worse than you do," he spoke to the body. The truck started and Jason backed away from the van. He drove down the highway, carefully picking his way between the wreckage. The truck had plenty of fuel, but Jason stopped by the first semi he saw. He searched the back of the truck and found some surgical tubing. He siphoned off diesel fuel and topped off his tanks. There were several large glass bottles in the truck and he filled those as well.
He poked around in the cab of the semi and was satisfied to find a .357 revolver, a box of shells and a club the driver had used to check his tires. People were wandering the highway and several times they tried to flag him down. He felt terrible about not stopping, but he knew what was coming. The rules of polite civilization were over. They just didn't know it yet. He knew, and he hardened his conscience. If they didn't get out of his way, he would run them over. Jason was on a mission and intended to survive. His parents lived in Jefferson City, Missouri and he intended to pick them up.
Jason knew what La Garita's eruption meant. The world, as most American citizens knew it, was coming to an end. The North American continent was no longer inhabitable and only the strong and the swift would escape. He intended to be one of them.
Jason feared Kansas City. The people would be in a panic. As food and water supplies depleted, starving mobs would be roaming the streets. His route needed to avoid Kansas City at all costs. U. S. 54 went though no major cities and so he needed to swing south to catch it. That would take him through to Columbia, where he lived. He could pick up his stuff, swing back to the highway and head into Jefferson City to find his parents. Then he would head east to St. Louis, pick up a boat on the Mississippi River, and make his way south. It would be quite a trip, but he was out of any good options. He put the truck in gear and headed south.
****
Dinner, at the Thayer residence, was a somber affair. The Thayer's now knew the truth. The Jackson's had confirmed the bad news. La Garita was a seething hell, and hell was expanding its borders.
"Reagan, what are we going to do?" Sara asked. "How bad is it?"
"I can't tell you how bad it is." Reagan said. "No one has ever been through something like this. We always thought this could happen in something like a worldwide nuclear war, but this may be worse. I can tell you that it's going to get ugly. People are going to be starving and desperate. We are going to have to do things that we are going to hate. We can't care about that. I have only got you, Mason and Lanston. Everyone else is going to have to take care of themselves, and God help them if they get in our way."
Mason was not at all pleased by his father's statement. "What about Kierra?" he said. "We can't just leave her by herself."
"Of course not," Sara said. "You know we have to take care of her too, Reagan."
"Sorry son, I wasn't thinking," Reagan said. "Go get her now and bring her here. Your girlfriend is part of our family too. I just wasn't thinking very well."
Mason left and Reagan began to go over plans with Lanston and Sara. "We can't stay here," he said. "Missouri is going to be like Alaska for the foreseeable future. People live in Alaska, but they can import stuff from here and they have electricity. This will be like being stranded at the North Pole. We won't be able to grow anything, we won't have fuel and ash is going to make this a desert. We have to go south. Any ideas?"
"How about Florida or Texas," Lanston asked?
"That might work," Reagan said, "But everyone else is going to have that same idea. Everyone from the North is going to try to get south and that is the easiest place to go. They will be overrun with people and its going to be dog eat dog."
"We could go to Mexico," Sara said.
"That's better," Reagan replied. "The problem is, they've got situations in Mexico already. Poverty and crime are already problems there and it's only going to get worse as refugees flood south. It's not far enough south unless we go way down. I'm thinking South America. If we're lucky and smart, we get there and get away from people and we'll be way better off than we would be any place else."
"So, how do we get there," Lanston asked. "Drive?"
"No, we float," Reagan said. "In a matter of days the roads are going to be impassable. Desperate people are going to be roaming around looking for something to eat or drink and we would be in constant danger."
"Float, how?" Sara asked. "You mean take one of our boats, or the canoes?"
"No," Reagan said. "That won't work. They aren't big enough. We are going to need a lot of stuff, equipment, supplies, tools, stuff like that and our boats aren't big enough. We might take the Jon boat but we need something bigger."
"How will we get a bigger boat?" Sara asked.
"Take it," Reagan said.
"Take it? You mean steal it?" Lanston said.
"I mean take it," Reagan said. "It is likely that there will be abandoned boats, or boats whose owner has died or we might have to take it from someone. The question is, who do you care most about? Is it us, or them? That's what it's going to come down to. I don't want to take things that don't belong to us but I'm not going to let anything or anyone keep us from making it. I just don't care. We're going to have to make some hard choices. I'm willing to be the one that makes them. Are you going to help?"
"Sure, Dad, I'll do whatever it takes," Lanston said.
"Me too," Sara said. "What do you want to do?"
The answer was deferred as Mason arrived with Kierra. Kierra looked a little shaken up. Her red hair was in disarray and she had a cut on her ankle, but she was okay.
After bringing Mason up to speed, Reagan outlined his plan. "We have a 30/30, two .22 rifles and a pistol and two, 12 gage shotguns," he said. That's a good start, but we need more. Here's what I plan to do. There's a National Guard armory just outside town. There aren't more than two or three people there. If we wait very long, that's going to change. They might call out the guard as soon as they have radio. If that happens, it's too late. We've got to move now. I say we load up the Suburban, take everything we think we can use, and hit the armory. We take out the people there, pick up everything we think we can use. Then, we hit Wal-Mart. We pick up everything we think we can use there. We head down US 60 to Cairo, IL and find a boat. We don't want to get anywhere near St. Louis and that's the best route south. We take the boat down to the gulf and south as far as we can. Then we head inland and find a place to ride it out. In ten or twenty years, this all goes away and we can do whatever we want. What do you think?"



"What do you mean, "Take out the people at the armory?" Mason asked. "Do you mean kill them?"
"No, I don't," Reagan said. "I mean do whatever it takes to get what we need. I mean we go down there and stick a gun in their face. If they surrender, we lock them in a room and take what we need. If they don't surrender, I mean shoot them in the face. Everything in there is paid for by tax dollars we gave them to protect us. They aren't going to protect us and we have as much right to it as anyone else. We give them the chance to give us what we need. If they don't give us what we need, they're trying to kill us. If we aren't armed and supplied, we aren't going to make it. We're all going to die if we can't get out of here or protect ourselves. Do you get it?"
"Yes, I just don't know if I can shoot anyone," Lanston said.
Everyone expressed the same problem. "How can we just shoot them?" Sara asked. "We can't just murder people!"
Reagan shook his head. "I don't know how we're going to do it. I hope they'll be reasonable people, understand what we're doing and help us. I don't expect that. They won't be reasonable because most people aren't Normal people don't do things like that in normal situations. This isn't a normal situation. This is an emergency. Normal rules have to go out the window. I'm not some criminal that just shoots people. However, I haven't ever been in this position before. If we meet Joe Blow and I have the choice of killing him or letting one of you get hurt, I hope I have the guts to make sure it's him. If it means protecting my family or sacrificing someone else, it's going to be someone else every time. We have to get our heads around this. It's either fight or die. If it was just me, I might feel different, but it's not just me. I will sacrifice everyone else on the planet to protect you. If every one of you doesn't feel like that, we might as well sit here and starve."
"We've got the idea, Dad. We just don't know if we can do it," Mason said. "We'll try, but the idea is just so horrible, you have to be feeling it."
"I do feel it," Reagan said. "I just don't see what the options are."
"Can't we just use what we have?" Kierra asked. "I have a pistol too. Can't we just use our stuff? Why do we need to get stuff from the armory?"
"How many bullets you got?" Reagan asked.
"50," Kierra said.
"We have 50 rounds for the 30/30," Reagan said. "We have 500 .22 shells, 50 shotgun shells in bird shot and 10 rounds of buckshot. We have 50 rounds of .357 ammo and you have 50 rounds of .38 special. We can shoot the .38's in the .357. We are going to have to kill food. We have one gun per person. If we're attacked, and we will be attacked, that ammo is going to melt away like ice in July. We don't have enough food to last two weeks. We don't have medical supplies. We don't have enough fuel. We are up the creek without a paddle. If we don't get set, and get set quick, we're all dead. If someone doesn't kill us and eat us, we'll get sick and die, or, we'll starve to death or die of thirst. Do you all understand?"
There was an affirmative chorus. "Okay, then let's get started. Everyone go pack a bag. Bring good warm clothes. Everything in the medicine line we've got. Anything you can't live without, bring; everything else stays. Let's get moving."
An hour later, with the boat on their small trailer, the Suburban and the boat filled with their belongings, they were ready to go. Everyone carried a weapon.
There were two cars in the armory parking lot. It was 11 o'clock at night and everything was quiet. Everyone got out and did a weapons check.
"Are we ready?" Reagan asked. Everyone nodded. "Mason, Kierra and Lanston go right. Your mother and I go left. Any trouble, you shoot and let God sort out the details, right?"
"We got it, Dad,"
The front door was locked. "Go get a towel," Reagan told Lanston.
He used to towel to dampen the noise of the glass breaking. It still made quite a racket and quickly, a red emergency light went on down the hall to the right. A sleepy guardsman, unarmed, stumbled into the hall.
"Freeze right there," Mason growled.
His voice was low and menacing. The guardsman took one look and bolted for the door. Mason sprinted after him, with Lanston and Kierra trailing with weapons leveled.
Mason caught up with the guardsman as he fumbled for keys to the arms locker. He was a smallish fellow and Mason's 300 lbs. crushed him against the door. He tried to fight, but caught in arms that could press more than 400 lbs., his efforts were feeble. Mason locked his wrists behind the guardsman's back and squeezed. Muscles crawled and tightened like cables in his arms and his head sunk between swelling deltoids and traps and suddenly there was a scream and a crack. The guardsman collapsed as Mason puked on his shoes.
Now, there was a light and cries of alarm down the hall to the left. Reagan raced down the hall with Sara as two men emerged from a doorway. One carried a pistol and was looking for a target. Sara's 12 gauge bellowed and, struck by a hail of double ought buckshot, both men went down.
"Everyone okay?" Reagan called.
"We're okay," Lanston answered. "Mason is being sick, but he's okay."
"How about the guardsman?" Reagan called.
"I think I broke his back," Mason said. "It was horrible, but I think he's still alive."
Both of the guardsmen Sara had shot were alive but bleeding. Her shot had been low and the men were torn up badly below the waist.
Sara collapsed. Reagan rushed to her, but she had only fainted. They got her up and stopped the bleeding of the gunshot victims, dragged them all into the weapons storeroom, carried the weapons and ammunition outside and locked the three guardsmen inside.
"Someone will find them in the morning," Reagan said. "Maybe they'll be okay."
"They never even gave us a chance to explain," Sara lamented.
There were a variety of weapons in the arms locker. The pistols were all .45 caliber and they left those. They preferred their .38s. The rifles were all .223 (the NATO 5.56mm) caliber and they took all of them. The 30/30 was discarded and each person now carried an M16. They took grenades, a heavy MK2 Browning .50 caliber machine gun and box after box of ammo.
Behind the front desk, they found a pegboard with keys. "Let's see what they've got," Lanston said.
Out back inside a chain-link fence were a couple of armored transport vehicles. The boys scouted around and found a dozen jerry cans full of fuel. They loaded them into the armored vehicle. Meals Ready to Eat were located and dozens of boxes loaded into the vehicle. Tools, repair manuals and weapons were packed and stowed away.
With the Suburban leading the way and Kierra driving the armored vehicle, the small convey crossed the interstate and parked in front of Wal-Mart. It was a 24-hour store, but with the power out, there was only one vehicle in the lot.
It belonged to a security guard, but in view of two shotguns stuck in his face, he quickly chose discretion as the better part of valor and was locked in the freezer.
The Thayers made quick work of raiding the sporting goods department, securing fishing tackle, rope, camping supplies, ammunition for their handguns and shotguns, knives and propane bottles..
Cart after cart of canned goods, flour, sugar, bottled water and other food followed. The pharmacy was raided and antibiotics, pain medication and other medical supplies were secured. They loaded personal hygiene items.
It was four o'clock in the morning when the two vehicles swung onto the interstate south. They took interstate 49 south to US 60 and turned east near Neosho. There were a number of vehicles on the road, all headed south and east. Apparently, word was starting to get out.
Just east of Springfield, MO, the state highway patrol had a roadblock set up. The armored transport took the lead with Lanston at the wheel.
"Okay, hang on now," he said. He stopped 20 yards short of the roadblock and seeing the National Guard vehicle the troopers holstered their weapons, Lanston jammed the accelerator to the floor and the transport surged forward. The two highway patrol vehicles were no obstacle as the men behind them dove out of the way. The armored vehicle exploded through the gap with the suburban close behind.
The patrolmen fired a couple of wild shots after them, but their vehicles were damaged beyond the point of pursuit. Twice, in small towns, the local police attempted to stop them, and twice they fought running gun battles with locals attempting to hijack them, but superior firepower prevailed and they rolled on.
By noon the next day, they were near the river. Reagan was afraid that the bridges would be blocked and they turned north along the river, looking for some kind of marina. They saw a few boats, but nothing that suited Reagan. In the middle of the afternoon, they came up on a small town that also served as a barge loading station. The docks seemed abandoned. There were people on the street, but no one attempted to stop them as they rolled into the marina. A tug, tied up to a fuel barge, swung in the current. It looked as if the people running it had abandoned the boat.
"Probably went to find their families," Sara said.
"Maybe so," Reagan said. "They just did us a big favor."
He sent Lanston and Mason to see if they could figure out how to operate the tug, while he and the girls stood guard in case anyone tried to stop them. They saw no one and after about a half an hour, they heard the engines of the tug churn to life.
Mason came into view on the bow and waved. He jumped down onto the fuel barge and cast off the lines. Evidently, Lanston was at the wheel and he had some trouble figuring out the twin screws of the tug. After ramming the barge twice, he finally got some sort of handle on the operation and nosed the tug up next to the pier. Mason threw the lines down to the pier and Reagan tied them off.
"Well, let's get loaded," Reagan said.
"Hey, Dad," Mason said. "Do you think we could get the truck up on that thing? Wherever we're going, we'll need wheels and it sure would be handy to have that truck."
"Don't know," Reagan said. "Seems unlikely, but it would sure be less work than unloading and loading. You got any ideas?"
They walked around awhile, looking. Finally Sara called down the pier. "I think I found something."
What she found proved to be a loading ramp for a ferry. It could be lowered and raised and Lanston soon had the tug alongside and Reagan maneuvered the truck down onto the stern of the tug.
"I don't know how we'll ever get it off again, but I guess we'll cross that bridge when we come to it," he said. They pulled the Jon boat off the trailer, unloaded the SUV and boarded the tug.
"What do you think about taking that fuel barge with us?" Lanston asked. "We could set up our camp on it, live over there and the fuel would sure come in handy. The less we have to put in on shore the less risk we have of getting in a fight."
"I don't know, son. Think you can handle the thing?" Reagan asked. "It seems pretty risky. You kind of smashed the thing up the first time you were tied up to it. Want to risk it again?"
"I think I've got the hang of it now," Lanston said. "This thing can turn on a dime once you figure the controls out."
"I guess we can give it a try," Reagan said.
They tied back on to the fuel barge and Lanston did show some mastery of the controls. Reagan felt confident that he would get better and would be able to show the rest how the controls worked.
As they cast off, a police car came screaming down to the docks, but the occupants could only threaten and shake their fists as the tug swung into the current and pulled downstream.
Just below Cairo, the Ohio River joined the Mississippi and the river was over a mile wide. A large island appeared and the Thayer's decided to tie off, get some rest and maybe do a little fishing. They found a sand bar and Lanston gently drifted the barge into the bar and killed the engine.
They baited hooks, set out some lines, put up some tents, cooked a meal and settled back onto beds of Ensolite and sleeping bags and went to sleep.
Chapter Five
Just outside Columbia, thing began to go to hell in a hand-basket. US 54 had been quiet. There were many broken and abandoned vehicles to navigate, and someone, probably at the University of Missouri, had let the cat out of the bag. Jason's first sign of trouble was a flapping at the right rear of the truck. One of the duals on the back was flat and coming to pieces. He stopped to take a look at a boat ramp parking lot on a small creek. It looked like he had hit some piece of debris on the road. There was no possibility of changing the tire and Jason doubted he could get another. Even if he found an abandoned truck with the same wheel, he had no heavy tools to change it. It would just have to beat itself to pieces.
He pulled out and the vibration and noise began immediately. He drove slowly for 10 minutes. He saw some smoke ahead on the road and supposed that there had been a recent accident. As he rolled closer, he noticed a postal service truck on fire on the right shoulder and several pick-up trucks around it. It could be that they were helping, but somehow Jason doubted that. He checked his pistol and put it in his lap.
As Jason approached the burning truck two of the pick-ups backed into the road, blocking any passage. Four men jumped out of the trucks carrying rifles or shotguns and stationed themselves behind the trucks. Another man, also armed, stood in the middle of the road with his weapon leveled as Jason approached.
He slowed to a stop, 50 yards from where the man was standing in the road and waited. The man shouted something and gestured for Jason to get out of the truck. Jason pretended not to understand and leaned out the window, beckoning the man to come to him. The man shouted something over his shoulder to his buddies and, cautiously, stepped forward toward Jason. As he came even with the door, he kept the rifle aimed at Jason.
"Step out of the truck with your hands up!" He shouted.
"What for," Jason said. "I have medical supplies for the University Hospital."
"Not any more, you don't," the man said. "We're taking your truck. You can come easy or we can get rough."
"My leg is hurt," Jason said. "I can't get down without help." He swung the door partially open and acted like he was trying to get down.
"Just don't try anything dumb," the man said. He yelled back to his gang to come and help as he approached the door. His companions abandoned the shelter of the trucks and started forward.
As the hijacker came even with the door, Jason fired two shots through it, striking the man in the chest and stomach. He collapsed and Jason rammed the truck into gear, jammed the accelerator to the floor and roared straight at the four men who were advancing on him. They had time to fire wildly, diving out of the way. The bullets hit the truck, but fortunately not Jason as he crashed into the trucks blocking the road.
He managed to keep control and the 5-ton was hardly slowed as it brushed the pick-ups aside. He thought he was home free until he noticed 10 miles down the road that there was steam coming from the front of the truck and his temperature gauge was starting to rise. He stopped and opened the hood. One of those shots has struck the radiator and a cloud of steam was hissing out. The truck was done.
Jason collected his gear and started walking. He passed a house and noticed a motorcycle in the carport. He walked up the driveway and knocked on the front door. A woman looked out the window but didn't open the door.
"What do you want?" she shouted.
"My name is Jason Kilwreath," he said. "I'm a graduate student at the University of Missouri. Some guys tried to rob me back down the road and shot up my radiator. My truck is toast and I saw your motorcycle in the carport. I wonder if you would let me buy it or trade something for it?"
The woman opened the door and Jason saw a very ugly looking machete pointed at his belly. A young girl who looked to be 16 or so was holding a shotgun and stood behind her. The shotgun was also aimed at his belly.
"That motorcycle belongs to my brother and it doesn't run," she said. "He went in to the store to get some water and gas and he's been gone for two days. If you'll help us find him I'll take you in to the University myself."
"Listen, if your brother has been gone for two days, something has obviously happened. We can go look for him, and I'll help you do it, but if we do, we open ourselves up to having whatever happened to him happen to us."
"I don't care," the woman said. "I just can't leave him out there. He may be hurt or being held somewhere. I have to try and help him. My name is Alexis Brooks, by the way and this is my sister Dannielle."
"Where are your parents?" Jason asked.
"They died in a car accident two years ago," Alex said.
"Sorry, I didn't know. Where do you think we might look for your brother and what kind of car do you have?"
"I've got an Explorer," Alex said.
"Is it four-wheel drive?" Jason asked.
"Yes, she said. "Why, do you think we'll need four-wheel drive?"
"You never know," he said, "might come in handy. That the only gun you have?"
"No," Dannielle said, speaking for the first time. "Our dad was a big hunter so we've got about ten more. We have two bows, too. I just thought this would be the one I wouldn't miss with. Can you really help us find Andy?"
"I can't promise anything," Jason said. "I'll help you look, but if it looks like we are going to risk our lives, I can't do that. My parents live in Jefferson City and they are going to need my help if they're still okay. I have to be alive to help them. I'll take a certain amount of risk, but I'm not charging the guns for someone I haven't met and risk not being able to help my own folks."
"I understand," Alex said. "Just make an effort and help us and we'll help you."
"Deal," he said and shook Alex's hand.
After inspecting the Brooks' firearms stock, Jason selected an M1 Carbine for Alex and a semi-auto .270 for himself. Dannielle seemed happy with the 20 gauge she was carrying so he gave her a box of buckshot and a nice little .38 auto she said she knew how to shoot. They packed all the food and water they had and Alex opened the garage and got out the Explorer.
"Andy said he was going to town to the grocery store," Alex said. "There's one about five miles down the road. We'll check there and then head for the University when we find him."
"I don't actually live on campus," Jason said. "I've got an apartment just off campus. I don't really have any reason to go there. I was just passing through on my way to Jeff City. Do you girls understand what has happened?"
"Yes," Dannielle said. "We know Yellowstone erupted and that's why the power is all off and the radio and TV don't work."
"That's not what happened, Dannielle," Jason explained. "Have you ever heard of La Garita?"
"No, what's that?" she asked, "and you can call me Danni."
"It's a volcano in Colorado that's been extinct for a long time. For some reason, it woke up and it makes Yellowstone look like a toy cannon. If you don't get out of Missouri and head south, you're toast. We're all toast," Jason said. "There is going to be an ash fall like the worst snowstorm you have ever seen or heard of. Everything in this area is going to be buried under feet of ash. There's going to be darkness for who knows how long. Most of the vegetation on the continent is going to die. We won't be able to grow food. In fact, it's going to be like the Arctic circle moved south and stopped on Denver. The volcano is putting millions of tons of ash and gas into the air and after the ash settles out and the volcano stops erupting, we're going to have years of winter here."



Danni began to cry. Her small frame shook with sobs and Jason felt like a real heel.
"Sorry kid. I shouldn't have sprung it on you like that. I just want you girls to understand that if we don't get out of here pronto it's going to get bad. I mean like now. Tomorrow, at the latest, the ash is going to start falling. We want to be way south when that happens. So let's find your brother quick, get my folks and get out of here."
They pulled into the grocery store parking lot and it was immediately evident that something bad had happened. Six cars were smoking in front of the store and a dozen bodies lay around. The girls identified one of the vehicles as Andy's truck.
Alex jumped out and ran to one of the bodies wearing a green jacket. She screamed and threw herself on the body.
"Stay here," Jason told Danni. He grabbed his gun off the seat and cautiously went to Alex.
"Is that Andy?" he asked as he touched her shoulder.
She couldn't speak through her sobs, but she nodded. "Listen, we can't stay here," Jason looked around nervously. "Whoever did this may still be here or they may come back. We have to get out of here. This store is a big target and armed and angry people are going to come here looking for supplies. Let's put him in the car and find a place to bury him."
Alex let herself be led away and Jason got a blanket out of the car. He wrapped the young man in the blanket and placed the body in the back of the Explorer.
Danni was sitting wide eyed in the back seat. "Is he dead?" she asked.
Jason nodded. "Yes, I'm sorry. He probably got in somebody's way. They were scared and desperate and they just gunned him down. I'm so sorry."
Danni burst into tears and both girls continued to weep as Jason navigated through town and back onto the highway. They buried Andy in a group of trees of the road at the next exit. It was all Jason could do to get the hysterical girls back in the car and start moving again. They sobbed themselves to sleep in the back seat with their arms around each other.
They looked very young as Jason glanced back at them. Of course, Danni was very young. She was a tiny little thing, but cute as a button, Jason noticed. She looked like someone's painting of a high school cheerleader. Alex looked like she must be about 20. Andy must have been somewhere between them. Jason felt his heart melt as he watched them sleep. He felt terrible for them. They had seen a lot of hard times and it was only going to get harder. They would be okay, he decided. He was going to see to that.
Chapter Six
Lanston got up to relieve himself in the bushes. He checked the lines while he was up. One of the rods was bent way over and had a fish on. After a five-minute battle he landed a flathead catfish of about 15 pounds. He strung it up and put it in the river. That would make a couple of good meals. He baited the hook again and cast it back into the river. Away over on the Missouri side he saw lights flashing and heard shots fired.
Somebody was in trouble, he thought. He was glad it wasn't them. It began to snow. It was a pretty warm night and he was very surprised. He reached up and brushed a flake off his nose. It didn't feel cold but sort of gritty. He realized it was ash. A few flakes drifted down and then it stopped. He wondered why, but being a pragmatic kind of guy, he just shrugged and went back to his bed. Soon he was asleep. He dreamed. He was stepping up to the discus ring. He was in first place in the discus, but the Haldane twins hadn't thrown yet. He hadn't beaten either one of them this year. Over on the track he heard the starter's gun. It fired once, then again. False start, he told himself, but the gun kept firing. He awoke and realized it wasn't a dream. He was really hearing gunfire and motors running.
He jumped up and shook the others awake. There were three boats coming closer and closer to the island. Two seemed to be pursuing the third. Whoever was driving the third was trying to get away and Lanston could make out two figures firing at the pursuers from the back of the boat.
"Dad, we've got to help them," he said.
"We can't afford to get involved," Reagan said.
"If we don't, the ones in front are going to be killed," Sara said. "I can't live with that. Help them, Reagan."
Reagan couldn't meet his wife's eyes. "Okay," he said. "Mason, get out that .50 caliber and get down on that rock. Get down flat and set up the tripod. Flat, do you hear me? Don't let them see you. When the first boat is past, sweep the second two with the fifty and then get back up here."
"Got it, Dad," Mason replied as he ran toward the tug. By the time he got it set up the first boat was nearly to the big rock that jutted out over the river. A fire had started in the back of the boat, and the two fighters had put down their guns and were spraying it with a fire extinguisher. Reagan, Lanston and the two girls had taken up positions looking down on the slack water behind the rock.
As the first boat passed the rock they heard the snarl of the big fifty open up. The action was spectacular. The boat closest to Mason erupted in a fireball. Flaming wreckage rained down on the water. The second, nearly cut in half, sunk immediately and two dark forms slipped away down the current, heading for the Illinois shore.
The motor on the fleeing boat coughed and died and the boat drifted in the slack water near the rock. Mason was no longer on the rock. He crawled up behind his father.
"Dude," he said. "Did you see that? That .50 cut them to pieces!"
"Nice job, Son. Now the question is, did we get the right guys?"
"You in the boat," he called. "Come out where I can see you and let me see your hands."
A young man, and what looked like two children, slowly stood up from where they had been crouching with their hands raised.
"Why were they chasing you?" he called.
"I have two women, some weapons and medical supplies," the man answered. "They thought they could take us, we disagreed. Besides," he grinned a little ruefully, "we stole their boat. Who are you and what are you going to do to us? You've obviously got us outgunned."
"Well, we're not going to do anything to you, if you mean like rob you or take you captive," Reagan said. "We can get you off that boat and we might do some things together. But if you try to steal our boat we'll drop you in the river with a rock tied to your leg."
Lanston threw the man a rope and heaved at the line after it was tied off. The man jumped ashore and Lanston lifted one of the girls down. She was a tiny little thing; shaking and obviously terrified, but she looked up at him with wide brown eyes. "I'm Dannielle," she said, "and I'm very glad you rescued us. Those men were going to do terrible things to us."
"Not while I'm around," Lanston growled. He felt like she needed to be protected. He hugged her a little and she clung to him.. The top of her blonde head barely reached his chest. A woman cleared her throat and Lanston looked up to see a slightly older copy of Dannielle looking down at him impatiently.
"Oh, sorry," he said. He helped her onto the shore.
"I'm Alex Brooks, and the guy you met is Jason Kilwreath," She introduced them to the Thayer's. "Danni is my little sister." The resemblance was easy to see.
They stirred up the fire and Kierra put the coffee pot on. Jason sketched the details of how they had happened to be in their predicament.
They had rolled into Jefferson City and Jason's parents were well. They had refused to budge. At 75-years-old, they weren't going to leave their farm. Jason's father had told him they were just too old to make any runs across the country. They had food stored enough to last for years, heated with wood, had a hand pump for water and were well situated to ride it out. They understood what was coming but they just wouldn't consider leaving. They understood why Jason wanted them to go, but they insisted that they weren't going. Jason and the girls would just add more mouths to feed and everyone decided that it was best if they tried to get south.
They made their way down through central Missouri and stole a boat up the river. They really didn't have much of a plan except to get as far south as they could.
"Listen," Reagan said, "You aren't going to make it by yourselves. You don't have enough equipment; you don't have enough firepower and no way off this island except our boat. We'll drop you anywhere you want to go, but don't you think it would be better for all of us if we joined forces? We might have a little trouble with food, but three more guns would help us and five more would help you. You seem like good folks and if we stick together we'll have a better chance at getting out of this alive than we would alone. You interested?"
Jason glanced at the girls. "What do you ladies think?"
"I think this is the best chance we're ever going to get," Alex said.
"Oh yes," Danni glanced at Lanston. "I want to go with them."
"Well," Sara said. "That's settled then. I think we should all try to get some sleep and we'll talk about it more in the morning."
They all lay awake, the adrenaline slowly wearing off. One by one they drifted off. A few ash flakes drifted down. More and more began to fall and soon the sleeping forms were all but covered with a heavy dusting.
Mason awoke with the feeling that he was smothering. He shot upright in his bag. He was covered with a gritty layer of ash. The sun should have been well into the sky by now, but it appeared to be either just before sunrise or just after sunset. A blizzard of ash filtered through the trees.
He brushed the ash off his face. Some got in his eyes and it felt like someone had filled them with sand. He stumbled down to the river and washed his face. He went out to the barge and got a hat. He got out a pack of washcloths and wet them in the river. He walked back to camp and woke Kierra up.
"Don't open your eyes," he said quietly. "You have ash all over your face and it will get in your eyes if you open them. Let me wash it off before you open them."
After helping her, they went around to everyone else and repeated the process.
As the resident volcano expert, Jason explained the situation. "This is only going to get worse," he said. "This is going to continue as long as La Garita is erupting. No one knows how long that is going to be. We are going to have to have shelter. We need to put up tents when we sleep on the shore. We are going to have to cover everything up that the ash will damage. The river is going to be full of it, the air is going to be full of it and it's going to sift into everything we have that isn't airtight. We are going to have to constantly check the air filters on the boat, and it's going to be a mess. You might as well get used to it because this is the way it's going to be for a long time."
The girls all cried a little, but took the news fairly well. Reagan cleaned the catfish and the girls set up a Coleman stove in the cabin of the tug where there was no ash and they ate catfish for breakfast and cast off.
Jason could read the river charts and was elected navigator and Lanston ran the tug. Mason and Reagan began wrapping everything that could be wrapped in tarps to try and keep out the ash while the girls carried the things that needed protection into the portions of the tug that had doors and could be sealed. The armored truck, the tug cabin and storage compartments were going to have to serve for beds while they were on the river so that they could keep out of the ash.
They couldn't run very well at night. It was pitch black and running lights made them a glaring target for anyone that was watching. The channel was open, for now, but it was impossible to see anything in the way, and Lanston and Jason needed to sleep.
They made forty miles the first day. Lanston eased the barge onto a wing dam off the main channel and they tied off for the night. A small creek ran into the river and the water looked fairly clean.
"Hey, Lanston," Danni said. "Let's go swimming. I feel like I've been rolling in dirt all day."
"Okay," he agreed. "Let me grab some soap and we can wash, too."
"I've got a bikini in my bag," she twinkled up at him. "Would you like to see it?"
"Only if you're inside it," he said.
She giggled and jogged off to the truck. Lanston saw movement in the cab and she emerged with a towel wrapped around her.
"That towel is going to look like mud by the time we get there," he said.
She smiled. "You're right." She threw it back inside the cab of the truck.
Lanston whistled softly. She blushed a little but there was a slightly exaggerated sway to her hips as she walked along in front of him in the little black bikini. She looked amazing. She was tiny, but all the right things were in all the right places in the right amounts for her small but full frame.
He helped her down from the tug onto the rocks and they held hands as they crossed to the mouth of the creek. They played in the water for a while and were soon joined by Mason and Kierra.
"Let's have a chicken fight," Mason said.
"What's a chicken fight?" Dannielle asked.
"That's where you get up on Lanston's shoulders and Kierra gets up on mine and we try to push each other over," He told her.
Lanston was amazed at how light she was. They managed to maneuver Mason and Kierra into slightly deeper water as the two girls fought with their hands to push their opponent over. Once Mason's nose got under water, it was over and Kierra shrieked as they toppled into the water.
"We won," Danni crowed.
"To the victor go the spoils," Lanston said.
He pulled Danni around and up close and kissed her. She looked up at him with wide eyes for a minute. She leaned in and kissed him again quickly, then splashed him and swam away like a sleek little otter. She got the soap and made sure Lanston was watching as she lathered herself with the suds.
The others had a quick dip and bath and the group gathered in the wheelhouse.
Mason and Kierra opened some cans, fried the rest of the catfish and everyone began to eat.
"What's your plan?" Jason asked.
"You're the expert. How far south do you think this thing is going to reach?" Reagan asked.
"I don't really know," Jason said. "I can make some educated guesses. The Mount Toba eruption in Indonesia is the one we know the most about. It was about half the size of the first La Garita eruption. When Mount Toba blew it covered about 4% of the surface of the earth in ash. India was completely covered and a good bit of Southeast Asia. We can probably count on twice that now. If that's the case, the ash fall is going to cover at least the entire North American continent."
"What about lava?" Kierra asked.
"We don't have to worry about that," Jason replied. "We'd have to be a lot closer to the volcano than we are. The big problem is going to be this ash. We can't breathe this stuff. It's deadly. It will turn to cement in our lungs and smother us. It will make us sick if it doesn't kill us. Sulfur is the other big problem. I know you've heard of acid rain, but you have no idea how bad this is going to be. It's going to rain sulfuric acid. We can't be out in it and it's going to rain like you've never seen. It's going to be dirty rain that we can't afford to be out in. The sun isn't going to shine for a long time. It's going to look like a cloudy winter day for years.
If the volcano and the San Juan fields stop erupting, it will still take ten years for things to get back to normal. North America is going to be uninhabitable for decades. Global temperatures are going to drop at least 10 degrees for years. We're in trouble. So, what's your plan?"
"We were heading down the river to the gulf," Mason said. "We were thinking Central or South America."
"We were going to head down the coast of Mexico in the tug," Reagan said. "We are towing this fuel barge and it is full. We can refuel anytime we want. We're out here on the river and it's going to be hard for anyone other than a small army to take this away from us. We're heavily armed; we have food and water for months. If we stay healthy and out of trouble, I think we can make it. What do you think?"
"I think that's our only hope," Jason said.
Chapter Seven
A mile down the river the next morning they came past a town on the west bank. It looked like a scene from hell. Danni was setting on Lanston's lap in the wheelhouse steering. His big hands covered her little ones on the wheel. Buildings were burning and they could hear shots fired. A mob outside a building seemed to be attacking whoever was inside.
"That looks like the police station," Danni said. "There are police cars parked outside. Do you think those people are attacking the police or the other way around?"
"I don't know," Lanston said. "I don't want to know. The police are going to have to take care of themselves. We were attacked twice by the police before we got this tug. They're just like everyone else. They're scared and desperate and they will do whatever it takes to live."
Danni shivered a little and leaned back into Lanston. "I'm so glad I'm here with you and not out there," she said as she looked up at him.
"So, I'm better than being shot or burnt," he said.
She smacked him on the chest. "You know what I mean, silly."
"Yeah, I'm glad you're here, too." He squeezed her and she gave a little purr.
"Okay, you two," Jason said. "Get a room, but first the channel swings over to the other side so pay attention to what you're doing or you'll run us aground."
Mason and Kierra sat under a tarp on the bow and watched as they passed the town. Mason had the big fifty set up on its tripod under the tarp on top of an ammunition crate. It was raining, and the rain, mixed with the ash, formed muddy puddles all over the deck.
Mason had spotted something out across the river about ten minutes before. It looked like a boat, but it disappeared behind the curtain of the driving rain.
"Hey, baby," he said. "Put on your rain gear and take a look aft, would you? I get the feeling that boat isn't gone but I don't know where it's at."
"What's aft?" Kierra asked.
"The back of a boat," Mason said, jerking his thumb toward the stern of the tug.
Kierra pulled the green hood of her rain gear over her hair and ran back past the wheelhouse. Just as she came around the corner, she noticed a rope with an anchor attached come flying over the rail near the stern.
"Mason!" she screamed. "There's someone back here!"
Mason rounded the corner just as someone in a dark suit jacket pulled himself over the rail.
"Hold it right there," Mason ordered. The big fifty was still on its tripod back at the bow. He was unarmed, but he hoped the rain would hide that fact as he stretched out one arm toward the intruder as if aiming a gun at him.
"Dad," he shouted. "Someone just came aboard."
"It's okay," the man called. "I'm a Secret Service Agent. I have Senator Stephan Johnson of Kentucky on the boat. We were over in Paducah there when the town went crazy. We were trapped in the Police Station. We managed to get out and commandeer this boat. We're just trying to keep the Senator safe."
Reagan and Sara boiled out of the hatch behind the wheelhouse where they had been organizing their supplies and Alex climbed aboard from the fuel barge. They were all armed and wary.
"What do you want here?" Reagan asked.
The agent was helping another man over the rail. The senator was a tall, middle-aged man with steel gray hair. He spoke with a pronounced southern accent.
"Am I glad to see you all," he said. "This is Agent White and Agent Thomas is still on the boat. Is it okay if he comes aboard?"
"That depends," Reagan said. "What do you want?"
Agent White stepped forward. "What do you mean, 'what does he want?' This man is a United States Senator. We're taking command of this vessel."



Jason called down from the wheelhouse. "Everything okay down there?"
"Put Danni on the wheel and both of you get down here," Reagan called.
Jason and Lanston slid down the ladder and White took another step toward the Thayer's. The sound of a shell being jacked into the chamber of a twelve gauge was unmistakable as Sara stepped up beside her husband.
White moved two steps in a blur and grabbed Kierra around the neck, producing a gun in the process.
"I'm a law enforcement officer with the United State Government," he ordered. "Drop your weapons and step back. We're taking over this vessel." He pressed the muzzle of the weapon to Kierra's head.
Mason took a step forward. "There are eight of us and we say you aren't taking over anything," he said.
"Stand down or I'll shoot you and the girl," White said.
"You might do that," Mason said, taking another step forward. "You might miss. Even if you hit me, if you don't get me in the heart or brain I'm still going to get my hands on you, and when I do, you're a dead man. Then the rest of us are going to kill the Senator and your buddy in the boat."
"Hold on, hold on a minute," The Senator cried. "Everybody just hold up a minute. Don't you realize who I am? I'm a United States Senator. You have to give us this boat."
"I know who you are," Jason snarled. "You're a jumped up thug trying to steal our boat. Don't you get it? There is no United States any more. There's no Senators and Secret Service. There's just people, and you're a person that is about to die." He leveled his M16 at the Senator's chest."
"Wait, wait," the Senator cringed away. "White, put that gun away and let's talk about this like reasonable people."
Agent White reluctantly lowered the gun and stepped away from Kierra. She ran to Mason and he wrapped his arms around her.
"Now just lower your weapons and let's talk about this," Senator Johnson said.
"There's nothing to talk about," Reagan said. "Climb back over that rail onto your boat and leave."
"You're a United States Citizen," White said. "Don't you have any respect for your government?"
"You aren't my government," Reagan said. "You're just a river pirate that tried to steal my boat, threatened my family and tried to throw your weight around. You're lucky I don't kill you and throw you to the fishes. Now get off my boat."
The Senator started to bluster and Jason drew his pistol and shot Agent White in the knee. The man collapsed with a scream and the Senator went white.
"Pick up your trash and get off this boat," Jason said. "We don't need your kind around here."
The Senator turned without another word and climbed over the rail, leaving Agent White writhing on the deck. Sara stepped to the rail and aimed the twelve gauge at Agent Thomas.
"Climb up here and get your buddy," She ordered. "One wrong move and I'll blow you in two."
The man raised his hands and came forward to the rail. He helped the injured agent back over the rail where he fell to the deck and lay moaning.
"You won't get away with this," Senator Johnson blustered. "I'll see you hang. The police will be on your trail from now on. You won't get away."
Mason pointed toward the shore. "You mean those police over there?" He asked. "The ones holed up in the jail?"
He took Kierra's pistol and fired a shot into the bottom of the boat. Water began to gurgle up through the hull. "Why don't you swim over and report us," he said.
He cut the line off and gave the boat a shove with a pole. It drifted slowly away and was soon out of sight in the rain. The Senator was a lonely figure standing on the bow.
"That was intense," Lanston said. "Mason, you're a beast. I can't believe you did that."
"I was so scared," Kierra said. She wrapped her arms around Mason. "You were awesome, baby," she whispered.
He held her tight. "Nothing is going to happen to you," he said. "I won't let anything happen."
"I'm so proud of the way you all reacted here," Reagan said. "We kind of got caught with our pants down. We're lucky none of us got hurt. We're going to have to stand watches. Somebody is going to have to be on the wheelhouse at all times. We can't afford to let people get that close to us. Next time we might not be so fortunate, and there will be a next time. We'll just have to wear masks or rain gear. Somebody up there with an M16 will keep things like this from happening again."
The tug began to swing sideways to the current.
"Hey, a little help up here?" Danni called down from the wheelhouse. "Is everyone okay?"
Lanston and Jason quickly climbed the ladder and got the tug straightened around.
"What was all the shouting and shooting about?" Danni asked. "What were you guys shooting at?"
"Three guys just sneaked up behind us and tried to steal our boat," Lanston told her. "They grabbed Kierra and Mason made them let her go. Jason shot one of them in the leg."
"Wow, I'm glad none of us were hurt." Danni's eyes moistened up a little as she stared at Jason. "I can't stand this. Why is everybody being so mean?"
"They're desperate," Jason said. "Things are starting to go to hell and everybody's just trying to survive. By now, everyone knows what happened and they're all trying to get away and survive."
"I just can't tell you guys how thankful Alex and I are that you came along and rescued us," Danni sobbed a little.
Lanston folded her up in his arms. "Yeah, we're glad, too. Jason was as mean as an old bear down there."
"Yeah, we love you, too, kid," Jason said, "especially Lanston."
"Hey, I've seen the way you and Alex look at each other like you don't want the other one to catch you," Lanston joked.
"That's right," Danni said. "Sis told me how much she likes you. She thinks you're a hero."
"Now look, you've got me blushing," Jason said. "How about you two pay a little more attention to learning how to steer this boat and a little less time playing Cupid."
"Not Cupid, Aphrodite," Lanston said. "She's the goddess of love, not the messenger."
"You're impossible," Jason said as Danni punched Lanston in the ribs. "How did such good people like your mom and dad ever get stuck with you?"
"You're just jealous because I've got more game than you," Lanston said.
Jason threw up his hands in mock despair and pulled his charts over the table.
Mason and Kierra spent the rest of the day setting up a sniper's nest on the top of the wheelhouse. The tug had a couple of dozen sandbags aboard and they set them up in a low circle. They stretched a camouflage tarp across the top and weighted it down with a couple of the sandbags. The rain was unrelenting and lightning made them very nervous in their exposed position.
"I feel like a big lightning rod up here," Mason grumbled. "At least we don't have to wear masks as long as it's raining."
"I know," Kierra replied. "I think lightning would strike the boat before it would get us but I jump every time it hits. I sure hope nothing like those men grabbing me happens again."
"We've got to be more careful," Mason told her. "We all are going to have to carry weapons all the time. If we had seen them coming we could have just fired a warning shot and made them stand off and tell us what they wanted. When we found out they had a politician on board we could have sent them on their way."
"We could have helped them," Kierra said. "Why did they act like that?"
"I've always thought that politicians were weird," Mason said. "Why anyone wants the power to control other people's lives has always been a mystery to me. Somehow, they think they're smarter and better than everyone else. They thought they could come in here and just take over and we would just lie down and take it. They aren't used to hearing the word 'no.' They wouldn't have allowed anyone to say no when they had the power. They just don't realize yet that what they were before doesn't mean a thing now."
****
Senator Johnson was furious. How could those people think they could get away with throwing him off their boat? He had never been so shocked in his life. The plan had been to get aboard and take charge. Those people had a great set up. They could have taken that tug, gone back up the Ohio to Louisville and he would have organized a migration south. The National Guard would have backed him up and he could have taken a whole group of the best and brightest south. People were going to need law and order. Just look at what had happened to Agent White. He still couldn't believe that that man had just pulled a gun and shot him in cold blood like that.
Thomas had got the bleeding stopped and done all he could to make White comfortable. The bullet hadn't broken any bones, passing through the flesh of his thigh, but he was in a lot of pain. They had managed to make it to shore before the boat sank, but now they were stuck. Thomas had gone off to the road and found a car that ran. They helped White up the bank and into the car, but they had no idea where they were.
The secret service agents wanted to make their way to a town and contact the authorities. Johnson wasn't so confident that they would find any law and order at all after the fiasco in Paducah. His idea was to try and recruit some locals to help them. Being a Senator had some advantages.
Once they got enough people together Johnson planned to get back to the river, take a boat and go after the people who had humiliated him and shot his man.
They came to a small town. It seemed safe and the Senator walked into the City Hall. It was also the police station, and there were five of the local police there. He explained who he was and told the officers that they had been attacked on the river. The chief of Police was horrified at the story. He couldn't believe someone would shoot a Secret Service Agent. He agreed to get a group together to go after the Thayers.
They bolstered their numbers by adding another five men from the local state police barracks and five more off duty officers from the neighboring town. It all took two days, but they took a police boat and headed down river.
Senator Stephen Johnson was not a man to cross, he told himself. The Thayers were going to pay. Now that he had the law on his side, they were going to learn a hard lesson.
Chapter Eight
The Thayers had fallen into somewhat of a routine. Every morning after breakfast, they made their plan for the day: who would stand watches, who would be on the work party. They had a small, centrifugal hand pump in a long hose that was their only way of getting fuel out of the barge into the tanks of the tug. It took an hour every morning to top off the tanks.
"Well," Mason puffed after 20 minutes on the pump, "At least I don't have to worry about getting a workout. This is cardio and weight training at the same time. Hey, Dad. You need the cardio more than me. How about you take a turn here?"
Reagan laughed. "I guess you're right. Your mother has been complaining about me getting flabby for years." He relieved Mason on the pump and started spinning the handle.
"Don't have a heart-attack now," Sara joked.
"Yeah, I'm the brains of this outfit anyway," Reagan laughed. "If I keel over you all are in trouble. I should let Mason do this while I just sit and think."
Jason and Alex were leaning against the chart table and he was showing her how to read the channel. He couldn't help but feel the warmth of her hip where it pressed into his and the softness of the swell of her breast as it brushed his arm when she reached for a compass. Ever since Lanston had poked him about Alex he had been a little uncomfortable around her.
He was a little surprised that he hadn't noticed before how cute she was. She shared a lot of features with Danni, just a little more curve in all the right places. The same big brown eyes looked up at him.
"What are you staring at? Have you been listening to me at all?" She asked.
"What? Oh, yeah, well I was just thinking," He said.
"Thinking what?" she asked.
"This," he said. He slid his hand under her long hair and around the back of her neck. He turned her head toward him a little and kissed her. She stiffened up a little and then melted into his arms. He felt the tip of her tongue open his lips.
"Eww," Danni said, as she walked into the wheelhouse. "Lanston, look what they're doing."
Lanston glanced behind him. "Yeah, looks like fun, You think we could do that?"
"It's just gross when old people act like that," Danni said. She shrieked and ran around the table with Alex chasing her.
"I'll show you old," Alex panted. "You have the worst timing in the world. I never walk in on you when you're kissing a guy."
"That's because I've never kissed one before Lanston," Danni said as she hid behind him for protection.
"Yeah, right," Alex said. "I'll just tell him about all those guys that constantly hung around our house. She was the most popular cheerleader at school, Lanston. That's because she flirted with any boy that would look at her."
"That's not true," Danni objected. "I never flirted with any of them. Just because I was friendly they all thought I liked them or something."
"Just how friendly were you?" Lanston teased.
"Let me show you." Danni stretched up on tiptoes and pulled Lanston's head down. Her soft lips melted into his.
His head swam a little. "That was nice," he said, "but we're going to have to do something about those braces."
Danni punched him. "It was way better than 'nice,'" she said. Then her eyes welled up. "Alex, what are we going to do about my braces? How am I ever going to get them off? Where are we ever going to find a dentist?"
Alex came over and hugged them both. "Don't worry about it. They won't need to come off for a year and we'll find a way. They have dentists in South America, too. If we can't find one, we'll figure something out. I'm just glad we all have each other. I'm so glad you like Lanston, Danni. I feel the same way about Jason." She glanced shyly at Jason.
He had a big smile on his face. "Well, at least you don't have braces."
"You are horrible," Danni said, turning her face away from him. She leaned against Lanston. "Lanston likes me, braces and all."
"That I do," he said. He put his arm around her shoulder and petted her cheek. "Mom worked in a doctor's office," he said. "She'll know what to do about the braces. There are going to be a lot of things like that, I'm afraid. We can't just pop down the store and get what we need. If we don't have it we're going to have to make it, take it or do without. Even stuff like aspirin and toothpaste. If we get sick, there won't be any doctors. We took a lot of stuff like that from a Walmart, but we probably didn't think of everything."
"We've got a lot of stuff like bandages, surgical tubing, needles and stuff I got off a medical supply truck," Jason said. "But you're probably right. We'll need something and find out we don't have it. Danni's braces may turn out to be the least of our problems."
Reagan and Sara were sitting on the deck of a storage compartment under the wheelhouse out of the rain.
"I'm so scared," Sara told him. "All this violence! I thought the volcano would be awful. I never even thought about people. We're in more danger from people than we are from the volcano."
"I know," Reagan pulled her onto his chest and cradled her head.
"I'm so afraid that the boys are going to get hurt," she said.
He wiped away a tear from her cheek. "They're good boys," he said. "Sometimes I'm afraid they're too good. We didn't raise them for this. They were going to be teachers, lawyers, or something, not survivalists. But, they're holding up. Mason has Kierra, Lanston and Danni seem to be striking a spark, and I think Jason and Alex are becoming part of the family, too. We all look out for each other and we have a chance. We just need a minute to breathe and get used to this."
He leaned his head back against the wall. So much had happened in so short a time. The world they had lived in didn't exist anymore: At least not here. If they could just get further south. This was like living in a nightmare. So much had changed.
He felt pretty good about what they had done thus far. They had a good plan, they had a good group and he refused to consider failure. He looked down at Sara. She was asleep. He stroked her hair. They had been married for 32 years and she was still beautiful. Her flaming red hair was a little lighter where it was becoming streaked with either blonde or grey. It was hard to tell. He still loved her desperately. He still couldn't believe she had ever married him. How on earth one of the most beautiful women in the world had seen anything in him, he never understood, but he knew he was the luckiest man alive. He thought about his two boys. They were men, he reminded himself: huge, in both size and heart. He was somewhat surprised at the ruthlessness they had shown when push came to shove.
He had always known Sara could be fierce when it came to protecting her family, but that the boys had inherited that, he had never known. They were so easygoing and lovable. Just big teddy bears back before the volcano. They had become something else now. He wasn't sure what they were becoming, but they were growing and evolving. He closed his eyes for a minute. The throb of the engines lulled him to sleep.
****
La Garita flexed its muscles. The caldera, covering more than 1000 square miles, roughly three times the size of New York City, was a scene from hell. The titanic initial blast sent ash and lava particles miles into the upper atmosphere. The jet stream, normally carrying the ash from smaller eruptions on a definite pattern was dwarfed. La Garita disdained the jet stream. It created its own wind. As the ash and sulfur exploded into the stratosphere, it began to form a distinct umbrella shape. Prevailing westerly winds carried the heavier particles east, but La Garita was an impartial fire god. It made sure that no one escaped its judgments.
The explosion had destroyed everything within 600 miles. The ensuing firestorm and rain of hot rock and ash had ensured that noting survived. A barren and smoking moonscape surrounded its feet. The shockwave had flattened Denver like a giant fist. No trace of civilization could be distinguished of the mile high city. From Wichita, KS to Las Vegas, NV and from Casper, WY to El Paso, TX, there was not a stir of life. Not a bird flew, not a lizard crawled or a flower bloomed.
Even the skeletons were now being buried in the ash, like a northwestern blizzard of hellish snow. Had the ash been confined to the state of Colorado, it would have been more than a mile deep. Born aloft, it scattered across the continent. The rain soon turned what had fallen into cement and the land was encased in its shell. Millions of tons of sulfur compounds combined with moisture in the atmosphere to produce sulfuric acid, which rained down. The acid completed its work of devastation.
In Kansas City and Los Angeles, roofs began collapsing. It was dark in New York City and New Orleans as the winter skies closed in. The massive failure of the power grid provided no relief from the weather. Static discharges, taking the form of lightning bolts kept the skies in constant illumination, though the source was difficult to see.
President and secretary alike sought whatever shelter they could find. Emergency shelters were instantly overwhelmed as the injured and dying sought help. FEMA had begun to establish camps in the short hours before the arrival of the ash, but the camps became war zones as desperate people scrambled to survive.
Within 48 hours, the United States of America ceased to exist and a post-apocalyptic scenario began to play out. Gangs of starving people roamed the streets of the cities. Doors were kicked down and the inhabitants of the house dragged into the streets and executed for their pitiful supplies. The desperate population turned on itself and was devoured in a deadly storm of cannibalism.



But, La Garita had not yet shown the depths of its malevolence. In seven days there had been no less than six major eruptions in the San Juan volcanic field. Cochetopa, Nelson Mountain, Bachelor, Creede, Lake City and the Platoro calderas rocked the field with titanic, but lesser explosions. Each was more than 100 times as violent as the Mt. St. Helens eruption.
As the remnants of the Farallon plate pulled away, the gap between the North American plate and the Pacific plate became even thinner and as the lower crust melted, the explosive earlier gasses boiled off and basaltic lava began to flow. Massive earthquakes continually shook the earth. The extinction level event continued.
Chapter Nine
Senator Johnson rode in the second truck in the small convoy that approached Hickman, KY. They needed fuel. The police cruiser drank fuel like a starving man. He now had more than twenty men at his disposal. A Kentucky national guard unit had been cruising Highway 94 and he had drafted them on the spot. They were looking for leadership, he told himself, and he was a born leader.
He informed them that he was searching for a group of fugitives that had shot one of his men. Agent White was in a bad way. He was becoming a burden. His leg was infected and he complained constantly. As his condition worsened, he began to insist that they return to Frankfort and contact his superiors at the Secret Service for instructions. The Senator had no intention of allowing the Thayers to escape. There would be some place in Hickman to get rid of the man. His insubordination had begun to have an adverse effect on Thomas as well.
The Senator couldn't afford to lose Thomas. His authority depended on having the Secret Service with him. He would lose a lot of advantages without that. They pulled into Hickman and it was easy to see that the place was a mess. There was no one on the streets, but burnt and damaged buildings lined Main Street. One of the guardsmen noticed a sign for diesel at a convenience store and they pulled in.
Two of the policemen in his group began to search for the lid of the underground diesel tank while a group of five guardsmen secured the store. A storm of gunfire erupted inside as the first two guardsmen entered the store. The guardsmen returned fire and the other three made rapid entries through the shattered glass window in the front.
"All secure," he heard them call.
"What happened in there," he asked the captain?
"Just a couple of locals holed up in there," the captain said. "We flushed them out and they're down."
"Get Agent White in there and let's see if we can do something for him," the Senator ordered.
"Yes, sir."
Two of the policemen helped White inside. They lowered him onto a sleeping bag the former inhabitants had been using for an bed.
"It looks bad," the Senator told him. "We're going to have to leave you here and go look for a doctor. If we don't you may lose that leg. We'll leave you a rifle and some food and water, but it may take a while."
"Don't leave me here," White pleaded with the police chief. "I can make it. Just find me some antibiotics and I'll be fine." He turned pleading eyes to Senator Johnson. "I got this leg for you. Don't leave me here to die."
"We're not leaving you here," Johnson said. "I told you we're going to look for a doctor."
He propped Johnson up against a counter and dragged a case of bottled water close. The chief found a couple of cans of pork and beans and some plastic spoons.
"Just stay here and get a little rest," the Senator said. "We'll get some fuel and ask some of the local's about a doctor."
The three men left White and walked back to the trucks.
"We have fuel on board," the captain reported. "You know this is going to get harder, right?"
"I know," Johnson replied. "When we catch up with those fugitives they have all the fuel we will need. I hope we catch them before Memphis.
They got back in the vehicles and rolled out of town toward the river.
When they began to unload the fuel, Agent Thomas noticed that White was gone.
"Where's White?" he asked.
"He wanted to stay back there," the Senator said. "He was in a lot of pain and one of the locals said he knew where to find a doctor and that he would take care of him. He is going to get treated and go back to Frankfurt."
They loaded the boat and cast off.
****
The Thayers had now been on the river for 13 days. The rain had been unrelenting, but it had stopped and they were back to wearing masks when they went outside. The river had been rising but the weather had seemed to keep people away.
Twice they had felt shockwaves as seismic events rocked the earth. The tug had been giving them some trouble until Kierra finally found a clogged air filter. It took a day of pouring over manuals to even find it. They used gasoline to rinse it and after letting it dry, the engines churned happily.
The ash had thinned considerably for some reason but they all had burns from the rain. Anywhere it touched became inflamed and it was almost impossible to keep dry. The cessation of the rain was a relief but now the ash, falling on their wet decks began to harden. Chipping away the concrete-like shell became a major chore until the moisture was absorbed.
Fish were beginning to die in the river. The change in ph levels was traumatic in itself. Combined with the inundation of ash particles the river was becoming flowing mud and the accumulation of ash in their gills was quickly overcoming all but the hardiest.
"This river is going to stink to the heavens in another day," Mason told Kierra. "All these fish are going to start rotting and it's going to get ugly."
"Well, maybe it won't be so bad so long as we keep our masks on," she said. "What do you think all the land animals are doing?"
Kierra, a Texas native, had always loved animals, especially horses. She had argued strenuously with Mason about leaving her horse behind.
"There's no way we can take her with us," Mason had told her. "She has water in the pond and grass. That's the best we're going to be able to do. We can't take a horse on a boat, and even if we could, she would starve to death. You know how much horses eat. We would have to take along a barn full of hay. If anything can survive here on its own it's going to be the cows and horses, and maybe the insects and rodents."
With a great deal of agony of mind, Kierra had agreed.
"I suppose they're busy being miserable just like us," Mason told her. "I doubt anything is having much fun in this. I wonder how far south we'll need to get before we start getting some relief."
"Let's go ask Jason," Kierra suggested.
They made their way to the wheelhouse. "Hey, Dad," Mason said to Reagan as he stood watch on top.
"Hey, buddy," Reagan said. "You guys okay this morning?"
"Yeah, just wondering how far south we'll have to get to start seeing this ash thin out. We were going to ask Jason if he has any idea."
"Let me know what you find out." Reagan turned back to watching the river.
Jason was not alone in the wheelhouse. As one of the few places they could go to escape from the ash or the rain, the wheelhouse had become the gathering place where they spent most of their time.
Jason was playing cards with Danni. Alex and Sara were making a food inventory and Lanston was on the wheel.
"What's up?" Danni asked.
"We were just wondering how far we're going to have to go to start seeing less ash," Kierra said. "Do you have any idea Jason?"
"Not really," Jason said. "We seem to be getting a good wind now. I would think that once we get south of Memphis we should start seeing less ash fall, but there will be some probably until we get to Mexico. New Orleans will probably far enough that we see a lot less but once we turn west in the gulf it's going to pick up again until we get way south in Texas. We're going to have to wear masks outside for quite a while."
"I just hope we don't have any trouble getting through Memphis," Sara said. "There may be some problems there. It's a big town and there are bound to be a lot of people. Some of them may have boats."
"We've seen several in the last couple of days," Lanston said. "They haven't bothered us."
"That's true," Mason told him, "but the one's we have seen were small and seemed more afraid of us than we were of them."
"They were probably just people with the same idea we had, but with less organization," Jason said. "I still can't believe Reagan got all this together."
"He always has a plan," Mason said. "He always thought there would be some kind of disaster coming and he thought about what we would do a lot. I don't think he ever thought it would be like this, but he always thought the economy would collapse. When it did, he was ready. He knew all the rivers and caves and lakes back in Missouri. He had a couple of places picked out, islands and caves and stuff, where we could go if something like that happened. Of course, that all went out the window when the volcano erupted, but he still had a plan."
"Your dad is a smart man," Sara said.
"He's so cool," Danni said. "He thought of all this and you guys did it in two days. I can't imagine where we'd be if you guys hadn't found us."
"I think we've got a pretty good group," Sara said. "We got lucky when we saw you guys in that boat. I can't think of anyone I would rather have with us than you."
"Aw, now isn't that all mushy," Lanston said. "If you can all get over patting yourselves on the back, I'm hungry. Danni, could you steer a while so I can get something to eat?"
Danni took the wheel, just as they heard the sound of Reagan's boots hitting the deck outside. He threw open the door.
"There's a boat coming up behind us," he said. "It looks like one of those hi-way patrol cutters we used to see on the lakes. Everybody needs to get in their places. Danni, are you okay driving?"
"What should I do?" she asked.
"Just stay in the channel and don't stop for anything," Jason said.
"Got it."
Arming themselves was a quick task, and Mason set up the .50 caliber on the stern while Kierra and Sara carried sandbags and placed them around the gun in a nest.
The boat was no more than half a mile behind them. Reagan got out a bullhorn and as the boat closed the distance, it was obviously on an intercept course. He hailed the boat.
"Who are you and what do you want?"
The boat was a hundred yards away and closing.
"If you don't heave to and identify yourselves we will open fire," Reagan warned.
"This is Police Chief Davis of Hickman, Kentucky. You have fugitives aboard. Kill your engines and drop your weapons and come out on deck with your hands up."
"You're a little outside your jurisdiction, Chief," Reagan replied. "You aren't coming aboard. If you attempt to board us, we will defend ourselves. Now stand off."
"We have units of the National Guard aboard," Davis shouted. "We also have a United States Senator aboard. You attacked law enforcement officers in the performance of their duties. Surrender and kill your engines."
The two boats drifted closer and now Reagan could make out a familiar figure on the bow.
"Senator Johnson. You come back for another round," he shouted across. "You tried to steal our boat, took one of my family hostage and you got what you deserved. If you don't stand off it's going to be worse this time."
A shot fired from the police cutter whined off a winch near Reagan's position. He ducked away.
"They aren't going away," he shouted down. "Don't let them get any closer.
Two quick shots from Jason's position in an open hatch near the wheelhouse caused the Senator to disappear into the cabin of the cutter.
The cutter closed on the other side of the fuel barge and Reagan could see the desert camouflage of the guardsmen behind the cabin.
Several shots were fired from the patrol boat but they didn't hit anyone. Someone jumped onto the deck of the barge and Mason opened up the big fifty. The boarder flopped under the impact of the heavy slugs and a zipper of holes opened up down the side of the patrol boat.
The police vessel quickly fell off and made a hasty retreat toward the KY shore.
****
"What are you doing?" the Senator screamed at Chief Davis. "They killed your officer! We've got to get back in there. We can take them. They've only got half a dozen people!"
"They've got a heavy machine gun over there," the guard captain said. "They'll cut us to pieces. There's no way we can take that tug. We don't have the firepower to take that out. They've got sandbags set up and we can't get to the guy on that gun. The rest of them have automatic weapons too. They'll kill us all. We need bigger guns and a better plan. Maybe we can get some help in Memphis, but we can't take them now."
Smoke began to fill the cabin of the cutter and the acrid smell of electrical insulation burning filled the air.
"Something's burning," Davis said.
They quickly checked the engine room. Several shots from the .50 caliber had penetrated the hull and hit an alternator on the engine. They cut the circuit, but it was evident that they needed repairs or the batteries would soon be drained. They pulled into the shore and the tug disappeared around a bend in the river.
Chapter Ten
The Thayer's gathered in the wheelhouse.
"Wow, that was scary," Danni said. "Is everyone okay?"
They were, and they recounted what had happened.
"Our friend the Senator is a persistent fellow," Reagan said. "Can you believe the man is actually chasing us? The world is ending and he's on the verge of death and he's got a vendetta! It's unbelievable."
"I doubt that anyone has ever treated him like we did back there," Jason said. "He's been able to order people around and get anything he wanted his whole life. That must have been quite a shock to him. Someone actually stood up to him and kicked him off their property. It's eating him up."
"I saw smoke coming up from their boat," Kierra said. "I think we hit something and their boat is broken. That's why they aren't coming after us."
"I hope it's permanently broken," Lanston said. "I never want to see them again, and I still didn't get anything to eat."
Mason was quiet in his chair. "You okay, baby?" Kierra asked him.
"Yeah, I guess. I just killed a man back there. How am I supposed to feel about that?"
"I think you're supposed to feel good about it," she said. "They were coming here to kill us. What do you think would have happened to me, or your mom or Danni if we hadn't driven them off? They tried to kill your dad! If you hadn't shot that man he would have tied that boat to the barge and they would have either killed us or taken us prisoner. You shouldn't feel bad about it. You shot a rabid dog out there that was trying to kill us. You're my hero."
Mason set up a little. "I guess you're right when you put it like that. I just don't like being put in a situation where I have to either kill someone or be killed."
"I know, but you didn't have a choice. You didn't put yourself in that position, they put you in it and you did what you had to do." She put her head on his shoulder and embraced him. His huge frame shook a little, but he felt better.
Memphis was twenty miles downriver and the Thayer's prepared for trouble. Several bridges crossed the river and it was a major metropolitan area. They couldn't see anything ahead, even with the diminished ash fall, but they expected to at least be challenged.
Communities began to appear on both sides of the river. Very few buildings were undamaged. Clean water to drink was in short supply. Rural homes without electricity had quickly run out. With ash polluting the streams and no way to pump it out of the ground, people were beginning to die of thirst. They were becoming increasingly desperate and many were dying from drinking ash-polluted water. Those who were better armed took what they needed from those weaker than themselves, or less willing to fight for it.
In the city, the situation was even worse. Grocery stores had become war zones with competing groups constantly attacking those who controlled territory to wrest control of food and water away.
Police units ventured out on raids from their protected positions in jails and police stations to take supplies. Since they were better armed and had better stocks of ammunition they attracted other desperate people who attempted to join with them. The ruthless survived and the weak died. Starvation stalked the streets and the sick and dying lay helpless with no hope of survival.
Few people paid any attention to the river. What boats were operational had quickly been seized by the swift and wise and were heading south. Floating battles were fought between those who had no supplies and those who were suspected of having caches of supplies or fuel.
Most of the flotilla and run out of fuel in the first days and the boats were abandoned. Police check points on the bridges had been abandoned early on and the roads were filled and jammed with wrecked and abandoned vehicles that had run out of fuel. The passengers dispersed into the countryside and soon ran out of time. Lost and without supplies they either displaced rural residents from their homes or were killed in the attempt. Those who did not have shelter didn't last two days.
In spite of the trouble they had expected, the Thayers experienced little difficulty in passing through the city and proceeding downstream. Sniper fire from a railroad bridge had easily been suppressed by sweeping the bridge with small arms fire and only caused them inconvenience as two holes were shot in the wheelhouse window. These were easily sealed with silicone, intended to patch shoes, tents and raingear.
Danni had quickly picked up the controls and really enjoyed being at the helm. Alex was nearly as quick at reading charts as Jason and their only difficulty was navigating through drifting and abandoned barges and wrecked boats. With the open river ahead of them and only Baton Rouge standing between them and New Orleans, barring mechanical failure or accident, it looked as if their plan was working.
The ash had thickened again as, unknown to the Thayers; the six minor calderas had joined La Garita's huge ash pump. The San Juan Volcanic fields were awake for the first time in millennia and the vast traps added their voice to the rising chorus.
This caused the Thayers countless problems. They constantly felt dirty and gritty. The tug carried a large water tank, intended for firefighting, but they didn't dare use it often to wash. Clean water was too precious. They drank from their large catch of bottled water, but everyone tried to limit their intake. The occasional spring branch running into the river was their only opportunity to wash and replenish their water supplies. If the source was close they walked through the woods and bathed. Everyone was having skin problems and it was necessary to cover up every inch of skin that could be covered.
The trek often seemed pointless. They washed their clothes but the heavy ash fall often contaminated them before they could get back to the boat, and they felt gritty again almost before they could dress. Constantly wearing masks when outside was irritating and they tried to go out as little as possible.
Even the rain brought little relief. It washed away the dust from the decks but left mud behind and they didn't dare allow it to come in contact with their skin. The entire boat soon was covered in a thin, cement like coating that they tried to keep chipped away from vital surfaces.
The air filters on the tug had to be cleaned daily and it was a laborious process. As much as they could, they drifted with the current, leaving the tug's big diesels shut down. This conserved fuel as well and a drifting tug, they discovered, attracted far less attention than one under power. Several times they had been approached by vessels that turned away when the tug and barge tied to it seemed to be abandoned and drifting. Evidently the water craft had been pirates looking for supplies. An abandoned tug didn't look likely, so the raiders went looking for better pickings.



The Thayer's kept below decks as much as possible and Danni and Lanston became inseparable. Their older companions smiled indulgently at two young heads, one huge and with a mop of curls and one little and blonde; hair usually twisted in a braid, close together and giggling at some little inside joke. They played cards; games on cell phones charged while the boat was running and listened to their iPods, also charged by the boat, sharing one set of ear buds, the other ear nearly touching.
Danni had never known anyone like Lanston. Two years older than her and totally at home in his own body; he was like a giant teddy bear. He laughed at her jokes, enjoyed her tastes in music and was as likely as not to sing along. She had never been hugged so much in her life. After her parents died, Danni had suffered. Alex and Andy had looked after her, but she missed her mom and dad. Her parents had been pretty much involved in their own lives, even before the accident, and being with the Thayers opened up a whole new idea of family life to Danni's eyes. Under the attention lavished on her by the Thayers, Danni blossomed. Her naturally bubbly personality came to full focus and she was the center of the party at family gatherings.
The Thayers teased each other unmercifully. The slightest faux pas was seized upon and endlessly provided a source of entertainment to the others. They were a very physical family and the boys thought nothing of grabbing a passing person and folding them up in an embrace for any reason, or no reason at all. They didn't seem at all embarrassed at kissing their mother or even Reagan, who often sat with an arm around one or the other.
It was a little awkward to Alex and Danni at first. After Mason compared hugging Alex to hugging a fence post, her reserve melted away in laughter, and even Jason became accustomed to it.
After Lanston seized him after dinner one evening and cradled his head for long awkward moments while patting him, he was completely charmed and lost any awkwardness he felt. They were all part of the same family now.
Danni didn't know if she was falling in love or just had a huge crush on Lanston. All she knew was having his heavy arm around her tiny frame made her feel flushed and warm and safe. When Lanston went away to do routine chores, she felt little and afraid. When he kissed her, things stirred inside her that she couldn't quite identify, but awoke a longing for more. She couldn't remember being so happy. In spite of the terrible weather, the constant threat of danger and the hard work, she felt alive in ways she had never imagined were possible.
Lanston, for his part, thought Danni was a captivating little gypsy. She was very frank and you never knew what she was going to say. He was never quite sure what she was thinking and in spite of spending every waking hour with her, she was still a mystery. Dirty as they all were, she stilled smelled like girl when her hair tickled his nose. Her lively face was something he never got tired of examining. Her lips were very full and soft and kissable and the way she was shaped caused his heart to beat a little faster. Especially when she laid her head in his lap, stretched like a kitten and looked up at him. He could drown in those big brown eyes.
He reached down and supported her head in the crook of one arm. With his other he reached under her knees and lifted her easily onto his lap. She purred in contentment and snuggled into his chest. They were alone in a storage compartment below the deck out of the ash.
He reached down and tilted her chin up with one finger. He stroked her cheek. It was as soft and smooth as a baby's. She looked into his eyes with a little question.
"You're so beautiful," he whispered.
She blushed a little and lifted tentative lips to his. It was like tasting a ripe, sweet cherry, he thought. His hand slipped under her shirt on her back. He traced the curve of her hip and counted vertebrae up her back. She sighed a little and wiggled closer. He stroked her bare skin up her back. He had never felt anything so smooth and sexy. He felt nothing but silky skin. As he moved his hands he brushed the side of one firm little breast. Her breath sucked in with a gasp and she writhed in his lap, pressing into him.
She pulled away a little. "Whoa, big boy," she whispered. "As good as that feels, let's not get carried away. I think I'm in love with you and if you keep that up, I won't be able to control where we go. We've got the rest of our lives. Let's just go slow. Just hold me. You can pet me a little, but just go slow."
Lanston gulped for air. He couldn't think of anything but the words, "I think I'm in love with you." But, she was very young. Lanston was nothing if not a responsible and patient young man. This beautiful little pixie thought she might be in love with him. He would fan that flame a little here and there until there was no doubt. There was no question in his mind. This girl was extraordinary and he intended to spend the rest of his life with her. He would be patient. He folded her up in his arms and said, "I know. It's just that you're nearly impossible for me to resist. Every time I touch you I never want to stop."
"You don't know how good that makes me feel," she murmured into his chest. She cried a little.
Lanston brushed away a tear. "What's wrong, kitten?"
"It's nothing," she said, kissing him. "I'm crying because I'm so happy."
Chapter Eleven
The river was heavy with ash. The water was rising and they found themselves running the tug more to avoid floating debris. The scenery that marched by on the shore had become a cartoonish nightmare out of an alkali desert. The trees were losing their leaves as they became damaged by the acid rain and the bare sticks were covered with a whitish layer of ash deposit. The falling blizzard never let up. Storms constantly rocked the tug and they were very weary.
"It never stops," Sara complained. "How long can this keep up?"
"Till it does stop," Jason said. "It depends on how long La Garita erupts. It might be like this for decades here. We are going to start noticing it getting better by the time we get to Southern Texas."
He had been studying charts of the gulf and trying to plot some kind of course once they got there. They lacked maps and charts and they were going to have to do something about that. The Global Positioning in their cell phone didn't work, but the Garman unit on the tug still functioned intermittently. The ash cloud interfered, but where there were thin spots, they could still get a fix so they knew where they were. The satellites were functioning and would continue to do so as long as they had power.
They were keeping an eye out for some kind of engineering building or library that they could raid for maps and charts but the opportunity hadn't yet come. They feared towns and hoped to find some isolated structure on the river, maybe something operated by the Corps of Engineers that would help them. Perhaps as they moved downriver some opportunity might present itself.
They were moving south about 50 miles a day. Lanston and Danni took turns on the wheel and they were able to float for about 15 hours a day. Everyone had learned to navigate with some degree of skill and relived the two younger crewmembers when they weren't busy doing something else.
New Orleans was a week away and they all anticipated a milestone appearing. They were approaching Baton Rouge and Reagan had Mason and Kierra sweeping the shoreline for danger or anything they might use.
A few miles south of the city Kierra spotted a large collection of barges and tugs on the east bank. A large industrial complex that seemed to be a shipping center soon came into view and Danni eased the tug into a pier. Jason and Mason quickly tied them off and they organized a party to explore.
Jason and the girls stayed on the tug while Reagan, Mason and Lanston prepared weapons and gear they might need. "Jasper Marine," was painted on the side of the largest building. Lanston took point and the three men cautiously moved off into the complex.
They didn't see anyone and the complex seemed to be abandoned. As they entered a one of the larger buildings, they found what appeared to be a large machine shop for repairing or even building marine diesel engines.
"See if you can find air filters that will fit our engine," Mason said. "I don't know how many times we can clean ours before it becomes a problem."
They found several boxes and Reagan thought it would be a good idea to see if they could find spare parts for the tug. There was an extensive parts warehouse and they found fuel pumps, injectors and numerous items they thought would be vital.
Lanston found a utility vehicle that ran and they loaded their parts onto it. Reagan found a large electric pump and some large hoses that they also took. The hand pump had always annoyed him and this would save a lot of time.
They made their way to the shipping office and found a treasure trove of charts of the gulf. The shipping company had operated ocean-going tugs and they had good charts.
They drove back to the pier and loaded their haul onto the tug.
Jason and the girls were pleased to see that they had made it back safely and Danni was especially happy that Lanston had raided a snack machine and taken all the candy.
Jason took a walk down the pier and noticed one of the ocean tugs tied up at the dock. "Hey, Reagan, what do you think about swapping our boat for that one," he asked?
"I don't know," Reagan said. "I wonder why it's here. Let's check it out."
They boarded the big tug but quickly found out that it was in for repairs. The engine was disassembled in the engine room and parts were everywhere.
"Well, it was a good idea," Reagan said. "Maybe it's for the best. We know our boat and we can all run it. We would have to learn all over again it this one worked. Our truck is on our tug anyway and we would have to unload and load and it would be a lot of work."
"Sounds a little like sour grapes to me," Jason joked. "This is a better boat, but I guess it doesn't matter. We couldn't fix this if we wanted to."
Reagan laughed. "We might look around and see if we can find some diesel. We could top off the fuel barge."
They found a fully loaded barge a half a mile away. They walked back and told the others the plan.
"Why don't we just leave this one and take that one?" Kierra asked.
Reagan smacked himself on the forehead. "Because I'm brain dead, I want to do a lot of unnecessary work. I'm glad we decided to keep you girl."
He hugged her and she kissed his cheek.
"That's just how I roll," she quipped.
Lanston took the wheel as Sara cast off the cables and they left their old familiar barge. They tied off the new one and swung back into the current.
"Let's push it a little," Reagan said. "I'm tired of this misery. I feel like I've been dirty all my life. I want to see grass and trees and clean water. I want clean clothes and I want to see a live animal and catch a live fish and eat it. I want an egg and some bacon. So let's let this old girl stretch her legs a little and get to where we can go back to living normal lives."
"Sounds good to me," Jason said. "Let's go."
The whole group gave a cheer and the optimism in the room was palpable. Lanston opened up the throttles and the twin screws churned up a wake behind them. By nightfall they were 20 miles north of New Orleans. As they tied up for the night to a tree out of the current on the shore, they were too excited to sleep. Jason and Alex sat together in the back of the truck.
Lanston and Danni were fishing off the stern sitting close together under a tarp in animated conversation. The ash fall had slackened somewhat and a light rain was falling.
"Look at them," Alex said. "They are so young and beautiful and alive."
"I think Lanston would dance on the edge of hell," Jason said. "He is irrepressible. Nothing affects him, and Danni is like a puppy that wiggles every time you pat it."
"He seems to enjoy patting that puppy," she said. "I don't mind being patted a little myself." She looked shyly up at him.
Jason couldn't help himself. She was too cute. He reached out and pulled her on top of him as he leaned back onto a rolled up sleeping bag. She straddled him and tickled his belly. He pulled her down and crushed her lips with his. She was a bundle of live emotion as she responded.
"I love you," he breathed into her ear.
"I know," she said, "me, too. I've loved you since you knocked on my door and rescued us. We wouldn't be alive if you hadn't saved us."
"Will you marry me?" The words surprised Jason as they passed through his lips. He hadn't meant to say that, but as he realized he had, he was certain that he wanted nothing more in the world. He wanted to spend the rest of his life protecting her.
She was silent for a minute. She probed his eyes, noses touching. "Are you sure?" she asked.
"I've never been as sure of anything in my life," he replied. "Will you?"
"How?" she asked. "How can we do it? Where would we find a preacher or a church? There aren't any justices of the peace. What would we do?"
"Do you trust me?" he asked.
"With my life," she said.
"Then trust me about this," he said. "I'll find a way. But you still haven't answered me."
She smothered him with her lips and his face was wet with her tears. "Yes, yes I will marry you, Jason Kilwreath. That would make me happier than anything I could ever imagine."
"Is it okay if I talk to Reagan about it?" he asked.
"Yes," she said. "If there's anyone in the world I trust besides you, it's him. He saved our lives back there in Illinois. He wouldn't ever do anything that would harm us."
He reached down and cupped her firm little butt in his hands, pulling her against him tightly. She squirmed with pleasure. A burst of laughter from Danni recalled them to their senses.
Alex composed herself. Her eyelids felt heavy and her cheeks were flushed. "Can I tell them?" She asked.
"Sure," he said. "She's your sister. Just tell them to keep it to themselves until I get a chance to talk to Reagan."
Alex climbed out of the truck and walked to the tarp. Her knees felt a little weak as she slipped between Danni and Lanston. She placed an arm around each of them.
"Hey, kids. I've got something I need to talk to you about."
"I didn't do it," Lanston said. "It was Danni."
"No it wasn't," she protested. "I never do anything. You're the one always doing something stupid."
"Stop it," Alex laughed. "You two are impossible. Here I'm trying to tell you something serious and you won't shut up for a minute." She glared at Lanston.
He cowered away. "Okay, okay, we're all ears. But if you're going to tell us something mushy about you and Jason, we already know. We've been trying to hook you up across three states."
"Well, you did a good job," she told them. "Jason asked me to marry him."
"Alex, you've only known him for a few weeks," Danni said. "Why not wait a while till we get to South America? I know you guys are getting old, but what's the hurry? What difference will a month make?"
"We might not be alive in a month," Alex said. "But we're not getting married tomorrow. We don't even know how we're going to do it. It's not like we can just arrange an appointment with a chapel. That's why I don't want you to tell the others yet. Jason is going to talk to your dad, Lanston, but we don't know what to do."
"Well, I know what to do," Lanston said.
"What in the world are you talking about?" she asked.
"I know, too," Danni said. "Reagan is an ordained minister. Sara told me. He can marry you."
"You're kidding, right?" Alex's jaw dropped. "He is not a minister."
"No, he's a school administrator," Lanston said, "but he used to be a minister and he still has a license. He quit preaching when we were little, but he used to be a big revival preacher. He has preached all over the world."
Alex couldn't believe what she was hearing. Reagan; a minister? The man was utterly ruthless! She remembered him standing on the deck with a rifle, shooting at the sniper on the bridge in Memphis, kicking the Senator off their boat and a hundred other times he had acted without compunction. She had never met anyone less like her idea of a minister. A minister wore a backwards collar and wouldn't harm a fly.
"I know what you're thinking," Lanston said. "Of course, I've known him all my life and it doesn't shock me, but it does everyone else. His kids in class couldn't ever believe it either. They always thought he was way too cool to be a preacher. He has codes he lives by and in all my life I've never heard him curse. He prays all the time but he is a no nonsense kind of guy when it comes to someone harming his family. That's the way he raised us too. He has a code he taught us when we were little. I know it by heart. 'No human being should ever initiate violence or threaten to initiate violence against another human being for any reason.'"
"Wow, that's quite a revelation," Alex mused. "What about those men he killed that were attacking us?"
"Initiate violence," Lanston said. "Those people were the ones that initiated the violence. He was responding to their violence. He has always told us that if we felt threatened we should do whatever it took to protect ourselves. He was protecting you, but he would never harm anyone that wasn't trying to harm him or someone he loves."
"I guess that makes sense," Alex said. "I just can't believe he's a minister."
"He isn't, he's just Dad," Lanston replied. "He's the same guy you've always known. There's just a side to him you didn't know about. But he can marry you and Jason. I know that because I've seen him do it before. The only problem is going to be reserving St. Peter's Basilica, getting a limo and arranging the flowers. What kind of cake will we have? Can I be the best man?"
"No, you aren't even invited, you horrid boy," she laughed. "I don't want you within a hundred miles."
"Well, if Lanston can't come I won't go either," Danni chirped. "I don't see why he can't be the best man. Just think how handsome he'd be in a tuxedo."
"You two are terrible. Neither one of you are invited. We're going to elope," Alex retorted. "Nobody wants a couple of bratty kids at a wedding anyway."
"Seriously," Lanston asked, "when do you think you might do it?"
"Maybe when we get to South America," she said.
"See, that was my idea," Danni crowed. "I'm smart. Have you ever met anybody as smart as me, Lanston?"
"Yes," he said, "thousands of people." He yelped as she punched his arm. "I've never met anyone as cute as you though."
"I'm not cute, I'm beautiful," she said. "You told me so. But it was a good idea about South America, wasn't it Alex?"
"Yes, but I know you only said it to be bratty."
"Well, yes I did, but it was still smart."
Alex left them arguing about who was smarter and wondered off to find some peace and quiet. She had a lot to think about.
Danni's eyes were shining with excitement. "I can't believe it," she said breathlessly. "It's just too cool!" She couldn't sit still.
She jumped into Lanston's lap. Her tiny body quivered. "It's just so romantic," she gushed. "Quick, kiss me Lanston, before I burst."
Lanston was happy to oblige. He squeezed her tightly and the feeling of those two firm mounds crushed against his chest caused him to groan.
"Am I hurting you?" she asked innocently, batting her long lashes.
"Yes," he said, "you know exactly what you're doing. Look, you made a backlash in my reel. Sit back over there before you start something I will regret." He deposited her back on her boat cushion, squeezing one firm cheek tightly as he did it.
"Ooh, you bad boy," she giggled. "People always warned me about preacher's kids." She put her hands behind her head and arched her back towards him. Two tiny points confirmed the absence of a bra underneath her shirt. Not that she needed one.



"I'd have to be a saint to resist that," he moaned. "You drive me crazy, girl."
"I know," she said. "That's because I'm smarter than you."
Chapter Twelve
Senator Stephen Johnson was feeling pretty good. He had attracted quite a following over the last week. He now had a force of more than 30 men and women. They were a rag-tag bunch to be sure, but he felt confident that they would come around. He now commanded a small fleet of boats of various types. They scavenged fuel from abandoned boats and barges they came across. They raided small towns for supplies and usually gathered a few law enforcement types from each place. There had been no sign of the Thayers but the Senator had other plans on his mind. If they could make it to Mexico, with his number of followers perhaps doubling by then, he felt like he could set up a pretty good island of civilization around some good location. People needed someone with a firm hand on the reigns. They wanted law and order. Maybe once he got set up, the Thayers would turn up and then they would pay for their crimes. It was just a matter of time.
****
The next morning Jason caught a chance to get Reagan alone. Alex had told him about her conversation with the kids and he was as shocked as she had been.
"Reagan, Alex and I love each other and we really want to get married," he explained. "Sara told Danni that you're a minister. Can you marry us?"
"What does that even mean anymore?" Reagan asked. "I used to be a minister. I gave it up when the kids got into school. Too much time on the road and too much of other people's trouble. I have married people, dozens of them, but I never liked it. Who says people need a preacher or the state to say they're married? As far as I'm concerned, marriage is between the man and the woman and God, and if they say they're married no one else has any right to say otherwise."
"I understand, but we want it official," Jason said. "This is something I want to get right."
"Well, I guess I can say some words," Reagan agreed. "When is the great event?"
"We haven't talked about that," Jason said. "We didn't even know how we were going to get it done, much less when. I think not for a while. At least until we get settled in and have somewhere to live other than a boat."
"What's wrong with a boat?" Reagan asked. "Some of my best friends live on boats. But really, congratulations man. Alex is a beautiful woman. She is as sweet as she can be and you're a good man, too. I love you both and I couldn't be happier for you."
Reagan embraced the younger man. "Now stop that," Jason said. "You're as bad as your boys. If I didn't know Sara I'd think you were making a pass at me."
"You are a sexy beast," Reagan said, "but I've always been partial to Titian hair."
"I've noticed," Jason said. "I bet you picked out Kierra for Mason, too."
"No," Reagan laughed, "he did that all on his own. Can you imagine what their kids are going to look like? A whole crop of red-haired freckle-faced kids and not a soul in the lot."
Jason chuckled. "Thanks man. Alex will feel real good about you marrying us. She thinks you're a minor god anyway. She'll probably want to name our first kid after you."
"Fate forefend," Reagan said. "One of me is all the world can stand."
"You should have thought of that before you had kids," Jason quipped. "They're carbon copies of you. Well, maybe with a little heart from Sara mixed in there."
Sara hailed them from the wheelhouse. Breakfast was ready. After they had eaten and seen to chores, Lanston fired up the big diesels and the tug nosed into the current. New Orleans soon made its presence felt. There were wrecked and derelict vessels everywhere. It was obvious that there had formerly been a great deal of water traffic, but everything was abandoned.
Jason was on the wheelhouse with the .50 caliber set up and they had built machine gun nests in two spots on the stern and one on the bow. Danni took the wheel and Lanston climbed down to take a stern position along with his brother while Reagan manned the bow position. Sara and Kierra sat at open windows in the cabin. They were both armed and ready for trouble.
It wasn't long in coming. A large motor launch roared out from behind a wrecked group of barges as they passed, and cut the water toward the tug.
"Stand off or we will open fire," Danni opened up the tugs speakers. "I repeat, stand off or we will open fire."
Shots rang out from the approaching boat and it was evident that they had no peaceful intentions. The boys fired back and soon Reagan's M16 began to chatter as well. As the boat closed to 100 yards, Jason opened up the .50 caliber and the snap and snarl of the heavy slugs clawing their way through metal and fiberglass rocked the raider's vessel. Something exploded on board and the boat quickly lost headway.
Figures could be seen leaping overboard as a fire quickly spread through the boat. As the tug rounded a bend they lost sight of the flaming wreckage. Twenty miles later, as Danni swung the tug and its tow into the channel to Lake Grand Ecaille just below Port Sulfur, they were attacked again.
This time it was a Harbor Patrol vessel and the steel hull protected the attackers until a well-placed round from Kierra's rifle downed the helmsman and the boat ran aground.
The tug found the open water of the lake ten miles further on and in another ten, darkness was beginning to fall and Lanston, who had relieved Danni at the wheel, eased the barge onto a sand bar off the end of Grand Island. They were properly into the gulf now and another storm was brewing. The boys quickly tied off anchors to the shore and supper was ready.
Jason and Alex informed Mason, Kierra and Sara of what the other's already knew, and the atmosphere was very light, even with the constant roar of thunder outside and the muddy rain falling. They felt relaxed for the first time in days. It was unlikely that they would encounter any trouble here.
Sara broke out a bottle of gin from her medicinal supplies and they all drank a toast.
"Now don't go telling anyone I gave you this," Sara told Danni and Lanston. "I know you're just babies, but we're celebrating and it doesn't seem right to leave you out."
"They're babies in age but old in sin," Alex teased. "I could never keep Danni from slipping out with boys and going drinking back home."
"That's just a big lie," Danni cried. "Don't listen to her Lanston." She covered his ears with her little hands. "She just hates us because we're going to put her in a nursing home in a few years."
"It's Mason that's the big sinner," Lanston said. "He got a fine in college for having alcohol in his room."
"Really," Sara stood with her hands on her hips. "How come I never heard about this?"
"I told Dad," Mason said. "It's not my fault he doesn't trust you. I wasn't even there that weekend. I was at home with you guys. You went to Lanston's football game at Nevada and I met you there and went home with you."
"Doesn't trust me!" Sara glared in mock fury at Reagan. "You are both in such big trouble."
"There is plainly going to be a big family fight here." Jason picked up a lantern and headed for the door. He turned to Alex and Danni. "I'm getting out. You girls coming? I'm going to bed"
"Hey, don't leave me alone with her," Reagan begged. "She'll probably feed me to the sharks tonight."
"Well, I'm not staying either," Lanston grabbed a flashlight. "Want to go to the truck and listen to some music?" he asked Danni.
She tucked her hand in his and they ran for the back of the truck and climbed in. Lanston got out his iPod and they made a set list. He had an iPod dock in the back that ran on either batteries or a/c power and they had recharged the batteries in the wheelhouse.
Lanston turned on Bruno Mars and leaned back against a sleeping bag. Danni was feeling a little flushed from the gin and the music filled her head. She lifted her arms and began to sway. Outlined against the blackness of the rain and the lightning streaked sky she looked like a pagan goddess celebrating the storm. She was getting warmer with her exertion and she unbuttoned the top three buttons of her shirt. She undid the bottom two buttons and tied the tails up leaving her belly bare. Only one button and the knot now held the costume on.
Lanston was enjoying the show. She turned her back and danced, the sway of her hips, curving into the narrowness of her waist fascinated him. He stood up and moved close behind her. She turned her head a little and looked up at him with heavy-lidded eyes. He put his hands on the sides of her hips, stroking her smooth skin. She moved back until she was leaning against him. The friction of her firm butt, encased in cut off denim shorts sliding against his thighs was excruciating.
He slid his hands up. His fingers could nearly meet around her belly. She giggled a little as he circled her navel with one finger and caught her breath in a gasp as his hand slid inside her shirt in the front and cupped one small firm breast. Her nipples were rock hard and aching and sparks blew up inside her head and traveled through her body as he rolled the nipple between his thumb and index finger. She groaned and quickly turned, trapping his hand inside her shirt with her hands. She pressed her breast into his palm.
"Can you stop when I say so?" she whispered.
"Yes. Can you say stop?" he asked.
"I think so," her voice trembled a little. "I trust you. You wouldn't ever let me go too far. Let's spread out that sleeping bag."
They collapsed onto the floor and fingers darting and hands and lips exploring, they encountered new and enchanting places they had never known before. His hands slid down over her smooth skin to her tiny navel, dipping inside and making her giggle. They slid lower and her denim shorts became an obstacle. She felt him unbutton her shorts and a thrill of fear caused her to shiver as his hand slid inside, causing her zipper to slide down. She gasped when he felt his hand explore down, tugging at her wisp of fine hair and cupping her hot moistness. His mouth fastened to one hard little nipple and she moaned as strong feelings swept through her slight frame. She had never felt anything remotely so exciting and began to tremble as his fingers explored her slippery crevice. She felt him dip inside, sampling her moisture and back up to coat her tiny clit with her fluids. When he stroked it she exploded with pleasure and thrust against his fingers until the feeling grew nearly painful. Finally Danni whispered, "Stop Lanston. I can't stand any more. If you touch me one more time I'm going to explode. I need to calm down a little. I never knew anyone could make me feel like this."
"I know," he said, "me too." He nuzzled her ear. "I love you Danni. I don't ever want to let you go."
She smiled and gave him one last peck on the lips. "I love you, too, Lanston. Please don't ever let me go."
She buttoned her shirt and shorts and ran to the compartment she and Alex slept in, a sprite, dancing in the rain.
Alex was almost asleep when she heard the hatch close. She turned her head and looked at Danni. She saw the flush on her cheeks and the relaxed look of prolonged sexual excitement. Danni's eyes shone.
"You okay, honey?" she asked.
"I've never been more okay," Danni said. She moved over and lay with her arm across Alex. "Lanston told me he loves me, and I told him back," she said.
"That's great Danni. I'm so happy for you. I love Lanston, too. He is obviously crazy about you and he's a great kid. Just remember that you are both kids. You have the rest of your lives to do anything you want. I know you're a good girl. Just try not to go too far too fast. Okay honey?"
"I'll try," Danni promised. "He put his hand inside my clothes and felt my boobs and my pussy. I just melted. He makes me want to just forget myself and everything else and just be with him. But I did make him stop after a while. I trust him. He wouldn't ever push me to do anything I wasn't ready for. He treats me like a princess."
"I know. He's a great guy," Alex said. "He would stop you himself if he thought you weren't ready. I trust him, too, and I trust you. You have always been good at knowing what is best for you. Ever since Mon and Dad were killed, I tried to look out for you and Andy. Now he's gone and you're all I have left. I just want you to be happy."
"I am," Danni told her. "You're the best sister anyone ever had. I want you and Jason to be happy, too. Are you sure you want to marry him? I mean, it's a pretty big step."
"I've never been surer of anything," Alex said. "I've been waiting for him since I was your age. I just never met anyone like Lanston back then. I'm glad I didn't because then I couldn't have fallen in love with Jason. He saved our lives and he's watched out for us since we left home. We're lucky girls, Danni."
They drifted off to sleep with their arms around each other. On the deck, the rain stopped. The ash continued to fall softly like drifting snow.
Chapter Thirteen
A debate ensued after breakfast the next morning. Jason, Mason and Lanston thought that they should head directly south across the gulf toward the eastern edge of the Yucatan Peninsula, while Reagan favored a course that would take them toward Huston and down the Texas Gulf coast. Jason feared Huston and objected that they would have trouble navigating through the numerous islands and shoals close to the coast. The more direct route was straight south.
"We'll have to go 150 miles west and then turn south," he showed them on the map. "Then when we get south here, we will follow the coast back nearly 100 miles north and then have to go back 150 miles east to get back where we would have been had we just gone south to begin with."
Reagan was afraid of weather on the gulf. "I know this is a big boat," he said, "but if we had a big storm like last night, we might get into trouble. We could even lose the barge, and we're going to need it. We might even pick up another at Huston. This tug could push more than one, and who knows how long it will be before we get a chance to find more diesel?"
"Dad, if you want another barge, let's just head back toward New Orleans a few miles," Mason said. "There was a depot about ten miles back that had fuel barges tied up. Some of them were loaded. The rest of us want to see the sun as soon as possible. What do you think?"
"I'd feel a lot better if could know what the weather was going to do," Reagan said, but he allowed them to persuade him.
They found a barge full of diesel and tied it off ahead of the original barge. It was a little unwieldy but Lanston felt like they could handle it. Jason set a course and the small flotilla headed south across the gulf. Mason and Kierra fished. They caught a small shark almost immediately. It didn't seem that appetizing, so they threw it back. It wasn't long before they caught three yellow fin tuna and Mason cleaned them for supper. The change from a diet of canned and boxed goods or meals ready to eat was a welcome addition. They decided that someone should spend some time every day fishing to supplement their supplies. The tug had a small refrigerator and it was soon stocked with fillets ready to be cooked and eaten. The whole party enjoyed fishing and everyone except Alex, who thought fish were slimy, indulged in the pastime.
Two days south, Reagan's fears were realized and the sound of thunder broke over them. Danni was on the wheel and she spotted an offshore oil platform a couple of miles east. She ran downwind to the platform and the boys quickly tied the barges to the platform. Danni backed the tug away and they tied it off as well. The younger people climbed to the platform while Reagan and Sara stayed on the tug.
"Be careful up there and take your weapons," Reagan told them. "I don't think there is anyone here, but you never know."
They found the platform abandoned and scavenged anything useful they found. They camped in the control room that night. The next morning, Mason and Kierra went for a run around the platform. As they approached the northern side, Kierra stopped.
"Out of gas already?" Mason teased her.
"No, I just saw something." They both peered into the ash and Mason saw a flare sinking down in a long arc into the water.
Somebody fired a flare gun," he told her. "Let's go get the others."
"I think somebody's in trouble a couple of miles north of us," he said. "Should we help them?"
Reagan didn't want to get involved, but Danni changed his mind. "What if you hadn't gotten involved when those men were chasing us back in Illinois?" she asked him. "Those men would have killed us, or worse. You saved us and I'll always be grateful you did." She went to Reagan and wrapped her arms around his waist. "Please help them," she pleaded.
Reagan glanced helplessly at his wife. "What can I do?" he said. "It would be like kicking a puppy dog to say no."
"We were lucky we never had any girls," she told him. "They would have had you twisted around their little fingers, but she's right. Let's see if we can help."
Reagan laughed. "Being twisted around yours is bad enough. Okay, let me go, Danni, and we'll see what we can do."
"Thank you Reagan," Danni kissed him on the cheek. "I have a very nice little finger and I promise you'll be comfortable there."
He swatted her butt as she scooted away and she squealed. They all boarded the tug and took their positions. Danni swung the tug around and they slowly moved north in the direction Mason indicated he had seen the flare. Within a mile they could see a ship ahead. It was medium sized, maybe 100 feet, and they could soon make out that it was a shrimp boat. The nets were on the rigging and the ship seemed to be drifting. They could see the words, "Alley Cat" painted on the bow.
Danni cautiously closed the distance until they were within hailing range. Sara took the radio transmitter microphone off its hook and switched on the tug's external speakers.
"Ahoy the ship," she called. "Alley Cat, is there anyone on board? We saw your flare, do you have an emergency?"
Two heads popped out of the cabin, a man and what appeared to be a child. Five more people climbed a ladder out from below decks, two more men and three women.
The first man cupped his hands to his mouth and called to them. "We're the Alley Cat out of Port Arthur Texas, Can you help us?"
Reagan signaled to Danni to close the distance. Sara opened the mike again. "We're coming alongside, she said. "We're armed and it you start something we will kill you. Stand back from the rail."
The group moved back from the rail and Danni swung the tug along side. "Drop a ladder and then stand back," Sara instructed.
A ladder dropped down from the Alley Cat and Reagan and the two boys climbed aboard. "Stand right there with your hands up," Reagan ordered. The group raised their hands and the child, a girl of about seven or eight began to cry. Mason and Lanston quickly checked the ship.
"All clear," Mason said.
"Don't cry, honey. We aren't going to hurt you. Is there anyone else aboard?" Reagan asked.
"No, just us," the man who had been at the rail said. "We don't want any trouble. We're out of fuel and running out of water. We were desperate and we've been firing flares for two days."
"Who are you?" Reagan asked.
"My name is Burt Ramsey and this is my family," the man said. "I run this shrimp boat. This is my son Wes and daughter in law Alicia. That's my daughter Miranda and her husband Jack Buchanan. My wife is Angela and this is Wes' daughter Samantha. We got out of Port Arthur when things started to go to hell and we've been out here ever since. People were chasing us when we got on board and we never had a chance to top off our tanks from the last trip. We ran out of fuel and we've been drifting, hoping someone would come along and help us."



Reagan introduced himself and the two boys. "These are my two boys, Mason and Lanston. The lady that was talking to you is my wife Sara," he told them. "That's Danni at the helm and Kierra, Mason's girlfriend, and Danni's sister Alex looking at you out of that window. Jason is the guy on the machine gun up top. He's Alex's fiancé. We want to help you, but what kind of fuel do you need? If you're a steam turbine and burn fuel oil we can't help you, but if you need diesel we have that."
"I haven't heard of a steam turbine ship being built since the seventies," Burt said, "other than for the navy. We're an electric drive and we burn diesel."
"How far can you go on how much fuel?" Lanston asked.
"We could get to Columbia or Venezuela on 1000 gallons,"
"See that oil platform down there?" Reagan asked. "We'll take you in tow and move down to that platform. We're tied up there and when we get there we'll talk."
"Sounds good," Burt replied.
The Thayers got back on the tug, tied the Alley Cat off and Lanston took the wheel. They slowly moved the heavy ship back down to the platform and the Alley Cat let down its anchor. Jason and Mason launched the Jon boat and ferried the Ramsey's to the platform.
The two families got acquainted over a meal of fish the kids caught and shrimp ferried over from the Alley Cat. Burt, Wes and Jack were partners in the shrimping business. Angela was an emergency room nurse, Alicia was the bookkeeper for the shrimp business and Miranda was a travel agent. Samantha was in the fifth grade and was as cute as a button. Angela was obviously of Spanish extraction and her children all shared her dark eyes and skin. She spoke fluent Spanish. Miranda was two months pregnant with Burt's second grandchild.
"What are you planning to do?" Reagan asked them.
"We really didn't have a plan," Angela told him. "When people started going crazy Burt just got us down to the boat and we pulled out. We just wanted to get away. I'm afraid we weren't thinking about anything but staying alive. What are you guys going to do?"
The Thayers outlined their plan. "I didn't tell anyone, but I wanted to go over to the port of Huston and see if we could get hold of a Coast Guard cutter," Reagan said. "It was probably a pipe dream anyway. We're probably better off with the tug. We couldn't tow the barges with a cutter anyway. I just wanted a big gun and a seaworthy ship."
"We saw a Coast Guard cutter run aground on a sand bar day before yesterday," Jack said. "The crew abandoned it and sailed away on lifeboats. We saw the boats but we were afraid to get close."
"Do you think you could find it again?" Reagan asked.
"I think so," Jack replied, "We would just have to go back up the current. We ran out of fuel about an hour after we spotted it."
Reagan was excited. If they could get their hands on that cutter, they would be set. He knew the others really didn't understand why he wanted a ship, but he would soon open their eyes. It took two days to locate the stranded cutter. Reagan had taken Lanston and Mason and the others camped on the platform. They waited for a high tide and the boys launched the john boat and carried lines to the vessel. They tied on and Lanston backed the tug slowly taking the slack out of the lines. Reagan cleared the decks and got everyone behind something substantial. If a line broke, it would snap back like a striking snake, likely killing anyone unlucky enough to be in its path.
The big diesel's roared and the lines creaked and popped, but the brilliant white coast guard vessel didn't budge.
"She's probably stuck in the sand and there's a suction holding her there," Reagan shouted. "Swing east and west Lanston: about 50 feet each way."
The diesels roared again and as Lanston tweaked the twin screws, the tug swung to the east. The stern of the cutter swung with the tug and the cutter slid a little. Lanston reversed the screws and the tug swung back west. With a slurping sound the cutter broke free from the grip of the wet sand and it was floating freely. Lanston nosed the tug's bumpers into the side of the cutter and they tied it off. Eight hours later they pulled up to the platform, and a cheer broke out from the crew standing at the rail.
"Now, we just need to figure out how to run the thing." Reagan said. The Ramsey's were experts in everything about ships and soon had the cutter up and running. They went on small cruises and soon trained everyone else on running both the new cutter and their own Alley Cat.
The cutter was an Island class patrol boat named the Ocracoke. It had two diesel engines and was capable of 28 to 30 knots. It was armed with two .50 caliber MK2 Browning machine guns like the .50 they already had and an M242 Bushmaster 25 mm chain-fed auto cannon. The MK242 was a fearsome weapon. Using armor-piercing, explosive, and incendiary rounds, it was capable of defeating armored vehicles up to and including some tanks. It was deadly against boats and could even shoot down low flying aircraft. There was a huge stock of ammunition and everyone learned how to shoot the new weapons.
The Ocracoke had five small berthing areas and could sleep 12 people as well as an extensive and well-stocked freezer and refrigeration unit. They all admired the galley and especially the heads. The first thing the Thayers did was shower. The blessed feel of hot water and soap left them fresh scrubbed and glowing.
The whole group met on the bridge for a strategy session. They all agreed that the Alley Cat was a valuable addition to their fleet. It could fish and carry large cargoes. The Ramsey's had asked, and were accepted, to accompany the Thayers in their search for a new home. They would occupy and operate the Alley Cat and lend crewmembers to whichever boat needed them. The Thayers would live on the Ocracoke, which would be operated by Reagan, Sara, Mason and Kierra. Jason, Alex, Lanston and Danni would operate the trusty old tug and tow the barges.
They drained the water tanks on the platform and the small fleet headed south on the course Jason plotted. They had spent two weeks on the platform and with some degree of nostalgia; they left it behind. Their speed was limited by the progress of the tug, but they were still making more than 50 miles a day. On the eighth day, they saw the sun for the first time. It was pale and sickly, but they stood on the deck with their faces turned to it in awe.
The ash fall had turned to scattered clouds and for the first time since leaving Missouri, the Thayers felt like they were going to make it. Their course would pass between Cancun and Cuba. They had not picked an eventual destination and that was the subject of debate at anchor at night. Reagan favored some sparsely populated country in South America. He was leaning toward Guyana. Jason, Sara, Mason and Kierra really had no opinion so long as it had no ash.
Lanston and Danni poured over maps until the wee hours of the morning. They favored a tropical island but couldn't agree on the right one. "It has to be one without a lot of people and kind of off the beaten track," Lanston insisted. "We don't want someplace everyone else will think of. There will be refugees from all over the world looking for a place to land."
"Yes, but it has to have nice beaches and plenty of fresh water and food," Danni said. "We can't just go to some deserted island and live like hermits for the rest of our lives. I like people and schools and sports. I'm still in high school, and so are you. What about Samantha? I want to finish school and live like normal people. I don't want to be a hermit."
"That's not what I'm saying," he objected. "I want all that, too. Let's just look for a place that we both like. And anyway, I'd be happy living like a hermit if you were there."
Her cheeks dimpled. "You are too sweet. Where were you back at my school? I would love to show you off to all my girlfriends back there." Her eyes misted. "They're all dead, aren't they Lanston? That makes me so sad."
He squeezed her tight. "I know. I miss them, too. It's too horrible to think about. We had a lot of family and friends that didn't make it. I hate to think about my cousins and friends from school and people we went to church with. They're all gone. But, I've got you and my family and Jason and Alex. We just have to find a place we can live in peace."
She sobbed for a minute but soon her irrepressible bubbly personality asserted itself and she picked up a magnifying glass. "Look Lanston. I've heard of Grenada," she said with delight. "Can we go there?"
"Too big," he said, "but look here. There's an island just north of Grenada named Carriacou. It's part of Grenada, but it only has 8,000 people. That's about the size of my hometown. It's only about a day's boat ride to St. Georges which is the capital of Grenada. There's a university in St. Georges, too, and we could like run in to the mall or whatever whenever we wanted. They have horses there, too. Kierra could have a horse and everyone could work in town. The town is called Hillsborough and it's the only town on the island. We could go to school there."
"What about the beaches," she asked? "Does it have beaches?"
"How would I know?" he said. "It's a tropical island. It's bound to have beaches. Why are you so keen on beaches anyway?"
"I love beaches," she said. "You know you want to see me sunbathing in my bikini."
"Yes I do," he laughed. "I also want to see you sunbathing without any bikini."
"You're so bad," she slapped his chest. "Help me convince your dad to go there and I might sunbathe without a bikini."
"We'll talk to him in the morning," he said. "Let's get some sleep. Good night, beautiful." He kissed her and she scampered away.
Lanston took the ship's ridged-hulled inflatable over to the Alley Cat early the next morning. He asked Alicia if he could borrow Samantha.
"What for?" she asked. "I mean, I'm sure she would be happy to go on a boat ride with you, but when will you bring her back?"
"Danni and I will take good care of her," Lanston assured her. "I need her to talk to Dad. I want to ask him something and with Danni and Samantha to help me there's no way he's going to say no. I'll bring her back tonight."
"You're a devious boy," she laughed. "Remind me not to ever have anything you want. You would find some way to wheedle it out of me. Yes, you can take her."
"Hey Sam, you want to ride on the tug today with me and Danni?" he asked. "I need you to help me with something and then we can have a picnic on the barge,"
"I don't like to be called 'Sam,'" she said. "My name is Samantha, but I'd love to go with you today. Is it okay, Mom?"
"Yes it is. Be a good girl for Lanston and Danni and do what they tell you," Alicia told her.
"I will, Mom." She tucked her hand into Lanston's and they climbed down the ladder into the inflatable. Lanston let her man the tiller and they shot up the ramp back onto the cutter.
He got Danni and they had a whispered conference. "Samantha, Danni and I want to go live on this beautiful tropical island," he told her. "Its name is Carriacou and it is a wonderful place. There's a town, people, horses, banana trees, and beautiful beaches. My dad wants to live in an old ugly place in the woods. If you go up to him and ask him, there's no way he can say no. He loves girls, especially cute ones like you, and you can get him to do anything. Will you ask him? Danni and I will go with you and we'll ask him, too."
"I would like to live on an island, and I don't like the woods," she agreed. "Let's ask him to go to the island."
The Thayers were gathered on the bridge and Reagan was sitting in the captain's chair drinking a cup of coffee when they came in. They walked up to Reagan and Samantha climbed into his lap and put her arms around his neck. She held him at arm's length and looked into his face.
"Please Mr. Thayer, can we go and live on Carriacou?" she begged. "I don't want to live in an ugly place in the woods."
Reagan choked on his coffee and the room exploded with laughter. "Did Danni put you up to this?" he gasped.
"Well, maybe a little," she said, "but I really do like beaches and horses and bananas and they have all that on Carriacou. Can we please go there?'
He looked around helplessly at his family. His mouth opened and closed but nothing came out.
Danni wrapped her arms around his neck from the other side and Lanston hugged him from behind. Her long lashes tickled his cheek. "Please, Dad, can we just go and look at it?"
His eyes misted when she called him Dad. "How can I resist that? You're a naughty little minx, Danni, and I love you. Thanks for calling me Dad, but I'm glad I'm not really. I wouldn't have survived a month. I suspect Lanston is the evil genius behind all this, but okay, we can at least have a look." Both girls shrieked with delight and hugged him tightly.
"Where is Carriacou anyway, and how did you get here, Samantha?"
"Lanston came and got me this morning. We're going to have a picnic later and he's going to let me drive the tug," she beamed.
"I knew it," he said. "I can't believe you raised such a devious child, Sara!"
Sara laughed. "That's all on you. You're an evil man, too. Look how you tricked me into marrying you."
"How did you swing that, Dad?" Mason asked. "I've always wondered how an ugly guy like you got a smoking hot woman like Mom to marry you."
"It's a secret I'll take to my grave," he said. "Now if you girls are through wrapping me around your little fingers, we need to figure out how to get there."
"I know what that means," Jason said. "How come every time a Thayer gets a bright idea I have to go to work?"
"Come on, lazy," Alex took his hand. "I'll help, but I think I see the hand of my little sister at work here, too. You better get used to it, she's going to be your sister-in-law."
Chapter Fourteen
It took Jason and Alex three hours to get the course plotted. They had brought Wes in to help and the three of them got it figured out. None of the Ramseys had ever been that far south, but Reagan surprised them by telling them he had actually been to Grenada. He told them the story sitting around the galley that evening. The ships were anchored out and the tug tied off the Ocracoke. They had ferried the Ramseys aboard and Mason and Kierra cooked pork chops from the ship's freezer.
"Back when I was young and foolish, before I met your mother, of course; I did a lot of surfing," he explained. "This was back in the late seventies. My Dad was a career Navy man and we lived for years in Hawaii. I got addicted to surfing. After I left home I moved to California and that's where this all started.
"We were sitting around a bonfire down at the beach. You remember this was back before smoking weed became such a big crime and before they started legalizing it. We were all pretty high and one of my buddies mentioned he had heard that there was a big tropical storm out in the Caribbean Sea and the surf on Grenada was supposed to hit 15 feet.
"We all got to talking about how great it would be and the next thing I knew five of us were on a plane headed for Grenada. This was September 1983."
"Dad, somehow I am having a lot of trouble picturing you as a surfer dude," Danni said.
After their moment the night before, she never called him anything but "Dad" again. Alex and Jason soon followed suit and Reagan willingly assumed the mantle.
"Well, I never liked the Beach Boys, but I did have long hair and I did love to surf and I said 'dude' a lot," he told her. "Anyway, we flew in to Grenada and surfed for two weeks. I knew a kid that went to college in St. Georges at Presentation Brother's College. We stayed with him.
"One morning we woke up and the radio said that Maurice Bishop, this really sketchy Communist dude that was head of the government had been executed by the army and some other, even sketchier communist dudes had taken over the government and the airport was closed.
"They issued a four-day curfew and said anyone spotted outside would be shot on sight. There were a lot of Cuban soldiers around. We heard the troops were coming for us and hid in the jungle. They found two of us and they were searching for the rest. I got one of my buddies to go with me and we made our way down to the harbor, stole a military captain's gig and drove a 25-foot open powerboat down to Trinidad and Tobago.
"We hopped a freighter bound for Florida and 25 days later, the Americans invaded. They arrested everyone involved in the coup and I never went back. That's the end of the story."
"Wow," Kierra said. "That's quite the story, Dad. If I hadn't been with you the last few weeks, I'd have had trouble believing that story. You guys should have seen him before the volcano. He read books; spent a lot of time fishing and writing and I never saw him angry. Now it's like a whole different person lives in his skin. I never knew anything about when you were younger. Did you know, Mason?"
"He doesn't talk about it much," Mason said. "I caught hints here and there when he let things drop accidently or when he knew about things he shouldn't have known anything about. About two years ago, I heard part of it for the first time. It was quite an eye opener."
Reagan laughed. "You guys are making a lot bigger mystery than it deserves. I did a lot of stupid things before I was 25. A lot of them I'm ashamed of and they weren't romantic. I've always been willing to tell you about the interesting things, but I don't like to brag about things I'm not proud of. I hope you all know I'll tell you anything you need to know. There are just some things in my life I've chosen to forget. They've never been important. You're what's important to me."
"Did you ever shoot anyone, Dad?" Mason asked.
"Now see. That's some of the things I don't want to remember."
"You said you'd tell us anything," Sara said. "That's one answer I'd like to hear."
"Well, if you mean before the volcano, I don't know. I shot at some people. I intended to shoot them, and if I didn't it wasn't from lack of trying. I never had time to go back and count bodies."
"Where were you?" Kierra asked.
"Different places," he said. "If I tell you one, is that enough?"
"No," Danni said. "I want to hear about them all."
"Well, I'm not going to tell you, so don't get that puppy dog look going. Come over here and sit by me and I'll tell you one."
He scooted over on his chair. It was a big chair and Danni easily fit in under his arm. He slid his arm around her and she snuggled up against him.
"I had a buddy in San Francisco that manufactured LSD," he began.
"You were a drug dealer?" Danni looked up at him in surprise.
"Not me, Danni, this was just a guy I knew. I knew a lot of sketchy people and I did a lot of drugs. He was a graduate student in chemistry at Berkley. He was just a lab geek that knew a lot about chemicals. He knew some people who were small time dealers and they set him up with a major player. He needed some muscle so he offered me quite a bit of money to set up a protection team because he knew I had a lot of military contacts. I knew some ex-rangers from Schofield Barracks in Hawaii that lived in Stockton and I offered them the job. They needed the money so they signed on.
"We met the buyer in Oakland at a warehouse and he tried to rip us off. We got behind some cover and were having a firefight when the whole thing went south. The DEA had been after the chemist for a while and they showed up. We had to shoot our way out. The chemist got hit and fell off a walkway and got busted. There were a lot of bodies on the floor when we went scooting out and I went to Mexico for two months while the heat died down."
"Dad, you shot at the police?" Danni exclaimed! "Did you put any of those bodies on the floor? I hope you shot the man that tried to rob you."



"You're a bloodthirsty little thing, Danni. Now you know why I don't like to talk about it. I don't know if I hit anyone or not. There were a lot of bullets flying around and I was sure trying. Now, story time is over and we need to hit the rack. Let's put some miles behind us tomorrow."
The party broke up and Kierra and Mason stood at the rail and talked a while. "I never knew your dad had such a checkered past," she said.
"I always knew he would be a bad man to mess with," Mason said. "He was always so friendly and kind to everyone. But I saw a guy threaten him once at a football game. He just laughed and you could tell he didn't feel worried at all. It kind of made you think you didn't want to wake up what was sleeping inside him. It would be like the difference between a cow grazing in the pasture and a 2000 lb. bull charging down on you breathing fire. I was scared of him when I was little. Not like he would ever hurt me, but I didn't want to disappoint him and I didn't want him to be mad at me."
"Yeah, I can see why," she said. "I think you're kind of like him Mason. You just go along with anything until somebody tries to push you too far. Then you just go cold-blooded. Like when you backed down the Senator on the river. You scared that Secret Service Agent to death. He thought he was a dead man."
"He was going to hurt you," he said. "Anyone that tries that is just stupid."
"I love you, baby," she said.
"I love you more."
The crew turned in and slept late the next morning. It was Sunday Reagan gathered them up for a prayer before they started. The sky was grey and gloomy, but no ash was falling at the moment.
The little fleet got under-way. Cuba was 200 miles off the port bow, but they didn't see anything but birds on the sea. A few dolphins leaped in their bow wake and the sea was flat.
Two days later Sara called down from the forecastle that she had a contact at 11 o'clock. Kierra fired up the radar and they saw 3 contacts about 4 miles out. The Alley Cat carried only M16's and the tug dropped back to the rear as the Alley Cat took up the middle position.
"Change course 30 degrees starboard," Reagan told the fleet over the radio."
Danni picked up the mike on the tug. "Why are we changing course, Dad?"
"We don't want to get involved, Danni," he told her."
"Those people might be in trouble," she said. "We've got to help them."
"They're underway, Danni. They have fuel and they are going to have to take care of themselves. I won't risk any of you."
"That's not up to you," she said. "The rest of us have a say here, too. What if you hadn't gotten involved back on the river? I'd be dead now. Please, Dad. Let's see if they need help."
"Okay, Danni, but I had to hear you say it. I'm not about to take you into a fight without your consent. Everyone okay with that?"
The whole crew agreed with Danni. Reagan smiled and Mason set the course.
Kierra took the wheel and Mason manned the M242 while Reagan and Wes manned the MK 2's.
Jason took his position on the .50 on the tug. The others quickly stacked arms and ammo and even Samantha sat in a chair near Mason to help him reload the chain gun and make sure the belt fed ammo didn't jam.
They were ready for anything. As the three boats moved nearer, it appeared that two pirate vessels had captured a large yacht. The two pirate boats appeared to be heavily armed gunboats. Mason and Samantha quickly changed the ammunition on the M242 to the MK210 High Explosive Incendiary with Tracer rounds.
Samantha raised her range-finder glasses and Mason called for marks. At 8000 feet, he told Samantha to put her earphones on and opened the big gun up. He only intended to fire a few ranging rounds but the rate of fire surprised him as twenty rounds ripped off. "Twenty meters low and forty meters left," Samantha called. The pirates were attempting to swing away but Mason's feet played on the pedals and motors whined as he adjusted aim. He walked the tracers into the leading boat and it leaped into the air as the incendiary rounds exploded on impact. He kept firing as he walked into the second boat. It too exploded in a fiery blast. The yacht was swinging around as Kierra went to flank speed on the cutter. It leaped forward and closed the distance quickly before the yacht could get under way. Three pirates on the deck were quickly disposed of by Reagan and Wes and the fourth at the helm, his hands raised, stepped out of the cabin.
"Me rendo," he called in Spanish. He lay down on the deck.
Sara got Angela on the radio. "What does 'me rendo' mean?" She asked.
"It means 'I give up,'" she replied.
"Stand by," Sara said. "How do you say, 'jump?'"
"Saltar," Angela told her.
Sara opened the hatch and pointed her M16 down at the man.
"Saltar," she yelled.
He looked up at her. "Que?"
"Saltar," she said again and motioned over the side.
"No puedo nadir," he protested.
She opened the mike. "Que?" she asked.
"No puedo nadir," he screamed.
"You get that, Angela?"
"He says he can't swim."
"How do you say, "Tough luck?"
"Mala suerte," Angela said.
"Mala suerte," Sara yelled. "Saltar! Throw him a life ring Wes."
Wes threw over a life ring and Sara fired two shots into the deck at his feet. He grabbed the life ring and dove over the side.
Lanston leaped on deck as Danni swung the tug alongside the yacht and peered through the cabin door. He disappeared inside as Jason jumped onboard. They heard three shots and Lanston appeared dragging a man by the collar. He dumped the body over the side.
"He was trying to hide behind a woman hostage," he called up. "There are two dead prisoners down there and 7 live ones tied up. Some of the women look like they've been raped. They're naked and they've all been beaten. What do you want me to do?"
"Nothing, just stay there for a minute. Reagan, take the launch and go get Angela and the girls. Kierra, you stay here at the wheel. We're going down there."
She opened the mike again. "Angela, there are injured people over here. None of us are hurt but there are injured people on that yacht. We're coming to get you."
"I'll be ready," she replied.
Sarah quickly gathered some women's coast guard uniforms and a medical bag and got in the launch with Reagan.
The cutter had a quick launch platform and the inflatable could be launched even when the cutter was underway. They quickly motored over to the Alley Cat and Angela, Miranda and Alicia climbed aboard.
"Lanston says that there are women over there who have been raped," Sara filled them in. "We're going in strong and we aren't going to take any nonsense. Let's get these people up on deck, free them and get their physical problems fixed. Reagan, don't allow them to move around or get hysterical. We need order right now. Later we can deal with issues."
Reagan looked at her with admiration. "Now I know why they put you in charge of the office," he said. "You know how to get things done."
"Yes, I do. Thanks," she said, "I love you, too."
They picked up Alex and the party climbed aboard. The cabin was a mess. At some point the heads had clogged and sewage had slopped over the floor as the yacht rolled in the swell. A man and a woman had been killed, obviously several days before and the stench of their bodies was oppressive. Some of the others had been badly beaten and the women had suffered most. They had obviously been raped repeatedly.
"Lanston, you and Jason get these bodies out of here," Sara called.
Lanston retched and gagged several times, but they dragged the bodies out and dumped them overboard. He puked over the rail.
Reagan went to the prisoners and drew his knife. He could see the fear in the woman's pleading eyes. "It's okay," he said. "I'm just going to cut your feet lose so you can walk. He freed all seven and he and the girls helped them to the deck. They sat them down against the wall of the cabin and freed their arms. He took the duct tape off the mouth of the first man and the other's removed it on their own.
"Who are you people?" the man asked. "Where are the rest of those soldiers and what are you going to do to us?"
"We didn't know they were soldiers. They're all dead but one. He's out there swimming with the sharks." He pointed to the dot of the man in the life ring disappearing in the distance. "Did you want him for something?"
"No," the man said. "I would like to do to him what he did to us, but I'm glad he's gone. Who are you people? What are you going to do to us?"
"We're the United States Coast Guard, See our ship there? We're not going to do anything to you except treat your injuries," he told the bedraggled group. "Now let us do our jobs and then we'll talk about what you want to do."
The girls, under Angela's direction, soon treated their minor wounds. One man had a severe concussion and one woman, an attractive young blonde, had been raped nearly to death.
Reagan walked to the inflatable and brought back clothes that he tossed to the women. "Sorry if they don't fit right," he said, "we didn't get your sizes." A couple of the women smiled and one began to weep." There were four women and three men.
"None of that," Sara snapped to the crying woman. "We've all had a rough time, but we're not going to cry about it. Think how lucky you are to be alive and don't feel sorry for yourselves. You survived. Those men that attacked you are dead. That's the best any of us can hope for and we're going to make the most of it and keep on surviving. This boat is a mess and we're going to take you on board the Ocracoke temporarily. We'll feed you and you can rest a few hours and then we'll talk.
They ran everyone but Angela back to their boats and came back for the yacht party. They helped them on board, cleaned them up, fed them a sandwich and put them in beds.
Five hours later, they met in the galley and fed them again. After they all had a cup of coffee in their hands Reagan stood up and cleared his throat.
"I lied to you before," he said. "I did it so you would feel safe. We aren't really the United States Coast Guard. We found this ship abandoned in the Gulf of Mexico. We got it off a sand bank and sailed it here. We came here from Missouri in the tug you saw on the way over here. The Ramseys, you've met the girls, are from Port Arthur, Texas, in the United States and they own that shrimp boat you saw. It's called the Alley Cat.
"As you all know, a major volcano erupted in the US and we had to flee our homes and come here. There are fifteen of us on our three boats. We want to help you, but we have limited resources and we won't go far out of our way. We're heading for an island off the coast of Venezuela where we hope to make our homes. You asked me what we were going to do to you. We aren't going to do anything to you. We might do some things together, but it's up to you. What do you want to do?"
Everyone began talking at once until Sara banged her tray on the table. "One at a time please," she said in a firm voice.
The man that had spoken to Reagan on the boat stood up. He was a tall, well-built black man.
"I'm Joseph Altman, and that's my yacht you found us on. We were in the gulf fishing and cruising when the volcano blew. We're from Ft. Lauderdale, Florida. I'm in real-estate development and these people were all my employees. We were on vacation. We sailed south to get away from the ash and those two Cuban navy boats caught us. You saw what they did. Can we go back to Florida?"
"That's up to you," Reagan said. "This is my friend Jason. He was at the volcano before it erupted and he's a volcanologist. He knew this was going to happen and tried to warn everyone but the government wouldn't listen. He knows what he's talking about and I'll let him tell you about the situation. He'll give you the straight scoop and you can trust him. I trust him with my life, every day."
"You probably can go back to Florida," Jason said quietly. "It won't be like the Florida you knew."
"What do you mean?" one of the women asked.
"Well, the climate won't be the same for one thing," Jason answered. "Florida is going to be more like what North Dakota was like. It will be cold all the time except in the middle of summer. The sun won't shine much for years and most of the plants are going to die or be sickly for years. There are going to be millions of refugees from the north piling into Florida. There won't be any police to protect you, no electricity or public services either. The police will probably be more dangerous than anyone else. I don't know how you'll live, but it should be possible. Some people will live, but they'll live like savages. This will be the situation for decades."
"That's not all," Reagan said. "How much fuel do you have?"
"The yacht has a six-hundred mile range," Altman said. "We're nearly empty."
"We can fill you up," Reagan said, "but then you're on your own. What's going to happen when you run across another boat? You aren't armed and we can't spare any of ours other than small arms. You're setting ducks out here. Can you fight off armed pirates?"
Altman looked around helplessly. His friends looked back at him with hopeless expressions. He spread his hands. "What do you suggest we do?"
"That's up to you," Reagan told him. "I can't tell you what to do. I don't know what would be best for you."
"Joseph, can we go with them?" one of the women asked. She was a tall, leggy black girl with a big mop of black curls. "Will you let us go with you?" her big dark eyes begged Reagan.
"All you had to do was ask," Reagan told her. "I wasn't going to ask you. It didn't seem right to influence you like that. You are welcome to go with us, but we have a few rules."
"What rules?" Altman asked.
"Everyone pulls their own weight," Reagan said. "We won't tolerate anyone who doesn't do whatever needs to be done. We're all family here, us and the Ramseys. We look out for each other. You'll have a job to do. Maybe several jobs. You don't pull your weight and we'll put you off on the nearest land. Everyone that's with us is here because they want to be. If you don't want to be here, you're free to leave, but while you're here, you'll love everyone in this group and give your lives for each other if that's what's called for. Everyone here is family and we all decide what to do together. What do you think?"
"I think that's what I've been looking for all my life," the girl said. "I'm Emma Taylor, by the way. Joseph is my uncle."
"Emma, glad to have you aboard," Sara hugged her. "What about the rest of you?"
There wasn't a single dissenting voice.
"Then the first order of business is to get that yacht cleaned up and ready to go," Mason said. "Any volunteers?"
They formed a working party. Five of the seven new crewmembers went to work. The other two were hardly able to stand and were confined to bed. They put on masks and rain gear and Danni fed a fire hose over from the tug. They blasted out the cabin with seawater, using a water cannon from the tug. Franklin, a young man from the yacht party, blasted out the heads and the extreme water pressure opened up the plumbing. He washed out the sewage and they spread vinegar all over the yacht from jugs found on the Ocracoke. The next day the yacht smelled sweet again and they topped off the fuel and water tanks and patched the holes Sara had shot in the deck..
Fresh water was beginning to be in short supply except for the mountain of cases of bottled water in the tug. They would have plenty to drink, but water for washing was going to be in short supply. They could use seawater, but Danni and Emma, especially, hated it.
"It makes me feel all dry and gritty," Danni shivered. "It makes our clothes all stiff, too."
"I know," Emma said, "but it's better than nothing. Lanston, can't you do something about it?"
The three young people had quickly become friends and Emma spent most of her time on the tug.
"Well, we can distill enough to drink on the Ocracoke, but drinking's not the problem. There's no way we can distill enough to wash. I'll talk to Jason and Dad and see if they have any ideas."
"I think I do have an idea," Jason said when Lanston brought the matter up. "We can put in at Cozumel and stock up on anything we need. The problem is money. We don't have any."
"Don't be so sure," Joseph said. "I'm a rich man." He was on board and sharing a glass of rum with Reagan.
"You were a rich man," Jason said. "I imagine that the dollar is worthless. We're all beggars now."
"You're wrong," Joseph said. "I am heavily invested in gold and silver, and guess where it's at?"
"I'm all ears," Jason said.
"Cayman National Bank in Georgetown," Joseph said triumphantly. "I can get a wire transfer at any bank in the world. I have more than 100 million dollars in five banks in the Cayman's and the Bahamas. You guys saved my life and you've been taking care of me ever since. It's time for me to take care of you."
"Well, that makes my little stash look like a piggy bank," Reagan said, "but I have two hundred pounds of silver dollars in two bags back on the tug. I was saving it for a rainy day."
"Let's see," Joseph calculated in his head for a few seconds. "I think that's around 50 thousand dollars, Reagan. Who did you rob?"
"I've been buying it for years," Reagan told him. "I always expected that the economy was going to crash and it might be handy to have. I just never expected to have to flee the country."
"So you're one of those conspiracy nuts," Joseph ribbed him. "Except they turned out not to be so nutty after all. Let's keep that our secret for now and let me see what I can do."
"I don't think we should take the cutter in," Reagan said. "It might make people nervous."
"On the contrary," Altman said, "Don't you have a lot of spare uniforms? I think you and me and about 10 adults ought to put them on and waltz into town as the crew of that cutter. You fooled me when you said you were Coast Guard. I think it was a good idea and we ought to roll with it. Why aren't we going someplace like Cozumel anyway?"
"I'm afraid," Reagan admitted. "I think the collapse of the United States is going to bring down a lot of the rest of the world too. I think Canada and Mexico are going down the tubes, too, even the parts that the volcano doesn't wipe out. Cozumel is part of Mexico and depends on American tourists. They don't raise their own food and what's going to happen on that island when people start starving and the tourists disappear? It's going to be a disaster. Besides, I promised Samantha and Danni."
Danni twinkled her eyes at him. "That's right, and he doesn't break promises to his kids."
"Well, I didn't think you were related," Joseph frowned.
"He adopted us," Danni said.
"Pay no attention to her," Reagan advised him. "She tells lies constantly and she will trick you out of your shirt if you let her. But, seriously, I love her like one of my own kids and if I had a girl I would want it to be her. I would hate to disappoint her. She's the one that adopted me."
"You've convinced me," Joseph held up his hand. "I wasn't thinking about how global the economy has become. You're right. And, I certainly wouldn't want to disappoint such a charming young lady!"
"Did you hear that, Mason? I'm charming!"
"I know, squirt," he said. "Now be quiet and let them figure this out."
"I'm not a squirt," she pouted. "Squirts aren't charming. Ladies are charming. Why can't you be charming?"
He shooed her off the bridge and they discussed their plan while Jason plotted a course to Cozumel.
Chapter Fifteen
It took three days to get to Cozumel. The four boats pulled up to the pier and tied off. Port Authorities immediately appeared and Commander Thayer greeted them at the gangplank. Lieutenant Altman was also on hand and they quickly disposed of the questions the Port Authority had for them. They arranged for fresh water for all four boats and topped off fuel tanks as well. Commander Thayer described their mission as a National Security patrol bound for Guantanamo Bay. They arranged for transportation and soon arrived at the Cozumel branch of HSBC, the British banking giant.



Altman made his wire transfer and took out an account and arranged to pay for their supplies. The delivery of fresh food supplies, vegetables and meat and anything they lacked was soon accomplished. They got a doctor to check their two injured crewmembers and he pronounced that they were mending nicely.
Altman transferred his remaining funds to the St. Georges bank in Grenada. He spent about an hour with the bank President and finally concluded his business.
"It won't hurt to have it where we can get at it," he said.
Danni, Lanston, Emma, Mason, Kierra, Alex and Jason were granted "shore leave," and they took Samantha along. They rented scuba and snorkeling gear and took the inflatable out on the reef. They dived and relaxed all day. They ate a dinner they had packed on the beach and the girls stretched out in the sun, Kierra thickly layered in sunscreen, while the boys bodysurfed and swam.
Several locals had joined the party, and one young man, Thomas, seemed quite smitten with Emma. They sat on towels and got acquainted. Mason soon felt like he was burning in spite of constantly applying sun block and he and Kierra strolled away hand in hand in search of shade.
Emma had no fear of the sun, Alex and Danni's little brown bodies soaked up the sun like sponges and Lanston was as brown as a nut. It was still slightly overcast and an occasional ash flake drifted down, but the weather was definitely improving.
Lanston eventually tired of the water and he and Danni took towels on the same quest as Mason and Kierra except in the other direction. They found a stretch of grass under some trees and spread out their towels.
Lanston stretched out and looked through his lashes as Danni fluffed her hair dry. She looked over her shoulder at him and saw that he was watching her. She wiggled her little butt provocatively.
"I knew you would like my bikini," she told him. "You do like it, don't you, Lanston?"
"I most certainly do," he agreed. "Turn around and let me see."
She raised her arms over her head and twirled around, her hips swaying.
He whistled softly. "Gorgeous," he said.
"Do you really think so?" she tilted her head to one side.
"Totes," he told her, "but I would hate it on anyone else."
"You're so sweet," she gushed. She slipped onto her towel and lay facing him, her head propped up on one elbow and her other hand tickling his chest.
His eyes followed the line of her body, planning up from her tiny feet; the swelling of her hip quickly descending in a smooth, fascinating curve to her narrow waist and rising again over her ribs to her shoulders.
He traced the line with one finger and she broke out in goose bumps. She shivered a little.
"You cold?" he asked.
"A little," she nodded. "Hold me, Lanston."
He pulled her over on top of him and folded his arms around her. She nuzzled her cheek into his chest just below his chin. His chest hair tickled her a little but she liked it. He didn't have much but she thought it was very masculine. She closed her eyes and sighed. She fell asleep for a few minutes and he stroked her silky hair; golden in the sunshine. She was light as a feather on him.
She didn't sleep long. She raised her head and looked at him. His eyes were closed but the movement of his fingers through her long hair told her that he wasn't asleep.
"Lanston?" she whispered.
"Hmm?" he murmured.
Remember when we were talking about beaches and you told me what you wanted? I told you I might if you helped me."
"Yeah," he said. "I was just kidding, Danni. I love you in your bikini."
"Are you sure?" she whispered, She set up and Lanston opened his eyes.
Her little fingers worked at the bows of her bikini top. The strings collapsed and she held the cups up with her hands.
"I was kidding, but I wasn't. Only if you want to, Danni."
She lowered her hands and the top slid to the towel.
Lanston felt like he had been punched in the gut. She sat there, her eyes cast down with her golden hair framing her slight form.
She was a perfect doll. The small firm mounds stood high and proud, like upside down tea cups. He drank in the sight. Her aureoles were brown and her nipples slightly darker. They were slightly tilted up and inward and they puckered and hardened in the air.
He reached out a hand. "Can I?" he asked.
She nodded and he cupped one firm mound. His thumb brushed over her nipple and she shivered again. He pulled her down and the twin cones pressed into his chest. She sought his lips and he rolled her over with their lips locked together. He stroked her silky belly, the ridges of her muscles taut beneath his fingers as his lips captured one small nubbin. Danni moaned. His hand moved lower and tugged at the bow on her hip. He looked a question at her and she nodded, biting her lower lip He pulled at the bow and her hair was silky and golden in the sunshine.
It was nearly dark when they made their way back to the inflatable. Jason and Alex had returned their rental gear and they waited for Mason and Kierra. Alex noticed the glow surrounding Danni almost at once.
"You okay honey?" she asked.
"Very okay," Danni whispered. "I'll tell you all about it when we go to bed tonight."
Emma and Thomas were still sitting on the beach talking when Mason and Kierra walked up.
"Samantha, time to tell the sand castle good night," Alex called. "Emma, time to go."
Emma was obviously not ready but she hugged Thomas goodbye, promised to come back the next day and they launched the boat and headed back down the coast.
"Emma, you know we're not coming back tomorrow, right?" Jason said.
"I know," she sighed, "but I wish we could."
Danni hugged her. "I'm sure there will be some nice boys on Carriacou."
"I hope so."
Chapter Sixteen
The fleet cast off the next morning and turned south down the channel headed for Carriacou. Their supplies were replenished and they were as prepared as they could be.
"I feel pretty confident about things now," Reagan told Mason and Sara. "We've got a pretty nice group now. We have 22 people and it would take a small army to attack us. We're well armed and probably outgun anything but a regular army unit. We aren't likely to run into anything like that where we're going and we have money and goods. I don't see how we can miss. We can work, too. We could use the tug and move boats around, we can fish with the Alley Cat, we're all strong and healthy and I think we're going to be okay. I can teach, You and Angela could set up a clinic, Sara. The kids can go back to school and everyone can find something useful to do. What do you think?"
"Yeah, I think you're right," Mason said. "You know what, though? I'm going to miss American Football. I'm not built for soccer."
Sara laughed. "No you aren't. But you've obviously been losing weight and since you aren't playing football you'll just get skinnier. Maybe you'll make a soccer player, yet."
Over on the tug, Alex stuck her head in the wheelhouse. "Jason, would you mind driving for a while? Danni? Lanston? Could I talk to you guys?"
The two looked at each other. Lanston shrugged and let Jason take the wheel and followed Danni down to the deck. Alex had three chairs set up on the deck and she handed them a drink and invited them to sit.
"What's up, sis?" Danni asked as she took a sip of her coke.
"That's what I want to know," Alex said. "What's up with you two?"
"What do you mean?" Lanston asked. "We're fine. What's wrong?"
"You two disappeared for hours yesterday," she said. "That's fine, you're adults and we weren't worried about you, but when you came back it was like you were walking on clouds and Danni had that 'just loved' look. I thought you were going to go slow?
Danni, what if you get pregnant? How are you going to explain that to Dad? How disappointed would he be with you guys? And how bad would that be for you two? You're still in high school for God's sake. I know how you feel about one another, and I'm so happy about that, but I'm worried about you."
"Alex, we didn't, you know, 'do it,'" Danni protested. "We just, I don't know, played around. I did let Lanston see me naked though."
"Danni," Lanston exploded, "you're not supposed to talk about that. Jeez, this is embarrassing!"
"It's okay Lanston, I tell Alex everything," she patted his arm.
"Well, I guess," he reluctantly agreed, "but there are just some things a guy doesn't want to talk about to his girl's sister."
"Oh, I'm so relieved," Alex exclaimed. "I'm sorry I misread the situation. But you're still playing a dangerous game. Doing stuff like that is just torturing Lanston, Danni. You just get him all worked up and it's cruel if you just leave him like that."
"I didn't do that," Danni objected. "I'm not just some little tease. I, I don't know, took care of him."
"Oh, my God," Lanston said. "Here we go again. I've had all this I can stand." He started to get up out of his chair.
Alex quickly got up and ran to him. She pushed him back into his chair and knelt between his knees with her arms around him and her cheek against his chest.
"I'm so sorry Lanston. I didn't mean to embarrass you like that. I love you as much as Danni does and I just don't want you to get hurt; either one of you. Do you forgive me?"
He kissed the top of her head. "Yes, of course. I know you're just worried, and you're probably right. We probably should go slower and just enjoy being kids."
Danni pouted a little, but her natural honesty overcame her reluctance. She came over and sat on Lanston's knee and leaned in to put her arms around them both. "I know you're right Alex. It's just like when I'm with Lanston I want to be closer and closer. Clothes seem to be in the way and I just want to melt into him. He makes me feel so good."
"I know. I wish it was simple. I know you're physically both mature, but you're just babies. You're my babies. I just think you have so much ahead of you. It's okay if you pet each other, but I just think you should save the other stuff for a few years till you get set in life and see where you're going. Our lives are in so much turmoil right now that I think getting too far down that road would be bad for both of you. Let's just get to Carriacou and get set up and get back to normal. Then we can let things go wherever you want them to go. But just in case, I want you to talk to Angela, Danni. There are probably birth control pills in the Ocracoke's dispensary and maybe she knows what you should take. I'm going to do that myself. Jason and I don't want to have kids right away after we get married either. None of us are ready for that."
"Well, I'm glad we had this little chat," Lanston said. "Now will you two get off me? I'm going fishing."
He got two punches in the chest for being a boy.
"No," Alex told him. 'I mean yes, I'll get off you but no, I still want to talk to you guys." She went back to her chair, but Danni slid into his lap and snuggled in.
"What do you want to talk about?" she asked.
"What we're going to do when we get to Carriacou," Alex said. "What do you think it's going to be like?"
"I don't know," Lanston mused. "It's a tropical island, so I suppose it will be a lot like Cozumel."
"I'm going to go to school," Danni announced. "Maybe they need cheerleaders. Then, Reagan said they have a college on the main island. I'm going to go there and become a doctor. Then I'm going to marry Lanston and have two kids and we'll live happily ever after."
"Well, I guess that's what I'm going to do too," he said. "Danni seems to have it all planned out. But I don't want to be a doctor. I think I'll just stay home and raise the kids and let her support me."
She punched him again. "I'm not kidding. That's exactly what I want to do."
"Me too, runt," he squeezed her. "But I think I might want to start a business running this tug. I love this old girl and I want to study marine engineering. I might work up to a whole fleet of tugs. I have some ideas about how to improve the way they work."
"I'm not a runt," Danni objected. "You think I'm gorgeous. You told me yesterday, but I do like that idea. Maybe Mason would want be your partner?"
"That would be cool," he said, "but I think he wants to be a teacher like Dad. I'll talk to him about it. What about you, Alex?"
"Well, you know I was going to the University of Missouri, studying to be a veterinarian. I think I'd like to keep that up. Jason needs to finish his doctorate and I think he has the perfect thesis. We'll probably raise some babies too after a while, but maybe he could teach at the University where you and Lanston would be going?"
"How cool would that be?" Lanston said. "We could get him to change our grades if we got a bad one."
"Yes," Danni agreed, "and he could get us scholarships and we couldn't get in trouble when we go to wild parties."
"You two are horrible," Alex exclaimed. "I'm trying to be serious here."
"I know, sis," Danni squirmed into a more comfortable place on Lanston's lap. "You worry too much. Everything's going to be fine. Lanston will take care of me, and I have you. Dad wouldn't ever let anything bad happen to any of us and you have Jason too. He's so smart, almost as smart as me!"
"No one is as smart as you, I guess," Alex smiled.
"No," Danni agreed. "Don't you think so, Lanston?"
"No," he said, "no one as cute or conceited either."
"I'm not conceited," she laughed, "I'm charming, Mr. Joseph said so."
Alex went back to the wheelhouse and he and Danni moved their chairs to the bow and Lanston cast out a line. Danni didn't use her chair. She curled up on Lanston's lap and they waited for a fish to bite.
****
Senator Johnson was not a happy man. He was down to five men. New Orleans had been an unpleasant surprise. He had attempted to land and commandeer a group of water patrol vessels but the locals had put up a still resistance. His men had melted away in a hail of gunfire and only himself, Agent Thomas and four guardsmen had been lucky enough to escape. They fled on their water patrol boat, leaving their wounded and dying behind.
They made their way south and were now adrift somewhere north of Cuba. Their fuel tanks were bone dry and soon they would be starving. To make matters worse, none of them knew how to navigate even if they had been able to. Johnson lay in his bunk and fumed. How could it have come to this? He had planned so well and if his men had been even been halfway competent he would now be the commander of a small fleet. He replayed the recent fight in his mind, seeing the failures of the guard captain in directing and placing his men. The man was a soldier, for God's sake. How could he have been so incompetent?
The Senator's reverie was interrupted by a rending screech. He sprang upright and rushed on deck. The massive bulk of a container ship loomed overhead. It was crushing the patrol vessel to twisted wreckage. The Senator was staring death in the face. He cast about desperately for some escape. He noticed a gangway descending from the deck of the freighter. He ran to the ladder and sprang for the rail. His hands grasped at the chain links and his feet scrambled for purchase.
His shoes found a grip on the stairs. He scrambled aboard just as the wrecked patrol boat sank below the surface, tearing the entangled ladder of the side of the ship.
Crew members were running toward the sound of the wreck and the Senator straightened his jacket and walked to meet them. He identified himself and was conducted to the bridge.
Captain Lawson was a gruff old sea dog out of Charleston. His ship was carrying farm machinery bound for Brazil. He apologized for running down the patrol boat, but claimed that because it had no running lights, he wasn't responsible. The Senator pretended to have suffered tremendous loss, neglecting to mention that they had been out of fuel and drifting to their deaths.
The captain agreed to keep the Senator aboard until they made their next port and see that he was given consideration by whatever delegation the US had in that city. They would be putting in at Caracas for maintenance and they would put the senator ashore there.
They showed him to a cabin and the senator settled in for the voyage.
Chapter Seventeen
It took the fleet 35 days to cross the Caribbean Sea. It was not without incident. Twice they ran into storms that threatened to swamp the tug and break loose the barges. They wound up casting the barges off and following them as they drifted in the storm. The Alley Cat developed a fuel pump problem and the Ramsey's were down two days fixing it. They carried spare parts, so it wasn't a major problem. They spotted ships in the distance, but since Jason had plotted a course outside the major shipping lanes, nothing was close. The ships were all freighters and posed no danger to the flotilla.
Again, fresh water was their main problem and only the Alley Cat had water in her tanks by the time Carriacou appeared on the horizon. Mason regularly ferried passengers to shower and wash clothes on the Ramsey's boat. Their fresh food supplies were also exhausted and they were reduced to eating canned, boxed and frozen food, and even the freezers on the Alley Cat and the Ocracoke were running low. Nobody went hungry but the stocks of bottled water to drink began to shrink rapidly in spite of the desalination station on the Ocracoke running 24 hours a day.
Their first sight of Carriacou was High Point North standing nearly a thousand feet over the sea. There were hundreds of boats dotting the water and the small fleet carefully picked its way through the reefs surrounding the island and through the small boat traffic.
There were a couple of ferries tied up at the pier. The Ocracoke crew had donned their uniforms and Lanston used the tug to maneuver the cutter into the pier. They had contacted the port authority at Hillsborough and received permission to dock under their guise as a United States Coast Guard vessel. The Harbormaster met them at the pier
Commander Thayer introduced Lieutenant Altman and they arranged an appointment with the Minister for Carriacou and Petite Martinique Affairs. They were ushered into his office. The honorable senator Jeff Prius was a jolly round fellow that Reagan instantly liked.
"Welcome to Carriacou," Prius shook their hands and offered them a drink. "What can I do for you, Commander?"
Reagan and Joseph explained the situation, using their carefully memorized cover story. They had sailed from Huston, Texas where they had been stationed under orders from their commanding officer to offer aid and rescue to refugees. They had encountered several and were escorting them to safety. With the collapse of the United States, they wanted to apply for refugee status and make their homes on Carriacou.
"We have our Coast Guard cutter, a 110 foot trawler, a 120 foot yacht, a tug boat and two barges with 60,000 US gallons of diesel fuel on board. We have a ten-man crew on the cutter and 22 personnel in total. Our party contains a volcanologist, a 3rd year veterinary student, a teacher, a nurse and 3 children. We have money and skills and feel like we would be a valuable addition to your community. We want to buy property if there's any for sale," Reagan outlined their plan.
"I'm sure we can work something out," Prius said. "I have no doubt you'll be granted refugee status, and once you own property you can become citizens. The whole world is mourning your disaster. Our tourism is going to crash and any skills you have will be quite useful. I must be quick to tell you that I'm uncomfortable with the presence of a large and heavily armed military ship in our harbor. It will make the government in Georgetown very uncomfortable as well. We have no military force and only two boats in our coast guard, none as large as yours. What do you plan to do with it?"



"I am not able to do anything with it but continue to operate it according to my standing orders until I receive new orders. I can't sell it, it doesn't belong to me. I can't give it away for the same reason. I will continue to use it to assist refugees until I receive further orders," Regan said.
"At some point it is possible that the refugees may set up some sort of government in exile. At that point I may receive further orders. Until that time it will be my duty to aid those who escaped the holocaust. So far, I have found only these 22 people. Until I find others, I will continue to ensure their safety. Think about this, Senator. There is a bad time coming for your people. Economies worldwide are going to come crashing down and there will be piracy on the high seas. It is likely that some of those pirates will make their way here. Wouldn't you sleep better at night knowing that the US Coast Guard is on duty, protecting your people without charge to you or risk of life and limb to any of your citizens?"
"How much money do you have, Commander?" Prius asked. "I'm not prying here; I'm just wondering if you know how expensive property is on this island?"
"I'll allow the Lieutenant to answer that question," Reagan said.
"May I borrow a pen, Senator?" Joseph asked.
The Senator opened his desk and handed over a pen. "You may keep that," he said.
"Thank you," Joseph wrote on a sticky note on Prius' desk. He slid the paper across the desk. "That is the balance and account numbers of two accounts at Republic Bank in Georgetown."
Prius' eyes flickered as he looked at the number.
"We'll give you time to confirm that account," Joseph said, "but I think you'll find that we have enough money to buy every piece of real estate that is for sale on this island. I inherited a great deal of money, Senator. Commander Thayer has a similar amount in the same bank. He is from an old Virginia family that has extensive holdings in Brazil in mining and petroleum. We are officers in the United States military, but that doesn't mean we live on officer's pay. My niece Emma owns that yacht you see down at the pier. The Ramsey's, the owners of the trawler are also quite well off. Believe me, Senator, we can pay our way."
Prius buzzed for his secretary and handed her the note. "Check that out," he told her.
He leaned back in his chair. He was silent for a couple of minutes. "I'll have to clear this with immigration, but this is my home district. I have a lot of authority here. If all this checks out, I can't imagine turning people like you away. Yes, we would sleep easier at night knowing you were on watch. To tell you the truth we've already begun having some trouble. Four years ago, pirates boarded and robbed a yacht in Tyrell Bay for the first time, and it's been getting worse. I have one police boat. They can't be everywhere and the pirates are getting bolder. We could use the help. Do you have any place in mind you'd like to live?"
"We do actually," Reagan said. "Do you have that list, Lieutenant?"
Joseph opened his case and handed Reagan the list Sara and Angela had prepared.
"This is the list of the properties we want to purchase," he said, handing the list to Prius.
The senator squinted at the list and his jaw dropped. "You certainly do know what you want," he gasped. "This adds up to nearly 20 million dollars! You have 25 properties on this list."
"I have been a real estate developer in the Florida Keys since Commander Thayer and I graduated from Annapolis," Joseph said. "I don't intend to be idle here and the Commander is my partner in this venture."
"Those lots in Craigston add up to be probably 20 acres," Prius said. "What do you plan to do with all that land?"
"Build a headquarters for a real estate development company," Reagan said. "That's where our offices and warehouse will be. We plan to build a free clinic if we can attract a doctor, and a small shipyard. We are purchasing Fiji Beach for a pier and a private beach. We will build private housing for our employees here as well. The Lieutenant will operate out of Catalina Villa. As you can see, we are ready to pump a lot of money into your economy. What do you say, Senator? Will you let us in?"
The secretary knocked and entered. "Both accounts check out," she said.
"But how can I say no," Prius rose and bowed. "Welcome to Carriacou, gentlemen."
"How soon do think we can make arrangements to purchase the properties?" Joseph asked.
"I see no reason why we can't begin now. Come with me and I'll make the introductions for you. First, let me arrange accommodations for your party. I know this island like the back of my hand and I'll make sure you receive only the best."
They shook hands and he escorted them out. They conducted their business with the real estate agent, spent two hours with a local attorney, and the two men walked back toward the boats. Reagan exploded.
"What was that woman talking about, 'both accounts?'"
"I took the liberty of setting accounts up for you and your family while we were in Cozumel," he explained. "You saved our lives Reagan. Every one of us would have died horrible deaths. But, you and your family rode in like knights in armor and saved us. I know I can never repay that, but I can do something. Everyone in your family, including the 'adopted' ones, has enough money to get them a good start in life at whatever they want to do. They can't retire and become decadent, but they have freedom to do what they want to do with their lives. You, on the other hand, can retire if you want. You don't seem the decadent type, but you can be if you want. Don't give me a lot of grief. Just say, 'Thank you Joseph,' and I'll say you're welcome and I still owe you everything I have. I'm done preaching now."
Reagan stopped and stared at him for a minute. There were tears in his eyes. "Thank you Joseph," his voice caught in his throat."
"You're welcome Reagan and I still owe you everything I have."
They both burst into laughter, a few people stopped to stare at two grown men hugging each other and laughing insanely on the street.
Chapter Eighteen
Reagan burst onto the bridge, nearly overcome with excitement. "Pack a bag, kids," he said. "They're letting us in."
The bridge burst into an uproar with everyone hugging and whooping and congratulating one another at once.
"Hey, hey," Reagan called. "I wasn't kidding about packing a bag. They're sending a bus for us. We're going to stay at the Green Roof Inn. The local Senator is putting us up and he says it's a wonderful place."
They all scurried off to berths to pack bags and the excited talk continued as they packed.
"Oh, I don't know what to take, Mason," Kierra was in an agony of indecision."
"Just regular clothes," he told her. "A swim suit too, and something to wear for dinner."
"I don't have anything to wear for dinner," she wailed.
"We'll go shopping," he told her. "Just bring jeans and shirts and a toothbrush."
"I don't have any money," she said. "None of us have any money. How can we go shopping?"
"I'll ask Dad," he said. "We all need new stuff."
The party filled the open bus that pulled up at the pier. They were one seat short but Danni volunteered to sit on Lanston's lap and solved the problem.
"I wanted to anyway," she whispered. "This is all sort of scary."
He wrapped his arms around her and squeezed her up tight.
Mason pulled his father aside. "Dad, we all need clothes and stuff. We'll never get the ash out of our clothes. They all smell like cinders. How are we going to get stuff? None of us have any money."
"Well, that's not quite accurate," Reagan said. "I'll explain it to everyone later, but you do have money. For now, you can all just sponge off of Dad like you always have."
"How did you get money?" Mason asked.
"I'm not trying to be mysterious, but I only want to say this once and I'll tell everyone when we get to the hotel. Just get whatever you need."
Reagan spoke to their bus driver for a moment and he agreed to take them to the shopping district and wait until they were finished.
"Okay everyone," he said. "Change of plans. Our clothes are worn out and full of ash we'll never get out. Many of you need personal items. We're going shopping. First stop is the bank to get money and then we'll go get what we need."
Cheers, especially from the women, filled the street. The driver had a big smile on his face.
They stopped at the bank and Reagan and Joseph went in. They did some figuring about the exchange rate and finally decided to give everyone 1000 dollars. Carriacou used the East Caribbean dollar and a US dollar was worth almost three local dollars. They each decided to withdraw an additional 5,000 in case they needed something more.
The bank teller was somewhat surprised at someone withdrawing 32 thousand dollars, but she rounded up the money and supplied a small bag to carry it in. "Don't get robbed," she warned.
Reagan smiled a little at the notion. He had noticed that each of his kids had a sidearm on them somewhere, although he couldn't imagine where Danni was concealing her little .38 auto with the outfit she had on.
They exited the bus in front of a line of shops and the two men handed out money to the shoppers. "I know this seems like a lot of money, but it isn't," Joseph explained. "Three of these dollars are worth about what one US dollar was worth. This is all the money you're going to have for a while, so don't blow it on junk. Get what you need and can wear."
The large group dispersed into smaller groups. Reagan and Sara, Burt and Angela, Joseph and Mason and Kierra found a house that also doubled as a women's dress shop. The girls shopped while the men made encouraging remarks.
"Reagan, if you don't shut up we're going to stay here all day," Sara snapped.
"Oh, I thought that was the plan anyway," he shot back.
Lanston, Danni and Emma found a delightful little shop that sold sarongs and art t-shirts. Danni fell in love with the sarongs and bought three. Emma bought one and Lanston even found one for men. It wasn't really his size, but since it was a wrap-around, he thought it would work. They also bought several t-shirts and Danni purchased the tiniest yellow bikini Lanston had ever seen.
They found a general store that sold jeans and all kinds of shirts and shoes and they soon had all they wanted to carry.
"Hey, Danni, look," Lanston pointed out. "There's a dentist's office. You don't have to worry about your braces anymore. We can just come here."
Danni was ecstatic. "Lanston, thank you. You don't know how much I've worried about that. I knew you were good for something."
The two hours they had allotted passed quickly and the group gathered at the bus and set out for the hotel. It was a large structure, obviously catering to tourists. They took their room assignments and went to drop off their bags.
Alex and Danni were sharing a room next to Mason and Lanston. The rooms adjoined through a door and it was quickly opened.
"Lanston isn't it beautiful," Danni called from her side. She was standing at the window looking out at the ocean.
"I'm going to take a long shower," she called. "Then, do you want to go swimming?"
"Sure," he agreed. "I'll shower too."
"You and Kierra want to go, bro?" he asked Mason.
"No I do not," Mason said. "I've had enough ocean to last me a lifetime. I'm going to take a long shower after you're done and go get Kierra and lie on a bed and watch TV. You think they've got any video games?"
"Call the desk and find out," Lanston said. "Looks like you can rent movies." He pointed to the promotion on the desk." Maybe they have porn. I'm sure Kierra would enjoy some good adult entertainment." They laughed hysterically and Mason went off to find Kierra and check into hotel's services.
An hour later, Danni poked her head into the room. Lanston was lying on the bed in his new swimming trunks with a towel over his face.
"I'm ready," she said. Lanston didn't move.
She went over and pulled the towel off his face. He was asleep. She watched him sleep for a while. He looked so young and beautiful, she thought. She knelt beside the bed and nibbled on his ear. His eyes opened.
"Hello elf," he said. "Are you the golden elf princess?"
"Yes I am," she giggled. "I've come to take you away to my kingdom by the sea."
He cradled her head in one big hand and kissed her. "Will there be more like you there?"
"No, I'm the last elf in the world," she said sadly.
"That's too bad," he said. "I was thinking of starting a harem."
She punched him in the ribs. "Get up, lazy and take me swimming," she said. "One of me is all you can handle."
They laughed together and Lanston tucked her under his arm and they went out the sliding door and down the steps to the beach. She had on one of her new sarongs, a light green, semi-transparent number and one of her new t-shirts with an Adventure Time character on the front. They both carried towels. There didn't seem to be a lot of tourists around. They walked a quarter mile up the beach and spread their towels out on the white sand.
Lanston stretched out on his towel and put his arms behind his head. He sighed in contentment and closed his eyes.
Danni unwrapped her sarong and pulled her t-shirt over her head and dropped them on her towel. She looked around. They could see Union Island in the distance. The gentle surf rolled into the white sand and the deep blue water glimmered in the sun. It was eighty-five degrees and the water looked inviting.
"This is the most beautiful beach I have ever seen," she said.
Lanston opened his eyes and his heart skipped a beat. She was wearing that little yellow bikini. It was just three little triangles of cloth with strings. It clung to her sleek brown body like so many gloves. She was facing the ocean and the bright yellow string caressed the top of her cheeks and disappeared into mystery. He could see a faint tan line that would soon disappear as well. She was the sexiest thing he had ever seen.
"Wow," he said, "me too."
She glanced at him. "Not me silly, Look around."
"I can't," he gasped.
"So does that mean you like it?"
"I like you in it," he said. "Come here, sprite and let me look."
She came over, swinging her hips in an exaggerated runway walk, and knelt between his legs. He reached up and took her hand and pulled her down on top of him. He wrapped his arms around her and then cupped one firm bare cheek in each hand. He traced the thong down into the cleft and squeezed again.
"You have the sexiest butt," he told her.
She melted into him as their lips met. His hands were everywhere, stroking her silky brown skin. She moaned, almost inaudibly.
"It feels almost like you're naked in that," he whispered.
"I know," she said. "But I'm not and you aren't to try and get me out of it."
"I won't," he promised. "You look too good in it. Sometimes you have to leave a little to the imagination."
"You don't think I'm teasing you, like Alex said?" she asked.
"No, sprite," he said. "I love it, but we better get up before I get too hot."
"I love it when you call me that," she kissed him fiercely and then jumped up and ran giggling into the water.
He chased her and they discovered that size did matter, as he was able to run faster through the water that was thigh deep on her, but only knee deep on him. He picked her up and swung her through the air and she flew into the water, turning the fall into a shallow dive.
They played in the water until they were tired. They gathered up their belongings, Danni covered the bikini with her sarong and t-shirt, and they went back to the hotel.
"I'm going to take another shower," she said. "I'm going to take about ten a day for a while."
"Can I watch?" he asked.
"You are so bad," she laughed. "No, you're an evil boy."
She disappeared into her room. He heard the sound of the shower running as his heart raced to the beat of her rhythm.
Reagan knocked on their doors an hour later and told them he was taking them to dinner. The eight of them gathered in the lobby. Mason was wearing kaki's he had bought and a new black polo. Lanston had black pants and a Hawaiian shirt in white with red flowers, and Danni had matched him with another of her sarongs, a red one, and a white shirt with the tails tied up and her navel bare. Sara and Kierra were stunning red headed twins in little black dresses. Alex and Jason surprised everyone by appearing in Coast Guard dress whites.
They caught a bus to Tyrrel Bay and pulled up at a place called Sel et Poivre near the yacht club. Over dinner, they discussed the events of the day and began to plan for the future.
"So, what are your plans, kids?" Sara asked.
"I don't know what our long-term plans are," Alex said, "But I want Danni back in school."
"I won't go unless Lanston goes with me," Danni pouted.
"It's okay, pixie. I have to finish my senior year," he assured her. "I suppose I'll have to start it over. You have two to go. I want to enroll in the university, but I think I'll wait for you and take a year off. Dad, how would you feel about giving me the tug? I want to start a business. I'd like to set up a fleet of them eventually. I was hoping Mason would want to be my partner."
"I'd love to be your partner, but I don't want to spend my time on ships," Mason said. "I don't have the complexion for it. I'd burn to death in a month. I only survived our trip here because the sun didn't shine and I stayed inside most of the time. I can't stand this sun, and Kierra can't either. I would be glad to run the business, but I won't drive boats."
"I can't think of a better owner than you, Lanston. I know you and Danni love that boat," Reagan said.
"Alex and I both need to finish our degrees," Jason said.
"The same for Kierra and I," Mason said. "Kierra had a year to go to get her Registered Nurses license and I have three semesters to go for my bachelor's degree. I don't think either one of us wants to stop there. She wants to be a nurse practitioner and I want to get a doctorate."
"It sounds like you mostly have school planned," Reagan said.
"Yeah, but we have a big problem, dude," Mason said.
"What problem?" Sara asked.
"Well, I had a football scholarship back home," Mason said. "It still cost you guys a lot of money to send me to college. I don't think they have American football here. You both had good jobs at home. Nobody has a job here. I don't even know if there are jobs to be had. We don't have a house to live in, cars to drive or anything. How are we going to live? We can't live in a Hotel the rest of our lives."
"Why not?" Danni said. "I like hotels. Besides, I like having Lanston next door."
"Me too," Alex laughed, "but we can't. We couldn't afford it. What are we going to do, Dad? I know you have a plan. You always have a plan."
"I do have a plan," Reagan said. "Let me tell you about it. You kids don't know it yet, but each of you has a bank account with 500,000 American dollars in it. It is in the Republic Bank of Grenada. That's 1.5 million local dollars. You don't have to worry about money for a long time."
He looked around at a sea of shocked faces. "You're kidding, right?" Mason said.
"I'm not kidding," Reagan said.
"Where did it come from?" Mason asked.
"That's something else you don't know," Reagan told the group. "You saved the life of a very rich and powerful man. It turns out he is a very good and grateful man. He set up those accounts for you as a very nice way to say thank you."
"Who?" Jason asked, although he thought he knew.
"Joseph Altman," Reagan told them. "We had no idea that he was who he was and we saved them because we could and that's the kind of kids you are. He knows that and he will always love you for that and be grateful for that. He knows what kind of hearts you kids have and he wants to make sure you can do and become anything you want. I think the man would give you kids his last dollar, but he has so many dollars it will never come to that."



"Wow," Danni breathed. "Did you hear that Lanston? We're rich!"
"Yes, pixie; I heard it. I just never knew you were so mercenary. I thought you wanted to be poor and in love."
"I would rather be rich and in love," she explained.
"Well, actually you aren't rich yet," Reagan told her. "When you turn 21, you'll be rich. Until then, you're only rich if I decide to give you money."
"What does that mean?" she asked.
"Well, I am your father," he told her. "You adopted me, remember? As the father of two children, I am the administrator of their money. I'll help you make decisions about it and when you turn 21 I'll set you free."
"That doesn't seem fair," She protested.
"I know, button," he said. "But don't you love me a little? Don't you think I'll take good care of you?"
She jumped up and ran to him. She threw her arms around his neck and kissed him on the cheek. "Oh yes, Dad, I do love you. More than a little. I'm so glad you're my Dad. I'll always be grateful to you for saving my life, just like Mr. Joseph." A tear trickled down one high cheekbone and across a little brown cheek..
"There now Danni," he brushed the tear away. "I love you too, and I promise you'll never regret adopting me. Now go set in your chair. This is a restaurant and you're making a scene."
She looked around at the diners who were staring at them. "They're just jealous because I'm rich and I've got such a handsome Dad." she said. She kissed him again and went back to her chair.
"Well, now that the histrionics have died down, I still have some questions, Dad," Jason said. "By the way, I feel just like Danni, but I was thinking more along the lines of 'stunning mother.'"
"Thanks Jason," Sara said. "We'll slip away and dance later when Reagan and Alex aren't looking."
"You are so wicked," Alex laughed. "No wonder your kids are incorrigible."
"What else do you want to know?" Reagan asked.
"Well, where we're going to live, for starters. I was looking on the internet back at the hotel. Have you seen how much a house costs here?"
"Yes, I know, but there aren't any houses for sale on this island."
"What are you talking about? I saw two dozen places on the internet."
"Unfortunately, all those places were snapped up by a greedy corporation this morning," Reagan said.
"What corporation, and what are we going to do?" Jason suspected Reagan was concealing something, but he didn't know what.
"It's called ART," Reagan said. "They moved in this morning and purchased every property available on the island. Fortunately, I know the CEO."
"You don't know anyone here," Kierra objected. "We just got here."
"Yes and the CEO came with us," Reagan said. "Her name is Alicia Ramsey."
"Oh, I see what you did there," Mason admired his father's ploy. "ART is Altman, Ramsey and Thayer. You formed a corporation and bought all that real estate."
"But, that's millions of dollars," Jason said. "Just how much money does Joseph have?"
"Certain numbers are so big that they don't mean anything," Reagan said. "This is one of those numbers. As a wedding present to Alex and Jason, ART has signed over the title of a house to Jason and Alexis Kilwreath. It's called Shell House. Would you like to go and see it?"
This time it was Alex who jumped up and ran to hug Reagan. "You are amazing," she said. "Yes Dad, take us to see the house."
"I thought you might say that," he stood and tucked her under his arm. "Let's go. The car should be here by now."
The hotel van was in the parking lot and the driver soon brought them along a winding road to a hilltop. They drove through an open gate and up a private drive. The view was stunning. Reagan produced a key and Alex took it and ran to the front door.
She and Danni skipped from room to room while the rest of the group proceeded at a more leisurely pace. It was a visually striking home. A plunge pool in the back caught Danni's eye immediately.
"Oh, sis, I love it," she exclaimed. "This is the most beautiful little house I have ever seen."
Jason and Reagan walked out to the cabana and relaxed in a couple of hammocks. Danni and Lanston occupied a third. The rest sat in comfortable hand crafted wooden chairs.
"There's an apartment over the garage for you, Danni," Jason said. "You almost have your own place."
Danni began to cry. "What's wrong honey," Sara said, "Don't you like the house?"
"I love it," Danni sobbed, "but I want to live with Lanston. We've never been apart. I'm scared when he's not with me. I feel safe when I'm with him and I'm afraid something bad will happen to me if he's not around"
Lanston hugged her close and stroked her head. "Dad?" he looked a question at Reagan. "Do something."
"Oh, Danni," Kierra comforted her. "I know exactly how you feel. We've been so scared for so long. I still wake up every night with the memory of a man's arm around my neck and a gun to my head. If I couldn't run to Mason I don't know what I would do. But Alex is your sister. You can't live with Lanston: at least not yet. You belong with your family."
Danni jumped out of her hammock and ran to Reagan. "You are my family," she begged. "Please don't make me live here Dad."
He reached out and pulled her into his hammock. He stroked her hair.
"Don't cry, button," he said. "You'll spoil the mood. This is supposed to be a happy day. I'll figure something out. Just stop crying and let me think a minute."
She nodded and sniffed. "I need a Kleenex," she choked out.
He handed her his handkerchief. She wiped her eyes, blew her nose, and handed it back to him.
He took the crumpled ball somewhat dubiously. "You're nothing if not through," he said.
"Kierra is right, Danni. You do belong with your sister, but I understand. You've been through some really bad experiences and I know you're still scared at all the new things you've been going through. We're all scared. There are two bedrooms in this house other than your apartment. One of them has two double beds. Lanston could stay here part of the time. You could even sleep in the same room. Can I trust you not to sleep in the same bed?"
Danni nodded. She was a little wary. Reagan always seemed to know more about you than you told him. "Yes Dad, I promise."
"Your mother and I have a home too. It has two apartments next door Kierra will be living in one of them. Danni could stay with her or in her own apartment next door to both Kierra and us. Alex, is it okay if Danni lives with us part of the time?"
"Oh, yes," Alex said. "I never want her to be unhappy or be scared like this. Whatever she needs. Can we go and see your house?"
"I thought you might say that," Reagan said. "Let's go get in the van."
Cinnamon Villa was on the other side of Hillsborough, a mile and a half above the village. Hummingbird, two apartments with their own private drive, was on the adjoining lot. Once again Danni was immediately entranced by the largest pool on the island.
"Lanston, it's beautiful," she exclaimed. "Where's your bedroom?"
"Unfortunately, it looks like I have to share with the snore machine," he noticed. There were two beds in the large bedroom with its own bathroom attached.
"I doubt either one of us will spend much time in here. There must be ten hammocks hung around this house," Mason said. "We'll probably spend most of our time sleeping out in the breeze."
"Me too," Danni jumped into Lanston's arms. "Let's try one out."
He carried her out onto the veranda and they stretched out in one of the hammocks there.
"Oh, I could sleep here forever," she snuggled into his chest. "Could you sleep like this, Lanston?"
"Well, I could if you weren't crushing a .38 into my hip bone," he said. "How are you carrying that thing?"
"I have a leg holster," she giggled. She lifted her sarong and a brown leather holster appeared, strapped to one smooth golden thigh.
"God, that's sexy," he groaned. "But you're still crushing my hip bone."
"You big baby," she slid her leg over him until he was comfortable.
Kierra and Mason walked up a flight of concrete stairs to Hummingbird to check out the apartments.
They stood on the top deck and looked out over Hillsborough and the ocean; the out islands framed in the distance.
"Baby, it's beautiful," she sighed. "It's like living in paradise."
"I know," he said. "Hey, look over on that hill!"
Three horses were grazing in a clump of trees.
"Oh, baby," she cried. "Do you think I could get one?"
"I don't see why not," he said. "Let's walk over and talk to the owners. Maybe they have one for sale or know someone else who does."
They informed Reagan of their plan.
"Wait till tomorrow," he said. "It's getting dark and we need to get back to the hotel."
He stuck his head out onto the veranda. "Danni," he called softly, "time to go."
Her little blonde head peeked over the edge of the hammock. "Lanston is asleep," she said softly. "Can't we just stay here tonight?"
"I guess you can if you want," he laughed. "The rest of us are going back to the hotel. This house is empty. There aren't even any towels or anything."
"I don't care. I don't ever want to move," she said.
"Okay, I'll send someone for you in the morning. Danni, remember what you promised me?"
"Does this count as a bed?" she twinkled up at him.
"I guess not," he chuckled, "so long as you keep your clothes on, button." Her heart leaped. How much did he know? She licked her lips.
"I know what you're thinking. I don't keep track of you, if you're worried about that. I trust you," Reagan said, "but I know you Danni. You're a good girl. I know that, but you're naughty too. You're as cute as a kitten and smart as a whip and you know it and you want everyone else to know too. You have all the right things in all the right places and you love to show it off. That's part of your charm and it's natural to you and I love it and everyone loves to look at you. Just make me proud, okay?"
"I promise, Dad. You'll never regret adopting me either."
"I know. Best decision I never made."
She giggled and returned her cheek to Lanston's chest and closed her eyes. She was asleep before the van doors closed. Her last thought was that it had been 75 days since the world ended. Now hers was just beginning. The big body sleeping beneath her would keep her safe.
Chapter Nineteen
The next morning was a busy one for Reagan and Joseph. They met with Senator Prius who introduced them to his nephew, a lively young man named George.
"George needs a job," Prius said. "I think he would make a perfect assistant for you. He knows everything there is to know about this island and he can introduce you to all the people you need to meet."
"Good morning, Commander; Lieutenant," George shook their hands.
"We're only Commanders and Lieutenants on the ship," Reagan said. "Mr. Thayer and Mr. Altman will do fine on shore." He was getting a little weary with the charade. They left the senator's office.
"We need sailors, George. We can't keep our people on the cutter all the time. We need construction workers, especially a contractor that can handle large projects. Can you help us with that?"
"Yes sir, Mr. Thayer. I know just the people," George answered. "My uncle has informed me that it will be impossible to leave your boats tied to the pier. We don't have enough room for so many large boats. I have arranged mooring for you at Tyrrel Bay. I also have pilots and crews standing by to move the vessels as soon as you give the word."
"Well done, George," Joseph said. "But first we need packers and movers. We have a truck but we need a crane or something to unload it."
"I can arrange that sir. When would you like to begin, now?"
"Right away," Joseph said. "But I think you are going to need an assistant as well. Do you have someone in mind?"
"My cousin Maria would be glad to find employment," he said.
"How many family members do you have?" Reagan laughed.
"Dozens," George said. "The contractor I spoke of is my uncle and most of the sailors will be related to me as well." He smiled. "We have very large families here sir."
"Can you call your cousin and send her to the hotel?" Reagan asked. "Sara needs some help and she can handle that while you introduce us to the people we need."
"But of course," George pulled a cell phone from his pocket.
"We all need those too," Joseph said. "None of ours work."
"How many do you need?" George asked.
"We need 22," Reagan said.
"I'll make the arrangements right away,"
"If his whole family is as competent as this young man, we should hire them all," Joseph laughed.
"I can't help but think I'm forgetting something," Reagan squinted his brow. He slapped his forehead. "Lanston and Danni!" he exclaimed. "I forgot to have them picked up."
"I will send Maria," George said. "She can pick them up and transport them to the hotel."
"We better get back there too and get everyone down to the boats to pack," Joseph said.
George spent the whole bus ride back on the phone and continued talking after they reached the lobby. He sent hotel messengers scurrying away and by the time Maria, a beautiful young lady with dark, chocolate skin, arrived with Lanston and Danni he announced that they were ready to go. They traveled in two hotel busses and the pier was surrounded by a flurry of activity when they arrived. George was on the phone the entire trip.
A large flatboat with a crane had arrived and was swinging the transport truck onto the pier. A small army of people were waiting for them and George announced that they were workers who would assist them in packing and transporting their belongings.
He had rounded up five flatbed trucks and dozens of wooden packing cases. The materials were on hand to construct more if required. They spent a busy five hours and the trucks made numerous trips to their different destinations and returned for more.
"What is the best way to get around here?" Emma asked George.
"Well, there are busses that go everywhere," he explained. "That's the way most people get around. For a lady such as yourself or the younger members of our party, I suggest that you purchase motorcycles such as the one you see there."
Emma and Danni instantly fell in love with the scooter parked at the end of the pier. It was a Honda Forza and Danni ran off to tell Reagan she wanted one.
"Where do you get them?" Emma asked.
"We import them from St. Georges," he informed her. "How many do you think you might want?"
Emma checked off on her fingers. "Maybe 10," she said. "Do you think we could get 10?"
"I'll make the arrangements right away," he said.
She looked at him with admiration. "You're good," she said. "But let me ask around and make sure who wants one. I know five for sure, but I'm not certain about the others."
"I could arrange the five right away and we could get the others as they are required."
"Yes, do that," she told him.
"Yes ma'am," he said.
"Do I look like a ma'am to you?" She stood hip-shot with one arm cocked. "My name is Emma."
"Yes ma'am, I mean Emma," he stammered. "And no, you look like a very beautiful young lady."
"Swing by Catalina Villa tonight and we'll talk about how beautiful I am," she batted her long dark lashes at him.
"I will," he promised, "just as soon as I get off work. I may be somewhat late. I have a lot to get done."
"Any time," she sauntered away looking for Danni.
Weapons were the main problem. Reagan wanted two M16s and a riot gun at each residence and didn't want them handled by anyone that hadn't arrived with them.
"I don't know what the weapon's laws are here," he told Mason, "but I'm pretty sure they don't want a lot of automatic weapons floating around. Let's pack them in empty ammunition cases and load them on the transport truck. We'll send a case of ammo with each one and deliver them tonight after the local go to bed. I don't care what the laws are; we're going to be able to protect ourselves. I want every one of you kids carrying a sidearm at all times."
"We already do, Dad. I'll help you pack them. After that, Kierra wants to go ask our neighbors if they know of any horses for sale. She is crazy about them and ever since we had to leave her mare she talks about them all the time."
"Just be thankful she doesn't want a unicorn, we would probably have a hard time getting our hands on one of those."
"Dude; that gives me a great idea for a prank. If we do get one, I'm going to turn it into a unicorn somehow."
They had a good laugh out of that. "Maybe we could make it a zebra unicorn," Reagan gasped. They continued to pack the cases and Mason got some workers to carry them out and load them on the transport.
Danni found them working in the arms locker on the cutter. "Dad, I want a motorcycle," she said.
"Okay, button," he agreed. "What brought this sudden desire on?"
She hugged him. "Thank you so much. Well, George said that's the way most young people get around on the island. I don't like riding the bus. I might need to go somewhere quick and I don't like waiting."
"Well, that's a surprise," Mason said.
She made a face at him.
"Are you sure you want a motorcycle, Danni? They're pretty heavy and you're pretty light. You don't think it might be too heavy for you?"
"It's a little motorcycle," she explained. "George called it a Honda Forza. It's more like a big moped. Don't you think you want one too, Mason?"
"No I do not," he said. "Can you imagine me on a moped? I would squish the tires flat."
"No you wouldn't," Danni told him. "Lanston rode it and it carried him just fine. I can tell you've been losing weight, Mason. You look very skinny."
Reagan shouted with laughter. Mason had been losing, but describing a 280 lb. man as 'skinny' delighted him.
"What I really want is 1969 GTO Judge," Mason said. "Since that doesn't seem likely, and I don't know where I'd drive it, take me to the moped, kid and I'll give it a try."
"I wish we could get you a Judge, Mason. What's a GTO Judge?
"It's a bright orange muscle car from the late 60's," he told her. Mason was a muscle car fanatic. "It's got the good 455 high output in it and a Hurst 4-speed. They didn't make many of them and I had one of the convertibles back home. I hated to leave it, but what could I do?"
"Dad, can't we get him one?"
"I doubt it, Danni. That's a pretty tall order."
"If you had one would you take me for a ride, Mason?"
"I'd even let you drive, sis," Mason hugged her.
"See, Mason loves me," she pointed out. She took his hand and led him off to look at the scooter. Reagan shook his head as he watched them walk away with her tugging on his hand. She really was like Mason's little sister. She worshipped him like a hero/god and catered to his every whim in an effort to get him to notice her. Whenever he did she wiggled like a puppy.
"What a girl," he told himself.
With the final load on board, he left instructions with George and drove the truck up to Cinnamon Villa. Sara and Maria were just leaving to meet with the administration of the school to see about getting Lanston, Danni and Samantha enrolled before the year started. The place was a flurry of activity as people carried boxes into the proper rooms and groceries and supplies were being delivered. George had been busy and Reagan was very impressed with that young man. He was delivering on his promises.
"Reagan," Sara called out the window of Maria's car, "Great news. George called Maria and said our immigration status has been approved. Congratulations, you're an official refugee."
"Just what I've always wanted," he called down from the veranda. "But that is great news."
He unloaded his ammunition case and put it in the storage area under the house. Then he got back in the truck and drove to Catalina Villa to talk to Joseph. As he drove up the hill he noticed that the yacht, trawler and cutter had been moved and were visible, moored in the bay below. The tug was being moved down to coast to another pier where it would have a permanent home until Lanston got around to using it.



Joseph came out to greet his friend as Reagan pulled up. The same bustle of people coming and going was on display.
"Our boy George is worth his weight in gold," Joseph said, shaking Reagan's hand.
"He certainly is," Reagan agreed. "Help me get this box inside, Joseph."
They lifted it down and carried it under the carport. "Is this guns?" Joseph asked.
"Yes, two M16s and a riot gun."
"Three months ago I wouldn't have had them in the house," Joseph told him. "I always despised what I called 'the gun nuts.' It's amazing what a change a little bondage and beating can make in a man."
"I can only imagine," Reagan said. "I've been around them all my life, but I can't say I like them. They do seem to deter 'bondage and beating' though."
"Well, it's not necessarily that I was against security. I just always hired it done," Joseph explained.
"I understand," Reagan agreed. "I would just as soon somebody else does it too. I doubt the violence is done, Joseph. There is going to be a lot of desperate people out there when all this hits the fan. I suspect the whole northern hemisphere is in trouble. Jason says that world temperatures are going to plummet. Europe and Russia, China, Japan. This ash is going to devastate them too and if it gets cold, crops won't grow. What's going to happen when we have food and some dictator somewhere is starving? He's going to come knocking on our door."
"I don't like to think about it," Joseph replied. "George came by and left a box of cell phones. Come and get some for the family."
"I think he just used that as an excuse to see Emma," Reagan told him. "I saw them talking earlier and he seemed pretty smitten."
They went inside and Reagan got the phones and put them in a bag. "I've been thinking, Joseph. I think we need to make a trip to St. Georges and look into things there. We need to talk to the construction people over there about materials. I also want to see about getting the older kids in the University. We could invite Prius along to grease the wheels and take the kids for a holiday. What do you say?"
"I agree. Let's take the yacht and go. How about the day after tomorrow? That will give us time to get the ball rolling over here and we can run over and get it rolling there."
"Sounds good. I'll meet you at the Ministry building at 10."
Reagan drove by Shell House on the way home and dropped off Jason's box. He and Alex were settling in.
"Dad, do you remember that you said you would marry us?" Alex reminded him.
"Sure, honey," he said. "When is the big day?"
"We're thinking a month," Jason said. "I want to make an honest woman out of her. That will give us time to settle in and see where we're at."
"I'll plan on it," Reagan said. "I don't know what the law is here but as the Captain of a ship under a United States flag I have the authority to marry people legally.
"Even if you're a fake captain," Alex teased.
"Nobody knows but you and the Lord," he replied.
"Joseph and I are going to St. Georges day after tomorrow. I want to see about getting all you kids into the University and we have some business to take care of. We'll probably stay a week. Want to tag along for a vacation?"
"Oh, yes, I love vacations." Alex was instantly excited. "Can we go Jason?"
"Definitely," he said. "I've got to get accepted into their doctoral program and you need to be accepted into the veterinarian school."
"Mason and Kierra need to enroll in the undergraduate programs too, and we need a place for you to stay while you're there. Look into a place, would you Jason? Where's Danni, by the way? Last time I saw her she was buying a motorcycle."
"A motorcycle," Alex exclaimed. "What does she need with a motorcycle? You're her Father! Why would you let her buy a motorcycle?"
"Seems like they're all the thing," he shrugged. "I think she was buying one for you guys too. Where is she?"
"She's staying with you tonight," Jason said. Alex was horrified about the motorcycles. "They're just like scooters," Jason told her.
"Oh," she said. "I was imagining Danni on a Harley or something."
"That's probably next," Reagan agreed. "It's a slippery slope with that girl. Oh, by the way, I've got your new phones in the car. Walk me out and I'll give them to you."
They walked him out and after hugs and a kiss from Alex he drove away. He dropped cases at the three Ramsey residences and then drove home and found Lanston and Danni in the pool.
"That's a scandalous bathing suit, button," he said as soon as he saw the yellow bikini.
"I know," she turned in a circle so he could get the full effect. "Don't you just love it?"
"I love you, but I'm not so sure about the suit," he frowned at her.
"But you said you like to look at me," she protested.
"That's not exactly what I said. You make me sound like an old pervert. I said you love to show off and everyone loves to look at you. I love to look at you too, but I'm just not sure this old heart can stand looking at that much of you."
"Lanston likes it, don't you?" She turned to him for support.
"Don't get me involved in this," he said. "This is between you and Dad, but yes I do like it."
"Well, that's a big surprise," Reagan pretended to be shocked. "You can wear it here or at your house at the pool or to the beach if we're by ourselves," he told her. "But I forbid you to wear it around the house or if we have company. The black one was bad enough. I don't know what your mother is going to say when she sees it, but you can tell her what I said and I'll deal with her."
She jumped out of her chair and hugged him. "You're the best Dad in the world," she told him.
"Let me go," he told her. "You're wet and you're going to make me have a heart attack." He swatted one bare cheek.
She giggled and went back to stretch out on the longue beside Lanston, wiggling her bare butt provocatively.
"You've got a handful there son," Reagan shook his head. "Well, that came out wrong, but she's going to lead you a merry chase. You'll never be bored, that's for sure."
"I know, isn't she perfect?"
Reagan snorted and went back inside to get something to drink.
"Lanston, do you really think I'm perfect?" She crawled onto his longue and put one leg over his and lay half across him with her cheek on his shoulder..
"No, sprite, I just said that to tease Dad. You're too naughty to be perfect. I love it." He stroked her wet back, oily with suntan lotion, with one hand and squeezed one firm cheek with the other. "I never get tired of doing that," he licked her earlobe.
She rubbed the little triangle of cloth between her legs against his thigh in response. "I never get tired of doing that," she whispered as a little shudder ran through her frame. "Let's go up and lie in a hammock and take a nap,"
She wrapped herself in a big beach towel and they climbed the stairs to the veranda and collapsed into a hammock in the shade. She arranged herself comfortably on with one leg across him and her head tucked under his chin and closed her eyes.
"You guys want some limeade?" Reagan poked his head out the door.
"I would love some," she said. She checked, "Lanston wants some too. Did you know we are famous for limes?" she asked Lanston.
"How would you know, sprite?"
"Because I'm smarter than you," she told him. "But really I looked it up on the internet. That's how you get smart; you find stuff out. You should try it sometime."
"One smart person in a family is enough," he told her. "I'm too lazy to be smart. I'll just settle for being good looking."
"Oh, you are beautiful," she assured him. "I love to look at you. But I'm perfect. You said so. To be perfect you have to be beautiful and smart."
"That describes you perfectly, button," Reagan said as he walked up with their limeade and overheard her last remark.
"Don't you think Lanston is beautiful?"
Reagan eyed his hugely muscled son dubiously. "Yes, I suppose he is." Lanston choked on his limeade and Reagan laughed until he could hardly stand.
"See, I'm funny too. I made Dad laugh."
"How would you like to go on a little vacation?"
"Oh, yes, I love vacations," she took a sip of her drink. "Can we go, Lanston? This limeade is delicious, Dad."
"You are very like your sister," Reagan commented. "That's exactly what she said. Well, how 'bout it buddy? Care for a trip to St. Georges?"
"Sure, Dad, I'm down. How long will we stay?"
"Maybe a week. The older kids need to see about getting into the University and we could look into the shipping offices and see if anyone needs tug services. An owner/operator should be able to get a pretty sweet deal."
"When will we begin to go?" Danni asked.
"What a quaint way of putting it," Reagan said. "We will 'begin to go' day after tomorrow, but maybe you better 'begin' today. That way you'll be ready."
"Oh, I'll be ready," she assured him. "Now kiss me and go away. We're taking a nap."
He pressed his lips to her forehead. "Rest well, button," he said.
Chapter Twenty
In the northern hemisphere the situation was becoming worse by the day. La Garita showed no signs of slumber. Ash continued to billow 30 miles into the atmosphere and the acid rain continued. Temperatures plunged to below freezing in the Midwest and snow fell in the Gulf States though it was early August.
The ash plume was sweeping across Europe and air traffic was paralyzed. The collapse of the US dollar was devastating to the world economy. Lacking the 'full faith and credit' of the American Government, dollars were a worthless piece of paper. The collapse of the world's largest economy and the world's largest importer of goods left economies reeling and in ruins.
The ash umbrella spread over North America and smothered life. The entire northern hemisphere had not seen the sun for more than 90 days. Temperatures in Europe fell by 15 degrees. Crops stunted by the lack of sunshine and withered by the acid rain perished and the wheat harvest failed in Russia. The millions of tons normally exported from the US and Canada, were buried in ash with the farmers fled or dead.
Rice in China failed to produce a crop and a hemisphere-wide starving time began. The wealthy and wise fled south and a flood of starving refugees 2 billion strong flooded their more fortunate southern counterparts like a swarm of locusts, devouring everything in their path.
One such refugee was to make a large impact on the Thayers life. Senator Stephen Johnson, formerly of the commonwealth of Kentucky, was put ashore in Caracas, Venezuela. His first order of business was to call on the charge d'Affaires at the US embassy, Peter Ludlow.
The staff was caught off guard by his arrival and scrambled to accommodate him. They had been overwhelmed by a flood of displaced persons, working or traveling in the country and now unable to return home. They had claimed, and received refugee status for themselves and the hundreds of people who were now homeless. A refugee camp had been set up in a soccer stadium and although the Senator objected to being assigned to the camp as if he were a common citizen, he soon discovered its advantages. He immediately set about to better his situation by organizing a government of sorts among the refugees. He managed to appoint himself as their representative and devised a plan of action. The sheer number of the people in the camp, with more arriving every day, coupled with the Senator's credentials as a duly elected representative and the ranking member of government in the country soon overcame all resistance at the embassy and they became a rubber stamp for his decisions.
Suspecting that the state of the country was unstable, the Senator began to research a permanent home to set up a government in exile. He contacted other South American embassies and his web of power grew.
The islands of Trinidad and Tobago caught his eye almost at once. Its industrial based economy, relative wealth and representative government spoke to the Senator of long-term stability and security. He determined to relocate and set the wheels in motion. The Senator was back in his element and on a roll. He wondered what had become of the Thayers. Someday he hoped to encounter them again and then, justice would be swift and sure.
Chapter Twenty-One
Mason and Alex sat in the registrar's office at St. Georges University. They had a frustrating day. Lacking records of their courses of study in the States had proved to be a major obstacle. It had required the intervention of the honorable Senator Prius to get them accepted. Jason and Kierra were off with advisors and Jason had been accepted into the doctoral program with the Windward Islands Research and Education Foundation and given a professorship with the climate change department.
Danni had accompanied them but soon grew bored and disappeared into the student union with a group of students who were intensely interested in a refugee from the disaster to the North. She was exactly where she wanted to be, surrounded by people that hung on her every word.
At their request she recounted an encounter for them. She thought back to the night they had been attacked by Senator Johnson. She described Mason's bravery and how the pirates had been driven off. A newspaper reporter was in the crowd and he interviewed Danni and took some pictures.
Thinking about Mason made her a little lonely feeling, even in the crowd, and she excused herself and went looking for him. Lanston and Reagan had gone to the port to enquire about work for the tug and she missed him.
She located Alex and Mason in the registrar's office. They were sitting on a small sofa.
"Hey kid, been having fun?" he asked.
"Oh yes," she said. "Everyone is so nice here. They got me to tell them a story and I told them about how brave you were back on the river, Mason. Thinking about that made me a little scared so I came to look for you. Scoot over so I can set by you."
Mason obliged and she squirmed up against him and took his arm and put it around her. He pulled her close and did the same with Alex on his other side. They both laid their cheeks on his chest.
"Look at us," Danni said. "It's Goliath and the midgets."
"I'm confused," he said. "Are you Goliath, or Alex? I don't like being called a midget, sis."
She giggled. "You are a giant, Mason," she told him. She ran her fingers through his beard. "You're the giant Red Beard. Have you ever thought about becoming a pirate?"
"Arrg," he growled. "Dying from sunburn before he gets his treasure buried is an ignominious death for a pirate."
"Oh, I like that," she laughed. "Say it again."
"No, kid, I'm not Lanston. I don't do everything you say. You're my little sister and I boss you around. You don't get to boss me around like you do him."
"I don't boss Lanston around," she protested. "He likes to do things for me."
"Ha, you boss everyone around," Alex told her.
"No I don't," Danni said. "People just like me. I do everything Lanston tells me. I'm going to the cafeteria. You two meanies can stay here. Can I have some money, Mason? I forgot to bring any."
"No, he said, "I'm feeling too mean."
"You're not really mean, I was just teasing." She ran her fingers through his beard. "Please Mason? I'm really hungry. I'm really glad you're my brother too. You just hug me and I don't feel scared anymore."
He gave her a few bills and she scurried off.
"You know, she really is a very good girl," Mason told Alex.
"She worships you," Alex said, "and I've never seen her like this with anyone besides Lanston. She starts to do something ridiculous and all I have to do is tell her that Lanston wouldn't like it and she instantly stops. It's always Lanston likes this or he doesn't like that and that is the end of it so far as she is concerned."
"I know," he said. "She can get Dad to let her do anything she wants, but if Lanston so much as frowns at her she's instantly apologizing. She'd set the world on fire if she thought that was what he wanted. It's a good thing he's so levelheaded. How in the world did you ever keep her on a leash before?"
"She was never like this before. She was kind of quiet and shy back home. After our parents were killed we all kind of went into a shell except Andy. He always made us laugh and kind of kept us involved. She only began to break out of that shell when we met you guys. When you guys showed her how much you loved her and with Lanston loving her, she just blossomed. The Thayers have been very good for the Brooks."
"You're a sweet heart, Alex. If it weren't for Kierra, Jason would have to watch his back."
She laughed. "You're like the twin I never had, Mason. We're only two months apart, you know."
He squeezed her. "Dude, how long are these people going to take?"
It turned out that they didn't take much longer. By the time Danni returned with a little mustard on her chin, they had been given schedules and advisors and they were ready to go."
He cleaned Danni up with his thumb. She licked it and the mustard problem was gone. "That's just gross, kid. Who knows where this thumb has been," he told her.
"Oh no, Mason, I love your thumb," she said. "It tastes like mustard."
He gave her a swat and she squealed. "Lanston wouldn't like you going around licking people's thumbs," he winked at Alex.
"Do you really think so?" She looked up at him. "I won't do it then. I'm sorry Mason."
"No, brat, I was just kidding. You can lick my thumb if you want."
"See, I told you," Alex said.
"I'm not a brat," Danni said. "I'm perfect. Dad told me so."
"Oh my God," he exclaimed! "I've got to have a talk with that man."
"Don't you think I'm just a little perfect, Mason?"
"Yes, I guess I do," he mused. "You're a perfect brat."
She stopped and looked up at him. Her big brown eyes slowly filled with tears that trickled down her little brown cheeks.
"God, I'm sorry Danni. I was just teasing. I didn't mean to make you cry." He took her in his arms and hugged her tight. "You aren't a brat, kid. I was just teasing. I love you just the way you are, now don't cry."
She looked up at him and brushed away her tears and smiled. "Did you like that? I've been practicing. I just think about being away from Lanston and it makes me sad and I cry."
"Danni! You rogue! You're the most impossible girl I've ever met. Here I'm falling all over myself apologizing and you were faking it?"
"Yes," she agreed. "It was perfect."
Sara and Joseph were house shopping. Joseph liked a space-age looking villa in St. Georges and Sara was impressed as well. It was still under construction and Sara thought they needed a property that might be available right away, since the start of the college semester was less than month away.
Joseph thought the kids could live in hotels until the property was ready, but Sara dragged him reluctantly away to see another property. Villa Zanzibar was located in Fort Jeudy, about 15 minutes from the airport and the University. It had six bedrooms and five baths, three living and sitting rooms and was more than 6000 square feet of floor space. It even had a maid's flat should they need more room.
"This is perfect, Joseph. The kids won't need this much space, but you can stay here too when you or any of your people need to be in Grenada, and the other kids and Reagan and I can visit and stay here when we need to."
The additional three bedrooms loomed heavy on his mind and he agreed that it was perfect. He negotiated a little and signed the contract that afternoon. The house was completely furnished and only needed supplies and domestic help to be ready to be occupied right away.
George was contacted and given instructions. "I'll make the arrangements right away." His usual answer didn't surprise them.
It so happened that George's family extended to Grenada as well and he was able to locate suitable people for the positions of maid, cook and gardener. They agreed to report for work the following week.



Reagan and Lanston picked Danni up from the hotel and they went car shopping. They found a dealership that sold Volkswagens and Jaguars. Lanston and Danni immediately fell in love with a red F-Type. Reagan disagreed and all Danni's wiles failed her.
"We need a four-door car, or even better, a mini-van," Reagan insisted. "A two-seater won't work."
"But it's so cute," she begged. "I hate mini-vans, Dad. We can't drive around in a mini-van."
"We don't live here, button," he reminded her. "None of us are going to stay here and where would you drive that F-Type on Carriacou? Remember, you have a motorcycle for there."
"I know, but I like this one. Mason would like it too."
"I'm sure he would," Reagan agreed. "I like it too, but it's impractical. There will be four people going to school every day, and when you get here there will be six. We aren't buying three 75 thousand dollar cars when one will do quite nicely. Now come over here and look at this one."
"'This one' was a red XJR long wheel base with the 5.0 liter supercharged V8. "Get in, Danni and see if you like it," he told her.
She looked longingly back at the 2-seater one last time and allowed Lanston to open the passenger door for her. He slid behind the wheel and Reagan got in the back seat.
"Wow," Lanston whistled. "This is top of the line."
The smell of new leather filled the air. The salesman tapped on Danni's window. She couldn't get the window down without the car running so she opened the door.
"Want to take it for a spin?" he asked.
"Oh yes," Danni cried. "Can we Dad?"
"Sure," he told her.
The salesman went inside and came back with a clipboard and a key. "Take it and keep it overnight," he told them. "Just sign here and have fun."
Danni took the clipboard. "Not you. You don't even have a license." Reagan signed the form and Lanston pushed the button and the V8 whispered to life.
They pulled out onto Maurice Bishop drive and headed toward the hotel.
"I want a license," Danni said. "I can drive a ship, but not a car. That's silly."
Lanston mashed the accelerator to the floor and the acceleration sucked them back into their seats as the supercharged V8 surged to life.
"Wow, son," Reagan said. "This baby can really travel."
The speedometer quickly spun and Lanston backed off as they overtook some traffic.
"This is like riding in an airplane," Danni said. "Can I drive?"
"No Danni, I'm sorry, but you need to get your license first."
"That's silly," she said again.
"I know," Reagan laughed. "If it was up to me, you could fly spaceships, honey, but people have rules."
"People are silly," she said.
"I know. According to you the world is full of silly people. I know you have some justification, but we try not to offend them. Don't worry, we'll get you a license, but we can't do it today."
She settled back with a sigh and stroked the leather seat. "I love this car. Let's keep it. Mason will like it too. He likes fast cars. It's not a Judge, but it's a nice red color."
"What do you know about Judges?" Lanston said.
"I know they were only made in 1968 and 1969, they were bright orange, had the 455 HO engine and the Hurst 4-speed and would go 0-60 in four seconds."
"I'm impressed," he told her. "How do you know that?"
"Because I'm smart," she said. "Besides, Mason told me all about them.
"This girl has a mind like a steel trap, son," Reagan said. "I was there when Mason mentioned this to her and she remembered every word he said. It's unbelievable."
"Of course I remembered," she said. "I love Mason and I'm looking for a Judge for him. Someday I'm going to find one and buy it for him."
"Well, with you as his guardian angel he's bound to get one," Lanston said.
"I know," she missed the irony, "I can figure stuff out."
"Yes you can, Danni. He's lucky to have a sister like you." Reagan patted her arm.
Mason did indeed like the Jaguar. "I'll bet this group of cars that they are selling new now is the last we'll see for a while," he said. "American cars are done, same for German and Japanese and Korean. I don't know about Italian, but I bet we don't see any imports from there for a long time either. There aren't any home grown auto manufacturers that I know of in the southern hemisphere at all. There are a few subsidiaries, but with the parent companies down it's likely they go under too. If we want new cars, now is the right time to buy them. Used ones will be around, but the price is going to skyrocket," he told Reagan and Joseph.
We might buy a truck or a cargo van for here and a van or two for home," Joseph said, "but most traffic is by water taxi around here anyway. I'm counting on you and Lanston to expand your company beyond shipping and navigation anyway and I hope you will look into all types of water transportation. If you ever need an investor, you know you should come to me first. I'll even loan you money, interest free for as long as you need it."
"We owe you a lot, Joseph," Mason said. "You're a good man."
"On the contrary," Joseph objected. "I am the one that is so deeply in your debt I'll never get out. I pulled a lot of shady deals and stepped on a lot of people to get where I was. I'm hoping to square the accounts a little with the rest of my life. You kids taught me that when you risked your lives to save some strangers you had never even met."
Mason hugged him. "You know they were going to attack us anyway," he said.
"Yes, but that doesn't change what you did, Mason."
They occupied Villa Zanzibar the next morning. Joseph, Reagan and Sara spent most of the week out, taking care of business. The kids toured the island in the new Jaguar and occasionally helped their parents and Joseph in some task they were assigned.
The new staff showed up for work the day they were to depart and introductions were made and instructions left for the kid's return later in the month. Satisfied that they had accomplished everything they needed to get done they boarded the yacht for home.
Chapter Twenty-Two
Work on the new pier was well underway when they returned and earth works at the ART headquarters were progressing. They were building a defensible compound with earthworks and hurricane fences were going up on top of the earthen walls.
"Well, it looks kind of like a prison so far," Reagan remarked to Joseph.
"Yes it does, but it's designed to keep people out, not in," he pointed out. "Landscaping will help the aesthetics of the place, but we won't be able to hide the fact that we intend for it to be a fortress."
"We need to see about security too," Reagan was making a list. "We'll see if George knows some ex-military types to get that set up."
The framework of a large metal central building was beginning to take form and concrete was being poured by a fleet of trucks. They had dumped concrete rubble and clay to form the pier and heavy machinery was at work everywhere around the 30-acre site. Leaving the oversight in George's capable hands, they both went home to catch their breath.
Lanston and Danni were at Shell House for the week and Cinnamon Villa was peaceful and quiet. Mason and Kierra were in and out. They had located a horse for sale on the other side of the island and planned an excursion to look at it.
The Honda's were delivered later in the week and Lanston and Danni came to pick theirs up. The kids were all excited with the strong little bikes. Sara forbade them to ride until they purchased helmets and they scoured the island for helmets large enough to fit Mason and Lanston.
They all needed a driver's license and they rode the bus to the transportation office to acquire one.
They ran into problems with a lack of identification and Senator Prius was forced to intervene on their behalf. When Reagan called him, he informed them that their citizenship papers had come through and they were now official residents of Carriacou. They emerged with official identification and Danni was very pleased that she would now be able to drive the Jaguar next time she was in St. Georges.
High school started the next week and Lanston and Danni returned to Cinnamon Villa to start the term.
Danni was very nervous about going to a new school. "What if they don't like me," she cried on Lanston's chest.
They were in their customary sleeping place on the veranda in a hammock, and the sound of insects of the night filled the air. The sweet odor of jasmine floated up from the gardens.
"That's not possible," he reassured her. "I loved you the moment I set eyes on you."
"Yes, but you love everyone, Lanston. They all like you too because you're so beautiful and everyone is afraid of you because you're so big."
"Well, you can't do the big thing, but you're the most beautiful little sprite in the world. You will captivate them with your charm. You're always telling me how charming you are. I agree. Don't worry about it, pixie. Everyone will love you. If they don't I'll scare them and then they'll be nice to you. I'll always be just down the hall if you need me and we have two classes together. We'll be fine. What's with the beautiful thing, anyway? Boys aren't supposed to be 'beautiful.' I'm ruggedly handsome."
"Yes," she agreed, "especially when you don't shave for a while. But you are beautiful, Dad said so."
Senator Prius sent his personal car and driver around for them the first morning and delivered them to school and picked them up afterward. Lanston was right. They were celebrities at school. Everyone knew about them and the stories had made the rounds of how they had escaped the volcano. Many of them were heroic and many absurd, but everyone in the school, including the teachers deferred to them.
The girls all loved Lanston and the boys were equally entranced with Danni. They quickly settled into their new routine. They drove their scooters to school each morning and stopped at a juice stand on the way home to recount the day. Often they changed residences and moved into Shell House for a week or two, disrupting the lives of Jason and Alex for the duration.
The college term began and Jason, Alex, Mason and Kierra left for St. Georges. They flew over in a small plane and their absence left a void in everyone's life. Danni and Lanston moved permanently into Cinnamon Villa. The rainy season began at mid-term and the hammock was abandoned for Lanston's bedroom. Danni slept in Mason's bed. She moved her things into Hummingbird into the empty apartment, but she seldom went there. Most of her time was divided between the lap of either Lanston or Reagan.
Reagan had begun writing a book about their escape and Danni often curled up in his lap and read the book on her iPad. She had many helpful ideas, mostly about the heroism of her father and brothers. Reagan sometimes included them in the narrative. She was an excellent copy-editor and made corrections and saved them to Reagan's computer. Lanston was working on a contract to begin harbor work with the tug as soon as school ended.
Sara was offered a job managing the town's only clinic and she was busy with Angela in setting up the free clinic at the ART headquarters.
The Ramseys were fishing. They sold their catch locally and business was good. Fuel had become in short supply and the price was rising steeply as shipping became more dangerous due to the activity of pirates.
Reagan and Joseph made a bi-weekly two-day circumnavigation of the Island and were always at Senator Prius' disposal in case of trouble. Twice they fought engagements with drug runners that had seized private vessels and taken hostages. The firepower of the cutter dismayed the pirates and they surrendered on both occasions after losing their boats to the cutter's powerful weapons. Carriacou soon gained the name in the underworld of a place to leave alone.
Chapter Twenty-Three
The kids came home for Christmas for a month between terms and Jason and Alex were married on the yacht. Senator Prius and the President of Grenada, Tillman Thomas, were present for the occasion.
Lanston was the best man and Danni the maid of honor. Joseph gave away the bride. Lanston claimed the first dance with Alex.
"Remember back on the tug when you asked what kind of cake we were going to have?" she asked him as they slow-danced.
He laughed. "Yes I do. I only said it to get you going,"
"Well you did, but I never dreamed it would really happen. I never really thought we'd get away. I put on a strong face for you and Danni, but I really thought at least some of us would die back there."
He held her a little tighter. "I always knew we would make it, I swear Alex, you feel just like Danni when I hug you. Jason is a lucky man. What kind of cake are we having, by the way?"
She pinched him. "Chocolate, but I don't think you should have any. You're getting fat."
"You are just like Danni," he laughed. "She told me that last week. Not playing sports always makes me bulk up. I've got to start running, but I lift weights every day. My bench press is up to 415 lbs. That's all muscle you feel."
"I know you're very strong, Lanston. Come on and I'll get you a piece of cake."
He kissed her, just as Jason walked up to claim her. "Good Lord, here's the old man now," Lanston said. "Do you suppose he saw?"
"You're a horrible kid, Lanston, Trying to steal my bride on my wedding day?" Jason laughed. "Go find Danni. She's probably kissing some boy behind a tree. I want to dance with my wife."
Mason and Kierra were also on the floor. Her forehead was tucked against his chin as the band played a slow song. "This is so romantic," she said.
"Yes it is," he answered. "You know we only have two semesters left at school. Once we graduate, I'm going to ask you to marry me. You know that, right?"
"If you don't, I'm going to ask you," she told him. "You make me so happy, baby."
"That's my job," he said.
Danni found Lanston and fed him the last bite of his cake. She had on a pale yellow gown in a mermaid style with a one-shoulder sweep and some diamond earrings that Joseph had given her for Christmas. She had her hair up and she looked stunning, Lanston thought.
"Let's leave and go back to my place," she said. "Mason is going to need his bed and I'll have to sleep over there. We can have a fire and drink some wine. Dad said I could have a bottle but I wasn't to drink it alone or all of it," she told him. "Just one glass is all I can have. I promised him."
"Okay baby," he said. "Just let me tell Mom we're leaving."
Danni found Reagan and Alex talking and informed them of her plan.
"We're going to drink some of that bottle of wine you gave me, and make a fire in the fireplace."
"Dad, what were you thinking?" Alex protested. "You gave her wine?"
"This is a big day, Alex," he said. "We're celebrating and I told her she could drink one glass. I trust her, Alex. She's a big girl now and everyone drinks wine every day on this island. She'll be fine, right button?"
"Oh yes," she said. "I promised. Lanston wouldn't like it if I got drunk."
"That's right," Alex told her. "Don't get him drunk either."
"Lanston doesn't get drunk," Danni said. "He says he's dumb enough sober. He doesn't need to kill any brain cells. I think he's very smart though. He's just lazy."
"You are a very perceptive girl," Reagan told her. "I think you've got him pegged."
She hugged them both and went away to find Lanston.
"Did you hear that?" Reagan asked. "That girl is smarter than all the rest of us put together."
"I know," Alex laughed. "That's what worries me. But she won't ever do anything she thinks Lanston wouldn't like. That's going to be her salvation."
Lanston and Danni caught a taxi back home. He stopped by his room and changed into shorts and a t-shirt. It was raining softly as he climbed the steps to Hummingbird.
He knocked on her door. "Just a minute," she called. "I'm changing."
"I want to watch," he called back. He heard her giggle and then the sound of bare feet across the floor.
She was still wearing the gown but her shoes were gone and she had taken her hair down. "Okay," she said, "you can watch, but first, make a fire for us to look at."
He heard the clinking of glassware and a plop as she removed the cork from the bottle and he got the fire going. Danni had a fake white fur rug she loved and she pulled it in front of the fireplace and got a pillow and a blanket. She pushed Lanston down on the rug and arranged the pillow under his head. He handed him his glass of wine and turned on his iPod dock that she had borrowed. The mellow sounds of Earl Klugh's guitar filled the living room."
"Are you planning to seduce me?" he asked.
"No," she said. "Well, maybe sort of. I promised Dad that I would make him proud, so I can't really seduce you, but I've been burning up with wanting to be with you for months and I can't stand it anymore. Will you play with me and hold me?"
"Let's start with me watching you change, sprite."
She knelt beside him with her back to him. "Unzip me, Lanston."
He eased the zipper down and brushed his fingers down her to the small of her back. A soft golden down dusted the hollow there just above the swell of her buttocks, and as he stroked her she shivered. She rose and stood with her back to him facing the fire.
She looked over her shoulder, her long lashes outlined by the flames. She eased her shoulders out of the dress and allowed it to slip to the swell of her hips. He could glimpse the rise of the sides of her breasts.
She wiggled and the dress slid to the floor. He gasped and took a sip of his wine. She reached for hers on the mantle and took a sip. She shivered a little at the taste.
"I don't think I'll be a drunk," she told him. "I don't like the taste much."
"Me either," he said, "but this isn't bad."
He admired the upside down heart shape of her butt, concealed only by lacy white bikini panties. As usual, she hadn't worn a bra.
"Turn around slowly and let me look," he told her.
Holding her glass and with her arms crossed over her breasts, she slowly faced him, the firelight flickering over her brown skin; giving it a ruddy glow.
"You're a fire goddess," he told her. "What were you going to wear?"
She turned away again, picked up a shirt of his and slipped it on. She buttoned the bottom two buttons and turned to face him again.
"I don't know how you can make that old shirt look so good. Come here, beautiful," he patted the rug beside him.
"Just a minute," she sat on the sofa and pulled on lacy black thigh high stockings.
She got back up and stood in front of him with her legs apart and a hand on one hip. Her face was framed by her golden hair and the diamond earrings sparkled in the firelight. The shirt covered her down to the top of her panties and then the tails spread over the swell of her hips leaving the lace exposed. A few wisps of golden curl escaped.
"I wish I had a picture," he gasped. "I've never seen anything so sexy in my life."
"I thought you would like it," she said. "I bought the stockings in St. Georges and I've been waiting to show you for months. You do like them, don't you Lanston?"
"Yes I do. Can I touch or are you just going to let me look?"
"Oh yes," she breathed. "I want you to touch."
She sank onto the fur beside him and laid her head next to his on the pillow. "Kiss me Lanston," she commanded.
He was glad to oblige. He tasted wine on her full lips and the taste was intoxicating. He took off his shirt and shorts and was only in his boxers.
He spread the shirt, exposing the fullness of her firm little mounds. He dipped his finger in his wine glass and made a wet circle around one hard little nipple. It puckered and rose in the chill and he captured it in his lips, tasting the wine and her skin in a wild explosion of taste.



Her nipples were aching and the feel of his lips nuzzling at her breast sent an explosion of sensation through her small body. She shuddered, once and again, in completion.
"Oh, Lanston, this is what I've been wanting," she moaned.
His hands roamed, claiming her body as his own. He ran his hand across the flatness of her belly and his fingers dipped into the sweetness of her navel as she surged against his thigh between her legs. His fingers found the obstacle of her panties and slipped underneath. He found only softness and heat and moisture as she moaned into his mouth. Her little hand sought and found his heaviness and the world went away and there was only Danni and Lanston and pleasure.
They slept for a while, her back against his belly, her head cradled on his arm and his big hand covering one firm mound. Clad only in the stockings, she roused herself from a dream of warmth and safety and pressed his hand onto her breast. She slowly pressed her bare butt into him and writhed against him for a moment. He awoke and squeezed the firmness beneath his hand. He rolled the hard little nipple between his thumb and finger. He slid it down to explore one firm cheek and sank his fingers into the pliant flesh. It moved over the rise of one sleek hip, down across her smooth belly and tangled in her golden curls. She moaned and disengaged.
"No Lanston, we have to stop," she kissed him. "I could go on like this for days, but you need to go home now. Cover me up and kiss me goodnight and then go back home. I don't want to worry Mom and Dad."
"That was special, Danni. I'll never be able to tell you how much you turn me on," he told her. "I love you with all my heart."
"I love you too, Lanston. I'll never forget when you lifted me down from our shot-up boat and saved me. I want to spend the rest of my life with you."
"I'll never forget it either, Danni. It was the best thing I ever did. Good night, sprite." He kissed her, pulled the yellow blanket over her nubile form regretfully, put on his shorts and t-shirt and made his way home.
He heard familiar sounds from his parent's room and shook his head as he closed his door. Everyone seemed to be in a romantic mood tonight. Maybe it was the wedding. There was still no sign of Mason and Lanston imagined that something similar must be going on in Kierra's apartment.
He took off his shirt and collapsed on his bed. He was asleep before his head hit the pillow.
Chapter Twenty-Four
Outside Hummingbird two men conferred under a tree. They were dressed in black and carried silenced weapons in their hands.
"She's alone. Let's give it a few minutes and then we'll move," the leader said. "Johnson was very specific that she's not to be hurt. This whole family worships that girl and the Senator is confident that Thayer will surrender once we have her. He'll be put on trial and with the Senator's testimony, he's sure to be convicted along with the rest of them."
They waited in the soft rain and Mason emerged from the apartment and went next door and into the Villa. After 30 more minutes, they crept to the apartment door. It wasn't locked and they quickly swooped in on the sleeping girl in front of the fireplace. The leader slipped his hand over her mouth and his companion restrained her legs.
Danni awoke as she was roughly wrapped up in her blanket. She attempted to cry out but the hand over her mouth muffled her voice. She struggled to free herself and managed to get one leg loose. She kicked the man holding her legs in the face with her heel.
"Hold her," his companion cried. "She fights like a wildcat!"
Danni took advantage of her slight freedom and bit the hand covering her mouth. The man swore and jerked his hand away.
"Lanston!" Danni managed one despairing scream, and then the two men overpowered her small form and carried her out the door and down the steps to their waiting car.
Lanston slept for an hour and something awakened him. He thought he heard a cry from the direction of Hummingbird.
He slipped out of bed, put on his shirt and slipped his feet into a pair of flip-flops. He walked out onto the veranda. He saw two figures, dressed in black with what looked like ski masks over their heads. The two figures were carrying a third; struggling madly, covered with a yellow blanket. He recognized that blanket. It was the one he had just used to cover Danni. They threw the blanket wrapped form into the back seat and one of the men climbed in the back as the other slid behind the wheel.
Lanston snatched up his 9mm from his nightstand and ran next door. Danni's apartment was empty.
The car pulled away, and Lanston ran outside and jumped on Danni's scooter and pursued. The car sped down the road, putting distance between it and Lanston as the horsepower of the Mercedes they were driving asserted itself. Lanston kept track of the brake lights ahead as the two men sped toward the harbor.
When they reached the docks they quickly boarded a launch and cast off. They threw Danni's still struggling form into the bottom of the boat and secured her with duct tape. The launch surged away as Lanston pulled up at the docks and jumped off Danni's bike.
The owner of a water taxi was drawn on deck by the commotion and Lanston ran to him. "I need your boat," he cried.
"My boat?" he stammered.
"See that scooter over there? I'll trade you the scooter for your boat."
"Trade for my boat?" the man was confused.
"Are you deaf, man? Stop repeating what I say. I need that boat," Lanston roared, "right now! Oh, and I need your shoes."
"My shoes?" The taxi driver gaped in confusion.
"Close your mouth, Dude. You look like an idiot," Lanston pulled his pistol. "The shoes, now!"
Clearly frightened by this huge madman, the driver sat down and pulled off his sneakers. Lanston quickly stuffed his feet into the sneakers. They were a size too small, but they would have to do.
"The keys, man. Quickly," he roared.
The driver indicated that they were in the ignition. Lanston leaped aboard, fired up the engine and set off in the wake of the kidnappers.
****
Back at Hummingbird, Kierra was awakened by Danni's scream and the noise of the car and Lanston's scooter.
She ran next door, but the apartment was empty. "That looked like Lanston on Danni's scooter," Kierra said to herself. "He was chasing that car. Someone must have taken Danni. I should go get Dad."
She rushed next door and pounded on the Thayer's bedroom door, then ran to Mason's room. "Get up, baby," she cried, "something's wrong."
Reagan and Sara stumbled in, in their underwear. "Kierra, what's wrong? Is the house on fire?" Reagan cried.
"No, something's happened to Danni. I heard her scream. I threw on some clothes and ran outside. I saw Lanston riding away on Danni's scooter chasing a car. He was by himself, but Danni's gone and I think someone must have taken her."
"Okay, calm down," Reagan said. "Let's just get some clothes on and we'll meet at the kitchen table and talk about what we're going to do."
Mason and his parents quickly dressed and they sat at the table while Sara made coffee.
"Who would want to take Danni?" Mason asked. "Why would they do it? If anything happens to her or they hurt her, I'll tear their hearts out." He choked on the words and wiped at the tears that filled his eyes. Kierra sobbed and Sara broke down as well.
"Hey, everyone calm down," Reagan told them. "I don't think they'll hurt Danni, at least not yet. If they wanted to hurt her, they could have done it already. I think I know who's behind this and why."
"Who?" Mason rose to his feet, "He's a dead man when I find him."
"Our old friend Senator Johnson," Reagan said.
"How is that possible?" Sara cried. "He's here?"
"No," Reagan told her. "Prius told me he had showed up on Trinidad and set up a group of refugees as a government in exile. He visited the American embassy in St. Georges about a month ago and he must have got wind we were here. He probably thinks that by taking Danni he can get the rest of us to give ourselves up. He doesn't know how right he is about that, but we're going to stop him. We have to trust Lanston. He's on the trail and I don't think the Senator knows how dangerous that is for him."
"Trust Lanston?" Sara exclaimed. "He's just a baby. So is Danni. Reagan, please don't let them hurt my babies." She sobbed uncontrollably.
Reagan hugged his wife tightly. "I trust them," he said. "Messing with those kids is like playing hot potato with a lit stick of dynamite. The Senator is in for a big surprise. Now, here's what we are going to do.
"Kierra, I have an important job for you to do. Get on your scooter and go get Prius. Tell him what's happened and have him send a car around and get Joseph, Jason and Alex and the Ramsey boys. I know they just got in port last night. Have them go to the cutter. Then you get back to the ART compound and stay by the radio. We may need you here. Keep the security force on alert. Got it?"
"Yes, I'll go right now." She returned to her apartment, gathered up her things, checked her weapon and started for town.
Reagan and Sara packed and Mason went to Danni's apartment and got some things for her. "I know she will want her gun," he said. "She loves that thigh holster." His eyes blurred with tears again. "The thought of anyone hurting that sweet little girl is killing me. She was looking for me a GTO." He choked and his huge frame shook.
"I know, son," Reagan embrace his huge boy. "We all love her. We're just going to have to trust Lanston. Now let's get going."
They drove the company van down to the port. "There's Danni's scooter," Mason said.
They stopped and a man standing near the scooter rushed up. "You okay?" Reagan asked.
"No," the man said. "A crazy young man just stole my water taxi."
"He stole it?" Reagan said.
"Well, he said he would trade that scooter for it, and then he took my shoes and drove away. He was crazy, I tell you. That isn't even my boat. I don't know what Mr. Cruz is going to say when he finds out his boat is gone."
"Send him to the ART compound and tell him to ask for Kierra," Reagan said. "She'll take care of it."
"Take care of it?" the taxi driver cried, "how can she take care of it? My taxi is gone! That boy was crazy, I tell you."
Mason got out of the van and moved close to the taxi driver. He towered over the man. "That 'crazy boy' is my little brother. Our sister has been kidnapped and he was going after her. You have a problem with that?"
The taxi driver looked nervously at the huge man he was facing. Mason's bushy red beard jutted aggressively toward him. He licked his lips as he noticed Mason's huge tree trunk-like arms. "I don't want any trouble," he whined.
"Good," Mason said. "Go to ART, ask for Kierra. She'll take care of it."
They drove to Tyrell Bay and met the rest of their party. They were quickly ferried out to the Ocracoke and the skeleton crew aboard had the cutter ready to go.
"Where are we going?" Joseph asked.
"St. Georges," Reagan told them.
"Why?" Mason asked. "How do you know they're going there?"
"That's where the Senator is," Reagan said. "George has been keeping an eye on him. He has a cousin working at the hotel where the Senator is staying."
"Reagan, did you know this was going to happen?" Sara asked.
"Not this, but I knew he would try something eventually. The man hates us and it's eating him up. I never thought he'd try to take Danni. How can you think that? I'd have had her guarded around the clock if I thought she was in danger."
"I'm sorry, Reagan," Sara ran to embrace him. "I wasn't thinking. I know you would never let anything happen to any of our kids."
They set a course for St. Georges and the cutter hissed through the water at flank speed.
Chapter Twenty-Five
Danni lay tied up in her blanket in the bottom of the launch. The duct tape bit into her ankles and wrists and she was very uncomfortable. There was a little water in the bottom of the boat and she was soon wet and shivering.
"That kid's still chasing us," she heard one of them say.
"Don't worry about it," The second replied. "He'll never catch us now. We'll lose him in an hour or so. He won't know where we're going. The Senator is in St. Georges and we'll be there in four hours."
Lanston was coming. Danni comforted herself with that thought. She had gotten a glimpse of him pulling up to the dock as the two kidnappers pulled away in the launch. She was waiting for an opportunity to escape, but she was so tightly bound that she couldn't wiggle. She would wait for a chance.
Her lips were turning blue and she was shivering uncontrollably as the heat of her small body was leeched away by the wet blanket when they pulled into the harbor at St. Georges. Her captors loaded her in the back of a black van and drove for five minutes or so. They pulled up in back of a large hotel.
They forced a rag into her mouth, pulled a cloth bag over her head and carried her in the back door. She heard the bing of an elevator arriving and felt the car move upward. She was carried along a hallway and she heard the sound of an electronic door key. She was tossed roughly onto a soft surface and the hood was removed.
Senator Stephen Johnson was seated in a chair with a drink in his hands.
"Hello," he said. "I'm so glad you could join us. I have this whole floor rented," he informed her. "I'm going to have your gag removed. You can scream if you want to, but no one is going to hear you. Do you understand?"
She glared at him. "Oh, I know you hate me," he said. "That's okay, but I'm doing this for your own good. Those people you are with are wanted terrorists. I know they have brainwashed you, but I can't leave a child with them. This is for your own protection."
He nodded to his henchman and the man came forward. He pulled the rag out of Danni's mouth.
"Do you want something to drink?" he asked. "I really am your friend, you know. I just want to help you get away from those criminals."
"I know who you are," Danni cried. "You're a bastard. You kidnapped me and I'm going to make you pay."
The senator laughed. "How are you going to do that? Turn her loose Thomas and get her another blanket. Can't you see she's freezing?"
"I want some clothes," Danni told him, "and something to eat."
"I'm afraid I can't give you any clothes, you are much less likely to try and run away naked, but we can get you something to eat. Thomas, get her some room service. Meet them at the elevator."
Danni took the dry blanket. She unwrapped the wet yellow blanket. She tried to cover herself as she wrapped the new one around her slim form, but the Senator saw one firm little breast exposed as she adjusted the dry blanket. An evil glint appeared in his gaze.
Thomas returned with a covered dish and a glass of orange juice. She devoured the chicken and potatoes on the plate, ignoring the peas. She hated peas. Johnson turned to speak to Thomas and Danni slipped her fork under the blanket and put the lid back on the dish.
"I'm finished," she said.
"My, you were hungry," the Senator said. "You should have eaten the vegetables, and you haven't touched the juice."
Danni picked up the glass. She drank it. She was very thirsty, but the juice had a bitter taste. She drained the glass. She sat back on the couch. After a few minutes, she began to feel strangely weak. The room spun around her and she collapsed back on the cushions.
The Senator stood over her supine form. "Have you ever heard of Zolpidem?" he asked her. "You probably know it as the 'date rape' drug. I've found it useful before. Sleep like a good girl and we'll talk when you wake up."
Darkness rose up and engulfed her and Danni slept.
Chapter Twenty-Six
Lanston was pushing the water taxi as fast as the old tub would go. It was an ancient craft and the engine smoked badly. He beat on the wheel with his fist. "Come on, you old cow," he shouted in frustration.
The motor launch was a distant dot disappearing on the horizon. Lanston knew these waters well and believed they must be heading toward Grenada. If they continued on their present course, they would arrive in St. Georges in a few hours.
If only he could have taken a faster boat, he fumed. He had no idea why anyone would take Danni, but he knew he was going to get her back. The launch disappeared and all Lanston could do was push the old taxi as hard as it would go. He found a candy bar and a bottle of water in a box and consumed them. He stood at the wheel and pushed on through the wee hours of the morning.
He arrived at St. Georges at 9 o'clock and pulled up at the dock. He didn't know how to proceed. He noticed another water taxi pulled up across the pier. He walked over to the owner and offered to sell the taxi to him. They negotiated for five hundred dollars and Lanston pocketed the money and walked up the pier. He spotted the launch tied off on the other side. He talked to a dockworker who told him the launch had arrived four hours earlier and the occupants had got into a van.
"Were they carrying anything?" he asked.
"They loaded something wrapped in a yellow blanket into the back of the van," the worker told him.
"Did you happen to notice which way they went."
"No, but they were driving a Moringside Hotel van," the man told him.
"Where is that hotel?" Lanston asked.
He got directions and caught a taxi to the Hotel. He walked up to the desk and rented a room. "Do you have a safety deposit box?" he asked the desk clerk.
"Let me get you a card," the clerk went into another room and Lanston quickly turned the monitor, grabbed the keyboard and checked the registration list. He noticed that a Michael Thomas had reserved the whole 8th floor. He returned the computer to its original position, took the key card from the clerk and went to the elevator. He suspected that they holding Danni on that eighth floor.
He got off on the seventh floor and found the stairs. He made his way up the steps and peered through the glass in the door at the top. An armed man was patrolling the hallway. Lanston waited until he passed and then quietly opened the door. Two quick steps, muffled by the carpeting, brought the guard within reach and a huge arm encircled his neck like a python and a powerful hand covered his mouth. The guard dropped his weapon and struggled briefly. Lanston's muscles flexed. He twisted the guard's neck and it broke with a crunch. The guard's body convulsed and Lanston lowered the twitching form to the floor and dragged it into the stairwell. He felt sick, but he swallowed his nausea and proceeded down the hall. He listened at each door until he heard voices behind one. One of the voices approached the door and Lanston concealed himself behind an ice machine.
Two men came out and Lanston was shocked to see Senator Stephen Johnson and Agent Thomas step into the hall. The Senator had a bandage on the side of his neck and he was clearly in pain. They walked away and went into another room down the hall and Lanston quickly stepped to the room they had just left. He lowered his shoulder and crashed through the door.
****
Danni had slept for two hours under the effects of the powerful hypnotic drug. She opened her eyes and saw Senator Johnson leaning over her. He had opened her blanket and was groping one pert little breast. The fork she had concealed slid into her hand. She savagely stabbed it into the side of his neck.
The Senator screamed and clutched the fork protruding from his neck. Blood spurted and he fell to the floor as Agent Thomas ran in. He backhanded Danni across the face and she fell back onto the couch, nearly unconscious. Thomas removed the fork from the Senator's neck and helped him to his feet.
"You little hell-cat, you're going to pay for that," Johnson snarled. He slapped her again. "Tie her up, Thomas. Then help me bandage this up."



Danni scratched and bit as Thomas overpowered her and bound her wrists and ankles again. She kicked him in the groin as he stepped away and he groaned and clutched himself.
"You little bitch," he slapped her again.
He bandaged Johnson's neck and the two men left the room. Danni cried a little because of the pain in her bruised face and then smiled as she remembered the Senator's scream. That had felt so good.
The door burst off its hinges and Lanston's huge form burst into the room, 9mm in his hand. His eyes scanned the room and he saw Danni lying on the couch.
"Lanston, help me," she cried. "I'm tied up and they'll be back soon."
He ran to her, pulling his pocketknife and quickly cut the ropes.
"Well, isn't this touching?" They looked up to see the Senator and Agent Thomas standing in front of the door. Lanston reached for his pistol, but Thomas made a gesture with his weapon. Lanston reluctantly raised his hands. Danni wrapped her arms around him and they stood facing the Senator.
"Isn't this a nice little family reunion?" Johnson smiled. "Thanks for dropping by, son. I'm sure your father will be pleased to hear that you decided to join us. I'll call him soon and let him know we're entertaining guests. You'll all be going back to Trinidad with us to face justice. I'm sure you remember those murders back on the river, don't you? You murdered officers of the law in the performance of their duties. I expect to hang you all."
Lanston pushed Danni to one side and launched himself at Thomas. Danni staggered and fell and the Senator stumbled away. Thomas got off a shot and Lanston staggered as the slug tore into his side, then the full fury of his 280 lbs crushed Thomas against the wall. The gun dropped from his hand and Lanston crushed him to the floor. With all his explosive strength, he punched Thomas in the face three times. The agent went limp and Lanston turned to the Senator as Danni screamed.
Johnson had picked up Thomas' weapon and he now leveled it at Lanston.
"I would suggest that you lower that," a new voice spoke quietly. Reagan, Jason and Mason stepped into the room. Jason and Mason carried M16's and they were leveled at the Senator's face.
"Dad," Danni cried. She ran to Reagan and threw her arms around him as the Senator's gun dropped to the floor. "I knew you would come. How did you know I was here?"
"It's my job to know where you are, button." He gently removed Lanston's 9mm that Danni had snatched up from where it was pressed over his heart and extracted himself from her embrace. "What were you going to do with the gun, Danni?"
"I was going to kill that bastard before he killed Lanston."
"Mom and your sister are waiting down the hall. They have your clothes. I thought you'd need them. Go get dressed, Danni. You look too cute in those stockings."
"What about him?" Danni indicated the Senator. "You may leave him to my tender mercy," Reagan said. "Run along Danni."
"Wait," Mason said. "How did you get that bruise on your face kid?"
"He hit me," Danni said. "Will you punish him, Mason? He was going to rape me."
Mason choked with fury. He raised his rifle.
"Stop, son," Reagan said quietly. "Please leave this to me. Help your brother over to the couch. He's been shot."
Mason exploded. He took one step and crashed the butt of his rifle into the Senator's face. Johnson crumpled to the floor and Jason grabbed Mason's arm and pulled him away. They lifted Lanston to his feet and helped him to the couch.
"Why did you stop him," Danni cried. "Hit him again, Mason."
"Why are you still here?" Reagan frowned at her. "I told you to go get dressed Danni. Don't make me tell you again."
She looked stricken. "I'm sorry Dad, but he's a bastard. I hate him. He made me drink drugs and touched my boob while I was asleep."
Mason choked and started to get up from beside Lanston. Reagan held up his hand.
"Yes he is, Honey, but I don't admire that word. Go to your mother."
Danni went away down the hall and Reagan stepped to his youngest son. "You okay, Lanston?"
"Yes I think so," Lanston said. "Thomas shot me. It hit me in the side. 'Tis but a scratch."
"It's not a scratch," Jason said. "He has a hole in his side and I can see the bullet under the skin on his back. We've got to get him to a doctor."
"He thinks he's Monty Python," Mason laughed, "and Danni's the Holy Grail."
"Check Thomas," Reagan told him.
Mason rose and felt the man's neck. "He's dead," he reported. "Lanston, you crushed the man's face in. You must have damaged his brain."
The Senator rose unsteadily to his feet. "What now?" he asked. "Are you going to murder me now like you murdered those people back on the river and Agent Thomas here?"
"There is only one murderer in this room," Reagan said. "That would be you. But no, we're not going to kill you. You're free to go. I would suggest you leave quickly before one of my kids does something rash."
The senator bowed sardonically and walked out.
"Dad, you can't just let him go," Mason protested. "If you don't kill him I'm going to."
"I have something special planned for the Senator," Reagan said. "Do you trust me kids?"
"I do," Lanston said. "I think you must be in a league with the devil. How did you find us and how did you all get here? Not that I'm not grateful."
"I always knew where you were," Reagan said, "and my right hoof is killing me. Let's get out of here and get that bullet out and then we can talk over dinner. Joseph is at Villa Zanzibar getting ready for us."
Chapter Twenty-Seven
Reagan, Sara and Danni took Lanston to the hospital and the bullet was removed and his wound treated. The doctor wanted to keep him for observation, but he insisted that he was fine. With his wound heavily bandaged and pretending to lean on Danni who was eager to help him, he slid gingerly into the passenger seat of the Jaguar and Danni climbed behind the wheel.
"Lord, don't let her drive, Dad," he argued. "She'll kill us all. I'm a wounded man, for God's sake. I don't want to survive a bullet and be killed in a car crash."
"I've been kidnapped, beaten, drugged, tied up and molested," Danni told him. "A little bullet wound is nothing. And besides, I'm a very good driver. You were very brave though. Thank you, Lanston. Don't you think he's brave, Dad?"
"Yes I do. I've counted on you a lot in the last 24 hours, son. You didn't disappoint me."
Lanston leaned his head back into the leather and smiled. "Just take me home, sprite."
Danni did indeed turn out to be a very good driver. She got them home and Joseph had dinner ready.
"What happened at Hummingbird, Danni?" Sara asked as they ate.
"Those two men came in and grabbed me," she reported. "One of them turned out to be Agent Thomas but I didn't know then. They had masks on. They wrapped me up in my blanket and one of them had his hand over my mouth to keep me from screaming. I bit him and kicked the other one in the face. Then I screamed for Lanston. You would have been proud of me, Mason."
"Oh, I am," he assured her. "You're a buzz saw, kid. Those fellows didn't know what they were getting into."
"Yes," she agreed. "But they were too strong for me and they carried me out and put me in a car. They took me to a boat, threw me in the floor and took off. I saw Lanston pull up on a motorcycle and after we got in the boat they said he was still chasing us so I knew I was going to be okay."
Her brow crinkled. "That looked like my motorcycle, Lanston. Did you take my motorcycle?"
"Yes I did," he told her, "It was sitting there and I needed a quick ride. I'm sorry, pixie. I ran out without any shoes or money or anything. I traded your motorcycle for a boat to chase you in and some shoes."
"That's okay, Lanston. We can get another," she hugged him.
"Easy, little bit, I'm sore," he winced.
"I'm sorry, Lanston, but that was very smart, trading the motorcycle for a boat. Don't you think that was smart, Mr. Joseph," she said, turning to Joseph who was sitting beside her.
"Yes I do, honey," he said. "I'm just glad he didn't take our yacht. He probably would have sold it." He laughed.
"What kind of a boat did you get, Lanston?" Alex asked.
"A wretched old pig of a water taxi," he said. "It was as slow as molasses. I thought they were going to get away, but it was the only one I could get."
"Whatever became of the taxi anyway?" Reagan asked.
"Well to tell you the truth, I sold it for five hundred dollars," Lanston grinned ruefully at Joseph. "I didn't even have enough money to catch a taxi."
"Then I fear that Mr. Cruz will be satisfied with nothing less than our heads," Reagan mused.
"Who is Mr. Cruz?" Danni wanted to know.
"No one important, button. Go on with your story."
"Well, they brought me to that hotel and put a bag over my head. It was horrible. It smelled like dirty feet and I thought I was going to suffocate."
"Poor kid, that must have been horrible," Mason said, "I'm sure you were very brave."
"Yes," she agreed. "When they got me up to the room they threw me on a couch and took off the bag and I saw that bastard sitting there."
"Danni, I don't like you to use that word," Sara told her.
"But he was. Dad said so."
"Reagan?" Sara asked.
"Well I guess I did, sort of," he admitted. "She said he was a bastard and I told her I didn't admire the word but she was right. I suppose I can support that description. Go on with your story, button."
"Well, I told him that I was hungry and he got me some chicken and potatoes to eat. And peas. I didn't eat the peas. I hate peas."
"You are amazing, Danni," Mason said. "You were kidnapped, naked and about to be killed and you talk about peas."
"Oh no, I wasn't naked. I had a blanket that Lanston covered me up with. Well, I was naked under the blanket almost. I still had on some stockings I was showing Lanston last night." She stopped and blushed, looking at Reagan.
"It's okay, Danni," he assured her. "Go on."
"Well, I took the fork I was eating with and hid it under the dry blanked they gave me. Mine was wet and I was very cold. The bastard watched me change the blanket."
"You mean, the senator," Sara said.
"Yes, the bastard," she agreed. "He gave me orange juice with the date rape drug in it. That made me go to sleep and when I woke up, he was leaning over me and feeling my boob. I stabbed him in the neck with the fork."
"Good for you, kid," Mason cheered. "That will teach him not to put his hands where they aren't invited."
"Yes," Danni nodded. "I don't invite anyone but Lanston touch my boobs."
"Danni," he shot out. "Jesus, watch your tongue, girl. You're talking to our parents here."
"I think they know, Lanston. At least I'm pretty sure Dad knows," she said, twinkling up at Reagan and Sara.
"Well, I'm pretty sure Lanston doesn't like you to talk about stuff like that," Alex told her.
"Then I won't," she said. "I'm sorry Lanston."
"It's okay," he said. "Just leave out the x-rated parts."
"The bastard. . .
"You mean the Senator," Sara interrupted.
"Yes, he screamed and Agent Thomas came in and hit me really hard. He got the fork out and then the Senator slapped me, too."
"They went away and Lanston broke down the door and saved me," Danni continued. "They came back into the room and he said he was going use us to make you give yourself up, Dad. They were pointing a gun at Lanston, but he just flew through the air and smashed Agent Thomas. He beat him in the face but the Senator got the gun Agent Thomas had and he was getting ready to kill Lanston. I was getting ready to shoot him with Lanston's gun, but just then Dad and Mason and Jason came in and Mason hit him in the face with his gun. That was very nice, Mason."
"Well, it wasn't, but he's not a very nice man, kid. I'm glad you liked it." He grinned at her.
"Yes, she said. "He's a bastard."
Sara sighed and rolled her eyes.
The doorbell rang and George appeared. Joseph had sent for him and he had flown over.
Reagan called him over and gave him instructions. "George I need you to do some things. First, go down to the docks and purchase a water taxi there."
"A water taxi, sir?" George asked.
"Yes, a water taxi formerly belonging to a Mr. Cruz from Hillsborough. Pay whatever it takes." He gave George a large roll of bills.
"When you have purchased the water taxi, have the engine overhauled, give it a fresh coat of paint and return it to Mr. Cruz with my compliments. Second, find Danni's scooter and have it taken back to her apartment. Pay whatever it takes. It's at the harbor in Hillsborough. Third, find Kierra and Senator Prius and ask them to come here. Have them bring the yacht; we're going to need it. Fourth, round up every security guard you can find and any men from home that have military experience and bring them with you on the yacht. Do you have that?"
"Purchase the taxi and return it to Mr. Cruz with your compliments, find the motorcycle, get Kierra and my Uncle. Find any men with military experience I can and return here with the yacht. I'll make all the arrangements right away sir."
"You're a good man, George."
George left to begin his arrangements and the Thayer's waited for things to fall into line.
"That was awesome, Dad," Danni said. "You're so organized and you just say things and people scurry around."
He laughed and hugged her. "I had time to think about it on the way over. I'm just glad you're safe. We were very worried about you, button. Everyone did just what they were supposed to do. Well done, everyone."
Chapter Twenty-Eight
When Prius and Kierra arrived they discussed the situation. For the first time, Reagan laid out the full story to the Prius. They had become good friends over the months and Reagan, Jason and Joseph felt that he could be trusted. He was shocked by the grueling tale. Reagan described their narrow escape from the volcano and Johnson's repeated attacks on them. He congratulated Jason on his narrow escape with the volcano.
"If more people had listened to you we might have been able to save more," he shook his head sadly.
He listened as Danni and Lanston narrated the events of the last two day, and Reagan's account of his pursuit of Senator Johnson and his men with growing horror and rage.
"But this man is a great villain," he exclaimed. "You should have killed him. No, I'm glad you didn't. I wouldn't want his death on your hands. We must contact the police and check out this Hotel.
He made two phone calls. "Now we wait," he said. "As you know the military was disbanded after the Americans invaded. Grenada has no military, but we have a special Police force that has military training. We will use them to track this man down and bring him to justice. Danni is right, the man is a bastard."
They discussed possible plans of action for a few hours and ate lunch together.
Prius' phone rang while they were eating. After a short conversation, he ended the call and stood up. "They want us at police headquarters in Fort St. George. They found the two bodies as you described, the ropes you cut off Danni and the launch as you described. They found the orange juice glass and have confirmed the presence of the drug. The hotel has confirmed the delivery of the food and they have completely confirmed your recounting of events. They want your cooperation in swearing out a warrant and locating the man. You must all give statements describing the kidnapping and assault on your home. They may require information about his attacks on you previously. I advise you to be honest with them, but tell no more of your story than is required. I also advise you to maintain your cover as Coast Guard personnel"
Everyone involved was transported to the Fort in police vehicles with motorcycle escorts. They were taking no chances. Johnson was believed to still be on the island and they intended to ensure the Thayer's safety.
They gave statements and the men Reagan requested assisted in the search as they scoured the island, but the Senator had disappeared. He had slipped away beyond the reach of the Grenadian authorities. Prius was able to confirm that a week later he had turned up in Trinidad.
"I thought that would be the case," Reagan told his family. "Don't worry about it. I have a plan."
The family returned home and spent the remainder of the holiday season resting and recuperating. School began again and life settled back to normal except that armed men shadowed each member of the group at all times and they never went unarmed.
"Reagan, this is impossible," Sara told her husband. "We can't live like this. Danni jumps at every shadow and the rest of us are nervous wrecks as well. You have to do something."
"I am doing something," he told her. "Trust me a little longer. Did you know that I finished my book?"
"Your book," she expostulated, "what does any of this have to do with a book?"
"I'll make everything clear soon," he told her. "I've signed a deal to publish the book and we've been invited to St. Vincent to speak to a large crowd to open sales for the book. I have it on good authority that Senator Johnson has been invited there by the American Embassy and the Ambassador has assured me that he will be at the auditorium."
"Reagan, you're a devious man," his wife embraced him. "When is the event?"
"Just over a month away," he told her. "May 29 is the date. The older kids get out of school the 10th and Lanston will graduate on the 20th. We'll take the yacht over on the 25th and spend a few days as tourists. Then the show begins."
The days quickly passed and the day before graduation, Danni wandered into Reagan's office and climbed onto his lap. "What are you doing, Dad?" she asked.
"I'm writing a speech, kitten. Did you have a good day at school?"
"Yes, I suppose," she said. "I can't help but be worried about next year. Lanston won't be there and that scares me, but Jameson watches out for me. I like him. He's very nice."
Reagan chuckled at the thought of the burly tattooed bodyguard's reaction at being called 'very nice.'"
"You'll be fine, Danni." He hugged her close. "I hope to do something while we're in St. Vincent that will make you feel a lot safer."
"Are you going to kill Him?" Danni asked. "I told Alex that I thought you would kill Him."
In the face of Sara's continued objection, she had abandoned her habit of calling the Senator "the bastard" and referred to him with a capitol "H."
"I never knew you were so blood thirsty, Danni. Besides, you can't go around telling people that I'm going to kill someone. It's shocking."
"Well, are you going to kill Him?" she asked.
"I hope to induce him to kill himself, Danni."
"Oh yes, I would like that very much, Dad." She wiggled with excitement at the prospect.
"Did you want something Danni, or did you just come in here to warm an old man's lap?"
"No," she said. "I didn't want anything, and you aren't old. You're the most handsome man in the world. Well, next to Lanston and Mason."
He laughed. "Thank you Danni, but I know you. You want to ask me something and you think that flattering me will make me do something stupid."
She peeked up at him from beneath her long lashes. She sighed. "Well, there is something I wanted to talk to you about."
"What is it, honey? You know I never say no to you unless I think it's something that will be bad for you."
"Well, you might think this would be bad for me. I don't know myself. I want to do it, but I'm not sure."
"Tell Dad," he closed his computer and pulled her close. She snuggled into his chest and sighed.
"I feel so safe here. You're so squishy and comfortable."
He laughed. "Is that a fat joke?"
"No silly, you're not fat." She rubbed his belly. "Dad, do you remember when we first moved in here and Lanston was asleep with me in the hammock? You told me to make you proud and I've been trying really hard. I promised you I would."



"I am proud of you, Danni. You're beautiful and bouncy and smart and you work very hard at school and you're kind to everyone and very, very good. I couldn't ask for a better kid. You make your mother and I proud every day. I do remember that conversation. I remember every word you've ever said to me. Why do you ask?"
"Well, we were talking about me and Lanston and being good. You told me to keep my clothes on and not sleep in the same bed. I have kept my clothes on when we were together in the hammock and we haven't slept in the same bed. But Lanston is graduating tomorrow. I want to give him a special graduation present."
"I think I know where this is going, Danni, but say it. What do you want to give him?
"Me," she whispered. "I want to sleep in the same bed with him, with no clothes on, and show him how much I love him. He'll be gone next year and running the tug and he will meet lots of girls. They'll all love him and I will be very jealous. I want him to be mine, but I'm scared he'll find someone he loves more than me." She sobbed and shook on his chest.
"Hey, sweetheart, don't cry. It's going to be fine. You have two things going on here, not one. The first one is easy, the second not so much."
"What's the first one?" she asked.
"Well, I wouldn't worry about Lanston finding someone else. I've never seen anyone so in love. He worships the ground you walk on. He would die for you, Danni. He took a bullet for you. I don't think you need to worry about that."
She smiled. "Yes, that's true. I'm so glad I talked to you. I feel much better. I hadn't thought of it that way. He did get shot saving me, but what about the hard thing?"
"That's the tricky one. I don't know what to tell you, Danni. I think you're old enough and mature enough to make up your own mind. Pioneer women in America were married and had kids by the time they were your age. I don't think that's a good thing, but it is a fact. I don't think you ought to do it because you want to give Lanston something. That's part of it, but the primary part is because you want it yourself. You find someone you want to spend the rest of your life with and you share the gift. Anything else is just cheap. It's a quick thrill and then when it's over you've given away something you can never get back and you're a little smaller in your own eyes. People with no morals don't think like that, but that's the way it is. You're quite a prize, Danni, and almost any boy would give his right arm to be with you, and probably quite a few girls. You're the cutest little thing to ever crawl on my lap, and I've had quite a few. Finding the right one is the hard thing. I think Lanston is the right one for you. I know he's my son, but he's a good man, Danni. Do you think he's the right one for you?"
"Oh yes," she said. "I'll never love anyone but him. He saved my life, twice. It would be treacherous to ever think about anyone else. I'll always love him. He's so beautiful. Remember, you said he was."
He chuckled. "Yes, I remember and yes he is. But you seem a little unsure about this thing, button. That's a sign that you shouldn't. You need to be sure. If you're sure, you can forget about our promise. Just once. This can't be an ongoing thing. Special occasions only. You're too young and I won't let you marry him until you're both out of college. Do you understand?"
"Yes Dad, I understand. I even agree. I need to think about it some more. I'll tell you what I decide."
"I'd prefer not to know, Danni. That's your business and none of mine. Of course, you can tell me anything you want, but don't feel like you need to. Only tell me if you want to. I have to ask you one more thing. Are you safe? I mean, you won't get pregnant, will you? That is one thing I won't tolerate. You're too young to have kids and I'm too old to raise them."
"Oh yes," she said. "Alex took me to Angela back when we were on the ship and I've been taking pills ever since. Don't worry, Dad. No matter what I decide, I'll still make you proud. I promised you that you'd never regret adopting me and I always keep my promises."
"I know you do, Danni. That's one of the things I love about you."
She sighed happily and snuggled in a little closer. "I'm through talking now," she said. "I think I'll take a nap."
He smacked her rump. "Not here kitten, I'm working. I'm not your cushion. Go find Lanston and sleep on him."
Danni laughed and sprang up. She wiggled her butt at him as she went out the door and the sound of her giggle faded away.
She didn't find Lanston, he was out, but she found Mason sitting on a sofa in his sitting room playing a video game. She got a pillow and put it on the sofa arm, careful not to block his view, crawled under his arm and curled up on his lap with her head on the pillow on the arm of the sofa.
He was very involved in his game and hardly noticed her. It had become so common for her to sit on his lap that he paid no attention. This was not to be tolerated, so she pulled on his beard. "What are you playing, Mason?"
He didn't answer for a moment so she tugged harder and repeated her question.
"Huh, oh, hi kid," he said. "I'm playing Dark Souls."
"Is it fun?" she asked.
"Very," he told her. "What you doing?"
"I'm going to take a nap."
"Not here you're not," he told her. "Go find Lanston or Dad and put their legs to sleep."
"Please, Mason. Dad is working and Lanston isn't here," she pleaded.
"Why do you always have to sleep on someone?" he groused. "It's annoying, Danni."
"Because you make me feel safe," she told him. "I'm sorry, Mason. I won't bother you."
"No, no," he patted her head. "Don't start that crying thing. It's okay. You can stay here. You do feel kind of nice," he petted her shoulder. "Just don't squirm around and get me killed."
"No, I won't, thank you Mason. I love you," she closed her eyes and she was instantly asleep.
Mason looked down fondly at his little sister and brushed the hair back from her forehead. She looked about ten years old. It was amazing how she could curl up on your lap and make you feel warm all over. He pulled a throw over her bare legs and was promptly slain by the Smelter Demon.
When Sara came home she found them like that. Danni was a little ball cured up on his lap under the throw. Mason's head was back on the sofa and he was snoring while the Smelter Demon roared in the background. She smiled to herself and walked quietly away.
Chapter Twenty-Nine
The big graduation day dawned with a hint of rain in the air. It was chilly and fog rose off the harbor. The temperature had been abnormally cool but it was getting warmer. The rainy season should have been over, but the effects of the volcano continued. On that day the world began to recover. The furnaces beneath La Garita were dampened and the seething caldera began to collapse. Smokes and steams issued from fissures but its fury had unleashed and it returned to an uneasy sleep. Billions had lost their lives and the environmental impact would be felt for a century. North America was a slagheap and vegetation would take years to return. The acid rain would fall for a decade. The world population had decreased by 60 percent.
Jason's studies were revealing that temperatures were actually not as decreased as he had feared for that portion of the globe not directly shadowed by the ash cloud. The sulfur compounds formed in the atmosphere were actually increasing the ability of the envelope to retain heat and he expected the southern hemisphere would have hotter than normal summers soon. That time had not yet arrived, and Graduation Day called for jackets and umbrellas.
Lanston was number ten in his graduating class. His innate laziness prevented a higher rank but his intelligence had kept him near the top. Reagan was the keynote speaker and Senator Prius, the Prime Minister and all their friends from the journey south were present to congratulate him on his accomplishment.
Senator Prius provided a limousine for Lanston and Danni and the whole group ate dinner together at the Green Roof Inn. The two kids excused themselves soon after dinner and they boarded a plane for Grenada.
The Jaguar was waiting for them at the airport and Danni drove to Villa Zanzibar where the staff had lit a fire in the fireplace and retired.
Lanston untied the bow tie of his tuxedo, relaxed on the sofa in front of the fire, and turned on the TV. Danni went into the master bedroom and ran the big Jacuzzi tub full of hot water and bubble bath. She poured two glasses of wine, lit some candles and took off her long gown. She dropped her panties in the hamper and set out two towels on the counter. She turned on the jets of the tub and the throb of pumps set up their vibration.
Her slight form disappeared into the bubbles and she leaned her head back on the headrest. Her golden hair was pulled up in a cunning knot and her slim neck looked very elegant.
"Lanston," she called, "would you come in here please?
He stuck his head around the door. "What is it, pixie?" he asked.
"I need someone to wash my back."
"I'll do that," he started toward her.
"Not like that," she said. "You'll get your tuxedo wet. That would be a shame because you look so beautiful in it."
He snorted. "There you go with the beautiful thing again. What do you want me to do?"
"Take off your clothes and get in here with me," she commanded him.
"That's not fair," he said. "You're all covered up with bubbles but you want me to be naked."
"I'm naked too," she sat up and the tops of her firm mounds rose above the bubbles. He could see the hint of brown areole through the suds.
His breath quickened, "Just a minute, beautiful."
He went to the bedroom, stripped off his clothes and walked to the tub in his boxers. He dropped them and quickly sank into the steaming water.
He put his arms under her and turned onto his back, pulling her slick nakedness on top of him and cradling her in his arms with her cheek on his chest. They drank their glass of wine and his hands roamed at will and she was soon writhing with excitement on top of him. Her lips were hot brands on his. He pulled away. "Hey," he exclaimed. "You got your braces off, Danni."
"Yes," she said, "Kiss me again and feel how pretty my teeth are."
He pulled her down and explored with his tongue. She sat up on his lap and she could feel his excitement as she looked into his eyes. "Lanston, do you think I'm the right girl for you?" she asked.
"Yes, sprite," he told her. "You're the only girl for me. I've been helplessly in love with you ever since I kissed you in that little creek back in Missouri."
"I'm in love with you too." Her face took on a very serious expression. "Lanston, do you intend to spend the rest of your life with me?"
"I do if you'll have me," he said. "What's this all about, Danni?"
"I want to be your lover," she confided. "Just for tonight. This is a special occasion. Will you make love to me, Lanston?"
"Are you sure, Danni? I thought you promised Dad?"
"He told me I could if I was sure," she said. "If you were the right person for me and I intended to spend the rest of my life with you. I do, Lanston, and I'm sure."
She eased herself down on him and the heat and sweetness were incredible. She gasped once and again, and a spasm of pain flickered across her face.
She rested for a moment and began to move against him. He captured a firm mound in each hand and she threw back her head and moaned her joy. The water grew cool and he lifted her out. He dried her with the big fluffy towel. He carried her to the huge bed and they fell asleep with her leg across him, one firm breast crushed against his chest and her cheek on his shoulder.
Twice more in the night she woke him and he took her again. Each time was sweeter and more wonderful than the time before.
They awoke, nestled together in the bed in the morning and Lanston got up and showered. When he returned, she was still in bed. He pulled the covers off her and said, "Get up lazy. I smell bacon and coffee."
"I want to, Lanston, but I'm so sore I don't know if I can walk"
"I'll fix you up, sprite."
He covered her back up and returned to the bathroom and ran the tub full of hot water again. He added bath oil and perfumed salts to the tub liberally. Then he went back to the bed, lifted her easily and carried her beautiful naked form to the tub.
"There pixie, relax for a while and I'll be right back."
He returned with orange juice and coffee. He got a sponge and scrubbed her skin vigorously as she drank her juice and began to sip the coffee, pausing occasionally to squeeze a handful of firm breast. She giggled delightfully each time.
He washed her gently lower. She winced at first but soon relaxed and he turned her over. He washed her back. He constantly returned to the firm brown cheeks, testing their resilience and shape with his fingers.
"You have an incredible butt," he told her. "That's the sexiest thing I ever saw."
She giggled and swished it in the water. He lifted her from the tub, set her on her feet and patted her dry with a towel. He wrapped another around her and carried her back to the bed. He got pillows and propped her up.
"I'll be right back," he said.
He soon returned with a large tray. There was a large platter on the tray, heaped with bacon, eggs and three kinds of melon. There were two tall glasses with milk. They took turns feeding each other until the platter was empty and the milk was gone."
"Where do you put it all, Danni?" he asked. "You should be as fat as me by now."
"I'm very active," she said. "If you got as much exercise as I do you'd be skinny like me Lanston."
"I wouldn't last a week," he told her. "Feel better now? You've got a mustache," he kissed the milk away."
"Oh yes, Lanston," she said, "Very much better. The water and the oil helped a lot. If we go slowly, I think I can walk well enough to go to the plane and we can go home. Lanston, remember this is only for special occasions. You can still pet me and stuff, but we're too young to be doing this all the time."
"I know, sprite," he said. "It was very special to me. I'll never forget how lucky I am that you shared it with me. I'll always try to be what you need me to be. You know what; we sound a lot like Dad. That's just what he would say."
"I know," she said. "He's a very wise man."
Chapter Thirty
Reagan was very busy over the next five days. Once he flew to Kingstown on St. Vincent and returned the following day. He spoke with the American Ambassador there and arranged affairs with his agent. The family boarded the yacht. The party included Senator Prius and Joseph as well.
"I hate to see you enmeshed in our coils, Jeff," Joseph said.
"I wouldn't miss it for anything," Prius said. "Reagan has a nasty glint in his eyes. I would not wish to be the senator."
"No, I think Reagan is a dangerous man. He loves his kids beyond anything I've ever seen. The senator made a bad mistake when he kidnapped Danni. Reagan worships that girl. You should see them together. She adores him and he's been guarding her like Ft. Knox. I bet she spends two hours a day curled up on his lap. She's afraid to leave his side except when she's with Lanston and it's eating him up. I don't know his plan, but I'm glad I'm his friend and not his enemy. The senator is a very stupid man."
"What is your part in all this?" Prius asked.
"Not much," Joseph said. "I'm supposed to introduce myself to the Senator and get him to set by me so I can keep an eye on him so he can't leave. He's never met me and we don't think he knows who I am. I'll do my part; I just hope Reagan can pull this off."
"I hope so as well," Prius said. "I've never seen him in action but I've heard all the stories from his children. It should be quite a show."
Danni refused to leave the yacht with the Senator on St. Vincent and none of the others cared to leave without her. Reagan, Sara, Mason and Jason, along with Prius and Joseph moved off the yacht into their on the evening before the event and Alex and Kierra stayed on the yacht with Lanston and Danni. An hour before the event they were ferried ashore and took their places in a box in the balcony with a good view of the floor and the stage.
The hotel theatre was packed with dignitaries, eager to hear the tale of the Thayer's escape from the volcano. Reporters covering the event had taken their places and Ambassador Armstrong appeared with Senator Stephen Johnson in tow. Armstrong had neglected to inform the Senator who the speaker was going to be, and he was unsuspecting as he supposed that the affair would be a good opportunity to meet a lot of powerful people.
He was unaware that the Ambassador had purchased his house in the Florida Keys from Joseph Altman and that they had been friends for years. Armstrong introduced the two men and mentioned that Joseph was an old friend from Florida who was one of the wealthiest real-estate developers in America. Johnson was desperately in need of funds, and was satisfied to be left with Joseph to speak about a donation to his refugee foundation.
The lights dimmed and everyone took their seats. Joseph escorted the Senator to the chairs that had been reserved for them and they took their seats. Large white block letters were projected onto the crimson curtains behind the stage.
"Escape From the Inferno."
They were followed by the words: "A Story of Terror by Dr. Reagan Thayer."
Reagan stepped into the spotlight to thunderous applause and the Senator leaped to his feet. He glanced toward the exit and saw the tall, menacing form of Mason lounging against the door. Two policemen stood beside him. His eyes darted to the side entrance to find Jason and another officer in that doorway. Jason's tuxedo opened a bit and the Senator saw that he was armed.
Joseph pulled at his elbow and said. "Sit down Senator, the man is about to speak."
Johnson fought down his growing panic. They wouldn't dare attack him here. It was too public and they would be arrested. His nerves calmed a little.
"My friends thank you for coming. I'm honored that you are interested in a book about the American tragedy. I believe the best way to give you a glimpse of 'Inferno' is to tell you a story."
"What kind of story are you going to tell us, Dr. Thayer?" A reporter called.
"My story is about heroism," Reagan began. "It is about incredible danger and it is about villainy. It isn't about some great military leader or a sports figure, but about young woman. My story begins 17 years ago on the 18th of May."
"But that's my birthday," Danni whispered to Lanston.
"I know, baby. Now be still and listen," he put one heavy arm across her shoulders.
"In the small town of Fayette, Missouri in America our heroine was born. She was a small baby, somewhat premature, and spent the first week of her life in an incubator in the University of Missouri Medical Center. She was her parent's third child and her older brother and sister were very worried about her.
She survived her premature birth and grew into the perfect tiny little girl that attended her first day of school, frightened and with her big brother holding her hand. She was the smallest child in her class but her beauty and kindness won the hearts of her classmates and she became quite popular. She was very successful in her studies and she loved cheerleading.
When she was 14-years-old her parents were killed in an automobile accident and our heroine was left an orphan. Her sister and brother took care of her but she became sad and a little wistful without her parents. She was very brave and she intended to become a doctor some day so that she might save the lives of people like her parents.
At the end of her sophomore year of high school, her life was again disrupted as the largest volcano the world has ever known erupted. She hid in her house with her brother and her sister until they ran out of water. Her brother went into town to search for water and he was gunned down in a grocery store parking lot by looters."



"This is a story about me," Danni's eyes were shining as she whispered to Lanston.
"Yes it is, now don't spoil it Danni. Watch the Senator."
Senator Johnson was shifting uncomfortably in his chair. His eyes searched for a way of escape, but the exits were blocked.
"A new player enters our story now. A young graduate student from the University was doing research at La Garita and discovered it was about to erupt. He tried to warn the world, but no one listened. One of the e-mails he sent was to the office of a US Senator from the Commonwealth of Kentucky. It was dismissed as the ravings of a madman. Do not forget the Senator.
This young man fled from the impending doom and the course of events took him to the home of our heroine. He fled south, taking our heroine and her sister with him. They were very sad about the death of their brother. They remembered his last words to them. They had pleaded with him not to go. They told him it was too dangerous. He had joked with them about it and tried to make them comfortable when he left. 'Are you certain?' Those were his last words to them. They were very frightened and alone. Two young women, 16 and 20 years of age were alone in a world that was destroying itself. They had little hope, and that rested on the mercy of a stranger they had just met.
They took a boat on the Mississippi river where they were pursued by pirates. Our heroine was very brave. She stood in the back of the boat with her sister and fought the pirates. She would surely have perished, but new players entered the game and rescued her and her sister and the young man. A family from across the state was fleeing the holocaust and destroyed the pirates, rescuing the three brave young people.
Her first words to her saviors were, 'My name is Dannielle, and I'm very glad you rescued me.'
Dannielle was very grateful and she soon fell in love with her new acquaintances, and they quickly fell in love with her. They became acquainted with her charm and the daily struggle for existence forged a bond between them that was the closest she had ever known. They continued down the river on their tugboat and our Danielle and her companions became part of their new family. She adopted them, and they were pleased to be taken under her wing, especially the youngest son. They called her Danni. She had grown to be a beautiful young woman. She was very small, but perfectly formed. She was charming and perfect in every way and her new family basked in her glow.
But, all was not well in her world. Deadly danger lurked just around every corner. The world was coming apart around them as they fled south from the volcano. Not the least of their dangers was from people they encountered. Danni's new family was well organized and well equipped to escape from the volcano's devastation. Other people were dying all around them and those desperate people attacked Danni and her family in an attempt to take their boat and supplies. The danger was constant and unrelenting and the family could never relax for a moment. It appeared that if they did not perish from the effects of the volcano, they would not survive the hostile and dangerous people who constantly attacked them.
Our villain now enters the stage. I trust you have not forgotten the Senator. He was a vicious and violent man. He spotted our Danni's boat on the river and coveted it. His upbringing had been privileged. He was the scion of old Kentucky money. He had attended the finest schools and increased his family's wealth. He became a lawyer and eventually won a seat on the state legislature. His life was one of privilege, comfort and power"
"Do you know who he's talking about?" Joseph whispered to the Senator. Johnson was a man hypnotized, and he did not respond. Joseph touched his arm and the man started.
Johnson was watching Reagan on the stage, his face twisted in rage and fear. He shook his head and brushed Joseph's arm away.
"I read about this in the newspaper," Joseph whispered. "I feel like that Senator is in a lot of trouble."
Regan continued his tale.
"The villain succeeded in life. He enjoyed privilege and power, but he had a dangerous weakness. He enjoyed the company of under-age girls. This flaw landed him in several precarious positions but he managed to escape by corrupting a judge and the members of his Secret Service detail once he was elected to a US Senate seat. His crimes were well known, but he covered his tracks well. He financed abortions, drugged his victims and distributed bribes. One 15-year-old victim was murdered by the Senator's own hands, but it was made to look like a suicide by the corrupted Secret Service detail. He rose through the ranks to become the chairman of a powerful committee. There was even talk of his appointment to head the department of State.
This was in spite of the well-known fact that no young female intern dared ride in an elevator with him. Then came La Garita. The senator was in his home state on one of his visits to his home district. He was caught up in the disaster and his life was in peril.
The senator was in trouble on the river. His power and wealth meant nothing and had been stripped from him. He had nothing left but two secret service agents and a boat they had stolen. He saw Danni's boat and perceived his method of escape. He would take her boat and the supplies her family had gathered and use them as his ticket out. By taking their meager possessions, he would escape the cataclysm to rise again to power in another place.
His agents were armed and dangerous men, former military Special Forces, and he would use them to gain control of our heroine's family. He instructed his men that they would board the tug as refugees. As soon as they were aboard they would seize control by force and cause the family to cooperate through fear.
They failed to reckon with one thing: the love our heroine's family shared together. They boarded the tug and seized one of Danni's new sisters hostage. They supposed this would force the others to capitulate and they would gain control. A standoff ensued, with Danni's family eventually gaining the upper hand, wounding one of the agents in the process. They repelled the attack and left the villain behind, licking his wounds and planning his revenge.
Two weeks later the Senator attacked them again. He had increased his strength by recruiting other men as savage and unscrupulous as he. Again he was unsuccessful and the attack was repelled. His fury and frustration knew no bounds."
"Who is this man, Dr. Thayer?" the reporter asked. "He needs to be arrested!"
"Patience, my friend," Reagan replied. "All will be revealed." He glanced at the Senator. Fear and hatred distorted Johnson's face as he sat helplessly, listening to the harrowing tale.
Reagan took a drink from a bottle of water and continued.
"Our heroine made her way to the gulf with her family. She and the youngest son soon discovered that they meant a great deal to each other. Over the months, they fell deeply in love and they became inseparable.
Danni won the hearts of everyone she encountered. She became the center of their world and their satellites orbited around her brilliance.
They decided to make their way to the Island of Carriacou and attempt to make a new life there for themselves. The people of Carriacou welcomed them with open arms and open hearts and they began to be happy and to forget the tragedy of their former lives. Danni's sister married the graduate student that had rescued them and she went back to high school, finally, for the first time in her life, surrounded by people who loved her and she loved in turn. She brightened every room she entered and her happiness infected everyone she touched. She loved her new parents and brothers and sisters and especially that youngest son.
Gradually, the darkness drew away from her life and she was happy. Only sometimes she was wistful and she sometimes cried at night when she remembered her brother and her mother and father and all she had lost in the catastrophe. Only the man she called Dad was taken into her confidence and he was sometimes trusted to see the remnants of the darkness and he tried to comfort her. Over time the darkness visited her less frequently until it was hardly to be seen.
I trust you have not forgotten our villain? He now returns to the stage. He too had escaped the holocaust in the north and came to the island of Trinidad. He managed to get himself appointed as the spokesman for a group of refugees and he quickly grew his base into a power center. He still had the remaining agent from his security detail. The other had been left to die on the river. He recruited other violent men and gained influence.
He visited American Embassies and renewed his lines of power. He hired thugs who beat any opposition among the refugees into silence. One trip he made was to Grenada where he learned that Danni had survived the holocaust and was living happily on a nearby island. He plotted his revenge."
Whispers ran through the crowd and heads began to turn as they began to understand Reagan's tale. Senator Johnson squirmed desperately in an agony of fear and frustration in his seat. The situation was becoming impossible.
"For months he employed spies to ferret out our heroine's secrets," Reagan continued. "He discovered the love her new family had for her and he determined to use that against them.
When the time was right, he instructed his thugs to kidnap Danni. They overpowered her in the night and stole her away to Grenada where he intended to use her as a hostage to induce her family to surrender themselves to his power."
A gasp from the crowd filled the theatre. One man pointed out Johnson to his companions.
"Again, he miscalculated. The youngest son of her new family pursued the thugs to Grenada and discovered where she was being held only hours after she arrived.
The Senator drugged our Danni. He had noticed her beauty and youth and conceived an evil lust in his heart. His proclivity for young girls asserted itself and he determined to have her. As he fondled her drugged and sleeping body, she woke and stabbed him with a fork she had concealed in the blanket she was wrapped in. He and his henchman administered a savage beating to this young lady, and left her alone in her bruises, bound and helpless.
Her new father was also involved. He had heard of the Senator's presence in Trinidad and was watching. He discovered the Senator's arrival in Grenada and where he was holding our heroine.
The young man who was in love with Danni arrived at the place she was being held. He was determined to rescue her or die trying. He disposed of the Senator's two thugs and was about to take our heroine to freedom when the Senator intervened. The Senator armed himself and determined to kill that young man. Our heroine had also obtained a weapon and was about to kill the Senator to defend the man she loved when her new father arrived and took command of the situation. The senator fled, escaped from the island and remains at large today.
Each day our heroine wakes up in fear of her life. The dark cloud has returned and her happiness, so briefly enjoyed, is in danger of slipping away from her again forever. She is very brave and she tells no one but her adopted father of her fear. She is afraid to leave his side. She doesn't go out with her friends. Her love for life, for school, for the beach and being in the sun is swallowed in fear and her every move is in constant danger."
Reagan paused and took a drink of water. Many heads turned toward Senator Johnson and as the spell of Reagan's speech began to fade a murmur ran through the house as people began to whisper. Several reporters turned their cameras toward the Senator and began to take pictures.
The Senator's panic grew to a crescendo. He glared wildly about for a way of escape. He tried to regain control of himself.
"It's not going to work," Lanston whispered to his mother.
"It's not over yet, Lanston. Let him work."
Reagan nodded to Mason and he turned to the two police officers beside him in the back. "We have an urgent message for Senator Johnson. Would you go get him?" he asked.
The senator saw the nod and he turned to look at Mason. He saw him speak to the two police officers. The officers nodded and looked at the Senator.
"I don't understand," the reporter said as Reagan paused in his narrative. "Is that the end of the story?"
The two police officers started down the aisle toward Johnson. His panic swelled. They were coming to arrest him! The end of everything was upon him. Fear seized him by the throat and he snapped. He sprang to his feet. "You devil," he screamed. He produced a pistol from beneath his jacket and leveled it at Reagan.
Joseph struck his arm and the shot intended for Reagan buried itself in the ceiling. Bodyguards clustered around Reagan and the line of fire disappeared. The Senator screamed "Devil" again. He turned the weapon on himself and fired. The bullet entered his chin and the top of his head exploded. He crumpled to the floor and there was a moment of shocked silence.
Reagan crumpled his notes, threw them in a trashcan and looked at the reporter. "Senator Johnson has provided the ending of my story."
Chapter Thirty-One
The Thayer's were back aboard the yacht heading for Carriacou. His family surrounded Reagan, sitting on the circular sofa in the main cabin. Everyone was talking excitedly about the events on St. Vincent. He had a glass of cognac in one hand and was stroking Danni's smooth little brown arm with the other. She was curled up on his lap and watching him with wide eyes.
"Why are you staring at me button, it makes me nervous?" he asked.
"I wonder who you are," she said. "I've never met anyone like you. You always surprise me. I think you must know everything. What you just did! Just when I think I know all about you, you do something that catches me off guard. I'm a little bit afraid of you. Sometimes I feel like I don't know you at all, Dad"
"I did it for you, Danni."
"I know. Thank you, Dad. I can usually figure stuff out, but I've never seen anything like that. It was a masterpiece. I never knew how much you loved me. I know you went against everything you believe in, and you did it for me. You killed that bastard for me."
"No Danni, I didn't go against everything I believe and please don't go around telling people I killed him. Sooner or later that man was going to try again. As long as he was alive none of the people I love were ever going to be safe again. He was harming you Danni, even from hundreds of miles away. You were afraid all the time and I couldn't live with that."
"But why, Dad? Why would you do that for me?"
"Because I love you, Danni."
"I can't believe you made that man kill himself," Jason exclaimed. "I think you may be the devil he said you were."
"Jason, you aren't to talk like that about Dad," Danni fired back at him. "You make me so angry when you say that."
"No, no sis, you've got it all wrong," he explained. "I was admiring him. I've never seen anything so insidious. The way he twisted that man around and got him to kill himself was positively satanic. He is the devil Danni and I'm glad he's on our side."
"I'm sorry, Jason. But it makes me get all shaky inside when someone says something bad about him. He may be the devil, but he's my devil, and I love him."
"You were awesome, Dad," Kierra said. "You were like the master puppeteer pulling everyone's strings. You made everyone dance and that awful man is dead. We'll all seep better tonight knowing he's dead. I'll never wake up again with the memory of him holding a gun to my head."
"Yes," Danni agreed. "I won't be afraid to sleep in my apartment anymore."
"Please, you're all making me blush," Reagan said. "I am a very tired devil. Danni, push that ottoman over here so I can put my hooves up. I feel like a zombie. That was the most difficult thing I've ever done. I just want to lay back here and listen to my kids talk and go to sleep. Don't leave me here. Stay here so I can hear you talk in my sleep and know you're all safe."
Danni sprang up, pushed the ottoman over and lifted his feet onto it. She fluffed up a pillow and put it behind his head, and curled up on his lap again. She kissed his lips gently and said, "Will you hold me while you sleep, Dad? I'll take a nap, too, if I can stay here."
"Yes Danni, I'd like that." He reached over, pulled a zebra striped throw over them, and wrapped her up in his arms. He laid his head back on the pillow and drifted off to the sound of beloved voices talking quietly. The world they knew had ended, but his family was safe and the future was alive with possibility.
In a prairie near Lamar, Missouri, a groundhog pushed her head out of her burrow and sniffed cautiously. She sensed nothing dangerous and scurried out, searching for something to eat.
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When I pulled up to my gate, I saw a guy pushing a lawnmower along the fence on the property next to mine. I hit the remote, and as the gate swung open, I saw her. I have orange trees lining my driveway, including two outside the gate; she was sitting under one of those, reading a book. She had a large plastic thermos sitting in the grass next to her and she looked up at me. I wondered what a little girl was doing sitting there with no one else around. I put my car in park and got out. I walked over to her.
"Hi, sweetheart," I said. "What are you doing out here all by yourself?"
She looked up at me. God, she was cute! Long honey-blonde hair framed a cherub's face. Her eyes were huge and a rich brown. She had a little button nose and she had a nice tan going on. "Hi," she said. "I'm not by myself. Daddy is mowing the lawn over there. What's your name?"
I sat down in the grass in front of her so we could be on eye level. I hoped I wouldn't get a grass stain on my linen skirt. It was one of my favorites, but I wanted to hear her talk some more. Her little voice was sort of husky and she was enchanting.
"I'm Sage," I told her. "What's your name?"
"Reynolds," she said. "Do you live here, Sage?"
"Yes, honey," I said.
"Do you mind if I sit under your tree?" she asked. "It was hot in the sun, and Daddy will probably take a while."
"No, sweetheart, I don't mind. You can sit anywhere you like. Do you always come to work with your father?"
"Yes." She nodded and that flaxen hair floated around her like a halo. "I got a book from the library."
"What are you reading?" I asked.
She showed me her book. It was about horses, listing all the different breeds and information about them. "Do you like horses?" I asked.
She nodded again. I heard the mower engine stop, behind us. "I wish I could have a horse, someday."
"Hey, everything okay over there?" I heard her father call.
"Yes, I'm just talking to Sage," Reynolds called back. He came walking over, I suppose to check me out.
"Hi," he said. "Is it okay if she's here? She won't bother anything."
I looked up at him. He was very tall. The sun was behind him and I couldn't really see that well. I stood and extended my hand. He shook it and his huge hand swallowed mine. "I'm Sage," I said. "This is my place. I don't mind her being here, but it's pretty hot. If you don't mind, she could come up to the house. I'll give her a tour and you can come and get her when you're done mowing."
"Jackson," he said. "Jacks, but we don't want to be any bother. She'll be fine here."
"It won't be a bother," I told him. "I don't have anything I need to do, and it will be fun." I whispered so she couldn't hear, "I have two horses."
He glanced at her. I could tell he was tempted. I moved a little so I could see him better. Damn, this was a hot white boy! He was very tanned, like Reynolds. His hair was a mop of brown curls, nearly matching my black mop, he had the same warm brown eyes she did, and he was very good looking. He was built, too. Muscles bulged all over him, and they were on display in the t-shirt with the cut-off sleeves he was wearing. He looked me over, and I could tell he was going to say no.
I didn't blame him. I wouldn't have trusted that little angel with a stranger, either. I upped my game. "I'll make you a deal," I said. "You take a break for a bit. Both of you come up to the house with me and you can check things out. I'll give you a drink, then, if you think you can trust me, you leave Reynolds with me and finish your job. If it makes you uncomfortable, you can bring her back here, okay?"
He hesitated for a few seconds. "Really, we don't want to bother you," he said.
"You won't. I was going to do something with those two things I told you about."
"What two things?" Reynolds asked.
"I'd rather show you," I told her.
"Please, Daddy?" She hugged his leg. "I want to see the two things."
He laughed. "Okay, let's go to this lady's house."
"'This "lady" is Sage," I said.
"Yes, let's go to Sage's house." She tucked one little hand into each of ours and started walking, dragging us along.
"Can we take my car?" I asked. "It's kind of a ways to walk, and I'd like to have my car at the house."
"I'm all dirty and sweaty," Jacks objected.
"I have leather seats," I told him. "It's okay."
We went to the car and he put Reynolds in the front with me, getting in the back.
I started it and the air felt pretty good. "I like your car," Reynolds said. "What kind is it?"
"It's called a Mercedes GLE," I said. "I like it. It's big enough to haul Reynolds and Jacks around."
She laughed. "Well, I'm not very big, but Daddy is kinda big."
"Yeah, I noticed," I said. "How old are you, honey?"
"I'm six," she said. "Daddy is really old. He's 27. How old are you?"
Jacks intervened. "I don't think that's something you should ask Sage, baby. Women don't like to tell how old they are."
"Why not?" she said. "She asked me."
That made me laugh. "I don't mind," I said. "I'm even older than your father, Reynolds. I'm 29."
She leaned over toward me and said, conspiratorially, "I don't really think that's old. I just say that to roast Daddy." I thought I was going to hurt myself trying not to laugh.
She was a doll! It was about a quarter-mile from my gate to the house, over a little hill. When we crested the hill, Reynolds gasped. "You live in a castle, Sage!"
"Well, it doesn't have a moat, or a drawbridge, or a dungeon," I said.
She looked up at me to see if I was serious. We both giggled hysterically when she saw the smile on my face. I pulled up at the front door, and Paul came out and opened our doors. He would take the car and park it. Paul was... I'm not sure what he was. My friend, but he took care of the estate: everything about the estate. I introduced him to Reynolds and Jacks.
He walked us to the door and opened it for us. Julie met us in the entry and asked if she could get us anything. "Yes, we need something to drink," I said. "Do we have the stuff to make lemonade?"
It turned out that we did, both Jacks and Reynolds approved, and I took them to my office. Reynolds was all big-eyed, and Jacks seemed like he was in a daze.
I seated them in chairs in front of my desk. "So, tell me about Reynolds and Jacks," I said.
Reynolds couldn't contain herself. "Gosh, Sage, you have like, servants, and stuff, just like a real castle! Are you a queen or a princess or something?"
I laughed. "No, honey, I'm not a princess, and they aren't servants, really," I told her. "They work for me, and they live here. That's their job.. They've been with me since I was a teenager, and I love them very much. They're my friends, and they help me do the things I need to do."
"What do you do?" Jacks asked.
"I own a logistics service," I said.
"What's a log... what you said?" Reynolds asked.
"Well, imagine that you had 1000 of something you needed moved, anywhere in the world," I said. "It could be chairs, or cars, toys, animals, food or just about anything else. You would call my company. We would provide the containers, pack them, come and pick them up, take them to a ship and move them wherever you needed them to go."
"Oh, so do you have trucks and stuff?" she asked.
"Yes, and we have railroad cars and two ships," I said.
The lemonade came, and Reynolds told me all about herself. She would begin second grade in the fall, "Daddy" was looking for a job and he mowed lawns, they lived in a "yucky" apartment, she didn't like the people who lived next door to them, and she loved horses. I could tell that Jacks was quite embarrassed by all these revelations, but he didn't seem to know what to say. I saw how he looked at that little angel, and it was clear she was his whole life.
When we finished the lemonade I asked Jacks if Reynolds could stay until he was finished with his job. "Yes, you're obviously a nice person," he said. "I'll just go finish. I'll pick you up when we're ready to go, okay, baby?"
Reynolds nodded, and Jacks bent down and kissed her forehead. The smile she gave her Daddy made her look more angelic than ever, and he was leaving when I remembered to give him the gate key-code. "Are you ready to see the two things, sweetheart?" I asked her.
She was. I changed into some jeans, sneakers and a top, and we walked out to the barn. She held my hand and skipped all the way. We walked into the cool shade inside the barn and when she saw Misty and Buddy, she squealed with excitement. "Sage, you have horses! Yeet!"
"Yes, I do," I said. "Would you like to feed them and pet them?"
She couldn't speak she was so excited, and she just nodded, her hair floating around her in that halo. I kept vegetables and apples to feed them, and we fed them a couple of carrots and an apple. "What are their names, Sage?" she asked.
"This one is Misty," I told her. "She's a mare and she's seven, just a little older than you. This is Buddy. He's very old for a horse, 22, and he likes beautiful girls to ride him. Would you like to ride him?"
She was so excited she could hardly breathe. I put a bridle on Buddy and led him outside. I didn't bother with a saddle. I loved riding them bareback, and I thought she would like the contact. Buddy was fat and soft and as lazy as an old dog. He was absolutely gentle and safe for her to sit on, even if I wasn't around. I lifted her up and she got a handful of his mane.
I led him around the barn a couple of times and asked her if she wanted to try by herself. She did, so I went and bridled Misty and we ambled down beside the driveway until we could see Jacks, mowing. He noticed us, after a minute, and waved. Reynolds waved excitedly to him and he killed the mower.
"Watch me, Daddy!" she called.
We rode down the fence so he could see us, and when we turned back toward the barn, I heard the mower start again. We rode down to the lake and let the horses stand in the water and drink with us on their backs. When we got back to the barn, she hugged Buddy's head and told him he was a "good boy." He seemed gratified by the praise, and we fed them another carrot and went back to the house.
Julie had made us sandwiches and another glass of lemonade. When Jacks came to pick her up we were snuggled up in a big chair in my sunroom, reading Reynolds' book. He just stood in the doorway, and the most wistful look came over his face. He shook his head a little, and came into the room until she saw him.
She jumped up and flew over to hug him. He knelt and hugged her, while she overwhelmed him with the tale of her adventure. "Jacks, do you think I could talk to you for a minute?" I asked.
"Honey, would you be okay if I talked to your father for a second while you read?"
She agreed, and I took him into the library. I left the doors open so she could see us, but we were out of little earshot.
"Jacks, you have a beautiful little girl," I told him.
He grinned. The guy was really charming. "Yeah, she's my angel," he said. "She's a very good girl, Sage."
"I can see that," I said. "Look, I know it's none of my business, and I'm not meaning to pry or intrude, but do you need a job, Jacks?"
He shifted from foot to foot and looked embarrassed. "Do you want me to mow your lawn, or something? It's kinda big for me, Sage. I really don't have the equipment..."
I interrupted him. "No, Jacks, someone does that who Paul arranges. I don't know anything about that. What did you work at before you lost your job?"
"I was a salesman," he said. "I worked for a furniture manufacturer, but they went out of business. I've tried a couple of furniture stores, but they're hard to work for and I have Reynolds. I have to find her a babysitter, and I hate leaving her."
"I'm going to have to ask you this, and feel free to tell me it's none of my business, but what about her mom?" I asked.
He hesitated for a minute. "Okay, it's none of your business," he said. "I'm not trying to be rude. She's not around, okay?"
"Yes, I understand," I said. "Would you take a job if I offered it to you?"
"Doing what?" he asked. "I have a degree in marketing. It's pretty useless. What would I do?"
"I have no idea," I told him. "I would just turn you over to my HR department and they would see where they thought you would fit. I don't do any of that, but I have good people working for me."
"How much do you pay?" he asked.
"I have no idea about that, either," I said. "How much do you make mowing lawns?"
He grinned ruefully. "Not that much. I keep food on the table and a roof over our heads. That's about it. I'm not trying to come off ungrateful, Sage. It's not steak I keep on the table and we don't live in a 'castle'." He laughed at the "castle" reference. "I do need a job, Sage, but it has to pay for a good daycare for Reynolds and not involve much travel. She means everything to me."
"I understand. I'll give you my card and the number of the head of my HR. I'll give him a call and tell him to give you an interview. Is that okay?"
"It is more than okay," he said. "You are an amazing woman, Sage. You've been so nice to Reynolds, and I'm very grateful. I have mad hustle, but that only gets you so far. I'm doing the best I can. We've had... some bad... breaks. I'm trying to get us back on our feet. Thanks for being the kind of person you are."
"That little doll in there deserves that mad hustle," I told him. "She also deserves a steak and a castle. You just give them a call, okay, Jacks?"
He promised, and we went back to get Reynolds. I walked them to the door, and Reynolds pulled me down so she could kiss and hug me. I felt a lump rising in my throat. "Can I come back and see you again?" she asked. "Can I come back and ride Buddy? I love Buddy."
"Reynolds..." Jacks started to object.
I cut him off. "Of course you can, baby. Is it okay if I call you and we make a date?"
"Oh, yes, but I don't have a phone," she said.
"We'll work something out," I promised. They went out and started down the drive. I noticed Jacks was pulling his lawnmower, and something occurred to me.
"Jacks, wait a minute," I called. I hurried out to them. "Are you walking home?"
I could tell he was embarrassed again. "Yeah, we don't have a car," he said.
"Don't move," I told them.
I had a truck. It was a new GMC 3500 HD Denali. I rarely used it, but I pulled my horse trailer when I wanted to ride somewhere other than home, and I had an RV I sometimes pulled. I got it and drove it around to them. I got out and handed the keys to Jacks. "You can use this," I told him. "It's too hot for walking. Reynolds is going to be exhausted and you can't pull that mower."
He looked at me with his mouth open. He recovered after a minute. "No, Sage. Hell no. I'm not taking that. What if I wrecked it? It'd take me the rest of my life to pay for it. We'll be fine. We're used to it."
I was a little taken aback, but he wasn't through. "Sage, I don't want to seem ungrateful, but I don't think I'm going to be talking to the guy at your company, either. I kind of need to make my own way. It probably seems dumb to you, but I'd just prefer to find my own job."
It did seem dumb to me, and ungrateful. I wasn't going to make a deal out of it. I'd tried to be nice. "It's up to you, Jackson," I said, deliberately using his full name.
Reynolds was looking from one to the other of us and she grabbed my hand. "Daddy, I don't want to walk all the way home," she said. "It's hot, and my legs get tired. Can't we at least let Sage give us a ride? Will you please just give us a ride, Sage?"
I looked down at that little angel and melted. I looked over at Jackson, and he was visibly struggling between his pride, or whatever his problem was, and his love for his daughter. I could tell he didn't want to give in, and the muscles in his jaw tightened and relaxed, but he ate it and looked at me.
"Will you give us a ride, please, Sage?"
"I will," I said. I started up the truck to get the air going while he loaded the mower in the back. Reynolds got in the back seat; I buckled her in and got behind the wheel. Jackson came and got in the passenger seat. It was awkward as fuck, and we didn't exchange a word except when he gave me directions, but Reynolds chattered away and sort of filled the silence.
They lived in a shithole. It was one of those low-income places, there was a party going on two doors down with red-neck music blasting, and there were two meth-hoes sitting on the wall in front of where we pulled up.
"That's Lue and Jenny," Reynolds told me. "I don't like them."
"No, I can see why, honey," I told her. "We'll just sit in here where it's cool while your father gets the mower out. Then you can just walk by them, okay?"
"Yes, they swear a lot and I don't like to talk to them," she said.
When he lifted it down, I got out and helped her down. I hugged her and kissed her cheek. Jackson was pulling the mower toward us and I got back in the truck and closed the door. He stopped by the door as if he wanted to say something, but I just kept the window up and after a minute, he took Reynolds' hand and they moved toward the building. I backed out and drove home. I was mad as hell.
I try to be a good person. I know that I'm lucky as hell to be in my position. My father left me very well off. He owned 25 trucks and a warehouse when he adopted me. He'd gradually expanded while I was growing up, and by the time I graduated from college, he let me take control. He had a good bit of cash, and I bought into containers. Things snowballed, and we just kept expanding.
I try to give back to the community when I have the chance. I don't kick puppies and I thought I had been perfectly kind and reasonable. Evidently, Jackson felt I was intruding, and who was I to tell him his feelings were wrong? I guess I was intruding, but I had tried to offer him a hand up and he bit my hand. Fuck him. That was my thought, but I remembered the look on Reynolds' face when she walked into the barn and saw the horses. I also remembered the feeling of that soft little hand in mine. Whatever I didn't like about Jackson, and I could think of plenty, there was no doubt he loved his little girl. I knew he would take a bullet for her. Why couldn't he take a job and the loan of a truck for her? I sighed. Why did life have to be so difficult?
Fuck it, I felt good about myself. I went on vacation. The sun and the surf soon had me recharged and ready. I cruised the scene, danced my little ass off and had a blast. There were some large contracts to work on when I got home, and I had to fly to Houston and Los Angeles to make sure we landed them. When I got back from Los Angeles, the second day after I was back, I was driving home and stopped at the gate. I saw her. She stood up from where she had been sitting under the tree and waved at me. Damn. Here I was all happy, and now there was a little blonde angel over there waving at me.
I sighed, put my vehicle in park and got out. I could hear the sound of the lawnmower over behind a group of trees. "Hi, Sage." That little voice broke through my barriers.



"Hey, baby," I called. "How you been?"
I walked over and we sat in the grass. "I'm okay," she said. "Sage, do you think I could go see Buddy?" God, she was cute, and she was breaking my heart.
"I don't know, sweetheart. You'll have to ask your father. As far as I'm concerned, you can come see Buddy any time you want. Do you think he'd mind?"
"I'll go ask him," she said. She scampered away and I heard the mower stop. There was silence for a few minutes and when she reappeared, her bounce was gone and as she got closer, I could see she was crying. "Daddy said I couldn't," she sobbed. I hugged her for a minute.
"Wait right here, baby," I said. I was pissed. I marched over and saw Jackson pushing the mower on the other side. I walked up to him and he killed it.
"What the fuck is wrong with you?" I started. "That little girl is over there crying because you're an insecure prick! Jesus Christ, Jackson! Just because you have some sort of pride thing going on, your daughter can't go see a horse? What, you think, I'll let her get hurt? I'm finna kidnap her? All she wants to do is see a horse. Is it because she'll be with me? Am I that repulsive? I was nice to you. I get it that you want to be independent, but what the fuck?"
"Sage, I'm not, we're not, from around here." He was as vociferous as I was. "We come from a two-bit one-horse town in Oklahoma that nobody's ever heard of. Nobody has much there; the town itself will probably dry up and blow away in the next thirty years and nobody will care.
"But there are some things we do have. You can call it pride if you want; it's just how we are. You don't sponge off people. We hate gold diggers of both sexes. And you don't use your daughter to get things that you ought to be hustling for yourself. We're down right now, down pretty far, and you have every right to say so, though I won't think much of you for it. But by God, we won't stay down, and when we're up, it won't be because we've ridden on somebody's back to get there!"
He was pretty flushed, almost angry, as he stood there next to that lawn mower. I was almost angry right back at him, until I remembered that little angel.
"Well, Jackson, suppose somebody in that wonderful little town of yours needed some help, and you could give it to them. Would you?"
"Of course. If you can help, you do it."
"So why won't you let me help you?"
I could see him wrestling for an answer. "Some of you rich people think you can buy anything and anybody. Well, you can't buy us!"
I was about to turn around and stalk away when the funny side of it struck me.
"What the hell would I want to buy you for? What would I do with you? I love Reynolds, and she loves me, but you?"
He did that turning red and shuffling thing again. "I'm sorry, Sage. That was a... Well, we read about people who are as rich as you, and how they all look down on the rest of us and cause most of the world's problems, you know? I've never met anyone like you before, that's for sure. But my mother did teach me not to insult a lady, and I just did, and I'm sorry."
"Apology accepted," I said. "But seriously, Jackson, why can't you accept help from me? Is it because I'm black?"
"No, not that. Absolutely not. I'm not a racist." He was very sure of that.
I grinned. "Then is it because I'm a woman?"
Now he really turned red. I was starting to enjoy this. "N... n... no, well, not... um... I don't think so?"
I let him stew for a while in his preconceived notions then let up on him. "You're right, Jackson, I am very rich and I like it that way. There are rich people who are bastards, too. But one of the reasons I enjoy being rich is that when I see someone who deserves better than they're getting, I can do something about it.
"I'm not going to beg you to take my help, just like you're not going to beg for help. I can respect that, as long as you don't insult me or stereotype me. But I think we can work some things out that will be good for both of us, and especially will be good for that little angel we both love, if you didn't have some... issues."
I could see him flush and he was getting ready to make an angry reply. I cut him off. "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have said that, but making little girls cry isn't high on the list of things I like. Please, Jackson, just let her see the damn horse. What could possibly be wrong with that?"
He visibly relaxed. "Nothing," he said. "I just... I don't want her getting her expectations up, and then being disappointed if I lose this job and she can't come over here anymore, okay?"
"I understand," I said. "You can bring her over here any time I'm home, whether you're working, or not. That little girl deserves to be happy, Jackson, and you know how much she loves horses. Hell, I'll come and get her, whatever it takes, just give a little here. I won't bother you. I wasn't trying to insult you or interfere. I thought I was doing something positive. I'm sorry you took it as an insult; I certainly didn't intend it that way."
He looked at me for a minute. His eyes fell and he scuffed his toe in the grass. "I'm... I don't know what to say, Sage. I was kind of a dick, wasn't I?"
"Yeah, but you're a dick with a beautiful little girl," I said.
He grinned a kind of lopsided grin. It made him look like a little boy being scolded and it was absolutely charming. "I do have a beautiful little girl, don't I?" he said. He stuck out his hand. "I'm sorry. Friends?"
I shook it. "Maybe friends," I said. "She can come up to the house with me?"
"Yeah, let's go tell her," he said.
We walked back and she was sitting all slumped and dejected-looking. He snatched her up and squeezed her. "I think there are some horses that have been missing my baby," he said.
She looked up at his face, those huge eyes full of hope. "Really, Daddy? I can go see them?"
"Really," he said. "Sage will take you and I'll come pick you up when I'm done, okay? I'm sorry I made you cry."
"Yeet!" she said. "I won't cry anymore. Can we go now?"
He laughed and kissed her, set her down and she tucked that little hand into mine. "Let's go," she said. "Thanks, Daddy."
We had a blast. She rode Buddy for a while and I rode Misty; we fed them some treats and went back to the house. Julie brought us finger food and sweet tea, and we were watching the new live-action Lion King when the doorbell rang. Paul let Jackson in, and Julie got him a glass of tea. I was sitting on the floor with my back against the sofa and Reynolds between my legs, leaning back against me. He sat in a chair and finished watching the movie with us.
When Reynolds noticed him she went over and sat on his lap. I got a little wistful as I watched that little blonde angel snuggle up against her daddy's big body, safe and secure without a care in the world. I realized again just how much I missed my father. I gave them a ride home and all the awkwardness of the previous trip was gone. She regaled him with her adventures all the way home and he had a permanent goofy grin affixed to his face.
He promised that he'd check to see if I was home next time he mowed, and we talked about me coming to pick her up the following Tuesday. He was good with that, and she hugged and kissed me goodbye. When she released me, she looked expectantly back and forth between us. "Daddy, aren't you going to hug Sage?" she finally asked. We laughed and he turned all red as he tried to give me one of those awkward side-hugs. It was like trying to hug a fence post.
I grabbed him and made him hug me right. He laughed and his reserve vanished as I hugged him for an embarrassingly long time. "Okay, I get it," he said. "Thanks for everything, Sage."
Reynolds' brown eyes shone up at us and she looked very happy. They went inside and I drove home feeling happy again.
The week was a busy one for me, but I made sure I blocked out the time for Reynolds' visit on Tuesday. I walked her to their apartment door when we got back and some creep made a comment when we walked past where he was hanging out on some steps. We ignored him and just kept walking.
Jackson was making macaroni and cheese with hotdogs when we went inside. He asked me to stay and eat with them. "I know it's not four-star dining," he said. "It's Reynolds' favorite, though."
I just laughed. "You don't know how many times I ask Julie to make this," I said. "I lived on this when I was a kid. Thank you, I'd love to stay."
We had a nice time, and they walked me out. The creep was gone, and when Jackson opened my door, we did our little hugging ritual. He looked like he wanted to say something, but he couldn't get it out. "So, we on for next Tuesday?" I asked Reynolds. She was, and that became our routine. Every Tuesday, I picked her up at 11:30; we had lunch and went riding. My horses needed the exercise, and I enjoyed every minute Reynolds spent with me. I was falling deeper in love with that little angel.
I had never been around kids that much. I hadn't much enjoyed the experience when I had been around them, so Reynolds had been a welcome eye-opener. I wasn't all that domestic. I'd dated and had a couple of long-term relationships, but never really experienced anything like Jackson and Reynolds. It had been just my father and me, along with Paul and Julie, and that was my family. Having Reynolds in my life was something new. Jackson and I were becoming closer, as well. It took him three months to finally vocalize what he'd obviously been holding inside all that time. He asked me out! It wasn't without prompting.
We were doing our "Sage is leaving" thing, and he was doing his awkward thing. "Daddy, ask her," she said.
"Ask me what?" I said.
"He wants to take you on a date," she gushed.
I looked at Jackson and raised one eyebrow. He was blushing furiously. "Well?" I said.
He stammered around and finally got it out. "I was wondering... Sage, would you like to go to a movie with me?"
"Jesus, Jacks," I said. "You've been thinking about this for three months and a movie is what you came up with?"
He laughed. "Hey, I'm not very good at this, okay? I also don't have a lot of money. I hope you're a cheap date."
I took them back to the apartment and asked Reynolds to wait inside while we talked. She got in a parting shot. "Please, Sage. Daddy really likes you a lot, and I love you."
Well, what the hell do you say to that? I hugged her. "We'll see, baby."
She turned on the TV and Jacks walked me back to my car. It was my turn to stammer and be unsure of myself. "Jacks, I'm flattered, and shit, but I kinda have a "No white boys" rule. I like you, and I do love Reynolds, but I don't know."
He looked kind of shocked, then he recovered. "Well, I guess you won't have to worry about that, since I'm not a boy." He gave me that lopsided grin and I rolled my eyes at him.
"You know what I mean."
"I guess I do. Seriously, Sage? You don't want to date me because I'm white? Is that what I'm supposed to tell Reynolds? I'd like to hear you explain this one."
I laughed to cover my nerves. "I don't know if I can. I guess I've never really tried before. It's just awkward as fuck. It's as exciting and intense and interesting dating a white guy as it is dating black guys or white girls, but it starts to get annoying after a while. It's the little things: How do you describe me if we go out and meet at a restaurant? If you don't see me, how do you tell the person who to look for, the black girl? The tan girl? How does that make you feel, awkward, right? When we're together and people are surprised that we're together, how does that make you feel?"
"I don't know," he said thoughtfully. "I've never dated a black girl before. I think I can handle it. I'll never know until I've tried it." He looked pointedly at me. I tried again.
"Look at me, Jacks," I said. "I'm... curvy. I have a phat ass. I don't know if it's because I'm black, or because I work out a lot. Whatever, it's not okay for a guy to compliment me on my "black ass" the first time he sees me naked. I have big lips, I'm black. I went out with this one white boy who told me I have 'blow job' lips. Who the hell came up with that? I guess he didn't realize he was being a sexist fuckwit when he said that. Even worse, he was a racist sexist fuckwit, which is the worst kind of sexist fuckwit."
He broke down laughing. I just stared at him for a minute, then I started laughing, too. "Okay, it's funny, but you see what I'm talking about?"
"Yes, I do, and I promise not to be a racist sexist fuckwit. If I have to be a fuckwit, I'll choose one or the other." He burst out laughing again.
We broke down again, and when we recovered, he said, "Just give me a chance, Sage."
"Okay, one date," I said. "Just don't let the little things get annoying, okay? No strings. If it feels right, we'll try it again. I'm only doing this because Reynolds wants me to. I really hate you, okay?"
He laughed again. "Yeah, I use her to get all my dates," he said.
"How many have you had, recently?"
"Um... well, you'll be my first since..." he trailed off. The laughter left his face and his eyes.
"Yeah, the elephant in the living room you don't want to talk about," I said. "You realize that isn't going away, right?" I was as serious as he had become.
"Yeah, I know," he said. "I'll tell you and we'll get rid of that particular elephant. I just... I don't like to talk about it, but I know you deserve to know. We'll talk, okay?"
"Sure," I said. "What are you going to do with Reynolds while we're out on this date?"
"I'll have to get a sitter," he said.
"Want me to ask Julie?"
"Do you think she'd mind?"
"No, she loves Reynolds almost as much as I do," I told him.
That's what happened. They came in a cab, and Reynolds stayed with Julie. We went to the movie and out for dinner, afterward. We went to a little diner, and they had a good cheeseburger. I got a piece of peach cobbler, and it was the bomb. We had that talk. It started awkwardly.
We were talking about the movie, and there had been a mother/daughter thing in it. He started to say something, then he went all quiet.
"What the hell, Jacks?" I said. "We hit a wall here or something?"
He shook his head. "No, this is just that thing I said I would tell you about."
"Ah, the thing. Well, I'm all ears."
"Yeah, I don't know how to start." Well, that was obvious, as his face turned red and he stared at the table as if he was looking for a script or something. I wished I could help him, but I knew how he felt about boundaries. Finally, he found words.
"Reynolds has a mom, you know."
"Most people do," I said. "I imagine even you." I hoped that would lighten the moment, some.
He laughed. "I meant she's around somewhere. Not around here, but back where we came from."
"Where did you come from?" I asked.
"Just a little town in Oklahoma," he said. "I'll tell you the name of it if you want to know. It was just one of those places with 2000 people, nothing special, you know."
I nodded. "Yeah, I know. Is that where you grew up?"
"Pretty much," he said. "I graduated from high school there and I went to one of those regional universities. Reynolds' mom was my girlfriend all through school."
"Were you married?"
"No, that's one mistake I never made. We went to the same college; she was two years behind me. When I graduated, we got engaged and moved in together. We were planning to marry right after she graduated."
"What happened?" I asked.
"Well, we did all the typical college kids shit," he said. "We did a lot of partying. I was doing less of that as we got toward graduation, but she wasn't. Then she told me she was pregnant. It was still pretty good until Reynolds was born. She wanted to go right back to being the party girl. We had a bunch of really big fights. She moved out and left me with Reynolds. She got busted at a party and there were a lot of drugs involved. I had enough. I quit my job, packed up Reynolds and her stuff and came out here."
"Do you know anything about where she is?" I asked.
"I don't want to know," he said. "The night she moved out she said some pretty bad things, Sage. She was tired of being tied down to a 'squalling brat.' Can you imagine anyone talking about Reynolds like that, much less her mother? She was sick of me, she wanted to have a life, not be some 'dumb married bitch with a pack of rug-rats'."
"Damn, dude. That's cold," I said.
"Yeah, I figure we're better off just closing that book. What about you, Sage? You ever been married?"
"No, I've never found anyone I was interested in like that," I told him. "It was just me and Dad, all my life. I never knew my birth parents. He left some pretty big impressions on my life. I miss him every day. I guess I'll always be a daddy's girl. A guy would have to be hella impressive for me to think about marrying him."
It was a nice date, and when the cab dropped me at home, he asked me if I would like to go out again. It had been fun, so I told him I'd take him out the next time. I really didn't have that much of a social life. I went to business functions and did anything I wanted on my own, but unless Mr. Right happened to stumble into my living room, that romance thing wasn't happening. I got asked out a lot, but I rarely dated.
It took him five dates to work up the nerve to kiss me, and it was... nice. Not a lot of fire, but I liked it. It took him three months to get around to asking me if that offer to set him up with my HR people was still open.
"I don't know, Jacks," I said. "This kinda went sideways, last time. You sure?"
He grinned ruefully. "Yeah, I know I got all bent out of shape. Sorry, Sage. We know each other better now, don't we? The thing is, I'm just not getting a lot of responses to sending out résumés and filling out applications. I get offers, but not for what I need. A lot of them want me to travel, or work hours that don't fit with Reynolds' schedule. I need some stability for Reynolds and I need to make enough to pay for daycare, a better place to live and things like health insurance and a car."
He was right; we did understand each other better. Our dates hadn't produced a lot of passion (yet, I told myself), but we did have a healthy respect going on that we didn't have before. I set it up, and my peeps found him a position in scheduling. We owned a fleet of trucks, but much of our hauling was done by independent owners and operators. They would log on, find a load they wanted and put in for it. It was mostly computer work, and he did well, from the reports I was getting. The best thing, for both of us, well, all three of us, was that we had a daycare in the building for employees. Until school started, Reynolds came to work with him every day, went to daycare and was there when he got off work.
He got a laptop from the company to do his work, and a cell phone. I made sure he got two, so Reynolds had one. He also bought a little car after about a month. The company leased about 30 cars for employees to use as company cars, and I had one assigned to him for a work car. I gave the employees a chance to buy one when the leases expired. They had about 100,000 miles on them, but we took good care of them, serviced them regularly and they were in good shape. His credit was non-existent and he couldn't get a loan, but the company financed the car for him and it was a good deal.
We went out about once a month, and I saw Reynolds nearly every day when I was at home and in the office. At 11:50, she would ride the elevator up from the daycare, come to my office and we'd go to lunch. Sometimes I'd get it delivered and we'd eat in my office. When school started, she rode the bus to the office and stayed with me if I was there. If not, she went to daycare.
It would be impossible to describe how much I loved that little angel. I found myself anticipating that elevator ding at lunchtime. If I was out of town or had a business function, I missed her so much it would make my eyes mist over when lunchtime came. I took her home from work with me two days a week to ride and Jacks would come and pick her up. Sometimes he came to lunch with us, sometimes he took a late lunch and it was just my little angel and me.



My relationship with Jacks was bumpy. I'd never dated an employee, and that made it a little weird, and the issues about dating white boys came up a time or two. He'd ask me what I thought about something. "Sage, what do you think about the Black Lives Matter thing?" "Sage, what do you think about the kneeling at football games?" It wasn't a big deal, but it's like people expect you to have some insight or special knowledge about shit because you're black. I knew he just wanted my perspective, and I knew he was trying to learn about my world, but I didn't have a perspective about everything. I never gave a damn about politics or political movements; I just wanted to be left alone and be Sage. It wasn't a bad thing, just an annoyance.
We had a little dust-up about financing the car, too. He was all gung-ho to get a loan from some shady high-interest-rate outfit that would finance people with no, or bad, credit. I pointed out that he'd wind up paying twice the buying price of the car, and he finally agreed, reluctantly.
He insisted on paying for our dates, at least every other time. It was ridiculous, but he wouldn't have it when I tried to give restaurants or theaters a card on the dates he organized.
He didn't seem to understand that I had just as much contempt for a "kept man" as he did. I'd come to respect his desire to stand on his own two feet, maybe even admire it a little, except when it got in the way of my doing something for us that we both wanted. I liked being able to do nice things for us and for Reynolds. If that was "power," so be it. If I had power, why shouldn't I use it on behalf of someone about whom I was starting to care?
When a male client would come in and I'd take them to dinner, that got all up in his feels, too. The first time it happened, we'd been dating about six months, and it kind of shocked me. I'd had to cancel a date with Jacks, and he came up to my office after work.
"Why does it have to be you, Sage?" he asked. "Why can't one of the managers take this guy to dinner?"
"They could," I said. "I want to keep this account, though, so I'm doing it. If someone is going to fuck up and lose it, it's going to be me. I won't put that kind of pressure on someone else when I don't have to. Are you jealous, Jacks? Do you imagine that I'm going out to get romantic with a 60-year-old married man?"
That pissed him off, probably because I was right, and he took Reynolds home with him instead of letting her go riding with me. It also produced... unfortunate consequences for him. Reynolds told him, "You're just being dumb, Daddy," before marching out of my office with tears in her eyes. I was still at home getting ready for dinner when he Snapped me.
"Sorry, Sage. I was out of line. Please Snap Reynolds and tell her I apologized."
I had to laugh. I had a little ally, and she was mad! I Snapped her and set it up for her to come the next afternoon for her ride. She okayed it with Jacks, and I went to dinner.
Jacks was half-right. The client did hit on me, but I was used to that kind of shit, and I knew how to handle it. I hate a cheater, and he was one, but he also had final approval on some lucrative import contracts. I fended off his advances without kneeing him in the nuts, as I'd have liked to, and we did get those contracts.
Reynolds and I were best buds, but Jacks and I were moving at a glacial pace. I decided to up the ante. I'm a healthy girl. I like to fuck. I wasn't promiscuous, but I wasn't a virgin, either. My imagination was vivid, I had toys and I used them frequently. I got along just fine, but it had been so long since I had a dick I'd forgotten what one looked like, much less felt like.
It was my turn to set up the date, and I told Julie that Reynolds would be spending the night because we were going to be out late. I had a new little black dress that made me feel confident as fuck. I'm a tall girl, nearly six feet, and I have a weird body. My boobs aren't big, a small C or full B. I have a big-ass head, long waist, slim hips, very long legs and my ass is sweet. I also have hair, lots and lots of hair. I'm one of those natural hair girls, and I hadn't had used any heat, chemicals or even had it trimmed for three years. If I stretched it, it was down to my butt, but shrinkage had it around my shoulders most of the time in a big mop of curls. That dress made my ass pop and it was short enough that there was a lot of leg showing. I had a new pair of yellow shoes, my favorite color, and a handbag to match. It was chilly, and I had a long coat in the same shade as my shoes and purse. I thought I looked like a bad bitch.
Jacks must have thought so, too, because his jaw hit the floor when I came out of my bedroom. Reynolds came flying over and hugged me. "Wow! You look beautiful, Sage," she said. "Daddy wore his new suit, just like you told me to tell him. He looks beautiful, too, don't you think?" She was grinning like a little minx, but she knew her Daddy was nervous and she really wanted me to compliment him.
He choked a little over there. I gave him a critical appraisal. "Yeah, mos def, Sis. Beautiful is the exact word." He choked some more.
I got a good laugh out of yanking his chain and he was good-natured about it. "Don't you think Sage is just gorgeous, Daddy?" Reynolds asked.
"I do," he said. His eyes told me he meant it. "She always looks gorgeous, though. She looks extra gorgeous tonight. Where are we going, Sage?"
"I'm feeling something light and Italian," I said. "Sound good? Then we're going to Love and Propaganda, and you can show me your dance moves."
"Well, I have two left feet," he said. "I'll do my best. You think we can even get in, Sage?"
"I know the manager and I texted him that we were coming," I said. "We have a VIP table."
He looked a little funny, didn't say anything. He still wasn't used to the way I rolled, but he was making progress. He helped me into my coat and we got out the Mercedes. Paul was driving us because I intended to be lit when we got back. I had a curtain installed so we had privacy in the back seat.
Dinner was great and the club was bouncing. We danced five times, and Jacks had lied about having two left feet. Maybe he was just misinformed by his bitch of an ex. He was really a good partner. He was huge, solid with muscle and he moved like an athlete. He was tall enough that my cheek just fit perfectly on his shoulder, and we danced close. We were sitting, just sipping our drinks, taking a break. His arm was around me and I felt little and safe that way. It was a really good feeling.
I saw this tall beautiful redhead walking toward us. I thought she was going to ask Jacks to dance, but she surprised me when she asked him, "Would you mind if I asked your spectacular lady to dance?"
His jaw dropped. "Um... no... go ahead," he stammered.
I followed her out and it was that David Guetta tune, "Stay." The beat was heavy and we put on a show. She was possibly the best dancer I'd ever had as a partner and we brought the place down. I was out of breath and hot as, when I led her back to the table. "Thanks," she said. "You're good. How about you, big boy?"
Jacks looked over at me and he had that deer in the headlights thing going on. I nodded, and watched as she moved around him, weaving him into her orchestra of motion. When they came back, she thanked him. "You two looking to hook up?" she asked.
"Naw, sweetheart, but if we were, we'd sure pick you," I said.
She laughed. "Well, I'm in here most Friday nights. Look me up if you ever change your mind."
She walked away and we watched that fantastic ass she had. I leaned over and licked Jacks' ear. "I'd do her," I told him.
"Really?" he didn't seem to be too perturbed.
"Yeah, we've never really talked about it, but I'm bisexual, Jacks. Does that bother you?"
"Does that mean you need a male lover and a female lover?" he asked.
I laughed. "Hell, no. I don't know where people get that stupid shit. It just means I'm attracted to both sexes, Jacks. Doesn't mean I 'need' anything. I find the right person and I'll be stuck to them like glue. It just means it could be a man or a woman. You okay with that?"
"Yes," he said. "I'm not like that, though. I just like women. Say, Sage, if you ever hook up with her, can I watch?"
I looked at him and burst out laughing. "You slay me, Jacks. You funny, dude. I think that invitation was for both of us. How about you take me back out there the next slow number and then we blow this place?"
He held me pretty close during that last song, and we were both pretty mellow. On the drive home, I opened my purse and pulled out a blunt. "You smoke, Jacks?"
"I haven't for a while," he said. "I never thought you would."
"It's a once in a while on a special occasion thing," I said.
"Are you going to drug test me tomorrow and fire me?" He had a twinkle in his eye.
I laughed. "You know I don't test people who don't drive," I told him. "Relax, let's spark this fatty up and chill."
We were giggly when Paul dropped us at the front door. We tiptoed barefoot to Reynolds' room and peeked in. She was asleep, that hair surrounding her angel face like a halo. We went in and pulled at her covers a little, both of us kissed her and she sighed in her sleep.
When we got into the living room, I stopped in front of him, turned around and pressed against him. "Jacks, it looks like you're never going to make a move here, so do you think you can take me into my bedroom and make love to me?"
"Really? God, yes, Sage. I've... I've wanted to for a long time. I was... I didn't want to... you know..." I really didn't know, but it didn't matter.
I took him by the hand and led him into the bedroom, giving my ass a little extra swing as I walked in front of him.
I took him to the foot of the bed and draped his jacket over a chair. I was working on the buttons of his shirt and he was just watching. "Um... you finna stand there or get me out this dress?" I asked.
He started and reached around to unzip me. I got his shirt off about the time my dress puddled around my feet. I worked on his belt and pants while he was unhooking my bra. His pants fell and we were standing there, him in boxer briefs and me in my panties. I pushed him back on the bed and he stretched out on his back, hands behind his head as I walked over and dimmed the light. I could feel his eyes on me. He sat up as I neared the bed.
"Stop and do a spin for me," he said.
"What? No! Jesus, Jacks."
"Please?" His eyes were pleading.
It was embarrassing as fuck, but I did it. I heard his breath draw in. "God, you're beautiful," he said, his voice husky. "Gorgeous black ass, too."
I spun around and he fell back, laughing his damn head off. "You don't know how much I looked forward to using that line," he gasped.
I leaped on him and sat astride, grasping his mop of hair in my fists. "Oh, you're going to pay for that, smart-ass." I pulled his head up and lowered mine until our lips met. It was fire. All the passion that he and I had been holding in for months burst out and we devoured each other.
I kissed my way down over his chin, down his throat, nipping a little, and over his chest. He was smooth, not a hair anywhere. I liked smooth. I hardened his nipples, teasing them before kissing my way down his stomach. I needed to see what he had for me in those briefs. At least he didn't wear boxers. Women look sexy in boxers; men don't. I eased them down and he lifted his butt, helping me. I gasped. I hadn't forgotten what a dick looked like, after all, and this was a nice one. He was circumcised and ram-rod stiff the moment I touched it. He didn't have pubic hair, either. There was a hint of stubble, but he was smooth, and again, I liked smooth.
I laved that beast with my tongue, and he groaned. I kissed every spot, sucking his balls into my mouth, one at a time, and he groaned again. I like giving head. There's something about knowing you have that power over pleasure that always made me horny as. His cock was fat! I liked fat. It stretched my mouth, and I slid slowly up and down a couple of times, just using as much suction as I could, letting my lips drag on him with as much pressure as I could. I held him inside as deeply as I could without gagging and used my tongue. I tried to wrap it around that shaft, and then pulled it up to run it around just below the head where I knew it was most sensitive.
His fingers moved through my hair in a sensuous little dance. I usually don't like people touching my hair, and God knows, enough dumb-asses ask, but this was incredibly gentle and sensual. I increased my speed and I could feel his balls drawing up.
"Sage, oh my God!" he moaned. "It's been so long... I'm going to come, baby."
Music to my ears. I turned a bit so I could see his face and locked my eyes on his. I appreciated the warning, but this girl swallowed. I could feel him pulse, and then spurt. It surprised me a little, and I swallowed. I don't like the taste of cum, but it's worth it to see the look on my man's face. I emptied him, saving the last little spurt.
"Too much..." his fingers in my hair pulled me up. I slid up and showed him that last bit on my tongue, before swallowing it. He held my face cupped between his hands. "You goddess!" he said. "God, you're good. You have the most beautiful face. Those eyes, all tilted up and exotic, that cute little nose, and those lips; you could be a fashion model, Sage. Come here and kiss me."
"Let me brush," I protested.
"No way," he said. "I'm not letting you out of this bed."
He crushed me to his chest and rolled us over. He was heavy, and so strong he handled me like a baby. He crushed my lips, and I could tell they were going to be puffy when this was over. We kissed for a long, long time, just exploring with our hands. I loved his ass. It was tight, smaller than mine and rock hard. This boy worked out!
His lips left mine, wandering south and leaving a trail of fire behind. When he got to my breasts he took one in each hand, peaking them up. My nipples were as hard as diamonds. "I love those," he whispered.
"What?" I murmured back.
"Your piercings," he said. "I love those little bars."
"They like to be loved," I hinted.
He laughed. "I'm looking forward to it."
He took my right nipple between his lips, sucked it in and worked it with his tongue. I thought I was going to come. It felt so good and it had been so long. He sucked them into incredible sensitivity and then continued his way down, stopping to tease my navel piercing, trailing wet kisses to the top of my panties. I repeated his earlier motion, helping him ease them down, and he nuzzled his nose in my bush. I've never had much hair, and what I had was sparse, fine and silky. I kept it trimmed for some pretty small bikinis, and he tugged at it with his lips.
I giggled and he slid down, parting my legs and lying on his chest between them. He kissed his way up one thigh, nipping at the tendon, up to the juncture, then repeating it with the other. He was teasing the hell out of me, and I needed more. I tangled my fingers in his mop and tugged. He took the hint and gave me a swipe with his tongue. I jolted and moaned.
"Yes, Jacks. Lick me, lover."
He ate pussy like a pro. Reynolds' mom was an idiot to let this man get away. I told myself I wouldn't make that mistake. He turned me into a quivering wreck in about three minutes. He worked my lips, holding my ass cupped in those two enormous hands, and tongue fucked me until I was insane. I tugged again, and he moved up to my clit. It felt like it was three times its normal size, and I knew this was going to be the big one as soon as he touched me.
My thighs trembled uncontrollably and that trembling spread through my body. I could feel every fiber in me stretching tight, and as he continued to lash my clit, I bridged up and the tension snapped. I was coming like a bomb, and I heard a hoarse little scream, realizing it was mine. I bucked and whimpered and he held me in place with those hands on my ass and drove me insane.
I was gasping and the overwhelming sensation was changing, becoming almost painful in its intensity. I felt one hand leave my ass, and he slid a finger inside me. He pumped it quickly, and then there were two. This was a completely different sensation, and he curled those fingers up inside me as if searching for something. He found something, too. He touched something, massaged it firmly and sparks shot through my brain. In three seconds, I was coming again, even more dramatically than the first time. It went on and on and I thought I was going to pass out.
"Jacks..." I gasped. "I... please, Jacks."
The fingers moved away from that spot and just slowly fucked me as he attacked my clit again. I didn't think it was possible, but that set me off again. I had never come so many times in such a short period and I was starting to panic.
"Please!" I gasped, pulling hard at his hair, pulling his face away and twisting my hips to escape that tormenting tongue.
He looked up at me with a grin on his face. He had a nicely trimmed beard and mustache and I could see moisture on them. I pulled at him and he moved forward to cover me with his heaviness, wrapping me in his arms as my breath sobbed in and out.
"God, Jacks... that was... you were killing me, lover."
He kissed me and I could taste myself. I tasted good, mixed with the taste of Jacks.
He shifted and I felt the head of his cock nest between my pussy lips, just where it needed to be to slide inside, but I wasn't ready. "Wait!" I squeaked. "I need to..." I never got a chance to tell him I needed to rest because that fat cock was pushing inside me.
I groaned. "Easy, lover, it's been a hella long time, and you're big."
He kissed me and sank slowly down, stretching me almost uncomfortably. I tried to wiggle and control the penetration, but he was just too strong, too heavy, and he was in total control. It was one long slow push, drawing back once for a good coating of my juices, and then that relentless advance until his pubic bone was against my clit.
He moved in a deliberate way, changing angles, rubbing new places, and it was incredible. "God, Jacks, you're big, and you move so damn good." I was moving with him, and we began a dance that soon drove me over the edge. I squealed, moaned and cried. He just kept going and I lost count, had I been counting, of how many times I came.
I finally realized he was saying something. "Can I come in you?"
"Yes, I'm safe," I managed to groan.
I could feel him stiffen and then pulse and he joined my groan as I felt his heat fill me. We coasted to a stop, our hearts pounding together, and just kissed and stroked each other, languidly. "Jacks... you're crushing me. I need to breathe, lover," I finally told him.
He laughed and slid out. I felt empty. He lay beside me, holding me, and I could feel his wet dick on my hip. I played with it, absently, and we whispered. When I caught my breath, I got up, went into the bathroom, peed and used the bidet, wet a washcloth with warm water and went back. I cleaned him up and threw the washcloth into the bathroom.
"If I don't get a drink I'm boutta die, right here," I told him. "Be right back. Don't move!"
"Not a muscle," he promised.
I went and got us bottles of water out of the refrigerator. We drank, cuddled and I was worn. "You get to be the big spoon," I told him. He laughed, I turned my back and he held me. We drifted off to sleep with those massive arms around me and I felt like a queen.
I don't know how long we slept but I was awakened by his cock sliding back inside me from behind. He had my top leg in the crook of his arm and he was deep inside before I woke up. The darkness became a thing of groans and pleasure, again. I came twice, and fell asleep with his cock inside me. I woke up again and it was getting light outside. I was on my stomach and he was fucking me from behind again.



"God, Jacks, are you always this horny?" I asked when I recovered a little. "My pussy sore as hell! You gotta let me rest, lover."
He chuckled. "You make me this way, Sage. I have a dusky goddess in bed with me, naked, and it just makes me crazy. I have to have you."
"Well, you ain't having me any more this morning," I told him. "You wore me out. Set your alarm for an hour. We want to be up before Reynolds."
We were, and had waffles making when that little angel came in the next morning. She was a little different in the morning. Usually, she was a bundle of energy, chattering a mile a minute, asking a million questions. In the mornings, she was quiet. We ate, then she wanted to cuddle. We had her between us on the sofa, and she laid on one of our laps while we just petted her. There came a point when she was ready for the day, and then she transformed into that daytime dynamo.
That set the pattern for the next several months. Jacks and Reynolds went to their apartment during the week. They had moved to a better apartment with less sketchy neighbors. They would come over Friday night and spend the weekend at my house, and Jacks and I fucked constantly. It seemed like he couldn't get enough of me, and I couldn't give him enough.
Our sex life was off the hook, sick nasty, and we could talk about pretty much anything. That was good, because we still had some stuff to work through. I forget what we'd been talking about, but we were getting upset with each other and he said, "You know what the trouble with you is, Sage? You've never been powerless. You don't know what it's like. I know you well now, and I know you'd never try to hurt me, but you don't know how it is to feel like everything is already decided, even by someone you love."
I thought about what he'd said. My father had told me that power was the ability to make things happen at the time and in the manner you want them to happen. It could be physical or athletic power, financial power, or the power you get when you have authority, such as when you own the company.
"You're right, I've always had power. I do my best to use my powers only for good, and I think I do, most of the time. I don't believe anyone is actually powerless. As long as you have a choice, you have power."
Jacks shook his head, setting that mop of brown curls into motion. I wanted to go over and run my fingers through them and see if I could make them any more disordered, but we'd stumbled into a serious conversation, so I thought I'd better not.
"See, that sounds great theoretically, but you've never been in a place where all your choices suck, and you don't have the money or the power or whatever to use to make better options for yourself. You've never had to try to figure out what option sucks the least."
"Sure I have. Just last night, you were holding me down and doing that thing with your tongue, and I was blowing up and you wouldn't let me up and I couldn't move you because you're too heavy. See, I had no power at all."
He grinned at me. "Yeah, that was pretty sweet, but it's not the same."
"Well, maybe not exactly. I don't see it like you do, Jacks? You did have choices. You could have abandoned Reynolds and her mom and made a new life for yourself, after she turned into such a bitch. You could have been totally irresponsible and not worried about hours or daycare or anything. You didn't have many good choices, true, but you made the best choice for Reynolds. You used your power for good."
Six months after the first time we made love he took a knee in my living room, in front of Reynolds, and asked me to marry him. Many times since that first night I had reminded myself I wasn't going make the same mistake Reynold's mom had made and let him get away. This was the moment to make sure that didn't happen.
"Yes, Jacks. I'd love to be your wife, and you my mans; you know that, whether you marry me, or not, right?"
"Yeah, but I want you for the rest of our lives," he said. "This is going to be so right, Sage."
I held out my hand and he slipped on the ring. It was nice, too. He'd been promoted three times at work, and he was making good money. I knew he'd dropped a chunk of change on that ring. Reynolds squealed when he put it on me and came flying over to hug me. She pulled me down so she could kiss me.
"You know what this means, Sage?" She was very excited.
"What, baby?" I asked.
"It means you're going to be my mom!"
She burst out crying. Jacks and I knelt and squeezed her between us. I brushed away tears with a tissue. "Why you crying, baby? I thought you would be happy."
"I am." She gave us a watery smile. "I love you so much, Sage. I wanted you to be my mom for so long. I just... it was like a dream, and I... I just never thought I would..." She couldn't go on.
I kissed away her tears. "You deserve every dream you have to come true, Reynolds, and this one, especially. I'll never let you go. Neither of us will."
*****
We got pregnant about three months after we were married. And when I say we, I mean it, and we had the time of our lives. Making a child with that man was beyond anything I had ever imagined. Carrying her for nine months, and seeing her born? There aren't words in any language to describe what that's about. As for Reynolds' mom, who gave all this up? I didn't think there was that much stupid in the world, let alone in one woman.
We were all over-the-moon happy, including Reynolds. She would want to stay with little Samara instead of the horses, sometimes!
Jacks had been promoted again; the head of another unit wanted him, and I agreed. A few months later, he told me someone in his old unit was spreading stories that he only got his promotion because he was sleeping with the owner. I was furious, but Jacks wouldn't tell me who it was. That made me madder.
"He doesn't need discipline, Sage. He's a good person, someone you want to keep, but he's had a couple of bad breaks, and just lashed out. He's not the only one, either. If you come down on him, it will look like you're just sticking up for your husband."
I sighed. "Jacks, you earned everything you've received. I have not intervened one time, given your supervisors a single memo about you. Is this something that's going to come up again?"
"No, Sage, I know you use your powers for good." We both laughed. "I'm trying to think of the company, too. I've been talking with Paul, and he's starting to feel a little overwhelmed. Besides, we've talked about wanting one of us to be home with Samara more.
"Let me run something by you. Don't say anything. I'll resign my position and spend my time here at home. I can take some of the yard work off him, and some of Samara's care off Julie."
"You mean be a house husband? Seriously?"
"You weren't supposed to say anything! Well, a couple of years ago I'd have run for the high hills of anyone had suggested anything like that, but I've learned some things from you, Sage. My worth as a man doesn't come from a paycheck or a job, it comes from the choices I make for my family and for your company. You're already the main breadwinner, anyway, so it wouldn't change that much. We don't need my salary. Hell, you've never needed it, but it made me feel good at the time, I worked my ass off for promotions and I feel like I have the confidence to not need an outside career to validate myself. What do you think?"
"I think somebody's changed a hella lot from the big strong man who wouldn't let his daughter go see the horses." We laughed, but it was true. We'd both changed.
That's what we did. I'd always felt responsible, been responsible. The company was my father's legacy, and I wanted make it something of which he'd have been proud. With Jacks, Reynolds and Samara, I also had my family to support. It was seductive. In the marketplace, I was a big deal. When I went home, I was Mom. Don't get me wrong, I loved being Mom, but the sense of responsibility I felt, along with the ego stroking I got changed me. It wasn't for the better. Gradually, incrementally, I changed. I became a workaholic bitch, and would have stayed that way if my family hadn't called me on it.
*****
Nine years later, I was in a meeting with an important client when I heard a ruckus outside. There were raised voices, and the door burst open as I heard Maria, my secretary, saying, "You can't just..." Evidently, they could.
A blonde Valkyrie strode into my office, followed by a smaller dusky cherub, who had that same war-paint look on her face as the Valkyrie.
"Mom," the Valkyrie said, "we need to talk."
"Reynolds, I'm in a meeting," I told her. "You're being rude."
She cocked her head to one side in that way she had. "Do you want to see rude?" she asked.
"Excuse me," I said to Mr. Yamoto. "I seem to have a domestic problem." I went to the door. "Maria, could you have Olivia come in here, please?"
In about two minutes, my PA came in. "Olivia, I have something I need to handle. Could you take care of Mr. Yamoto, please? Sorry, Mr. Yamoto, Olivia knows everything about this deal, and I'm leaving you in her capable hands."
He got up, gave me a smile and a little bowing thing and Olivia took him away.
"Please, girls, sit down." I gestured to chairs, got them both a coke and myself a cup of coffee, and sat behind my desk.
I looked at them seriously. "So, I understand you have a load of onions you need delivered to Katmandu, by Friday," I said with a straight face.
Their facades cracked for a moment, and Samara, the little dusky one, giggled.
They regained their composure. "That isn't going to work, Mom," Reynolds said. "We know you can be charming and funny when you want to be. The problem is, we never see that anymore. Do you know why, Mom?"
"I'm sure you're about to tell me," I said.
"We never see it because you're never around!" she practically yelled.
"Mom, do you know what happens tonight?" Samara asked.
"What, baby?" I asked.
"I'm playing Vivaldi's Concerto for Two Violins in A Minor," she said. "It's at the Louise M. Davies Symphony Hall. Did you know that?"
I did, now that I thought about it. "Yes, I remember you telling me."
"Do you know what happened last night?" Reynolds asked.
"Well, I know some things that happened," I said. "Did I forget something?"
"Not much," she said, sarcastically. "I got third place in the Large Junior Hunter class. Where were you, Mom? Do you know we waited for you? We were nearly late before we realized you weren't coming. Do you know how many times we called you, Snapped you, texted you?"
"I was at dinner with Mr. Yamoto and I turned off my phone. I'm so sorry, baby; we just needed to get this buy-out done."
"Why?" Samara asked.
I sputtered. "It's worth millions, girls. How do you think we pay for your lessons, Samara? How do you think we got Hildy and Salazar, Reynolds? Horses like that aren't cheap. I have to work so we can get the things we need."
"Sam and me have decided we don't need horses and lessons," Reynolds said. "We need a mother who we actually see once in a while. Do you know how mad Dad is at you?"
I did, actually. Our house had experienced a temperature drop into the arctic zone in the last few months. "I'll make it up to you all. I'm so sorry." That was all I could say.
"That's what you always say, Mom," Samara broke in. "If you would just stop working all the freaking time, you wouldn't have to 'make things up'."
"How much is enough, Mom?" Reynolds asked. "Is it when you're old, you've driven Dad away and your daughters have forgotten who you are? Will it be enough then? Jesus, Mom. Get your head out of your ass." Samara's mouth dropped open at the "ass" thing. "That's all we wanted to say to you."
They stood, dropped their empty cans in the trash and walked out. I sat there for a minute, stunned. Was this really what I had become? I was alienating my husband and my girls? I knew I'd been working a lot, for the past year or so. There always seemed to be that next shipper to acquire, that next big contract to land, fires that needed to be put out somewhere, and I was the firefighter. I went to the window and I could see my babies standing in the parking lot. I guess they came in an Uber. Tears filled my eyes. I grabbed my purse and coat and rushed out.
"Cancel everything, Maria," I said as I ran for the elevator. "I don't know when I'll be back. Tell Olivia to handle things."
The door opened and I prayed that they would still be there. I rushed through the lobby and they were just opening the doors of the Uber when I ran outside. I lost one of my shoes, but it didn't matter.
"Girls, wait," I called. They stopped and I ran across the parking lot. "Here, we changed our mind," I told the driver. I handed him a hundred and grabbed my babies.
"Come on," I pulled them by the hands over to my parking space. "I'm going with you. Were you going home?"
"Yeah, Mom, but don't you need to work?" Reynolds asked. I knew she was just upset.
"Yes, I do need to work. Work is important, girls, but not as important as you," I told them.
The drive home was quiet, and I spent the time in introspection. How had I allowed it to come this far? As I thought, I realized that our lack of communication as a family was appalling. That was mostly my fault. I was busy. I was going to be much less busy. It should never have gone this far. I had become unapproachable. It took something like this shock treatment by my babies to jar my brain out of its groove. I was going to erase that groove.
Jacks was outside somewhere when we got home. The girls wandered off while I was finding him. I rounded them all up and sat them on the sofa in the living room, Jacks in the middle and the girls on either side. I knelt on the floor, made the girls hold hands with their father, and I held those hands.
"I don't know what's wrong with me," I said. I couldn't help it, I started crying. I hardly ever cry, but those tears just fell like rain.
"I know what a lousy bitch I've been," I said. "I get caught up in things that seem important and I forget the things that are really important. Before I met you, Jacks, I had my life all in order. Before I had you, Reynolds, I was an independent woman; I did what I pleased, when I pleased, and I didn't answer to anyone. You rocked my world.
"All of a sudden I had a husband; I had a little girl who depended on me. When you were born, Samara, I had another little person depending on me. Try to understand me. I have always felt like the way to take care of you, of all of us, was to make sure we were financially stable. I lost sight of what is really taking care of you all: showing you how much I love you, every day, just being your mother, and your wife, Jacks. Do you still love me, girls?"
They both knelt on the floor with me and hugged me, tears flowing down their cheeks, as well. "Yes, Mom, I love you soo much," Reynolds choked out.
"We just want our Mom back," Samara sobbed.
I looked up at Jacks. "Is it too late? Do you still love me?" I asked.
He slid down to take us all in those huge arms. "More than my life," he said. "I was afraid I was losing you, Sage." His voice caught as his emotion got the better of him.
"I'm so sorry," I sobbed. "I'm going to change, starting now. You all have to help me, love me, keep my head out my ass, Reynolds."
That got a watery chuckle. "Hey, we have a violin recital to go to," I said. "We all look like witches. Got to fix this!"
As I washed my face and reapplied my make-up, I was drafting letters in my head. This was going to be hard, but I was determined. When I'm determined, nothing can stop me. Olivia was about to receive a promotion to COO. I'd been training her long enough. It was time for Sage to take a step back and re-connect with her family, before I lost the things that mattered most: my husband and my children.
I went out to collect them and they were waiting, sitting on the sofa. I stood in front of them and looked down into three faces, a little sad-looking, from the tears, but hope in those eyes. I doubt many people get to see hope in the eyes of angels. I was going to make sure they weren't disappointed. I was back!
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It's a long way from Yakima, Washington, to Playa Langosta, Costa Rica. I still own property in Yakima through a shell company: two apartment buildings, seven rental houses and the house in which I used to live. I pay the taxes and collect the rent. There have been various attempts down through the years to seize the money I get from the rentals, or seize them and sell them, but I've always managed to avoid that. I owe a lot of alimony payments. I've never paid a single dime of them. I owned the properties before I was married so my ex-wife didn't get any part of them. They were an inheritance and the judge wouldn't touch them. I quickly sold them to my shell company after I left town. I had already taken all the money I thought I had coming to me out of our accounts before the divorce papers were final.
Of course, the judge ordered me to give her half, but since I made ten times what she did as a nurse and had even before we were married, I didn't figure she was entitled. I've never figured out how cheaters get rewarded in the American legal system. I knew three guys that were expats in Costa Rica, and when I joined them they showed me the ropes.
I could give you all the typical stories of betrayal and anger, but they're boring. They weren't boring to me at the time, but 23 years later, looking back on them, they're boring. I had known Alicia (I called her Cill) had quite a sexual history when we got married. I wasn't an innocent abroad, either, and it didn't matter to me. Five years later it mattered a lot when I went upstairs to visit the facilities at a backyard party and found her in a gang bang with four guys, neighbors, and supposed friends. I snapped a few pictures and left. She never even knew I was there.
I moved out that day and we got a divorce, end of story. I never spoke to her again. There was no way in hell I was going to pay the cheating slut one penny. I never heard from her again. She didn't know where I was, and although she periodically tried to collect on the money that stupid bastard of a judge gave her, I never went back and she never got her pound of flesh. I won't recount how we met in college and fell in love and all the emotional trauma we went through. Enough of that, I loved her; she didn't love me. I moved on and never looked back.
Twenty-three years in Costa Rica and I was accepted as a native. I looked like one, too. I felt good, in the best shape of my life and enjoying myself. I had a freight business, owned my favorite bar and a house that suited me. I'm six-three in my socks, weigh 240 pounds and none of it is slack belly. I have no hair these days, but I think a shaved head makes me look gangsta, anyway. Sometimes I need to look gangsta and be gangsta, too. Costa Rica can be a pretty rough place.
I mostly looked mean. I had a six-man team of tough guys who handled problems for me. All I had to do was look intimidating. I still thought I could take all six of my team at the same time. Maybe I was delusional. I believed I could still do most of the things I ever could. I wasn't quite as fast, but I was stronger than ever, as long as I didn't have to move my feet too fast. I won the light-heavyweight Division II wrestling championship my junior and senior years of college, and I'd improved those skills all down through the years.
It was raining and about ten-thirty at night when I left the bar. I stepped out onto the porch and they were waiting for me. There were three of them, and they were armed. They had nasty looking pistols and they didn't look friendly.
"You're making a mistake," I told them. "I'm not leaving this porch. Shoot me if you want to, but I'm not leaving. If you shoot me, you might kill me, but there are four guys inside who are going to kill you. They'll never stop, they'll never rest and neither will you. They have fifty thousand dollars' worth of incentives to find you and kill you."
"No one is going to kill you." I heard her voice. She was sitting in a chair under the porch and I couldn't see her. I liked her voice, though. It was low, husky and mellow. It also sounded young. "They are going to beat the shit out of you. When you recover, I'm going to find you and they're going to do it again. This is going to go on until you decide to run. Then, they're going to track you down and it's going to start again for the rest of your miserable life."
"Well, that does sound like fun," I said. "It's a nice fantasy, but what are you going to do about the AK that's pointed at the back of your head through that window?"
She looked in the window and Julio smiled his toothy smile. I'm sure the business end of the AK looked huge to her. "I guess you get off this time," she said. "I'll be back."
"No, I don't think you will," I said. Alex and Pablo stepped out from around the corners of the bar. The rain was streaming off them and they were carrying AKs, too. "Gentlemen, if you'll put up your weapons, I'll just sit down and talk to your employer, okay?"
They looked at her and she nodded. They put away the pistols and my boys lowered their weapons. I went and sat down in the chair next to her.
"What do you want to talk about?" she asked.
"Well, I guess we could start with the reason for your undying hatred," I suggested. "Then we could talk about what it is you want. Maybe we should start with introductions. I'm Benedict Carmichael."
"I know who you are," she said. I still couldn't get a good look at her. "My name is Buckley Carmichael."
That sent a shiver up my spine. "That was my paternal grandfather's name. Are we related?"
"You might say that," her voice was very bitter. "You were my sperm donor."
What the hell? "That's odd, because I don't recall donating any sperm," I told her.
"My mother was four weeks pregnant with me when you left her," she said. "You might remember her? Her name is Alicia; you know, the woman you abandoned, the woman you left broke and alone, the woman you were married to?"
This was some weird shit and I couldn't speak for a while. I just sat there and my mind was whirling and my body was numb. There had to be some sort of mistake.
"I don't know what you're trying to do or what misinformation you have, but you're either lying or mistaken," I told her
"There's no mistake and I'm not lying," she said. "Do you think I didn't check it out? Do you think I wouldn't have checked everything out before coming here? You're my biological father; you abandoned me and made my life hell. I'm going to pay you back for that." She spat out those words.
"Okay, I think we got off on the wrong foot here," I told her. "First, I didn't abandon you. If what you say is true, I never knew you existed. Second, I didn't 'abandon' your mother. I don't know what she told you, but she's the reason I left. It was what she did that destroyed our marriage, not what I did. Maybe you ought to get the real story from her before you make the rest of my life miserable by following me and beating the hell out of me. Look, kid, I'm sorry about your shitty life and everything, but none of it is my fault. Alicia never said one word to me about being pregnant, the baby being mine or that I had a kid."
"How could she?" she yelled. "She had no way to tell you anything! You disappeared off the face of the fucking earth! It took me a year and twenty thousand dollars to find you!"
I was shocked. This girl had quite a hard-on for me if she was willing to go to that much trouble. "I'm very sorry about that," I told her. "I never knew about you. If I had, I'd have done something about it. You've built me up to be some kind of monster in your mind, kid. I'm not that guy. Look, let's go inside. I'll buy you a sandwich and a beer and we'll talk, okay? We don't need these histrionics. Let's just have a normal conversation like normal people, okay?"
"Can my guys come in?" she asked.
"Sure, I'll let them drink on the house," I laughed. "You don't need protection, but if it makes you feel better, why not?"
I stood up and walked to the door. She got up and I noticed she was tall, probably close to six feet. The light hit her when I opened the door and I couldn't move. She was the most spectacularly gorgeous woman I'd ever seen. She had her mother's flame-red hair and creamy skin with those emerald green eyes that looked like they would glow in the dark like cat's eyes. There was a sprinkle of freckles across her cute little nose and her lips were full and just delicious looking. When she walked past me she was just poetry in motion. Her body was killer, too. She had wide hips and her ass was off the chain. Her breasts were large and it looked like she must have had surgery from the way they stood up, high and proud on her chest. With that hair and that face, she had an impact on that barroom like nothing I'd ever seen.
We had dancers on Tuesdays and Thursdays, nothing nude, but there were some fantastic ladies who crossed our stage. I swear to God that there was a moment of dead silence when she walked in. I heard Jorge breathe out, "Madre de Dios," and then the buzz started again. I asked her if she was hungry, and she said she was. I caught Maria's eye and she came over. I ordered four tortas and beer, along with some chips and queso. The beer and chips came right away and she dug in. I told Maria to get beers for her boys and they sat at the bar.
"So, I hear you need supplies 160 kilometers back in the jungle," I said. "How soon do you need them?"
She laughed and it made me warm all over. "Do you really do that?"
"Yes, along with a little smuggling and bar owning," I told her. "Buckley, why did your mother tell you I left?"
"She said you were a jealous bastard and you thought she was running around on you," she said. "You divorced her, stole all the money and abandoned us. Are you going to tell me differently?"
"I almost think I will," I told her. "I know you won't accept this without proof. I don't have that on me. It's at my house. After you hear this, if you trust me enough, I'll take you home with me and show you the proof. Just listen and accept what I'm telling you for now. I'll show you later. If you don't trust me enough to go home with me, you can bring your boys or I'll meet you wherever you're staying, okay?"
"I'll listen, since you're feeding me," she said.
The tortas came, and she dug in. They had spiced up goat, chorizo, a slice of ham, onions, avocado, salsa and cabbage on them, with some hot pickled veggies on the side. She seemed to like it a lot. I watched her eat for a while, just collecting my thoughts.
"We dated; we got married," I told her. "We were both party animals. I thought those days were over when we got married. They were for me, anyway. I don't know if she ever stopped. I never dreamed she hadn't. We were at a neighborhood barbeque and I needed to use the bathroom. The two at our house were occupied and the one downstairs at our neighbor's house was occupied, so I went upstairs. There were sounds coming from one of the bedrooms. I glanced in on the way past. Four of our neighbors and supposed friends and Alicia were in there on the bed. They had her water tight, and she was plainly enjoying the hell out of it."
"Water tight?" she said.
"All the holes were plugged," I told her. This was as embarrassing as hell. "One of the holes was plugged twice."
She blushed. "Well, I'm sorry I asked," she said.
"I'm sorry I had to tell you, I went and got our camera from the house. We lived next door. They were still going at it when I got back. I took 12 pictures. They never knew I was there. I went home, packed up my stuff and checked into a motel. I never spoke to her again. There was no point in it. That wasn't something I was going to get over. I never knew she was pregnant. The judge handed her the keys to the rest of my life. I didn't feel like getting driven in that car, so I got out of Dodge. I've never been back."
"You still have the pictures?" she was incredulous.
"I'm a packrat," I told her. "I still have my letterman's jacket from high school. They're in a box in the attic."
"You're right, I'll never believe that unless you can prove it," she said. "Mom isn't like that. Are you sure they weren't raping her?"
"I know what she sounds like when she's coming," I told her. "Raped women don't come."
"No, I guess you're right," she said. "That's more information than I wanted, again. These are really good sandwiches."
"We'll convey your compliments to the chef," I laughed. She had eaten three of them and drank two beers. "Are you sure about your paternity?" I asked her. "Evidently you were conceived pretty close to the gang bang. Of course, two of the guys were black, so I guess they're eliminated."
"Mom said she had a DNA test done," she said. "You left an envelope with some of your first haircut in it behind."
Something about that bothered me, but I couldn't put my finger on it, so I let it go. "So why come looking now?" I asked. "What happened that made you decide to make my life so fun?"
"I got the money," she said. "Mom's uncle Don passed away and left me some money. Did you know him?"
"Yeah, he was some asshole engineer," I said. "I never knew him well. His wife divorced him for cheating on her. I remember thinking it must run in the family."
She got indignant. "He always regretted that," she said. "Evidently you didn't know him very well."
"It doesn't matter," I said. "So you got some money and decided to track down dear old Dad for some well-deserved retribution, huh?"
She grinned. "Yep, but you were a little too prepared for me." Her smile faded and bitterness swept over that beautiful face. "Do you know how hard it was for me? We never had enough money and we scraped by all my life. Gram helped out when she could. We lived in a series of shitty apartments and I wore cheap clothes and we ate macaroni and cheese five times a week. I had a miserable school life and I couldn't afford to go to college, even though I got scholarship offers. That's what not having a father does to a girl."
I was horrified. "I'm so sorry, Buckley," I told her. "I just never knew. I never wanted to know what was going on with her. It was too painful at first, and then when I got over that, I just didn't care. I guess I should have checked up on her."
"If what you say is true, there's no reason why you should," she conceded. "I'm going to need that proof."
"I hate to say this..." I really did. "I'm going to need to see that proof, too. We've gotten off to such a good start I don't want to mess it up, but I want to see those DNA tests."
She laughed. "Well, you have a sense of humor at least. I don't have them. I've never seen them. I have my birth certificate with your name listed as my father. I have pictures of Mom and me. Do you not think she actually had the tests done?"
"It seems sort of suspicious to me," I said. "I don't know enough about it. When we get a chance, we'll look it up on the computer, okay? Besides, no one as gorgeous as you could ever come from someone as ugly as me."
She looked me over with a critical eye. "I think the size is about right. I got the hair from Mom's side, but you're a very good-looking man. I think women must find you nearly irresistible."
"Tell that to your mother," I laughed. "How do you want to do this, Buckley? Do you trust me enough to go to my house? I could meet you wherever you're staying."
"I don't actually have a place to stay. I wasn't planning to stay," she said.
"Good, you can stay with me," I told her. "After I show you the pictures will you forgive me?"
"It's not going to be that easy," she said. "You have a whole hell of a lot of making up to do, even if I believe you. I won't have you killed, but you still have a lot of explaining to do. Why couldn't you just forgive her?"
"You got a boyfriend?" I asked her.
"Not right now," she said. "He said I was obsessed and broke up with me."
"He was insane," I told her. "But the point I was making was, what if you came home and he was in bed with four of your best friends? Would you forgive him?"
"No, I don't guess I would," she said.
"You must take after me," I told her. "How do you feel about cheaters, Buckley?"
"They're despicable," she said. "If they don't want to be with their partners they should just tell them and leave."
"That's exactly how I feel," I said. "Maybe if you were high or stranded somewhere or in a dangerous situation together I could understand a moment of weakness. I don't understand a married woman and four married men in a gang bang. You can't expect me to forgive that."
"No, I guess I can't, but why did you have to leave us so broke like that?"
"I didn't think I should have to pay your mother for cheating, destroying our marriage and breaking my heart," I told her. "Remember, I didn't know about you. In retrospect, I was way too harsh. I was pissed off and hurting, okay?"
"Let's go see this proof," she stood up. The room went quiet again for about thirty seconds and she went over and had a few words with her boys. They handed her a backpack and they said a few more words. She came back and pulled out the birth certificate and the pictures. She was definitely Alicia's daughter. Whether she was mine was yet to be established. We left and her boys stayed, so I guess she was through with them. We ran through the rain to my truck and hopped in.
She was pretty impressed with my house. I gave her the tour and dropped the ladder to the attic. We climbed up and I turned on the light. It was pretty dusty and it took me a minute to find the right box. They were there in a manila envelope, all the dirty evidence. She looked at the first two and shuddered, pushing them back inside.
"I've seen enough," she said. I took her back down and got us another beer. She sat on the sofa and I could see her start to shake. Tears started rolling down those creamy cheeks and she gulped a couple of times. I got up and went over. I sat down beside her and took her in my arms. She went stiff for a minute and then she began to sob, great wracking sobs that shook her body in my arms. She buried her face in my chest and just cried her little heart out. I tried to comfort her as best I could. It was breaking my heart and I could feel my own tears flowing. What if she was my daughter? What if she wasn't? Whole new possibilities opened up for me and my life became exciting and filled with something I hadn't felt for years. She cried herself to sleep, her breath still catching in a shudder for a while.
She wasn't going to wake up any time soon. I eased her down on the sofa and went and changed the sheets on the spare bed. When I came back, she just looked so adorable I couldn't help myself. I knelt and kissed her cheek. She stirred and I picked her up. She was surprisingly heavy, and she woke up as I was carrying her. She stiffened up for a second and then relaxed. I put her on the bed and she curled up in a little ball.
"Buckley, your clothes are wet," I whispered. "Get in bed, honey. I'm right next door if you need anything. Everything I have is yours. Use anything you need."
"Thank you," she murmured and I left, closing the door behind me.
I tossed and turned for a while before I fell asleep with the image of that beautiful girl, maybe my daughter, in my mind. When I woke up, the rain was gone and it was a humid tropical sunny day. It was ten in the morning and my daughter was sleeping in my spare bedroom, maybe. I got up and showered. Morning ablutions finished, I went to her room. The idea of that thrilled me, her room! I peeked in and she was sleeping. I had to do it. I went and knelt down by the bed and just watched her sleep. Her lips were slightly parted and that mane of fiery hair was spread out across her pillow. I was struck again at how gorgeous she was. A wisp of fire had fallen across her face and her breathing moved it. I tucked it behind her ear.



"This is kind of creepy." Her voice startled me.
"I'm sorry, I never had a daughter before," I said. "I want to look at her. I'm so sorry I never got to watch you sleep when you were a baby. I've got twenty years of catching up on watching you to do. You better get used to it."
She smiled a sleepy smile and her eyes cracked open. A green fire peeped out and she stretched like a kitten waking up from a nap. "Your daughter needs a shower and to be fed," she yawned. "I don't have anything clean to wear."
"I'll get you something. Don't move," I told her.
I went in and found a robe, a long t-shirt some past lover had left behind. I remembered that she slept in it, and rummaged around in a drawer of things women had left over the years. I found a new pair of panties, still in the package. They looked like they might fit. I got some gym shorts, another t-shirt to wear with it and some flip flops.
She opened her eyes when I came back in. She took the stuff and looked through it. One eyebrow rose at the package with the panties in it.
"Don't ask," I told her.
"Well, I don't think I'll take you on as a fashion guru, but this will do," she said.
"There's a bathroom next door on the right," I said. "My shower is bigger if you want to use it."
"Shoo," she waved her hand at me. "Go make food."
She came out in the robe, padded barefoot down the hall to my room and I heard the shower running. I rummaged around for things to eat. I scrambled eggs and cooked bacon. I had three different kinds of melon and I cut it up and stuck it in the refrigerator for after. She came out in the long t-shirt, fluffing her hair with a towel.
"Your feminine products need a little work," she grinned at me. Interesting things were going on inside that t-shirt as she fluffed up her mane. She obviously hadn't put on the bra from the day before and her nipples were erect, attempting to tear out of her shirt. Her breasts bounced and jiggled in there and they looked even bigger. The t-shirt was a little tight and it stretched over that amazing butt when she turned and threw her towel at the hamper, showing the line of her panties and a lot of everything else.
She turned and caught me looking. I blushed and she smiled. "Are we going to have a problem here?" she asked.
"God, you're beautiful," I told her. The smile got wider.
"You're my dad," she said. "It's obligatory for you to say that." She came and sat down at the bar and I filled our plates. I had made coffee and I sat down beside her. We ate in a comfortable silence for a few minutes.
"Let's check into that 'Dad' thing," I said. I fired up my laptop and we started searching. It wasn't good, at least not for Alicia. It turns out that you can't get a DNA sample from hair, unless the roots are attached. I was fairly certain that my parents hadn't jerked any hair out by the roots during my first haircut.
Big tears were rolling down Buckley's cheeks. "She lied." Her voice was breaking and I hugged her tightly.
"She did about the test. It's still possible. There's only one way to find out."
"How?" she asked.
"Get the test done for real," I said. "Buckley, what are your plans?"
"Well, they kind of went to shit last night," she smiled again. "I'm at loose ends."
"Do you think you might like to spend some time with me and let me get to know you?" I asked.
"Maybe," she said. "What did you have in mind?"
"I have a trip to make in two days. I'm delivering a load of farm machinery back in the interior. You could ride along with me. We obviously need to go shopping. What do you think? Hang out with the old man for a few days?"
"I think I'd like that," she said. "Even if you aren't my father, you were married to my mother and I'd like to get to know you. I don't have a lot of money, though. I have a ticket back home. It's open ended and I can go any time. After I paid those thugs to beat you up, I'm kind of strapped. Do you think I could get a job here?"
"I'll give you a job," I said.
"Doing what?" she asked.
"You'd be a big hit serving drinks and food at the bar," I said. "If you don't like the sound of that, you could work for me down at the warehouse. I need help in shipping and receiving. You good at paperwork?"
"I don't know," she said, "but I'm a good waitress. How rough is your bar?"
"Very," I told her. "This is a rough place, but the guys will look out for you. Maria's been working there for three years and there hasn't been any trouble they couldn't handle. I trust them."
"Maybe I'll do that," she said. "I'll think about it."
I got the bowl of melon out and we dug in. When we had polished it off she went in and changed. I took her out into the garage and she started jumping up and down. "Oh my God," she shrieked. "What is that?"
I looked around for a spider or something. "What is it, Buckley?"
"That car! I love it; what is it?"
"It's a 1932 Model 18 Deluxe Coupe," I said. "It's called a Deuce. You want to drive it?"
"Hell, yes," she was practically drooling. "What's in it?" she asked. "Please don't tell me it's one of those lame-ass 302s."
"No, I don't care for that engine much," I told her. "They put them in the Mustangs, but they would break in half over 500 horsepower. This was a Windsor 351. It's a stroker and it's a 408 making about 540 horsepower and 575 ft/lbs. of torque. Is my little girl a gear head?"
"I love hot rods," she snatched the keys out of my hand. She took a minute to figure out that there were no door handles, but she hit the remote and the doors popped open. We jumped in and she fired it up. The rumble filled the garage and she was like a kid in a candy store. Her eyes were flashing and all that hair flew around and she was adorable. She saw the nitrous switch and squealed. "I've got to try that!" She could hardly wait.
She backed out and smoked the tires heading down the street. I buckled her seatbelt and put mine on, too. She laughed. "Nervous, Dad?"
"Terrified," I told her. She was really a very good driver. You don't just go to the mall or someplace like Walmart in Costa Rica. Maybe in the big cities, but we have dress makers, tailors and shops in Playa Langosta. There are shops that have clothes already made up but no Macy's. Buckley was able to get a lot of stuff and I was happy to pay the bill. She loved the dresses, and that's mostly what she got. There were things like khaki shorts, hats to keep the sun off that beautiful skin and shoes. The one thing she couldn't find was bras.
"You may not have noticed, but I have really big tits," she said. "I need good support or they're going to be covering up my belly button in a few years."
Oh, I'd noticed all right, but I didn't think it would be good to mention. I told her we could order anything she needed but couldn't find off the internet; we'd just have to wait a couple of weeks to get it. "I think your belly button is safe for a couple of weeks," I told her.
That made her laugh and I wanted to say something else funny so I could hear it again. We took her stuff home and I helped her put it in her room. She ran me off and changed into some things that actually fit her. When she came out she had on a white cotton dress with red flowers and green vines embroidered on it and sandals. God, she was gorgeous. We went grocery shopping and picked up a lot of produce and fruit. I let her get stuff she would like to eat, and she mostly got seafood and chicken. We took the groceries home and we cooked dinner together.
Our dinner was done and we sat on the sofa. We were eating fresh pineapple for dessert, and I asked her a lot of questions. "What is this?" she asked. "Are you interrogating me?"
"I want to know all about you," I told her. "I know hardly anything. What are you going to do with your life? Do you want to go to school? What are you good at, what do you like to do, what are your hobbies? I need to know everything."
She smiled. "I hate school, but I'm good at it. I was second in my class in high school. I would like to go to college but I can't afford it. I would like to get a job doing something that helps people, like a nurse or a doctor or working with kids or something. I like hot rods and I'm a decent mechanic. I like horses and water, but I get sunburned easily." She looked at me pensively. "I want to ask you something and tell you something," she said.
"Shoot,' I speared a piece of pineapple.
"Can I stay here with you?" she asked. "Promise me. No matter what the test says, I want to stay here."
I nearly choked on the pineapple, and then I couldn't speak for a while. I just couldn't find the words, there was a huge lump in my throat and my mind was whirling. My voice was a croak when I finally got a sound out, and I had to clear my throat several times. "There's nothing in the world that would make me happier," I finally got out. "I may, or may not, be your father, but I'd like you to stay, anyway. I'll try very hard to earn your trust and I'll work like a dog for it. If you want to stay here provisionally, assuming I'm your father, there's nothing I'd like better than that. What was the thing you wanted to tell me?"
"Well, you remember last night when I was crying?" I nodded. "You held me and I... I... I really liked that a lot."
I was stunned again. I couldn't move. My mouth opened and closed but nothing came out.
"That was a hint," she peeked up at me.
I wrapped that little girl up in my arms and she snuggled in. She felt so warm and so delightful that I thought my heart would burst. I can't describe how that felt. Those of you with daughters know. They're magical creatures and holding her like that was the fulfillment of every dream I never even imagined I'd have, even if she wasn't mine. I held her, she held me and we whispered and she giggled and she was just my little girl. I don't know when we fell asleep but there was just the light from the kitchen on when I woke. She was resting with her head on my right arm. I couldn't feel it, but I didn't care. I used the left one to stroke her cheek.
"Hmm?" she murmured. She made a couple of cute little sounds and burrowed in closer. The next time I woke up it was just before daybreak, and she was still there. We were covered with a throw, and I knew that she must have awakened at some point and covered us. She hadn't left, though. My feet were up on a pillow on an ottoman and her head was on the arm of the sofa with her legs in my lap. I eased my arms behind her knees and around her shoulders and stood up. For the second night in a row I carried her to her bed. When I laid her down she peeked up at me. I started to straighten up and she caught my arm.
"No, stay and hold me," she breathed, pulling on me. I lay down on my back and she moved to lie half over me, pillowing her head on my chest and pulling the covers from the other side of the bed up over us. I drifted off holding her in my arms and I never wanted to be anywhere else.
It was late morning when I woke again and she was still there. I kissed her forehead and she mumbled something. I kissed her again and she stretched, yawning and smiling. "I could get used to this," she said. "I hate sleeping in my clothes, though. I feel grungy. You want to shower first or do you want me to?"
"I'll go," I told her. "You're a hot water piggy." She chuckled and I went and made myself human. I stuck my head in and told her I was running to the bakery. I got some pastries with strawberry and cream cheese in them and some chocolate milk. I didn't feel like cooking. She came out doing the hair fluffing thing and we ate. I took her down to the bar in the afternoon and introduced her to everyone. Maria took her under her wing right away and they chattered away in a corner. Maria spoke good English and Buckley knew a lot of Spanish. She'd taken classes all four years in high school, and I knew she'd be fine after practicing a while.
When she came back those green eyes were just glowing. "I think I'll take the job here," she said. "I really like Maria and I think we'll get along. She told me that a bunch of rough people come in, but your security guys handle it and once people find out I'm with you, no one will mess with me. Are you really that tough?"
I laughed. "No, but I have a reputation. I made an example out of the first couple of drunks who got out of hand, and that discouraged everyone else. It's more what people think than what they know. People think I'm a badass. Don't you think I look kind of mean?"
She giggled. "Well, I found out that you might not be that mean, but you've got mean looking guys working for you. I know this is the guy that carries me to bed and watches me sleep."
"Well, don't tell anyone that," I said. "If they find out, I'll have to break a few heads. Have you told anyone besides me that you're my daughter?"
"No, who would I tell?" she asked. "Why, are you ashamed of me?" The glint in her eyes told me she was poking me.
"Yeah, I don't want anyone to know I've got such an ugly kid," I told her. "Seriously though, I think it will be better if people just think you work for me. There's a kidnapping ring or two around. They mostly stick to the tourists, but with that hair, it's obvious you're not a local. People know I have a little money and they might use you to get at me."
She thought about that for a minute. "Okay, that makes sense," she said. "I'll just be Buckley and you'll be Benedict. How does that sound?"
"Ben, that's what everyone calls me. If you call me Ben around the house, we'll get used to it."
"How are we going to explain that I live with you?" she asked. She shot me a wicked grin. "I've got it. We can tell them we're lovers!" She gave that low chuckle I loved so much.
"Right," I said. "Like a smoking hot 20-something like you would be at all interested in an over-the-hill old guy. Everyone is going to believe that story!"
She eyed me speculatively. "I'm pretty sure they would. I think my girlfriends would go for you in a heartbeat. I wonder why Mom did what she did? I can't imagine what was going through her head, throwing you away like that. Why do you think she did it?"
I sighed. "I've asked myself that question a million times," I said. "I decided it didn't matter."
"I think it does," she said. "Wouldn't you like to know? Why do you keep asking yourself that question, if it doesn't matter? How long were you married?"
"Three years," I told her. "Yes, I would like to know, but in the end, it's just that she did it. I was curious, just for my own peace of mind, but I decided that no matter what she said, there was no way I was staying with her. I'm sure she had some sort of justification in her own mind, but it wouldn't have made any difference. If she was being raped, that's the only thing that would have made a difference. She went there voluntarily. No one grabbed her and dragged her off. She walked there under her own power. We were having a neighborhood barbeque and it spilled out over three backyards. She left our house and walked down there. Any other reason doesn't matter. It wasn't a slipup, or a drunken mistake. She was with four guys, Buckley. This was something she'd been doing. You don't go from a faithful wife to a gangbang slut in one afternoon."
She blushed a little, her cheeks taking on a beautiful pinkish hue. "No, I guess you're right. Ben, can we go home now? I want to think about this a little."
"Sure, honey, let's go." I offered her my hand and pulled her up. We walked out with my arm around her shoulders and hers around my waist.
The weeks flew by and I couldn't remember life without Buckley. She was working three to eleven at the bar and she was a huge hit. I think the business picked up ten percent just from men coming in to look at her. There are very few redheads in that part of the world, and she was something exotic. There were a few roving hands, but she seemed to handle the work with aplomb.
She went with me on a couple of delivery runs back into the hinterlands and it was exciting and fun as hell having her with me. She was so full of life and energy that everything around her just seemed to glow.
She started college in the fall. She was speaking Spanish like a native and doing well with her schoolwork. They had a veterinary school, and she was working hard to get in. Life was going well and there was only one thing that was bugging me. Was she my daughter, or not? She never mentioned taking the test, and I was afraid to bring it up.
If it turned out she wasn't, would she feel awkward about living with me? Would it fuck up our relationship? I was having more fun and excitement since she'd been with me than I'd had in the last 20 years, combined. She was just in love with life and I was in love with watching her. I knew it couldn't go on this way. Evidently, she felt it, too.
A week or so after my thoughts, I was sound asleep and something woke me. I could hear the soft sound of bare feet moving across the carpet toward the bed. I was just about to give my nocturnal visitor a well-placed kick, and then I smelled her. It was Buckley, the fresh girl smell and the floral shampoo she used. I didn't move as she came around the bed and knelt in front of me. I was lying on my side and she took something out of a baggie she was holding.
I felt soft cotton slip inside my mouth and realized what she was doing. She was getting a swab for DNA. She pulled it out and dropped it in the baggie.
"Buckley, all you had to do was ask," I said softly.
She gasped and stood up. She stood there for a moment and then she was running, out the door and down the hall. I heard her bedroom door close and then there was silence. I began to hear small sounds from the bedroom next door, and I soon realized that she was crying. My heart was breaking and I got up, pulled on some pajamas and walked down the hall.
I stopped at the door and I could hear her sobbing. I knocked softly and called, "Buckley, would it be all right if I came in?"
The sobbing quieted and the door opened. She had the lamp beside her bed on and it cast a dim glow across the room, allowing me to see those huge beautiful eyes, brimming with tears, and the glistening trails down over her high cheekbones. She looked up at me, so miserable and little and broken and I took her in my arms as she cried into my chest.
"I was so afraid," she choked out. "I was just going to get the test done and not tell you."
"Why?" I asked.
"I can't tell you," she said. "You'll hate me."
"That's impossible," I told her. "I love you, Buckley. That isn't going to change regardless of the test."
"Okay," she said. "I was going to drop it off at the lab at school tomorrow."
"How long do you think it will take?" I asked.
"The professor told me he'd have it for me by the time I came home," she said.
I just held her and we drifted off. It was a hell of a long day. I went to the warehouse and made a nuisance of myself until the boys ran me off, then I went to the bar and had a couple of beers and lunch. I felt useless, so I went home and worked out, then took a shower and sat, lost in my own thoughts.
What if she was my daughter? What would that change? Nothing, really, so that's what I was hoping for in the worst way. She would stay with me, I'd get to be around her and watch over her while her life developed. The question that played in my mind was what if she wasn't?
Would she still let me have a place in her life? Would she move away, maybe live at school? Would she still let me take care of her? I had no answers. I thought about praying, but I wasn't that big a hypocrite.
When I heard the Deuce pull into the garage, I knew it was show-time. I meant to stand up and meet her at the door, but I was paralyzed. I was too afraid to move. Big bad Ben was scared to death of what was coming. All the years of making myself feel nothing were gone, washed away in the flood that was Buckley. She filled my life and made me whole and that could all come crushing down in less than a minute. I felt the tears come and I was ashamed of my weakness.



She came through the door with her backpack slung over her shoulder and gave me that brilliant smile. "Hey," she said. "Whassup?"
I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. The lump in my throat was too big. As she came closer, she saw my fear and she dropped her bag and came to sit beside me, pressing herself against me and wrapping her arms around me.
"What's wrong?" she asked.
It took me about three tries to get it out. "I'm afraid," I said. "I'm scared to death of losing you, Buckley. You've brought joy into my life that I haven't felt in years and I'm afraid. I'm scared to death that I'm about to lose you."
"Don't be silly," she said. "Are you planning to replace me?"
"I couldn't," I said. "There's no one else like you, Buckley. There's no one on earth who could ever fill the hole in my heart I'll have if you leave me."
"I'm not leaving you," she said. "I do have some news and some questions for you."
I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.
"I'm in love with someone," she said.
I looked at her, stunned. "When... who... how... Jesus, Buckley. Is it someone I know, or someone at school?"
"No, we know him," she said. "He doesn't know I'm in love with him. He hasn't noticed me like that, yet."
"Is he a moron?" I asked. "Christ, you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. Is he gay?"
She laughed, that husky low musical laugh I loved so much. "No, I'm pretty sure he isn't gay. He is a moron, though." She chuckled again.
"Well, have you tried to get him to notice you?" I asked.
"Constantly," she said. She slid around and knelt on the floor in front of me. "Do you notice me, Ben?" she asked.
"What... well, I know how beautiful and special you are," I said. "Anyone would be crazy not to notice. Yes, Buckley, I notice you. What are you saying?"
She rose, went to her bag and pulled out some papers. She came back and sat on the floor in front of me, crossing her legs and tucking them up under her the way women can. "Read," she said.
It was the lab report. There were bunches of numbers on a chart that meant nothing to me, I scanned it down to the next to the last paragraph. It had the heading, "Conclusion." I read the paragraph.
"Based on our analysis and on the statistical analysis of the results, it is practically proven that Benedict Carmichael is the biological father of Buckley Carmichael."
My world exploded and I sank back on the sofa. I closed my eyes and thought of my dream. I heard her stirring, but I couldn't look at her. She moved over me and when I opened my eyes, she was straddling my legs, her body pressed against mine and she was mingling our eyelashes. Her huge green orbs filled my vision and she was smiling. She was smiling?
"What are we going to do, Buckley?" I managed to croak.
"I'm really, really hoping that you'll kiss me," she said. "Ben, I'm your daughter. I want to be so much more than that. I'm in love with you, don't you understand? I was hoping that I wouldn't be your daughter. I was going to sneak in, take the swab, find out the truth and then I was going to decide what to tell you."
"Why?" I asked.
"This is so complicated." She rubbed her little nose on mine. "It's really, really weird. I think it would be kinda creepy, in most circumstances. If you had been there... if you'd been my father, if all my life I'd had a father, it would have been different. Ever since we found out Mom lied about the test, I've been convinced that I wasn't. I didn't say anything because I liked what we have. I would have just stayed with you, anyway, because I love you. The thing is, I kinda fell in love with you. That's why I was hoping... hoping..." She broke down, buried her face in my shoulder and sobbed.
"No, no, baby. Don't cry." I squeezed her and stroked her hair. "It's going to be okay. We'll work everything out. Nothing has changed. I was so afraid that you weren't and you were going to leave me."
She shook her head, not moving from her place. "I'll never leave." Her voice was muffled.
"Everything is going to be okay," I told her. "We're together. You found me; I found you. That's all that matters."
She made a little wailing sound, and sat up, tears streaking her face. "It's not going to be okay," she cried. "I just told you that I'm in love with you. Now you're going to hate me and it's going to be all weird."
I took her face between my hands and forced her to look at me. "I will never, ever, hate you, Buckley. I couldn't if I tried. God, I love you so much that it was killing me, thinking I might lose you. Well, I'm keeping you. You can't get rid of me, now. I know what you said, but that's just a deal. Christ, Buckley, you're just a kid. You're going to meet some young stud at school and this will all be just something for us to laugh about."
Her eyes flamed a green fire. "You have no idea," she said. "You're clueless, Ben. Trust me on this: you don't stand a chance. You're going to find out, though."
We sat and talked far into the morning, and when we finally wore off the rush of the news, she began yawning. She stood, pulling me to my feet. "Carry me to bed," she commanded.
She was gone to class when I got up the next morning.
I had never been so conflicted in my life. Buckley was my daughter, but I'd never known her, at all, for all those years. She'd come into my life, and that had opened up so many things I had never experienced. I loved someone, in a deep intense way, for the first time since I was a young adult. Sure, there'd been women, down through the years. I had close friends, but nothing like her. Now, there was something else there.
I was immensely attracted to her, who in their right mind wouldn't be, but I desperately did not want to change a single thing that might mess up our relationship as father and daughter. I loved what we had, and anything that changed that, I saw as a huge threat. I hardly knew how to react.
I dreaded her coming home from school. When she walked in, nothing seemed to have changed. She got rid of her backpack, yelled at me in my office that she was home, and I heard the refrigerator door open. After a few minutes, she came in, stood behind my chair and wrapped her arms around me. One hand was filled with tangerine slices, and she popped one into my mouth. She seemed completely normal. I began to relax a little.
"Hey," she said. "Whacha doin'?"
"Just surfing for some porn," I said.
She giggled. "Ooh, can I watch?"
"No, you're too young and you'll be corrupted," I said.
She laughed again. "Just living with you isn't enough?"
"School go okay?" I asked.
"Better than that," she said. "I got a 98 on my biology final!"
I patted her hand. "Good job, baby. I know you do your best."
She smiled. "Well, I hope you still think that when I get a C in something."
"It doesn't matter," I said. "If you're satisfied with your effort, I'm satisfied."
"You are an amazing father." She squeezed me and wandered off somewhere. That wasn't weird, at all, I thought. She was just Buckley and I was just Ben, just like always. The following weeks didn't seem weird, either. We were just like we'd been before. She was very physical with me, but she'd been like that before, too. She hugged and snuggled me, constantly, but she was just that kind of person. I gradually got over my nervousness and figured she'd just moved into our relationship and nothing was going to change.
It didn't, either, until the day of her college graduation. She made me stop and get champagne on the way home, and I had her a cake that one of the local bakers had made. We sipped our champagne, fed each other cake and just talked about what she wanted to do, now that she had graduated.
She sat her flute down on the table, took mine and put it there and came into me for a hug. Her forehead was against my neck and I held her tightly. "Ben, I told you something, once. I don't think you took me seriously," she murmured.
"What?"
"I told you that I was in love with you and that you don't stand a chance," she said.
I attempted to push her back a little so I could look at her face, but she didn't let me. She was strong, wrapping her arms around me and not letting me go.
"I haven't changed my mind," she said. "Just letting you know."
She squeezed me again and stepped back, laughing at the look of panic on my face. "When you least expect it," she said. She stepped forward and her lips brushed mine. I felt them, hours later, but she laughed again and was off to some graduation party or other.
The next morning, we ate breakfast and she asked me if I had any plans for the day. I didn't, so she told me she wanted to take me somewhere. She was all mysterious and wouldn't tell me where, but she got a basket and packed a lunch, so I figured it was an all-day thing. We took my truck, and she drove.
It took about 30 minutes of driving on passable roads, then she turned off onto a track through the trees. We went down that for maybe half a mile until it ended and she stopped. "Let's go." She hopped out and I grabbed the basket and followed.
She got a couple of blankets out that she had stowed behind the seat, along with a big umbrella, and led me off through the trees. The jungle was pretty dense, but there was a path of sorts and I soon began to hear the sound of water. When we got to the edge of the trees, there was a clearing with grass growing, a small beach and a waterfall cascading down into a pool about 50 feet across. It was beautiful, and I hadn't known it existed.
"How do you know about this place, Buckley?" I asked her.
"Maria told me about it," she said. "She told me who owns it and I got permission to come here. It's the perfect place for a picnic, don't you think?"
I had to agree that it was. It was cool from the water action and a little breeze was blowing. The jungle had been oppressively hot and humid, and this was a welcome change.
She spread out the blankets, put up the umbrella and set the basket down. She had enough in there to feed a small army, and there was even a bottle of wine. She'd put ice in a cooler and she opened it and put the bottle in to chill.
"You sit there," she directed. "There" was on the blankets with my back to a large tree. I obeyed my queen, and she came to sit between my outstretched legs, leaning back against me with a sigh, laying her head back against my shoulder.
"This is nice, Buckley," I told her. "Thanks for bringing me here, baby."
"Well, I needed to talk to you about some things," she said. That didn't sound good.
"What kind of things?" I asked.
"I don't think you're going to like one of them," she said.
"Well, let's hear that one first, then," I said. "Bad news, then good news."
"It isn't exactly bad news," she said. "It's just not that good, probably, and I don't think you'll like it."
I wrapped her up in my arms and she sighed, contentedly. "Shoot," I said.
"I'm going back to the US," she said. She felt me stiffen, and hurried to go on. "I'm not going back to stay, just for a few days. I have my open-ended ticket, and I'm going to use it. I'll have to buy my ticket back here. I know you probably aren't interested, but I need to see Mom."
She rarely mentioned her mother, and I was surprised. "Why, Buckley? What do you think will happen?"
"I have no idea," she said. "I need closure. I need to know why she thought she should lie to me all my life. I'm coming back here to stay, and she needs to know why, what's happened and I need some answers. I loved her, Ben. She lied to me about you, and I need to tell her how I feel about that. I need to see Gram and tell her where I am, and why. I need things that I left back there, papers and things, pictures, things I love. Are you okay with that?"
I thought for a minute. "Well, I'm not okay with not having you around, ever, now that I have you, but I understand. You have to do what you need to do. When are you going?"
"I didn't set a time," she said. "I needed to tell you, first. Probably in a couple of weeks. I was hoping you might go with me." She leaned back a little and her eyes sought my face, the jade flashing up at me.
"You wouldn't have to see Mom, or anything," she assured me. "I would just like you to be there in case I need you. If I get really sad or upset with her, I know I'll want you so I can cry on your shoulder. What do you think?"
"I have no idea," I said. "I wouldn't be surprised if she didn't try to have me arrested."
"She wouldn't even have to know you were there," she said.
"Let me think about it," I said. "I'll let you know as soon as I make up my mind."
She brought one of my hands to her face and kissed it. "Thanks for considering it. I also wanted to talk to you about opening my practice," she said. "I need a loan."
"No," I told her. Her eyes flew to mine and I grinned. "I'm not loaning you money, Buckley. I'll invest, but I won't loan. I don't care if you ever pay the money back. Everything I have is yours. How about that?"
She smiled. "Well, I know, but this was kind of a lot to just assume. I needed to ask you." She got took off her shoes and got to her feet. "Let's go swimming," she said.
"Um, Buckley, you didn't tell me we were going swimming," I said. "We didn't bring anything to swim in."
"Is something wrong with your skin?" she asked.
I know I must have turned 50 shades of red and pale. I laughed nervously. She was serious! I suddenly found myself bereft of speech.
She stood in front of me and began to open the buttons of her white cotton shift. My mouth was dry and I was paralyzed. The dress parted, creamy skin was exposed, lots of creamy skin. It hung open, exposing a yellow lace bra and pantie set, and she was gorgeous. Hell, she was gorgeous in her clothes, but with all that exquisiteness peeking out, still semi-shrouded in mystery, I thought my heart would stop.
She stepped forward, reached with her hand and drew me to my feet. Nimble fingers made short work of buttons, and she tugged my shirt free of my pants, spreading it so that she could press us together. The lace of her bra was a little scratchy against my skin, which felt as if it was hypersensitive. Her forehead rested against my throat in the space under my jaw and I finally had the strength to wrap her in my arms.
She stayed there for a moment, then moved back. She laughed, a silvery sound in the air, and spun away to dance to the small beach. The thin shift floated to the ground, She took down the shoulder straps of her bra, turned it around and it joined the dress. Her fingers went under her panties and she was strolling nude, graceful and stunning, into the water. She looked teasingly back over her shoulder, crooking one finger with a "come hither" motion before wading out until only a pale form was revealed under the water.
I scrambled to remove my pants, discarding my shirt and moved to the edge of the water, only my boxer briefs giving me a semblance of modesty. She watched me as I stepped into the water.
"No!" she called. "No clothing allowed in this pool! It's the law."
"Whose law?" I said.
"Mine, Buckley's law," she said.
This was embarrassing as hell, but it didn't seem to bother her. I stepped back, shed my underwear and hurried into the cool water. It wasn't bad, washing away the exertions of getting to the spot, and I quickly became accustomed. She swam away, laughing as I approached, disappearing into the spray of the waterfall. I followed, swimming as the water deepened, and finding a sandy bottom as I approached the falls.
She was there, head back, all that flaming hair dark and long, streaming down as she lifted her face into the spray, pulling it back behind her. I approached her slowly, catching a glint of the green fire of her eyes as they tracked me. When I was within arm's reach, she ducked below the surface, rising again, chest to chest with me.
I could feel the soft firmness of her breasts against me, two erect buttons pressing into me and scraping across my chest.
She put her little nose against mine and mingled our lashes. I drowned in those jade pools and she said, "I'm going to kiss you now."
I had kissed Buckley thousands of times since she came to me, but never like that. It was a thing that sent fire racing through my body, making me tremble and making me incapable of coherent thought. Her lips were alive, full soft things that tasted uniquely like Buckley. Her little pointed tongue flicked my lips, probing and insistent, and squirmed its way through.
That kiss lasted forever, and I felt her long legs wrap around me, pulling me into a tight embrace. My hands slid down the smooth wetness of her back and onto the most incredible ass on the planet. Baby smooth and soft skin was under my hands and they overflowed with the fullness. Her ass jutted out, her workouts paying off in glorious ways as she flexed, letting me feel the iron beneath the softness. Then she was gone, slipping away, laughing, swimming back across the pool toward our blankets. I followed, drawn irresistibly by her magnetism, my feet touching just as she rose dripping, Venus rising from the foam.
Her hips had an extra swing, enticing, female and entirely Buckley, as she moved across the small beach, stripping water from her sleek skin with the edge of her hand. In one of the most erotic gestures I had ever seen, she knelt on the blankets, going to her hands and knees, her ass presented and a glimpse of a flame-colored tuft on her lower belly. I couldn't move, the sight of that wonder of the world robbing me of all volition. She laid on her side, head propped up on one hand and elbow, the curves of her body displayed and crooked a finger at me.
My legs moved without my conscious thought until I sank down beside her. I found the will to speak. "Buckley, I..."
"Shh," her finger lay across my lips. "Don't say anything," she said. "You can talk later."
She pushed me over onto my back and laid half over me. She kissed me again, returning my blood to a fever pitch, then she was moving, tracing a path of fire down my body, stopping to linger at places she wanted to explore. Her hands preceded her lips, making their own journey of discovery, stopping at the iron bar that my cock had become.
Tentatively, she explored, then firmer as she grew confident. She swiveled around until her chin was resting on my hip, examining me, as if she was memorizing every detail, her hands squeezing, cupping my balls as if weighing them. She moved forward and gave the head of my cock a swipe with her little pointed tongue. It jumped in an involuntary reaction and she giggled.
"I think he likes me. He's doing tricks!"
I was incapable of response as she slid those puffy luscious lips over the head, grasping me firmly about two inches down, her tongue playing just below the sensitive crown and wringing a groan from me. Her eyes sought mine and never left. I had never had bad head, but this was something out of dreams. She teased, used an incredible suction, her tongue had its own will and intelligence, and the sounds she made. This beauty, this angel, loved what she was doing.
I knew she couldn't have much experience, but she was the mistress of seduction, sensing when I was about to explode, backing off and easing me away from the brink, bringing me back again, with more and more frequency until I lost control. Overall, there was the conscious and unconscious knowledge that this glorious creature was Buckley, the only joy in my life, the girl whom I loved as no other, and for whom I would gladly die. The sight of that face, that body, the sensations she was causing overwhelmed me.
"Buckley... baby... I'm going to..."
She sensed my eruption and redoubled her efforts. The ecstasy was agonizing in its intensity, and my head spun. Her eyes never left mine as she gulped, losing a little momentum when the first blast hit the back of her throat. She moaned and shuddered, going after me with a renewed effort until I could stand no more. Cupping her head in my hands, I gently pulled her up. She slid up, laying all that lushness over me and looked in my eyes.



"Did you like me?" she asked.
I drew in a deep breath. "I have no words, Buckley."
She smiled and burrowed her face into my neck. "I was afraid I wouldn't be any good," she murmured.
"Well, you can forget about ever having that thought again," I said. I combed my fingers through her long silky hair, continuing downward, lightly running along her back and tracing little circles on that fantastic ass. She squirmed, goose-bumps appearing on her for a moment, roughing her satin smoothness.
I rolled us over, taking care to keep most of my weight off her. When I tried to kiss her, she turned her head. "No... I..."
"Shh, it's okay," I said. "If it's good enough for you, it's good enough for me." I turned her head and claimed those luscious lips. She began to stir beneath me, little motions of her body, her hands moving over me. I would never get enough of those lips, but other treasures awaited.
I kissed my way to her tiny ears, nuzzling her lobes, kissing behind them, working down the smooth column of her neck to where it joined the spread of her shoulders. She shivered and moaned as I tickled the little hollow over her collar bone. I continued, kissing my way across her chest to the mounds below.
God, her breasts were just spectacular. I rose above her and she tried to pull me back. "Let me look at you," I murmured. I knelt between her spread thighs and just drank in the sight of her. She was a goddess. "Jesus, baby, you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen," I said.
She blushed a little, just a warm glow, but I could tell she liked hearing that. Her body matched the perfection of her face. She was lush, no other word fit. Her breasts were heavy and full, nipples erect and puffy. Her lines swept in to a narrow waist, belly ribbed with muscle, before swelling dramatically into her hips. There was that little tuft of flame on her mons. It should be a crime for redheads to go bare. Below, her legs were muscled, full thighs and calves, tapering to slender ankles and small feet. Even her feet and toes were perfect.
I moved back over her, kissing those pillowy lips and quickly moving down until her lush breasts felt my tongue. Her areolae were a little puffy, making their own little peak, just a shade darker than her skin, topped by small beautiful nipples another shade darker. They tilted up and inward just a little and they were very erect, causing her areolae to pucker and thicken a bit, too. I ran my tongue around them and she groaned. I felt her fingers in my hair, gently guiding my head to her right nipple. I swiped it with my tongue and her guidance became a little firmer, pulling me to that delicious little nubbin.
When I sucked it in, holding it firmly inside my lips, lashing the tip with my tongue, she became very vocal, murmurs of pleasure, moans and a shudder passing through her. I gave it all the attention it deserved and she writhed beneath me, almost trembling.
The twin was evidently in need of attention, as well, because she moved my head there. I feasted on that gorgeous little nubbin, and her sound grew to a small crescendo as she stiffened, then went wild under me. She was coming! God, she was hot. She shook for a few moments, then began to gradually relax, never quite still, but calmer.
"God, Ben, you're making me... I'm melting!" It was a soft murmur.
Her breath sucked in as I left her breasts and nibbled my way down her belly, stopping to probe the tiny declivity of her navel, making her giggle. It was as perfect as the rest of her. Lower still, was that little tuft of flame. I tugged at it with my lips and she giggled again.
I slid down until I could kiss the inside of one knee and she shuddered at my touch. I trailed kisses and let my tongue feel its way up the inside of one muscular thigh, then the other. I could now smell her arousal. It was the warm musky smell of an aroused woman, clean and ripe. I nipped at the tendons, stretched taut on the inside of her thighs. She was becoming vocal again, just soft moans escaping. I nibbled at the juncture of her thighs and felt her hands again, guiding me toward the object of my desire.
It was perfect. Bare, pink lips small and tight together, forming a perfect line that swept up to peak at the clitoris. I could barely see the tip peeking out of its sheath. I had to taste her, and she obviously wanted to be tasted. I began at the bottom, probing, and she jumped as if from an electric shock when my tongue touched her.
"God, Ben... no one... I've never..." She couldn't finish a thought.
I probed and felt her opening. Delicious scents, textures and tastes assaulted my senses. I collected moisture seeping from her, sweet, a hint of musk and all Buckley. Running my tongue upward, parting that seal and touching the bump at the top brought her hips into motion. She thrust upward, seeking more contact, and I slid my hands under her, cupping that spectacular ass and controlling her motions a bit.
I had made love hundreds of times, both before, during and after the time I was married to her mother, I used every bit of everything I'd learned, heard or imagined to make sure my baby was going to remember this for the rest of her life. I worked her lips, plunged my tongue inside and exerted every skill I knew on her little clit. It emerged from its hood and became stiff and prominent. When I sucked it in and worked it with my tongue, she exploded, coming, every muscle straining then relaxing in a wild writhing. She screamed hoarsely when she came, her cry choked by her passion, and she came for a long time, her motions finally slowing to twitches. When I felt her relax a bit, I slid a finger into her tightness. She gasped and her motions began again.
I curled that finger upward, searching for that spot. Her reaction let me know I found it, jerking against me, quivering and then exploding again. She cried out hoarsely again, and I kept her going, working a second finger inside, coating it with her slickness, and inserting it into her tight little ass when I felt her beginning to slow.
"Oh, God!" I heard her cry, and she went off again. When she began to settle down, her motions became those of escape.
"Please... Ben... stop! I need... Oh, God! I need to rest! Please..."
Giving that little clit a final swipe, I withdrew my fingers and slid up over that luscious body, claiming her lips. She was limp beneath me, just experiencing occasional shudders as aftershocks shook her. I felt her recovering and her hands fluttered against my sides, sliding down to cup my ass, moving up my back and then on the back of my head, pulling me into the kiss.
Loving this beauty, the sight, sound, feel, smell and taste of her, had me as hard as I'd ever been in my life. I could feel her heat and moisture against my cock and I shifted until I slid into place, poised at her entrance, the head of my cock between buttery lips.
She gasped when she felt me. "Please..." she gasped. "I've never..."
I cut her off with a kiss, cupping her face between my hands. I looked in her eyes. "Never?" I asked.
She shook her head. "There was never anyone I loved enough. I've never done any of the things you did to me. God, Ben, I'm so in love with you. Tell me you love me."
"I, love, you, Buckley Carmichael, with all my heart, for the rest of my life."
She kissed me fiercely, then moved her hands to my sides. "Take me," she said.
I moved forward. I knew from earlier that she had no virgin barrier, but she was extremely tight and inexperienced. I exerted pressure, then more, and the head of my cock popped through. She stiffened. "Oh!" she gasped. "Stop!"
I froze. I used my hands to cup those spectacular breasts, rolling her nipples between my fingers and she began little circular motions with her hips, thrusting a little and moving me inside her. After her movements became stronger, I moved forward, sinking into her a little, maybe a couple of inches. She froze again, and so did I. We repeated the dance and I was maybe halfway in her.
"My God, Ben! How much is there?" she gasped. "Damn, you have a big dick!"
I laughed. "Yeah, you've had so many."
She giggled. "Well, it feels like a damn fence post!"
I drew back and reclaimed the lost territory. She moaned. I did that, over and over, and she made a little moan, each time. We got a little rhythm going, and I would go deeper, occasionally. She would stiffen and draw back, and we danced like that: me trying to advance and her drawing back. She lost it at the motions and giggled insanely. I couldn't help but laugh with her.
"You're killing the mood, here, Buckley," I told her.
She just laughed some more. "I can't help it, Ben. You're just huge!"
I slowed down, just easing in and out, and she didn't seem to be as uncomfortable. After five minutes of that she was pushing back against me with just the occasional wince. I increased the length and speed a little at a time and she became very active, pushing up to meet me, moving to change angles and she started her sounds again. We had been at it for a while, and she was becoming very dynamically responsive. With that face, that body and her responsiveness she was something to inspire men's dreams.
She orgasmed, crying out that hoarse cry, then again, and the look on her face, the love in my heart for her, who she was, that flaming curtain that slid like silk across her face as her head whipped from side to side in her ecstasy, combined to push me toward the edge. I knew she was safe, she'd seen a doctor the second week she'd been with me, and it wasn't going to be long.
"I'm gonna come, Buckley," I whispered in her ear.
She went wild. "Yes, come with me, Ben! Please, come with me."
I felt my toes curl, the sensation of that agonizing pleasure filling my body as I filled hers, pumping inside her as she came again, filling her. I plunged deep and held her tightly, embedded in her sweet body and time stopped.
Eventually, I regained the composure to roll with her until I slid from a place I never wanted to leave. She rested over me and I could feel our heartbeats slowing. She got a bottle of water and we shared it, then a glass of wine. She stood, that glorious body and face filled with satisfaction and that freshly loved look that women always have. "Care for a dip?" she asked.
That sounded very good to me, so I let her pull me up and we waded out, chin-deep, holding hands into the coolness. She plastered herself to me and kissed me, then looked up into my face.
"Are we okay?" she asked.
"I've never been so okay in my life," I said. "Is my baby okay?"
"Very okay," she said. "I don't want anything to change what we have, except I am going to sleep with you and we're going to do that ten times a day," she said.
"God, I'll be dead in a week!" I laughed. "I'm old, little girl. You'll break me."
She punched me lightly in the chest. "You're the youngest old person I know. We're stocking up on vitamins."
*****
Nothing did change, except for her moving into my bed, and we didn't make love ten times a day, but she was nearly insatiable. We made love constantly. I couldn't keep my hands off her, and she had a very high libido. She wore just panties around the house and the sight of her would give a zombie wood.
She had leased a building and ordered supplies for her practice. I knew a lot of people who kept horses, sheep, goats or cows. She would be the only vet within 50 miles, and I knew she'd have a nice practice. There weren't as many pet owners as in the US, but plenty of people had valuable working dogs.
She kept after me about going to see Alicia, and finally wore me down. I agreed to go, but I wouldn't be flying with her. I'd land in Atlanta, and charter a private plane from there. I didn't want to go through the airport checkpoints, and I paid the pilot to hang around so I'd have a way out if I needed it.
She met me at the airfield, and I checked into a hotel. She was staying with her grandmother, but she made the call to Alicia from my room. We got her one of those disposable cell phones with minutes, and she put it on speaker so I could hear.
Alicia seemed very happy to hear from her, but things changed a bit when Buckley hit her with the news.
"Mom, I found Dad. I know the truth. Why did you lie to me? You even lied about the DNA test. Why would you do that?"
There was silence. "Mom, are you there?" Buckley asked.
There was the sound of Alicia clearing her throat. "I'm... yes, I'm here. Buckley... I don't know what Ben told you, but..."
"Save it, Mom. We had the real DNA test done."
"But... Buckley, where are you? I know you're in town. Please, can you just come over and we can talk about this? We can't talk about this right on the phone. Please, I need to see you. I promise I won't... I'll tell you the truth. Where is Ben?"
"Right, Mom, like I'm going to tell you that. I'll meet you somewhere, but it's not going to be at your house. I'm staying with Gram. You need to come there, and Gram needs to hear this, too. I'm not the only one you lied to, am I, Mom?"
"No, please, Buckley," she was sobbing on the phone, now. "Please, I know you may hate me, but I'll just die if Mom hates me. Don't make me do that."
I could see Buckley softening. "Okay, Mom, but you're going to have to tell Gram that this is your fault, not Dad's. I'm not going to have Gram hating Dad for something that you did. I don't care what you tell her, but you're going to tell her something or I'm leaving and I'll never speak to you again. I'm still not coming to your house. I'll meet you at Cowiche Canyon at one, tomorrow, and we'll have lunch, okay?"
"Yes, okay." Alicia was getting herself back together. "Thank you, Buckley."
"I swear to God, if you tell me one lie, I'll walk out and you'll never see me again, Mom. Don't even think about it."
Alicia sniffed miserably. "No, baby, I won't lie, I promise."
"You can't promise me shit," Buckley said. "You've lied to me all my life. I'm just telling you. Don't make me any promises."
"Okay... I'm sorry, Buckley. I'll... no, okay. I'll be there."
Buckley ended the call and came over to me. She pushed me down on the bed and took up her favorite position: half on top of me with her cheek pillowed on my chest. "Just hold me, Dad," she said. "I need to be held. I don't know how this is going to go. I'm afraid I'm just going to be weak." She began to cry.
"How could she do this to me, to us? I love her so much, Ben. It hurts so bad."
I squeezed her tightly and stroked that beautiful hair. "I know. It's hard. You're going to be okay. We both know how tough you are."
She nuzzled her face into my chest. "I don't feel tough," she said. "I feel little and weak and miserable."
"Well, you're little and miserable, right now," I told her. "You aren't weak, though. That is one thing you'll never be. You'll be fine. Just do what you have to do. I don't have any idea what she's going to say, but just go, listen to her and move on. No matter what she says or does, nothing is going to change with us, right? We're going to be okay."
I could feel her nodding. "Yeah, we're going to be okay."
*****
She went to that meeting, and I could tell she was relieved when she came back. She immediately grabbed me, dragged me to the bed and tried to kill me, as soon as I opened the door. I was lying there with her in her place, just as limp as a noodle, barely having the strength to pet her.
"I take it you needed some love," I said.
She chuckled. "You think? That was stressful as fuck, Ben."
"Did you get anything?"
She nodded again. "Yes, she knew she was busted. She just told me she lied because she didn't want me to hate her. She never thought I'd find you, so she just kept lying. She cried a lot, and I could tell she felt really bad about... everything. She made it possible for me to have a relationship with her. I'll come back here, sometimes. She wanted me to move back, but you're my life, now. I'm staying with you. You want me, right?"
"More than anything," I said. "I don't think I can live without you, Buckley, now that you found me."
"Me either," she said. "Pack up, lover. We're going home tomorrow."
I held her tightly. Sometimes life throws you a curve. Sometimes it's the worst possible thing you can imagine. Sometimes it's the best possible thing when you least expect it.
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Nothing good ever happens when you're somewhere you aren't supposed to be. It wasn't my fault. I was sitting at the stoplight and a guy pulled up next to me. He motioned for me to roll down my window. "You've got a low tire," he said.
I told him thanks and pulled into the Walmart parking lot off to the right. I got out and looked. Shit! I could see a screw head embedded in the tire tread and air was slowly leaking out. Great! Now what? I decided to go in and get a can of that Slime stuff. When I came back, I took the screw out. Big mistake. Now, the air really started hissing out. I screwed it back in and got some air at the gas station in the parking lot. I was only fifteen miles from home and I'd check it several times. If it started getting too low, I'd put in the can of Slime.
There was a convenience store about five miles from home and I could see the tire was getting pretty low in the driver's side mirror. I pulled in and they didn't have air. Time to test the Slime. I put it in and some green goo, I guess they call it Slime for a reason, came out, but the hissing of escaping air stopped. I was just about to get back in my car when I noticed a pickup truck pull in. It was one of those giant ones with the huge tires. It sat up so high that you'd need a ladder to get in. Obviously, the guy had a giant dong. I recognized the truck from somewhere. The door opened and a tall blond guy got out. He had on cowboy boots and a huge belt buckle. I chuckled a bit, but that died about halfway out. The passenger door opened and a beautiful raven-haired woman hopped down.
I definitely recognized her. It was Rachael, the woman I'd been married to for the last 18 years. What the hell? I was parked over to the side and they never even noticed my car. It was the company car, one of those little box-shaped imports and not very noticeable, I guess. They were holding hands as they went into the store and she was laughing up into his face.
I felt like someone had punched me in the gut. I couldn't breathe, couldn't move; all I could do was stand there like a fool. Now I remembered where I'd seen the guy before. He worked at the same company Rachael did. She was the office manager for a mental health clinic and he was one of the caseworkers. I'd seen the truck at their building. The question was, what was Rachael doing with him? I couldn't think of his name. Finally, it came to me, Jerry Garner. The question was, why wasn't Rachael at work?
I was going to find out. I got back in the car and waited. He helped her in when they came out of the store, carrying cups of coffee. They roared off and I followed at a discreet distance. They drove to our house and he pulled into the garage. The door came down and I couldn't see any more. I sat there for thirty minutes, but the thought of the tire made me nervous. I kept checking it, but if it was going down, I couldn't see it. After two hours, the door came up and they drove back past me. I held a file folder up in front of my face, but I don't think they would have noticed, anyway. She was sitting right over against him and they were too busy looking at each other to notice anything else.
Rachael didn't get off until five, and it was two-thirty. I'd have plenty of time. First, I'd have to go in and see what I could find. I had to pick Tobi up at four, and I had no idea what I was going to tell her. Tobi was my 15-year-old daughter. I couldn't imagine what I was going to find inside, but maybe I'd get some answers.
When I went inside, everything was quiet. I could hear the drip of that faucet I'd meant to fix in Tobi's bathroom. That was the only sound aside from the whispering of the air coming from the air conditioner vents. I looked around, but I couldn't see anything out of the ordinary. I checked upstairs. The bed had been changed. There were fresh sheets. My heart sank like a stone. I put my back against the wall and slid down to the floor. I felt numb. There seemed to be only one rational explanation. I must have sat there for thirty minutes; my mind was in free-wheel mode. I couldn't seem to make any sense of my thoughts and I felt as if I'd been drugged. My stomach began to feel queasy and I got up and opened a Sprite.
I felt hot and sweaty, so I went back to the bathroom. I fumbled in the vanity for a washcloth, wet it in the sink and washed my face with cold water. After washing, I felt a little better. Then I noticed something. The floor of the shower was wet. They had taken a shower before going back to work. I wandered back out into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed in a daze, the bed that my wife and her lover had just vacated. I jumped up at that thought and looked at it in horror. This was the scene of the crime.
I had no idea what I was going to do. Well, I was going to divorce Rachael. That went without saying. I was totally without a clue. I didn't know any lawyers; I had no idea how to proceed and I had to pick Tobi up from school. Tobi! What was I going to tell her?
I made my way out to the car, feeling like I'd been drunk for ten days straight. My head was throbbing and I looked like death warmed over. I was in no condition to drive, but I couldn't keep Tobi waiting. I suddenly realized that she was the only thing in my life that I could really count on. My baby girl was going to be okay. I was going to have to see to that. Whatever I did, it was going to have to take her into account. When I pulled up in the line of cars, I could see her waiting at the school doors. She walked down the sidewalk toward the car, so beautiful it hurt my heart.
Tobi had her mother's hair and skin, dark and almost Mediterranean looking. She had the most spectacular eyes I'd ever seen. They seemed to have her mother's dark brown, shot through with gold and streaks of green. The doctor called them hazel, but I'd never seen anything like them. She was tall, like me, all long honey-brown legs and beauty. She opened the back door and threw in her backpack. When she got in, she slid across to kiss me and froze.
"Dad, what's wrong?" she asked. "Are you sick? Did something happen? Is Mom okay? What's wrong, Dad?" Her voice was rising and there was a note of fear creeping in. I had to say something.
"I'm okay, Kitten," I said. "No one is hurt or sick or anything. I need to talk to you, Tobi. Let's go to the park and just let me hold you and talk to you for a minute, okay? Don't ask me any more questions until we get there, okay?"
"Okay, Dad, but you're kind of scaring me," she said.
"I know, Kitten, but everything is going to be okay," I told her, hoping that it wasn't a lie.
It only took us about five minutes to get to the park. I had pushed her on those swings a thousand times. Rachael and I had both sat on the benches and watched her play on the equipment. Happier times, was that all my life was going to be, just reminiscing about happier times?
We walked to one of the benches and she held my hand, swinging our arms as we walked, just the way she had since she was a tiny little thing, just able to walk. We sat down and I struggled with the words to begin.
"Just tell me, Dad," she said. "I can handle it."
"Well, I'm not sure I can," I said. The story came tumbling out. I told her everything; everything I'd seen; everything I was feeling and the tears rolled down my cheeks like a river. She held my hand through it all, and when the fountain of words and feelings dried up, she snuggled up against me.
"It doesn't sound good, Dad," she said. "We need to go home and ask Mom about it. I guess everything depends on what she tells us. I know it looks bad, but we don't know enough. We have to talk to her."
I kissed the top of her head. My heart swelled with pride. My baby was so much braver than I was. She pulled on my hand until I stood up. "Wanna drive?" I asked her. Her eyes shone. She had just gotten her learner's permit. A cloud passed across those beautiful eyes as she thought, but it quickly passed. She drove carefully home, and Rachael's car was in the garage. This was it.
She met us at the door with a hug and a kiss for each of us. You would have thought that she wasn't a cheating slut. Either she was an Oscar winning actress, or I had misread the whole situation.
"You two want takeout tonight?" she asked. "My treat."
"I think we just need to talk to you for a minute, Mom," Tobi said.
"Okay... is everything all right, Baby?"
"I don't know," Tobi said. "Let's find out."
We went in and I sat on the sofa beside Tobi. That left Rachael to sit in that hideous chair she just had to have. "What's up?" she asked. There wasn't a single shred of concern on her features.
"How did your day go?" I asked.
She looked at me curiously. "Just the usual," she said. "One of the drug reps brought lunch from The Onion Bin. It was pretty busy and I hardly had a minute. Why are you asking that?"
"So, you were at the office all day?" Tobi asked.
"Of course," she said. "What are all these questions? What's going on?"
"So you weren't at the house here with Jerry Garner this afternoon?" I asked.
Her face went pale. "Of course not," she said. "Are you accusing me of something, Oliver?"
"I saw you," I told her.
"What... you didn't see anything," she was stammering, now. "What are you trying to do? He's lying, Tobi. I was at the office all day. You can ask Angel."
"No, I don't think he's lying, Mom," Tobi said. "I think you're lying. I won't be asking Angel. She'd lie for you. I think I'll give David Jones a call. He's your boss, right? I don't think he'd lie for you. What's his number?"
"He's left for the night," Rachael said. "I'll have him call you tomorrow. What are you two doing? Are you trying to trick me, or something? You think you can just come in here and try to trip me up? What are you accusing me of doing?" I guess she thought the best defense was a good offense.
"I think you tripped yourself up," I told her. "You lied, Rachael. All three of us know you lied. Why would you do that?"
I could see the wheels spinning in her head. "Okay, I was here," she said. "This is the reason I didn't want tell you. I knew you'd give me the third degree and try to accuse me of something."
"No one has accused you of anything," Tobi said. "I'm accusing you of something, now. You tried to make me believe that Dad is a liar. You tried to make him look like a liar to cover up your lie. What are you lying about, Mom? Are you having an affair with that jerk?"
"You don't even know him," Rachael said. "Why would you say he's a jerk?"
"I've met him twice," Tobi said. "The way he looks at me makes me want to take a bath. That doesn't matter, are you having an affair with him?"
Rachael's eyes moved back and forth between us for a moment, looking like a trapped animal. "I didn't want it to be like this," she finally said. "I wasn't ready."
"Wasn't ready for what?" Tobi asked.
"I've just fallen in love with Jerry," she said. She looked over at me. "I'm sorry, Oliver, it just happened. We work together very closely, you know. He was just... I don't know. He's like the other half of my soul. We just connected and I couldn't help it. We're in love. I was going to tell you when we were ready. As soon as we can both get divorced, we're going to get married. I'm so sorry. I didn't mean for you to find out this way. Tobi, it's going to be okay. You'll still get to see your father whenever you want to. Jerry has a really nice place out on the lake. He has a daughter, too, you know. He likes you and we're going to be very happy."
"Are you nuts?" Tobi practically exploded. "I'm not going to live with that asshole! He'd probably be sneaking into my bedroom at night to molest me. You're right, I'm going to see Dad anytime I want because I'm going to be living with him. It's you who I'm not going to be seeing. How could you?" She turned on her heel and walked upstairs to her room. I heard the lock on her door click.
Rachael turned and looked at me. "She'll get over it," she said. "Jerry is really a good guy, Oliver. I think you'll like him. I'm sorry, but I need to be happy. Jerry makes me happy and that's all there is to it."
I just stared at her. Who was this person? It was as if she'd been body snatched or something. I wasn't about to argue or discuss anything with a dangerous lunatic. "Whatever, Rachael," I said. "When are you moving out?"
"Moving out?" she said. "I'm not. I don't have anywhere to go. Jerry is married and we can't do anything until we tell his wife. We'll all have to get divorces and see how the settlement is before we know what we need to do."
"No, you're moving out," I told her. "I'll give you three days."
Her jaw dropped. "What the hell are you talking about? You can't kick me out of my own house. If anything, you should be the one who moves out."
"You're forgetting something," I said. "This is my house. I owned it before I met you. It was paid for, and I owned it clear before we got married. The house isn't a "marital asset," it's mine. My name is on the deed and yours isn't. No, you're moving out of my house."
"Where?" she asked. "Are you just going to throw me out on the street?"
"I really don't care where," I said. "Maybe you could get a room down at the Cheating Slut Motel. Maybe one of those rent by the hour places, you know. That's where you sluts do the dirty, right?"
Her eyes filled with tears. "That really hurts, Oliver," she said. "There's no need for name calling. I didn't try to fall in love with Jerry, it just happened. We just clicked and I knew I needed to be with him. I wasn't trying to hurt you."
"Ah, you just hurt me by accident," I said. "Sort of like falling when you're running with a stick in your hand and poking your eye out. Mom always warned me about that. I see how it happens now. Well, that's okay then. It was an accident."
"There's no need to be so sarcastic, either," she said. "Why can't you just accept that we're in love, Oliver?"
"Um, gee, I don't know, Rachael," I said. "Maybe it has something to do with the fact that when I left this morning, you told me that you loved me. Now you're telling me that you love him. I guess I'm just a little confused."
"I do love you, Oliver," she said. "I'll always love you. I'm just "in love" with Jerry."
"Oh, well, that explains it, then," I said. "You have told me every day for the last 18 years that you were 'in love' with me, Rachael. I thought that was why we got married. We were in love. I guess I was delusional."
"Oh, no, we were in love," she tried to hold my hand. I shook her off.
"You've got three days, Rachael. If you're not out in three days, I'll have the sheriff remove you and throw your shit out in the driveway."
"Please, Oliver," she was scared now. "It doesn't have to be this way. We can still be friends. Jerry wants to be your friend, too. We have Tobi to think about. I told you that I love you and I don't want to lose you as a friend. We've been together too long for you to just throw that away."
I just stared at her for a minute. I could feel all that sadness, all that loss just draining away to be replaced by a wave of white-hot anger. "You must be fucking nuts, Rachael," I said. "Friends? With you? With that asshole? I kind of think not. You should tell that piece of shit that if he sees me, it should be briefly, just before he runs away as fast as he can. As for you, you're the enemy, Rachael. I'm going to burn down your house. You have three days, then I never want to see your skank ass again. I'll talk to a lawyer in the morning and you'll have your divorce as quickly as possible."
I turned and went to the bedroom, leaving her standing there making noises. That's all they were to me. She followed me around, still spouting her crap about "friends" all the time I was moving her stuff into the spare bedroom. She had more clothes in the closet than I could carry and I just draped them over her, carried an armful to the spare bedroom and hung them in the closet. She followed me. She stood there for a while yapping and watching me, but when she went to hang the clothes up, I took advantage of the situation to leave and lock the bedroom door. I heard her come down the hall, but she tried the knob, and then went away.
Tobi texted me after a few minutes. "You okay, Dad?"
"Yes, Kitten, you?" I texted back.
"No, but I will be," she said.
"Okay, love you," I sent. "Text me if you need anything."
"Take me to school in the morning?" she said. "I don't want to be in the car with her."
"KK." I got in bed and laid there for hours, trying to figure out what I needed to do. I must have drifted off about three, and then my phone alarm went off. I got up, took a shower and called my boss. I told him that I was getting a divorce and needed a few days off. He told me to take as long as I needed and made all the right noises about how sorry he was.
I went and made coffee, had a cup or two and made some breakfast for Tobi and me. She came down right on time, looking as beautiful to me as ever, and wolfed down her breakfast. Rachael came in and got a cup of coffee after a bit. She tried to talk to us, but we ignored her. It was time to take Tobi to school and Rachael asked her if she was ready.
Tobi just looked at her, turned to me and asked, "You ready, Dad?"
I jingled the keys and she grabbed her backpack. "Okay, you can act like two-year-olds if it makes you feel good," Rachael said. She stalked away and got her purse, shot us one more glare and left. I took Tobi to school and she kissed me when she got out. I sat there and watched her go in. I was thinking of my friend Dan. He'd just been through a divorce, and I thought I'd give him a call and see what attorney he'd used.
He didn't recommend his attorney. He told me I should use his wife's attorney. He gave me the name and I looked up the number. When I called, a woman answered the phone and put me on hold, after I told her what I wanted. She agreed to see me that afternoon, and I made all the usual moves. We had investments and there wasn't going to be much I could do about that. I could make sure she didn't run up credit card bills, so I called and lowered the limits on our cards to 500 dollars. That would put a crimp in my style, too, but I would be damned if I was going to fund her little scheme.
My appointment with Elizabeth Baxter didn't get off to an auspicious beginning. She had made some assumptions, and it was necessary to disabuse her of them before we could get started. Her assumption was that I was dumping Rachael for a newer model.
"You need to think again," I told her. "She's been having an affair with her co-worker; he's married and they both plan to divorce and marry each other."
"I apologize," she said. "I won't represent anyone who is making the kind of move you say she's making. I couldn't look at myself in the mirror."
"I understand," I said. "We have a daughter. I want to minimize the fallout. Do you think it's possible for me to get custody of her?"



"It's possible," she said. "In theory, either parent is considered as likely as the other to gain custody. In practice, fathers rarely get custody, especially of female children. How old is she, and is she likely to want to stay with you?"
"She said she did, and she's fifteen," I said.
"That will weigh heavily in the court's decision," she said. "In this state, children over 14 get to choose, and younger children's wishes are always considered. If she was very young, you wouldn't stand a prayer. Having the primary residence and the fact that a fifteen-year-old wants to stay with you should be a major part of the custody arrangement. This shouldn't be a problem."
"Just do your best," I said.
I drove home and wondered what I was going to do. I was going to do something, but it was going to have to be legal. Landing in jail would cost me Tobi, and I wasn't about to risk that. What avenues were open? You have to be careful when burning down houses to make sure your own isn't on fire. This was going to take some thinking and planning.
I suspected his wife was as clueless as I was, so the first step would be letting her know. I needed to make a list. I was certainly going to let her family know. Rachael's mom and dad loved me, and they certainly loved Tobi, so letting them know was at the top of the list, but I wasn't sure how to go about it. Making sure all our friends knew was also on the agenda in a big way, and I thought I could get up enough of a social media storm to make their lives interesting. That was the first thing on my agenda.
She had a Facebook account for our family. I played with it a bit, used Messenger a good bit and I knew my way around. I searched around on the internet and found out that dear old Jerry's wife did the same. I screen-shotted some pictures and posted on Rachael's page that we were getting a divorce, that she had found her "soul-mate" in Jerry, posting a picture of him. I changed the password and logged out.
That felt good. I wondered how long it would be before her friends and family started blowing up her phone and the Facebook page. I hoped the asshole's wife would get the message. I didn't know her, and felt some guilt about the shitstorm that would be descending on her, but if she was like I was, she would rather know than be ignorant.
I called Mom. That conversation went about as badly as I thought it would, but beyond initial disbelief, she just told me she would tell Dad and that anything I needed, they were there for me.
I decided I'd let Rachael tell her parents. We were close, and I didn't want to be the cause of any estrangement. I had no idea what I would say to them, anyway. Somehow, "Your daughter is a cheating slut" didn't seem like the ideal message. They would probably shoot the messenger.
It didn't take long for the shit to hit the fan. About 2PM, Rachael's number showed up on my phone. I answered, and she was pissed!
"You asshole!" Her opening salvo gave me a great deal of personal satisfaction. "You couldn't just let it go, could you? I know you locked me out of Facebook. You take that shit down! Jerry's wife doesn't know! All my friends are calling me, asking me what happened. My parents know! I'm telling you, Oliver, take that shit down."
"No, you aren't the boss of me," I told her.
"What? Are you fucking five years old? Take it down, Oliver, I'm telling you!"
"Why?" I asked. "You should be happy. Everyone can get used to you and your soul-mate this way. Are you ashamed for people to know you're a cheating slut, Rachael?"
"I'm not..." she stopped. Evidently, she realized the absurdity of what she was about to say. "Oliver, please take it down. It wasn't supposed to be like this."
"You lost any ability to choose what it was going to be like the second you cheated," I told her. "Any right to consideration, any claim you have to my respect or even politeness went up in smoke. I told you, you're the enemy now, Rachael. Get used to it."
I ended the call. My phone buzzed again, immediately, but I ignored it. It was time to pick up Tobi.
I told her the result of my conversation with Elizabeth Baxter, and while she was happy that she would most likely be with me, she wasn't at all happy, in general. "What is wrong with her, Dad?" she asked. "You know I love her, but she's always been a little wack. I've never really felt like she was an adult. Not like you, anyway. It's always been like you have two kids, her, and me. Have you ever noticed?"
"Not like that," I said. "Now that you mention it, she's always been sort of impulse driven, but she's always been like that. I never thought she'd do something like this."
"Well, we're just going to have to make the best of it," she said. "Dad, I do NOT ever want to be in the same house with that creeper without you being there. I don't care what you have to do, make sure that doesn't happen, okay?"
"I'll do my best," I promised.
We picked up pizza on the way home, and I was just enjoying my second slice when my phone buzzed. It was Bob, Rachael's father. I wasn't looking forward to this. I told Tobi who it was and she told me to put it on speaker.
He got right to the point. "Oliver, I don't know exactly what is going on, but Rachael came here last night and asked if she could stay with us. Care to explain how that happened?"
"Did you ask her?" I said.
"She said you kicked her out."
"Well, I did, but did she tell you why?"
"No, she said she was going to explain, but she wasn't ready."
"Are you sure you don't want to wait for her explanation?" I asked.
"Can't you just tell me?" he asked.
"She has been having an affair with Jerry Garner, a guy where she works. He's planning to divorce his wife, she was planning to divorce me, and they're hooking up," I said.
"What? That's crazy, Oliver. How do you know this?"
"I caught them together yesterday," I said. "Besides, she told me."
"Are you sure you didn't misunderstand?" he asked.
Tobi spoke up. "Hi, Grandpa. I've been listening. Dad has you on speaker. There is no misunderstanding. I was there when she told him. I'm sorry, Grandpa. I love you." She sobbed and he heard it. When he spoke again, his voice was cracking.
"Don't cry, love-bug. Please. Just be strong, okay? I love you, too, and so does Grandma. I'll try and talk some sense into your mom. Oliver, you still there?"
"Yes, I'm sorry, Bob. Don't worry about Tobi. You are her grandparents, and nothing is ever going to change that. I know you love Rachael, and you'll do what you have to do. I respect you more than I have words to tell you. I hope you won't hate me when this is done."
"That's never going to happen," he said. "I'll find out what's going on. Call me if you need anything."
It went better than I feared. Shit happens, you do the best you can.
There is no need to detail what went on in the divorce process. Most people know plenty of people who have been through it. It was long, painful and it never got any better. Rachael was apparently delusional. She had imagined she would get custody of Tobi. That didn't happen. Ms. Baxter was as good as advertised. I got full custody, based on Tobi's desire to live with me, and after hearing Tobi in a private meeting, the judge ruled that Rachael had unrestricted visitation, but not any that would involve Tobi being alone with her and Jerry Garner.
That became a non-issue, in any case. His wife divorced him, but it seemed that the whole "soul-mate" thing had been a little overblown, at least on his part. Two weeks after my discovering their affair, he was on to a new conquest. All those grandiose plans evaporated like fog on a sunny day.
It took seven months for the divorce to become final. Rachael changed her mind. I was surprised at our second court appearance when she asked the judge to order counseling. Nothing I or Ms. Baxter could say seemed to have any bearing, and the judge ordered it. We were supposed to have eight to ten sessions.
We got some weird old hippie dude. We were asked to state our goals in the first session. Rachael's was long and convoluted. It seemed like she thought that I should realize that seeking her happiness was the primary focus of the universe and that I should understand that she had not meant any harm, only happiness. Mine was much simpler.
"What are your goals in these sessions, Mr. Barimen?" he asked.
"My goal is to get them over with," I said.
Our spirit-guide frowned. "Mr. Barimen, do you really have no interest in working on your issues that brought your marriage to this point?"
"I'm sorry, Mr. Rodman, but it wasn't my issues that brought my marriage to this point. And I really do have no interest in working on them. I am quite happy with my issues, and fully intend to die with them."
Rachael was quite as horrified as Mr. Guru, and did not hesitate to plunge in boldly. "Oliver, how do you expect to get back to where we were if you aren't willing to at least discuss this?"
"I don't," I said. "Let me make it clear to you both. I give zero fucks about 'getting back to where we were,' or 'working on issues.' I'm here because of a court order. I will do what it takes to satisfy that court order, then we'll go back to court and get divorced. That's my plan."
"Are you aware that if I go back to the judge and report that you refused to cooperate, you could be cited for contempt?" Mr. Path-guide said.
"I'm not aware of that," I said. "Do you mean if you go back to the judge and lie? These sessions are being recorded. I'm sure my attorney would be happy to subpoena the recordings and expose your perjury. I'm here, I'm doing whatever you say to do. You asked me my goals; I told you what they are. See, I'm cooperating."
He flushed. "I'm sure the judge expected you to try to work out the issues between you," he said.
"I'm not responsible for the judge's expectations," I told him. "I'm only responsible for mine."
He tried to make it difficult. He gave me homework that included spending considerable time with Rachael, and she worked diligently to wear me down.
"Oliver, what will it take for you to drop the divorce and work this out?" she asked.
"An act of God," I told her.
She waited for me to explain that, but I said nothing. "What do you mean, 'an act of God'?" she finally asked.
"Well, if you have a way to turn back time and un-fuck dear old Jerry, that would work," I said. "Otherwise, I've never heard of anyone other than God with that power. Have you developed powers you haven't told me about, Rachael? Well, other than the power to attract other men with your feminine charms."
We slogged on, dreary exercise after mindless mantra, and finally they were over. We went back to court and the judge asked if we had made any progress. "Your honor, there is no possibility that my client is going to remain married to his wife," Elizabeth Baxter said. "We would like to see this divorce granted as expeditiously as possible. My client and his daughter have been dragged through this process long enough."
Evidently, the judge agreed, because ten days later, the decree came in the mail. Tobi saw her mother quite a bit, since she loved her grandparents and spent a lot of time with them. Rachael occasionally planned something that Tobi would consent to do with her, but it was never the same. She hung with her friends, and one, in particular, seemed to be at the top of her list. She was a tiny little blonde thing named Sabrina. It seemed like she practically lived with us. She was cute as a month-old kitten, and as sweet as honey. I was happy to have her, and they began to include me in some of their activities.
One of the things they loved was water-skiing. We had a boat, and when summer vacation started, most Saturdays would find us at one of the nearby lakes. On a Monday, they asked me if we could go to the lake for the weekend, take our RV and stay until Sunday evening. Since my social calendar wasn't exactly jammed, I thought it was a great plan. Tobi and Sabrina spent the week planning, and we packed everything they wanted on Thursday.
Friday afternoon, a new red Jeep Cherokee pulled up in our driveway and Sabrina jumped out. A nearly identical female jumped out of the driver's side, and Tobi went and threw herself on this unknown female in a robust hug. She and Sabrina led the unknown and clearly nervous one to me. "Dad," Tobi said, "This is Julie. She's Sabs' mom, and I know you haven't met her yet."
Julie extended her hand. "Hello, Oliver. The girls have told me so much about you. Thank you so much for inviting me to go with you this weekend. To tell you the truth, I've been a little jealous that they spend so much time with you, instead of me." She smiled up at me mischievously, and I instantly realized why her daughter was such a charming little minx.
I looked over at Tobi and she gave me a fierce glare. My knees trembled and I knew when to cave. The trembling intensified when I looked as Sabs and she gave me one raised eyebrow.
"It's going to be a blast," I told Julie, recovering the power of speech. "We always have a great time."
She was no dummy. She looked from me to the girls, then back at me. "Oh, my God," she said. "You didn't know, did you? Girls!"
She didn't have time to say another word. She was buried in an avalanche of hugs, kisses and pleas. "Please, Mom, don't worry about it. We're going to have so much fun," from Sabrina.
"It's okay, Julie, Dad is going to love you as much as I do, and he's a great guy," from Tobi. "Look how he just went along."
She disentangled herself and looked them over. "You two go sit on the porch and I'm going to talk to Oliver," she said. They showed some reluctance and she said, "Now!"
They took her seriously and scurried away. "I'm so sorry, Oliver. I had no idea," she said. "I'm going to take Sabs and leave. She's going to be grounded for a month. God, this is embarrassing."
She looked so little and embarrassed that I stepped forward and hugged her. She stiffened, at first, but then relaxed. "Yes, it is embarrassing," I said. "They are very naughty, but you and I both know there is no harm in them. Let me guess, you aren't married?"
She looked up at me and laughed. God, she was cute! "No, I'm not. Do you think that's what this is about?"
"I'm almost certain," I said. "Here's the deal. You're packed, you've cleared your weekend, it's going to be gorgeous at the lake, I'm not a bad guy, which you know from being around Tobi, let's play along. It will be fun. We might tweak them a little. Whadaya say?"
She stepped back, looked over at the girl's expectant faces and said, "Yeah, let's go."
I gave them the thumbs-up, and they leaped to their feet, rushing over to join us. I heard Tobi come out with an exuberant "Yeet!"
I stopped them and took one under each arm. "Girls, that wasn't very nice," I said.
Sabs looked up at me and cackled in her best Skeletor voice, "I am NOT nice."
That broke us all up and I couldn't go on. They were just too cute and too innocent. "We know what you're trying to do," I told them. "Stop, I mean it. You can't just go around trying to arrange other people's lives."
"Yes, but I love Jules, and I didn't know how to get you to meet her," Tobi protested.
"Well, you could have just told me," I said.
She looked a little sad. "It's okay, Kitten, just don't do it again," I said.
She brightened up immediately. Sabs tugged on my arm. "Let's go. I can't wait. This is going to be sick nasty, Oliver, you'll see."
Julie laughed. "I believe that's supposed to be the ultimate in really cool, Oliver. She's right, though. We're killing daylight."
We grabbed two bags out of her Jeep and climbed in. We had the boat hitched, and after a stop for propane, we were on the way. It was half an hour to the lake, and Julie sat up front with me. The girls got some awful music playing through their blue-tooth connections, and we got acquainted.
Julie had her own insurance company, it turned out, and also did financial planning. I took her in as I glanced over at her in conversation. God, she was cute! I thought Sabs would look just like her when she was Julie's age. She looked quite a bit younger than I was, but it turned out it was just three years. She was probably five feet nothing, had light blonde hair down to her lower back, and a nice tan going. She had huge brown eyes, high cheekbones and a perfect little heart-shaped face, including a widow's peak in a broad forehead. She was wearing jeans and a button-up top, but she was slender and willowy. I didn't want to perv on her, so I really didn't check her out until we got to the lake.
We got a slip to park the boat, then the RV. They shooed me outside while they changed, and I got the water hooked up in the meanwhile. They came out when they were done changing, and I went in, slipped into trunks and a t-shirt, and we were ready.
We took a cooler full of drinks, and we were off. We cruised out of the no-wake zone, and I opened it up. We ran a couple of miles down the lake, and they were ready to ski. Their long t-shirts came off and the girls were their usual awkward beauty. Julie was something else.
There was nothing awkward about her. I said she was slender, but she was tiny. She was all woman. When she turned to watch the girls go over the back, I nearly lost my mind. Her bikini wasn't bleeding edge, but it was straining to cover an ass that was eye-popping. It was small, round, hard, and jutting out like a shelf. She turned and caught me staring. She just smiled and gave me a wink. She had tiny little titties, but anything else on her would have looked weird. They didn't look tiny on her, just like they were perfect. Everything about her was perfection in miniature.
"Done?" she asked. Her smile took away the sting. Her teeth were perfect, too.
I laughed. "For now. You know what you look like, Julie. I'm a man."
She came up and sat where she could talk to me and keep an eye on the girls, too. We spent three hours skiing, and Julie turned out to be very good. She drove the boat while I had my turn, and she was good at that, too. I wasn't as good as either she or the girls, the physics was just against me, but I held my own.
We got back to the park and they put on wraps. The RV had a perfectly good range, but the girls wanted to cook outside. We got out the camp stove, and I built a fire in the grill on the site. I grilled bratwursts while they cut up and fried potatoes and onions and opened cans of pork and beans. We had prepared and packed some meals at home, but this was our first night and camp cooking is always delicious.
We sat at the picnic table the site provided and we were soon like we'd known each other all our lives. Julie became Jules, that's what the girls called her and she liked it, and she called me Ollie.
The girls mentioned several times that Jules wasn't married, and I finally asked her why. "I mean, God, you're gorgeous, funny, smart, you've got your own business, why hasn't some man snapped you up?"
She was quiet for a moment. "Well, the main reason is Sabrina," she finally said. "I was young and dumb, Ollie. I was a senior in college, and I thought I had the love of my life. I found out I was pregnant a week before graduation. I wasn't too unhappy. We had talked about getting married as soon as we graduated."
"I guess that plan didn't work, since you're talking about it in the past tense," I said.
"No, it didn't. Three days after I told Brad, I found out he'd been cheating on me for a month. I dumped him and never looked back. When Sabs was born, I didn't have time for a social life for a while, then I got caught up in building my business. By the time I could catch a breath and even think about dating, I realized I had this precious gift from God in my life, and I couldn't do anything without considering her."



"I understand," I said. "I feel the same way about Tobi. As long as I have her, she comes first. I can't tell you how important she is to me. She's all that kept me sane the last 18 months."
She placed her tiny little hand on my arm. "I know," she said. "She tells Sabs and me everything. I'm so sorry, Ollie."
"Yeah, life's a bitch, sometimes." We both kind of sighed. We looked up and saw two pairs of approving and loving eyes on us. They were in whispered conversation, sitting in camp chairs under the shade of the awning.
"I love your daughter," I told her. "It seems like she's almost mine, all the time she spends with us."
"She loves you, too," she said. "She told me the other day that you're like the father she never had." When I looked at her, those huge brown eyes had become liquid, and a tear fell down one little brown cheek.
I brushed it away with the back of one finger. "She's a great girl," I said. "I think her mom is a very special lady to have raised a girl like that. She's a very brave one, too, doing that by herself."
She smiled with those brimming eyes, stood, kissed my cheek and went to join the girls.
We had a great weekend, and when she was pulling out to leave our house, I walked over and tapped on her window. "Jules, would you think about going out with me next Friday?" I asked.
Sabs squealed with delight, and Jules smiled that flashing smile. "What time?"
"Six?" I asked. "We'll have dinner and do something afterward, okay? Oh, can Tobi stay with Sabs while we're gone?"
"Sounds great, and of course." She kissed my cheek and they were gone.
Tobi was waiting for me in the entry. "Well?" she asked. "Did you ask her out? Did you kiss her?"
I hugged her and smacked her bottom. "Yes, I did, and none of your business."
She squealed, the same sound Sabs had made. "I knew it! She's perfect for you, Dad. I love her sooo much, and Sabs is like my sister."
I shrugged. "What happens, happens, Tobi. You can't force that. Stop playing match-maker."
She snuggled her face into my chest. "I know, Dad, but you were never going to do anything but just love me if I didn't do something. Not that I don't like being the only woman in your life."
I laughed. "Well, you're always going to have a place in my heart no one else can touch. You're my baby, and that's never going to change." She purred and snuggled me for a minute, then went off to do Tobi things.
Our first date went well. I took her to play racquetball. She was new to the sport, but she'd played tennis, and the stroke mechanics were much the same. Once she got used to the rules and hitting off the walls, she was good. Being a natural athlete sure didn't hurt. She was as fast as lightning, and she could change directions much quicker than I could. That was where being tiny played to her advantage.
We were cooling down at a table outside the courts after we finished, drinking and resting. She grabbed her phone.
"Let's Snap the kids," she said. We posed with our rackets and goggles and she took a Snap. They answered right away, and we had a good memory. We both showered and I took her out to eat. It was very good Italian, and we made pigs of ourselves.
We were finishing our wine, Jules sitting beside me in the booth and we just leaned back, talking quietly and relaxing. It felt natural for me to put my arm around her, so I did. She scooted over against me and smiled up at me. I thought again how cute she was, and I realized she was always going to be cute. This was something that wasn't going to change as she aged.
She leaned over to me when we pulled up at her house and looked up at me, expectantly. I could tell she wanted me to kiss her, so I did. I wanted to kiss her, even more than she probably wanted to be kissed. It was a long one, and a delicious one. Her lips were plush and soft, and she tasted like wine and cherry ChapStick.
As we drew apart, I noticed the drapes move. "I think we have an audience," I mentioned.
She giggled, sounding very much like her daughter, or maybe her daughter sounded like her. "I'm not surprised. You know they're trying to hook us up, right?"
"Do you mind?" I asked.
She blushed. "No, I like everything I know about you, Ollie."
"Me too," I said. "We better go in there before they tear down the drapes."
We went out every Friday for four months. We were getting closer and closer, and I wanted to move our relationship along. I didn't want to push her, but some of our sessions were getting pretty steamy at the end. I also discovered that I liked having her for a friend almost as much as I liked having her for a girlfriend. We talked on the phone, constantly, she would Snap or text me funny little things or just a few words, several times a day, and I did the same.
I would see something, or hear something, and know that Jules would get a laugh out of it, so I needed to share it with her. We were becoming very intimate, and I knew everything about her life, as she did mine.
We started having dinner together, all of us, every Tuesday, and we would just hang out, play games, and I was almost as in love with Sabs as I was her mother. They were very alike, and if you knew one, you knew the other, almost as well. There were subtle and major differences, but they were both completely charming, and the differences just emphasized the similarities.
Life was great, and the only cloud was the continued presence of Rachael. She was still part of Tobi's life, so, perforce, of mine. I wanted nothing to do with her, and the sight of her irritated me. She never failed to try to talk to me, every time she came to pick up Tobi, or I dropped her off at her grandparents. She was still living with them. She'd lost her job, along with Jerry, at the clinic, and she was working at another private one across town.
If she irritated me too much, I'd ask her if she'd heard from him. That quickly put a damper on her attempts. "How long is it going to take for you to forgive me?" she asked on one such occasion.
"Forgive you? For what?" I asked. "As far as I know, you don't believe you did anything wrong. Not one time have I heard, "I'm sorry, Oliver. I was wrong. I'm sorry I tried to make Tobi believe you were a liar; I'm sorry I tried to take her away from you, tried to rape you in the divorce," and worst of all, I've not once heard "I'm sorry I cheated and fucked that dirt-bag behind your back."
I didn't hear it then, either. She could take no responsibility for her actions. I didn't really know what forgiving her would entail. I was reconciled and at peace. I didn't forget, but I sure wasn't going to waste a minute being bitter about it. People have the right to do dumb shit. They have the right to divorce you, dump you, end their friendships with you and you just accept it and move on. People do shitty things every day.
In the heat of the moment, I wanted to punish both the cheaters, but I quickly got beyond that. Their punishment was being who they were. They had to live with themselves. I fully intended to live with myself, and that meant putting the lying and cheating behind me and living my best life.
Rachael was an unhappy woman, and I sincerely wished any bad luck in the world on dear old Jerry, but it wouldn't come at my hand. Let God, or the universe, punish them. I was out of that game. She became even more unhappy when she discovered that I was dating Jules.
I had dropped Tobi off at her grandparents for the night, and she came out to the car and stopped me. "I hear you're dating one of Tobi's friend's mother," she said.
I just looked at her.
"Is it true?" she asked.
"That's my business," I said.
"The hell it is," she snapped. "I'm your wife; I have a right to know."
"You have shit for rights," I told her. "You aren't my wife. You found your soul-mate, and it wasn't me, remember? Then this thing called a divorce happened. My business is no longer yours, and yours is none of mine. Fuck off, Rachael. Don't stick your nose in mine again."
I was steaming when I left. Damn, the bitch just wouldn't leave it alone. I told Tobi what had happened. She was just as pissed off as I had been. That ended my dropping her off at her grandparents or Rachael picking her up at our house. Bob or Cindy, the grandparents, came to our house and got her from then on. That took away a major source of stress in my life.
On our seven-month anniversary of the trip to the lake, I took Jules out. We went to a nice restaurant and out to a club. She didn't drink much, just a beer now and again, or one drink. She had two that night. I raised an eyebrow when she ordered the second.
She laughed. "Yeah, I'm wild and crazy tonight, huh?"
"You're perfect, just like you always are," I said.
"Do you really think so, Ollie?" She cocked her head sideways in that way she had. "Because I think you're pretty perfect, too. If I'm so perfect, why haven't you invited me to spend the night?"
I must have looked pretty startled, because she laughed. "Have you not even thought about it?"
I found my presence of mind. "Um... yeah, Jules. I've thought about little else since that first day on the boat when I saw you in that bikini. When we started dating, I realized you were something different, something special, and I didn't want to pressure you or scare you off."
"You won't scare me off," she said. "I told the girls not to wait up."
"Really? Well, what are we doing here?" I asked. "Oh, my God, Jules, let's get out of this place. Do you want to spend the night with me?"
She blushed as she took my hand and allowed me to pull her to her feet. "More than anything else in the world, right now."
She practically melted herself into me as we made our way out, and she leaned over with her head on my shoulder and holding my arm all the way home. I let her out when we pulled into the garage, and she was pressed up against my side all the way to the bedroom.
I turned her around at the foot of the bed and kissed her. It was one of the most incredible kisses I'd ever had, and it went on and on. When we stopped to breathe, she looked up at me and I drowned in the warm brown pools of her eyes. She put her arms around my neck and looked in my eyes. "Make love to me, Oliver," she said. "I'm kind of afraid."
"Don't be," I told her. "I love you, Julie Barnes. You know that, right?"
"I thought you did," she murmured. "I needed to hear it. I love you, too, Oliver."
I pulled her into my arms and slid the zipper of the little blue dress down. I did it slowly, brushing the backs of my fingers down her back, and she shivered as I felt goose-bumps rise. When I reached the little declivity at the small of her back, just above her butt, I stopped and stroked her there. She shivered again. Her skin was like satin, and I reached up and slid the dress off her shoulders, down over her breasts and over the swell of her hips. She wasn't wearing a bra. She didn't need one.
Her breasts weren't large, but they were perfectly shaped and fit her form. Large breasts would have looked weird on her. They looked considerably larger than they were, because of her size and the way they stood firm and proud. Her nipples were already erect, little beautiful brown bullets on small brown circles. She was golden-tan all over, and I could tell she tanned topless.
I turned her around and sat on the bed, holding her at arm's length so I could look at her. I had been right; she was perfection in miniature. She had on little blue lacy panties and she was an adorable erotic doll. I pulled her to me and pressed my cheek into the firmness of her belly, cupping that fantastic ass in my hands. God, that was a sensation I'd been dreaming about. It was round, firm and smooth, as I ran my hands inside her panties. She giggled and flexed it under my hands, soft steel under my fingers.
I stood and stripped, almost tearing the buttons off my shirt in an effort to get my skin against hers. When I was down to briefs, I picked her up like a baby. I'd have bet she didn't weigh a hundred pounds. I carried her around beside the bed with her arms around my neck and placed her gently on the bed. I climbed on and we entwined ourselves in passion.
My hand in her panties found a soft little tuft of curls, moisture and heat, bringing a gasp from her, and I had to see. I eased those panties off and she was gloriously bare in my bed. She looked like an erotic angel, her light hair spread out over the pillow like a halo. I moved to get a better look and a taste, but she grabbed me. "Later, Oliver," she said. "I'm ready, and I'm burning up. It's been so long for me. I need you inside me now."
She got no argument from me. I discarded the briefs and she gasped, reaching down to grasp my cock in her hot little hands. "My God, Ollie. Go slow, baby; I've never had anything like that."
I moved over her, careful to keep my weight from crushing her. "How many have you had?" I whispered in her ear.
"Three," she murmured. "Never anything like that."
I moved forward, finding all that heat and wetness, and pressed into her. She was very slippery, and I penetrated her easily with the head of my cock. She gasped and stiffened. "Wait, wait," she squeaked.
I froze, and felt her begin to relax. I just moved around where I was, and she relaxed more and more. I moved forward, thrusting deeper, and she stiffened again. It must have taken five minutes before our bodies met, and it took another five for her to become comfortable with a slow thrusting.
"God, Ollie, I feel stuffed!" she groaned. "Damn, you've got a big dick!"
I smiled, inwardly, I knew I was no porn star, but this tiny little thing was proportionally sized, everywhere. She was very tight and had she not been very well lubricated, it would have been difficult. We moved together, and she made a little husky moan at every thrust.
We went faster and she became louder. Her whole body went in motion and I found myself in the fuck of a century. She was so active, so athletic, and she put everything she had into making love, as she did everything else in life.
I knew I wasn't going to last long in this living sex doll, and it was a good thing she was on hair-trigger. Just as I couldn't hold back any longer, I felt the tension in her body build to a peak and explode. She gave a hoarse little squeal and bridged up into me, crying out her passion as I exploded with her, pouring what felt like my soul into her. We rocked and moved together, finally slowing and coming to rest. I stayed over her, supporting some of my upper-body weight on my elbows, and we kissed for what seemed like hours, murmuring our love.
I never went soft. She had contractions around me, milking me with the aftershocks of her climax, and when I caught my breath, we began the dance of passion again.
We fell asleep in each other's arms, and twice during the night we made love again, once when I initiated it and once when she did.
I woke the next morning lying on my back with an angel sprawled half over me, her hair covering us and her cheek pillowed in the hollow of my shoulder. I just watched her sleep, playing idly with her hair until she opened her eyes. She snuggled in and moaned.
"I belong here, Ollie."
"I know," I said. "Would you like to wake up here every morning?"
She opened her eyes and looked at me. "You mean... like live together?"
"No, sweetheart. Well, yes, but I mean will you marry me, Julie Barnes?"
She brought her little left hand up between our faces and wiggled her fingers. "Un-oh," she said. "Something seems to be missing."
"Hold that thought," I said. I started to get out of bed.
"I'll hold the thought," she said, "but I can't hold something else. I need to pee so bad!"
I laughed and swatted her butt, making her squeal. "Go, then meet me back here."
She scampered off, a little naked sprite, and I went down to my office, stopping to use the facilities myself. I got what I'd come for out of my safe, and when I got back, she was a little ball under the covers.
I climbed in and took that left hand again. I looked in her eyes and saw only love there. "Julie, will you marry me?" I slipped the ring on her finger. It was too big, and we'd have to resize it, but it would do, for now.
She held it up and looked at it. "It's beautiful," she said. "It looks old. Where did you get it? When did you get it?"
"Remember I told you I was going to an auction?" I said. "It was about a month ago."
"Yes, I remember. They were auctioning off an estate, right?"
"Yep. What I didn't tell you was I saw this ring in the catalog, and I went with the intention of buying it and asking you to marry me. It was made in England about 1810, for the Duchess of Avon. It has a long history. Do you like it?"
"I love it," she said. "It's the most beautiful ring I've ever seen."
"Are you going to answer my question?" I asked.
"What... Oh! Yes, Oliver. Yes, I'll marry you! Oh my God, yes!"
I laughed and squeezed my fiancée in my arms.
"We need to Snap the girls," she said.
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Some people just made Rain want to puke. He had no idea how they could live with themselves. He was listening to one of those people. He was sitting in a waiting room in a car dealership. He wasn't particular about where he bought his cars; He figured the dealerships were all run by a bunch of crooks that gouged every penny out of people they possibly could. He knew what he wanted and how much he was willing to pay for it. This time, he had just bought a new 1970 Dodge truck with The Dude package. That was three months previously and he had it in for an oil change and servicing, since they'd given him coupons that made it free.
There was a young lady at the counter and the service manager was feeding her quite a line of bullshit. She had told the service guy that she was traveling through, and her lights kept getting dimmer and dimmer. It was cold out and her heater wasn't working right. A few miles outside of town, her car died and she was stranded. She had walked to the nearest house and called a tow truck, and they'd towed it in. It was getting late and the dealership was about to close. He was telling her that her battery was bad, he'd sell her a new battery and she could be on her way. It would take about ten minutes; he could close up the shop and go home. She'd get back in her car, everything would look good and a hundred miles down the road, she'd be stranded again.
For some reason, Rain had figured out, mechanics like to lie to women. It was despicable and he wasn't going to let that happen. "It's not the battery, Ma'am," he told her. "What the hell is wrong with you, man? She obviously has a generator problem. That's why your lights kept dimming and your heater blower wasn't working right. There's nothing wrong with your battery. It's obviously good or you wouldn't have gotten this far. Either your generator is bad or the belt's broken. This jackwagon is just trying to get you out of his hair so he can close."
The Jackwagon started to bluster and Rain stood up. The service manager had been out on the floor when Rain came in, and it was apparent that he hadn't gotten a good look at Rain. His friends called him Tiny. There was a reason for that: it was a joke. He was anything but tiny. He was six feet five inches in his socks and he weighed 310 pounds. None of it was fat belly. When he was playing pro football, he weighed 350 and that extra 40 was belly. He'd been retired for three years, and he gradually lost the belly. He had started power lifting in competitions two years earlier, and although he hadn't been winning, he'd been doing well. When he stood up, Mr. Service Manager got a look for the first time and he swallowed his tongue.
The woman looked up at him and her eyes went a little wide. What really pissed Rain off about the whole deal was the little shadow at her side. She was a little dusky princess. She was holding Mama's hand and she was absolutely adorable. She had a little white ribbon in her hair and she looked like a living doll in her little white dress. If the moron had his way, she'd be walking down the road in the middle of the night, shivering in the cold in that little white dress. Rain wanted to choke him.
Mom looked up at Rain. "Are you a mechanic, Mr.?" she asked.
"In a way, yes," he told her. "I build custom street rods. I know about cars and this guy is jerking you around. You need to have your generator tested and the belts checked."
She looked back at the idiot. "I think it's your battery," he stammered. "He might be right, though. We won't be able to look at it tonight. We could see if we could squeeze you in tomorrow sometime."
"She just told you she's traveling," Rain snarled. "She can't wait here tonight. You need to fix it now."
"Sorry, we closed five minutes ago," he said.
Rain thought for a minute, then he stuck out his hand. "I'm Rainford Jackson," he told her. "I think I can help you if think you can trust me."
She gave Rain a cool appraisal. Her long slender fingers gave him a strong grip. "I'm Tabora Henry," she said. "This is Malley." She indicated to the shadow.
He knelt down on the floor. "Hi, Malley," he said. "Everyone calls me Rain, or Tiny."
She giggled. "You don't look very tiny," she said.
Malley stared up at this giant white man. He had nice eyes, she thought. He looked like a bear, and she was a little afraid because he was so big, but she liked his eyes. They smiled at her.
He laughed. "No, they call me that for a joke. I have a tiny brain, that's why they call me that."
She giggled again. "Malley, do you think I can fix your mom's car?" he asked her.
She nodded. "Yes, please. It was cold in there."
Malley was still a little cold. When their car had stopped, Mama had wrapped her in Mama's big coat, but it kept getting colder, and she could still feel her toes kind of tingling. When the truck had come to pull their car, it was warm inside, and the driver had given her a cupcake. She reached out and touched Rain's cheek.
"Yes, please," she said. "I think you can fix our car."
He stood back up. "If you let me, I'll take you to my garage. I have a truck. I'll leave you at the garage. There's a nice room in there. It has a bed, a bathroom and a small kitchen. I use it when I'm too tired to go home or when I'm working late. I'll drop you two, come back here, pick up your car and bring it back to the garage. I'll see if I can fix it tonight. If I need parts or something I don't have, you can spend the night there and I'll fix it in the morning. How does that sound?"
Rain could tell she was very reluctant. He didn't blame her. "How about if I call my sister to come over for a while?" he asked. "You'll like her. She's very nice and you won't have to worry about being alone with me except for the drive over. Would that work?"
She nodded. "Yes, thank you very much. I'll pay you whatever it takes. I have money."
He nodded. "Okay. I'll just call Barrett at the pharmacy."
She answered the phone. "Hey, Sis, where you at?" he asked.
"I'm leaving to get something to eat," she said. "Whacha up to, Bub? Wanna join me?"
"I'm a little tied up right now," he said. "Hey, were you going to get carryout, or dine in?"
"I was going to pick something up at the store," she said. "I was thinking pizza."
"Will you do me a huge favor?" he asked. "I have two guests. Pick up a couple of larges for me, will you? Hold on a minute." He covered the phone. "What do you girls like on pizza?"
"Pepperoni," Malley said. That was her favorite. Tabora nodded.
"Make one of them pepperoni and the other one everything," he said. "I'll pay you back. You going to 14th street?"
"Yep,"
"Bring them to the garage and I'll meet you there," he told her. "I might be gone, but Tabora and Malley, my two new friends will be there. I'll be back in fifteen if I'm not there. I'll have the oven hot."
"'Kay, love my bruh," she said.
"Love my sis," he told her.
"I don't know what to say," Tabora looked up at Rain, her big brown eyes were filled with tears and glistening.
"Just say thanks and I'll tell you I'm happy to do it," he told her. "Give me the keys to your car and we'll get going. My car done, asshole?" he asked the service guy.
Rain could tell he wanted to say something smart, but discretion dictated that he not. He nodded.
"Good, push Ms. Tabora's car outside and lock it up. I'll pick it up in a bit."
The service guy gave Rain his keys and he and the two girls walked out to the truck.
Rain fired it up and got the heater blasting. "Sorry, I should have warmed it up," he said.
"That's okay," Tabora said. "We're fine."
He looked over and Malley was pulling her seatbelt around her, her mop of black curls bobbing. He helped her buckle it and they started for the garage. It was only about ten minutes away. "So, what brings you to Las Cruces? Where were you headed?"
"We running away," Malley spoke up. She didn't really know what that meant, but she knew that Daddy had been bad and she was afraid of him. She was afraid about going someplace new, too, but Mama was with her, and she was being brave.
He glanced over at Tabora and there were tears running down her cheeks. "Okay," he said. "I sense that there's a long story here. Why don't we save that? Let's get your car fixed, first."
She shot him a look of gratitude and he turned on the radio. It was Three Dog Night, singing, "One Man Band." It seemed appropriate, and the girls both knew the song. They sang along and the truck was rocking.
"I like you truck," Malley called over the music. It was a nice truck, and it was very warm. She kicked her feet happily to the beat of the music. She liked music.
"How old are you, Malley?" Rain asked her.
"Four." She held up four chubby little fingers. She thought about her birthday party. Mama and Daddy had a big fight after her friends went home, and she had run to her bedroom and hidden under the covers on her bed.
"Well, you're the cutest four-year-old I've ever met," he told her. "You want to get married?"
She laughed. "Yes, but not till I'm 10. Are you married, Rain?" She wondered what his wife might think about her. Malley hoped she was nice.
"No, I was waiting until you turn 10," he told her.
That was funny, and Malley laughed. Thinking about her being married to Rain when he was so big and she was so little was very funny.
Tabora was smiling, and the transformation was amazing. Rain had been giving her the once-over out of the corner of his eye. She was as cute as a kitten. She was tiny, barely five feet, if she was that, and didn't look as if she weighed a hundred pounds. Her skin was a glowing light-brown and her hair was a glossy mop of black ringlets with auburn hints. He wondered if those were natural. It was, as it turned out. After he got to know her, she confided to him that her father had been a red-headed white man, and that's where the glowing auburn streaks came from. Rain could tell she was scared.
The truck was nice and toasty and they just drove, getting into Santana's "Black Magic Woman," just before he opened the door and they pulled into his garage.
"I think this is our song," he told Malley. "I was just minding my own business and God sent me you. Are you a magic woman, or an angel, Malley?"
She giggled. "Sometimes I'm an angel," she said. "Sometimes I'm naughty, but I try to be Mama's angel. I'll be your magic woman, Rain."
Barrett wasn't there yet, so Rain showed them around the little apartment on the second floor, overlooking the shop, got the after-school cartoons up on the TV for Malley, and went to get the car.
She sat on the floor, and Tabora got her a pillow and wrapped a blanket around her. She liked the cartoon, and the blanket was soft and fluffy. She used the pillow to prop herself up and became engrossed in the cartoon, the rest of the world fading away.
Rain took his tow truck, drove back to the dealership and hooked up her car. It was a Ford Fairlane, looking as if it was about 10 years old. It was in decent shape, but it was easy to tell it hadn't been maintained. The front tires had cord showing and the front end was out of alignment.
He remembered that Tabora had told him she had money, but he doubted she had much, not if the shape of her car meant anything.
When he got back to the garage, Barrett was there. Rain's little sister was special. She was a tall gorgeous redhead. Their parents had been killed in an accident when Rain was 19 and Barrett was 14. He got custody of her, and they lived together until she went to college. When she got out and got her first job, she wanted her own place. She was a pharmacist, and she was making good money.
Barrett loved her brother more than life. He had been her rock. The first years after they lost their parents had been difficult for her. She knew that Rain missed them just as much, but he kept that from her, spending time with a young teen-aged girl that she knew he could have spent with his friends.
He had always been her best friend, and she depended on him in so many ways. She had her own place, and she took care of herself, but he was her safe zone, and he had always been there for her.
Barrett had gone through a wild phase, during her first years of college, and she knew that Rain didn't approve of many of the things she did. It hadn't taken her long to realize that her behavior was dangerous and self-destructive, and his disapproval had weighed heavily in her self-realization. He had watched over her, and never said a word, but she knew he had been disappointed in her.
That uncomfortable time in their lives was long behind them, and it seemed to Barrett that she took care of him, these days, as much as he did her.
She had been a little surprised when she came in and found Tabora and Malley, but she had instantly fallen in love with Malley, and it hadn't taken long for Tabora to charm her, either.
She walked in, carrying the two pizzas, and Tabora helped her get them in the oven while they got acquainted. Barrett had gotten herself a soft drink and sat down on the sofa.
Malley looked up at her from time to time and gave her a shy smile. That little face, framed by the glossy bouncing curls, was pulling at Barrett's heart.
Malley, on her part, thought that Barrett was the most beautiful woman she had ever seen. She hadn't seen many people with hair like Barrett's, and she was fascinated. She wanted to touch it, but she was too shy. She glanced up at Barrett for about the third time, and Barrett patted her lap.
That was all the invitation Malley needed. She brought her blanket and climbed onto Barret's lap, snuggling down as Barrett wrapped her in comforting arms. She felt safe and warm and the pizza was smelling delicious. Her stomach rumbled and they both laughed. She took a strand of Barrett's hair in her little fingers and played with it.
Barrett couldn't believe the emotions she found stirring in her heart as she held that little dusky angel. When big brown eyes, eyes that looked into her soul and trusted her, gazed into hers, she was lost.
"Are you hungry, Malley?" Barrett asked? "When was the last time you two ate?"
"Mama took me to a restaurant and I got sausage and an egg and milk," Malley confided.
"We got breakfast in the town where we spent the night," Tabora said. "Our car started acting funny just before noon, and I was afraid to stop. Then it broke down, and so much happened we didn't have a chance to get anything."
Barrett patted Tabora's leg as she sat beside them and squeezed Malley. "Well, as soon as that brother of mine gets here, we'll feed three hungry girls."
"I had a cupcake in the truck," Malley told her, "but the pizza smells really good."
They heard the garage doors open and the sound of the diesel engine of Rain's tow-truck pulling in. "He's here," Barrett announced. She sat Malley back down on her pillow and waited for Rain.
She came and gave him her usual big hug and kiss. "Hey," she said. "I don't know where you found these two beautiful girls, Bruh, but I'm so glad you did."
Rain could smell the pizza and realized he was hungry. Barrett, as usual, had forgotten to get Parmesan cheese, but they scrounged in the refrigerator and found some left from the last time a non-forgetful person picked up some pizza.
They talked over dinner and found out that Tabora and Malley were from Saginaw, Michigan, that Tabora was 26, and that she was a school teacher. She had been teaching second grade. Barrett filled them in about her life and Rain showed them around the shop.
He was working on a 1947 Ford 5-window coupe. He was putting the finishing touches on the engine, and the paint and interior were done. It was bright orange. He had about $40,000 in it and he figured he'd get $75-90,000 for it, depending on how he sold it. The girls were impressed, and he sat Malley inside and took a picture with his Polaroid. She laughed delightedly when he gave it to her. She blew the horn a couple of times and turned around on the wheel. She was as cute as a bug in there and she had a grand old time.
It was time for Rain to see what he could do with Tabora's car. He popped the hood and the belts were old but intact. That meant the generator. He tested it and got nothing. He was getting ready to pull it when he noticed that the fusible link wire was burnt in two. That meant there could be deeper problems, but it was easily replaced. He had plenty and quickly replaced it.
He called up for Tabora to throw him her keys, and she came out on the stair landing and tossed them down. He fired it up and the boom coming from her radio shook everything in the shop. He knew what the problem was, right away. The gauge went to discharge, and he knew the link was blown again. He turned the radio off and went looking for the amplifier. It was under the passenger seat, and there was a tin box under there. It was completely innocent, and he wasn't trying to snoop, but when he pulled it out to get to the amp, he dropped it and the lid came open. Hundred-dollar bills and a wicked little .380 spilled out into the floorboard.
Rain was stunned for a minute. He picked everything up and put it back in the box. None of his business, he figured. He disconnected the amp, changed the link again and dragged his tired ass up the stairs.
The girls were watching "The Great Grape Ape" on TV, and Malley was eating a popsicle. She gave Rain a big smile and he could see her purple tongue licking at that popsicle.
"I found the problem," He told them during the first commercial. "How long have you had that amplifier, Tabora?"
She looked puzzled. "Joey had it put in the day before we left," she said.
"Let me guess, you didn't play the radio until you were about 200 miles from here."
She nodded. "Yes, I was just talking to Malley for most of the way. We decided to listen to some music just after we stopped for gas at Truth or Consequences."
"Well, your amp is pulling too much juice," he said. "I don't have a heavy enough link, and I don't think you have enough generator. Maybe you need one of the new alternators."
"What am I going to do?" she asked.
"Well, I can either disable your radio, or, I can go to the parts store in the morning, get a heavier wire and an alternator with a little more juice. What do you want to do?"
"I don't know," she said. "We like having a stereo and we're going a long way. If you could take us to a motel, we could spend the night and we could do what you said tomorrow. Would that be too much trouble? What do you think, baby?" She was asking Malley.
"Stay," she decided.
"I can take you somewhere," he said, "but why? You can stay here. No use spending money on a motel when there's a perfectly good bed with clean sheets on it right here."
She looked doubtful. "Are you sure?"
"Positive," he said. "There are new toothbrushes and anything you need in the bathroom. I'll get out of your hair and we'll get an early start tomorrow."
Rain went down and got their bags out of the car, and he got a hug from each of them before he left. He hugged Barrett, too, and she stayed around to get them settled. His phone rang at 6:30 the next morning. It was Barret.
"Hey Bruh, have you looked outside?" she asked.
"Christ, Barrett, I haven't gotten out of bed," he moaned. He pushed the curtain back and it was white out. Snow was coming down, and he couldn't see the street. He heard the wind howling and there was a real blizzard going.



"Rain, you can't let those girls go today," she said. "I'm going to walk to work, but you come and get me as soon as I get off, okay? We have to help them, Rain. That little girl is precious! So is her mother. I stayed and they talked to me for an hour last night. They've had a rough time. They just need a break. Make them stay, Rain, or I'm never going to speak to you again!"
He chuckled. "I'll do my best, but I can't just MAKE them stay, Sis. I'll do my best. Call me when you want me to come get you."
When he was human, after a shower and a cup of coffee, he went down and got in the truck. When he opened the garage door, the wind and snow came whistling in. Rain could hardly see to drive, but he crept along about 30, stopping at the parts store and the donut shop on the way to the garage. When he got there, the lights were on and he could hear the shower running upstairs. He could smell coffee, but he didn't go up. He started on the car, and evidently, made enough noise that they heard him. He was reaching for the wire crimpers behind him, just feeling around, and he felt a tiny little hand put them in his big hand. He turned his head and Malley was standing behind him.
"Good morning, Rain," she said. "Are you fixing our car?"
He stopped and sat down at the bench, cleaning his hands and they talked. "Hi, sweetheart," he said. "Yeah, I didn't know if you girls were ready for company, so I just got started."
"Mama is washing her hair," she said.
"Do you like doughnuts?' he asked.
That curly little head bobbed and she looked hopefully over at the box. "Let's take them upstairs and see if your mom wants one, okay?"
She nodded again, and when he picked up the box and started toward the stairs, she tucked that tiny little hand in his and walked beside him. He stopped when they got to the stairs. "These are too narrow for us to go up holding hands," he said. "Do you think I could hold you and carry you up?"
"Yes, I think you can," she said. "You're really big, Rain."
He scooped her up and she giggled all the way. She didn't feel like she weighed 50 pounds.
Tabora was fluffing up her hair with a towel and it was just a big mop of glossy curls.
"Good morning, beautiful," Rain said. He gave her a wink and she smiled.
"Hi, Rain," she said. "Whatcha got in that box?"
"Sugary goodness," he said. "I've got just plain doughnuts, that's what I like, I've got some with vanilla custard inside, raspberry jam, and some chocolate ones, with sprinkles."
Malley came over to look at the selection. She liked the ones with sprinkles, and she got one of those and one of the ones with the raspberry jam. Rain had brought her a bottle of chocolate milk, and she snuggled Mama on the sofa while she ate and drank her milk.
Tabora decided she wanted the vanilla custard-filled variety, and she and Rain drank coffee.
"I got the parts," Rain told her. "There's another issue, though, Tabora."
"What is it?" There was some alarm in those huge brown eyes. "Did they not have something? Do you need money to get something?"
"No, we'll have the car ready to go in a couple of hours," he said. "The problem is outside. When we finish our doughnuts, I'll take you and show you. There aren't any windows in here."
Tabora was concerned, but Rain didn't seem to be too worried, so she relaxed and ate the doughnut and thought about her situation. She was headed for California, but she wasn't sure where, exactly, just that she was going to put as much distance as possible between her and Malley, and Joey.
She had another doughnut, and they finished their coffee. Rain carried Malley down the steps and took them to the small door at the front of the shop. When he opened the door, a blast of freezing air, swirling snow and the howl of the wind took their breath away. Tabora shivered, instantly, and Malley shrunk into Rain's arms. He shut the door and the warmth of the shop was back.
"There's the problem," Rain explained. "There's a blizzard out there. I'm sorry, Tabora, but you aren't going anywhere in that. I could barely make it here, and I have a truck, crept along and my windshield was still building up ice and snow when I got here."
"Oh, no!" Tabora's dismay was obvious. "What are we going to do? How long will this last?"
"I'm sorry, but I really have no idea," he said. "I haven't checked the forecast. There's probably six or eight inches of snow out there, already, so even if it stops snowing soon, the roads will be a mess."
"Mama, I don't want to go in the snow," Malley said.
Tabora rubbed her daughter's back, soothingly. "I know, baby. We won't go in the snow, okay?" Malley's curls bobbed as she nodded.
"How soon do you need to be where you're going, and do you mind telling me where you're going?" Rain asked.
That was something that Tabora was not prepared to do. She looked up at him fearfully and he saw the pain in her eyes. He quickly pulled her into a joint hug with him and Malley.
"It's okay," he said. "Don't worry about it. You can stay here as long as you like. It's okay, I promise."
Tabora felt very safe in that embrace, but she had felt safe before, only to discover that her trust was misplaced and betrayed. She was fleeing from one monster and had no intention of putting herself in a position to be betrayed again.
"Rain, I... I just..."
"It's okay, I promise," he assured her. "I just need to know if you have some deadline to meet. Do you have to be somewhere by a certain time? If not, the weather isn't a problem, you know?"
She shook her head and all those curls flowed like a river across his chest. "No, we don't have to be anywhere on a schedule."
"Good, then you can just stay here and we'll wait out the storm," he said. He decided to cheat. "That sound good to you, baby girl?" he asked Malley.
"Yes, I like it here," Malley said. "We need to stay with Rain, Mama," she said. "Will Barrett come back, Rain?"
"How could she stay away from you?" he asked. "No one in their right mind would miss out on spending time with you."
She looked at him with serious eyes and kissed his cheek. "No, I guess they couldn't." She dimpled up with a smile and laughed along with him.
Tabora was not quite so sure as Malley, but she did feel that they were much better off inside, warm and dry, than they would be trying to drive through the blizzard. She really had no specific destination in mind, anyway, other than California. Any time spent on the way just gave her more time to think about what she was going to do, once they arrived.
She told Rain she needed to use the phone to call Barrett, so he set Malley down and the two went back up the stairs.
Rain installed the new alternator. He had to alter the bracket, and it took him some time to do that. He'd also bought new belts, and he installed them, as well. By the time he finished, it was late afternoon and he began to think about dinner. He headed upstairs to ask his guests about that. He knocked on the door, and Malley opened it, throwing herself on his leg and hugging it.
"Hey, baby," he said. "Rain is going to the store to get something for dinner. Do you and Mom like spaghetti?"
They did. Malley turned to her mother. "Mama, may I go to the store with Rain?"
Tabora was plainly not comfortable with this idea. "Do you need something at the store, honey?"
Malley shook her head, curls swirling. "No, I just like being with Rain."
"Why don't all three of us go?" Rain tried to find some way to make it comfortable. His throat was a little choked up by the idea of Malley just wanting to be with him and it made him need to clear it.
Tabora heard that catch in his voice and sought his eyes. She saw how touched he was, immediately, and felt a little apprehensive, but in a good way. "No, I'll just stay and start some water boiling. You can go, honey."
Malley did a little dance step. "Thank you, Mama."
Rain went down to warm up the truck, and when it was toasty, he went back up. Malley was ready, but Rain felt a bit uncomfortable about her not having a coat. He decided to do something about that.
There was a Sears store on the way to the grocery, and he made a quick stop. "Is this the store?" Malley asked as they pulled up.
"No, baby-doll," Rain said. "They sell coats here. It's cold as... very cold and snowy, and you need a coat. Let's run in there and get you one, okay?"
Malley thought for a moment. "Yes, Rain. What color will it be?"
He laughed. "I don't know what colors they have. What color would you like for it to be?"
She thought for a minute. "I like pink," she said.
"Of course you do. We'll see if they have a pink one, okay? You won't be disappointed if they don't have one, will you?"
"Well, yes, but it's okay," she confided.
Rain laughed, got out and held out his arms. She climbed across the seat and he wrapped her inside his coat, trotting toward the store hunched over like a turtle, he thought, sheltering her from the wind and the swirling snow.
He set her down inside, and she tucked her little brown hand into his, walking beside him as he walked awkwardly beside her, having to bend to reach her hand. They found the children's section, and Malley was disappointed to find that the only pink coats they had were too small for her. Her little face lit up, though, when she found a black one with pink bunnies on it, and declared herself happy with that.
Rain paid for it, they removed the tags and he zipped her up. She caught sight of herself in a full-length mirror on the way out and did another little dance. "I can't wait to show Mama," she said. "And Barrett. Is Barret coming over?"
"Yes. Thanks for reminding me, baby-doll. We'll swing by and pick her up on the way back, okay?"
Malley was good with that plan, and they made their stop at the grocery, swung by the pharmacy and went inside to get Barrett. She was behind the window in her white coat, looking up over her glasses as the bell rang with the opening of the door. Malley spotted her and waved excitedly. Barrett came out of the drug room and Malley ran to her, throwing herself into a hug and kissing her cheek.
"Look, Barrett," she danced back so Barrett could see. "I got a new coat! Do you like it? Do I look pretty?"
Barrett snatched her up and squeezed her. "It's adorable," she said. "So are you. You would make rags look beautiful, Malley."
Malley peeked at Rain. "I'm 'dorable," she said.
Rain laughed, removing her from Barrett's arms and shifting her around to his hip. "Yes, you are. You ready to go, Sis? We're having spaghetti."
Barrett closed the store and they drove slowly back through the snow to the garage. Tabora was waiting for them on the landing at the top of the stairs, somewhat worried about the length of time they'd been gone, fearing something with the weather had happened. She breathed a sigh of relief when she saw Malley between Rain and Barret, all safe and sound.
Malley could hardly contain herself as she scrambled out after Rain. "Look, Mama! We got me a coat!" she called up excitedly. "It has bunnies!"
She mounted the stairs as quickly as he could and hugged her mother. "Yes, I see," Tabora knelt to admire the coat. "It's very nice and looks warm, baby."
"Oh, it is warm," Malley said. "Rain let me pick it out."
Tabora shot Rain a look. "You go on inside," she told Malley. "Rain, could I speak with you for a minute?"
Malley and Barret went inside the apartment and Tabora and Rain stayed on the landing. She hugged him, looking up at him with those huge brown eyes. "Thank you, Rain," she said. "I don't want you to think I'm not grateful. For everything you're doing for us, but I want to know how much you spent on Malley's coat, and the car, too. I told you I have money and I'll pay you for everything."
Rain saw only honesty in her eyes. "I'll tell you how much the car parts cost," he said. "Malley's coat is a gift from me, to her. I know you're her Mom, but she's a little person in her own right, and I got it for her because I wanted to and she needed it. Is that okay?"
Tabora buried her face in his coat and hugged him. "Yes, thank you, Rain," he heard her soft voice. They went inside and the smell of garlic bread filled the small apartment. They ate dinner, just talking about general things until Barrett told them she had some news.
"I think you'll like this, Tabora," she said. "I need to know a couple of things, though, and I think you need to tell Rain about how you got here, and why."
A look of panic crossed Tabora's face, and she started to get up from the table. Barrett beat her to her feet and quickly pushed her back into her chair. She put her arm around the smaller woman, pulling Tabora's head against her shoulder. "Trust me, Tabora. Please. Rain is my big brother. I know him. He won't judge you, he won't hate you, he won't be mad at you. Trust me, I know. Please?"
Tabora looked at her with wide doubt-filled eyes. "Okay," she half-whispered.
"Mama?" Malley was concerned.
"It's okay, baby," Tabora reassured her. Why don't you and Barrett see what's on TV and Mama will talk to Rain, okay?"
Malley agreed, and she and Barrett were soon engrossed in a show. Tabora was at a loss as to where to begin. She did trust Rain, but some of what she needed to tell him was very embarrassing and she felt like he would be disappointed in her. For some reason, she desperately did not want that. She would need to think about why later.
Rain sensed her reluctance. "Just do it, Tabora," he said. "I promise it's going to be okay. Malley said you were running away. What are you running from?"
Tabora sighed. "Her father," she said. "We're running from her father."
"What's wrong with him?" Rain asked. "Why would you need to do that?"
Tabora sighed again, and the words came tumbling out. She had not been aware that she needed to tell someone so badly, to tell Rain, for some reason, to have him understand her, understand the mess she had made of her life.
"His name is Joey," she said. "I met him in college. He was a football player. I was an education major, and I was in some classes with him. He was so popular, Rain. He was very good looking, and he could be very charming when he wanted to be."
Rain leaned forward, resting his elbows on the table and watching her. "How old were you?" he asked.
"I was 21," she said. "I was young and dumb, Rain. I'm still kind of young and dumb, but smarter than I was then."
Barrett joined them at the table. "She's asleep," she said, nodding at Malley. "Trust me, Tabora. We're all young and dumb at some point. You probably wouldn't believe the things I did at college. I was a terrible trial to Rain. What about your parents, Tabora? Are they around?"
"I never knew my father," Tabora said. "Mom told me about him and I've seen a few pictures. He was a white guy she met at the factory. He got her pregnant and moved on."
"I'm so sorry," Rain said. "He must have been a real asshole."
"Who knows," Tabora said. "Mom wasn't much of a mother, either. She's still around, but she's a drunk, and I haven't spoken to her since before Malley was born. I didn't want Malley around her."
Barrett took one of Tabora's slender brown hands in hers. "So, what happened with Joey?" she asked.
"I fell in love with him," Tabora said. "At least I thought I was in love with him. I know now that I was just crushing on him because he seemed so impressive. It was all hollow. I didn't find that out until later. A month before I graduated, I found out I was pregnant. I didn't mean for that to happen. I never meant to... sleep with him, at all. We went to this party and we were all high. There was a lot of weed around and I dropped a tab of acid." She looked nervously at Rain.
"We were all doing it," he said calmly. "Especially Barrett!" He grinned at his sister who blushed.
"Young and dumb," she said.
"Well, I was tripping pretty good," Tabora said. "It just seemed like such a beautiful thing, and I just did it. After that, we... did it all the time. I wasn't very smart, and I got pregnant."
"Did you get married?" Rain asked.
"No, that's one dumb thing I didn't do," Tabora said. "I was beginning to see the cracks in Joey's persona, by then. He was all about the flash. Things got bad between us. We were living together, by then. I had my first teaching job, but he'd flunked out of college and he couldn't keep a job."
She was becoming more agitated, and Barrett moved her chair around until she could put her arm around Tabora's shoulders. "Stay strong," she said.
Tabora nodded and brushed a tear from one cheek. "He... he started hitting me. He... like... enjoyed hurting me. He hurt me... sexually. I guess it made him feel powerful." She looked fearfully at Rain. "I didn't want that, Rain. You have to believe me!"
He nodded. "I know," he said calmly. "I can't imagine how that made you feel."
"It just made me feel dirty and ashamed." A sob escaped Tabora, and Barrett squeezed her. "What happened?"
"He started... doing things, nasty things, to me, in front of his friends. Showing me to them. Telling them I was his whore. He... he..." she broke down, unable to continue.
Rain was unable to contain himself. He had been growing angrier by the moment. How could anyone, any man, hurt this little brown angel? He leaped to his feet, moved around the table, picked up the sobbing girl in his arms, indicated that Barret should follow them with his head and carried her into the bedroom. He laid her down, lying on one side of her while Barret laid on the other.
They sandwiched her between them, holding her as she sobbed out her shame and misery. "Finish the story," he told her gently. "Get it out. Tell us."
Her voice broke as she spoke, but she managed to tell them. "He... he wanted me to let them do things to me. Fuck me. He was going to make them pay, turn me into a whore. I couldn't. I knew that would destroy me. He beat me up, put me in the hospital. I was too afraid to tell the police. He had Malley. He was selling drugs, and I was afraid."
Rain pulled her over until her cheek was on his chest, her mop of curls tickling his chin, and Barrett spooned her from the other side. "What did you do?" Barrett asked.
"When I got out of the hospital, I knew I had to do something," she said. "I waited until he went out with some of his boys, took his money and his gun, put Malley in the car and started driving. You know the rest."
"Where are you going?" Barrett asked.
"I don't have anywhere to go." It came out in a sob of quiet desperation. "I was just getting away. As far away from him as I could be. I was going to California, try to start over. Just be safe and keep Malley safe."
Barrett pulled her off Rain and kissed her cheek. "Remember I told you I had some news?" she said. "Listen to me, Tabora. You do have somewhere to go. You're here. This is a safe place. I talked to Father Peter at the pharmacy, today. St. Paul's is looking for a first-grade teacher. I told him about you. He wants to talk to you. Does it have to be California?"
Tabora looked at Barrett and burst into hysterical sobbing. Both siblings were stunned and could only hug the sobbing form between them.
Barrett petted the mop of curls, trying to calm her. "What's wrong, honey?" she asked. "I thought that was good news!"
When she could speak again, Tabora nodded. "It is. It's very good news, and I'm so thankful, Barrett. I'm just... I never dreamed... I love you guys so much. You're being so nice to us. It's just... white people have never been very nice to me and I never dreamed..."
"Being nice doesn't have anything to do with white or black," Rain growled. "I hate that shit. You're a person. We're people. Malley is a person. Good God, Tabora, she's the sweetest little person I've ever met! How could we not be 'nice'? So are you. I'm planning to be 'nice' to you both for a long time, so get used to it, okay?"



Tabora nodded, making her curls bounce, and sniffled. "Thank you. Thank you, Barrett. I need a tissue." She gave a watery laugh. "I'm a mess. I need to go to the bathroom and pull myself together.
She sat up, Rain stood and helped her to her feet and she went into the bathroom. When she came out, she was much more composed, and they returned to the kitchen where they could keep an eye on Malley. Barrett made coffee and they discussed options.
"Tabora, do you think you might be interested in the job at St. Paul's?" Rain asked.
She nodded, curls flaring around her face. "Yes, I'm very interested. I really didn't have a plan about anything, just getting away. I... I really don't know how much money I have. I just took Joey's box. I think I can live for a while, and I was hoping I have enough to get a place to live and support myself until I got a job."
"You have a place to stay," Rain said. "You can stay here."
Tabora stood, came around the table and hugged him. Her lips were warm and soft on his cheek when she kissed him. "Thank you, Rain. If it won't be awful for you, I would like to stay for a while, just until I get settled. One place is as good as another. California just sounded warm."
Barrett laughed. "Well, this isn't a warm place, at the moment, but we don't always have a blizzard."
Tabora chuckled. She remained standing beside Rain, pressed against his side, and he was quite conscious of her warmth and the soft curve of her hip pressed against him. "I will want to find my own place, eventually, when... if I get the job. I wouldn't like imposing on you, long-term."
"I don't think he minds," Barrett said, "but I understand. I have my own place, even though I think Rain would have been happy for me to live with him, forever."
"I would have been," Rain said. "Hey, I understand, though. Everyone needs to do their own thing. It's going to be a few days, anyway. I doubt they have school or church until the weather lets up, anyway. Say, why do they need a teacher in the middle of the school year, Barrett?"
"Remember Julie Granger?" Barrett asked. "It's Julie Cantrell, now. She married Garren."
"Yes, I remember. She was a year ahead of you in school, right?" Rain said.
"Two years," Barret said. "Anyway, she's pregnant, taking a maternity leave, and she's not coming back. They need to replace her."
Rain had been feeling Tabora shifting nervously against him and he draped his arm around her waist. She cleared her throat nervously, and he could tell she wanted to say something, but was hesitant.
"What?" he looked up at her.
"Well, I know you guys said black and white don't matter to you, but it does to some people. Are there black kids who go there? How would the school feel about hiring a black teacher for that position?"
Rain sighed. "No, I don't think there would be any black kids. There aren't a lot of black people in this town, Tabora. That's a good thing, and a bad thing. We don't have a lot of the tension going on that the big cities have, and I think you'd be more of a sort of minor celebrity, rather than anything else, but I have no doubt that there will be some prejudice around, too. Think you can handle that?"
"Yeah, I'm kind of used to that," she said. She laughed. "Not the minor celebrity part. Does the priest know I'm black?" she asked Barrett. "Oh, I'm not Catholic, either."
"Well, do you think you can handle being in a Catholic school? Not cause any problems with what they teach?" Barrett asked. "And yes, I told him you were black."
"Oh, I don't have any problem with that," Tabora said. "I've gone to church all my life, just not to a Catholic church. I'm not going to be teaching religion, right?"
Barrett laughed. "No, sweetheart, but they do have chapel and things like that."
"That's fine, " Tabora said.
Tabora was excited about her job prospects, and at peace with herself and her situation. For the first time in a long time, she felt like she had people to depend on in Rain and Barrett. She was now even considering her car problems as a blessing, rather than an unfortunate circumstance. She now had two friends, sort of odd white friends, but they seemed to like her and they were certainly willing to help her and Malley. She decided she would see where this road went.
She believed she could come to be best friends with Barrett. She loved the tall redhead, and the way she had been taken in, supported and cared for by kind people who had been strangers just two days earlier. She desperately needed stability, both for herself and Malley, and these people were rocks.
She had emotional feelings about Rain. She was going to have to consider those and what it meant for her. Malley was totally in love with them, and that meant a very great deal to Tabora.
When Malley woke up, they popped popcorn and played a board game. The adults had a wonderful time helping that little angel count, roll dice, and found themselves completely under her spell.
They cleaned up, washed the dishes, and Rain and Barrett went home, each thoroughly hugged by a little brown angel.
Rain could feel Barrett's eyes on him as he drove carefully through the blowing snow. He was trying to concentrate on his driving, but she was distracting him. "Okay, what?" he finally asked.
"Rain, why aren't you married?" she asked.
He sputtered for a moment, the question catching him off-guard, and finding that he had no answer.
"Why aren't you?" he asked.
"I haven't found the right guy," she said.
"Well, same," he said. She snorted, and he realized what he'd said. "Jesus, Barrett, you know what I meant."
She continued to snort for a minute, finding the control to say, "Oh, no. You don't get to copy my reason. You have to come up with your own."
"I haven't really thought about it," he finally said. "At first, I had you. I needed to take care of you and make sure you were okay, and I was trying to work to put food on our table, finish school and get you through your schooling. Then, I got my business going, and I concentrated on that. I date, you know that. I guess I'm waiting until I find someone who matches up to my little sis."
He pulled into her driveway as he finished speaking, and she slid across and snuggled against him for a minute. "Love you, Bruh," she said. "I know how much you sacrificed for me. I'm grateful. You know, Tabora would be perfect for you."
Once again, he found himself sputtering. "What the hell, Barrett? We just met! What's wrong with you? I... we... she has other things on her plate. Why would you even say that?"
She laughed. "She likes you; I can tell. She's gorgeous, educated, and she comes with the most adorable little girl I've ever seen. You like her, too. Tell me you don't."
"Oh, I'm not going to tell you that." He grinned at his little sister. "What I'm going to tell you is, mind your own business, Barrett. I'll be hooking you up with some of my friends if you don't!"
She laughed. "Not if you want to keep them as friends," she said. "Remember how well that worked out with Clark?"
"Yeah, well, he was an asshole," he said. "Sorry I didn't know that, Barrett."
She hugged him and gathered her things. "No one did," she said. "Pick me up in the morning?"
"Yep." She climbed out and hurried through the snow. He watched her go inside and went home. As he drove, he mulled over their conversation. He did like Tabora, very much, he realized. She was absolutely gorgeous, she was depending on him, making her vulnerable, but it was her bravery that made the biggest impression on him.
She had the courage to take herself and her daughter, set out across the country with no prospects, just her own resources, and try to make a new life for them, a safe life without the dangerous asshole her ex evidently was in it. He knew very well what it was to face an uncertain future with the responsibility of having someone else to consider. He'd been in much the same position, but not with all the malevolent specter of that monster they'd left behind.
He knew she'd be a little broken, very cautious and hesitant to trust, and he would just be patient, be her friend, help her in any way he could and see what happened.
*****
Across town, Malley was sleeping, and Tabora was in the shower. Her thoughts seemed random to her, just swirling in the events that had overtaken her. Her sense of overwhelming fear and dread had lessened with every mile she put between her and Joey, and she and Malley had been just drifting, looking over the horizon for opportunities. The car breaking down had felt devastating, at the time, but that's how they had met Rain.
He had made a huge impression on her. He was huge! He made her feel tiny, but she also felt protected, and that was something she'd never felt with Joey. She liked the feeling. She also found that she desperately wanted him to like her, not to be disappointed in her, and she didn't fully understand why.
She found him very attractive, and that surprised her, too. She'd never been attracted to a white man, never been on a date with one, and hardly knew any. Certainly, she didn't know any like Rain. Malley had obviously fallen in love with him, and regarded him with all the awe in her little heart.
She got out of the shower and dried off with a big fluffy towel. They were safe, and she'd just have to see what fate had in mind. She looked at herself in the mirror. She knew how she looked, but she eyed herself critically. She fluffed up her hair and moisturized it. She wanted a hair-cap, but she didn't have one. The towel would have to do. Her hair was a mop of curls, hanging to her shoulder-blades in the back. If she stretched it or straightened it, it reached to her butt.
She wound it up in the towel. With her hair up, she had a broad forehead. She had always thought her head was ridiculously large for her body. Her cheekbones were high, her eyes huge and tilted up toward the outside corners. Her little nose was slender and her mouth was wide, full lips looking like soft pillows.
She eyed her body critically. Her neck was long and graceful; her breasts weren't large, but more than a handful; her rib-cage arched and her waist was tiny, flaring out into slim hips. She turned and her butt was her best feature, she decided, or maybe her legs. She exercised regularly, and it showed. She laughed at herself, mocking her own narcissism.
She pulled on her panties and went to bed, crawling in beside Malley, snuggling that warm little body close to her own. The world felt right, and she drifted off.
The next morning, the snow had stopped falling and the sun was shining, though pale and feeble. Rain was up and tightening the new belts on her car when she dressed, and there was a box of doughnuts on the kitchen table. The phone rang, and Rain called up that it was for Tabora. She had no idea who would be calling her, and felt a little trepidation in answering.
To her relief, it was Barrett, and she said that Father Peter could see her at 10:00, if she could make it. Barrett left her a phone number and Tabora got Malley up and dressed, taking her down to talk to Rain, her jelly doughnut still in hand.
"Hey, beautiful," Rain greeted her. "Morning, sweetheart." Malley needed a hug, and Rain knelt to give her one.
"Rain, I have an interview at 10:00," Tabora said. "Do you think my car's ready to drive?"
"Yeah, I'm all done with it," he said, "but there are still some snowy and icy patches out there. I'd feel a lot better if you took my truck until they have time to work on the streets some."
"Are you sure?" Tabora was reluctant.
"Positive," he said. "You weren't planning to do any racing, were you?"
That made Malley giggle, and Tabora relaxed. "I hate to bother you, but do you think Malley can stay with you while I'm gone? I don't know what else to do."
"Whacha think, angel?" Rain asked. "Think I can handle you?"
"Yes, I be good," she promised. She was actually quite excited about the prospect of staying with Rain.
While Tabora was getting ready, Rain made a couple of phone calls, and when she left, he sent Malley to get her coat. "We're going to take your car and get a couple of things done to it," he told her.
They drove carefully to a tire shop, and Rain had the tires replaced and the front-end aligned. He took Malley to lunch at a little diner, and she chattered at him, filling his ears with her sweet little voice while they drove and waited for their order. She held his hand any time they walked, and Rain loved the feeling of that tiny brown hand in his.
She really was just a baby. She had tiny dimples on the backs of her hands over each knuckle, and her arms and thighs still had little creases of baby-fat. Rain had never been around children that much, and he found her enchanting.
Tabora was back when they got home, and didn't notice her new tires until Malley told her where they had been.
"We went to get tires, and Rain got me a cheeseburger and a chocolate malt," she confided.
Tabora looked at Rain and he saw that she was embarrassed about him buying her tires. "You can pay me back when you get your first paycheck," he said. "You are going to get a paycheck, right?"
"Oh, yes! I got the job." She was very excited. "Everyone was really nice to me, and I start on Monday!"
Rain scooped her up in his embrace, swinging her around with her feet off the floor while she laughed helplessly. "Of course you did, and of course they were. We gotta celebrate," he said.
He sat her down and snatched up Malley. "You wanna go out to eat, angel?"
She did, and they made arrangements for Barrett to pick them up in her car when she got off work.
*****
The next few weeks flew by in a blur for Tabora. Getting acclimated at work took all her attention, and she was delighted to discover that the church had a day-care where Malley could go. She rode to school with her mother in the morning, and Rain picked her up after lunch. She spent the afternoons with him, and they had formed a strong bond. Rain was the gentle father-figure she had never experienced, and she bonded to him closely.
Tabora was settling in and becoming acquainted with her colleagues at school. She became friends with the third-grade teacher, Miss Collins, Debbie, to Tabora, and the PE teacher, Mr. Garner, Steve. They ate lunch together, and she felt like she was fitting in very well.
Tabora, Malley, Rain, and Barrett ate dinner together nearly every night, and Barrett felt like the sister she never had. Tabora felt like she had a family, but she was a little uncomfortable with continuing to live at the garage. When she started looking for an apartment, after three months, Rain was dismayed. She told him she was looking and he asked her why.
"This isn't working out for you?" he asked.
"No, Rain, no, it isn't anything like that," she said. "I love being here, and Malley loves it, too, but I feel like I need to get my own place, be independent, make my own life. This is your place, and I'm so grateful that you let us stay here."
They were standing in front of one of his workbenches in the garage where he had been working, with Malley sitting in a comfy chair he had dragged up for her. Tabora walked close to Rain.
"I want you to know that Malley and I will always love you, Rain. What you did for us... it's just more than I ever expected. I don't want you to be disappointed, but we need to find our own place, be able to be on our own and take care of ourselves. Do you understand?"
He looked down into her huge brown eyes, looking up at him beseechingly, asking for his understanding. She stepped forward wrapping her arms around him and burying her face in his chest. He held her to him, enjoying her softness against him.
"Yeah, I guess I do understand, Tabora," he said. "It was kinda the same thing with Barrett when she got her own place. I'd have been happy for her to live with me forever, but she's her own person and she makes her own decisions."
She nodded into his chest. "Yes, that's how I feel. It's not that I don't like being here, we just need to be our own people."
Rain and Barrett helped her look for a place, and Barrett knew a couple who had several rental properties. One was vacant and one would be in two weeks. The owners showed them through the places, and Tabora liked the once that was about to be open much better than the one that was already empty. She put down a deposit and everything was set.
Barrett was very happy for Tabora, but growing impatient with her brother. She loved Rain with all her heart, but he could be so clueless sometimes. She could tell that both Rain and Tabora had strong feelings for each other, but it was obvious to her that Rain needed a shove in the right direction. She knew he was going to be home that Saturday afternoon, so she dropped by his house. He was drinking beer and watching a college football game.
"Hey, Sis," he said when she came in. "Come to watch some football with big brother?"
"Oh, yes!" She feigned delight. "You know how much I love watching fat guys trying to push each other around. It's almost as good as wrestling!"
Rain laughed. He patted the sofa beside him and Barrett snuggled into him. "Just came by to hang out with me?" he asked. "Not that I mind."
"No, well, yes and no," she said.
"Oh, well, that clears things up." Rain laughed. "Glad we got that straightened out."
She gave him a pinch. "You know I'll hang out with you anytime I get the chance, but I want to tell you something, too."
He took a drink of his beer. She took it from him and took a drink, too, handing it back. "I want one," she said. She got up, went and got herself a beer. Rain drank only Ballantine IPA; she liked the hoppy taste.
She settled in again and drew a breath. "Bruh, I need to ask you something. How do you feel about Tabora?"
"What do you mean?" he asked. "She's amazing. You know what her life has been like. She's here, fighting against everything that's been thrown at her. I respect the hell out of her. Is that what you're asking?"
"No, it isn't," Barrett said. "I mean, she's going to be staying in your garage for two more weeks. You have two weeks to get off your ass and ask her out."
Rain didn't know whether to be offended or amused. "What makes you think she'd go out with me, and what makes you think I'd ask?"
"Hey, this is me you're talking to," she said. "You can't snow me, Rain. I see the way you look at her, and I see the way she looks at you, when she thinks no one is watching. She is gorgeous, Rain. She's sweet, funny, she is an amazing person, like you said, and if you don't lock her down, do you think there won't be a trail of guys following her around?"
Rain laughed. "No, I imagine every single guy she meets has impure thoughts. Do you really think she'd go out with me?"
"I know she would, but you're never going to know if you don't ask her, are you? Were you going to ask her?"
"Jesus, Barrett. She's grateful that we helped her. She trusts me. I didn't want to make her feel weird or pressured. She's living in my place and I thought it would be sort of... I don't know, like not good, to make a move on her."
"Ask her," Barrett said. "Trust me. Have I ever steered you wrong?"
"Yes, hundreds of times," Rain laughed. "Remember when you set me up with Alicia Thorton?"
Barrett blushed. "Yeah, sorry about that, Bruh. I'm not steering you wrong now, though. Ask her."
He did. At dinner than night, he maneuvered her down into the garage, away from Malley and Barrett, and dove in. "Tabora," he began. "I want to ask you something. I don't want you to feel pressured or anything, you know, because you think you owe me, or something, but, well, I just want you to know how much I admire you. You have something... spunk, I don't know what to call it. I want you to know that I love Malley, so much. I am going to miss having her around here. That little angel is special, and I know why. It's because her mother is a really special lady."



He noticed a flush on her face. It was just a little pink glow, but it made her look adorable.
"Thanks, Rain," she said. "I don't understand, though. Why would that make me feel pressured?"
He laughed. "Well, that wouldn't, but what I'm about to ask you might. I've gotten to know you pretty well. I love everything about you, and I want to ask you on a date."
Her eyes, those exotic eyes, tilted up at the outside corners and golden brown, flew to his, searching his soul, he felt.
"Okay, ask me," she said. She started giggling and made a little snort. That set him off and they laughed together. "Tabora, will you go on a date with me?"
"Yes," she said. "When will we go? What about Malley?"
"You want to take her on our date?" he asked.
"No, silly, although that would be fun, sometime, but not our first date."
Rain's heart thumped in his chest. That sounded like there would be more than one. "What about her, then?"
"What will I do with her?"
"Oh, I was gonna ask Barret if Malley could stay with her," he said.
"That would be perfect," she said. "When will we go?"
"I was thinking Friday night," he said. "I'll check with Barrett and see if she's free."
She was, and Malley was very excited at the prospect of staying with Barrett. She was nearly as excited by the fact that her mother was going on a date with Rain. She was completely in love with Rain, and that two of her three favorite people were going on a date while she got to stay with the third seemed perfect to her. She was a little jealous, though.
"Mama, I want to go on a date with Rain," she said. "Can I?"
He scooped her up and crushed her in a hug. "You absolutely ARE going to go on a date with me, baby-doll" he assured her. "Mama and Rain are going on a date Friday night. How about you and me go on a date Saturday?"
She squealed with excitement. "Can I, Mama?"
"Yes, honey. I'm sure it will be the best date Rain has ever had," Tabora said.
Rain glanced at Barrett, and she gave him a wink.
*****
When Rain showed up at the garage on Friday, he got out and started for the stairs. The apartment door opened and Malley cam tripping down the stairs to greet him. He scooped her up and kissed both cheeks. He was still holding her when Tabora appeared on the landing. He felt his breath catch in his throat. Malley felt it, too, and turned to see what had distracted him.
"Mama has a new outfit," she said. "I like it. She's beautiful, huh, Rain?"
She started down the stairs and Rain thought she was poetry in motion. He nuzzled Malley's curls. "Yes, baby-girl. Your mother is very beautiful."
Tabora got that peach-blush and her eyes glowed. Her skirt was one of the minis. It was a tight blue wrap-around, and she had on a form-fitting white spaghetti-strap top that gave a peek of brown skin between it and the waistband of the skirt. She was filling both the top and the skirt out in a way that made it hard for Rain to breathe.
"You and Mama are twins," Malley said.
Rain had on dark blue slacks and a white ribbed collarless shirt. Both Rain and Tabora laughed. "I guess we are," he said.
"Except she's little and you're big," Malley added.
Barrett came in to collect Malley, just then, and she grinned. "Look at you tow!" she said. "Mmm, Tabora. You look yummy. And look at you, Bruh! All cleaned up, and... stuff." She glanced at Malley to see if she'd caught the almost slip. She seemed oblivious, and they walked Malley out to Barrett's car. She got a kiss from Rain and her mother, and she and Barret left.
"Finally, I have you alone," he told Tabora.
She laughed. "Well, you better behave yourself, big boy. Where are we going?"
"We're going to Ramon's for dinner, first," he said. He walked her to the truck and opened the door for her. She got in, and a look at her butt in that tight dress nearly brought Rain to his knees. The flash of those gorgeous brown thighs as she seated herself almost completed his destruction.
He knelt beside her for a moment. "You look stunning," he said. "Thanks for going out with me, Tabora." He rummaged around behind the seat and came out with a white rose, which he gave her.
"The florist told me a white rose is a symbol of hope and new beginnings," he said. "It's both, from me to you."
Her eyes were glistening as she reached out one small hand, running her fingers through his hair behind his head. She tugged, and pulled his head toward her, offering him her lips.
It was the first time, and Rain tasted them, exploring the plush softness. Tabora was lost in the sensation. Never had she felt such tenderness and gentleness in a kiss. It went on until she was breathless, then Rain pulled away. He cleared his throat and started to speak, but she put her fingers on his lips, shushing him. "Feed me," she said. He nodded, and they left.
The nervousness they both felt was gone with that kiss, and when they arrived at the restaurant, he opened her door. She got out and immediately tucked herself against him, sliding one slender arm around his waist. He put one heavy arm over her shoulders and they walked in like that.
It seemed to Rain like she never lost contact with him. She sat in the booth she asked for, right against him. She held his hand when he wasn't using it, and her hand often rested on his leg when she wasn't using it.
Tabora was relishing the physical contact. She had been starving for affection for a while, and she felt so tiny against the huge man beside her. She loved that feeling, and it made her feel protected and cherished. She had never felt that with Joey, and she never wanted it to end.
They finished dinner, just talking about anything and everything that came into their heads. Tabora told him about growing up in Michigan, going to college, about Malley's birth and short life.
Rain told her about losing his parents, about life with Barrett as they both struggled to grow up and make their own lives after their parents' deaths. After dinner, they drove to a place called "Whiskey Dick's." It was a nightclub and there was a band playing.
They both ordered drinks. Rain had an Old-Fashioned, and Tabora had a margarita. They finished one drink, just talking companionably. Rain kept his arm around her, and his fingers idly explored the smooth brown skin of her bare shoulders. She felt like satin under his fingers. Once when his fingers dipped into the little hollow between her collar-bone and neck, she shivered, took his big hand and cupped her cheek into it.
They ordered another drink and he asked her if she would like to dance. Tabora loved to dance, and Rain discovered he had a dynamo on his hands. He had never considered himself a good dancer, but she certainly was. It was a fast song, the band playing a song from the movie "Shaft."
Tabora put on a show, and Rain felt as if he was the eye of a hurricane as she wove him into her web of motion. He could see that nearly every eye in the place was glued to this amazing sprite doing her nature dance. She was completely unselfconscious, and those legs, appearing impossibly long in that short skirt, were so athletic and beautiful he just wanted to stand and watch her.
The song ended and he watched her sway to a stop, her eyes shining up at him. The band started a new song. This was a cover of the new Carol King song, "So Far Away." The band had a female singer, and she was very good.
Rain pulled Tabora into his arms and they moved together, her cheek against his chest, her mop of curls tickling his chin. She felt soft and small against him, and she pressed herself into the contact. He could feel her breasts, and he began to become aroused. She felt it, and tilted her head up, smiling at him before breaking eye contact and snuggling in closer, if that was possible.
As the song played, he bent his head, and with his head close to her ear, he said, "I'm glad you aren't far away, Tabora."
She stood on tiptoe to kiss him. "Me too," she said against his lips.
They finished their drinks, danced a few more dances and he took her home. She slid over against him and stayed there until he got out to open the garage door.
Barrett was there, and Malley was already asleep. Rain walked Tabora to the landing, and they kissed passionately for a long time. "Thank you, Rain, for the wonderful time," she said.
"Will you go out with me again next Friday?" he asked.
"Yes, anytime you ask me," she said, that peach glow suffusing her cheeks again.
She went inside and after a few minutes, Barret came out. Rain walked her to her car. She stopped at the door. "Well, was I wrong?" she said.
"No, you were absolutely on the money," he said.
"You should always listen to me," she crowed. "Are you going out again? Did you make a fool of yourself? Did you kiss her?"
"We are, of course I did, and that's none of your business." He grinned at her.
"You did!" she was quite excited. "I'll watch Malley, anytime, Rain."
He embraced his beautiful sister. "You're a great kid, Barrett," he told her.
She chuckled. "I know. Night, Bruh. Love you."
He kissed her. "Love my sis," he said. "Night."
End of chapter one. To be continued.
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Barrett and Malley were at Barrett's house. This had become their Friday routine. Barrett picked up Malley from the house she and her mother now occupied, they went somewhere for dinner, then back to Barrett's house. They popped popcorn, Barrett made caramel and they had caramel popcorn and played games or watched TV. Malley really didn't care what they did, as long as she got to spend time with Barrett. Barrett felt the same, so they were quite content.
The reason for their frequent time together was that Rain, Barrett's brother, and Tabora, Malley's mother, went on dates on Friday nights. To Malley's eternal delight, they often also went on Saturday nights, taking her with them, and on Sunday evening, Malley went out with Rain, by herself. She was undecided which she liked the best, but she was most satisfied when all four of them were together.
She had quickly adopted Barrett as her "Auntie," and she regarded Rain as the father she'd never had. Memories, bad ones, she had of her biological father had quickly become just disquieting ghosts that seldom crossed her mind.
Tabora's memories were more vivid, but it was likely that anyone who had seen the frightened woman, on the run from a monster, saving herself and her daughter, would hardly have recognized her, after six months. Rain certainly appreciated the change.
It was mid-summer, they were at Caballo Lake State Park, and she was standing on the grass in front of him, dancing. Rain had brought his portable radio, they had a cooler, now considerably emptier than it had been when they came, since they had eaten the food and drank several of the beers, and they were mellow. He'd turned on the radio and Tabora was drawn irresistibly to her feet. Her mop of glossy curls was wild and her eyes shone as she lifted her arms over her head, her tight little body swaying to the rhythm of Aretha Franklin's "Spirit in the Dark."
She had on a red tube-top and denim shorts, so short that pockets showed below the frayed remnants of the legs. Rain felt like his eyes bulged every time she turned her back to him and shook that fantastic ass, a hint of round cheek showing below her shorts. All those brown glorious dancer's legs were on display and her tiny feet were in platform sandals.
They had been spending as much time together as they could, between her school and his latest project car he was building. Rain found himself missing her every moment they were apart. Her personality had blossomed, showing the intelligence, humor and quick wit she had. She teased him unmercifully, and she took it as well as she dished it out. Other than Barrett, he realized that she was the best friend he'd ever had. She was also an enchanting little gypsy, and being close to her made his heart pound.
He knew she'd been broken, hurting and afraid when he found her in that car dealership, and he'd been going slow, at a glacial pace, and she came to trust, like and then love him. She was very physical with him, staying in contact, touching him with her little hands that were constantly in motion, molding her body against his at every opportunity, and he felt that she was completely comfortable with him.
For her part, Tabora was completely in love with this gentle, huge, kind and handsome white boy in a way she had never dreamed was possible. She had been frightened at the intensity of her feelings the first time they kissed, but that had long since passed.
When Aretha sang the words, "You feel like dancing? Get up and let's start dancing," she beckoned to him. He grinned and got to his feet. She swayed into him as he circled her with his arms. He pulled her in and they swayed together, her cheek against his chest and her mop of curls tickling his chin.
When the song ended, he scooped her up in his arms as she squealed a mock protest, carrying her to the picnic table and sitting on the bench with her on his lap. She squirmed around until she was facing him, her hands locked behind his head and her legs straddling his.
"I can't tell you how beautiful you are," he said.
She dimpled up. "Try," she said with a trill of laughter. "That's something I can listen to all day."
He laughed, touching her little button nose with the knuckle of his index finger. "If your head gets any bigger it won't fit in the truck."
She giggled, tilting her head and gazing into his eyes. The smile slowly faded and a different look stole over her features as she saw something. She leaned toward him and he pulled her in, his hand on the back of her neck, under her hair.
Her lips parted slightly and he saw her little pink pointed tongue moisten her plush lips. They were alive against his, and he felt that tongue against his lips, seeking admittance. The kiss went on for hours, it seemed, and they were both breathless when it ended.
"Tabora, I need to tell you something." He looked serious.
"What?" she asked.
"Well, I kinda need to ask you something, too. You're my girl, right?"
She leaned in, hiding her face against him, and he felt her nod. "Yes, I am, Rain. I want to be. Do you want me to be?"
"Very much," he said. He pushed her back until he could see her face. He took her little pointed chin and tilted her head back until she was looking in his eyes.
"I love you, Tabora. Did you know that?"
"I thought you did," she said softly. "I love you, Rain. I have for a long time, now."
He smiled at her. "I was hoping you might feel that way. I thought you did, but I needed to be sure. I'm going to tell you all the time, now. You should get used to it."
She nodded, then smiled. "Every damn day," she said.
"More than once a day," he said. "I don't mean that I just love you today, or this week, I mean like forever."
He watched as she seemed to struggle. Her eyes became liquid and two big tears started down her cheeks. He pulled her into his embrace. "Why are you crying, baby?" he asked. "I thought you'd be happy."
"I am." Her reply was muffled. "I cry when I'm really, really happy, Rain. I'm just so emotional. I never thought... Malley and me... we're just so lucky, Rain. You, Barrett, my job, everything is just so perfect. I never dreamed we'd find anything like this."
Rain discovered that his own eyes were moist and he found it difficult to speak. He cleared his throat. "Well, you deserve to be happy, Tabora. So does Malley. How anyone could... everyone who knows you has to love you. Believe me, you're very easy to love."
She leaned back and looked at him. "Let's go back to your house, call Barrett and ask if Malley can spend the night," she said.
"Are you sure?" he asked. "I mean, God knows I want to; I have since about the second I met you, but I don't want..."
Her finger across his lips shushed him. "I've never been surer of anything," she said. "Take me home, Rain."
The drive home was filled with building tension. Tabora was plastered against him the entire time, and she stayed that way when they got out, sliding across under the wheel and getting out his door. She walked with him to close the garage, and then back into the house.
"Go pour us a glass of wine, and I'll put on some music," he told her. He heard her talking on the phone to Barrett as he thumbed through his albums. He chose Simon & Garfunkel's "Bridge Over Troubled Water" and Joe Cocker's "Mad Dogs and Englishmen," dropping the first, and as the guitar started "The Boxer," he went to the kitchen. Tabora was pouring wine and she gave him a smile.
He walked up behind her, pressing against her, making her step forward against the counter, his hands on her waist, fingers nearly wrapping around her slenderness. He nuzzled her curls, taking in the scent of her floral conditioner or shampoo. She sat down the wine bottle and looked up at him. God, she was gorgeous, he thought.
He licked her ear, causing her to shiver, then kissed his way down her neck to the declivity where her smooth brown skin made a hollow between her bare shoulder and her collar bone. She got goosebumps, and turned her face, offering him her lips. He turned her around, cupping her butt in his hands and lifting her against him until their faces were on a level, her legs wrapping around his hips.
They kissed, and Tabora could feel her heart racing wildly, also feeling the beating of Rain's heart against her breasts. It went on a very long time, and he finally set her down. She handed him his wine glass and took her own. "We should have a toast," she said with a giggle.
He raised his glass and they clinked them together. "To my dusky little goddess," he said.
She smiled. "To my man."
He put his arm around her shoulders and they walked to the living room, her hip bumping purposefully against him. Finishing their wine, they sat the glasses down and danced, just pressed into each other, only swaying to the music.
Her eyes shown up at him. "Make love to me, Rain," she whispered. "I'm afraid. Please don't hurt me."
That nearly made him cry, and he held her tightly. "I'll never hurt you," he said.
"I want you so much," she said. "Rain, sex has never been... good for me. I don't want you to be disappointed."
"I'm going to make it good for you," he said. "It's going to be so good that you're never going to want to stop."
He swept her up in his arms as she gasped. She felt so small and so cherished, she already never wanted to stop. For Rain, she was so light it felt like he was carrying a feather. He carried her to the bed and sat her down, making a bit of distance between them so he could see her.
His hands were at her waist and he pushed up with his thumb, exposing the smooth brown flatness of her stomach, her navel a dark mystery waiting to be explored. He knelt, kissing her belly and working his lips and tongue over her skin,to her navel and dipping his tongue inside, making her shiver with sensation. He continued to push it upward, exposing the undersides of her breasts and she shivered again as he licked the full undersides of both globes.
She raised her arms over her head and he slid the top up and off. She stood there a moment, arms raised, as Rain hastily shed his shirt, craving the feeling of her skin against his. As he stepped forward, pulling her into his arms, hers fell across his shoulders. He could feel her nipples scraping across his chest and the sensation was maddening. She felt like hot silk against his torso, and he ran his hands up and down her back, reveling in the smooth bare skin.
She took a step back, sitting, then lying back on the bed. Rain drank in the sight of her, her light-brown skin in contrast with the white comforter. Her hair was a mass of curls, spreading around her head in a dark glossy foot-long halo; she was breathtaking.
She reached for the button of her shorts and Rain helped her, pulling down the tight denim as she raised her butt to allow him to remove them. She had on lacy yellow panties, which came down with the shorts, leaving her gloriously naked on the bed. Rain shed his own shorts and underwear and sank down beside her.
His fingers explored her curves and she moved restlessly under his touch, sometimes pushing herself into his touch, sometimes drawing back with a gasp. Her breasts were perfect little mounds, dark-chocolate nipples centered on lighter areolas, standing up and a little puffy. He slid his hands onto them at the same they kissed, testing the firmness and softness, rolling a little nipple between his fingers, bringing a low moan from her.
Tabora was becoming more aroused than she could ever remember. Her nipples were achingly hard and she knew her moisture was beginning to flow. Rain was so gentle with her, and so sensual, that she was falling into a trance of pleasure, where only Rain and Tabora existed. The night became a dream of gasped pleasures as his mouth moved over her body, doing things to her she had never experienced and taking her places she had never been. Her cries rang in her own ears as she orgasmed, again and again.
When she felt his cock at her entrance she had only the desire for him to bury himself in her and never leave. He felt huge, and she was very uncomfortable at first, pressing her little hands against him, needing time.
Again, his gentleness overwhelmed her, and she wanted him more than ever. When he was fully inside her, she felt completely loved, completely filled and as he began to move, the waves of love and pleasure swept over her, bringing her to a peak that exploded. The first time was in minutes and they came together, months of pent-up love releasing and cresting.
He never went soft inside her, and the next time went on and on until she was a sobbing laughing bundle of sensation, and all thought of anything beyond this man, this place, was beyond her reach.
They rested and slept, her body snuggled safely against his, the big spoon and the little spoon.
When Rain awakened the next morning, it was to exquisite sensations, and he looked down to see his cock in the mouth of a disheveled little goddess as she worked on him until he exploded. She never missed a beat, and Rain felt like she had emptied him of his soul. When she had the last drop, she crawled up onto him, resting her head on his chest.
"Was it good?" she murmured. "I like doing that, Rain. You should get used to it."
"I've died and gone to heaven!" he said. "Tabora, I didn't like it; I loved it; I love you and everything about you." She snuggled in, content in his approval and they slept again until it was time to pick up Malley.
For the next six months, three and four times a week, Tabora and Malley were at Rain's place. His house was a nice size, four bedrooms, and Malley established her own little queendom there. She had her room and Rain was constantly getting her new things for it. She loved zebras, and the entire room was full of zebra things. Stuffed zebras, zebra posters and toys and a zebra bedspread and pillowcases. Barrett even made her zebra curtains.
There was one splash of color. Rain came home one day and Malley and Tabora were already there, making dinner. He had a stuffed tiger, which he gave to Malley. She looked at him in puzzlement, standing in front of him as he sat in his chair.
He looked at her seriously, while Tabora looked on in amusement.
"Not all zebras are black and white," he told her. "Some of them are orange and black, like this one."
She looked at the tiger, back at Rain and back at the tiger. She turned it over in her hands, studying it. Finally, she looked up at him.
"This is not a zebra, Rain," she said.
He feigned shock. "It's not? The lady who showed it to me promised me it was an orange and black zebra."
Malley shook her head. "No, Rain, this is not a zebra."
"What do you think it is?" he asked.
"This is a giraffe," she said, looking at him seriously.
There was a moment of silence, and a snort exploded from Tabora. Rain burst out laughing and rolled off the chair into the floor. He grabbed Malley, pulling her down on top of him, tickling her until she squealed.
"You got me good, baby girl," he told her as she snuggled down into his hug. "I thought I would get you, for sure, but you're too smart for me."
She nodded. "Yes, I am." She giggled. "I love it, though, Rain. Thank you for getting it for me."
The tiger occupied the center of her bed from then on, any time she wasn't in it, and she slept holding it.
After that six months, Rain asked Tabora if she was going to renew her lease on her house. "Do you want me not to renew it?" she asked.
Rain was very nervous, but he also wanted her very much not to renew that lease. He had been building his courage for a couple of weeks, and he had his speech all rehearsed. "Well, it's up to you, of course," he said. "I was just thinking; you know you and Malley spend nearly as much time at my house as you do at yours. It would be less expensive if you... if you and Malley moved in with me."
"That's all you got, Rain?"
He blushed and stammered. "No, I don't even know why I thought that would be a good thing to say. I'm a damn idiot, Tabora, or maybe just a coward. I want you to move in with me because I'm crazy about you. Every night you're not there I don't sleep well, I'm so in love with you, and I miss the hell out of you. I want to spend every minute with you. I'm also crazy about Malley."
"I know you are," she said.
"You have no idea, babe," he said. "I come home from a frustrating day at the garage where everything has gone wrong. I'm tired, grouchy and I think I want to shower, get a beer and take a nap. When I get here, there are two little brown angels waiting for me. One lights a fire in me the minute I see her. That's you. I see you in the kitchen, and it makes my heart lurch. You look so gorgeous, so sexy, so... everything I ever dreamed about in a woman, and that shitty day melts away."
Her eyes began to glisten in that way he knew she was happy emotional.
He wasn't through. "Then I sit in my chair for a minute and that other little brown angel comes bouncing in, climbs up on my lap and says, 'I love you, Rain. Do you know what I did?' I feel like I'm the king of the world, Tabora. I want that, every day. I'm so in love with you, and I love Malley with all my heart. Barrett loves you both as much as I do, and I want you with me, always."
She moved into him, offering him those puffy lips. He was happy to take them, and when they were both breathless and panting, she stepped back.
"I knew you could do it, Rain. That's what I needed." They both laughed together. "Yes," she said. "The answer is yes. I want to move in with you. Or, maybe the answer is no." Her brows drew together in a cute little frown. "No, I don't want to renew my lease. I want to live with you."
Her lease expired after two months, and they became a family. It was everything Rain dreamed it would be. Tabora was in heaven: she lived with the man she loved with every fiber of her being. He loved her daughter, he was dependable, gentle and he rocked her world in bed.
Her job was better than she'd ever dreamed it could be. She was close to her colleagues, especially Debbie Collins and Steve Garner. They were so nice to her, helping her with every difficulty she had, and she felt like she belonged to the community in a way she had never felt before.
The most important thing, to her, was that she had a best friend, for the first time in her life. Barrett had become so important to her. She confided everything in Barrett, and the tall beautiful redhead held a place in her heart that no one else could touch. Barrett obviously felt the same way about her. Tabora was the first one Barrett told that she was dating an engineering professor from New Mexico State University.
Barrett introduced Drew to her a month before she introduced him to Rain. Tabora liked the tall quiet humorous man from the first, and as Drew and Barrett became lovers, she was nearly as excited about it as Barrett was.
They had been in Las Cruces long enough that Tabora and Malley knew many people, were invited to social events and Tabora felt that she was respected because of her teaching job. The parents of her students spoke to her when they saw her, and, for the first time, she felt stable and like she had a place in the world.
Rain had been building a 1951 Mercury custom rod. It had taken him a good while and he was ready to sell. He was taking it to an auction in El Paso. He was planning to be gone three days, and Malley needed to enroll in kindergarten while he was going to be gone. When Rain learned that they wouldn't be going with him, he was dismayed, but it gave him the impetus and courage to do what he'd been trying to work up his nerve to do for a while.



Some years earlier, Rain had been hiking in the Tonuco Mountain area and found four smaller and one large pink tourmaline. He had always found diamonds insipid, and he had plans. He had taken the stones to a jeweler a few months earlier, and had an engagement and matching wedding ring made in rose gold. He was planning to ask Tabora, but his nerve always failed him.
This time when they were going to be apart for a while frightened him a little, and gave him the resolve to pull the trigger. On his date with Malley, Sunday afternoon, he took her to the park to play. The first time she came to the bench where he was sitting to rest for a second, he caught her and held her on his lap.
"Malley, I want to tell you something," he said, squeezing her little body to his. "I need to tell you how much I love you."
She looked up at him, the afternoon sun turning her eyes to honey and gold. "I know that, silly," she said. "I love you, too, Rain."
"I know, baby," he said, "but this is kinda special. I love you so much that I don't ever want to be without you."
"What does that mean?" she asked.
"It means I want to be your father," he told her, hardly able to speak.
She could tell how serious he was. As far as she was concerned, Rain was her father, and she really didn't understand what he was saying. "Rain, you're already my father," she said.
He nearly broke down, right there in public. He held her tightly until she complained. "Rain, you're squishing me."
He laughed and loosened his hug, but not much. "I want to be more than anything in the world," he told her. "I'm going to ask your Mama to marry me, baby, so we can be a family and I can really be your father. Would you be okay with that?"
"Oh, yes," she said. "That would make Mama happier than anything. I thought we were going to get married when I'm ten, Rain?"
She giggled and he roared with laughter. "You are quite the little minx, young lady," he told her. "By the time you're ten you're going to be the queen of the world; I don't doubt it for a minute. I want to be your father just so I can sit back and watch you."
"When do you think you'll ask her?" Malley asked.
"I was thinking after our date," he said. "Will you help me, love-bug?"
"Yes, but would you push me in the swings, first?"
Rain laughed. "Yes, we'll do the important stuff first, okay?"
She nodded, climbed down from his lap and held his hand, leading him to the swings. She chattered away to him on the way home, keeping his mind occupied and preventing the build of his increasing nervousness. As she held his hand, skipping up the sidewalk, he could feel it and couldn't help feeling how crushed he was going to be if Tabora said no.
Tabora was lying on the sofa, a glass of tea in her hand, watching TV, when they came in. She sat up, bracing herself for the tiny girl avalanche that buried her in excitement and a rush of words. When Malley had unburdened herself about her date, she paused for a breath, then said, excitedly, "Rain wants to..." She clapped her hand over her mouth, cutting off her own words.
"Rain wants to what, baby?" Tabora asked. Malley shook her head, keeping her hand over her mouth, her curls swinging.
Her eyes shining, she lifted her hand long enough to say, "It's a secret, Mama."
Tabora cocked her head to one side and looked quizzically up at Rain. He took a deep breath, sank to one knee and brought his hand from behind his back, holding the ring box.
He opened it and the beautiful stones glowed as the sun through the front window set them ablaze. Tabora's hand flew to her mouth and she gasped.
"It's not a secret that I love you and want to spend the rest of my life with you, Tabora. Will you marry me and make my wish come true?"
Malley squealed in excitement. "He wants to marry us, Mama! He wants to be my father. He told me at the park!"
Rain pulled Tabora's hand away from her face, sliding the ring on her long slender finger. "Yes?" he asked softly.
Tabora nodded, not trusting her voice. "Say it, Mama," Malley urged. "She means yes, Rain!"
Tabora finally found her voice. "Yes, Rain. I will. I want to... I've always... Yes!"
Rain pulled her into an embrace, Malley squished between them. She wiggled free, kissed them both and went away to do Malley things, leaving the adults alone.
"Are you sure, Rain?" Tabora asked.
"Never surer of anything," he said. "Do you like the ring? I can get a diamond, if you would like that better."
He explained how he had the stones and how he had the ring made.
"No, I love it," she said. "This means so much more than if you'd just bought a ring at a jewelry store. It's beautiful, Rain, and the fact that you went to so much trouble makes it mean soooo much more. Anyone can have a diamond. This is special."
Rain had so many emotions sweeping over him that he could hardly contain them: love, relief that she'd said yes, and an overwhelming urge to take her to their bedroom and make love to her, over and over. That would have to wait until after Malley's bedtime, and he didn't know if he could wait that long. He had one more thing to do.
"I have to call Barrett and tell her," he explained.
"Let me tell her first, please?" Tabora pleaded. "I can't wait! Let's do it now, and then you can tell her, okay?"
Rain had no objection to that plan, and Barrett was ecstatic at the news. "I'm coming over, right now," she said. "I can't wait to see your ring, Tabora. Good job, Bruh. I've been waiting for you to grow a set and ask her."
Rain left for El Paso three days later, had a good trip, and sold his car for a nice profit. He talked to Tabora and Malley every night, and could hardly wait to see them. He left Friday morning, early, and was home by noon. He stopped at the pharmacy and took Barrett to lunch.
They walked into the diner, and the first thing Rain saw was Tabora, sitting in a booth across the way. Steve Garner was sitting across from her, holding her left hand in both of his, and she was smiling up at him across the table. Rain was stunned. He stopped, causing Barrett to bump into him.
"What the hell, Bruh?" she exclaimed. She peered around him and gasped. At that moment, Tabora looked up at them and waved, beckoning them over.
Rain turned on his heel and left the diner. He heard the door open and shut behind him and Barrett grabbed his arm, spinning him around. "What the hell are you doing?" she asked.
"You saw that," he said angrily.
"I don't know what I saw, and neither do you," she said. "We're going back in there and finding out!"
They never got a chance. The door opened and Tabora flew out, looking frantically around. She spotted them, ran over and planted herself in front of Rain, glaring up at him furiously.
"What the hell is wrong with you?" she yelled. "Were you just going to walk away? You don't get to walk away from me, Rain! There is no way in hell you can just walk away from me!"
"I saw..." he began.
"You saw shit!" she shouted. "I know what you saw! You saw me showing my ring to Steven! That's what you saw. If you'd have come over and took a seat like my fiancé should have done, you'd have seen Debbie come back from the restroom, but you just walked away like a big fucking jealous coward!"
Rain felt a swirl of confusion. He felt tremendous relief, for one thing, that what he had been feeling a moment before was completely unfounded, but he also felt hugely ashamed that he'd acted as he had. He tried reaching for Tabora to hug her, but she struck his hand away.
"No! Don't think you can just love on me and I'll forget about this!" She was obviously very angry. Then she burst into tears and flung herself on him, sobbing into his chest. "How can you think... I would never... Jesus Christ, Rain!"
"I think we should kick his ass, right here in the parking lot," Barrett said.
That brought a watery chuckle from Tabora. "We should!"
"I'm so sorry, Tabora. I just..."
"You should leave it at 'I'm so sorry'," Barrett said. "There is no 'just'."
"You're right," he acknowledged. "Baby..." he cupped her face and turned it up so he could look at her. Tears streaked down her little brown cheeks, and he felt awful. "I'm so sorry, Tabora. Please forgive me. I'm so crazy about you that I don't think that well. I'm so sorry."
"No, I know that things sometimes seem like they're something they're not," she said. "I know what you saw, but you have to trust me more than that, Rain. I have to trust you, too. I will never, ever hurt you like that. Whatever happens, you can't just walk away! You can't just throw me away like that!"
"No, I know," he said. "I swear, Tabora, I will never do that again. I made an ass of myself. I know that. What do you want me to do?"
She stepped back and looked up at him. "I want you to come inside. I'm going to the restroom to fix myself. You embarrassed the hell out of me, Rain. You need to apologize to Debbie and Steven, too."
He nodded. "I'll wait by the door for you, then we'll go over, get lunch, and I'll apologize and explain."
He was as good as his word, and though it was awkward for a few minutes, everyone was cool and they had lunch together. Rain told them about the car auction, Tabora, Debbie and Steve told Rain and Barrett what was going on at school, Barrett told them about going to the White Sands museum with her boyfriend and then it was time for the teachers to go back to school.
It took Rain some work to get Tabora in the same groove they had been in before, but he ate large amounts of crow and the bump in the road faded. They had very few arguments, about anything, and as the wedding day approached, they both thought they were in a very good place.
It was not going to be a lavish affair. Neither of them wanted that, but Tabora did want to be married in a church. She spoke to Father Peter, but since neither of them were Catholic, it was impossible for him. There was a wedding venue that Barrett knew about, and a couple who were ordained to perform ceremonies, and she took Tabora to check it out. It was a beautiful location, the quaint chapel delighted Tabora, and they made the arrangements. The guests would consist of the teachers at Tabora's school, Rain's circle of close friends, Barrett, who would be Tabora's Maid of Honor, and Malley, who was extremely excited to be flower girl.
On a Saturday, one week before the wedding, Rain drove to his garage to make some last-minute preparations. They would be driving his latest project on a short honeymoon. He had found a 1932 Ford, Model B, and had been customizing it. It was yellow and black, he had re-chromed everything on it and had it ready to go. Rain wanted to check it one more time, take it for a little spin and make sure there would be no problems.
He had Malley with him. She was very excited about riding in the deuce for the first time. They were only going to be gone three days and she was going to stay with Barrett. She often had sleepovers with Barrett, but this was the first time she was ever going to be apart from her mother for more than one night. She was a little apprehensive, but she was quite comfortable with Barrett and excited about the activities the two of them had planned.
Rain was on his creeper, checking the brake lines he had just installed and Malley was sitting in her comfy chair, playing with her new Etch A Sketch, when the door burst open and Tabora rushed in, slamming and locking the door behind her.
She had been at the florist. They were discussing the boutonniere for Rain's tuxedo and the corsages for Barrett and Malley, and she was arranging for her own flowers, the bouquets that would decorate the venue and the rose petals that Malley would spread on her trip up the aisle. She was very excited, feeling the anticipation building, and she took several pictures to show Rain and Barrett.
Rain had given her money to pay for everything and she left the shop, feeling she had everything arranged. She got in her car and started home. The shop was on the opposite side of town from home, and she made several turns, just lost in thought about the beautiful flowers she had ordered. She had just made her signal to turn left when she was startled from her reverie by a car horn behind her.
She looked in her rearview mirror, fearful that she had cut someone off, or something. The driver behind her was not honking his horn at her, but at another car that was attempting to merge into the left turn lane behind her, cutting the other driver off. She was thankful that it wasn't her at fault and turned left onto her street. She drove slowly along through the school zone, and something made her glance at her mirror again. The car that had caused the altercation at the light was still behind her, an older model Chevrolet Impala. She noticed that the driver was black, which was a bit unusual. There were no black people besides her and Malley living in their neighborhood, and she took a second look.
Her breath froze in her throat and panic clawed at her thoughts. It was Joey! The man in the car behind her was Joey, and he was obviously following her. She gasped for air, all the dread of her life before finding Rain deluging her in a flood of fear and misery. She couldn't think, couldn't breathe, couldn't do anything but drive numbly down the street. She passed their home, unable to think what to do, continuing down the street until she came to the T, three blocks further on. She was forced from her paralysis. She had to make a decision.
An image of Rain flashed through her mind and she made a decision. She would go to Rain. Praying that he and Malley would still be at the garage, she turned right and drove toward her refuge. Rain would know what to do.
Her thoughts were still a jumbled mess, and she had no other aim than getting to Rain. She wished she could lose Joey, but she didn't know how to do that. All she could do was continue to drive. She did think to lock her doors. She stopped at a red light, about three blocks from the garage. No cars were in sight and she decided to make a move. Slapping her accelerator to the floor she shot through the red light, tires squealing, and sped the three blocks, leaving a good distance between herself and her pursuer. She was immensely relieved when she saw Rain's truck parked outside; he was still there. She screeched to a stop in front of the garage, snatched up her bag and dashed inside, losing one of her shoes in the process. She didn't care; Rain was inside and he would know what to do.
She bolted through the small door, slamming and locking it behind her. She looked wildly around, seeing Malley in her chair looking at her mother with startled eyes. Rain was rolling out from under the deuce on his creeper and she ran to him, sobbing quietly.
Malley jumped up and started toward her. "Mama, what's wrong?" she asked.
"It's nothing, baby," Tabora tried to reassure her. "Malley, I want you to go up to the apartment and turn on the TV, okay? Don't ask Mama any questions right now, just do it. I'll be up in a minute. I need to talk to Rain about something. It's okay, baby, just go."
Malley was very reluctant to go, but Mama never raised her voice with Malley unless it was something important, so she went. Rain was getting to his feet by this time, wiping his hands on a shop towel.
"Tabora, I thought you were at the florist," he said. "God, kitten, you look like you've seen a ghost! What's wrong?"
She flung herself into his arms, sobbing in quiet desperation. "I did see a ghost, Rain," she said. "It's Joey! He's here! He was following me and I didn't know what to do, so I came here. What are we going to do, Rain? What if he makes me go back? What if he tries to take Malley? What if he hurts her... Oh, God, Rain, what are we going to do?"
Rain firmly moved her back a step, walked quickly to the garage door and locked it, then hurried to the back door and locked that. He returned to Tabora, taking her in his arms and hold her as she sobbed.
"Tabora, stop panicking," he told her firmly. "This is a metal building with metal doors. There are no windows. No one is coming in here unless we let them. We're safe here. Now calm down and tell me what happened. Are you sure it is Joey?"
Tabora tried to get control of herself. They were safe; that came through her fear and calmed her. She nodded her head. "Yes, Rain, I'm sure. I just... I was so afraid. You don't know what he's like, Rain. He's evil, and he's going to hurt me or Malley!"
"No, I don't know what he's like," Rain said. "He may be evil, but he's not going to be hurting anyone. You don't have to be afraid of him, Tabora. I'm not going to allow him to hurt you, Malley, or anyone else. We can call the police. Is that what you want to do?"
She shook her head. "What good would that do? I don't think it's a crime for him to be here. He didn't do anything but follow me. What would the police do? They might ask him questions, but unless he does something, they can't do anything. It would just make him mad and he would be even worse. If he hurts me or tries to take Malley, it would be too late."
Rain sighed. "You're probably right. Tabora, I want you to go upstairs and stay with Malley," he said.
"I should be with her," she agreed. "What are you going to do, Rain?"
"I think I'll go have a talk with Mr. Creepy out there," Rain said.
She threw herself on him, wrapping her arms around him. "Nooo," it was a plaintive wail. "Don't go, Rain. He'll do something... hurt you. Don't go!"
Rain gently disengaged. "Tabora, look at me," he said.
She didn't understand. "What?" she asked.
"Do I look like someone who is afraid?" he asked. "Do I look like someone who some punk is going to hurt? Trust me, honey, the man is a coward. Every man who bullies women is a coward. I'll just have a talk with him, see what he wants. Lock the door when I go out and don't open it unless I say the words Las Cruces, okay?"
Tabora reluctantly agreed and Rain slipped out the back door. He heard her lock it behind him and he tried the knob to make sure. It was locked, and he walked to the corner of the building and looked around. There was an 18-wheeler parked at the curb, making a delivery to the machine shop next door. The Impala was parked in front of the truck, and Rain could see someone inside.
Keeping the truck between him and Joey, he worked his way to the front of the truck and moved quickly up to the driver's door. The man inside looked up when Rain's shadow fell across him.
"Something I can do for you?" His voice was deep and gravelly.
Rain stood very close to the open window, bending a little to look inside the car. "I was wondering the same thing," he said. "You're parked in front of my building. Something I can do for you?"
"My woman in there and I'm waiting for her to come out," Joey said.
"There's only one woman in there, and she's not yours," Rain informed him. "If you're talking about Tabora, she's my fiancée. I think you should move along and not come back."
"She's mine, and that's my girl, too," Joey said.
"No, you don't have a girl, and you don't have a woman," Rain said. "What you're about to have is a problem. Start this hunk of rust up, put it in gear and drive away. Don't ever come back."
The man's dark eyes were pools of malevolence as he looked up at Rain. His right hand moved into the floorboard and Rain saw a flash of metal. Joey had pulled what looked like a snub-nose .38 revolver from under the seat and he started to raise the weapon.
Rain reached in and grabbed Joey by the left arm, jerking it outside the car and slamming the man against the door, his head striking the door-post. He was stunned and momentarily dropped the weapon in the seat beside him. He was being pulled through the window and he desperately scrabbled around for the gun.



He found it and tried to bring it to bear. He was being jammed in the window and his arms were trapped. The gun went off, firing into the floor, and Joey twisted desperately to get his right arm free.
Rain was in a jam. If he let Joey go, he would fall back into the car and be free to shoot. If he dragged him out, he might be able to take the gun away. He heaved, and Joey was squeezed through the window. He fought to get his gun-hand free. As he was outside the car to his waist, his arm came free and he tried to shoot Rain. The gun fired twice beside Rain's left ear, and he could now hear nothing on that side.
Joey managed to get the gun on Rain's left side and he pulled the trigger again. Rain felt the shock and knew he was hit and needed to do something. He took a step to his right, pivoted and dropped, his full weight behind the elbow strike to the back of Joey's neck.
The gun fell to the ground, and Joey struggled weakly, stunned by the blow. Rain turned loose of Joey's arm and seized him by the hair with both hands, slamming his face into the unyielding steel of the door four times until Joey went limp.
Rain grabbed him by the belt and the collar of his shirt, dragging him the rest of the way out of the car, letting him fall to the ground. He picked up the gun and tossed it inside the car, and then grabbed the keys out of the ignition. Joey wasn't moving, but Rain gave him a savage kick to the side of the head, just to make sure he wasn't going anywhere.
He walked to the back and opened the trunk, then dragged Joey back there and threw him into the trunk, slamming the trunk-lid. There was a roaring in Rain's ears and he felt light-headed. He walked to the front of the garage and pounded on the small door. Nothing happened for a moment, so he pounded again.
"Rain?" He heard Tabora's small frightened voice.
"Yes, it's me," he said. "Las Cruces."
The door flung open and he saw Tabora and Malley's wide frightened eyes. "I... it's okay..." The roaring in his head reached deafening proportions and he was lying on the ground. "How..." he struggled to speak. He wondered why he was lying down, and then his vision narrowed to a point as blackness claimed him. He knew no more.
Tabora and Malley had heard the shots from inside the garage apartment, and Tabora grew frantic with worry. She had to do something, but she had no idea what. Barrett, she thought of Barrett. She snatched up the phone and called. Barrett answered on the third ring and Tabora breathed a sigh of thanksgiving.
Barrett could hardly make sense of the flood of words, but she did catch the gist. The words "Joey," and "gun shots" were enough. She snatched up her purse, got her own handgun and stuffed it inside. She called the police and told them that shots had been fired at her brother's garage, giving them the address.
She ran to her car and drove to the garage. The police had not yet arrived and she saw Tabora and Malley kneeling beside her brother's prone form just outside the garage door. There was no one else around, so she jumped out and ran over. Tabora and Malley were nearly hysterical, but Barrett had no time for that until she discovered that Rain was breathing. His shirt on the left side was soaked in blood, and she ripped it away. There was a nasty-looking wound there, but she didn't think it was in a terribly dangerous place.
"Malley, listen to me, baby," she said. "Run in and bring us back some clean shop towels. You know where Rain keeps them, right?" Malley nodded and scampered inside.
"Tabora, when she comes back you need to press the towels against that wound to try to control the bleeding, do you understand?" Tabora just knelt there, holding Rain's hand. "Tabora!" Barret's voice was sharp, snapping Tabora out of her shock.
"Yes, I understand." Tabora was grateful to have something to do.
Two men from the machine shop and the truck driver came up just as Malley returned with the towels. Tabora made a pad of four of the towels and pressed them against the wound. Everyone was talking excitedly and sirens were wailing closer. The police arrived, followed in a few minutes by an ambulance.
Rain had come around a couple of times after the police arrived, explaining what had happened. Joey's whereabouts remained a mystery until the second time he came around and told them he was in the trunk.
Rain was loaded in the ambulance and it sped away, followed by Barrett, Tabora and Malley in Barrett's car. Tabora and Malley were shaken and crying, and Barrett did all she could to keep them calm while she tried to drive.
"This is all my fault," Tabora kept repeating, almost as if it was a mantra. "If I hadn't been so stupid, Rain would be fine. Now he's hurt because of me, and I'll never forgive myself."
Barrett quickly lost patience with that. "Tabora, nothing that has happened was your fault. You need to stop saying that and stop thinking it! Did you shoot my brother?"
Tabora shook her head miserably. "No, but if I hadn't..."
Barrett didn't let her finish. "You have been nothing but a blessing to Rain. Everything about you, everything about Malley, has been a gift from God to Rain, to me, and to our community. You didn't invite that..." she glanced at Malley who was soaking it all in, "crazed lunatic here. You didn't ask him to cause trouble, you didn't ask him to shoot Rain. Not one thing is your fault and if you say one more word about that I am going to scream!"
That brought a half-sob, half-chuckle, from Tabora and Barrett quickly tried to divert her. "How do you think he found you?" she asked.
Tabora's curls swayed from side to side. "I don't know. Well, maybe I do. You know I had to change my car license and my driver's license. Maybe he found out like that. What are we going to do, Barrett? What if he goes to court or something and makes me let him see..." she shifted her eyes toward Malley.
"I don't think you're going to need to worry about that," Barrett said. She reached over and patted Malley's leg, then Tabora's. "He shot Rain. That's a crime, probably a bunch of crimes, and it's attempted murder. I think he'll be going to prison for a very long time. Don't worry about that, sweetheart. Let's get Rain healed up and into that chapel so you two can get married."
Rain was in the emergency room being worked on when they got there, so they sat together and worried for a while. It wasn't long before a nurse came looking for them. She took them back to a curtained off area where they found the doctor talking to Rain, who was awake. He was bandaged on the wounded side, but he smiled and extended his arm on the other side to Malley.
She ran to stand beside the bed and he wrapped his arm around her. "He's going to be fine," the doctor reported. "No broken bones; the bullet just passed through the flesh and he lost a lot of blood. He's going to be fine as soon as that wound heals. We'll take the stitches out and he will be as good as new in no time."
"How long will it take?" Tabora asked timidly.
Rain laughed. "We're getting married as soon as I'm able," he told the doctor. "I don't want that put off, if it's possible."
The doctor smiled. "Well, we'll release you tomorrow. There should be no problem with that. I'd seriously advise against any... strenuous honeymoon activity until the stitches come out."
Tabora blushed and Rain and Barrett laughed. "What are 'honeymoon acti...' what he said?" Malley asked.
Barrett scooped her up and Tabora took her place with Rain's arm around her waist. "That is something you won't find out until you go on your honeymoon, love-bug," Barrett told Malley. "Remember, you're staying with me."
They stayed for a while, and then Rain became very sleepy from the pain medication the nurse gave him. He was moved to a room, and once he was settled in and sleeping, the three girls left and went home. Tabora insisted that she did not want to be alone, so Barrett went and got a few things and spent the night.
She went to work the next morning and Tabora and Malley went to the hospital. Rain was released shortly after noon, and they took him home. He quickly recovered his strength and though sore, he was getting around well.
Both Rain and Tabora were interviewed by the police several times, and they were able to relieve any anxiety by reporting that Joey was being prosecuted for several crimes that would see him getting a long stretch in prison.
The wedding went off without a hitch, other than Rain's difficulty getting into his tuxedo, and it was everything Tabora had hoped it would be. Malley was adorable, spreading the rose petals up the walk, and Rain's heart nearly burst when he saw Tabora in white, walking up the aisle toward him, her curls in studied confusion and her teeth flashing in the most beautiful smile he'd ever seen.
There was a little strenuous honeymoon activity, but the strenuous part was done by Tabora, while Rain lay on his back, believing he'd died and gone to heaven.
By the time Malley started the first grade, Rain had adopted her, and she was incredibly excited to learn she had a sibling on the way.
She was the flower girl at Barrett's wedding, and Tabora was her matron of honor, exchanging the places. Rain gave away the bride, and he loaned them the deuce for their honeymoon.
Joey was convicted on all counts and that source of stress was over. He had no more success in prison than he'd had in life, and he was murdered in prison, three years into his sentence.
Rain was sitting in the car dealership. He'd come in to get the brakes done on his truck and he was waiting. He heard the outside door open and a little brown angel spied him and came running to give him a hug and a kiss. She had on a little white dress, and his eyes grew moist as her curls tickled his chin.
"Hi, Daddy," Malley greeted him. "You'll never guess what happened at school today!"
A larger, very pregnant clone of his dusky angel leaned against the counter. "I'm sure you'll tell him all about it," she said. "My feet are killing me, Rain. You ready?"
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Chapter one
I'd been watching her for about three minutes. She was struggling along the bed of the stream, headed up the creek and away from the small party of Shai I'd passed a few hours back. I preferred to avoid them, too, so I sympathized with her direction. She had a more immediate problem, though. She didn't know it yet. There was a large dog following her. Dogs are one of the three Mother Planet animals that have thrived here on Eiru. The other two are rabbits and horses. The dogs are mostly feral, and this one was obviously hunting. A small child would be easy prey. She had a stick she was using for a staff but I doubted she could take the dog. I could hear her. She was whimpering quietly to herself as she slipped and stumbled across the stones in the creek bed. Her little shoes seemed more suited as house slippers and she was visibly limping.
I didn't want to get involved. The Shai were following her and that didn't bode well for her or anyone that was around her, but I couldn't let the dog eat her. I have a code, and it doesn't involve letting children get killed by beasts. I wrapped myself in shadow and moved down the side of the valley to intercept her path. I can move almost unseen except in direct sunlight if I wish, and the dog never saw me coming. He came out from behind a rock and growled. The girl turned and it was easy to see she was terrified. She brandished her stick, shouted and threw a rock. It was a good throw. It hit the dog on the back and it sprang forward. I shafted it and it fell to the ground, too close to her as it snapped in its death throes, but she scrambled away. I let the shadows melt away and she looked at me.
She seemed almost as frightened of me as she had been the dog. I knelt and cut out my arrow. I kept kneeling so I wouldn't be intimidating and looked at her. "It's all right, child. I won't harm you," I told her. "Where are you going?"
"Away," she said. "Bad mens are chasing me."
"Do you mean the Shai?" I asked her.
She nodded. "Yes."
I looked her over. She looked like she was maybe three or four; just a baby, really. She was mixed up in something I didn't understand or want to be involved in, but how could I leave her? Her light brown skin marked her as human stock; maybe even Old Stock. Her white hair and pointed ears told me she was Shai. I had heard of hybrids, mostly the result of some kind of political machinations between some kingdoms that married off a daughter to the Shai to obtain peace. They performed some sort of spell and hybrids were produced. I had never seen one before.
"What's your name, child?" I asked her.
"Serisi," she told me. "What you name?"
"Guerin," I told her. "What am I going to do with you, Serisi?"
"Carry?" she suggested hopefully. "I very tired, Guerin. My feets hurt, too."
"Where do you live, Serisi?" I asked her.
"Rose Haw," she said. "I yive with the Sisters. Bad mens came and the Sisters made me go in the ground. They tode me to run away. The bad mens came and hurt them, and I ran away. Why you have yeyyow eyes, Guerin?"
"Yeyyow?" I asked.
"No, yewwow," she tried again.
"Ah, yellow," I said. She had trouble with the "L" sound.
"I'm a mutant, Serisi. Do you know what a mutant is?"
"Yes," she nodded again. "You a Gyoom Wawker."
"That's what the humans call us," I told her. "Gloom Walker means I can wrap the shadows around me and move unseen. Can you do stuff like that?"
"I can put out yights when I want to," she said.
That was interesting. Evidently she had Shai abilities. She was a beautiful little thing. Her eyes were tilted up at the corners, almond shaped and a very light blue. The contrast between her dark skin, white hair, tiny pointed ears and those huge eyes made her look very exotic. I didn't know what to do with her. The Sisters of the Rose had a place about ten miles back in the direction I had come, but it sounded like that was a bad place to be right then. If they survived, an unlikely event, they might be worth checking out at some point, but right now we needed to put some distance between ourselves and the Shai. They wouldn't find me if I didn't want them to find me.
I knelt down. "Climb on my back, Serisi. Don't hurt yourself on the sword. Push it around and get comfortable. Can you hold on to me?"
"Yes," she nodded again and the mass of white curls on her head bobbed. She climbed up on a rock and wrapped her little arms around my neck. I drew the shadows around us and climbed out of the valley. I walked for ten minutes then began to run. Ten miles later, she was slipping as her arms lost strength. I knelt and she collapsed to the ground.
"Pwease, Guerin. I very tired," she said.
"We can't rest here, Serisi. I'll hold you in my arms for a while. I know someplace ahead we can spend the night. It will take us about two more hours to get there."
She climbed wearily to her feet and I scooped her up. I'm sure she didn't weigh more than forty pounds. She wrapped her arms around my neck and I ran again. At some point, she fell asleep and I ran on through the gathering twilight, carrying a sleeping child. I could hear the sound of the waterfall ahead and I slowed to a walk. There was a path behind the falls and a cave at the end I had used before. Serisi woke up when I laid her on the floor of the cave. I built a small fire and opened my bag while she watched. I had bread and meat, wrapped in the skin of the skor I had killed earlier. I had some apples, too, and a wedge of cheese. I fried the skor and then fried the bread in the grease, put the cheese on it to melt and turned to her.
Are you hungry, Serisi?" I asked her.
"Starving," she said. "Thirsty, too."
I gave her a cup and she went to the fall and drank. When she came back I put meat and bread on a plate and gave it to her. She ate like she was starving.
"How long has it been since you ate anything?" I asked her.
"Yesterday in the morning," she said. "I was running away since then."
"Do you want more?" I asked.
She eyed the apples hungrily. I gave her two and she crunched away. When she was through, I rummaged around in my pack and came up with soap and a washcloth.
"Serisi, I'm going to bathe in the waterfall. Would you like to take a bath?"
"Yes. Wash cyothes?" she asked hopefully."
"Sure, honey. We can wash them."
She didn't have anything but the little blue dress she was wearing. I knew it must be getting uncomfortable and dirty. She took it off and she was just a little chubby brown bundle of beauty. Her little brown thighs had a dimple about halfway to her knees and she had a little pudge to her tummy. There was another dimple in her forearms. She really was just a baby. I took the little dress, we got it wet in the falls and I lathered it up. After I rinsed it out well, we wrung it out as well as we could and hung it on a stick to dry near the fire. I washed my underwear and hung that up, too. I wear leathers on the outside and they don't take kindly to washing. We eased into the cool water and let it rain down on us, just relaxing in the spray. After a minute she took my hand and pulled me into the small pool below. To my amazement, she could swim and she played happily for a minute before swimming back and standing in front of me.
"Wash me, Guerin," she said.
I soaped her up and scrubbed her until she was flushed. She dove back in and I made my own ablutions. We went back through the curtain of water and stood by the fire. I showed her how to get the excess water off with the edge of her hand and we stood by the fire until we were dry. I got her one of my undershirts and she ate her other apple while I spread out my blankets. I had a horsehair pad to sleep on, and I laid down on it. She joined me after a minute. She snuggled up against me and put her face very close to mine, our noses touching and our lashes mingling.
"Where we going?" she asked.
"Where do you want to go?" I asked her.
"Want to go with you," she said. "I yove you, Guerin. Thank you for taking care of me."
I could feel a big lump in my chest. She trusted me and at that moment I knew I couldn't let her down. I was going to keep her safe if I had to burn the world down to do it.
"I live at a place called Cliff Keep," I told her. "Do you want to go there?"
"Yes, I yive with you," she said. "You keep away the bad mens."
"Yes, I will. I don't think they'll find us, Serisi. We'll go fast and far tomorrow, and they won't find us. How old are you, child?"
She held up her little hand and pressed her thumb and little finger down leaving three chubby little fingers standing up. Gods, she was a baby!
"Syeepy now," she said. She kissed me and pushed me over on my back so she could lie over me. I wrapped her tiny form up in my arms and she whispered, "Night, Guerin."
"Goodnight, child," I kissed the top of her head.
When I awakened, the sun was shining outside and she was watching me. I fluffed her curly hair and she snuggled closer.
"Are you rested?" I asked her.
"Yes, hungry now and I need to peepee," she said.
I chuckled. "Yeah, me too. I want to squeeze you for a minute, though."
"Okay, but not too hard," she said. "Need to go bad."
I held her for a minute and just memorized how she felt in my arms. She was wiggling, and I let her go with a laugh. She took of the undershirt and ran to stand in the falls. I joined her and we let the water wash over us. When we were through we dried off while I made us a repeat of the meal we'd had the night before. I had some raisins and we munched on them, too. She pulled on her dress and helped me pack up. She put her shoes on and we walked down the path with her dancing about ten feet in front of me. When we got to the top, she disappeared over the hump and I heard her scream.
Chapter Two
My sword was out in a flash and I saw six Shai facing us. I had time to cloak and then they were closing on her. I cut the first one up and he fell screaming over the cliff into the stream. I made an alf sign and two more went down in front of the shock wave. They wouldn't stay there, but that left me three to deal with. I darted to the left and put the closest one between me and the other two. I'm quicker, stronger and faster than humans, or even the Shai. Still, it was likely that we were going to die there. I was determined that they weren't going to be in good enough shape to chase her.
"Run, Serisi," I called to her. "Get away."
I got the one I was facing but her two buddies were spreading out to flank me and the other two were showing signs of life. Suddenly they were on fire and screaming. I killed them all while they were beating at the flames, and it was over. I panted and looked over at Serisi.
"Serisi, did you do that?" I asked her.
"Yes, they were bad mens. They hurt the Sisters," she said.
"Yes they were. How did you do that?"
"Don't know," she said, beginning to cry. "I was scared. They was hurting you, Guerin. I burned them."
"It was well done," I told her. "Don't cry, now. They would have hurt us both if you hadn't done it. Can you do other things like that?"
She shrugged. "Don't know. Yet's yeave here."
I rolled them off the cliff to join their fellow, and we walked until she got tired. I carried her piggy-back after that. We stopped at a spring around noon, drank and ate an apple and some more raisins. She climbed back on my back with a groan and we started off again. We stopped for the night on the bank of another small stream and foraged for a while. I know a lot about plants, and we found some to eat and go with the meat. She found a patch of berries and I gave her my undershirt to pick them in. We had a good meal and bathed in the stream again, hanging our clothes up to dry. She got her undershirt out of my pack and we curled up together. She turned her back to me this time and I hugged her up. She used my arm for a pillow and I could feel her curls tickling me.
"Serisi, who are your parents?" I asked her.
"Don't know," she said. "Sisters took care of me."
"Do you know how you got there?" I asked. "Do you know who brought you to them?"
"No, awways yived there," she said. "What you house yike, Guerin?"
"It's big and made out of stone," I told her. "My order lives there. We're the Ruby Order. There are five of us. We're all mutants. Well, there are ten all together. We have people who work for us: cook, clean, stuff like that. Five like me, though. Do you think you'll like living there?"
"Yes, I be with you," she said. "I yove you, Guerin."
"Yes, I know. You told me," I said. "I'm falling in love with you, too, Serisi."
She sighed happily and scooted back against me closer. "Night Guerin."
We traveled like that for two weeks and she stole my heart. She was the happiest child I had ever met. She giggled and laughed and chattered constantly. She was in love with every flower and every bird. She hugged me constantly and it was hard to get used to that. I'd never liked being touched. Only a few people had ever been allowed to touch me, Lena, who was dead, the women I was intimate with and now Serisi. I had vague memories of my mother holding me, but nothing more.
Mutants are looked on askance by humans and Shai, alike. They hired us to do dangerous jobs they didn't want to do, but they felt like we were different. This sun isn't meant for humans, and somewhere around one tenth of one percent of us are born with mutations. Most of the mutant babies were aborted when they had the knowledge to do that. After that was lost, they just killed us as soon as we were born. Here and there, a mother gives birth to a mutant and loves it. They bring them to one of the mutant enclaves and they either die from their mutations or become something else. Most of us are sterile. The Ruby Order is martial. We hire our services to the highest bidder. We kill dangerous beasts, hunt down missing people, do bodyguard work and scout for armies. Demand is high and there aren't many of us, so we do well financially. Attrition is high, too. Most don't make it through their apprenticeship. I'd been a master for fifteen years, and I'd the scars to prove it. By the time we got to Cliff Keep, Serisi was an old hand at traveling and living off the land. I almost hated for the journey to come to an end.
Halbert and Corwin were the only two members at the keep. Hal took one look at her. "Gods, Guerin, she's a fucking Elf," he said.
My hand was around his throat and he was against the wall before he could move, with a knife at his throat. "Speak to her like that, or about her like that again and it will be the last words you say," I told him.
I could feel Corwin's hand on my arm. "Back off, Guerin," he said.
"I apologize," Hal said. "I'm sorry, child. My words were ill-chosen and I welcome you to Cliff Keep."
He looked back at me. I let him go. "Sorry, Hal. This girl is under my protection. I love her. She's to be my daughter, and I reacted. Yes, she is an Elf. I believe half, to be accurate. She was living under the protection of the Sisters of the Rose. They were attacked by the Shai and they were pursuing her. We killed six of them."
"We?" Corwin said.
"Yes, she did most of it. Tell them what you did, Serisi."
"I burn them," she said. "They was hurting Guerin."
"Remind me never to hurt you," he told me.
She walked over in front of them like a queen. She pulled them down and the sight of her hugging those two shaggy heads was heart wrenching.
"Yove Guerin," she told them. "I yove you, too, if you nice to me."
She ruled the keep from that moment on. They played with her and put up with things I couldn't imagine, letting her dress them in silly clothes and having tea parties with her. They taught her how to read and sew and sing. Corwin taught her the sword and Hal the knife. I taught her the bow and the domestics taught her how to manage a house. She was busy from dawn to dusk and she learned at a geometric rate. At night, she was mine. When she got up from the evening meal she went to our rooms and she became a little lady. She painted pictures and played musical instruments and wore a dress. We sang together and wrote poems. She had a little court of dolls that Corwin carved for her, and we moved them around like real people. She made up histories for them and they carried out romances, plots, had children and got married with elaborate ceremonies.
Every night she would come to my bed, climb in with me and the candles would go out. Every night until she was five she told me she "yoved" me and went to sleep in my arms. When she was five she mastered the "L" sound, then she "loved me."
On her fifth birthday, we assigned it arbitrarily to the first day of the harvest moons since neither of us knew when her birthday really was, we had a big party. All of us but Trina were home and it was a great day. The next morning I told her I was leaving and we had a big argument. She didn't want me to leave, at least not without her.
"I have to work, Serisi," I told her. "This place doesn't pay for itself. You need things and they won't pay for themselves either. I have to pull my weight around here. I haven't worked for two years because you needed me."
"I still need you," she threw herself into my lap, sobbing her heart out. "Don't leave me here, Guerin. I'll die without you. Take me with you! I'm afraid something will happen to you!"
"I can't take you. I'm going to hunt a drakkon. It's too dangerous for you."
"It's too dangerous for you, too, then," she wept. "You'll get hurt and no one will be there to take care of you. You'll die and leave me all alone."
"That's not going to happen," I told her. "This is what I do, Serisi. I'm really very good at it. If something did happen to me, you wouldn't be alone. Don't you love Uncle Corwin? Don't you love Jynn? They'll take care of you while I'm gone."
"Yes, I do love them, but they aren't you! I'll be miserable and lonely all the time! Please, Guerin, take me with you."
I left a very sad and angry little girl behind the next day. It took all of Jynn's ability to keep her from running after me and I felt heartsick as I walked down the long stairs, her desperate cries fading behind me. It took me two weeks to get the job done and they tried to short me on the payment. I had to go to the Baron, and he apologized and promised that it wouldn't happen again. A drakkon is a huge reptile sort of thing with leathery wings and a mouthful of sharp teeth that would bite your leg off if it got hold of you. It was taking livestock and none of the locals wanted any part of it. I never gave it a chance to eat me. I ghosted in cloaked and it was gone before it knew I was there.
When I got home I expected her to be watching, but there was no sign of Serisi. I was afraid she was still mad at me. Trina was home when I arrived and she met me on the stairs up the cliff. "Guerin, we need to talk," she said. "Serisi is sick. I mean physically sick. She began to throw up two days after you left and she's been sick ever since. I don't know what's wrong but you can't do this again. She needs you with her. I've never seen anything like this. I think she would just die, eventually. There's nothing physically wrong with her except you weren't here. You can only do jobs from now on where you can take her with you. If you can't do that we're not going to let you work. We've all talked about it and we decided. We love that girl, Guerin and this can't happen again. Now you go in and apologize to her and make her better. If she's not smiling the next time I see her I'm going to cut off your nuts."



I had no idea. I ran up the stairs and into our rooms. She was a little wretched ball curled up on our bed. I ran and picked her up, holding her tightly and she cried into my chest. She even smelled sick.
"I'm so sorry, baby," I told her. "I didn't know. I knew you'd be sad for a while, but I didn't know you'd be sick. I'm so, so sorry. Do you forgive me, Serisi?"
She nodded into my chest. "I told you, Guerin! I can't be without you. Maybe for a day or two, but I need you. I love you and I feel all weak and icky inside when you're not here. Please don't leave me alone anymore!"
"No, I won't; I promise. Why do you think this happens?"
"I don't know. I feel like I'm drowning and all my bones ache."
Jynn came in and we talked to her about it. Jynn was old; I didn't know how old, but she'd been there for decades. She didn't age that I'd seen, but I know she was very old. She looked about 25, but she'd let it drop that she was at least four times that. I asked her what she knew about the Shai.
"Have you ever heard that they get sick when people they love aren't around?"
"I know they mate for life and when one partner dies the other does, too," she said. "Maybe it's like that."
"We're not mates," I told her. "I'm her father."
"Serisi, how do you feel about Guerin," Jynn asked her.
"Love Guerin," she said.
"Yes honey, I know; but when you're older, say about 20, what do you think you'll feel about him?"
"Going to marry him," she peeked up at me.
"I think you have your answer," Jynn said. "She's not entirely human, Guerin. You may have begun something you don't fully understand."
"She's five," I protested. "How can that be possible? Every five year old is going to marry their mother or father."
"I don't know. I know she was puking her guts up and now she's okay. We couldn't do anything to help her and we can do a lot. The only difference is you're here now and you were gone. Until I hear another explanation, that's what I'm going to assume."
I looked down at Serisi. She was snuggled in like a bunny. Her eyes sparkled up at me and I petted her. She fell asleep presently and I went off to put my gear away and clean up a bit. I caught up on the news and when I went looking for her she was in the kitchen keeping Marrat company while he ate. She was freshly bathed and she was eating right along with him. When I sat down beside her she shared her bird with me. I got us a glass of cider and we shared that, too. She was a little wan looking, but seemed to suffer no lasting ill effects from my absence. She was a little clingy for a few days after that, never letting me out of her sight, but she gradually relaxed when she realized I wasn't going to sneak away without her. I stayed home for two weeks and then I took her with me to Gent. I had a job to track down a missing person, and she stayed at the local inn with me. She attracted a great deal of attention. I suppose a mutant and a hybrid traveling together was a little out of the ordinary. I didn't feel comfortable leaving her at the inn while I talked to my employers, so I took her to meet a friend of mine. Zee is sort of a spy. She worked for my father.
Yes, I knew who the son-of-a-bitch was. He didn't know who I was. He was the Baron of Lost March. My mother died at Cliff Keep, years previously. Zee played at being a singer, but she really ran quite an information network. We'd done a few favors for each other over the years and she liked me. I liked her, too, and I trusted her. I introduced her to Serisi.
"She's gorgeous, Guerin. Where did you get her?"
"She's been with me for two years," I told her. "I love her, Zee. She's like a daughter to me. I need a place for her to stay for a few hours."
"Well, that was your typical enigmatic Guerin answer. You do realize that she's an elf? Honey, would you like to stay with Aunt Zee for a little while? We'll go out and get a treat and then we'll take a swim in the hot spring behind my house. Would you like that?"
Serisi clung to me desperately. "Don't leave me for too long, Guerin. Please?"
"Gods, child, he's a rogue but he won't leave you. Let him take care of business and we girls will have a party," Zee held out her arms.
Serisi reluctantly let go of me and gave a weak smile as Zee led her away. I went and talked to the owner of a large blacksmith shop. His wife was missing and he wanted me to find out where she was. I asked if I could look over the house to see if I could find any clues. He gave me the key and it took me an hour to find her hidden stash of letters. She had a lover, and I found out where he lived. I went back and told the blacksmith I had an idea and I would let him know when I had information. When I got back to Zee's, they were nowhere to be found. I sat in a chair and waited. I kept hearing something out back and I went to the window. They were playing in the spring. I went out and Serisi squealed when she saw me.
"Guerin, come in. This water is amazing. I like it here. We must come back here often. I love Aunt Zee."
I raised an eyebrow at Zee and she nodded. I stripped off and slid in. It did feel amazing. The smell wasn't very good, but the water was hot and made you feel slick and relaxed. Zee had built a floor and a bench into the bottom of the spring and as I relaxed they came over and slid onto the bench on either side of me. I put my arms around them and pulled them against me.
"Aunt Zee is very beautiful, don't you think, Guerin?"
"She certainly is," I admired Zee a little. She was a very pretty redhead with milky skin and green eyes.
"Is she your girlfriend?" Serisi asked.
"Are you my girlfriend?" I asked Zee.
"No, well, sometimes; it's complicated, Serisi," she said. "I want to be his girlfriend, but I do my work and he does his. We're lovers sometimes, but neither one of us is going to give up what we do. I do love him, though. Do you understand?"
"I think so," Serisi confided. "I'm not his girlfriend either. I'm going to be someday, but I love him and he loves me. Time isn't always what you want it to be."
"You're very smart, Serisi," Zee told her.
"What do you do when you're a man's girlfriend?" Serisi asked her.
"Anything you want to," Zee said. "You kiss, play with each other, touch each other, stuff like that."
"Do you want to do that with Guerin?" Serisi asked.
"Yes, but I don't have to do that now," Zee said.
"I want to watch you do it," Serisi announced.
I choked and sat up. "No, Serisi; you're too young for that."
"Why?" she asked.
I floundered around. "Help me out here, Zee."
She laughed. "I was wondering that myself. Why, Guerin?"
"She's too little."
"Too little for what? She just wants to watch. Let's just fool around. We don't have to get raunchy."
Normally I'd be happy to fool around with Zee. She's a living doll, but I was very uncomfortable with Serisi being there. Zee seemed to have no such concerns, because she made my toes curl with a kiss.
"Let's go inside," she whispered. "Serisi, we're going inside. You've seen enough, honey. Some things should be a mystery until you do them yourself. Stay here and play and we'll come and get you when we're through."
She was suspiciously compliant, and Zee climbed out. I followed her and her fantastic butt swinging in front of me was enough to keep me excited. She led me to the bed and she was as responsive and sensual as I remembered. I kept feeling like someone was watching me. It made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. I glanced back and there was nothing there, but I could still feel a presence. Just then, Zee did something that made me forget about everything except her for a long time.
We rested together for a while and went back to the spring. Serisi was sitting quietly on the bench and seemed very introspective. I bathed, kissed Zee and we got dressed. We walked back to the Inn and I didn't say anything while we walked. I could see Serisi peek up at me from time to time, but I didn't look at her.
"Are you angry with me, Guerin?" she asked.
I didn't answer her.
She walked on in silence for a while. "How did you know?" she finally asked.
"I'm a mutant, I'm sensitive to things like that," I told her. "I don't know how you did that, but you don't spy on people you love."
She burst into tears. "Please don't be mad at me, Guerin. I wanted to know. I'm sorry I spied. I knew you wouldn't like it, but I didn't think you would know." She was weeping harder now, her tiny frame wracked by sobs. I knelt down in front of her.
"So, you think it's okay to deceive me so long as I don't know? Do you want me to not trust you, Serisi?"
"No!" she wailed miserably. "I'm very sorry, Guerin. It was bad. I won't ever do it again. Should you punish me?"
"Yes, I should, but I won't. I've never punished you. You're always a good girl. If you do things you know are wrong, I'm going to very disappointed in you. You asked my permission. I told you no and you did it anyway. This is different than when I tell you you shouldn't eat another piece of cake or something. You do that anyway, and it's no big deal. This is a big deal. I didn't want you there, I told you and you did it anyway. That's not how you treat people you love."
She threw herself against me, sobbing deeply and wrapped her arms around my neck. "I'm sorry, Guerin." She drew in great shuddering breaths. "I won't ever do it again. I'm sorry I disappointed you. It nearly kills me to think about that. I won't ever do it again. Please don't be mad at me. I would rather be punished!"
"I forgive you." I told her. "I love you, Serisi. We'll forget about it. Do you love me?"
She nodded into my chest. "Here, dry your face and don't cry anymore. It's okay, baby. You're little and you make mistakes. Everyone does. You just learn from them and don't make them again."
She took my handkerchief and wiped her eyes. She blew her nose and handed me back the crumpled ball. I took it gingerly. "You're nothing if not thorough." I kissed her on both cheeks and she let me go. I stood up and she took my hand. Those chubby little fingers squeezed my big rough ones and the world was right again.
"How did you do that, anyway?" I asked her.
"I can't use the shadows like you," she said. "I tried but they wouldn't move. I listened really hard and then I was there, but not really. I could still feel the water in the spring."
"That's very interesting," I said. "Do you think you could do it again?"
"Yes, but it was weird. I don't think I will unless I need to."
We got back to the inn and ate supper. I told her we were going to have to go to the village of Bren and look for the woman that was missing. It would take a week and I asked her if she wanted to stay with Zee or go with me. She wanted to go.
"A week is too long, Guerin," she said. "I could stand a couple of days, but not a week."
"Do you know that, or will you just miss me?" I asked her.
"No, I know. I'll start getting sick," she said. "I'm afraid you won't come back. The longer you're gone the worse it gets. I trust you, but I'm still afraid."
"Okay, I'll take you with me, but I'm always going to come back, Serisi. It's you that will go away some day and not come back to me. That's the way life works. Children grow up and leave their parents. This isn't going to be much fun. I think this woman ran off with her lover. I don't know why, but I need to find out. If she went voluntarily, I'll tell her husband. If she's being held against her will, I'll have to fight. You'll have to stay out of the way. I don't know anyone there with whom to leave you. You'll have to hide."
"I'm never going to go away and leave you, and I could help you," she said.
"No, baby; I can't let you do that. Maybe when you're older, but I can't risk you getting hurt. That would kill me. That would make me sick."
"I could burn them," she said. "I can fight, too. I have my knife. I will if I think you're going to be hurt. I want to be close enough to see."
"I'll let you be close," I told her. "I don't need you to burn anyone. I'm really very good at this, Serisi. I can fight. I'm probably the most dangerous thing you'll ever meet unless you're really unlucky."
"I know you can fight," she said. "You're so gentle though."
"I'm gentle with you," I told her. "I'm gentle with gentle people. I can be very violent, too."
"I remember," she said.
"Okay then, you're not going to get involved, right?"
"Not if I don't need to," she said. "You can't make me promise to let you get hurt, Guerin. I won't. This isn't like the other thing. I'll do what you tell me up to a point, but not if it means letting you get hurt."
I laughed. "I can live with that. You do have to promise that you won't help unless I ask you. I won't let you come if you don't promise."
"I promise. I'm done eating. Are you going to eat your pie crust?"
I gave it to her and we went to bed. She devoured the last bite. "I'm through, now," she said.
I laughed. "I love you, kitten. Sleep well."
She snuggled back in and she was instantly asleep.
Chapter Three
The trip to Bren was fairly routine. We were attacked once, by two risca. Most of the native animals are some sort of reptile, and the risca look like reptilian cats if that can be imagined. There are no human cats. They didn't prosper there for some reason. The First Humans tried to breed them, but they sickened and died. The risca are about three feet tall and can weigh up to maybe a hundred pounds. If they take you by surprise or if you can't fight they might finish you, especially a hunting pair. They're fairly rare and they became extinct in that neighborhood. I was neither unaware nor unable to fight. I made Serisi climb a tree when I heard them following us and when they came springing out of the undergrowth I dove under the nearest one, rolling to slash open its belly. The other one missed, too, and I came up and slashed it across the eyes. It wailed and I severed its spine.
Serisi climbed down from the tree and came to look. "You are good at fighting, Guerin. You moved so fast you were just like a blur. Do you think I can learn to fight like that?"
"Do you want to learn to fight, Serisi?"
"Yes, I want to be dangerous so if the bad men come I can kill them."
"You're already learning to fight. You're half Shai, baby. You'll likely be strong and quick. I think you'll be deadly. You have to work hard at your lessons though."
"I will," she promised. "I want to be Ruby Order, like Trina and you."
"We'll see," I told her.
"Are they good to eat?' she prodded the risca with her knife."
"I don't know. We have food. They don't look appetizing. Do you want to eat one?"
She shivered. "No, it just seems like a waste."
"They attacked us. I wouldn't have harmed them if they had left us alone. We only kill things to protect ourselves and those we love or to eat them. If we take a job to kill things, it's because they're harming people. Remember that."
She nodded. The rest of the journey passed without incident and I tried to teach her things as we traveled. I showed her plants and animals and told her about them. We tracked things and tried to tell what they were doing. She was a very quick study, and she seldom forgot anything I told her.
When we got to Bren, there was a taproom and we stopped for a drink. They had cider for Serisi and I got an ale. We sat at a table against the wall.
"Do you see where we're sitting, Serisi?" I asked her.
"Yes, why?"
"We're sitting here for a reason," I told her. "We can see the doors so we know who comes in and goes out. No one can get behind us. We aren't in a corner, so we can move either way if we need to."
She thought about that for a minute. "Do you think we'll be attacked, Guerin?"
"No, but I've been attacked before when I didn't think it would happen. It's always best to assume you'll be attacked. That way, there are no surprises."
The barmaid brought our drinks and I asked her if she knew the lover. Ironically, his name was Bron, and he was from Bren.
"Yeah, I know him," she said. "He has a booth down at the market. Sells trinkets and jewelry. Isn't much good, though, from what I've seen. Just baubles."
I thanked her and tipped her. She glanced at Serisi. "What you doing with an elf girl?"
"She's my daughter," I told her. "You have a problem with that?"
"No, luv, just curious. You see old Martha down at the Market. She can tell you all about the elves. She's a seer, she is. She can tell fortunes."
"We'll have to do that," I said.
She flounced off and we drank our drinks. "Why do people call me an elf?" Serisi asked.
"Don't worry about it, baby. They're ignorant. That's what some humans call the Shai. They don't know you're half human. They see the white hair and the shape of your ears and just make assumptions. They don't know there are no dark skinned Shai."
"You have white hair, too," she pointed out. "Why is my skin brown, Guerin?"
"Some of the Old Stock humans were what people called 'black,'" I told her. "I've never seen one, but your mother must have been Old Stock. That's why you're darker than most people. There's nothing different other than the shade. You're all girl under there. Very pretty girl."
She dimpled up. "Thank you Guerin. You're very beautiful, too."
I laughed out loud and a few heads turned. "Let's get out of here and go find Bron from Bren."
A few enquiries led us to Bron's booth. He was a sandy-haired fellow, a little overweight and very friendly. We looked at his wares and he told us all about himself. He had a nice red-stone bracelet in gold, and I bought it for Serisi. I put it on her and she did a little dance.
"You got any kids, Bron?" I asked him.
"Two," he said. "See that house over there with the blue shutters? That's mine and that's my boy out by the fence."
We bid him goodbye and walked over to his house. There was a woman churning butter around back, and we strolled down the fence. I told Serisi to go talk to the boy and I said hello to the woman. Her name was Betts and she didn't look like much to me. There was a lot of her for the two lovers to fight over and a good bit was spilling over the top of her blouse.
"I've been looking for you," I told her.
"Lots of men looking for me," she told me. "I'm a good wife, though, so go on with you."
"That's not what the blacksmith at Gent says," I told her.
She went pale. "You here to take me back?" she asked.
"Do you want to go back?" I asked her.
"No I don't. You'll have to kill me. That bastard got drunk and beat me like a dog every Friday. I'll never go back."
"Okay, it's not my job to take you back. I'm just supposed to find you."
"Don't you tell him where I'm at," she said. "He'll send you back here to make me go back."
"No, he won't," I said. "I won't take the job. I don't kidnap people."
"Well, he'll send someone as ain't got your scruples," she objected.
"Not my affair," I said. "I took the job. I thought you might be here against your will. I'll take my leave now."
She was still talking as I collected Serisi and she followed us halfway out of town, begging me not to tell where she was. We ignored her and she soon fell puffing behind.
"Why are you going to tell on her?" Serisi asked.
"I took the job," I told her. "When you take a job, you do it."
"Why?' she asked. "She doesn't want him to know."
"It doesn't matter," I said. "If I don't do the job, word gets around and pretty soon no one will hire you. It's our code. If you take the job, you do the job."
"I see," she said. "What if it's a bad job?"
"Don't take it," I told her. "I can always say no. That's why jobs go through Jynn. She checks them out to make sure they don't violate our code."
"What if you think she's wrong?"




"I tell her I won't do it. We only take the jobs we want, Serisi. We aren't slaves. We have the right to say no. That's what being free means: the right to say no."
"Do we have a Baron who rules us and gives us jobs?"
"No, baby, we rule ourselves. Like I said, we aren't slaves. That's why we live where we do. No one wants that patch of stone. We won't be ruled; we'd rather die."
"Me too, but you sort of rule me, Guerin."
"Yes, but when you're old enough to take care of yourself, I won't. That's part of my code, not the Order's. I think if you're old enough to support and take care of yourself, you're not a child anymore. I won't tell you what to do, and no one else should either. I don't rule you for my benefit, Serisi. I do it to take care of you because you don't know enough yet to take care of yourself."
"I like for you to take care of me," she put her little hand in mine. "I liked that boy. Why am I the only child at Cliff Keep?"
"None of the rest of us has children," I told her. "Most mutants are sterile, Serisi. Do you know what that means?"
"No, what is it?"
"They can't have children."
"Are you sterile, Guerin?"
I laughed. "No, I have you."
"But could you have a baby, like with Zee?"
"I don't know. I've never tried or been tested."
"Am I sterile?"
"I don't know that either."
"Let's go back and talk to that seer," she said. "I want to know. Maybe she can tell us."
"She's probably a fraud," I told her.
"It would be fun, anyway," she said.
I agreed to go, and it wasn't more than a half-mile, anyway. Martha the Seer was the typical wrinkled old crone. She had an evil cackle and long stringy hair. She made my skin crawl, but she was obviously a mutant. We talked for a while and she said some gibberish and held our hands. When she touched Serisi she went rigid and fell to the ground. She looked like she was having a convulsion, and just when I began to be concerned, she sat up.
"Do you know who this child is?" she asked.
"Yes, she's my daughter."
She cackled. "Come inside. You need to be sitting down."
She drew me an ale and got grape juice for Serisi. We sat on three legged stools and she held Serisi's hand again.
"This child is the granddaughter of the king of Renatta and the daughter of eldest son of the High Lord of the Elves," she said. "Adelard of Rentalar was a great seer. He had a vision more than 5000 years ago that the kingdom of Renatta would form an alliance with the elves. Their king would marry an Old Stock human and their child would save the elves from a terrible fate. Twelve years ago, that happened. The queen disappeared when she found out she was pregnant. There were rumors that she hated her husband and that she had been tortured into becoming with child. She vanished from sight, and it was rumored that she died in child birth. Three years ago, we heard that the elves were searching for the child and that she was known to be in a monastery of some sort. Where did you find her?"
"The Shai attacked Rose Hall. They killed the Sisters of the Rose there. Serisi escaped and I found her fleeing from them. We killed the party and escaped. She's been with me ever since."
"Does anyone know where she came from?" she asked.
"No, only you. I intend to keep it that way."
She looked at me in fear. "Don't kill me," she begged. "I'll never tell. Let me explain why. I can tell she will never fulfill that prophecy. She will either die in rejection of her role, or she will live and bear two children. Her life or death depends on you. If you die in the attempt of the elves to take her, she will die as well. If you live, she will live and the two of you will be together. If she lives, I live. I don't know the connection, but I know if she dies, I will die. I'll never tell that she's with you."
"Don't kill her," Serisi said. "She won't hurt us and she doesn't look edible."
I laughed. "You're safe from us, old woman. If you betray us, I know how you'll die." I smiled and she shivered.
"Is Guerin able to have children?" Serisi asked her.
"No, but he will, somehow. You're going to change him. You'll be with him." she said. "How will you do that?"
"Don't know," Serisi said. "I can do things."
"Some wicked elf spell, no doubt," the Seer cackled.
"Let's go, Serisi," I said. I made a belf sign and instructed the seer that she wasn't to reveal Serisi. She came to, I flipped her a coin and we left. We walked a couple of miles and neither of us said anything. I felt her little hand slip into mine. When I looked down she was smiling.
"Are you happy, Serisi?" I asked her.
"Yes, I'm glad we went back. I don't think she was a fraud, Guerin."
"No, me either. I hope you're not upset about what she said."
"How could I be? I'm going to be with you and you're not going to die," she said. "That makes me very happy, Guerin. You aren't going to leave me or get hurt and die. I think that since I know that, I can stand for you to be away from me for longer than before. Maybe when I want to I can stay home when you go away for a while. Not too long, though."
"How long do you think?"
"I don't know. But since I know you're coming back, maybe a few weeks?"
"That's good. I love for you to be with me and I'll take you when it's possible, but sometimes it would be best if I didn't have to worry about what I'm going to do with you."
*****
The blacksmith wasn't pleased with me. I dropped Serisi off with Zee and they went shopping. I gave her some coin and she was as happy as a month-old colt. She did a little dance. "I've never been shopping before," she squeaked.
The blacksmith was her polar opposite. "Why the fuck didn't you bring her back?" he shouted.
"Not my job," I told him. "You hired me to find her, not to bring her back."
"Well if you want to get paid, you'll take your ass back there and get her. You'll get paid when she's standing in my house."
"I don't believe you've thought about this course," I told him. "You signed a contract with the Ruby Order, so I'll give you a choice. The contract says I was to find her and tell you what happened to her. It says nothing about bringing her back. You can honor your contract or I can kill you now."
He called his employees and they gathered around. I wrapped myself in shadow and spoke. "Last chance. You can't even see me. I'm not just going to kill you, I'm going to kill all these others and burn the place to the ground."
He looked around in confusion and my sword was at his throat. "Wait, wait!" he squealed. "I've decided to pay!"
I let the shadows melt away, but I kept my sword to his throat. "Too late," I told him.
"No, no, I beg you!" he fell to his knees. "Please, my Lord. I don't know what came over me. I'll double your price!"
"I'm not a thief," I told him. "Pay what you owe; give each of these people a toran for being loyal, and you live. If you ever try to welch on a contract again, the entire Ruby Order will come here and kill you and everyone you know, burn your houses down and kill all your animals. Do you understand?"
He nodded. I used the tip of the sword to raise him to his feet and a trickle of blood dripped down his neck. His trouser leg soaked as he pissed himself. I sheathed the sword and he hurried away and came back with the coin in a leather pouch. He handed it to me and I stood and watched as he handed out a silver toran to each of his employees.
"Thank you master Gloom Walker," each one said as they got the coin. I nodded and backed out the door. Zee and Serisi weren't back, so I went to the inn and had a meal delivered to Zee's house. I went to the aromatics shop and purchased some herbs and supplies, and a bottle of good-smelling soap. By the time I got back the girls were home, and Serisi had three new little dresses and two pairs of new leather pants and shirts. She also had a pair of sandals to wear with her dresses and good traveling shoes. She had gotten me a new red tie for my ponytail and a small mirror for signaling.
I kissed her and thanked her for my gifts, and she insisted on modeling the dresses. I showed them the bottle of soap and suggested we pour it in the spring and bathe. They loved the idea, and soon there were two naked girls running around collecting towels. We dumped in the soap and the water bubbled up almost immediately; it smelled much less of rotten eggs than the last time we used it. Serisi loved the bubbles and played happily while Zee and I did other things under the cover of the bubbles. We got out in a few minutes and went inside to continue our activities while Serisi played in the bubbles. I wasn't distracted by any mysterious sensations this time and Zee's cry of completion gave me the thrill I had been looking for. She lay across me and we stroked and nibbled until the delivery maid knocked on the door. Zee put on a robe and the pots and pans were set on the table. She got a tablecloth and a blanket and I carried the pots out to the spring. We spread the blanket, the table cloth and the food out, and Zee dropped her robe. We ate naked in the failing sun with the cool breeze blowing, and then sat in the spring again for an hour. Serisi got all pruney looking and we dressed. We hugged and kissed Zee and promised to stop each time we came by.
"If we don't come by soon, we'll make a special trip," I promised her.
We returned to the inn and went to bed. Serisi put on her nightshirt and climbed in. "This was perfect, Guerin," she told me. "This is what I want to do the rest of my life. I didn't peek!"
"I know, kitten. This was very wonderful being with you on this job. I missed you dreadfully on the last one, and I'd never have gone if I had known you would be sick. Gods, I love you, child."
I squeezed her tightly and she wiggled, trying to get even closer. "Yes, me, too, Guerin. I like Zee a lot. I wasn't afraid when you left me. She knows a lot of things. Guerin, will you teach me to read? Zee read me a book and I liked it. We have a great many books at the Keep, and I want to read them all."
"Of course, Serisi. Everyone should know how to read. Unfortunately, many don't. It seems like only the nobles read, these days. Everyone else employs scribes, but you should learn. You're a princess, after all."
A cloud passed over her face. "I don't want to talk about that," she said. "That scares me, Guerin. I'm going to forget about that and not think about it if I don't have to. I don't want you to talk about it either."
"No, I won't, but we need to keep it in the back of our minds," I told her. "Someday it's going to be very important to us. That's a long time in the future and I suppose the evil of the day will wait for its time. I want you to be happy and not worry, baby."
"No, I won't worry," she kissed me. "I know you'll take care of me Guerin."
"I'll do my best with the reading," I told her. "We should ask Jynn to help us. She reads a dozen different languages. I read only Southern Human and Shai. Some of our books are in the North language, and I don't read that. I can speak it, but not read it. They have a different alphabet."
"I know the alphabet in Southern and Shai," she said.
"Good girl; that will make it easier."
"Sleepy now," she yawned. "I'm going to stop talking."
I held her close and stroked her curls. She was so tiny and so innocent and she was caught up in such big things. I watched her sleep, her little chest rising and falling and her lips slightly open as she breathed. She licked them with a little pink tongue and her mouth closed. There was so much for her to learn and so much for me to teach her. The task seemed overwhelming for both of us, but tomorrow would bring what it would. One foot in front of the other and the trail comes to an end.
Chapter Three
I took Serisi to the livery the next morning. We had no horses at the keep, but she had seen a horse with the Sisters. She had always talked about them and I paid a groom to give her a riding lesson and tell her how to take care of a horse. She was very attentive and I could see her lips moving as she repeated what he was saying to herself. It was a mnemonic trick she had, and she almost never forgot anything she was trying to learn. He let her ride a horse around the stables and she soon mastered the knack. I bargained with him and bought a bay gelding for myself. It was sort of lazy and gentle, just the way I liked my horses, but well put together. There was a little gruella mare that Serisi loved. It was a pretty thing, high spirited and with four black stockings and a black muzzle. She loved it and I bought it for her.
When she saw me paying she flew over and jumped on me. I caught her and she kissed me over and over. "Thank you, Guerin. I've wanted a horse and you got me one. I'll take very good care of her."
"I know you will, baby. Now we can move faster and carry more. I'm going to get a pack pony, too. We'll take a tent the next job we do. It's going to start getting cooler and we'll be glad to get out of the weather."
We went to the outfitter and got camping gear. A small tent, just big enough for the two of us, and several canvass tarps. I got her her own horsehair pad and blankets, and we made rolls and tied them to the pony.
We bought tack for the horses and rode out of town. As soon as we were away from the buildings Serisi got down and took the bridle off her mare.
"What are you doing?" I asked her.
"She knows where I want to go," she explained.
"How does she know?" I asked.
"I told her, silly."
"I didn't know you could do that."
"I didn't either," she said. "I can, though, and she wants to help me. I told her I was going to take care of her and she likes me."
"Can you do that with my horse?"
"Yes, but not for you. You can't feel him and he can't feel you."
"I'm handicapped," I laughed.
"Oh no, Guerin; you can do lots of other things I can't. I can't do your signs."
It was very comfortable to ride along with her and we talked about all kinds of things.
"Tell me about the Shai," she said.
"They were here on Eiru when humans arrived," I told her. "We believe they came here from some other place, as well. When the Mother Planet began to die, great ships were launched across the skies in search of a new home. There was a great rift in the sky and the ships went through. The First Humans came here and something happened to their ship. It wrecked here and many of the First were killed. They found that the laws of nature were different here. The sun was different and many devices they used failed and wouldn't work here. They lost much knowledge and began to live as we do now. For hundreds of years we increased and kingdoms were formed. Powerful men sought influence and riches, and then we found the Shai. They are a different people, having powers such as yours. They live long, perhaps forever if they are not killed. They have few children, and there have never been very many of them. Humans often call them elves. I don't know why. They have two kingdoms in the North. They sometimes employ the orders, but they have little to do with humans. There was a great war many years ago, and many humans and Shai were killed. There has been an uneasy peace for many decades. I know other things, but that is the history."
She thought in silence for a long time. I could see the wheels turning in that little head, and I knew she would tell me what she was thinking when she got it worked out in her head. We didn't travel much faster with the horses than we had on foot. I can run a horse to death on foot over a few days, but they can carry more and their rider will be in better shape to do whatever needs to be done after they arrive. After the first day, Serisi climbed down and promptly collapsed to the ground.
I sprang to help her but she waved me away. "My legs are made of strings," she complained. "What's happened to me?"
I laughed for a long time while she glared at me reproachfully. "I see nothing funny," she said indignantly. That made me laugh harder and I scooped her up and hugged her.
"You aren't used to riding," I told her. "You'll be sore tomorrow."
"So, my soreness causes you amusement?" she asked.
I collapsed laughing with her on top of me. She beat me with her little fists and rolled off, giggling hysterically and I tickled her until she shrieked. We hobbled the horses and made camp. Putting up the tent for the first time was challenging until we got the ropes and stakes figured out. We got a fire built and supper was on when we got a hail.
"Mind if I join you?" a voice called from the gathering darkness.
I bustled Serisi back into the brush and she drew her knife. "Stay here until I give you a signal," I told her and she nodded.
"If you're friendly, come in and sit down," I called.
I drew in the shadows and the flame flickered where I had been. A tall dark man in leathers materialized, and he put his sword down on a rock beside the fire. "I mean you no harm," he said, stretching his hands out toward the fire.
I let the shadows slip away and he started when he saw me. He looked me over and nodded.
"You from one of the Orders?" he asked.
"Guerin, of the Ruby Order," I introduced myself.
"Name's Rupert. Constable out of Gent," he said. "You coming from there?"
"Yes, we completed a contract and we're on our way back to the Order,"
"Who's we? You got a buddy out in the brush?"
"Yes. I didn't know if you were a danger to us."
"You didn't do nothing back in Gent to make me take an interest in you, did you?"
"No, a missing person case."
"Not that I'd stand a chance against a Gloom Walker, anyway. I'd have to try though. My duty, you know. Call your buddy in and we'll eat. Got some good bread and a bottle of wine."
"Serisi, you can come out," I called.
She came out of the brush, putting her knife away.
"She's an..."
I cut him off. "Don't say it. You'll upset her, and then I'll have to do something about it. Duty, you know."
He gave a nervous laugh. "Now don't you go assaulting a constable. It's against the law!"
"You're outside your jurisdiction," I told him. "I'd like for you to explain to us about this 'duty' thing."
Serisi was listening, but she didn't say anything.
"The king has laws, they need to be enforced."
"Why?" Serisi spoke up for the first time.
"Why, without laws, we'd have anarchy in the streets," he said.
"So, if being a mutant was against the law, you'd have to enforce the law?" she asked.
"Right. It'd be nothing personal, you understand. It's my duty."
"What if being human was against the law?" she asked. "Would it be our duty to arrest you?"
"You're not an officer of the law," he said.
"What if I was?"
"It's not against the law to be human. That would be silly."
"The Shai don't think it's silly," she said. "It may be their duty to kill you."
"I told you, it's nothing personal. Just doing my job."
"So in order to do your job you would arrest people whose only crime is being what they are?"
"The king makes the law, I just enforce it. What's all these questions?"
"She needs to know about people," I told him. "There are all kinds and she needs to know how people work."
"Ah, something like a tutor, are you?"
"Something like that. You're welcome to share our fire and our food and drink."
"And you mine," he said. "Let's fry up some of this bread to go with the meat and I'll open the bottle."
We swapped stories over the fire and he did have a decent bottle. I gave Serisi a little swig and she shivered. "That's disgusting," she said. "How can you drink that? Are you trying to poison me?"
We laughed. "It's an acquired taste, child," I told her.
"It's rotten! I don't plan to ever acquire that taste. It tastes spoiled, Guerin."



We called it a night and Rupert wrapped himself in his blankets. Serisi and I retired to the tent and she pulled off her clothes and put on her nightgown. She pulled her pad over close against mine and didn't use it. "I like to sleep where I can feel you," she explained. That usually meant snuggled into my chest with my arms around her and I didn't complain. Her little body put off an enormous amount of heat and she felt soft. She smelled good, too.
"I don't like that man," she whispered.
"Why not, baby?"
"He thinks that his job makes him something he's not."
"Explain," I told her.
"He thinks he's different than other people because he's a constable. He thinks that he can do horrible things because his position means that he doesn't live by the same rules other people live by."
"You're very perceptive, Serisi. He uses force against his fellows. There's never any excuse to behave violently toward people that aren't behaving violently toward you. Remember that. He's human, too, he's just forgotten that. We'll remind him. You already did that when you questioned him. He's not used to being questioned."
"He's afraid of you," she said. "He's afraid of me, too, but not like you. He doesn't know what to think about me and he's not used to that. He knows he's no match for you, though."
She stretched and yawned and it was contagious. She kissed me and told me she loved me and she was asleep. When we got up he was rolling up his blankets. We toasted bread and cheese and he was on his way.
"Thanks for sharing your fire," he said. "Don't meet a lot of friendly travelers."
"Good luck to you, Rupert." We shook hands. I picked Serisi up and we disappeared into shadow. He looked around for a minute and hurried on his way. She was laughing as I set her down, and we packed our gear, collected our horses and went on our way. The first snow fell when we were still a night away, and it was her first sight of it. It didn't snow much at this latitude, and she played in it until she was shivering. She came and warmed herself by the fire and then went back. She hit me with a snowball when I came out of the tent and we had a war. I caught her and scrubbed her face with the snow while she laughed helplessly. We warmed ourselves at the fire again and she came and sat on my lap.
"Guerin, why does it snow?"
"It would be rain if it wasn't so cold," I told her. "The cold freezes the rain and it falls as snow."
She thought about it for a while. "I could make it warm," she said.
"How?" I asked her.
"Don't know, but I could," she said.
"How big an area would be warm?"
"Don't know. From here to the cliff there?"
It was a quarter mile away. "Gods, Serisi; can you really do that?"
"Yes, I could make it travel along with us, too, if I didn't have to do too big a place."
"How do you know?"
"I can't tell you, I just know."
"How warm can you make it?"
"Burning, if it's the size of the camp. Maybe just melt the snow if it was bigger."
"We'll have to ask Jynn about this. I wonder if it's just you, or all the Shai can do that?"
"Don't know. Let's go to bed."
I lay awake for a while. This little baby was immensely powerful. I didn't think she knew just what an amazing girl she was. I thanked the Gods she was mine. We entered Cliff Keep in the early afternoon, and Trina was there to greet us. She took us to the kitchen and fed us. Jynn came in and I gave her the money for the contract. We talked for a bit and life went back to normal for a while.
We started teaching Serisi to read the next week. We all took turns with her education and it went well. She worked hard at her learning and she was scary smart. She was reading simple books in no time, and she quickly graduated to harder ones. She read to me constantly, and I read to her while her little finger followed the words on the page. I kept her active, too. We fought with wooden swords and she threw knives and stars. We ran the obstacle courses and she had amazing agility and balance. Marrat was quite an acrobat, and he taught her tumbling. She could juggle four apples and she got very good with knives.
Corwin came back from a job somewhere in the north and brought her a present. He had acquired two long, slender Shai daggers of some strange silvery metal. They didn't rust and held an edge better than anything I had ever seen. They had ornate sheaths and he gave them to Serisi. She practiced with them constantly, and became so quick and dangerous with either hand that Hal was quite satisfied that she could take nearly anyone in a fight. She was very quick, even by my standards. Maybe she couldn't take a seasoned fighter yet, but in a few years she was going to be one tough girl. Jynn had taken her under her wing and they were trying to find out the extent of her abilities to do Shai kinds of things. The problem was, Serisi really had no idea what she could do. Everything was a surprise to her. When she encountered a situation, she suddenly became aware that she could do something like communicate with horses. It was very frustrating for her, and she talked to me about it.
"Guerin, can I ask you something?"
"Of course, tiger; what do you want?"
Since she was snuggled up against me in bed, the 'tiger' reference made her giggle. "I wonder if we could find a Shai and ask them some questions about me?"
"That sounds like a bad idea to me. What if they attack us or try to snatch you?"
"Couldn't you do a sign and make them help us and then forget?"
"Maybe, I've never tried a calef sign on a Shai. If it didn't work we would have to kill them. I don't like to use that sign, Serisi. It seems like raping someone's mind."
"What is 'raping?'" she asked.
"Something like what Zee and I did when you watched us, except one of the people is unwilling and the other one forces them."
"Why would anyone do that?" she blushed a little. "How could they do that? You can't force someone to love you."
"It has nothing to do with love, baby. Some people want power over other people. That's one way they show their power. It's evil and disgusting. Some people are evil."
She thought about it for a while. "I see why you said that. You mean you force people to do things they don't want to do."
"Yes, that's it."
"What if they're evil people? We wouldn't mind making evil people do things, would we?"
"How would we know?"
"We could watch them for a while. If they do bad things, we would know."
"Maybe that would work. We'll think about it and if we run across any Shai we'll see. They rarely come this far south. It could be a long time."
"Can't we go north?"
"We could, but I'm afraid to take you where they might be."
"Why?" she asked.
"I'm afraid they might try to take you away from me."
She kissed me. "You do love me, don't you Guerin?"
"More than I can ever tell you."
"How do we know that I'm not supposed to be with them?" she asked. "Maybe what they want is something I should do."
"Serisi, have you forgotten what they did to the Sisters?"
"No, but what if they're desperate? What if they need me to do something so badly that they will do anything?"
"Killing the Sisters can never be justified. If we were desperate, would we kill Uncle Corwin or Jynn?"
"No, I would rather die myself."
"Exactly; that's how we know that the people who want you are evil. There is no good reason to do evil things."
"I suppose you're right. But we'll still try to find a Shai, right?"
"Yes, honey; we'll try."
"Thank you Guerin. It's hard to be me. I'm very strange, aren't I?"
I laughed. "Yes, there's no one else like you. I know how hard it is, baby. I'm sorry I'm not wiser. I wish you had a mother and father to teach you things. I know how frustrated it makes you. I know it's hard to be patient. Growing up is very hard and you're doing well. I love you, little girl, and I'm proud of you."
She turned her back to me and scooched up against me. "I don't need anyone but you," she said. "Night Guerin, I love you, too."
I held her tight and we drifted off.
Chapter Four
The arrow punched into the ground at my feet. I looked up and Serisi was laughing down at me from the top of the wall. She danced with joy.
"You're dead, Guerin! I killed you again."
"Careful, child; you'll fall and break your neck and then you'll be the one that's dead."
She dived off the wall and I sucked in my breath. She landed on her feet and did a roll, coming up to stand directly in front of me. She pressed herself against me and put her arms around my waist. I wrapped her up and squeezed her until she groaned.
"Well done," I told her. "You scare me to death, girl. That was a very high jump. I didn't look for you to be up there."
"Yes, it was very clever of me, wasn't it? I've killed you three times today, Guerin."
"What if I had been cloaked?"
"That's cheating," she objected. "You aren't to do that. No one that is chasing me will be able to do that."
"We don't know what the Shai can do. Could you sense me cloaked?"
She cocked her head and thought. "No, but if I knew you were coming I could make a trap."
"What kind of a trap?"
"Light, to drive away the shadows?"
"Can you do that?"
"Yes, but I would have to make sure you were coming the right way." She rested her head on my chest.
She was growing very tall. She was thirteen, and she was so beautiful she took my breath away. Her hair had grown to a silky white mane that floated around her and those eyes were glacier blue pools that could drown a man. She took my hand and we walked up the steps to the library. She would have her lesson with Jynn before supper, and I had things to do. I left her exploring some tome and went to find Corwin. When I came into the hall for supper she was whispering with Trina and they stopped talking when I came in. I felt like they had been talking about me, but I didn't say anything. We went to our rooms after the meal and she changed into a dress like she always did. We played a game of cards and talked for a while. She began to yawn after a bit and told me she was going to bed. For the first time since we had been together she went to her room to sleep. She kept all her stuff in there, but so far as I knew, she had never taken anything other than a nap in her bed. I wondered what was going on. She didn't seem mad at me, but there was something wrong. I went to bed and had a difficult time falling asleep. There was no warm little girl to snuggle up against me and I felt desolate. I finally slept fitfully and when I went to collect her for her morning run she came out in a dress.
"I'm feeling indisposed today," she told me.
"Are you sick, baby?" I asked her.
She flushed. "No Guerin, don't ask me any questions. I love you and you must trust me."
I hugged her and she kissed me and went back into her bedroom. I went looking for Trina. She was on the archery range and we loosed a few shafts together.
"Is something bothering you, Guerin?" she asked.
"Something's wrong with Serisi," I told her. "I think she's sick. She told me she wasn't going to run this morning,
and when I asked her about it she wouldn't tell me. She said she was 'indisposed'."
She laughed. "You're an idiot, Guerin."
"I know, but what am I being an idiot about this time?"
She laughed again. "You're such a man! She's growing up, Guerin. Do you know what happens to girls when they grow up?"
"They grow breasts?"
"Yes, that, too. She's going to be indisposed every month about this time. Do you understand?"
"Oh," comprehension dawned on me. "Gods Trina, is she really that old?"
"Yes, Guerin; she's becoming a woman. You need to adjust the way you see her. She isn't a little girl anymore. She's a young woman."
"I guess I am an idiot, Thanks, Trina. I've got some thinking to do."
"You're a very nice idiot," she laughed.
I went and looked after the horses and then went back to our rooms. Serisi was reading on the sofa and I brought her some cider and had an ale myself. She smiled at me and scooted over so she could lean against me. I put my arm around her and petted her hair. I looked her over and she was something new I hadn't noticed. There was a swelling in the bodice of her dress and I could see the top of cleavage peeking out. Her waist was as thin as ever, but there was now a swelling at her hips as well. She was developing an hourglass shape. Her lips looked fuller than ever and I noticed how long her hair was. She must have felt my eyes on her because she peeked up at me. I could still see that mischievous little girl glint to her eyes.
"What?" she asked.
"Nothing," I told her. "I was just noticing how beautiful you are."
She flushed and wouldn't meet my eyes. "Thank you Guerin. I'm just the same as I was last week."
"Yes, but you're not the same as you were last year," I told her. "My baby is getting big."
She giggled. "I'll always be your baby, Guerin."
"You know you can talk about things to me."
She sighed. "Yes, I know, but sometimes I just need to talk to girls. I would talk to you about anything important."
"Thank you, Serisi."
"For what?"
"For being so sweet. I'm so proud of you, kitten. I'm so lucky to be your father."
"I'm glad you are," she said, "but you're not really, you know."
"Yes, I know, but I'm lucky anyway."
"Guerin, have you ever heard of the Shoroku?"
"Yes, is that what you're reading about?"
"Yes, tell me what you know."
I had only seen one in my life. They were here before the Shai, and human scholars believed that they were native to this world. The Shai legends tell of great battles fought between themselves and the Shoroku. They are very secretive and there was reason to suppose they resented the presence of both races on their world. They had abilities that no one else shared, and no one I had ever met knew much about them. I told her about what I knew and she was silent for a while, staring into the fire.
"I think they're important to us, Guerin."
"How do you know?"
"It's one of those things. I can't tell you, but I know. Do you know where to find them?"
"I know where to find one," I told her. "I did know where to find one. It was years ago."
"Can we go there?"
"It's a long way, baby. I have a job next week."
"Is it in the right direction?" she asked.
"Yes. Do you want to go there?"
"Yes, I'll go with you on your job and then we'll find the Shoroku. Can we?"
"We can if you think it's important."
We planned it out all week and when the weekend approached she was back in my bed. "I missed you," she said.
"Yes, me, too," I told her. "Do you want to sleep in your bed now? It's okay, Serisi, if you do."
"No, this is my bed," she said. "I was just there temporarily."
"Are you sure? I know you're growing up."
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"Well, you're changing, baby. Your chest is growing and your shape is becoming different. If it makes you uncomfortable, I understand."
"The only thing that will make me uncomfortable is you talking like that," she said. "I know I'm changing. I'm going to look like Zee or Trina. You don't mind being in bed with Zee."
"I don't mind being in bed with you," I told her. "That's not what I'm saying."
"You know how I feel about you," she told me. "I plan to be in this bed the rest of your life."
"Yes, I know. I didn't know if that was something you'd grow out of."
"No, I love you more every day," she said. "I'll never grow out of that."
"Okay, we won't talk about it anymore until you want to," I told her. "Remember, I love you and I want you to be happy."
"I am happy," she wiggled back against me. "Hold me and I'll be even happier."
I wrapped her up and everything was okay.
Chapter Five
We had beasts to kill. I wasn't sure yet what they were, but two children had been attacked. One had been killed and dragged off and one got away. We talked to her and she wasn't much help. It had been nearly dark and she could only tell us that it had claws, red eyes and teeth. The claws must have been pretty big, based on the size of the slash on her leg. It was suppurating, and evidently there were some nasty bacteria on those claws. I told her parents she was infected and that I could help her. They were a superstitious lot and I heard them whisper about "magic" and "devil." In the end they agreed and I put her into a trance with a maleph sign.
I cleaned away the infected flesh and poured in alcohol and then wine. Serisi was looking a little queasy, but she wouldn't leave.
"I can help her, Guerin," she said.
"What do you mean? How can you help her?"
"I can make her blood clean," she said.
"How?"
"I don't know. I just can. It's like how I can burn things, except different."
"Will it hurt you or her?"
"No, but it's going to make me tired. I can tell."
"Do you want to do it?"
"Yes, I can help her. It would be... wrong not to."
"Go ahead," I told her.
She got a cute little frown on her face and her little white eyebrows drew together. She seemed to concentrate briefly and then her knees started to buckle. I sprang and caught her before she could collapse.
"I'm okay," she said. "I need to sit down for a minute."
I eased her into a chair and she didn't move for several minutes.
"I'm okay, now. Let's leave, Guerin. I don't like her parents. They think we're evil."
"I know. Don't worry about it, Serisi. They're ignorant."
"They're not just ignorant," she said. "They're malevolent. If we weren't able to protect ourselves they would harm us."
"That's a big word," I laughed. "I know what you mean, though. It's superstition risen to the level of malice. They're going to pay us. We'll get the job done and leave. I'm glad we were able to help the girl. You're a nice person, Serisi."
"It isn't her fault," she said.
We spent the night a few miles away from town. In the morning we went to where the children were attacked. The ground was torn up pretty good and the townspeople had milled around, obscuring the signs. I picked up a blood trail and we ran down it. I could smell it now. The rich, iron smell of blood drew us along and we were climbing steadily through the trees. We came to a stone outcropping and the body was there. Serisi turned quickly and vomited. It was an ugly scene. The child was half eaten and I quickly led her away. I went back and saw some footprints, clearly outlined in the dirt around the outcropping.
I went back to Serisi and she was recovered. She was rinsing her mouth out with water and she spat. "What did that, Guerin?" she asked.
"It's called a vorca. It's a large lizard sort of thing. I think there are three of them. They're not fast, but they ambush. We're going to have to be careful. I need to carry you."
"Why?" she asked. "I can help you."
"I want to cloak," I told her. "Once we find them, we'll shaft them. I don't want to get close. They have nasty things on their claws and teeth. If they cut us or scratch us we'll be like that girl back there. It's almost like poison."
We strung our bows and she climbed onto my back. I drew in the shadows and we moved through the trees down the trail. We had gone perhaps a mile when she punched me. I looked back at her and she pointed to her ears. I listened and I could hear it. There was the sound of whistling breath ahead about twenty yards. There was a large deadfall and I could see them. I pointed and she nodded. We backed off ten yards and I let the shadows slip away. The beasts roared and shuffled toward us. There were four shafts in the air before they had gone ten feet. Two more followed and they were down.
Serisi had cast her shafts well. Two were buried in eyes, and the third was a near miss. The beasts thrashed, reflexes animating them even though they were dead.



"We'll have to leave our shafts," I told her. "They may do this for hours."
I drew my sword and slashed off a foot to show the villagers. I wrapped it carefully in leather and put it in my pack. The thing smelled putrid and it made Serisi gag. We collected our money and threw the thing in the fire. We didn't waste any time in the village. I bought some apples and cheese from the merchant and we were on our way.
We journeyed north into the gathering cold and the breath of frost dogged our steps. We were heavily dressed, but Serisi suffered. She warmed herself until exhaustion forced her to stop. The snow fell in a blanket and we gradually climbed into the mountains as the cold grew still more bitter. We sought shelter beneath cliffs and made do with snow banks. Our tent saved us, and we dreaded leaving our blankets each morning. Our horses plodded as the winds whipped across us and we huddled within our robes as we rode.
She never complained, but I could tell the cold and the stillness wore on her. On the fourteenth day of our journey we came to a high pass and began to descend.
"How much farther do we have to go, Guerin?" Her teeth chattered and her voice was shaky.
"Only a few more miles, Serisi, and then we can rest and recover for our journey back."
She bowed her head and rode into the teeth of the wind. A crack opened in the rock face ahead and we turned in. The worst of the wind was blocked by the towering walls and we wound up a steep and crooked trail. At the end of a long, miserable way we came to the cave where I had encountered the Shoroku. If it was still alive our journey had come to an end. Serisi made a light, somehow, and we went inside. Her hand glowed and I raised an eyebrow.
"It's a little thing," she said. "I can do it indefinitely."
I nodded and we walked for perhaps a mile into the mountain. The air grew warm and we shed furs. We came to a great chamber and there was a fire and furniture inside. A small form hunched over an armorers bench, and a hammer rose and fell.
"Albatar, we have come to ask you questions," I spoke.
He glanced at us. "I know." His voice was high pitched and rough. "I have no answer you wish to hear."
"How do you know?" Serisi asked.
"I do not know you," he said. "Guerin, this is a being of great power. Why have you brought her here?"
"She is ignorant of her power. She wishes to learn."
"If I teach her, she may break the world," he said.
"I have no such intention," she said. "I want to know what I can do so that I can protect myself and those I love."
"And who are those you love?" he asked.
"Guerin, I love Guerin," she said.
"What of the Shai? What of your father's people? Do you feel no love for them?"
"No, I don't know them. I believe them to be evil," she said.
"There are many shades of evil," he said. "I am evil. To many, Guerin is evil. You are regarded as evil yourself by many. The Shai believe you will save them from us."
"Who, exactly, is us?" I asked him.
"My people. We will attempt to drive the Shai back through the rift."
"How many of you are there?" I asked. "I doubt you have the power."
"Perhaps not. We will make the attempt, anyway. I would not aid my enemies."
"We aren't your enemies," Serisi said. "I don't know you well enough to be your enemy."
"No? Neither do I know you. I do like the way you think. You refuse to generalize. You make it personal."
"We're people. You're a person. I don't give a damn about anything but those I know," she said. "Tell me what I can do so that I can keep the people I know safe."
"What do you want to know exactly?" he asked.
"Don't you know?" I asked him. "You can read me like a book. You can tell what I want to ask before I open my mouth."
"Yes, but her mind is behind a wall and under a mountain. I will do what I can. What will you do for me?"
"We'll tell you stories, share our wine and food with you," I told him.
"Yes, I wish to hear those stories Master Gloom Walker. Come and sit and we will drink wine and eat. I offer you my hospitality. How long will you stay?"
"As long as we need to," I said.
Serisi opened her pack and we took out 10 bottles of wine we had packed. I had remembered from my last visit to this place that Albatar loved our wines. He had a large bird on a spit over his fire and tubers roasting below where the fat from the bird could drip over them. We ate and I told him of our last contract. He was very interested in the poisons found on the beasts and we told him what we knew.
"How comes a mutant human and a hybrid Shai to be together?" he asked.
"Guerin saved my life when I was three," Serisi told him. "He adopted me and became my father. We've been together ever since."
I chuckled. "I still believe that she adopted me. It was a mutual decision."
"Do you intend to remain with him, girl?" he asked.
"Yes. I'll never voluntarily be apart from him."
"Do you understand the weight of this decision?"
"No, what are you talking about?"
"I know who you are, girl."
"Stop calling me girl," she said. "I have a name. It's Serisi. What do you mean, 'you know who I am?'"
"You are the key to opening a rift to the Shai worlds. They lost that in their war on us. They will stop at nothing to regain that. My people will stop at nothing to keep that from happening. The humans will be caught in the crossfire and they may destroy us both. Which side will you choose?"
"None," she said. "I am not a pawn to be used. I'm on my own side. I won't open rifts, I won't serve evil men and I'll be free or die."
"Guerin is formidable. The orders may be able to protect you. They would never allow one of their own to be taken. You live in a fortress. No one knows where you are. What relationship do you intend with him?"
She blushed and glared at him. "That isn't any of your business."
"If you require my help, I need to know. Your choices will make things known to me that are now hidden. I cannot see into you, but I can see into him. I can see how your choices will affect him."
She glanced up at me. "I... I... I'm going to marry him." She burst into tears. I knelt by her chair and hugged her tightly.
"Why are you crying, Serisi? You've always told me that. This isn't news to me."
"Yes, but those were the dreams of a little girl," she wept. "I'm desperately in love with you, Guerin and it embarrasses me."
"No more than I love you," I told her. "You're my heart, Serisi. You know that."
"Much that was hidden becomes clear," Albatar said. "I can see that you are able to do many things. You can heal wounds, incinerate enemies, call lightning from the skies, command beasts and move objects without touching them. You can control minds and look into the future. You are not invincible. At this moment you could be killed by nearly anything. So long as Guerin remains as your companion, he will protect and care for you."
"Did you know you can call lightning from the skies?" I asked her.
"No, I can't do that," she said.
"Some of your power will not manifest until you are older," he said. "The Shai mature slowly and live long."
"Can you teach me to control and do these things" she asked him.
"No. I have no ability to do any of the things you can do, neither can I instruct you."
"Can we stay with you a few days and recover for our trip home?" I asked.
"Why do you not transport yourselves?" he asked.
"I don't understand?" I said.
"Serisi is able to form a rift and you may step through at any place she chooses."
"Baby, can you do that?"
"Yes, I guess I can," she said. "I didn't know until now."
"You should be wary of this," he said. "The Shai will be able to sense the opening of the rift and its location. If you don't want to be found, you should only use your ability rarely and never in the vicinity of your home."
"You could take us out of the snow," I told her.
We spent the night in the warm cave and in the morning we gathered our horses and gear. Serisi made her cute little frown and a drifting and shimmering fog appeared over the trail. The horses were panicked and we had to cover their eyes before they would approach it. We stepped in and the sun was shining. It was still cold, but I recognized the terrain. We were still a long way from Cliff Keep, but we had moved several hundred miles south. Serisi was weary from creating the rift, and I built a fire for her and she stared into the flames while I set up camp.
She didn't move except to shift positions until it began to grow dark. We ate and she went into the tent while I cleaned up. She was lying down when I entered and just a little ball under the blankets. I took off my leathers and crawled in with her. She immediately rolled to lie half over me with her head pillowed on my chest. She was warm and soft and she smelled like campfire and faintly of girl. I ran my fingers through her hair and she sighed.
"Guerin, I'm so confused and worried," she said.
"I know, Serisi. Let tomorrow take care of itself. It's enough for me just to be here with you. If we die tomorrow, I'm content. I got to be here, hold you in my arms and tell you I love you. If we live tomorrow, that's just one more day I get to be with you. I want many of those days, but I'm content."
"You comfort me," she said. "You always know just what to say. How did you get so wise?"
"I've made lots of mistakes," I laughed. "I learned from them."
"Was adopting me a mistake, Guerin? Do you regret it?"
"To tell you the truth, I had no such intent, Serisi. I decided I couldn't allow the dog to eat you. Beyond that, I had no plan. You sort of made up my mind for me. As soon as I got to know you, I loved you. You've been a lot of inconvenience to me. You've complicated my life in ways I couldn't have imagined and I would have hated the idea. When you love someone, you become vulnerable. I avoided that. I don't regret a single moment. I never knew what it meant to be happy until the first time you told me you 'yoved' me. I thought I did, but I was mistaken."
She kissed the scar on my right cheek. "I still yove you," she said.
"Thank you, baby. I know we have a lot to digest and think about. Circumstances have changed but that doesn't mean we have to. I intend to go on living our lives just the way we did before. If circumstances change again, we'll adapt."
"Yes, I like that," she said. "Do you mind if we sleep like this?"
"Well, you weigh a ton, but other than that, I can't think of anything better."
She chuckled and wiggled around until she was comfortable. I put my right arm around her and we drifted off. When I woke up I couldn't feel my arm. It was still dark and I eased her head to the rolled up blanket we were using for a pillow. Her eyes opened a slit and she scooted around until her back was pressed against me and we went back to sleep.
Chapter Six
Life went back to normal when we got home. Serisi went with me on every job I did. She was becoming very lethal. I was depending on her more and more. She could get information out of a stone and she did most of the leg work. I did most of the heavy lifting and she stayed in the background. She got in a couple of scrapes, but nothing she couldn't handle. We had one interesting job just before her sixteenth birthday. We were collecting a debt for the Barron of Cold Harbor, and Serisi was trying to locate the debtor. Obviously, he didn't want to be found and she asked around for anyone that had known him before he fled. I was searching his house and a dock worker told her he used to hang out at a local tavern. She went looking for him and it was a pretty rough place. She got some information and when she left three of the Baron's soldiers though they would have a little fun with her.
They followed her for a while and she noticed them and told them to get lost. One of them said something about her ears and his buddy said something crude about the way she was built. They seemed to have the impression that a Shai girl shouldn't be in their town and she needed to pay a toll. The toll would be a roll in the hay with the three of them. She didn't care for that idea and they decided to get rough. That was a mistake, and the first thing I heard about it she came running to me and there were six more soldiers chasing her. They drew up short when they saw me.
"This little bitch with you?" one of them asked. He seemed to be the man in charge.
"That's right," I said.
"She cut up three of the Baron's men down by the dock. We're going to arrest her," he said.
"No, you aren't," I told him. "Serisi, is that true?"
"Yes, they tried to rape me," she said.
"Well, I guess you know who to arrest," I told them.
"She's a lying..."
I cut him off. "You're about to do something very foolish."
"We don't want any trouble with a Gloom Walker," one of his men told him. "He'll fry our eyeballs. Besides, he's here working for the Baron. I saw him at the manor earlier talking to the Baron."
"I think you should apologize to the girl," I told them. "If you had harmed a thread of her clothing you would be dying horribly now. You're fortunate she didn't kill you all. Serisi, I think that barrel is no longer useful."
She looked at it and back at me. I nodded and she frowned. The barrel exploded into flames and they took to their heels.
She threw back her head and laughed. "Sorry about that, Guerin," she said. "I didn't want to kill them and I thought they might recognize you."
"No, you did the right thing," I told her. "Are you okay?"
"Yes, they were slow and clumsy," she said. "I shouldn't have gone to that place. I didn't know what it was like."
"Why didn't you just leave?"
"I saw the man I needed to talk to inside. I was afraid I wouldn't be able to find him again."
We located the debtor and he paid. He would spend a long time recovering his health, but he paid. When we got back to the keep I thought we needed a break for a while. We went to visit Zee and stayed two days. We celebrated Serisi's birthday at the inn and Zee had several bottles of the perfumed soap. She and I were in the spring when Serisi came out and she soon joined us. I hadn't seen her naked for a long time and I was startled at the changes in her. Her hips had broadened and her breasts were a lot bigger. She had a little patch of white, wispy hair above the mysteries below.
"Your little girl is getting big," Zee whispered. "God she's beautiful. Do you sleep with her, Guerin?"
I could feel my ears turning red. "Yes, but not like you mean."
"Why not?" she asked. "She's in love with you, Guerin."
"Yes, I know. She's never shown any sign she wants to do that."
"Maybe she's waiting for you to show some sign."
"Well, she's going to wait a long time then."
"Why? Why would you make her wait?"
"Because she trusts me. I've had her since she was three, and I'm not about to change our relationship. She's precious to me and I love her just the way she is. If she wants to change that, it's up to her."
"I understand, I won't say anything else," she said. "I love her, too, but I'd like to fuck her."
"Are you two whispering about me over there?" Serisi noticed our heads close together.
"How did you know?" Zee asked her.
"My ears were burning." She paddled over and slipped under my arm on the opposite side from Zee. "Are you conspiring?"
"No, we were talking about how beautiful you are," Zee told her.
"Well, I like to hear that, so stop whispering," she laughed.
"You're growing up very nice," Zee told her. "The boys are going to be swarming around you like flies to honey."
"What boys?" Serisi asked. "There are no boys at the Keep. There are only old men like Guerin here. How old are you, Guerin? I don't think you've ever told me."
"I'm thirty-eight," I told her.
"You don't look a day over twenty-five," Zee said.
"Well, sometimes we mutants live a very long time," I told them. "Jynn is at least a hundred and she doesn't look any older than me."
"That's good, because Serisi is an elf and I've heard they live forever," Zee said.
"I'm not an 'elf'," Serisi told her. "I don't like to be called that. My mother was a human, you know."
"I'm sorry, baby; I didn't mean to offend you," Zee reached around me and petted her shoulder. "I didn't know your mother was human, either."
"I'm not offended," Serisi said. "It's impossible for you to offend me, Zee. I just don't like that word when it's used to describe me."
"I won't use it again," Zee promised. "How would you describe yourself, honey?"
"I'm a hybrid, I share both race's traits. I don't know about the age thing. I'm growing up at the normal rate for human girls. Do the Shai mature like humans, Guerin?"
"I have no idea," I told her. "I've never seen a Shai that wasn't an adult. I understand they have very few children. I don't know anyone who's ever seen a Shai child."
"Well, I guess we'll just have to see then," she said. "I'm not impatient. I enjoy being myself. I'm not in a hurry to change."
"See, I told you," I said to Zee.
"What did you tell her?" Serisi asked.
"It was nothing, sweetheart," Zee told her. "You're a very wise girl. You're only young once. Enjoy it while you can."
"Oh, I do. I think I may be an adult now, though. Guerin says that when I'm old enough to take care of myself and support myself, then I'm an adult. I think I can do that. What do you two think?"
"I think you're right," I told her. "You do as much on our contracts as I do. I don't do much taking care of you anymore. I think I'll still keep an eye on you, but you mostly make all your own choices now."
"You're still a baby, but you're the most adult baby I've ever met," Zee told her. "I thought you were just like a little adult when you were five."
"Well, Guerin always treated me like that," she said. "What do adults do?"
"Whatever they like," Zee told her. "What do you want to do that you haven't been doing?"
She thought about that for a minute. "There are a couple of things. I'm not going to talk about one of them, but I would like to take a contract myself. Nothing too dangerous," she assured me. "Nothing that would take too long," she looked at me; obviously seeking my affirmation.
"I think that would be good for you," I told her. "We'll look over what Jynn has when we get home. Do you think us being apart would upset you enough that you would be distracted or lose your edge?"
"I don't know," she snuggled up against me. "I'll just have to see. If I feel that I can't perform, will you fill the contract for me?"
"Of course, baby," I squeezed her. "Maybe I should go with you, camp out in the bushes and just be available in case you need me."
"No, I need to find out for myself," she kissed my arm. "I won't hunt a beast or anything that might get me killed. Maybe a collection or a missing person. Maybe just some detective work, solve a mystery or something."
"That's wise," Zee patted her head. "Our baby is growing up, Guerin."
Serisi flashed her a smile, her teeth flashing white against her dusky complexion. "You have no idea," she said.
When we returned to the keep, we looked over potential contracts, looking for something that both interested Serisi and didn't seem too dangerous for a novice to handle.
We were sitting in the commons, papers spread out before us, lamps casting shadows, and Hal came in. He was soon followed by Jynn, and one by one, the whole order was sitting around, looking nervously at one another.
Serisi sat back in her chair and looked at each one of them until they dropped their eyes and looked away.
"What?" she asked.
They stirred uncomfortably. Evidently, Trina was the spokesman, or woman, as the case was.
"Um, we were talking after dinner..."
She trailed off and Serisi waited, becoming more impatient. "Yes, were you speaking of me?" she asked.



"Well, yes," Trina said. Her words came out in a rush. "Serisi, in the last 30 years, we've had nine novices. How many of them do you know?"
"I know none," Serisi said. "Why do you ask?"
"The reason you don't know them is that they're dead," Hal said. "Every one of them. I don't ... we don't..." He was overcome, apparently by powerful emotions, and I was stunned.
Jynn spoke. "We need to tell you something, Serisi. As far as we are aware, only three people in the history of this order have ever borne children. There has never been a child here such as you. You are like our child. I know you belong to Guerin; we all know that. He is the youngest among us. He is also probably the most capable among us. He is like our child. You are like our grandchild. We know you, and we have come to love you, child. We, the order, will not allow you to take contracts we believe are beyond your capabilities. We love you too much to lose you."
Serisi sat quietly for a moment. I braced myself for the explosion. She had quite a temper, when aroused. She rarely showed it. There were two sides to it. One was a raging hurricane and the other was cold stillness. One brought the wrath of burning fury upon your ears, and the other froze you into non-existence. I had been the victim of both. Neither lasted long, and she was always contrite, sooner or later, but she had an independence that would not tolerate any interference. I didn't know which to expect.
"I submit myself to your will," she said. I was as stunned as the rest. "I love you, as you love me," she said. "You are wiser than I am, individually, and collectively, you are the wisest people I have ever met. I will seek your advice and wisdom. What do you want me to do?"
A collective exhalation of held breath escaped the whole group. They well knew her, and they had the same expectations I held. Jynn crossed the room, lifted Serisi to her feet and embraced her. The rest of the group rushed to do the same. Everyone spoke at once. "So happy, want to help, love you so much, look at contracts together, help you any way we can..." filled the air.
Serisi laughed and her merriment filled the room. "I love you all, but please, just let me speak. Would you be willing to select the contracts for me? Look them over, select three you think will fit me, give them to me and Guerin and I will make the final choice? This is acceptable?"
They all hurried to assure her that it was, and I believe that there was an easing of tension and a camaraderie like we had seldom seen in the order. Serisi became a full novice, and her first contract began. It was a simple task of discovering a thief, and she proved adept, setting a trap, bringing the constables to the house, catching the thief with the money he had stolen and fulfilling her contract.
She was on top of the world when she returned with her payment. We celebrated, every one of the order who was there, joining us. She waited two weeks and took another. It became routine, and so far as I knew, she never suffered during the one or two weeks they usually took from her "being apart from Guerin" issues.
*****
Eighteen years old! She had been away for a week, doing a job we got through Zee for my bastard of a father. She didn't tell me a lot of the details, just said she was a courier and it wasn't likely to be dangerous. Some sort of escorting some high official.
When she got back, I was in the yard, soaking up the sun and reading a book. When she saw me she gave a little squeal and came running across the courtyard to throw herself on me. My book went flying and she nearly knocked me down. She was heavy, solidly muscled and as lithe and flexible as a cat. She kissed me all over my face and told me how much she missed me and how much she loved me about 1000 times.
She finally got her fill and went away to take care of her horse. I retrieved my book and sat back down, waiting for her. I got absorbed with the book, a biography of one of the first colonists, and didn't notice she'd come back until her shadow fell across me. I looked up. God, she was heartstoppinly, excruciatingly lovely. A little smile played across her features and she just stood there, letting me look at her.
She was a woman, in the full blush of her beauty, all hair, blue eyes and dark smooth skin. "You make my heart stop," I told her.
She dimpled up. "Thank you. You are very beautiful, too, Guerin." She always said that.
"Men aren't beautiful," I told her. "Stop saying that. I've gotten a complex from you saying that."
She laughed. "No. You aren't the boss of me."
"Turn around so I can get a good look," I said. She did a little dance step or two, giving me a look at the mystery that was Serisi.
"Do you know what today is?" I asked her.
"Yes, it's my birthday!" she said. I could tell she was excited. "What did you get me, Guerin?"
We didn't know, in fact, exactly when her birthday was, but this was the day we celebrated it. "I was feeling too lazy to go shopping," I told her.
She slapped my foot. "Ah, bah. I shall not get you anything for your birthday, then."
Of course, she knew I was lying. I felt around in my pocket. "Well, I do happen to have this," I told her. I drew out my hand and opened it. She gasped. "It's beautiful, Guerin," she said.
I had paid a small fortune for a cut and faceted red-stone. It was large, and seemed to pulse with a red fire. It was set in gold, with a heavy chain of very small gold links. "Let me put it on you," I said.
She turned her back to me, and I pulled that mane of hair aside, exposing her slender neck. Her hair was heavy in my hand. Unbound, it hung shimmering below her waist. When working or exercising, she wore it bound or in many braids. I reached around her, pulling her back into my embrace. She seemed to almost purr. I undid the clasp, pulling the chain around her neck. I kissed the side of that dusky column and she shivered, goose-bumps rising. I did the same with the other side, then fastened the clasp. Looking over her shoulder, I saw the stone settle down into the mysterious canyon between creamy brown hills. She twisted away, offered me her lips and I kissed her. She stepped back and her little pink pointed tongue tasted her lips.
"I am going to wash the travel off," she said. A swish of her hips, and she was gone. She had a tub in our rooms. I made do with the bath house. Dinner was a riot as she was welcomed home and everyone got a chance to be singled out by her love and affection. They all gave her gifts, and we drank wine. Serisi wouldn't touch anything fermented, and she drank her usual cider.
The party wound down, and she got up, made a little speech, thanking everyone and expressing her love. She went to our rooms, and I followed not more than a score of minutes later. I undressed and got in bed. I could hear her moving around in her room. There was a lamp and two candles burning, and I assumed she would come as soon as she had stowed away her presents.
There was a whisper of sound from the doorway and I glanced up. My breath caught in my throat. She stood in the doorway and she was a vision to topple kingdoms, cause battles to rage and despair in the hearts of men. She was absolutely naked, except for the chain and the redstone that pulsed between her breasts.
The imagination is beggared when describing the visual impact of Serisi. It began with that mane of hair. It swept in waves and billows around her, stirred by the breeze through the open window. It was snow-white and shocking in its magnetism, causing everyone who was close to her to have an almost irresistible impulse to touch it. Her face was... elven. She disliked the term, but from the exotic tilt of her eyes and the startling contrast of the blue/grey with the darkness of her complexion, her tiny pointed ears, her high cheekbones, small patrician nose, the lusciousness of her lips, the heart-shaped face and her little pointed chin, it was a face to launch a thousand ships.
Her skin glowed. It seems impossible for something to glow with a rich brown tint, but she did. Her throat was a slender column, sweeping to join broad shoulders. She was very muscular, yet there was a softness that formed fully-rounded curves. Her breasts were full, heavy and perfectly formed mountains, proud, high and with all the firmness of youth and fitness. Her nipples were surrounded by rich mahogany circles, slightly thicker than the skin of her breasts so that they looked a little puffy, capped by small, very erect points that tilted slightly upward and inward.
Her chest and ribcage were wide and deep, the perfect support for those breasts, and her waist swept inward to a slenderness I felt I could span with my hands. Her belly was flat and ridged with two rows of highly-defined muscle, her navel a slightly elongated oval, small and mysterious. Her hips flared from the small waist and curved dramatically, drawing in again to impossibly long legs, her thighs swelling with muscle, small knees and muscled calves. Her tiny feet were things of beauty in their own right, and between smooth brown thighs was a tuft of that shocking white, just a fine and silky reminder that this was a woman.
I had not seen her naked in some time, and her beauty stunned me. I tried to speak, but only a hoarse croak emerged. I cleared my throat, trying again. "God, Baby! You're..." I had no words.
Her laughter was like crystal, ringing across the room. She turned. Gods, that ass! It was a firm, jutting thing, forming a near shelf, as gorgeous as anything in imagination, shaped like an upside-down heart, with a small dimple where it swept gloriously into her broad back. She continued her turn, coming to rest facing me. "Do you like me, Guerin?"
"I have no words, Serisi," I said. "Poets have no words."
She strode across the room, moving with purpose, liquid in her movement and naked splendor. Stopping beside the bed, she pulled the cover down, exposing me to her eyes. They moved down my body, then up, locking with my own. "Do you love me, Guerin?" She asked. "Do you love me, forever?"
"With all my heart," I said. "For the rest of my life."
A small smile of satisfaction formed on those Cupid's-bow lips. "And I love you, for the rest of our lives," she answered.
She moved over me, one knee on either side, stretching her arms upward to move her hair behind her, her breasts tautening with the movement, standing proudly forward, and it was the most erotic thing I had ever seen. It was totally unselfconscious. That was the most amazing thing about her. She was completely comfortable in herself. She leaned forward, erect nipples scraping on my chest as her lips sought mine. I had kissed Serisi thousands of times; I had never kissed her, or been kissed by her, like that.
Her lips were alive, and fire from her eyes flashed. All that bare dusky skin against mine felt as though she was running a fever. She had always felt warmer than anyone else I had ever touched, but she was on fire. She crushed herself against me and her passion was contagious.
"Guerin... Guerin... I'm... I feel like I'm running away," she gasped. "Something, something is happening..."
I rolled, taking her with me so that we were on our sides, facing each other. "Serisi, what are you doing?" I asked.
"I've been waiting," she said. "I've been waiting, all my life, and I will not wait any longer."
"What were you waiting for?" I asked.
I was waiting to be with you, like this," she said. "I was never ready, before, and now I am. I am a woman, now. I was a little girl, but not any longer. I feel my blood singing, I have an ache for you, in my belly, in my heart, in my loins. I will be yours. You will be mine. This is the right day, I know it, Guerin. I know it in every fiber of my being."
"Serisi, do you remember what the wise woman said?" I asked. "She said I could not have children, but with you, I would. Is that what you want?"
"Yes, but not now," she whispered. "There is... something in you, Guerin. It is like a broken string. I can't explain. I know how to tie it back together. I will not until both I and you are ready. It is good?"
"Everything about you is good." I reassured her and claimed her lips again.
She squirmed, trying to get closer to me. One brown leg draped across me and I could feel the downy softness of her little tuft on my thigh. She moved it in circles against me, and I could feel heat and moistness. She pushed me over and her little hands ran across my body. She was exploring, and I left her to her voyage.
She lowered her head to my chest and her little pointed pink tongue appeared. She drew a circle around one nipple with it and I shuddered. I had never really thought of my nipples as an erogenous zone. I was ignorant, because my member became an iron bar with her teasing.
She felt every muscle, as if memorizing my body like a map. Her warm fingertips soothed every scar, trailed down my stomach and she pushed impatiently at my undergarment. "Drawstring," I whispered, and she giggled. She pulled the strings and I lifted so she could remove them. She gasped at my erection. We had bathed at many a camp, and neither of us was particularly modest, but she had never seen me as I was, rampant and pulsing.
The little tongue flicked out, swiping the head, and I lurched. Her hot little hand grasped, and she explored, touching, squeezing, tasting, her exploration a thing of wonder and as enchanting as everything else about her. Her intensity increased, if that was possible, and her tongue became a thing possessed, laving the surface of my member with her slickness and heat. I groaned and she looked at me with triumph in her eyes. "What should I do?" She asked.
"Whatever your heart leads you to do," I said. "Imagine it is a winter icicle and you are melting it." She nodded.
Her mouth, those incredible lips, engulfed me. There was wetness, heat and she sucked, her tongue circling the head as she slid down, then back up, savoring the taste and textures. She went a little too deep and gagged a bit, returning immediately and enveloping me again. This girl, this moment, this love, bursting my heart, all combined to cause me to lose all control. I was going to erupt and I needed to warn her.
"Serisi... stop, baby. I'm about to erupt!"
Her face tilted up. "No," she said. "I want you to. I am giving you great pleasure, I can tell. What... what should I do when you... erupt?"
"Can you swallow my seed?" I asked. "If not, you can spit it out or just let it run down."
"Of what will it taste?" she asked.
I laughed. "I have no idea. I am not attracted to men and have never tasted it, Serisi."
She cocked her head to one side. "What does Zee do?" she asked.
"She swallows, but that doesn't matter," I said. "You are Serisi."
She nodded and engulfed me. Her eyes locked with mine and never left. The sight of that face, those lips, seemingly dwarfed by my maleness, soon had me on the edge.
"Coming, Serisi," I groaned. She seemed to redouble her efforts. The first blast caught her by surprise and she choked a little, but she continued, sucking even harder, if possible. A little creamy liquid emerged from one corner of those luscious lips, trickling down her little chin.
It quickly became more than I could stand and I pulled her up. She wiped her chin with one finger, putting it in her mouth and sucking, bringing it back out with a plop, in one of the most erotic gestures I had ever seen. She scooted up, nibbling on my ear.
"Did you like me, Guerin?" she whispered in my ear.
I squeezed her tightly to me. "'Like' is such a puny inadequate word that it does not begin to describe what you did, baby," I told her. "I thank you for your gift, my little lover."
I held her tightly to me and rolled so that she was beneath me. "It is my turn to worship you," I said.
"Oh, yes, please," she giggled. The giggle turned to a gasp as I thrust my tongue into her ear, tracing the outline to the pointed tip, running down the underside to the little hollow where it met her head just above her jawbone. I nibbled on her neck, feeling her heat and the pulse of her heart in her throat, grazing her with my teeth for a moment. Her breathing increased, and she moaned as I reached the hollow of her collar bone, nibbling my way downward across her silky warmth, finding the swelling of her breast.
I licked that luscious mound, kissed every inch of it and across to the other. I gave it the same attention and she was writhing beneath me, seeking my mouth with her spiked nipples. I avoided them, kissing the darker raised circles around them until she growled in frustration and seized my head between her hands, tangling her fingers in my hair and holding me firmly as she guided her nipple between my lips.
I drew it in, circling its soft hardness as she groaned, pulling me into her breast, gasping her arousal. "Guerin... something... oh, gods! Guerin!" Her words became unintelligible, and her motions frantic. She was peaking, just from my play with her nipples! She crushed my face into the pillow of her breast, nearly smothering me in that soft firmness until I twisted free and took its twin on her other breast. She continued to jolt, her body writhing and her mound seeking contact with my thigh until she whimpered. "Wait, wait, Guerin."
I claimed her lips again and she shuddered for a moment beneath me, her movements gradually slowing until she was still, her lips and tongue against mine her only movements. I gazed into her eyes and those azure pools were filled with tears.
"Are you sad, Kitten?" I whispered.
"No, oh no, never think so." She was quick to answer. "I am so joyous I could burst! Is there more, Guerin?"
"Much more," I told her. "This was a beginning."
"I shall die," she affirmed.
I laughed. "No, baby. You won't, but you will expand and accept. It is nature's way, between a man and a woman. I was only beginning to play with you, though."
"You may continue," she announced.
I gave those luscious nipples another taste, making sure that I remembered every detail. They were glorious, but other treasures had to be found. I moved, leaving no inch of her body untasted. The warmth, firmness and silky feel of her was intoxicating, as was the taste. She had even a distinctive odor: clean, fresh, faintly girl and all Serisi. It increased as I made my way downward, nipping at her skin from time to time, thrusting my tongue into her navel, making her squirm and giggle.
I tugged at her tuft, taken those silken strands between my lips and her movements became a slow writhe. I continued, sliding down to the dusky thighs, kissing my way to the inside, moving upward toward her center. Her legs were widely parted and the prominent tendon running up the inside was nipped and tasted until I reached her juncture. She was as beautiful as I imagined. Her outer lips were the same dusky hue as the rest of her. The tiny bud above was the same. Her lips were tightly sealed and small, forming a straight line pointing toward the pleasure nub above. I swiped them with my tongue and her hips lurched.
Parting the seal, my tongue moved inside and there was even more heat, moist heat that had a slickness and taste like no other substance. As soon as the seal opened, her wetness was apparent and I lapped at her essence, causing her hips to shift as she moaned out her pleasure.
I was not an inexperienced lover, and I used every trick I had ever learned, heard of or imagined on my little lover. I tormented her button, lashing it with my tongue, flipping it back and forth and sucking it into my mouth as she trembled beneath me. Her thighs would tremble, building to her peak and then she would explode, crying out wordless ecstasy over and over, her capacity for climax seeming insatiable. She peaked easily, and often, and I kept finding new ways to bring her to joy.



I penetrated her with a finger, all the time maintaining my assault on her nub, and she peaked again. When I curled my finger, rubbing against that special spot up inside her, she shrieked and spasmed, repeatedly.
It became too much, overwhelming her ability to withstand and she grasped my hair again, pulling me upward to her lips. I kissed her for long minutes until she gasped as she felt my hardness against her opening.
"Wait," she whispered. "I'm..."
I kissed her to silence and the head of my member eased into her grasp. She groaned, a sound from deep within. As I held there, I felt motions begin. At first it was contractions within her, as if a gripping and releasing was occurring. Then, her hips began to make slow circling motions, thrusting a bit against me, sliding the head in and out. I met one of those upward motions with a forward motion of my own and slipped deeper inside.
She gasped and drew back, returning to the former position. The inner clasping and relaxing didn't stop and she was making me lose control. I pushed forward, producing the same result, but I kept the gained ground, that time. She was elusive when I tried to advance, clasping me with her strong thighs. She began to giggle at our strange dance and I couldn't help joining her.
"Gods, Guerin, you feel like a spear impaling me," she said, giggling so much she could hardly speak. "You are huge! Are you certain this works?"
She obviously had no virgin barrier, we had gone too far for that to be a possibility, but she was young and unopened. "Yes, it works," I said. "I'll just go very slowly and you try to relax, okay?"
She nodded, her cheek pressed against mine. "Yes, I'll try."
It took forever, but I was finally within her as deeply as possible. We rested there for long minutes until I felt that rhythmic pulsing of her sheath again. "How are you doing that," I asked.
"What?" she asked.
"Making yourself grip and relax like that."
"I don't know," she said. "It seems natural, involuntary. Do other women not do that?"
"No," I told her, "but I'm glad you do. Damn, Serisi, it's something I've never experienced and it feels so incredible."
"Perhaps it is common in Shai women," she said.
"Then they are the best lovers on the planet," I groaned. "You're driving me mad!"
I kissed her fiercely, and began to pump into her, just short motions, never moving far out of her before returning. I could feel her thighs, clasped against my sides, begin that tell-tale trembling, and she began moving to meet me, her breath becoming heavy and a flush across those dusky features, giving her an unearthly beauty. The look on her face, the movement of her body against mine, the lushness of everything about her was driving me.
I made longer strokes, now driving into her and she strained against me, matching my motions, the tension building inside her matched by my own. I increased the speed of my motions and she began to bridge upward, her tension as tight as a bow-string. It snapped and she cried out, slamming herself into me.
"Oh, Gods, Guerin, oh, I can't... I'm... Oh, Gods!"
I could hold back no longer and I erupted inside her, my own hoarse shout joining her as she convulsed again, feeling the heat of my semen inside her. It continued for an eternity and lasted for a second. I was spent; she was still except for the shudders that occasionally came and the pulsing of her sheath around me, slowing to an intermittent clasp, gradually dying away.
I rolled, bringing her with me, keeping my member in her and clasping her loveliness in my arms. "I'm going to keep you here forever," I whispered in tiny pointed ear. "Never going to let you go."
She sighed. "Yes, Guerin. I wish to remain here, always. Please, never let me go. I love you and cannot live without you."
"I know," I whispered. "Neither can I live without you. I love you, Kitten. I don't know how I existed before you came into my life."
We cuddled and snuggled far into the night, speaking of love, of everything and nothing until her answers and statements came further and further apart. She was still for long moments, and I peered over her shoulder. She was asleep, her beauty even more incredible in repose than ever. I kissed her cheek and she stirred. The candles and lamp went out suddenly and I knew she was ready for sleep. "Night, Guerin, I love you." She was gone, only the sound of her soft breathing and the feel of that luscious body in my arms. I slept.
To be continued... when I have time.
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I felt pretty good when I left the dealership. They were the proud owners of a Prius hybrid, and I was the ecstatic new owner of a new Jeep Grand Cherokee SRT. I pulled up at the stoplight and sat there, a huge goofy smile on my face. I knew what I was going to do. When the light changed, I put the accelerator on the floor and held on for dear life. The 6.2-liter supercharged Hemi howled, and I ran it up until it shifted for the fifth time. I pulled it back down to the legal limit and the smile was permanent.
When I pulled into my driveway, I didn't pull it into the garage. I was going driving again in a minute. I walked inside and I could smell something cooking. It smelled like spaghetti. I never liked spaghetti much. It was a good thing I had plans. I didn't yell, "I'm home," as I usually did. I just went upstairs, changed into my golfing clothes, grabbed my clubs out of the closet and started toward the front door. Rachael came out of the kitchen when I was headed toward the front door.
"Charles, where are you going?" she asked. "Whose car is that? Dinner's almost ready. Why are you dressed like that and why do you have your golf clubs?"
"Well, dear, I'm going golfing, that's my car, these are my golf clothes and you need clubs to play golf."
She gaped at me as if I'd lost my mind. "You didn't say anything about going golfing," she said. "What about dinner?"
"I'm eating at the country club later," I told her. "Have a nice dinner."
I heard her voice just as I was closing the door. "What do you mean, 'that's your car'?"
I had no time to answer trivial questions, so I went on my merry way. My phone began to ring, almost immediately, so I turned it off. I got to the country club, enjoyed a very nice dinner with Ralph and Pete and played nine holes. I hadn't played for a long time and it showed. I was beginning to get my swing back by the time we finished and felt good about the next time.
We made a date to play 18 on Saturday morning, had a couple of beers and I went home. I knew there was quite a thunderstorm brewing in my house. I pulled the SRT into the garage and went in. A very angry looking Rachael was sitting in her chair, watching TV.
The lightning flashed from her eyes and frizzled my eyebrows. "What the hell is wrong with you, Charles?" The thunder rolled from her lips.
"Nothing at all," I said. "What the hell is wrong with you?"
This rebellion seemed to take her aback. I must mention that I am not usually so argumentative. I'm an easygoing guy. If I don't give a shit about something, I have nothing to say about it. I don't give a damn about the color of the appliances in the kitchen. She wants stainless steel instead of black, so long as we can afford it, I couldn't care less; stainless steel it is. I felt certain she had taken my general lack of opinion as a lack of will. I was probably to blame, to some degree. Not anymore.
She stared at me in astonishment for a moment. "'What the hell is wrong with me'?" she practically hissed. "You come home, driving that monstrosity of a gas guzzler, tell me you're going to play golf, skip the dinner that I've prepared and you have the nerve to ask me what's wrong?"
I thought about it for a minute. "Yes," I said.
"'Yes'? What do you mean, 'yes'?" She was practically foaming at the mouth.
"Yes, I do have the nerve," I said.
Her face was turning blotchy and red. "Are you drunk, Charles? Are you taking drugs or something?"
"I had a couple of beers at the country club," I said. "No drugs, though. Did you have some drugs you wanted me to take?"
She seemed to be at a loss for words but quickly recovered. "Maybe I do. Maybe you need to be taking some anti-psychotic drugs!" She stalked away and opened the door off the kitchen to the garage. She must have been impressed with the SRT.
"Isn't it beautiful?" I asked.
She snorted. "Are you having some sort of midlife crisis?"
I thought about that one for a minute. "Yes," I said.
"Yes, what?" she wanted to know.
"Yes, I'm having a crisis, and I suppose 41 could be considered midlife."
"Well, what is it?" she demanded.
"What is what?" I asked. "'It,' is a pretty vague pronoun."
"What is the crisis?" She seemed very exasperated at my correction of her grammar. Most people dislike having their grammar corrected, I have discovered.
"It's a secret," I told her.
"So you're having a crisis and you're keeping it a secret from me?" She seemed to be beyond belief.
"No," I said.
"Stop being an ass," she yelled. "What do you mean, 'no'?"
"I'm not keeping it a secret from you," I said.
She threw up her hands. "I'm not going to waste my time," she said. "What is that stupid toy doing in our garage, and where is the Prius?"
"I traded it for the SRT," I said. "I hated it, and I love the SRT."
"We agreed that the Prius was eco-friendly and economical," she said. "It's the kind of car responsible people drive. You need to think about how you're going to look pulling that monstrosity into your parking spot at work. All the executives drive hybrids. What are they going to feel when they see you driving that dinosaur?"
"Envious," I said.
"We agreed on the Prius," she snapped.
"No, I never agreed," I said. "I just went along because it made you happy."
"It still does," she said sternly. "Do you not care anymore about my happiness? You're going to take it back tomorrow and get the Prius back."
"No," I said.
She acted as if she had no idea what the word "no" meant. "What do you mean, 'no'?"
"No to both," I said.
She pondered for a moment, trying to think of what the first question had been. She got her hurt look on her face. Three days ago, I would have cared. "What's wrong with you, Charles?" she asked.
"I've decided I like being called Chuck," I said. "You should call me Chuck from now on."
Her mouth hung open and she seemed bereft of speech. I appreciated that. I went upstairs to shower and get ready for bed. When I came out into the bedroom, there was a pillow and a blanket on the foot of the bed.
"You're sleeping in the spare bedroom," she said. "You're acting like a petulant child and you don't need to think you're going to sleep with me."
I considered it for a moment and turned back the covers. Her eyes bugged out when I started getting in. "What the hell do you think you're doing?"
"Going to bed," I told her.
"I told you that you're not sleeping here," she said.
"Yes, I heard you," I said. "There's nothing wrong with my hearing. You don't tell me where I can sleep. This is my half of the bed. You own that half. I won't come over on your half. It's only fair to tell you that you aren't to come on mine, either."
She rolled defiantly onto my half. I jerked the covers out of her grip and sat down on her before lying on top of her. She struggled fiercely to push me off. I weighed 210 pounds. She weighed 120. She was unsuccessful. "Get off me, you idiot!" She tried to slap me, but I caught her hand.
"This is my side," I told her. "Your side is over there. You aren't welcome on my side." I lifted up a bit and she rolled over to her side. Then she began to cry.
"What's wrong with you, Charles?" she sobbed. "What's happened to you? Why are you treating me like this?"
"There is no 'Charles'," I told her, "only Chuck. I told you I like to be called Chuck."
"I thought you liked to be called Charles," she wept.
"No, you liked for me to be called Charles," I said. "I never liked it. I just went along with it because I wanted to make you happy."
"Why don't you still want me to be happy?" she asked.
"I don't think you respect me," I said. "I think the reason that you don't is that I've spent all my time trying to make you happy. I'm done with that. Now, I'm going to make me happy. If you're happy because I'm happy, that's great. If not, tough titty."
She made a little wailing sound. "What happened? One day you were the world's best husband. The next day you're a son-of-a-bitch to me."
"It actually took three days, not one day," I said.
She gaped at me. It pretty much looked like one of those baby birds, waiting for its mother to feed it. "I don't have any worms," I told her.
She stared at me as if an alien had taken over my body. "Worms? What the hell is wrong with you? Are you sick?"
"The answer to the first question is complicated," I said after a moment's thought. "The answer to the second question is yes."
She thought for a minute. "You're sick?"
"Yes," I said.
"What's wrong with you? What kind of illness causes someone to trade their nice car for some monster gas-guzzler? What kind of sick are you if you can go play golf and drink beer?"
"It's a heart problem," I told her.
She looked confused. "Do you have clogged arteries or irregular heartbeat? How does any of the way you've been acting have any relation to heart disease?"
"It isn't a disease," I said. "I had a change of heart, sort of like a transplant."
"Are you going to tell me what's going on?" she asked.
"I found out three days ago that you're a cheating slut," I said. "All that love in my heart died, and it's been replaced by the same sort of heart you have. Now, I'm looking out for myself, and I no longer give a damn about you,"
"What did you call me?" she demanded.
"Maybe you should think about having your hearing checked," I said. "Did I stutter?"
"No, you were very clear," she said. "I don't know what kind of bug you have up your ass, but you better get it figured out. You just accused your wife of being a cheating slut!"
"I don't like to look at it as an accusation; it's more like a statement of fact," I explained.
"What the hell are you talking about?" she practically screamed.
"No need to yell; I'm right here," I said. "I'm talking about your little hotel rendezvous with Allen and Marci Baker."
Her face lost all color. "What... how... I don't know what you're talking about!"
"Do you know who the president is? What day is it?" I asked her.
She just gaped at me. "Someone with your alarming short-term memory loss may have suffered a stroke," I said.
I took out my phone and opened Snapchat. They were saved in the chat and in my camera roll. I wasn't going to tell her where else they were saved. There were the pictures, big as life. Rachael, between the two of them, going into the door of room 177 of the Dorchester. She was kissing Marci, and Allen had his hand on her ass.
"Where did you get that?" she asked.
"Maklin sent it to me," I said. "I'm pretty sure he sent one to Lani, too. They're pretty pissed off." Maklin is our son, and Lani is our daughter.
She gasped. "Maklin? He saw... you're lying! You got those somewhere!"
I showed her the snap was from Maklin. "No, he was there dropping off a client when he saw you go in. He just wanted to say hi. Imagine his surprise at your little tryst. I love that word, don't you?"
"It wasn't... oh, God, it... what are you going to do, Charles?"
"Charles isn't going to do anything," I said. "Chuck is already on the case. He's already arranged fatal accidents for the three of you."
She looked at me fearfully for a minute. I guess she thought I wasn't joking.
"Really, what are you going to do?"
"Nothing," I said. "I've hired some of my friends in low places to do everything. Allen and Marci die tomorrow. I'm waiting until next Wednesday for you. I believe that as Allen and Marci are going to work tomorrow, their airbags are going to malfunction. They will trigger, causing the car to crash. Of course, by then the airbags will have deflated. Mario is certain that the crash will be fatal. Those Priuses are well known not to do well in crash tests. That's why I got rid of mine."
She stared at me with her mouth open for a minute. It wasn't an attractive look. She gathered her composure as best she could after this sinister revelation. Strangely, she seemed unconcerned with the probable demise of her fuck buddies. Just selfish, I thought.
"What about us?" she managed to get out.
"Oh, well, there is no us," I said. "I'm divorcing you, of course. You should be served at work tomorrow. Do you think the company will mind? Three of their employees involved in a tryst? God, I love that word. The tryst leading to a divorce and serving of the papers at work might make things a little bit awkward around there. I doubt Colton Fisk will admire that drama, him being big in the Church and all. I wonder if Allen and Marci will still get to have a church funeral?"
This produced a strange garbled wail from Rachael, sounding eerily like some of those peacocks at the zoo. I turned out my light. "Goodnight, Rachael," I said. "I wonder if I'll get both halves of the bed in the divorce?"
She threw herself onto my half of the bed and clutched onto my back like a leech. "I don't want a divorce, Charles," she sobbed into my back. I didn't respond.
"Charles?" She clutched me tighter. "Charles, I don't want a divorce." Nothing from me.
She peeked over my shoulder. "Charles?"
I looked at her. "There is no Charles," I told her, "and you're on my half of the bed."
"Dammit, Chuck, then. Chuck, I don't want a divorce."
I rolled toward her. "I didn't want a cheating slut for a wife, either," I said. "I got one, in spite of not wanting one. Funny how that works, huh?"
She seemed not to have the same curiosity about phenomena that I did. "Cha... Chuck, I'm so sorry," she said. "It was just something I wanted to try. I was curious about what being with another woman would be like."
"That makes two of us," I said. "Who knew we were so alike? I was also under the impression that Allen was male. Does anyone else know he's non-cisgendered?"
"Don't be ridiculous," she said. "It was a threesome. I didn't have sex with him, though, just Marci."
"He sat in a chair and watched?" I asked. "A non-cisgendered voyeur! Kinky."
"He did Marci while she was doing me," she admitted.
"Do you know how ridiculous this conversation is?" I asked. "What possible quirk of your imagination could cause you, in your wildest dreams, to think that this is helping your case?"
She stammered around for a bit, but couldn't seem to come up with anything plausible. "I was going to... going to give you the same thing," she finally managed.
"The same thing? What does that mean?" I inquired.
"A threesome with me and Marci," she said. "You told me just a minute ago that you were curious about being with another woman."
"Marci wasn't one of those women," I said. "I was thinking one who hasn't fucked her way through half the men in town."
"Who were you thinking of?" she asked.
What the hell? Chuck was on a roll. I might as well play with her mind. "Well, Lilly has always been high on the list of my fantasies," I confessed.
"My sister?" she screeched.
"You did ask," I reminded her. Lilly was hot as fuck. Rachael was a walking wet dream. Lilly was all that, but more. Blonde, brown eyes, a few freckles on the cutest little nose imaginable, and that body! She had the most beautiful shape: it was that sort of shape that made your tongue hard, not to mention other parts, just by looking at her. Her tits were big, round and firm, and she had the most delicious ass on the planet.
She oozed sensuality from every pore and caused men to do stupid things when she was around. She was five years younger than Rachael and I, had been briefly married in her late twenties to an NFL prospect but dumped the bum when he washed out, started drinking and couldn't keep a job.
When Rachael and I were dating, back when we were in college and Lilly was still in high school, she had a crush on me. It was amusing, and I loved the hell out of her, but I had never even done anything but lust, nor would I have if given the opportunity. I wondered if Rachael would actually go for it, and more importantly, Lilly would.
It wouldn't matter; Rachael was gone, but this was too good an opportunity to pass up. I could see the wheels spinning in Rachael's head. "I'm not doing a threesome with my sister," she finally said.
I shrugged and went to sleep.
*****
The divorce went as smoothly as such things can. Rachael fought it tooth and nail, but divorces can't be dragged out like they once could. Most people know what happens in a divorce, and it wasn't fun, but Chuck was enjoying life. How do you leave your lover? Just take out the trash. Sometimes the trash objects to being taken out, but hey, sometimes it be like that.
I never did get that threesome with Lilly. I'm pretty happy with the twosome, though. The lush body of that sweetheart being the little spoon beside me keeps me from even dreaming about threesomes.
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The warehouse was quiet and empty. That's the way I wanted it. When you're planning your getaway after ripping off a money launderer on the east coast, you don't want a lot of witnesses. I had nothing against money launderers, in general. They perform a valuable service to people who don't want to explain how they got the money they want cleaned. On other occasions, I'd used them to my advantage. I often did things for money, enough money that I didn't want to be bothered with explanations, either. Cash has a way of attracting the attention of people you don't want, like the IRS, DEA and a host of other alphabet agencies. If this worked, I was gone without a trace and no one the wiser. There were arrangements to make and this seemed like a good place to make them.
At 2:00 PM, precisely, I heard a car pull up outside and the sound of two doors closing. Mr. Black came in, followed closely by his associate. He looked around and noticed me sitting on the steps. He was carrying a briefcase, and I was very interested in the contents.
He was all business. He nodded toward the briefcase on the floor beside me. "Is that the money?" he asked.
"Let's take a look at yours, first." I grinned at him. "I'll show you mine if you'll show me yours." His associate gave a low growl and stepped toward me in a move I'm sure was supposed to be threatening. Mr. Black held up his hand and the muscle backed away.
"You're a real funny guy," he said. "I know you're tough; you don't have to keep proving it, okay? Just take a look."
He handed me the briefcase. It was all in there; birth certificate, passport, driver's license, social security card, three credit cards, just like I'd asked for. "These are all legit?" I asked. "I use the card or flash my ID at the police, am I going to be arrested?"
"They're good," he said. "You have a ten-thousand-dollar limit on all three cards, just like you requested. You now have the identity of a man who disappeared in South America 15 years ago. He has no living relatives and for all intents and purposes, you're him. Now, you've seen mine, let's see yours."
"Mine's bigger." I grinned at him and handed him the briefcase. He thumbed through the stacks of hundreds and flashed a quick light over a couple. He nodded and turned on his heel, walking out without a word. "Nice doing business with you," I called after him. He gave me the finger and he was gone. Well, that was the easy part.
I walked out and got in my car. I parked six blocks from my apartment and walked home from there. I felt like I was being watched the whole way. Better to be safe than sorry. Just because you're paranoid, doesn't mean they're not out to get you.
The Fretona brothers brought their dirty-money shipments in by boat. They were nice boats, so as not to attract attention, and they parked them in a brick structure down on the waterfront. The old access tunnel they didn't know about had been walled off years before. I had been working on that wall for three weeks, whenever there wasn't a shipment in there. There would be three guards, and with any luck, I wouldn't have to kill any of them.
I had a very nice taser gun and I was hoping to get them one at a time. If not, there was the .40 S&W with the Tundra suppressor, as backup. I would just have to see how things went. I had my own waterfront warehouse all ready and waiting, five miles up the coast. I had a copy of the boat key, and I was just biding my time. I knew the shipment dates and exactly how much they would have. It was a touch over 40-million.
Now, as an exercise, I had figured how big a stack that would be. A million-dollar brick of 100's is about 18 inches square. Just multiply by 40, and it's a pretty big stack. These were big boats. With what I'd managed to accumulate over the years, I'd be set for life. This was "fuck you" money, and I was going to disappear and never come back.
Well, everything didn't go according to plan, of course, and the second guy got off a strangled yell before he went nighty-night. That got the third guy either badly hurt, or dead. I didn't wait around to check. I fired up the boat, opened the doors, and boat and money disappeared. Three days later, it was in a shipping container on a freighter bound for Grand Bahama. I took delivery and five banks were happy to get my business. I took a little vacation, and in two weeks, I was back in Miami, ready to wrap things up and vanish from the ken of mortal man.
I was sitting on O'Brian's pub, just enjoying myself with my second bock beer, and I had the distinctly uncomfortable feeling that someone was watching me. I looked around the bar, but aside from the hooker down at the end of the bar who was trying to pick up the only other patron, I was alone. I thought I saw movement outside the window, but it was just some girl passing by. I wasn't being paranoid. In this case, they really were out to get me.
The Fretonas knew they had been hit, and it was just a matter of time before they found out who did the deed. They had connections the FBI couldn't touch, and I needed to get the hell out of Dodge.
I rented an apartment in the front of my building and there was an apartment in the back, in the basement. That's where I really lived. The one in the back was officially empty, and I officially lived in the front one. Like I said, paranoid. When I turned the corner, I heard a movement and something round and heavy came whistling at my head. I got my arm up, barely in time. I'd been training. The round heavy thing deflected on my forearm. It hurt like hell. I reached out, grabbed the person swinging the aluminum baseball bat by the arm and spun them into me. My chest was pressed against their back and my arm went around their neck. I locked in the chokehold and they bucked and scratched and tried to kick me. She fought like a wildcat. Yes, it was a she. I could feel boobs and a little round butt. There was long red hair in my face and I choked her out.
I got her quiet and dragged her into the apartment. I was merciful and didn't kill her. I put her in a kitchen chair and taped her down with duct tape. Damn, she was gorgeous. She looked familiar, but I knew I'd never seen her before. I would have remembered. I got a warm washcloth and washed her face. She stirred a little and I gave her a drink out of a water bottle. She sputtered a little and her eyes opened. They were amazing. They were grey with little flecks of green in them. They focused and saw my face. The green flared in them and they became aquamarine. She spit in my face. I used the washcloth and cleaned it off. She did it again.
"Well, I get it that you don't like me," I said while I cleaned it off again. "What I don't get is why?"
"You're a fucking bastard, that's why," she spat.
"I know," I admitted, "but I've never been a bastard to you, I don't even know you."
"No, that's why I hope you get some terrible disease and die. You don't have AIDS or something, do you?"
"Sorry, no, I don't. Maybe you could arrange something," I told her. "I know, why don't you beat my brains in with a baseball bat?"
"I tried that." She actually grinned at me. "You're too good for me. Turn me loose and I'll try again."
I pulled out my knife and snapped open the blade. She flinched, but she didn't cringe or give an inch. This was quite a girl. She was a girl, probably 16 or so. I cut the tape and let her go. She sat there and rubbed her wrists for a minute, staring at me. I think she was trying to figure out what I was thinking.
"You're letting me go?" she asked.
"Yep."
"Why?"
"I'm a nice guy, for a fucking bastard," I told her. "I'm hoping you'll tell me who you are and why you're so mad at me."
"You don't know who I am, do you?" she asked.
"You look familiar," I admitted. "I don't know you, though."
"Look at me," she said. "Boston, fifteen years ago?"
"Jesus Christ," I said. "You're Trina's kid. What are you doing here? What's your name?"
"My name is Tyndal," she said. "I'm your daughter. Trina was my mother."
"What the hell makes you think you're my daughter?" I asked her. "Trina wasn't pregnant. I don't think she was."
"My birth certificate is in my backpack," she said. "How do you know she wasn't pregnant?"
"Where's your backpack?" I asked. "She may have been pregnant, but not by me. She was... no, let's not go there."
"My backpack is outside the door," she said. "I know what happened. She was drugged and gang banged. You left and never spoke to her again. She told me before... before... oh, God," she broke down and began to sob. She was so little and cute and sad I wanted to do something. I thought I should give her a hug. I moved toward her and she snatched up the knife I had put on the table.
"Don't you dare!" she yelled. "Don't you dare touch me!"
I held up my hands. "Okay, I won't touch you. Let's go get your backpack. You can show me that birth certificate. You can keep the knife."
She sniffed and we walked to the door. She went out and picked up her backpack. She looked at me, threw me the finger, darted off down the alley and she was gone. Why was everyone making rude gestures at me? I went back inside and ordered pizza. In about thirty minutes, the doorbell rang and I opened it. Tyndal was standing there holding a pizza. I opened the door and let her in.
"You owe me 17 dollars," she said.
I counted it off my roll and handed it to her. "You want something to drink?"
"What you got?" she asked.
"Beer, wine, Mountain Dew, Dr. Pepper, coffee or tea," I said.
She giggled. "I'll have a beer."
It was the cutest giggle I'd ever heard. She was the cutest girl I'd ever seen. She was just a tiny little thing, maybe five-four like her mom. I was sure she didn't weigh a hundred pounds. She had all that flame-colored hair like her mom, too. It was very long and curly and it framed an angel's face. There was a little sprinkle of freckles across her nose and her skin wasn't fair like I expected. It was a kind of golden honey color. I couldn't stop looking at her.
"Okay, beer it is," I said. "I have pale ale, dark lager, or cream ale."
"Really, you'll let me drink beer?" she asked.
"Sure, why not?"
"I'm not old enough," she said. "I want one of those pale ones, though."
I got her a Saint Germain Page 24 Black Edition and a glass. She figured out how to open it, and I watched. She poured it and took a sip. She shivered and I laughed. "First beer?"
"Yes, I kind of like it, though."
I got a lager and paper plates. We opened the pizza and I gave her two slices, some dipping butter and a pepper. We ate in silence for a minute.
"I'm glad you decided to come back," I told her.
"I'm not sure why I did." She looked at me and I noticed that the green was gone in her eyes and there was a lot of blue in there.
"Why did you?"
"You weren't what I expected," she said. "I thought I should talk to you. I know almost nothing about you. I know your name is Gerard Hamilton. That's my last name, too. I know you do something with computers and that you were married to Mom. She cheated on you and you disappeared. You never divorced her. Why not?"
"Tyndal, I hate to tell you this. You're just going to think I'm a worse fucking bastard. I just couldn't be bothered. I wouldn't have objected if she had divorced me, but I didn't care. Seeing her like that just killed any interest I had in her. Am I divorced?"
"No, you're widowed." She started to cry again. Great wracking sobs shook her slight body and it was breaking my heart.
"Tyndal, can I touch you?"
She nodded her head, choking back sobs. I picked her up out of her chair and carried her to the sofa. I held her and she wept brokenly into my chest. I just held her and stroked her hair. She quieted after maybe five minutes and snuggled down beside me.
"What happened?" I asked.
She got up, went and got her food and her beer, and mine, too. She looked at me and at my hands. They were folded in my lap. "Move your hands," she said.
She sat down on the sofa with her legs draped over me and sipped her ale.
"She didn't take care of herself," she said. "She never got over losing you. She knew it was her fault, but she loved you. She was a weak person. You know she was a diabetic. I nearly killed her when I was born. When I got older and could kind of take care of myself, she was drunk all the time. She didn't watch her diet and she started going blind. She just got worse and worse until her kidneys failed. She had no will to live. She just gave up. Why did you just leave her like that? I know she cheated, but they gave her drugs. It wasn't her fault. I know it was bad, but should cheating one time deserve the death penalty? Why did you just abandon her and me?"
"I didn't," I told her. "It was the third time, Tyndal. She'd tell me she was going out with the girls from work. She'd get drunk and go home with some man. I forgave her the first time. I knew she had a drinking problem and we were going to counseling. After the second time we were just going through the motions. She got in a gangbang and just stayed there for two days. After the third time I was done. What should I have done? What did you want me to do?"
"I don't know. It wasn't fair to me for you to just disappear. She had no way to contact you to tell you about me. It took me a year to find you. I didn't know about the first two times. She never told me that. I hated you. You wouldn't forgive her and I thought you might as well have killed her yourself. You just did a 'sneak out the back' and you were gone?"
I had to chuckle a little, though it was a serious moment. "'Sneak out the back,' Jack? It wasn't easy, Tyndal, but I didn't know about you. Are you sure you're mine?" I asked.
That set her off again. "No, I'm not sure," she wept. "You're listed as my father on my birth certificate. Why would she do that if you're not? I guess I could belong to anyone. I kind of have your eyes and your skin though. Maybe my father was one of the gangbang guys. You're dark like me and I have Mom's hair. Do you want me to get tested?"
"No, not unless you want to," I told her. "Your father wasn't one of them. They were black. Were you just going to kill me?"
"Maybe," she said. "I never really thought about it. I was going to beat the hell out of you, tie you up and make you talk. I'm sorry, I thought... I thought..." she couldn't go on.
I got her calmed down again. "Where are you staying?" I asked her.
"At a church," she said. "They let me stay there and I clean the place. I don't have very much money. I ran away from child services."
"Would you like to stay with me?" I asked her.
"Really? I didn't think you'd want me. Damn it, I've got to stop crying," she wiped her eyes and finished her pizza and ale. "Can I try one of those?" she tapped my beer with one little finger.
"Do you want to get drunk with me?" I asked her.
"I think I do," she giggled. "I've never been drunk before, but I feel like this would be the time. You won't let anything bad happen to me, will you?"
"No, we'll just get silly and I'll put you to bed," I told her. "There's another apartment, you know."
"Yeah, I know," she said. "I've been watching you, waiting for a chance to get you."
"You nearly did." I showed her the bruise on my arm.
"I'm sorry," she said.
"It's okay," I told her. "I really am a fucking bastard. I probably deserved it." She threw back her head and laughed. I liked that. I would have to work on my comedy.
She went and got us another beer and we had four apiece. She was as cute drunk as she was sober. She got happy drunk and told me all about herself. She wanted to be a doctor; she loved dogs, big ones, music and books. She didn't like raisins, cold weather or dresses. She got good grades in school when she went, she wanted to learn to dance and she loved me.
That last statement shocked both of us. After a minute she laughed. "Well, I love what I know. I love the idea of you. I love the idea of having a father. I think you're very cool and very good-looking. I can't imagine why Mom cheated on you. Her boss she banged after you left was going bald and he was an asshole. I don't know what to think about the gangbangs."
"I love the idea of having you, too," I told her. "I think we've had enough to drink, Tyndal. Let's get you to bed."
She stood up and wobbled a bit. "I think I need help," she giggled. We climbed the stairs and she helped me put fresh sheets on her bed. I got her a blanket and three pillows. She insisted she needed three, two to sleep on and one to hold. I hugged her and she lifted her face as if she wanted to be kissed, so I gave her a peck. "Night, baby girl," I told her. "If you need anything, come and get me, okay?"
I went out and closed her door. I heard her laugh again about something and I went to bed. It had been a long day and pretty unsettling, but I went right to sleep. I slept until ten, and she wasn't up yet. I woke her up at noon and she looked at me. "Bathroom," she croaked and I snatched her up. We barely made it before she made an offering to the porcelain gods. I got a washcloth and cleaned her up.
"I'm going to die," she groaned. "Damn it, Dad, why did you let me drink that beer?"
I loved that, "Dad." "I won't let you drink anymore," I said.
"Yes, you will," she said. "Only once in a while, though, and not so many. I need aspirin, Ibuprophen, or something. I have a terrible headache and I need to brush my teeth, badly."
We did all that and I carried her downstairs. I cooked scrambled eggs, toast and bacon. She sat at the bar and felt miserable. She ate a slice of toast, drank some milk and coffee and she felt well enough to try the bacon and eggs. When she finished, she went off to shower and I did, too. It was two before we were ready to be civilized. We walked down to the park and she held my hand. It felt tiny in mine and I wanted to hold it forever. We sat on a bench and she snuggled up against me.
"What are we going to do?" she asked.
"About what?" I asked her.
"About me," she said. "What are we going to do about us?"
"What do you want to do?" I asked.
"I want to stay with you," she said. "You're my father; you should take care of me and love me."
"Okay, let's do that," I said.
"Really? I can stay with you? You'll take care of me?" She was very excited.
"Of course," I said. "Tyndal, the day after tomorrow I'm leaving the country. I'm never coming back. I'll take you with me or I'll fix it so that you can stay here. What do you want to do?"
"Where are you going?" she asked.
"I'm going to Fiji," I told her "Would you like to live there?"
"I think so," she said. "Why are we going there?"
"I need to disappear," I told her. "I'll explain everything, but we need to leave the day after tomorrow. Very bad things are about to happen and a lot of very powerful people, very bad people, are going to be really pissed off at me. We have an obscene amount of money and we'll use some of it to disappear. We'll start a new life. Fiji is an independent country; they speak English and the economy is good. It's a tropical island and I know you don't like cold weather. It should be perfect, as long as I have you."
She got a little teary-eyed. "Do you really think that? I know I'll be happy if you love me. There's nothing for me without you. I'd be a ward of the state. If you keep me, I promise you'll never be sorry."



"I need to know something," I said. "Tyndal, do you want to know if I'm really your father?"
She looked scared. "Yes, I'd like to know, but no, in another way. If you're not, are you going to leave me?"
"No, my name is on your birth certificate and I'm happy with that. It doesn't matter. I'll be your father no matter what. I just needed to know how you felt about it."
"If it doesn't matter, then I'm your daughter," she said. "I don't want to find out any different. I'll just believe I am. I think I am, anyway. We're a lot alike."
I laughed. "Well, you're little and cute and I'm big and ugly. I guess other than that, we're just alike."
She punched me. "That's not what I meant, and you're the opposite of ugly."
We talked for a long time and I told her what was going on. She was a little upset at first.
"Why did you do that, Dad? Do you just steal from people all the time? You shot someone!"
"No, I don't steal from honest people," I told her. "These people are taking drug money, money they get from extortion, murder and selling guns and cleaning it up by making it look like it came from legitimate businesses. Some of it may belong to the government. They do illegal shit like that, too. Ever hear of Iran/Contra?"
"Yes, but that money is stolen. What if it belongs to the government? Shouldn't we give it back?"
"Immoral things are immoral no matter who does them," I told her. "I'm your father. Does that mean that I can do immoral things to you because I'm an authority figure? Can I steal your money, spy on you, violate your privacy and do all those things without your consent?"
"No, of course not," she said. "I never thought about it that way. Won't it damage the country if that money is gone?"
"Maybe," I said. "I don't give a damn. It damages the burglar if you shoot him for breaking in your house. It's his fault. He shouldn't have come in my house. Screw him and any damage he suffers. These people break the law they force everyone else to keep. I hope they all get it in the neck, but they'll just be embarrassed for a while and go right back to doing it. They'll just be sneakier next time. They're human garbage, honey."
She looked up at me and those eyes were as blue as the sky. "You're very smart, Dad. You've thought a lot about this, haven't you?"
"For years," I told her. "I was one of them for a while. I woke up. Maybe a few more will wake up and someday the wolves will be too afraid of the sheep to do stuff like this. That's my dream. Anyway, that's why we're leaving."
We spent the next day getting her papers. Mr. Black made another appearance and he was just as pleasant as the first time. He knew how to do it so that you become a real person. We went shopping, got everything we were going to be able to take and spent the last night in the apartment. It blew apart the next day due to a massive gas leak and explosion. Tyndal and I were over the Pacific on our way to Fiji and a new life.
It was evening when we landed, and we checked into a hotel. I took her out to eat and we walked around for a couple of hours, just taking in the sights like a couple of tourists. Our room was beautiful and the vista out over the ocean was stunning. We sat on the balcony and drank fruit drinks. I had gotten her a cute little straw hat and she was wearing it and her new sunglasses. We sat, side-by-side, holding hands, and admired the sunset.
She sighed. "This is perfect, Dad. Where are we going to live?"
"I've taken care of that," I told her. "We'll go shopping tomorrow and I'll show you. We have a place."
It was the first time we had shared a room. I was falling in love with my daughter. The sound of her voice made me shiver, and I couldn't stop watching her as she moved around the room, getting ready for bed. I think she felt my eyes on her because she would glance at me and smile shyly from time to time. Finally, she had enough.
"Stop it, Dad, you're embarrassing me," she said.
I laughed. "I'm sorry, Tyndal. I just can't help it. I got cheated out of 17 years of watching you grow up. I can't believe I have you. You're just gorgeous and I can't get enough of looking at you."
She came over and kissed my cheek. "I'm not going anywhere. Dad, I'll be 18 in three months. You can look at me all you want to. You could even hug me," she hinted.
I pulled her down on the bed and squeezed her until she beat on me with her little fists. "I'm going to hug you until I memorize how you feel, how you smell." I buried my nose in her hair. It smelled like the floral shampoo she had used in the shower.
"I'd smell you, too, but you need a shower," she giggled. She jumped up to brush her hair and I got in the shower. She was watching TV when I came out and we sat on my bed and watched Dr. Who for a while. She yawned and climbed over into her bed, and then we turned out the lights.
"Dad," I heard her whisper.
"Umm?" I said.
"I love you," she said.
"Me, too, baby," I told her.
I heard her giggle and we drifted off.
*****
We went grocery shopping the next morning. There was a delivery service and I left it to them. We drove down the coast about fifteen minutes and I turned in at the gate. It had a keypad and I knew the code. The driveway was paved and it wound among the trees away from the beach for about 200 meters. The jungle opened up into lawn and Tyndal gasped when she saw the house. It was cream stucco with a red tile roof, just like I'd seen in the pictures.
"Dad, who lives here?" she asked.
"We do, baby. Do you like it?"
She bounced up and down in the seat. "I love it! Yeet! Really?"
I had to laugh. "I guess 'yeet' means something good? Yes, really. Casa Hamilton. I bought it a month ago. It should be ready for us." I rolled to a stop in front. "Wanna check it out?"
She seemed eager, since she was at the front door before I could get out. We did the grand tour. She was excited about everything, most of all about the pool and hot tub out back. We examined the six bedrooms and then went to the kitchen.
"Which room is mine?" she asked.
"Which one do you want?"
"Can I have the one upstairs with the little balcony over the pool?"
"Absolutely, Tyndal," I said. "You can have your pick. If you want that one, I'll take the one on the first floor. That way, when you have your wild parties the old man can get some sleep."
She laughed. "Yeah, when I invite all the people I know."
The doorbell rang and there was a guy at the door when we went to investigate. He introduced himself. "I am Nete," he said. "The agency sent me. I will be your caretaker."
We shook hands and I introduced myself and Tyndal. "What, exactly, do 'caretakers' do?" Tyndal asked.
He waved his hands around. "Everything," he said. "Well, I do not do anything inside. I will tend the grounds, drive you wherever you wish to go, arrange whatever you need."
"Where do you live?" I asked.
"I live in Suva," he said. "Is there anything special you need today?"
"We need someone to do things inside," I said. "Do you know anyone?"
"I have a large family," he said. "May I ask if someone needs work among them?"
That suited me, and we left him to it. Apparently, his family included people who needed work, because when Tyndal talked me into going to the pool with her that afternoon, he came around and told us his "little cousin" would be perfect for us.
Tyndal, in a bikini, was... very disturbing to me. I was thankful for my mirrored shades so that I didn't embarrass her with my eyes. She swam laps; it seemed like dozens of them. I was inspired to get up and swim with her. I was faster, but she just kept swimming, exhausting my oxygen supply in about ten minutes. She stopped and laughed at me when I got out, panting.
"Hey, old man, you out of gas already?"
I chuckled. "You're too tough for me. I can't hang with Katie Ledecky, out there."
She giggled and kicked off again. I puffed for a while, drank some water and got in the hot tub. She joined me after about ten more minutes and we lazed around the pool all day.
We talked about what we were going to do, trying to make some plans for the future. I asked her about school.
"I like school," she said. "I get really good grades, but I dropped out when I started... looking for you." She looked at me a little apprehensively.
"Hey, it's okay," I said. "Do you think you want to go back? Do you want to go to college?"
She nodded, those red-gold curls bouncing. "Yes, I do. Dad, do you think if I got really good grades I could go to medical school? I've dreamed all my life about being a doctor and helping people."
"What kind of a doctor do you think you want to be?" I asked her.
"I think I want to be a pediatrician," she said. "I would like to be a pediatric oncologist."
"Wow!" I was impressed. "My baby knows her mind. I think you can do anything you put your mind to. You're very smart, Tyndal. I know that, just from being around you the short time I have."
"I think you're really smart, too, Dad." She peeked up at me and those grey eyes were nearly blue.
I laughed. "I have low cunning," I told her.
She got a kick out of that. I loved her laugh, low and musical. "Got any other plans?" I asked.
"Just love my Dad," she said. "Dad, do you think I could get a dog? I've always wanted one."
"I don't see why not," I said. "What kind of a dog do you want?"
"A big one," she said. "Huge, wrinkly, wide, ugly."
I laughed. "Well, we'll have to see what we can come up with around here."
I was to learn that Tyndal was tenacious, once she got an idea in her head. About a week from the time we arrived and had out conversation, she came out on the back patio where I was lounging, with her laptop.
"Dad, you got a minute?" she asked.
"Sure, lovebug, what's up?"
"Come inside, I want to show you some stuff," she said.
I followed her to the sofa and she patted the cushion beside her. I settled in, obediently, and put my legs up on the coffee table. She snuggled up against me and put her legs on mine, holding her laptop so we could both see it conveniently.
She had several tabs open in her browser, and she clicked on one. There was a picture there of the ugliest dog I had ever seen. "I want one," she looked up at me, expectantly. "Isn't he cute?"
"What the hell is that?" I asked. "Cute? No, baby, I'm sorry, but he's a long way from cute. Remember your description? Huge, wide, wrinkly, ugly? That's a perfect description of that fellow."
"They're called Dosa Gae," she said. "He's a Korean Mastiff. I want one."
I laughed. "Well, in case you haven't noticed, this isn't exactly Korea," I said.
She smiled. "I know, but I found a breeder who will ship them, worldwide. We can get one. This is the father of the puppy I want." She flipped through some screens and there was the puppy. He was cute, I had to admit it. His wrinkles nearly covered his face and he was adorable.
She was waiting for me to say something. "How much do they cost?" I asked.
She didn't want to tell me. "A bunch," she said. "I'll get a job. I'll work and pay you back."
I put her laptop on the coffee table and squeezed her tightly. "Tyndal, if it would make you happy, it doesn't matter to me how much it costs. I will spend every dime we have to make you happy. It isn't about the money, baby. You know we don't have to worry about that. I was just curious."
She made no effort to move, just letting me hold her. "This makes me happy," she said. "Having you hold me and love me makes me happy. A puppy would make me even happier. It's $3000, plus shipping."
I laughed. "Well, are you sure you don't just want a little rat looking dog? I've seen a few around town we could dognap."
She laughed and nodded her head against my chest. "I'm sure. I would love the little rat, but I want that puppy."
"Well, that's settled, then," I said. "Was there something else you wanted to show me?"
She got her computer, again. "Yes," she said. "Dad, I don't want to go back to high school. I don't need to, here. I can go to college here without that. I want to enroll at Fiji National University and get my bachelor's degree, then I want to enter their medical school. It's kinda expensive, though. I hate to be like all a burden." She sniffed a little and her eyes were wet like she was going to cry.
I repeated my earlier maneuver, and held her again. "Tyndal, am I your father, or not?" I asked.
"Yes, you are." Her head bobbed and her voice was a little choked up as she got out the words.
"That's what I thought," I said. "I'm your father, and it's my responsibility to take care of my daughter; make sure she gets what she needs to have a successful life, give her what she needs, and everything that goes along with being a father. More than that, baby, it will be a joy to me to watch you conquer the world. I know how special you are, and until you came along, I was just... I don't know, just existing. Just living and waiting to die, I guess. I enjoyed my life, but it was kind of empty. Now that I have you, everything sparkles, I'm looking forward to getting up in the morning so I can see you, talk to you. You mean everything to me, and it makes me happy to do anything I can for you. Do you understand?"
She looked up at me and her eyes were completely filled. She climbed on top of me, straddling me ,and kissed me before pressing herself into me, burying her face in my chest and holding me in her little arms. "I love you, Dad," she murmured. "I'm so glad you feel that way, and I'm going to make you proud of me. I won't talk like that again. I'll just love you and tell you what I need. Will you tell me what you need?"
"I need you to love me," I said. "That's the only thing I need."
"I do, sooo much," she said. "When can I order the puppy?"
I laughed and gave her little butt a spank. "How about now?"
She squealed, and got off me, grabbing her computer and firing off a message.
The puppy arrived three weeks later. We picked him up at the airport, and she held him with me sitting beside her while Nete drove us home.
"What's his name?" I asked.
"I don't know," she said. "Do you know any Korean names?"
I laughed. "No, I don't. I don't know any Koreans. Kim Jung whatever is the only name I know."
She laughed. "I don't think I want to name him that." She got out her phone and Googled.
After a minute, she finished and hugged him to her. "Hallasan," she said. "His name is Hallasan. We'll call him Hal, for short. I love you, Hal," she cooed.
I laughed. "Not that I don't like Hal, but why that?"
"It's the name of the tallest mountain in Korea," she said. "He's gonna be a mountain."
Her prediction was accurate. He was a mountain. By the time he was a year old, he was close to 30 inches tall and weighed 160 pounds. He wasn't done growing, either. At that time, he was a 30-pound bundle of fur, drool and love. He loved Tyndal with an undying devotion, and condescended to give me the occasional lick and drool mess on my clothes. She was his goddess and he worshipped at her altar.
She enrolled in college, and when we were alone, he used me as a substitute god, lying on my feet, leaning against me constantly. I discovered that I loved him almost as much as she did.
She worked like a little slave at her schoolwork, and when the first semester ended, she came home, got on her computer and she was so proud to show me her GPA. It was 4.0. I was nearly bursting with pride, and I spoiled her rotten during her break.
Her 18th birthday was on December 31, and I planned a celebration for her. She had made several friends at school, and she brought most of them home with her to meet me. It seemed that there were always two or three girls around the house, and there were several boys, as well. A couple of them were the boyfriends of the girls she brought home, but a good many of them were smitten with Tyndal. I knew she dated from time to time, but I never noticed her favoring one about the others, and she never, as far as I could tell, had anything approaching a steady.
We joked around about particularly love-struck swains, but she seemed happy with just casual dates, and I sure wasn't complaining. Looking at four years of undergraduate work, plus med school, which she had firmly in her sights, serious relationships seemed quite a way down the road, in any case.
She was about half-way through her second semester, we were relaxing on a Friday night, after she had just finished swimming laps. She swam those laps four days a week, and she'd been making me swim with her. I was in the best shape I'd been in since I was a teenager. She still swam a dozen more than I did while I huffed and puffed to get my oxygen back. She was amazingly athletic.
Her laps done, she swam over to the side where I was sitting and rested on the side of the pool, her arms crossed on the edge and that little heart-shaped face resting on them. She seemed to be just watching me. She didn't say anything, and it made me nervous. "What?" I asked.
"What do you mean, 'What'?" she asked.
"I don't know." I chuckled. "You seemed like you were going to say something, or ask me something."
"Nope," she said. "Just cooling down."
Apparently, she was cool, because she put her hands on the pool rim and pushed herself up until her arms were straight and only her legs were in the water. It did... disturbing things to her breasts. They were pushed together, forming quite a valley of cleavage there. I had an idea of her as an adolescent in my mind; she was my baby girl, and that was hard to reconcile with the woman she'd obviously become.
I realized that my baby girl was spectacular looking, no longer a baby girl. How had I missed that? I mean, I knew she was hot, and her court of boys who hung around obviously thought so, too, but damn, she was HOT!
She pushed herself higher and climbed out. She walked away to the cooler to get a bottle of water, and I noticed her boobs weren't the only thing she had going on. She had one of the tightest and sexiest asses I'd ever seen. Her hips tilted as she walked, and she seemed to be exaggerating that. Her hard little butt jiggled, and that was about the sexiest walk I'd ever seen. She glanced back over her shoulder at me and I noticed a satisfied look on her face when she caught me watching. I had no idea what that was about.
She got her bottle of water and came back to the lounger beside me. As usual when she sat close to me, I felt her little hand slip into mine. She loved holding my hand, and I loved the feeling. We relaxed for a minute as she told me about a professor making life difficult for her.
Elenoa, Nete's "little cousin," who took care of us "inside" came to the patio door and asked if we needed anything before she took off for the evening. She said that dinner would be ready in 90 minutes, and Tyndal looked up at me with a mischievous expression. "Can we drink some wine?" she asked.
I had no objections, so I had Elenoa open a good bottle of white and bring it out with two glasses. She hugged Tyndal and gave me her usual little head nod, went back inside, and in a few minutes, we heard Nete's car pulling down the driveway. I popped the cork and poured.
Tyndal shivered a little at her first drink and I laughed, remembering her reaction to her first beer being identical back in my apartment in Miami. She gave me a quizzical look and I explained. She smiled.
"Yeah, I remember. It seems like a lifetime ago. It seems like I've been with you forever, you know?"
"Yes, I know, baby," I told her. "It's getting hard for me to remember when I didn't have you. Still, it seems like yesterday."
She cocked her head to one side like she did when she was thinking. She squeezed my hand. "Are you ever sorry?" she asked.
"Sorry we're together? God, no, Tyndal. The time since I got you has been the happiest time of my life. I would cut off my arm to have you. Never, ever, think I regret a single thing."



She looked very satisfied with that. "Do you have any regrets?" I asked.
"Not one," she said. "I have a father, someone who loves me. I never had that, even when Mom was alive. She was so immersed in her own misery she never had time to realize how miserable she made me. I have you, we live on the most beautiful island in the world, in this beautiful house, I'm going to college to become a doctor, I have my friends here, and I have Hal." She nudged him with her toe where he was lying in the shade of her lounger. His snore caught a little, and he opened one eye for a moment before closing it again.
"Let's get in the hot tub for a minute," she said.
I levered myself up, got the bottle and my glass and we got in. We finished our glasses and I poured us another. I was completely relaxed, sipping my wine, leaning back against the tub wall with my head leaned back on a towel. I could hear her moving around a little. I didn't open my eyes, just loving knowing she was over there.
I felt the wave as she slid onto the seat beside me, and I draped my arm over her shoulder, the silky warmth of her bare shoulders soft against my arm. I ran my fingers through the dampness of her curls for a minute, just petting her. My hand slid down her slender neck and across her shoulder to the right. Something was niggling in the back of my mind, but I was too relaxed and lazy to worry about it. She snuggled in and I absently stroked her shoulder, back up to her neck.
I could feel her skin roughen a little as she got some goose-bumps, then the thing was there again. I brought it swimming to the surface, and I realized what it was. I should have felt the string of her bikini on the back of her neck. I stroked her neck again, and it wasn't there. Slowly, almost not daring, I opened my eyes.
As I slowly turned my head toward her, her face was very close and those grey eyes were a luminescent silver, looking into mine. I was nearly hypnotized, and couldn't look away, but I was drawn. I slowly broke the spell she had cast and my eyes traveled downward. The bubbles from the jets made the water translucent, but it was easy to see that that honey-gold skin, bare and beautiful, went below the surface. I looked toward where she had been and I saw her bikini top on the edge of the tub.
I opened my mouth, but only a croak came out. I moistened my suddenly dry lips, took a sip of wine and cleared my throat. This time I managed to make words. "Um... Tyndal, have there been some rule changes around here? What are you doing?"
She blushed. "I wanted to have my top off," she said. "Do you mind?"
"Um... well... it's not that I 'mind,' exactly, I guess. If you mean like I'm going to make you put it back on or... make you do anything, I guess. This is your hot tub as much as it is mine, Tyndal. It's your top and your body. You can do what you want. You're a grown woman, going to college, for Christ's sake. No, I guess I don't 'mind'." My eyes kept darting back to the rolling surface. "I mean, why?"
"I saw you looking at me when I got out of the pool," she said. "I saw you watching my butt, too. I liked it."
"I liked looking at you," I told her. "That's all it was, Tyndal. I just realized what a beautiful woman you are. I guess I've always known that, but it just hit me differently. Where are you going with this?"
"I want you to notice," she said. "I like it, and I'm going to make sure you notice it a lot."
I laughed, and that turned into a groan when she stood up and moved to sit on the top of the tub with her feet in the water. God, her breasts were gorgeous! I have no idea what size women's tits are, and I really didn't give a damn. I suppose that hers weren't that big, because she was tiny, but they fit her perfectly. They sat high on her, proud, and the cliché of "perky" came to mind. They were, and full, round and absolutely beautiful. She laid back on the towel spread there and arched her back. It was so classically feminine, and she was perfection.
Those full orbs stood up spectacularly, even lying on her back. She had a bit of a tan line; her golden skin just a little lighter where her smallest bikini covered her. I looked, unable to tear my eyes away. As I watched, her nipples slowly became erect. They were brown, small and perfect little nubs, not long, but fat and cute as hell. The small brown circles surrounding them were thickened, forming little miniature cones of their own, slightly above the fullness swelling the lower half of her breasts, tilted slightly upward and outward from the way she was stretching, her back arched upward, and it was the sexiest pose a woman could make.
She turned her head toward me, a coy smile flickering over her features as she saw my rapt attention. She turned on her side, facing me, placing her sunglasses on the curve of her hip, the smooth roundness swelling into a delicious curve and propped her head up with her hand, one elbow on the deck. Every movement caused those breasts to jiggle, and my cock was an iron bar.
"When we're by ourselves, I want clothes to be optional," she said.
She already wore mostly swimwear or a long t-shit and panties around the house, anyway. Any more 'optional' and she'd be naked. There was a huge conflict raging inside me. This was the girl who made life worth living for me, my daughter, her presence in my life making what had been existence into something warm and wonderful. I was her slave, and she knew it. She owned my heart. I felt an almost overwhelming sense of love for her, and there was a feeling in me that I needed to protect her, watch over her, make her life perfect. Only a father could have those feelings, or know how profound they were.
That was clashing with what my eyes saw and my body felt. God, she was beautiful. I wanted very badly to crawl over the edge of the tub and feel that smoking hot girl against my skin, feel those hard little nipples against mine, caress every inch of her with my fingers, my lips. Feel that perfect skin, taste it, savor every tactile sensation I knew I would feel, but I couldn't. I was in agony.
"Do you have any idea what you're doing to me?" I finally became able to speak.
Her eyes were locked on to mine, as if she was searching for something. She smiled at me, blinding me. She looked satisfied, as if she had found what she was seeking. "Yes, I think I do," she said. "I think it's the same thing looking at you does for me."
I wondered if she did know. I tried to put it into words. "Do you have any idea how much I love you, Tyndal?"
She nodded, stray curls of flame falling across her face. "Yes, I think it's the same amount I love you."
"God, I hope it is," I told her. "I know you, Tyndal. You're smarter than I am, and I know you don't do anything by accident or on the spur of the moment. You have a plan. Care to tell me about it?"
"No, I don't mind," she said. "I've been thinking for a while. I'm getting to know a lot of people at college. I've got friends now, lots of them. I've been going on dates, you know that. I have fun, I like the guys, I go out and have a good time, I fool around a little and I like it."
"Okay, that's nice, sweetheart. This is background, right?"
She nodded again. "Yes, it is. I started noticing stuff. I'm out there having fun, going to parties with my friends, dancing on dates, going to the beach, movies, you know, everything you do. The thing I started noticing is that even though I'm having fun, there's something in the back of my mind, all the time. It's always there, and no matter who I'm with or how much fun I'm having, there it is."
"What?" I asked.
"I'm always waiting for it to be over so I can come home and be with you." Her voice was low, almost a whisper. "I'm wishing you were there so I could look over and roll my eyes when someone says something dumb. We'd smile at each other, because you get me. We'd be feeling the same thing inside. I hear something or see something, and I wish you were there to see it or hear it with me."
Her eyes were filling with tears, and I was all choked up, myself. "I do know that feeling," I said. I reached up and cupped her cheek in my hand, running my thumb lightly over her skin.
"All the time I'm away from you, I'm just waiting until I can come home," she said, nuzzling her cheek into my palm. "Dad, I don't ever want to be away from you. This is where I belong. I'm never going to feel any differently, and I'm going to be with you, forever. I want to be with you, not anyone else. I'm going to be with you and love you, forever. I'm going to love you in every way possible. Do you understand?"
I was beginning to understand. "But..." I began.
She put her finger over my lips, shushing me. "Every way!" She was insistent. "This is going to happen. It may seem weird to you, or to other people, but I don't give a damn what anyone thinks. I love you, all of you, everything about you, and I'm going to show you. I know what you're thinking. I thought of all that stuff, too. I decided that doesn't matter. I love you, and nothing else matters. It may take me a while, but you don't stand a chance."
She smiled at me in a challenging way. My mind refused to work. "But..."
"There is no but." She was quite firm. "This is the first step. Come up here with me. You're becoming a lobster." She laughed and shook her hair back out of her face, extending her hand to me.
I took it, not because she could help me, but just to establish that contact. She sat up and I sat behind her, my feet in the bubbling water, and she reclined, her head in my lap, looking up at me. There was so much gorgeous on display there that my brain was still off a beat.
The one thing I did NOT want to do was say or do anything that would hurt her or make our relationship more awkward than she had already made it. I felt like any statement I might make would do that, so I just decided to ask questions, let her talk out whatever she had on her mind. I ran my fingers through the damp flame of her curls, just reassuring her with the touch.
"Tyndal, where do you see this going?" I asked. "Where are we going to be in five years, or ten?"
She wiggled to get in a good position to look in my eyes. It was very... distracting. "If by 'going somewhere,' you mean physically going somewhere, I don't see it going anywhere," she said. "I'm not going anywhere, and I don't think you will either. I see us staying right here. I'll never leave. I'm where I'm supposed to be."
That made a lump in my throat I could hardly speak around. My voice was a little choked up and I had to clear my throat. "Well, I guess I hadn't thought about that, but that's not really what I meant."
"You mean our relationship?" she said. "I've loved you from the first night back in your apartment. Every day we've been together, I've just loved you more. You're my father. You take care of me and love me. I take care of you and love you."
I had to laugh. "Yes, you certainly do."
She smiled up at me. God, she was adorable. "Tell me something, Dad. Who decided that two people who love each other shouldn't love each other in any way they choose?"
"You mean like sexually?" I asked. She nodded.
"I know about the biology," she said. "I researched it. There is some basis for it, but it's mostly weird myths. Dog and cattle breeders have been doing it for years. There's something else going on here. There were taboos about it long before anyone knew anything about biology."
"It's probably religious," I said. "I don't know anything about it. Society says "This is bad," and people don't question it unless something makes them question it. That kept same-sex marriages from happening, until just recently."
"That's what I'm talking about," she said. "Fuck society." She looked up at me to see my reaction to her F-bomb.
I had to chuckle. "Yeah, we kinda decided that when we first met, didn't we?"
Suddenly it hit me. We were doing what we'd always done. We were just talking, and it wasn't weird and awkward, even though I was holding a nearly naked Tyndal with her head in my lap.
"I'm just afraid I'm going to do something that's bad for you, baby, in ways I don't even know about or understand," I said.
"Loving me is bad? No, I'm pretty sure NOT loving me is what would be bad for me," she said. She sat up and extended her hand to help me up. "I need to wash the chlorine off me."
I let her pull me to my feet and we made our way to the outdoor shower beside the pool. It had a roof and wooden lattice walls over a concrete pad. We usually just rinsed, but there was soap and shampoo there. She got the water warm and pulled me under the spray. When I stepped forward, she positioned us so that the water was streaming over us, putting her arms around me and pulling herself tightly against me.
All that warm, wonderful, nearly naked girl against me caused a reaction. She felt it, because she squirmed and pressed herself against me. She leaned back, letting the water spray between us, looking up into my face. I could see those spectacularly beautiful breasts, fully displayed, nipples erect, just touching me. She twisted back and forth, just scraping them against me. I groaned, and she laughed. "You like?"
I had no power of speech. She reached for the soap, pumping her hand full and began to wash my upper body. She left no spot untouched, exploring every inch with her curious fingers. When she got to my trunks, she looked up at me and hesitated. "Do me?" she murmured.
She turned her back to me and I got a handful of the gel, beginning with the tops of her shoulders. She had perfect skin, unblemished and feeling like slippery silk under my hands. I washed her back down to her bikini bottoms, then got another handful of soap, pulling her back against me, that hard little ass against my incredible erection. I felt like it was about to shatter.
I reached around her, getting the soap in both hands, then cupped my hands under those gorgeous breasts, running my thumbs up and over her hard little nubs. That got an instant reaction from her. Her head came back against my chest, she turned it upward me and offered her lips. I could tell she wanted to be kissed, and I definitely wanted to kiss her.
I had kissed Tyndal hundreds of times, and she had kissed me probably three times that, but this was different. I continued to play with those tits, and she moaned, just before our mouths fused. She had all the passion of that fiery hair contained in that kiss. I was lost in that kiss. There was no coming back from that. All the emotion I'd felt, finding her, never knowing I'd had her, the joy in life she'd brought into my empty world, all the love in my heart, was expressed, right there.
When it ended, we were both shaken. She turned off the water, still pressed against me, and we just held each other until the chill of the water evaporating made her skin go rough. She pulled away with a laugh, took two steps to the towel rack and threw me one.
We dried. I wanted to help her, but she danced away out of my reach. "Greedy," she said. She went and picked up her top, sashaying that little ass like a runway model, and came back. We went inside, her arm around my waist and mine over her shoulders. Dinner was nearly ready, so we changed. I put on shorts and a t-shirt, and she came out in panties. Just panties. This was going to be awkward as fuck, I thought.
We didn't say much as we set the table, but she chattered away once we started eating, and I was very surprised to discover that it wasn't awkward, at all. She was Tyndal, no different than she had been before all the... drama and emotion. She'd always been a chatterbox, always been as loving as a puppy, and what had happened didn't change her a bit. I relaxed, and the elephant in the room shrunk and disappeared.
Over the next week, nothing really changed. Well, the fact that she went around the house topless most of the time was certainly a change, and the fact that my cock was hard every time I looked at her was a big change, but our relationship did not. I wasn't sure what I expected, but I had been under the impression that she wanted to get sexual, like immediately. That didn't happen. She rubbed those titties on me every time she was close, but that was about it. Oh, she also began kissing me quite differently, feeding me her little pink pointed tongue.
Other than that, she went to school, hung out with her friends some, came home and the dates with the college guys stopped. We spent a lot of time together. She planned all sorts of things for us to do, and dragged me around the islands. We went to see all the spectacles, the Garden of the Sleeping Giant, the Kula Wild Adventure Park, the Sri Siva Subramaniya Temple, we saw them all.
She was in love with life, and her enthusiasm was contagious. I was in love with her, and seeing her experience things, blossom into a charming and captivating young woman, while keeping that enchanting wild Irish gypsy character she'd always had, was the most fun I'd experienced in my life.
Most of all, she loved the beach. She body surfed, snorkeled, fished, and Hal and I sat under an umbrella and watched. We joined in when we could, but mostly we worshipped at her altar. She became golden and brown, and when we had the beaches to ourselves, she swam and sunbathed in the nude. That was a sight to make a dead man hard. Her body was exquisite, perfection in miniature, and that little tuft of flame on her mons was perfect. It should be a crime for redheads to go bare, and she didn't seem to be interested in anything other than a trim to fit the scandalously small bikinis she favored when it was just the two of us.
It was a Friday, and she had the next Monday and Tuesday with no classes. She had obviously been arranging some things, because she asked me the previous week if she could have a credit card, and told me not to plan anything until the next Wednesday. I was raising a small garden, and I had just come in from working when she came down the stairs, pulling her suitcase.
"Hey, where you going?" I asked.
"We," she said. "The right question would be where are WE going. Go shower, put on something casual and we'll go. I packed your suitcase for you."
I laughed and played along. It didn't take me long, and Nete was waiting with the car when I dragged my suitcase out the front door. "You ready, Boss? Let's go," he said. He loaded my suitcase in the trunk and I got in back with Tyndal.
She smiled up at me, all innocent and angelic. "Oh, boy," I said. "You are obviously up to something. Is this something I'm going to like, or are you planning a human sacrifice when the moon comes up?"
She laughed. "Both," she said. She snuggled over against me. "I hope you're going to do more than 'like' it. I'm keeping it a secret, for now, okay? Don't try to pry it out of me."
I put my arm around her and squeezed her up. "I'm sure I'm going to love it, as long as you're with me," I said.
Nete drove us into town and down to the docks, where we boarded a ferry. It was a long ride, but I did find out our destination. We were headed for the island of Malolo. She told me where we were going, since I knew, anyway. She had us booked into a resort, and there was a bus sort of thing waiting when we arrived. The place was gorgeous. We had our own little cabana, and she wanted to change and go to the beach, immediately.
It had the whitest sand and the bluest water I'd ever seen. We played in the water, soaked up some sun, and went to change for dinner. She got what she wanted me to wear before she went to change, and it was khakis and a black button-up cotton shirt.
She took my breath away when she came out. Her hair was flaming curls and she had on an emerald-green halter dress with a keyhole plunge into mystery between her breasts. It was about mid-thigh, and her legs were all honey-brown glory. She had on low heels, and I was hypnotized as she came across the floor. She twirled and I caught a flash of the sea-foam lace of her panties.



"Take me to dinner, Dad," she said, her eyes sparkling. I offered her my arm and we walked down the boardwalk to the restaurant on the property. It was nice; not too formal, but the staff was attentive and the food was delicious. We each had two glasses of wine and she took me to the lounge. "I wanna dance." She was glowing and happy, and mine.
I was never that much of a dancer, but holding my spectacular girl for some slow dances to some really romantic music by the live band made me feel like I was floating. I didn't step on her, and she seemed like it was everything she had wanted and expected.
I had a margarita, she had some fruit drink with rum, and when we had danced for the fifth time, she was molded into me. She looked up and her eyes were glistening under the lights. "Take me back," she said.
We walked slowly, side by side, her arm around my waist and mine over her shoulders, she was pressed against me the entire time, just talking the way we always did. When we got to the cabana, she moved around in front of me and we swayed to inaudible music for a minute. She stepped back, holding one of my big hands in her tiny one.
"Take me to bed," she said.
I gulped. "You mean your bed?" I asked.
"No, your bed," she said. "I've been planning this. I'm ready. Do you love me? I mean, forever?"
"I love you with every minute I'm awake, everything in me, forever," I told her. "Are you sure, baby?"
"I've never been surer of anything," she said. She tugged on my hand and lead me to the bedroom. She stopped at the foot of the bed and made me sit on the edge while she slowly unbuttoned my shirt, her fingers lingering as she slid it off. She tossed it in the direction of a chair and stroked my upper body, her fingers feather soft against my skin. She smelled delicious, I noticed for the first time. It was subtle, but she had some fragrance I loved.
The feel of her fingers on my skin was electric, and I could hardly be patient. I reached up and cupped her cheek in my hand. She nuzzled her cheek into my palm, her eyes glistening with her emotion, and I could feel her trembling a little as my fingers moved to the bow at the back of her neck. I pulled the knot, freeing the top, and pulled the short zipper down, letting the backs of my fingers stroke slowly down her spine, each vertebrae a journey into mystery.
Her skin was satin soft, roughing slightly as she shivered in excitement. The top fell around her waist and her breasts were there before me in their perfection. She hadn't worn a bra, but she didn't need one. They were that firm and high. Her nipples were completely erect, and I had to taste one.
I kissed my way from the flat plane of her belly, as she stood before me, up over the arch of her ribcage and onto the full swells of those gorgeous tits. She gasped at the contact, and her eyes closed as her head tilted back a little. I love those mounds, avoiding the crinkles of her areola and the little bullets in their center for long minutes. She was breathing deeply, and her breasts rose and fell with that motion.
She had puffy areola and her nipples were extensions of them, perfect, in every way. She moan a little moan of frustration as the pace I had taken, her little hands coming off my shoulders where she had been gripping me, taking my head and moving it to the contact she sought. She gave a hoarse little cry as I captured a rubbery nipple between my lips, sucking it inside and using my tongue to flip it. I suckled at that breast and I could feel her excitement mounting; the trembling grew and if felt like she was becoming more tense, yet more comfortable by the second. When I released that exquisite little nub, nibbling my way across to the other, she gave another little cry. When I inhaled the other nipple, the tension built, snapping to explode in what I knew was her orgasm. She jolted in my arms, pulling my head firmly into her breast.
"Oh, my God!" Her voice was husky with passion, and she shook with the unleashing of her passion. "Dad! Oh, my God, Dad, it's... it's... oh, my God!"
I felt her begin to collapse and quickly swung her to the bed beside me, laying her back and moving up to capture her lips. She was breathless, and broke the kiss several times to gasp, but she clung to me desperately, and I held my baby with the same intensity.
When she could breathe easily, she spoke in that husky little voice. "I can't believe you can make me feel like that. I knew it was going to be good, but not like that! Is there more? I don't know... I may have a heart attack!"
I laughed. "Yes, Tyndal, there's more, but I'm the one who may have a heart attack."
She giggled, and turned, pressing those firm little titties against me, scraping her nipples over me. "I want to look," she said. She sat up, fingers working frantically at my belt.
I put my fingers over hers. "Slow, baby-doll," I said. "We'll go fast, I promise, but we have all night."
She looked at me and the silver of her eyes flashed. "We have the rest of your life," she said. "I'll go slow."
I nodded and she unbuttoned my pants, sliding the zipper down and tugging on them. I lifted my hips and she slid the pants, along with my briefs, off over my knees where they fell to the floor. She quickly shed her dress, leaving her in only that pair of sea-foam panties. When she turned her attention back to me, her breath drew in with a gasp. "Is... is it supposed to be that big?"
I laughed. "How would you know?"
"Trust me, I know," she said. "I've felt a few, before. Not... naked, but I know."
"I have the sexiest little nearly naked sprite in bed with me," I told her. "It usually gets like that when I have someone in bed with me who looks like you do. Add the fact that I've never loved anyone the way I love you, and this is going to happen a lot."
"Good," she said. "I'm going to want to do this a lot. Can I... touch him?"
I folded my hands behind my head. "You can do anything you want," I said. "I'm yours, so you can do whatever you want."
"Don't forget that, either," she wagged her finger at me. She laid on her stomach beside me, her little pointed chin just touching my side a few inches above my hip, and her hot little hands moved across my belly on their journey south.
"How come you don't have any hair?" she asked.
"I like being smooth," I said.
"Mmm, I like smooth, too," she said. "Do you think I should..."
"No, I said. It would be a crime."
She giggled. I felt her hot little fingers touch me, then jerk back, as if she'd been shocked, but she was back in seconds, her hands closing around my pulsing erection. She was gentle, but firm, seeming to be exploring, testing, discovering each texture, each sensation, weighing me in her hand, turning my cock from side to side to examine it from every angle. One hand moved down to cup my balls, and she felt the fullness there, pushing them around as she explored.
The sensation was exquisite torture, and I could feel that I was not going to last long with this incredible, loving and beloved girl. "Umm... Baby, you're going to make me come in a bit if you keep that up," I said.
"Yes, that's what I want," she said. "What should I do?"
"Anything you want to do," I told her. "Do you know what's going to happen?"
"Mm-hmm," she murmured. "I have the internet, you know, Dad. I want to kiss it, suck on it and make you come in my mouth."
She almost didn't get a chance. Hearing her say that nearly pushed me over the edge. When her lips slid over the head, and I felt the heat of that mouth, I knew I was gone. She was inexperienced, but she was a natural, and the love in my heart for her, the absolute gorgeousness of everything about her drove me. She hadn't been working on me three minutes before I felt it coming from the bottom of my feet.
"Coming, baby," I warned her. The hand holding me so she could keep me in her mouth stroked the part she couldn't fit, and the other held my balls as I exploded. She gagged and choked at the first blast, but recovered and milked me with that hot little mouth until my soul drained into that hot little mouth and I became too sensitive to take any more.
I tugged on her hair and she let me pop free. I pulled her up, trying to kiss her, but she turned her head. "I needa brush my teeth, or something," she said.
"No, you need to kiss me," I told her. "You did a loving thing and there's no way I'm letting you out of this bed." I kissed her fiercely, cupping one of those hard titties and rolling her nipple. She moaned into my mouth and her resistance collapsed.
I kissed her for a very long time before leaving her lips to kiss her nose, both eyes and her forehead. I moved over to one of her tiny little ears, a little pointed and giving her almost an elven look. The little hollow behind her earlobe was very sensitive, as was her neck and the little hollow made by her collarbone where it joined her graceful neck. I gave all those spots careful attention when I found them and she moaned and moved under me.
I gave those spectacular breasts attention, and though she didn't come again, she was beginning that tell-tale trembling. As I moved down that honey-gold body, tonguing her belly button, and moving down, I could smell her: horny, extremely excited girl. I gripped the waistband of her panties with my teeth and growled. She made a half-moan, half-giggle, and with my fingers under the sides, she raised her little butt so I could slide them off.
The sight of that flaming little tuft always drove me nuts, and I tugged on it with my lips. It was wispy, and only where it was longer did the red really begin to show. It stopped just above the indention where her vaginal crease began, and she was baby smooth, everywhere else.
I bypassed her pussy, kissing my way down over one hipbone, and on down the top of her thigh to her knee. I slid around between her legs on my belly, bending her legs apart and nibbling behind her knee. She liked that and made a little moan. I worked back up the inside of each thigh, nipping the stretched tendons at the top.
There it was. She had the most perfect pussy I had seen, and I had seen a few. It was perfectly symmetrical, her lips forming a straight line leading up to the little nub of her clit, tightly sealed together. They looked delicious, and I had to taste. Her entire body jumped at the contact of my tongue, and as I parted her folds, running my tongue from bottom to top, her hips jolted several times as I hit a particularly sensitive spot. I tried to memorize those spots.
With the parting of her lips, her moisture was evident in the shining slickness, and I licked it up. She smelled heavenly, a mixture of the soap she used and hot girl. She tasted divine, tangy, but sweet as honey, to me. I worked on those lips, retracing my motions to those extra sensitive spots and I felt her hands on my head, guiding me slightly from spot to spot,
I had been ignoring her love bump, but I could tell she was going to come soon, and I needed to move along.
She cried out when I made contact with it, and I had no sooner engulfed it than she exploded, her hands holding my head tightly, her hips bucking, and her body coming alive. She bucked so much that I slid my hands under her tight little butt to hold her in place. It felt so incredibly sexy in my hands, tight, small and oh so round and firm.
It didn't take her long to become over sensitized, and she began tugging on my ears as her movements because an effort to escape my tongue. I let her pull me up and noticed that my cock was achingly hard again. In her state, I wasn't sure she would notice, but as she pulled my lips to hers, I sure did. I wasn't a teenager with a constant erection, but this girl, this love, this excitement was something I'd never experienced.
We kissed, with my cock rubbing along one silky thigh, and she was breathless, again. "Oh, my God," she managed to gasp. "I think you killed me. I'm dead!"
I laughed. "You're the farthest thing from dead I've ever held in my arms, I promise." I moved up a little. As tiny as she was, that put her face in the hollow of my shoulder, and she stiffened beneath me as she felt the head of my cock kiss her pussy.
"Relax, baby, it's going to be so good," I assured her.
"I'm scared," she whispered.
"Don't..." Actions seemed better than words, so I rolled, bringing her with me, holding her securely and just held her for a bit, stroking her back, my hands sliding down to cup that fantastic ass. My cock was trapped between us and she rubbed on it, the friction making it even more erect, if possible. "You're in charge," I said.
She nodded, those flaming curls bobbing, and she sat up astride me. She reached down, grasping my cock and moving that hot little pussy against it. "God, you have a big dick," she said. "It's going to be up around my belly-button."
I had to chuckle. "Hardly. I'm afraid my doctor daughter forgot to go to some anatomy classes."
She wrinkled her cute little nose. "Let's see if I remember," she said.
She raised up a bit, positioning herself, and moving me to her opening. Her hips pressed downward, and there was pressure, heat and slickness there. She continued pushing, and there was a little popping sensation as I slipped inside. She froze.
"Don't move," she hissed, her face contorting with effort and discomfort. "What the hell? I feel like a telephone pole is inside me!"
"No, I won't move," I said. "You're in charge. Slow and easy."
She obviously had no virginal barrier, for which I was thankful. I expect she would have been grateful, too, because she was having a difficult time without that pain. She laid back down on my chest, stretching to kiss me, and I held her. I could feel little ripples of pressure around the head of my cock as her little pussy contracted and relaxed around me. She tucked her face into my shoulder and I heard a small moan.
She began moving, slowly, just a little rocking motion, then a circular pattern. She pressed down, and took more, freezing again, then continued to repeat the process. It must have taken her ten minutes to take as much as she was going to take. I reminded myself to be still and let her move at her own pace. I was also reminded that she was a tiny little thing, very young and this was her first time. It was a good thing she had blown me first, taking the edge off, because the feelings I was having were mind-blowing.
It wasn't just the physical feelings, either. The fact that this little angel had moved into my life, become my life, loved me, first as her father, and now as a woman loves a man, some guilt that this was such a taboo thing, combined to make my emotions so intense that I could hardly think. Added to that was the excitement that she was so smoking hot, a total smoke show, and that she was giving all that to me, made me crazy.
She began to withdraw and sink down on me again, becoming more comfortable, exploring every sensation, her first time becoming something more with every second. She began whispering, her voice rising as she moved more freely. They were words of surprise, love, little exclamations.
"I can feel it. It's so big, so hard, so hot. You're filling me up, Dad. Like nothing ever felt. Oh, God! I love it; I love you. Thank you, Dad. I'm yours; I'll always be yours. Love me!"
She was moving freely, now, driving herself down one me, and I had to see her. I pulled her face out of my shoulders and it was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. Her eyes were heavy with that slack look of prolonged sexual arousal, her lips puffy and a appearing a little swollen. She locked eyes with me and the silver glistened with her excitement and emotion.
"Dad, something... I'm... I'm going to come! I'm running away!"
She exploded, falling back against me and pumping her little pussy on me frantically for a moment before stiffening, her legs straightening and she shook for long minutes before collapsing limply into my embrace. Little aftershocks jolted her for long minutes as I held and stroked her. She looked up at me.
"Did you..."
"No, baby, not yet," I said. "There's more."
"Oh, my God, I'm not sure I can stand it." She seemed a little frightened.
"It's okay," I said. "We can stop. Remember, you're in charge."
She shook her head, her hair moving across us like a curtain. "No, I want you to. I want you to come in me. You can, you know. I have an implant." She smiled at my look of surprise. "I told you I've been planning."
My cock was still embedded, and hadn't lost an iota of its hardness. I rolled us over, never withdrawing, and she gasped. "Let's see what happens," I said.
What happened was that she came twice more. It was the most exciting thing I had ever experienced. She would build to a tension point, bridging up against me, then snap with a hoarse little cry, pumping frantically for a moment, then freezing, her legs stretching out stiffly with her cute little toes curling. "I want to do something," I told her.
I withdrew and she gasped as I flipped her on her stomach. I parted her legs and there it was: the most amazing little ass I had ever seen. I sunk my fingers into it, feeling the soft steel as she flexed it under my fingers with a little giggle. That turned into another gasp as I pushed her legs apart and moved into place, penetrating her, causing her to groan.
"There's more? Oh, my God, Dad! It's so deep, so big. I'm going to come again, Oh, my God! I'm coming!"
I fucked her that way for long minutes, and she was going off about every three minutes, stringing them together like a chain of firecrackers. That firm little ass, making such an exquisite cushion for my thrusts, the sight of her face, frozen in ecstasy, brought me over the edge and I thrust deeply, holding there while all my love, all my joy, everything I had poured into her.
I rolled her, spooning up against her from behind, still embedded in that hot little pussy, and we murmured words of love until lassitude became sleep. I never went fully soft inside her, and I don't know how much time elapsed before I awakened, fully erect again. I began to thrust into her and she murmured a sleep protest, before slowly coming awake and matching my thrusts. She came, and we changed to a missionary position, long slow sweet loving until I filled her again.
"God, Dad, you have to let me rest," she groaned. "I'm worn! Are you always going to be this horny?"
I laughed. "You don't know what you do to me, baby-doll."
She smiled. "I'm pretty sure I do. Probably the same thing you do to me." She kissed me and we cuddled, me on my back and her lying half across me.
"Dad, I love you," she murmured. "For always. We're staying like this forever, you know."
"Yeah, you and me, baby girl," I said. "You and me."
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"Boy, have you lost your damn mind?" That's not how the conversation started. It actually started when Vaughn came in the door. I was chilling, reading my book, nursing my blunt, sipping on a glass of wine.
"Hey, Kiersten, damn, looks like you what's up!"
That's how it started. It was just chit-chat until he lifted me up so he could slide in under me on the sofa, and the nature of the conversation changed when he slid his hands up under the oversized t-shirt I was wearing and cupped my tiddies. That made me purr like a big cat and led to... another type of communication. I was coasting back to earth on my spaceship, his hands running over me, just the fingertips in a caress, cooling me down.
"You ever think about doing crazy shit?" he asked.
"I don't usually think about it," I said. "I usually just do it."
He laughed. "Yeah, I know. You've nearly given me a heart-attack a few times."
"You got some crazy shit you wanna do?" I asked.
"Maybe," he said.
"Is this illegal crazy shit, or kinky crazy shit, or just go down and yell "Fuck the police" in front of the station?" I asked.
"I was thinking about kinky. Looking at you, watching you, I wonder if you have a wild side. I have a feeling about you, Kiersten. I think you've got a bomb inside there just waiting to go off."
He really had no idea. We'd been dating for six months. There were a lot of things I didn't like about him, but the man could fuck and his dick was perfect: not too big, not too small: perfect. There wasn't going to be a long-term future there; he was just too limited, but he had been fun. I was thinking that he was on borrowed time. This might be interesting to hear.
"I can do kinky," I said. "Tell Kiersten, bad boy."
"You tell me one of your fantasies and I'll tell you one of mine," he said.
"Oh, no, you started this," I said. "This is on you. I'll tell you after you tell me."
He stammered around, and I could tell he'd been thinking about it for a while and had something specific in mind.
"I think I'd like to see you in action with another woman." He finally managed to get it out.
"Umm... that's kinky?" I asked. "I hate to tell you this, but I been rolling both ways since high school. You want to watch me fuck some other woman?"
"Well, yeah, but I was thinking more like a threesome," he couldn't look me in the eye."
"Boy, have you lost your damn mind?" That's where the conversation changed again. It just popped out before I could contain it. He looked confused.
"What?"
"What? That's all you got to say? How do you see this playing out? We just go out and pick up some hoe, bring her back here and smash?" That wasn't what I thought was going on, but I was smarter than he was.
"No... no, I was thinking someone we might know. Don't you have some smoking hot woman you'd like to get down with?"
"So I'm supposed to do the work? Damn, Vaughn, this is your play? What, I'm supposed to ask this woman if it would be okay for you to fuck her? If imma do all the work, I'm keeping her for myself."
I don't think this was the way he envisioned this conversation going. "No, no, I got a plan. I know who I'd pick," he said. "You wouldn't need to do anything. Just let it happen."
"Okay, I'll bite," I said. "Who."
"How about Tisha?" he said.
That told the story. Tisha was the girl he'd been dating before I met him. I'd heard the streets talking, and that was one of the reasons he had an early expiration date. I loved to fuck. I loved all forms of sex, as often as I could get it, but with one person at a time. I was single, 26 years old, and living free. I had a good job, a nice apartment, a nice car and I didn't need anyone. I chose to be with my partner, because I wanted to be with them.
I also know how I look. I wasn't vain about it, but I owned mirrors. I was fit, toned, and when I walked into a room, heads turned. Tisha was hot enough, but she was a ratchet bitch and who knew what kind of social diseases she was carrying around. I made a mental note that I should get my phat ass down to the clinic.
"What makes you think she'd be interested?" I wanted to give him plenty of rope.
"We talk," he said. He looked nervous. "She thinks you're fire, and if I wasn't with you, she'd be all over me, too."
'Uh-huh,' I thought. 'This nigga wanna be a player. Get him a little harem going.' That wasn't going to happen. Problem was, Tisha knew he was with me. I don't take kindly to someone playing with my toys. I faced it, that's all Vaughn was, or ever had a chance of being: a toy I played with. I figured I'd settle down at some point and find the person I wanted to spend the rest of my life with, but it wasn't going to be that year.
This was going to have to be handled with some finesse and skill, and here was my exit. Tisha was going to help me, but she didn't know it yet.
"I'll tell you what, Vaughn. You have her Snap me and let me know she's down, then I'll think about giving you your fantasy," I said.
I got that Snap three days later. She was all like, "Hey, girl. How you been?"
I wasted two or three minutes on pleasantries, and then she got to it. "Kirsten, so you interested in me hooking up with you and Vaughn? He said you might be."
"I didn't know you rolled like that, TBH," I said. "You really wanna smash with me?"
"Oh, hell yes," she said. "Kiersten, everybody know you a smoke show. I never thought you'd give me a look. You know me and Vaughn was a thang, right?"
"Yes. He mentioned that he had you in mind for a little action with us," I said. "When is your next day off?"
"I'm off Thursday," she sent. "I have to work the weekend."
"Wanna have dinner with me Wednesday night and talk?"
"I'd love to. Where you want to go?"
"I'll cook," I told her. "Six good for you?"
"Perfect. Want me to bring something?"
"Just your hawt self," I said.
She sent me kissy-lips and I had her.
I talked around and it didn't take long for someone to point me to the right accounts. There they were, big as life at the Blue Cat, two weeks earlier. I took a screenshot. They were doing some pretty heavy grinding. Bitch was grinding on my man. He was history. I hate a cheat, and I hate a liar. Most of all, I hate being played: that he thought I was that stupid.
I didn't go all out. I just grilled burgers and made potato salad and baked beans. It was good, though. I make killer potato salad and I know my way around a grill, too. Mama got mad skills.
She did look nice when she rang the doorbell, the skank-ass bitch. I fed her and we drank some good beer. I figured that the condemned ought to get a nice last meal. If she hadn't been messing around with my mans, I would have had a good time. Yeah, I was planning to throw him back, but until I did, that bitch needed to learn how things worked.
I put on Sophia Carson's "Miss U More Than U Know," and I pulled her up to dance. We moved like an oiled machine for a bit. She was a good dancer. I was better. "When did Vaughn hit you up about this?" I whispered in her ear.
"Hmm?" She was all smooth, she thought: relaxed and didn't have a clue. "Oh, he came into the store a couple of days ago," she said.
"You mean not two weeks ago at the Blue Cat?"
It took her a minute to get up to speed. I felt it dawn on her and she stiffened up and tried to pull away. I jerked her up against me. She looked up into my face and I read the fear in her eyes. "Kiersten... What..."
"Yeah, I know, bitch," I hissed. I could feel her start shaking.
"Kiersten... please. Please don't hurt me..."
She knew. Everyone from the hood knew. I had been kickboxing for years, and I was hella good at it. "Sorry, you got it coming," I said. "You want a head or body shot?"
She whimpered and whined around, but I wasn't feeling merciful. "Please... I'll stay away from him. I won't talk to him, ever again."
"No, he's gone," I told her. "You can have him. I was ready to cut him loose, but he was mine, Tisha. Head or body?"
"Please don't mess up my face," she begged.
I gave her a one piece spicy to the liver. She collapsed to the floor and writhed around like a worm in my living-room. When she could breathe, she screamed once, then it was just moaning and sobbing. I got her a cold bottle of water and sat her up. She tried to collapse again, but I sat behind her and held her up. I held the cool bottle against her forehead.
"Just breathe," I said. "Take a drink."
It took her ten minutes to get it together enough for me to help her to the door. I took her down to her car and got her in, buckled her seatbelt and closed her door. I was walking back to my apartment, but I heard her window roll down before I was ten feet away.
"Kiersten?" I looked back and she was crying again. "I'm sorry," she said.
"Just a thang," I told her. "Maybe you learn, maybe you don't. Be safe out there."
Vaughn never got his threesome. He did get fired from his job; my Auntie owned the place he worked. He never quite got comfortable around town, either. If I walked in a place where he was, he left, giving me a wide birth.
I took Tisha away from him, too. She did learn. She cleaned up her act, and she walked away from him at a club one night when he was leaving after I made my entrance and asked me to dance. She's my new toy, and we did have a threesome. Vaughn wasn't invited.
I like Kiersten, and I will write more of her stories. When I do, you'll know why this is in LW. In the meanwhile, August 10. Hang on, boys, the ride is going off the track.
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This is my second "Kiersten" story. There will be more, until her story is told. This is an older Kiersten: think late 30s, and it was originally written as a story for the "Imma Bad Bitch" group of stories by women writers. That isn't going to happen. Some may post stories, individually. My apologies for building anticipation.
I am grateful to my team. Harddaysknight is my mentor and gives me critical review. Sbrooks103x also gives me a pre-post read. My editors are Girlinthemoon, Hale1 and GeorgeAnderson. I thank you all, Randi.
Pain is never something that I enjoyed. I'm pretty tough, as bearing two children should make obvious, and physical pain I could handle, if not enjoy, but I always tried to avoid emotional pain. No one is successful at that, of course, but you do what you can. I was bringing some pain of my own.
I had another email from Ryan. I never responded to any of them. I ignored all attempts at communication. He had 12 years to communicate with me. He chose not to do so on the most important things about which we should have. It was a bad decision.
Now he was begging again. "Please, Kiersten, I'm sorry. How many times do you want me to say it? How long are you going to punish me?"
Our marriage ended with a look. It was a certain sort of look: the way a predator looks at their prey. It held speculation, a hint of contempt, some superiority and danger for me. For the first time, I felt my husband's eyes on me and he was looking at me as an object to be used, not as his partner, friend and lover. That was the beginning of the end.
It had only been four years. He was paying me in installments for the 12 years I had wasted on him. He was paying for the pain of our children, for the emotional wreck he'd made of me, for the best friend since the second grade he'd cost me.
Oh, I'd moved on; I was more successful, personally and professionally, than I'd ever been, but Ryan wasn't.
Neither was Jolene. They were pretty much struggling. I did what I could to make them struggle. My divorce had not been friendly, and neither had Jolene's. Her husband seemed to be pretty unhappy with her, and they didn't make it. I only had three pictures, but it was enough. Catching your best friend smashing with your husband in your bed is hard on the old self-esteem.
I never understood. Jolene wasn't in my class, in looks, brains or charisma. I had loved her because she was Jolene. She had moved to my school in the second grade, and we had been best friends up until the day I discovered she was banging my husband. She was reasonably attractive, but from the short time I watched them, she was a lazy fuck. Any pussy in a storm, I guess. It still made me take a close look at myself.
Was I unattractive, physically, or emotionally? It seemed to me that I still had the same body I had when I graduated from high school. It was better, in fact. My tits had grown, my hips swelled a bit, and I had worked my little ass off after the kids were born to get back to that 24-inch waist. I was all muscle and silk, and men stared at me, so I knew it wasn't that.
I loved to fuck. Ryan certainly wasn't being short-changed in the sexual department. There was little in the way of sexual activity that I didn't thoroughly enjoy. I loved giving head, and I sucked his dick regularly, just because I liked doing it. I heard men talk, and I listened to my women friends. I was under the impression that few men had their wives ask to suck their dick on a regular basis. I certainly wasn't into anal, or other unsanitary and painful things, but I was certainly horny and ready to drop my panties any time Ryan was in the mood.
Maybe I was a bitch. I thought about that. My friends all seemed to like me. I certainly COULD be a bitch, if the occasion called for it, but I didn't know anyone who seemed to think I was. I asked John, at work, if he thought I was a bitch. He looked distinctly uncomfortable.
"No, um... you can be a little... intimidating, Kiersten, but it's because you're so hot and you don't put up with any BS. Why are you asking me this?"
"I'm conducting a survey," I told him. "I think I may need to improve my resting bitch face."
He laughed. "I'd say you've got that one down. You're not a bitch, Kiersten. Everyone who knows you loves you; they just know not to give you shit."
That was comforting. John was a straight-shooter. He would give me the honest dope to an honest question. He was only a little afraid of me, and we were as in love as any strictly platonic friends could be. He'd seen me in action a couple of times. He knew I came from NCS before I became a contractor, so he was wary, but we were pals.
I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror after I left his office. I was looking good! I took a selfie and snapped my friend, Regan. I'd had a steam treatment, a facial, my nails done and I was on fleek.
I went back to the office I'd been assigned while I was there and looked at my email again. This email was because Ryan had lost another job. I kept an eye on him. I was kind of a big deal in our region. Everyone in our field knew who I was and depended, in one way or another, on services I provided. Those who didn't found out rapidly. Ryan had been hired 11 times in that four years. He even took a job two states away. It didn't help. His past came back to bite him. I didn't mind him working, just not in his field or for the kind of money he wanted.
Jolene was a schoolteacher, and she had lost her tenured position, two other positions and was not finding life a bed of roses, either. Yeah, it was petty, but I wasn't going to get violent with them. A girl has to retain her sense of self-respect. They were really in no physical danger from me, though they didn't know that. They took great pains never to be in my presence.
The pain they'd inflicted was emotional. That was what they were reaping. I'd heard of people going wack and murdering their spouse and the lover. As tempting as that sounded two hours after I caught them, I was in shock and could barely summon the presence of mind to take those three pictures. Then I was in pain and just wanted to get away from the site of the pain. I was angry later, but by then, I'd become human. Animals lash out; humans have higher brain functions and can plan. I had a big brain and I used it.
Besides, I pretty much stopped caring once I got through the initial stages of grief and anger. I was pissed off beyond belief, but more because I'd wasted my time loving pathetic people. Loving people who don't love you is also pathetic. Kiersten Bayer wasn't pathetic.
Ryan lost his job, right away. Putting yourself at risk of blackmail or extortion by having affairs with your wife's best friend doesn't play well when it comes to having the clearances he needed to work in SIGINT. Since he didn't have an income, a home (that became mine as per the prenuptial agreement), or transportation other than public, I was awarded full custody of the kids.
The raggedy-ass lawyer he was able to retain didn't put up much of a fight. Since mine worked for my Aunt's firm and no one wanted to fuck with her or the kind of influence she could bring to bear, Ryan basically got nothing.
Teachers seem to have morals clauses in their contracts that void even tenure. Having pictures of you banging a married man who is not your husband floating around in cyberspace seems to trigger those clauses. I'd heard that the students at her school made them go viral on cell phones.
It had become something of a little hobby for me. If I was bored, it became "fuck with Ryan and Jolene" time. They knew it was me, of course. They'd occasionally try to fight back, but I was no dummy. Anyone with my tech savvy knows how to do things on the net low-key without leaving a trace. I got good at doxing people. Not ordinary people, just Ryan and Jolene.
Ryan had just lost his new job as a systems consultant in networking at his latest company. He couldn't keep the network running, even with the help of a pretty good IT department. These hackers...
"How long are you going to punish me?" Well, I was planning for 12 years. I didn't spend a lot of time at it. I had two little angels who took up most of my time, apart from business. Deirdre and Fiona had just turned 10, and they were precocious as fuck. Yes, I know you're supposed to name twins ridiculous rhyming names. Fuck that shit, I liked the ones I chose. They were about as different as two girls with the same parents could be, in any case. Deirdre was an athlete, an extremely physical child who seemed perpetually dirty from the day she was born. Fiona was just as athletic, but she was totally female: a little sorceress. She worked her wiles and few were immune, including her much rougher sister.
They were a team, and though they sometimes fought like hornets, they were fierce as hell when it came to anyone else who interfered with them. They shared the same intense green eyes, but Deidre had hair as black as a raven's wing, and Fiona was a redhead. They were going to break hearts in a few years, and I dreaded the drama.
I deleted the email and took the rest of the day off. I was feeling good. It was summertime, and when I got home the girls told me they were going riding. "Wow, Fiona, won't you get, like, dirt on you?" I asked.
She gave me an eye-roll. "Whatever. Mom, is it okay if we spend the night at Lindsey's?"
"It's okay with me," I said. "Does Lindsey's mom know about this invasion?"
"No, Mom, we were planning to surprise her," Deirdre said.
"Ah, well, I'm sure she likes surprises," I assured them.
That got me twin eye-rolls. "What are you going to do?" Deirdre asked.
"I dunno. Prolly just chill, drink some wine and read," I said.
"This would be a great time for you to go on a date," Fiona informed me.
I made a production of going to the door and looking outside. "My date hasn't arrived," I told them.
"Unless it's a burglar and breaks into our house, he never will arrive," Deirdre said. "God, Mom, if you ever did anything besides hang with us and work, maybe you could actually meet someone. You know, like a man?"
"They'd leave the toilet seat up in your bathroom," I said. "We don't need no stinking men."
That cracked their stern demeanor. They were constantly on a crusade to get me a date. Every single man they met was carefully scrutinized as "date" material for their dear old mom. They'd set me up three times before I wised up to their shenanigans. It was embarrassing as hell, too.
"I saw the new dress you got," Fiona told me.
"And how did you see that?" I asked.
"I needed a t-shirt to sleep in so I was borrowing one of yours," she explained.
"Girl, sleep in your own damn clothes," I said. "No wonder I never have anything clean to wear with you two stealing my stuff all the time. And I want my hoodies back!"
Deirdre laughed. "Just wait until we're big enough to really wear your stuff."
Not to be deterred, Fiona plunged ahead. "I love the dress, Mom. It just screams "Take me out!" I know; why don't you call Regan and go to a club or something with her? Maybe you'll meet a hot guy."
I managed to extract myself from that situation and packed them off to Lindsey's. When I got home, I just wanted to drink wine and lie around the house with my tiddies out. I showered and put on panties. I was thinking about socks to keep my feet snuggly and I noticed my new dress. It was black and it had bunched up around my hips a little, so I'd had it altered. It still had the tag on it. I held it up to me. It felt good against my skin, so I pulled it over my head.
I looked in the mirror. It was fire! It was short, and showed a ton of leg. I had good legs. I thought they were too muscular, but everyone else told me how great they were. I slipped into some red heels and got my red bag. I looked in the mirror again. I felt confident as fuck. "Imma definitely have to go on a date!" I said to the mirror. "Somebody needs to take me out, for sure!"
I looked at my phone. What the hell, I called Regan. She was down. Regan partied constantly. She wasn't a slut, but she enjoyed a night on the town. She agreed to meet me at Angelo's, and we ate and chattered, catching up on the latest. We walked down two blocks to a club we'd been to before, and it was hopping. We made a nice pair. Regan was looking spectacular, but then she usually did. She was a goddess, about my height, at five-ten, a hard-body from being a workout warrior, and a face that was so beautiful you wanted to touch her, just to see if she was real. She was some exotic ethnic mix, definitely some Asian heritage because she had all that long dark perfect hair, and she was just slightly brown, with those amazing tilted-up eyes. We turned heads when we walked in. There were any number of single guys there who swooped in as soon as we were seated. We danced with the ones who looked promising and told the losers we were lesbians.
I got back to our table from a dance just as she was returning. We were both lit, but just comfortably so, with our excitement high and our inhibitions low. The band started a slow number and she grabbed my arm. "Let's dance, Kiersten."
I let her lead me out and she pulled me in close. Stray wisps of her hair tickled my cheek and she pulled me in close as we swayed together. Her leg was between mine, and mine was between hers. The way she was moving was making me feel the heat and I murmured in her ear, "Um... Regan, we're not really lesbians, remember?"
She pulled back enough to look at my face and burst out laughing. "Speak for yourself, doll-face. I would fuck you in a heartbeat."
That kind of took my breath. She was serious! "Really?" I asked. "I didn't know you rolled like that."
"Oh, yeah," she said. "I've been hitting on you for three years, but you never notice."
"You're a lesbian?" That did shock me. "So what is Jason, your beard?"
She laughed again. "No, he's my boyfriend. I'm bi, Kiersten. I'll dump him tomorrow if you'll be my girlfriend. He's more of a human dildo than a boyfriend, anyway."
"Let's go sit down," I said.
We went back to our table and I took a gulp of my drink. "You're not serious, right?" I asked.
"I would be deadly serious if I thought I had a chance with you," she said.
My brain was reeling. "I don't think I'm ready for this," I told her. "I... the girls... no, this is nuts, Regan. I have the girls to think about."
"Well... I don't know how to tell you this, but they kinda set you up here," she said.
My jaw dropped. "You mean... damn, they got me again! What did you tell them, Regan?"
"Don't be blaming me," she said. "They told me they knew I was hot for you, and they were going to try to get you out with me. It was totally their idea. Of course, I was all ears, but those two are like an avalanche."
I just sat there stunned. I'd never even thought about Regan like that. I mean, she was hot as fuck, but I hadn't been with another woman since before, well, before Ryan and I started dating, and I was totally unprepared to have Regan hitting on me like that.
"Well, that's a hell of a thing," I told her. "I love you, Regan, but I'm not about to just jump in bed with you."
She took my face between long cool fingers. "I know that. It's one of the things about you I find most attractive. You're careful with everything you do, Kiersten. Well, except marrying that asshole, Ryan."
I had to laugh. "Yeah, well, I thought I was careful there. I've shown I'm a terrible judge of character. That's prolly why I hang out with you."
She laughed and kissed me, just a quick pressure on my lips. "No, babes, you're not. You're smart and gentle and the kindest person I know. You just made a mistake."
We sat back and looked at each other. I felt awkward as fuck. She started giggling and that set me off. We laughed until we were crying and we weren't awkward anymore.
"You are an evil woman, Regan," I said.
"Yeah, I know. I've always let you talk me into doing a bunch of ratchet shit." She looked at me, challenging me to deny it.
"Well, what you and the terror twins got up to was some ratchet shit," I said. "I didn't have any part in thinking that up. This has been... interesting, Regan. It was fun and naughty, but I need some space. I'm going home."
"You a little bitch, running off home." She smiled, taking the sting out of the words.
"Yeah, I am. Regan, remember when we used to sneak away from home and go to wild parties?" I asked. "Now I sneak away from parties to go home. What happened to us?"
"We grew up," she sighed. "All our shit is at home. 'Go big or go home.' People underestimate how willing we are to go home. We don't need to be challenged. I'll leave home for you, though, BB. Kiersten, will you go on a date with me?"
I blushed. "Yes, Regan, I will. Give me a minute to get used to the idea, okay? Christ, you've been my friend for years. We're friend-zoned as hell. I need to get used to this."
"I know." Her eyes were soft and full of a glow that made them look amber. "They hurt you bad, Kiersten. It's time to start taking risks with your heart again. Let that shit go, baby girl. Move the hell on. You need to make space in your heart for someone who has the capacity to love you just as much as you love them. If not with me, with someone."
I sighed. "I get the message. We still on for tennis tomorrow?"
"Yeah, and imma beat that skinny ass, this time," she warned.
She might get it done. We were about 50/50. I was more powerful than she was, but she had better strokes.
I went home with my brain spinning. It was a good thing for the twin menaces that they were spending the night with Lindsey. We were going to have a serious talk when they got home.
The Uber dropped me at home, and I got ready for bed. My phone buzzed and I noticed I had three texts. Two were from the girls and one was from Ryan. I read the read the girls' first. They were just "Night, Mom, love you." I sent them love and I looked at the one from Ryan.
"Kiersten, you have to end this. I fucked up, okay? What do you want? Would you be willing to meet with me and talk about this? What do I need to do?"
That was a good question. Hmm, I wondered if he could give me back 12 years of my life? Somehow, I doubted that. It might be fun to fuck with him, though. I thought about it. I hadn't communicated with him since the divorce was final, and only through the attorneys since the day I caught him banging that hoe, Jolene, in my bed. I decided to do it.
I texted him. He would probably have a heart attack. "Okay, we'll meet Wednesday at 2PM at the memorial in the park. You can tell me how you're going to fix your fuck-up."
"I'll be there," he said.
I thought about standing him up, just leaving him waiting. It was a hook-up place for the local gay community. Ryan was a complete homophobe, and it would be funny as hell to leave him there to get hit on while he was waiting.
*****
When I got to the memorial, Ryan was sitting there on a bench and there was a guy talking to him. I burst out laughing and he looked up and saw me. His face flamed and he got up, leaving his admirer behind. The last time I had seen him was just a view of his ass, but he hadn't aged well. He was going soft and looked older than I knew he was.
"New lover?" I asked. "I didn't know you were bi, Ryan. I guess there was a lot about you I didn't know." I burst out laughing again.
"Very funny, Kiersten. That's why you picked this place, isn't it? You just have to keep torturing me."
"Well, we all have our hobbies," I said. "Yours just happens to be banging your partner's friends. Mine is seeing to it that you reap the whirlwind."
I could tell he didn't get the metaphor. "That's what I want to talk to you about," he said. "Kiersten, I was scum, okay? I know that. You hate me, the girls hate me and won't even speak to me; hell, everyone hates me. I hate myself. I fucked up my life, and you make sure I remember that, every damn day. When is it enough?"



I thought about it. "Okay, Ryan, here's the deal. I don't hate you. You are scum, but I don't care enough about you to hate you at this point. You did your best to fuck up my life and the lives of the most precious babies on the planet. I spent 12 years of my life with a fuck-up. How do you propose to pay me back for 12 years of my life?"
He spread his hands in a helpless gesture. "I don't have anything. All I have is regret. I'm going to live the rest of my life in regret, Kiersten. There is nothing I can do about that. I'm just asking for mercy. I know I don't deserve it, but the only thing I can offer you is to disappear from your life. I'll move away. You'll never see me or hear from me again. Just let me get and keep a job long enough to save the money to leave. I'll move as far away from here as I can get."
I looked at him. He was a wreck. He'd wrecked himself, but I was done. "You do that." I said. "I'll give you six months." I stood up, and so did he. "Goodbye, Ryan," I said.
I turned and walked away. I never looked back. I realized as I walked through the park that a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. I felt free; I felt like laughing; I skipped like a little girl out of that park, making a fool of myself while people stared. I didn't give a damn. I was free. I realized that I was done waiting on my life to resume. I was awake, I doubted I'd ever think of him again and if I did, I would just smile, knowing I'd dodged a bullet.
I had let that fuck-boi have too much power over my life for too long. He had nearly closed my heart for good. Not anymore. I was open again. It felt good.
I called Regan on the way home. "Hey, Boo, when we going on that date?" I asked.
"Oh, my God! Really? I'm not doing anything right now!" she said.
I laughed. "Well, I am. Friday night, okay? I have to get a sitter. I'll pick you up at six, deal?"
"That's what I'm talking about," she said. "Kiersten, you okay, girl? Did something happen?"
I'll tell you about it Friday," I told her. "Love you, sweetheart."
"Love you, bye."
I had some talking to do with my girls. They were playing some game on their phones when I got home. "Mama needs to talk to her babies," I told them.
"Wait for a minute, Mom," Fiona said. "We're almost through with this level. If we quit now, we'll get a penalty."
I sighed. It was always like that. Modern times, modern problems. I had modern solutions. I went and got me a beer, and sodas for them. By the time I got back, they had finished and they put their phones down.
"Remember when you sandbagged me last week?" I asked them.
Dierdre dropped her jaw like she was shocked. "'Sandbagged' is such a harsh word, Mom. "Got you out of the house" is what I would call it."
"Yeah, you got me out of the house, by sandbagging me. Don't worry about it. Mama knows her babies are looking out for her. I was a little irritated, but you two started something you probably don't understand. I'm turning over a new leaf. I'm going out with Regan Friday night."
They looked at each other. "Umm... well, you go out with her all the time," Fiona said. "What's the... oh. OH! Oh my god, Mom! Really?"
"Like out on a date?" Dierdre asked.
"Yes, like out on a date."
"Yeet," Fiona squeaked. The gave each other a high-five.
"So, you girls are okay with, like, her being a woman, and all?" I asked.
That got me a twin eye-roll. "Duh," Dierdre said. "She won't leave the toilet seat up. We don't need no stinking men." They collapsed laughing, and it was pretty funny, but I just shook my head. They didn't need any encouragement. Lunacy is a dangerous condition, and they had it bad.
*****
Our date got off to an awkward start. I had known Regan for five years, but having a girl who is your best friend and having a girlfriend are amazingly different. I felt self-conscious in a way I had never felt with her, and I didn't like it. What the fuck? We knew everything about each other and I loved her deeply. This shouldn't be an issue. I decided we both needed some air. I pulled over at the park.
"Let's go for a walk," I said. She looked at me a little curiously, but she got out and I met her on the sidewalk.
"Sup?" she asked.
"Walk with me," I told her. I took her hand and it felt cool and comforting in mine. I swung our arms a little as we walked. We turned the corner of the sidewalk around some bushes and there was some kind of disturbance just ahead. There were two young black men and a police officer blocking the way. He was yelling at them, and they were giving it back to him.
"Let's go the other way," I said.
Regan was getting out her phone. "No," she said. "I'm going to take a vid of this."
"Jesus, Regan, don't start any shit," I begged.
"How can you say that?" she snapped. "I'm just standing here recording. This shit happens all the time and I'm fucking sick of it."
"Okay, lovey, we'll just record," I said. I got out my phone.
The dude noticed us recording and told us to stay back. We didn't move, so he came stalking over, acting like he was all tough, and shit. He wasn't bad, except for that belly, but he had no idea. The sidewalk was along the riverbank, and it was a little secluded where we were standing, and that was his first mistake: thinking he could get away with shit. His second was believing the hype. He'd been told he was a bad-ass by someone, and he believed them; that was his second.
He came striding up to us, macho, mirrored shades, uniform, and shit, and he just knew he was intimidating. "You can't take video of me," he said.
Neither of us said anything. We just continued recording. "You're interfering with my investigation," he said. He walked right up on top of Regan, standing about four inches away. "Now you're videotaping me," he said. "That's interfering with a police officer in the course of their duties."
"This is public property," I said. "Beat it, mutt."
The shock and outrage on his face nearly made me break out into giggles, and Regan snorted.
He reached out his hand to grab my phone. "Don't touch me," I said. "I'm engaged in a constitutionally protected activity. If you touch me, I have it on video and I will consider it an assault."
"I'm a law enforcement official," he said.
"The law clearly states that if I am assaulted while I'm committing no crime, in a place where I'm allowed to be, I am within my rights to defend myself against a law-enforcement official, even if defending myself results in the death of the law enforcement official," I said. "Trust me, I'm an attorney."
He made his third mistake, grabbing my phone and twisting my finger painfully, in the process. I dropped the phone, grabbing his left wrist in my left hand. I quickly spun, keeping his left arm extended, grabbing his hand with my right, my left armpit on his left shoulder, and dropped my weight on that shoulder.
He staggered forward two steps before falling on that fat belly, his face on the sidewalk and the air exploding out of him. I continued to leverage that arm, twisting it up and he screamed as the shoulder popped. I felt him go limp and dropped the arm. I took his gun, took his back and wrapped his neck in a choke. I wondered how many lives he had changed in the same way. He started to come to, tried to move that left arm and moaned.
"Lie there and be quiet, bitch," I told him. "I'll choke you out and throw you in the river. Nod if you understand." He nodded.
Regan squatted down beside him. "Looks like you're in a pickle," she said. "Shouldn't have fucked with us."
I laughed. "Regan, go back to the car and get my ID badge," I told her. "It's in my bag. Key is in my pocket." I was extraordinarily fond of that dress. I hoped it wasn't damaged. It had pockets!
She got the keys and I heard the doors chirp after a minute. She came back and squatted down again. "Show him," I said.
Regan held it in front of the cunt and he read it.
"I'm going to let you go now," I told him. "Are you going to be any trouble?"
"No," he said.
I helped him up and dusted him off. His arm was obviously hurting, and it didn't work that good. He was going to have some trouble with that.
"You have a bad attitude," I told him. "You seem to think that having a badge and a gun makes you special. It doesn't. So far, you're a disgrace to humanity. You swore an oath to serve and protect your community. You forgot about that and decided to become a bully. Fuck you, for that. Now I have your gun, and you know who I am. What do you think I should do?"
"I... I'm sorry," he said. "I... I..."
"Forget about it," I said. "I have an idea. Why don't you forget about all your bullshit and just try being a decent human? I won't make a report. How does that sound?"
"I... thank you. I don't know what to say."
"Don't say anything," I told him. "You might piss me off. I'm taking the gun. I'm going to unload it and we're walking down to our car. I'll leave the gun and the ammo on the sidewalk there. As soon as we turn the corner, you can come and get it." I nodded toward Regan. "She's going to watch you. If you move before we turn the corner, I'm going to come back here and beat your ass. Do you understand?"
He nodded. "Yes."
I patted his shoulder and he winced. "Good boy," I said.
We went and got in the car, I handed the shit to Regan and she put it on the sidewalk. I drove away and we turned the corner while Regan watched.
She looked at me and didn't say a word. "What?" I said.
"He didn't move," she said, then laughed like a drugged hyena. She flopped around in her seat and laughed until she couldn't breathe. That got me started and I had to pull over in the next block. We laughed for minutes.
"God, Kiersten, you're a bad bitch," she gasped, finally. "Remind me never to piss you off."
"You piss me off constantly," I told her, but I was only half joking. She was mad annoying, sometimes.
"I know," she said, suddenly serious. She unbuckled and slid over onto my lap, taking my cheeks in her hands. "I love you sooo much," she said. "You aren't a bitch to anyone who doesn't deserve it. You're a big ball of sweet goo, inside, though. Thank you for protecting me."
She pulled my head down and kissed me. It went on for hours, and she was delicious, soft, loving and fierce. My head was swimming and my nipples felt like they could cut glass. When she let me go, I cleared my throat.
"You're welcome."
She laughed. "You take a girl on one hell of a first date," she said. That set us off again, and when she slid back over to her seat and buckled in, every trace of awkwardness was gone.
She looked up at me with those mysterious eyes. "Where you taking me?" she asked.
I took her to a little place with a very nice salad; it's never fun dancing on a heavy meal. We went to the Night Orchid. It was a new place with a nice dance band playing, and we danced our little asses off. It was fun and she was fun, and oh, so sexy. Those long legs, that tight little body. She seldom left air between us. We kissed a hundred times and I was horny like I couldn't remember being for a long, long time. We had a couple of drinks along the way, and after a last slow dance that felt like fucking with our clothes on, she whispered, "Kiersten, will you stay with me tonight?"
I hesitated, felt her hand slide up and she pinched my nipple. I nearly came, right there, and my body told me I was staying the night with her. My head and heart kind of agreed.
We got the car, and she was touching me all the way back to her place. I couldn't keep my hands off her, either. She had all those long honey-colored bare thighs on display for me to explore, and she felt like warm silk. She purred and made maddening sounds until we parked. We didn't separate much on the way up to her apartment, and when we got inside, she got us both a glass of wine, opened her box and sparked up a blunt. We shared it, finished our wine and she took the glasses into the kitchen.
When she came back, she was naked except for her heels, carrying her dress. I had seen her naked several times, and she had seen me, but she never failed to take my breath away. Everything about her was tight and toned. Small high breasts, slender all the way down, and she looked like an erotic elf.
"You're overdressed." Her eyes were heavy-lidded in that exotic way of hers, and I stood up, pulling my dress over my head. I had on a bra and panties, my tiddies are big enough to need some support if I'm being active, and I shed them and left them in her living room floor.
She led the way to her bedroom, gave me a toothbrush and then we shared the sink. "Wanna shower with me?" she asked. I did. She had one of those rain simulator showers with water coming out of the walls and floor, too, and soaping that amazingly hard body, running my hands over every inch, totally smooth, totally bare, was one of the most erotic things I'd done.
She returned the favor, driving me wild, gentle touch, caress, hands and lips everywhere, the steam rising like my temperature. We dried each other, made our way to her bed and her satin sheets were just the right touch.
We made love, and I do mean love. The first time was soft, gentle, and I felt like I was floating in a sea that was warm and created just for me. She was the best lover I'd ever been with, sensing just what I wanted, and from the sounds she was making, I was hitting all the right notes with her. The second and third times were fierce, and we mated like jungle cats. She had toys, and we used them all until we fell asleep exhausted, and as content and happy as I'd been in years.
We showered together in the morning, and went soft and gentle again. She fed me breakfast and went with me to pick up the girls. They took one look at us and burst into fits of giggling that lasted most of the day. Regan spent most of the day, and lit me up with another of those incandescent kisses when I walked her to the Uber.
"Kiersten, I love you," she whispered. "We're together, right?"
"I love you too, babes," I whispered in her ear. "Yeah, you and me. We'll see where it goes." She gave me one of those dazzling smiles she could flash, and she was gone.
It was a slow walk back to the door for me. Turning a new leaf. I had my life stretching before me, and it felt good. The pain was gone.
Kiersten will be around. I'll fill in her life from time to time. If you have something interesting to say, hit me. You know what I'll do if you talk shit.
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There are very few things I enjoy more than fishing, so when I announced that I was going to the creek, no one was very surprised. I was a little surprised when my 18-year-old son, Lawson, decided at the last minute he needed to mow one of his lawns. He was usually down. My wife loved fishing with me and all things outdoors until she passed three years earlier. and although my son usually fished with me, he didn't have the bug as much I did.
His little friend, Danielle, was over. I'd known her since she was a baby and knew her mother since she was in school, too. Danni was very interested in Lawson, but for some reason he wasn't much interested in her. She was as cute as a button. He seemed to be interested, but for some reason he wouldn't date her that much. I constantly remind him how insane that was. She was one of those girls who was just cute. Everything about her was cute, she was going to be just that cute, all her life, and she was beginning to blossom in a way that was going to be stunning when it hit. Those usually turn out to be the really beautiful ones, but this little angel was gorgeous. Her long blonde hair framed a little pixie face with the most enormous brown eyes you've ever seen. Her lashes were so long that you would think that they were artificial, but they weren't.
She had high cheekbones and a little pointed chin that gave her a heart-shaped face. She was very tiny, probably around five feet, but for her it was perfect. She didn't have much going on in the breast department, but when she hugged me, I could feel two hard little bumps pressing against me, and she hugged me a lot. She was a very physical girl, seeming to love contact and not at all shy about rubbing up against you.
Her waist was tiny and it flared out into round hips and the most perfect butt I'd ever seen, round and hard from her cheerleading exercises. She didn't mind showing it off, and in her tight jeans or little cheerleader outfit, she just looked stunning.
She decided to go along, since Lawson was going to be busy. We packed a picnic, drove down to the creek and put our things on blankets on a gravel bar. Danni wanted to swim since it was so hot, but she didn't have a swimsuit. I told her if she wanted to wade along with me, being in the water would keep her cool. She decided she would go, and she wanted fish with me until lunchtime. She had on a yellow t-shirt and shorts; perfect for wading along with me.
I got her pole rigged and she was actually pretty good at using it. We waded up the creek, casting to the pools and it was a good day. We caught largemouth bass, smallmouth bass and rock bass on nearly every cast, and she was having a ball. She chattered happily along, talking to me about anything and everything. She wiggled like a puppy every time she caught a fish and giggled when she swung it over to me to take off her hook. She caught more fish than I did, kept me busy releasing the ones she caught and I was content to watch her. I had spent lots of time with her, but it usually wasn't just the two of us. It was just the two of us, and I found her enchanting. It was like having a sexy little angel for a fishing buddy.
We came to a log across the creek and I climbed over and took her fishing pole. I set them down on the bank, took her hand and she climbed up on the log. I picked her up off the top of the log and she wrapped her arms around my neck while I carried her to the bank.
"Thanks, Sloan," she kissed my cheek. "I didn't realize how strong you are."
She ran her fingers over my bicep. "Your muscles have muscles," she said.
I do work out five days a week just to keep the flab at bay, and I've developed pretty big arms down through the years.
I struck a pose for her and she laughed and looked at me speculatively as I set her down. She felt of my bicep and ran her hand inside my shirtsleeve and up over my shoulder. "I see where Lawson gets his muscle from," she said.
As we fished, I began to notice her watching me out of the corner of her eyes. "What?" I asked her.
"Nothing," she said, "I just like watching you."
"I like watching you, too, Danni. You're the cutest girl I know."
"Thanks," She blushed a little, but she was smiling.
She walked very close to me after that and held my hand when we came to shoals. She brushed up against me quite a bit with those hard little breasts. It seemed like she was deliberately teasing me, but she hadn't ever done anything like that before and I decided it was wishful thinking. It was very nice, but a little erotic, and I had to adjust myself a little when she wasn't watching.
We waded upstream perhaps a mile and came to a long deep hole in the creek. "Throw over there in the deep water in the shade by that log," I told her.
Her throw was accurate and a big fish came out and savagely struck her spinner-bait. She fought it for probably five minutes before she got it landed.
"How much do you think it weighs?" she asked me.
"I'd say somewhere between 7 and 8 pounds," I told her. "It's huge for a creek fish. Nice job, Danni, let's take a picture. I've been fishing here for years and I've never caught a fish that big."
She posed, holding the big fish up by the lip while I got my phone out of the dry box and snapped a couple of pictures. She eased the fish back into the water and wadded over to hug me and I could swear I felt hard little nipples poking into my belly. "Thanks, Sloan. I know you could have caught it but you let me throw in there first."
"I'd rather watch you catch it than catch it myself," I told her as I tangled my fingers in her long golden hair. "It makes me happy to see you having so much fun."
She wiped the sweat off her forehead and peaked up at me under those impossibly long lashes. "It's getting really hot. Would you care if we swam for a little while?"
"Of course I don't mind, but we don't have swimsuits. You don't want to be in wet clothes all day."
"No, but we could go skinny-dipping." She flushed as she said it. "If you promise not to watch I'll take off my clothes, and then when I get in the deep water I won't look while you get in."
"I don't think that is a very good idea, Danielle," I told her.
"Why not? There's no one around for miles. I went skinny-dipping at the lake with some of my girlfriends the other day when no one was around."
"Well, I'm not one of your girlfriends and if anyone ever found out I was skinny-dipping with you, all sorts of bad stuff would happen. Your mom would skin me and Lawson would think I'm a pervert."
"No one is going to find out. I won't ever tell anyone. I promise, Sloan. Do you trust me?"
"Yes, I do, but this would mess up my life if you ever told anyone. I trust you, but I don't trust me. You're too beautiful, Danni. You'll probably think I'm an old pervert, but having you naked in the water with me will make me think things I shouldn't think. I'm 56 years old, but everything still works and a gorgeous naked girl is going to make it work too well."
"I don't think you're a pervert. You're just a normal man. So what's the worst that can happen? You get a hard-on. I've never seen one before except pictures, but I want to. I don't mind. It's kind of hot when I think about it. Please Sloan, I'm dying here. It's so hot and the water is so cool and just talking about it makes me horny. No one will ever know, I promise."
"I don't know, Danni. Everything about this is screaming wrong to me. I just know we shouldn't do it."
"What's so wrong about it? I love you; I've loved you all my life and I'd never do anything to hurt you. I know you love me, too, and you wouldn't ever do anything to hurt me. You've let me tag along all kinds of fun places with you guys all my life and you've always treated me just like I'm one of your kids. I know you guys don't mind running around the house in your underwear, and you've seen me in a bikini dozens of times."
"I know, and that's part of the problem. I know what you look like in a bikini and you're smoking hot. You drive me crazy and I imagine what you'd look like if I took it off you. If you were naked, I'd never get the images out of my mind."
She laughed. "I don't want you to get them out of your mind. It's very flattering and I don't mind you thinking about me like that at all. I'll make you a deal. You can watch if you swim with me. I'll let you look all you want to, okay?"
She didn't wait for an answer; she just pulled the t-shirt off over her head. I stood there stunned as a little lacy white bra came into view; cupping little firm cones. She blushed a little, reached around and unhooked it, throwing it and her t-shirt up on the gravel.
She shook back her hair and looked boldly at me, arching her back a little as she saw the look on my face. I had never seen anything so sexy. Her breasts were small firm inverted cones, standing out maybe two inches, white in contrast with the rest of her little brown body. She obviously didn't tan topless. The tips of her breasts were covered with brown areole, thickening toward tiny very hard nipples.
She backed up a step onto the dry gravel and unbuttoned her shorts, sliding them down across slim but very curvy brown hips and legs. Her panties matched the bra, white and lacy, and I could see a small patch of golden curls through the semi-transparent lace. She turned her back and slid them down, bending over to pick them up and put them on the small pile of the rest of her clothes. Her butt cheeks had a little white triangular tan line, matching her breasts where her bikini covered her up. There was an obvious gap at the top of her thighs and her pussy lips, dusted with fine golden hair, peeked out as she stood up. She turned to face me, covering the little golden landing strip with one hand.
Her eyes dropped to the obvious tent in my shorts and she licked her lips. It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen. "Your turn," she said.
I couldn't move or do anything except look at her. She walked into the water and stopped in front of me, nearly touching, and I imagined I could feel the heat of her stunning body. "Do you like me?" she asked.
I tried to tell her I liked her very much, but all that came out was a croak. She laughed and turned around slowly, letting me get the full effect of her beautiful little body. She took the bottom of my t-shirt in her little hands and pulled it up. I was helpless to stop her and I raised my arms as she stretched on her tiptoes, hard nipples scrapping against my chest, and removed my shirt. She threw it on the bank and her little fingers worked at the button on my shorts. She pulled the zipper down and took them off, first one foot and then the other. I lost my balance a little and reached out to steady myself, my hand touching one little brown shoulder and she gasped at the touch. She threw the shorts on the bank and glanced down at my boxers. She gasped again at the sight of the bulge, and her little hand was drawn irresistibly to it.
Her fingers traced the outline for a moment, they slipped inside the waistband and she slid them down as I balanced on one foot, still holding her shoulder. My erection sprang free as she stooped to slide my boxers down, striking her gently on the chin. She kissed it quickly, and tossed the boxers on the bank, giggling as she waded out into deeper water.
I felt myself under a spell as I followed her, marveling at the firm ass on display as her hips swayed, moving through the thigh-deep water. As it reached her waist, she slid down, swimming into the deeper water.
I gathered my nerve and walked out until the frigid water was up to my shoulders. She swam around like a sleek little otter, her gorgeous butt flashing into view as she dove under the water. She swam close to me and attempted to stand up, squealing as she realized it was too deep. She grabbed hold of my shoulder and the current swept her into my arms; a beautiful naked nymph, warm even through the chilly water. I cupped the firm cheeks of her butt and pulled her sleek body up against me. She wrapped her arms and legs around me and I could feel the curls between her thighs, pressing against my raging erection.
"Jesus, Sloan, you feel so huge," she whispered. "I know everyone can't be that big. How long is it?"
"You don't have anything to compare it to, how would you know it's big?, I asked.
"I told you I've seen pictures and my girlfriends are always talking. I think 5 or 6 inches is sort of normal. Can I play with it?"
"This is a lot more than looking," I told her. "Where is this going, Danielle?"
"Inside me, I hope," she whispered.
"Danni, I can't do that. You're obviously a virgin. You're 18, for God's sake, and you should find a boy more your age."
"I'm going to. I have the rest of my life for that. I just want my first time to be with someone who knows what he's doing. I love you. You love me. Teach me, Sloan; make love to me so I'll be good for him."
She reached down and wrapped her little fingers around me and I groaned. "Are you sure, Danni? I'm afraid I'll hurt you. If you think it's big now, just think what it will feel like inside you. It took Jill a week to get comfortable making love with me and you're so tiny."
"I know it's supposed to hurt the first time. I don't have a hymen, Sloan. I broke it three years ago by accident. Girls my age have had babies, so I know it will fit. I know you don't want to hurt me and I know you'll be gentle. Let's spread our clothes out on the grass over there and lie down on them."
I picked her tiny body up and carried her to the bank. We dried off in the air for a minute, feasting our eyes and she spread our shirts out on the soft grass and laid back, her legs spread in invitation and her pink labia peeking through the curls.
I laid beside her, pulling her into my arms and tasted those luscious lips for the first time. I could feel her braces as I pushed my tongue into her mouth, and she sucked on it a little. We kissed for a long time and I pulled away, my teeth closing gently on that puffy lower lip and stretching it a little before letting it slip away. Her eyes were closed and I nibbled her tiny ear as she shivered. I kissed my way down her long neck, feeling the silky skin against my lips. When I reached a little breast, I captured one hard little nipple between my lips. I sucked and pulled at it and she moaned and shuddered, pulling my head frantically into the little mound. Her back arched and she groaned my name as an orgasm swept through her slight frame. This little beauty was smoking. If she came by my manipulation of that delicious little breast, what would she do when I reached her pussy? I could hardly wait to find out. I switched nipples and she continued to writhe and moan under my lips.
"God, Sloan that feels so good. You're driving me wild," she whispered.
Her fingers tangled in my hair as she pushed my head lower, her hips making thrusting motions as her excitement crested. I worked my way down across that flat brown tummy and reached the mound of her vulva. I parted the curls and her tiny clitoris peeked out. I tongued it and she cried out, thrusting and bucking under me as she came explosively.
"Oh my God, oh my God," she cried over and over as I continued to work her little pussy, my tongue separating her slippery folds and penetrating the tight little hole briefly, before returning to the little nubbin. I sucked it into my mouth, licking and swirling my tongue around it as she continued to shudder and come.
"Stop, please stop; I can't stand anymore," she gasped.
I ignored her pleas and continued to attack her with my lips and tongue until she exploded again. As she began to twitch, I kissed my way back up to her luscious lips and held her as she shuddered through the aftershocks of her multiple orgasms.
"Oh my God," she gasped. "That was incredible. I can't believe you make me feel so good. I need to rest a minute. Jesus, I thought I was going to explode; thank you Sloan. I never dreamed it would feel that good. I was right about you. I knew you would know just what I needed."
Her hand reached down and closed around my painful erection as she regained her strength. She pushed me down on my back and her mouth began its own journey of exploration. When she reached my cock, she held it in her hand and stared for a long moment, turning it this way and that so that her eyes could drink in every detail. She kissed and licked it for long minutes before sliding her lips over the head. She swirled her tongue around the crown and began to bob up and down, the upper third disappearing into her beautiful lips. The sight of her cute little cheeks sucked in by the pressure of her vacuum was so incredibly erotic that I knew I wouldn't last long.
"Danni, I'm getting ready to explode," I warned her. "You might want to back off unless you want it in your mouth."
She looked up at me and redoubled her efforts, her little hand became a blur, stroking that part not engulfed it her hot mouth. My hips made involuntary thrusting motions and I erupted, filling her mouth with warm cream. She gulped as much as she could and the rest ran out the corners of her mouth and drooled down my exploding cock. I finished and she licked and cleaned the excess away with her tongue. She looked up at me, a messy little angel with cum on her chin and smiled.
"Did I do good?" she asked.
I pulled her up and locked my lips to hers. "That was the sexiest thing I've ever been a part of," I told her. "You're awesome, Danni. That guy you are going to find is going to be a lucky man. He's a very foolish man if he lets you get away."
She giggled and mounted me. She rubbed her pussy against my belly and moved down to take my flagging erection back into that incredible mouth. In two minutes, she had it as hard as iron again.
She moved back to my lips and whispered, "I'm ready now. Fuck me, Sloan."
"You stay on top," I told her. "That way you can control how much you can take. After you get used to it, I'll fuck you until you can't walk."
She giggled again and scooted down until I felt her dripping pussy make contact with the head of my cock. She reached down and adjusted it and I felt her lips wrap around the head. The heat and moisture were incredible. She exerted pressure and the head parted her lips and popped just inside.
She froze, gasping for air and I flexed my cock inside her. She moaned. "Stop, stop; wait a minute. God, you're splitting me in two."
She collapsed against my chest. "I don't know if I can do this, Sloan. You're too big and I'm too little."
"Just relax, Kitten. Lay on me for a minute and relax. You just need some time to adjust. Reach down and play with your clit."
Her little hand slid between us and I felt it explore our junction. She gathered moisture and began to circle her little love bump. "It's inside me," she whispered. "I can't believe I have a cock inside me."
Her hips began to stir as she stimulated her clit and she slid down another inch. A spasm shook her body and her pussy clenched around the head of my cock as an orgasm shook her. I took advantage of her orgasm to sink another two inches deep inside her. She went off like a rocket and I continued to advance as she shook and groaned until I felt her butt against my thighs.
I pulled her close and held her without moving. "You did it, baby. I'm all the way in."
"It feels like I have a telephone pole inside me," she gasped. "It hurts a little, but it's starting to feel really good. I'm stuffed and stretched and so full."
She began to rock a little and her wetness grew as a few inches began to slide in and out of her.



She groaned and shook again after a minute or two of this gentle motion. "God, I can't stop coming," she moaned.
Her motions became more energetic until she was bouncing up and down like a cowgirl, her moans now continuous.
I quickly rolled her over and began to fuck her, plunging deeply into her tiny pussy. Having already come once, I knew I could make it good for her and I was determined that she was going to get a first time that she wouldn't ever forget. I pumped her for 20 minutes and she continued to spasm around me until I thought she was going to pass out. She tilted her hips up and I could feel the head of my cock just kissing the back of her pussy at every stroke. Each bump brought a groan of pleasure/pain from her lips.
A huge orgasm swept her tiny frame and she screamed, the tendons standing out in her neck and her little body bridging off the ground as she shook and continued to scream out her pleasure. She continued to come for what seemed like minutes, and then collapsed to the ground, her eyes rolling back in her head.
"I'm almost there," I told her. "Where do you want it?"
"Don't cum in me, Sloan," she gasped. "I don't want to get pregnant."
"That won't happen, I got a vasectomy years ago," I told her.
"Then do it, fill me up," she gasped. "Come in me."
I groaned and uploaded spurt after spurt into her tiny pussy. The warmth of my cum spurting into her womb set her off again and she sobbed out her pleasure as I collapsed on top of her.
She twitched and her pussy spasmed around my cock, milking the last drops of cum into her. Her inner muscles continued to contract for several minutes as she gave an occasional shudder.
"You're crushing me, Sloan," she finally whispered against my lips as she kissed me. "I can't catch my breath. I think I came a hundred times."
I rolled her over on top of me and we remained joined until my deflating cock slipped from her with a plop. She collapsed beside me and I just had to look so I bent down to see her pussy lips drooling a stream of cum across her little brown asshole. I rubbed it around the little pucker and slowly pushed one finger inside as she gasped.
"Have you ever done it to anyone back there?" she asked.
"No, I've always been afraid I would hurt them," I told her.
She smiled an impish smile. "You probably would. Sloan, can we do this again, a lot? I can go fishing again next Saturday."
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It's still a mystery to me how this all got started. I went over to my sister's house for a barbeque and she had a lot of people over. Somehow, I got stuck at a table with about seven girls. I say girls, but they were young women. Their ages looked to range from about 18 to about 20, but who knows? At twenty-six, I found them a little difficult to talk to, but they had no problem talking to me and among themselves. They were going to a parade later and my sister, Jane, begged me to go along. I've seen a parade, and this one would be like all the others so I didn't want to waste my afternoon. My sister's pleading caused a round of begging from the girls, too. One of them, a dusky beauty named Brandy came around and put her arms around my neck.
"Please come, Grayson; it would be so cool if you were there."
My niece, Rachel, is best friends with Brandy, and she came around and hugged me on the other side, adding her hug and "please" to the rising chorus. I was a little embarrassed at all this fuss, so I agreed.
"I think a couple of girls have a crush," my sister kidded me. "Thanks, Gray, just be nice to them. It won't hurt you."
The party wound down and people were getting ready to leave. The parade would start soon so I went out to the car. Rachael and Brandy followed me. "Can we ride with you, Uncle Grayson?" Rachael asked.
"There are only two seats in my car," I told her. "Since I'm going to be sitting in one driving; that leaves only one."
"Rachael and I can share," Brandy said. "The seatbelt will go around both of us."
That was okay with me, so we got in. "You have a very cool car, Uncle Grayson," Rachael told me. "You're the only person I know that drives a Corvette. Don't you just love it Brandy?"
"Yeet! I'd love to drive it," she said.
My sister lives way up in the hills outside Tucson and we were on a long winding backroad leading down the mountain. I pulled over and told Brandy she could slide over and drive if she wanted. I spread my legs and she slid between them, leaning back against me. She pushed in the clutch and I put my hand over hers, showing her where first gear was. She popped the clutch and the tires squealled as we lurched out onto the road. They were both giggling hysterically and we continued at a very uneven pace as she got used to the throttle.
"This is a lot harder than driving games, or my parents' cars," she said. "I just go fast and crash into things in the games." She looked up at me and gave me a big smile.
"Watch the road, Brandy, or you're going to kill us all," I laughed. "Don't crash my car into things."
She turned her attention back to driving and I just enjoyed the moment, watching two girls having a blast. Brandy's warm little body against mine made me feel a little strange. Her firm little butt was pressing against my crotch and to my horror my cock started to rise with the friction. I think she felt it because she wiggled her butt back into me more firmly and glanced back at me with a little smile.
Rachael wanted to drive, too, so they traded places. I definitely felt weird with my little 18-year-old niece's butt against an embarrassing bulge. She didn't seem to mind and even wrapped my arms around her so I could hold her in place. I could feel the sides of hard little tits pressing against my arms and it seemed like she was rubbing them against my arms deliberately. When we got to the highway, she slid back over with Brandy and I drove. I parked and we walked two blocks to the parade, two girls pressed up against me on either side with their arms around me.
We stood in the crowd and eventually Jane found us. "Hey, girls, did you have fun?" she asked.
"Uncle Grayson let us drive," Rachael said. "It was off the hook."
"Grayson, what the hell?" Jane asked. "They shouldn't be driving that car! What if they wrecked it! I'd be paying the rest of my life."
"Hey, it was only on your road and they sat in front of me so I could help them if I needed to," I said.
"Well, I guess that's okay," she seemed pacified.
I looked down at Rachael. "Sorry," she mouthed.
I squeezed her to let her know it was okay. Brandy had moved up in front of me. I was leaning against a light pole and she leaned back against me. I put one arm around her and the other around Rachael to my left. The parade was interminable, and they leaned against me more and more. There was a crowd all around us, and Jane got pushed away about ten feet or so. I felt Brandy's hand come up and take hold of mine. Gradually she pulled it down, very slowly using it to rub over her neck and upper chest. It began to move dangerously close to one breast and I whispered in her ear.
"Brandy, there are people all around us. Stop, baby."
She pulled my hand quickly down, rubbing it across one of those hard little mounds and wrapping my arm around her stomach. She sighed and pushed her butt back into me, watching the parade contentedly.
Rachael was getting comfortable, too. She had turned to face me a little and I could feel one of her boobs against my side. I could have sworn I could feel one hard little nipple poking into me and she moved it up and down my ribs slowly.
These girls were definitely something I hadn't expected. They seemed as horny as a cat in heat! It felt wickedly exciting. My cock was throbbing against Brandy's ass and she moved slowly and almost imperceptibly against me.
The parade was over, and Jane asked me if I would give Brandy a ride home. Rachael was very disappointed that she couldn't come. There were tears in her eyes and I hugged her.
"How about I come and pick you up tomorrow and we'll go on a picnic out in the desert," I asked.
"Really? Mom, can I go?" she asked.
"Is your homework done for the weekend?" Jane asked.
"No, but I'll get it done tonight," she said.
"Yes, you can go if it's done before Gray gets to our house," she said. She kissed my cheek. "Thanks, Gray," she said. "She worships you," she whispered. "You made her weekend."
Brandy put her arm around me and I draped mine over her shoulder on the way back to the car.
When we got in she sat with her hand on my thigh as we drove. "Grayson, could you show me where you live?" she asked. "Rachael says you have a really cool place."
"Isn't your mother expecting you?" I asked.
"No, she's got a date," she told me. "I was going to be by myself until late, anyway. Mom isn't the most... attentive person. She does a lot of drugs, Grayson. She sleeps with a lot of guys to get the drugs. Most of the time she doesn't even know I'm around."
"I'm sorry, Brandy; I didn't know," I told her.
"I'm okay," she said. "Anyway, I can go with you."
I didn't know where this was going, so I just played along. I felt really bad for her and it seemed like she was happy to just hang with me. I took her to my house. I lived out in the desert about 10 miles. My uncle Richard passed away a few years before and left me everything. We were really close and I had moved in with him and took care of him while he was sick. He was a big shot at Lear before they sold out to Bombardier, and when the stock shot up he got out. He had built a big adobe house out east of town, and it was pretty cool. Brandy was impressed when we got out. I showed her around and asked her if she wanted to eat supper with me. She nearly danced with joy at the idea, so I got the grill going. I grilled chicken breasts while I sautéed onions, peppers and mushrooms on the burner beside the grill. We baked potatoes in the microwave and I melted cheese over the chicken and vegetables. She ate every scrap and I got her a coke to drink while we sat by the pool.
"Can we go swimming?" she asked.
"You don't have anything to swim in," I told her.
"I don't care if you don't," she said, looking down and blushing.
"It's fine with me," I told her. "There's a problem though, Brandy."
"What?" she asked.
"How old are you?"
"I'm 18," she said.
"That's the problem," I told her. "I'm not 18, and seems kind of creepy. I'm sure people would think it was creepy."
"I don't care," she said. "I'll never tell anyone, Grayson. Rachael would hate me if I let anything happen to you. You're her favorite person in the world. She really likes you. I think if she was here she would want to swim naked, too."
My resolve was wavering. "Are you sure, Brandy? I mean you can't tell anyone! Not your mom, not your boyfriend; not even Rachael."
"I'm going to tell Rachael," she said. "We don't keep secrets. She'd think it was hot! She wouldn't tell anyone either. If I tell her, she'll want to do it to. Don't you think she's pretty, Grayson?"
"I think she's gorgeous, but this sounds like a bad idea to me, Brandy."
"Will you let me do it if I suck your cock?" she asked.
"Jesus Christ, Brandy. You're 18! What do you know about sucking cocks?"
"Just what I've seen," she said. "I want to do it, though. Can I?"
She didn't wait for me to answer. She pulled her top over her head and those beautiful tits popped into view. They were perfect, caramel colored cones that matched the color of the rest of her skin. She had milk chocolate areolas and dark chocolate, hard tiny nipples on the end of each little cone. She was incredibly sexy. She pushed her jeans and panties down, and she was deliciously bare in front of me. She stood, hip shot, with her hand on one hip bone, and let me look.
She was flawless; very slender but decidedly feminine. Her waist was tiny and her hips were slender, but they had a flare to them. She had great muscle tone and it was easy to see that she was quite an athlete. Her little pussy was as bare as a baby and gorgeous."
"Do you like me?" she asked.
"My God, Brandy; you're beautiful," I told her.
"Look up here," she pointed to her face. "I know my body looks good. Do you think I have a pretty face?"
I beckoned and she came close. I looked at her closely. She was very light skinned for a black girl, and she had green eyes. There was a little dusting of freckles over her cute little nose and her lips were perfect. Her ears stuck out a little, but they were tiny and cute.
"Brandy, is one of your parents or grandparents white?" I asked her.
"Yes, my mother is white," she said. "I never met my father, but he's obviously black. I think I got the green eyes from her."
"I think you did," I told her. "You have a beautiful face, Brandy. When you're twenty-five you're going to be one of the most beautiful and exotic women in the world. You have the kind of looks that belong on magazine covers. If you stay away from the kinds of things your mom is involved in, you've got the package to be a star."
"Thanks," she said. "So you think I'm pretty enough that you might want to be with me?"
"You're out of my league," I told her. "You should be asking yourself if famous people are good looking enough to be with you."
"Wow," she said. "That's the nicest thing anyone ever said to me. You're going to be famous though, Grayson. You're playing professional baseball. I know you're going to be great at it."
"Sure," I told her. "I'm second string catcher for a double A minor league team."
"Yes, but you just started. So when you're famous, do you think you'll remember me?"
"I'll always remember you," I told her. "God, I've got a naked, gorgeous 18-year-old in my backyard. I think I'll remember that."
"I'm going to make you remember me," she said. "I'm going to suck your cock now."
"No, Brandy; don't do that. You don't have to do that. Let's just go swimming," I said.
"Okay," she agreed, "but I'm going to do it later then. Take off your clothes, Grayson."
"Unlike a little naked girl, I have trunks," I told her.
"That's not fair," she protested. "I'm naked and you have to be naked, too."
She grabbed my shirt and I let her pull it up over my head. She had to stand on tip toes to get it off and then she untied my shorts and pulled them down. My cock was half erect and she gasped when she saw it.
"Jesus, Grayson; you have a nice dick."
"How would you know?" I teased her.
"I've seen a lot of them," she said. "Mom is always giving some guy a blow job in the living room or the bathroom when I come home. I've never seen a white one though. I thought white guys were supposed to have little dicks."
"It's a vicious rumor spread by envious black guys," I told her.
She laughed. "Well, I guess everything you hear isn't true. I don't know if I'll be able to suck you very good though. It may be bigger than my mouth!"
"Damn, Brandy; you're like a dog with a bone," I told her.
"No, I'm a girl who wants a cock," she said. "Let's swim."
She turned to walk to the pool and I almost came without touching myself. She had the most fantastic ass I've ever seen in my life. It was perfectly round and jutted out like some artist's dream. It was one of those black girl sprinter's asses that only the elite athletes have. It made me want to get my hands on it so bad that I was going crazy. This girl had something going on that few people ever see. That caramel skin, those breasts that were obviously just perfect for her, her long slender legs, those amazing eyes and most of all, that butt! It was incredible to me that she was there in my backyard. I swear, people were going to be falling all over themselves to get her autograph, someday.
She dived into the pool and that sleek little brown body cut through the water like a knife. She had a very good freestyle stroke and she swam laps for fifteen minutes. The sight of her flashing up to make the turn at the end of the pool would gain millions of spectators for Olympic swimming if they made her their poster girl. The play of her muscles across her back and in her legs as she cut through the water was beauty in motion. I swam alongside for a while but she was faster than I was at lap speed. I got out and sat on the side, just watching her.
When she was done with her laps she sank to the bottom and I saw her push off and come knifing toward me, coming up between my legs and swiping the water from her eyes. She slicked back her mop of curls and looked up at me with those amazing emerald eyes.
"You're a very good swimmer, Brandy," I told her. "Are you on the team at school?"
"No, they don't have a good team," she said. "I'm on a club team. They aren't that good, either, but better than the school. I'll probably keep that up and maybe get a scholarship for college. I don't want to get one of those Olympic swimmer bodies though. Their shoulders and backs look like men."
"I know what you mean," I said. "You're perfect now, Brandy. You'd be quite a novelty though."
She laughed. "You mean on account of how black people can't swim?"
"I guess you can't believe everything you hear," I tossed her words back at her.
"Maybe we both learned something today," she giggled. "I'm ready for my next lesson, Grayson."
I reached my hands down and she took hold. I lifted her out of the water. She couldn't weigh more than a hundred or one-ten, and probably not that much. I wrapped her naked body in my arms. She felt so small and sweet and my cock was instantly rock hard against her. Her equally hard nipples were poking me in the chest and it was an amazing, almost obscene feeling to be holding her like that.
I picked her up like a baby and carried her to the hot tub. I got in and held my hand out for her. She took it and walked down the steps like a dancer, grace in every movement. When the water reached her thighs she winced and stopped.
"What's wrong," I asked her.
"It's burning me," she said.
"I'm in and it isn't burning me," I told her.
"It's too hot," she objected.
"Nonsense," I told her. "Haven't you ever been in a hot tub before?"
"Sure," she said. "They're all over the low-income housing areas."
"I'm sorry, Brandy. I didn't mean to hurt your feelings," I said.
She laughed. "You didn't, I was just making a joke."
I grabbed her and pulled her in. She squeaked in alarm and tried to stand back up but I held her tightly on my lap and she relaxed after a few seconds. "Asshole," she said. "Why did you do that?"
"I wanted to," I told her. "I wanted to hold you like this. I petted her mop of curls and kissed her long, graceful neck. She shivered a little and I stroked silky caramel skin, holding her tightly. We played for maybe ten minutes and she announced that she was roasting. I sat her on the edge of the tub and turned to face her, between her thighs with her feet in the water.
There in front of my face was the most beautiful little pussy I have ever seen. It was shaven or waxed as bald as an egg, and as beautiful as a Michelangelo painting. Her outer lips were dusky and the caramel faded into the light pink of her labia. Her hand inched down to cover it and I took it in mine, kissed it and placed it firmly back behind her.
"Lean back, Brandy," I told her. "Let me love you a little."
I ran my hands over the smooth toned flesh of her thighs, marveling at the beautiful symmetry of her muscles. I pushed her legs farther apart and the tendons of her inner thighs became prominent. She shivered as I stroked her skin, letting my fingers deliberately run close to her pussy, stroking the silky skin around it but never quite touching. She gave a little sound of frustration and I moved my hand away and placed a kiss on the little pink lips. She jerked at the contact and gasped. I eased the tip of my tongue between her lips and flicked them a few times. She immediately became very wet and a little trickle of her girl cum escaped to run down toward her little brown rosebud. I lapped it up and it tasted like honey to me. It was sweet and just a little tangy. She was all just clean, fresh girl and I couldn't get enough.
I pushed my tongue into that cute little entrance as far as it would go and tongue fucked her until she was writhing on the edge of the tub. When I lapped at the lips and moved up to find her little clit she began to tremble and make some serious moaning noises. I manipulated the little nub with the tip of my tongue and she went crazy. As I flipped it up and down and from side to side she blew up and tried to tear my hair out with her little hands.
"Fuck, Grayson," she called. "Oh God, what... what... what are you doing to me? Jesus Christ, Grayson, oh my God, oh my God, coming; I'm coming so hard! Oh, sweet Jesus; it's good Grayson, so good, so hot!"
I kept her at her peak until her writhing became motions of escape and then pulled her back into the tub to sit on my lap again as I held her slender body tightly wrapped in my arms. She kissed me desperately and clung to me like she didn't ever want to let go.
"I've never come like that before in my life, Grayson," she told me. "God, you made me feel good. I've always had a tremendous crush on you, did you know that? I've wanted to do something like this with you since forever I just want to be close to you. Do you like me, Grayson?"
"I way more than like you, Brandy," I told her. "I know you're young and you probably aren't ready for romance, but I think I could fall in love with you."
"What makes you think I'm not ready for romance? Did I tell you that?" she asked. "You let me decide what I'm ready for. I would love to be your girlfriend. I know you might be uncomfortable with having an 18-year-old girlfriend, but can I be your secret girlfriend?"
"Yes, baby; you can be my anything you want to be," I told her.
"Can I come over and spend a lot of time with you?" she asked. "I'm alone all the time at home. Either that or mom is there stoned out of her mind and she doesn't want me around much."
"You can spend as much time here as you want," I told her. "Spring training is going to start next month, but you can come here as much as you want even if I'm not here. I'll give you a key and you can just come and go when you please."



"I'm roasting again," she complained. "Let's get out and I'm going to blow you now."
"You don't have to do that, Brandy," I told her. She covered her ears.
"I'm going to and I don't want to hear any more about it," she said. "I don't want to do it out here. Can we go in and take a shower? I feel kind of sticky. It feels different than at the pool in the park."
"I have a saltwater pool," I told her. "I don't like chlorine. It's a poison, and I don't have to use it because I don't let people that aren't clean swim in my pool. The salt is enough to kill algae."
"Cool," she said, "but I feel salty then."
I took her inside and we showered together. I couldn't keep my hands off that sexy body and she seemed to feel the same way about me. She washed me all over, paying special attention to my cock. She lathered it up and washed away the soap leaving it squeaky clean. When she knelt in front of me with the water cascading down her it was a sight that could have made anyone hard. Her little pink tongue came out and flicked my cock head, making it jump and pulse in time with my heartbeat. She probed the slit on the end with her tongue and was rewarded when she pumped it with one little hand with a drop of clear pre-cum appearing. She touched it with her finger and tested its slickness. She seemed satisfied and licked off the drop.
"It's not bad," she said. "It's kind of salty, but not bad."
I was so excited that I knew I wouldn't last five minutes. "You've got me on the edge just looking at you," I told her. "I'm going to come very quickly."
She nodded and slid the head inside the furnace of her mouth. The sight of her angelic face, mouth stretched obscenely over the head of my cock was so erotic I moaned. She bobbed her head up and down, sliding over the upper four inches of my cock and she pumped what she couldn't get inside with her warm, wet little hands. She had evidently learned a lot by watching her mother, and I could feel my balls draw up and the cum rise through my cock to explode into her hungry mouth. I don't think she was ready for the texture. She choked a little and I thought she might stop but she gulped as fast as she could, just pumping my shaft and holding the head in her mouth as she swallowed it down. A few globs of cum escaped the corner of her mouth and ran down over her chin. I felt like my soul was draining out the end of my cock. The pleasure and eroticism was so intense that I just kept pumping, never wanting this moment to end. This gorgeous girl was giving me the best blowjob of my life. It was amazing that she could make me feel such agonizing pleasure. As much as I didn't want it to end, I was drained and her tongue swirling around my head quickly became too much to stand. I pulled her up so I could kiss her and I washed the cum off her chin.
We turned the water off and I dried her completely with a big towel. When she was dry I used the towel to dry myself and we went to find her clothes. She didn't bother with underwear, just pulling on her jeans and top. I got her another coke and took her home. Her apartment was dark and I walked her in. She clung to me and cried a little as I got ready to go.
"I had a great day, baby," I told her. "When can I see you again?"
"Well, you're taking Rachael on a picnic tomorrow," she said. "I may come over Monday after school, if that would be okay."
"That's wonderful," I told her. "You can eat dinner with me."
"I think Rachael would like to do stuff with you like we did," she said. "Will you make her feel like you made me feel?"
"Are you okay with that?" I asked her.
"Yes, very okay," she said. "I love Rachael and we share everything. It was her idea for us to get together. She wanted me to see if I could get you to let me suck your cock. She wants to do it, too, but she doesn't know how. You'll have to teach her. Make it good for her, Grayson. She's in love with you, just like me."
"I don't know how I feel about that," I told her. "She's my niece for God's sake. She's a month younger than you."
"I know, but she's been hot for you for a long time," she said. "She's a girl, just like me and you can make her feel good too. Quit thinking so much and just make love to her, okay?"
"I won't promise anything," I told her. "I would just as soon only be with you."
"You can be with me," she said. "How would you like to fuck two virgins at the same time?"
It blew my mind just thinking about it. I was as horny as hell again on the way home. I had trouble falling asleep that night. I felt some degree of guilt at the idea I had let her suck my cock and ate her little pussy until she came all over me. Brandy seemed to be fine with it, and I reminded myself that I hadn't started any of this. It really had been her idea. Of course, I hadn't put up much of a fight. She was just too sexy and I'm just always too horny. I'd have felt a lot worse if I had been the one to seduce her. I hadn't fucked her, at least. I think she might have let me if I had pushed her but in my mind I had shown admirable restraint. I finally fell asleep and dreamed of slender dark angels.
It was a beautiful morning when I woke up. I got up and worked out for two hours. I got everything ready for our picnic and caught up on some correspondence. At eleven, I went to get Rachael. She came running out when I pulled up and jumped on me as soon as I got out.
"Good morning, Uncle Grayson," she gave me a kiss on both cheeks. She looked adorable. She's a little pixie of a girl. She really looks a lot like her mother did at that age. Her hair is so light colored it's almost white. A hint of gold is there to catch the sun and let you know it's natural and not out of a bottle. She's very dark; the result of hours in the Arizona sun. She had freckles dusted across a cute little button nose and those big cornflower blue eyes. I had never really thought about her as a sexual creature, but she's quite a bundle of girl, now that I looked at her. She had on red shorts and a blue top. It was a tiny little top, leaving her arms, shoulders and belly button bare. Jane came out and kissed me, too.
"Gray, I'm going to a spa thing this afternoon," she said. "Is it okay if Rachael stays with you tonight? I'll pick her up first thing in the morning."
"Better not come early," I told her. "We're going to have a big party and we'll probably have hangovers."
She punched me. "You better not," she said. "I remember what you were like in college."
"Yeah, you were the one having the big parties," I said. "You let your little brother drink at them and we both had hangovers in the morning."
"Rachael, you didn't hear that," Jane laughed. "How about I come by about noon then?"
"Perfect," I said. "You ready, Rachael?"
She jumped in and I drove back to the house. I got out the four-wheeler and loaded our picnic basket on the rack. She climbed on and I got on behind her. I wrapped my arms around her, squeezing her tightly and she drove. I directed her up the canyon and she was laughing with delight as her long white/blonde hair streamed back behind us in the wind. This early in the year there's still quite a bit of snow melting up on the mountain and the creek in the bottom of the canyon was running. There are several large natural pools and we pulled up by one. I lifted her off, my hands taking some liberties on smooth brown skin as I did. I could tell she loved it. We spread out two blankets on a huge flat rock by the creek and I got drinks out. I sat down with my legs spread out and she sat between them, leaning back against my chest. I wrapped my arms around her and buried my face in her hair. She smelled wonderful, some kind of floral sent in her hair.
"This is my favorite place, Uncle Grayson," she said contentedly.
"Yeah, it's pretty cool," I agreed. "I love the sound of running water."
"Me too, but that's not what I meant," she said. "I meant being here with you. I meant having your arms around me. You make me feel good when you touch me."
"Me too, baby," I told her. "I love you, baby girl."
She twisted around in my arms so she could look up at me. "How cold is that water?"
"Very cold," I said.
"Let's sit here and get really hot and then go swimming," she said.
"We don't have anything to swim in," I objected.
"So, we can skinny dip," she said.
She turned back around and before I could say anything else she pulled her top up over her head, laying it down on the blanket. My breath caught in my throat and my mouth went dry as I looked down at her body, bare from the waist up. This girl was hot. She had very nice breasts. They were little full rounded golden mounds. They looked good enough to drown yourself in. She wrapped my arms back around her and stretched languidly. Those high proud little titties rose up and her nipples were hard little pebbles before my eyes. They were light brown and her areolas were a couple of shades lighter, crinkled and a little puffy in the air. They made little miniature cones on the tip of each of those incredible breasts. She took one of my hands and moved it up onto one delightful little mound.
"Do you like my tiddies?" she giggled.
"You're gorgeous, baby," I told her. "You don't need me to tell you that."
I squeezed the little boob under my fingers and she pushed it more firmly into my hand. When I rolled the hard little nipple between my thumb and forefinger she gasped and put her hand over mine.
"I like that," she said. "Do it again."
I was happy to oblige. I played with those delicious breasts for a long time and she began to breathe heavy. Suddenly she reached down and lifted her butt so she could pull her shorts off over her tiny feet. I was holding a naked little bundle of sexy in my arms. I looked down and she had more hair down there than I expected. It was that same white/blonde color as her hair up top. It was neatly trimmed, a cute little V pointing to the treasures below.
She looked up at me. "You can touch if you want to," she said.
I very much wanted to. I slid my hand down over her smooth belly and tugged at a stray wisp. She giggled and then moaned as I reached down to cup her little pussy for the first time. I could feel the heat radiating from her center and when I slid my finger into her slit it was very wet and slippery. She spread her legs more and pushed against my finger.
Her eyes were half closed and the look on her face was priceless. "I like that a lot," she moaned. "Sometimes I do that to myself and imagine that it's you doing it. If you rub me I'll come for you."
"I want to see that," I told her. "Jesus you're beautiful, Rachael. Have you been planning to seduce me?"
"Yes, I've wanted to, and I'm doing it now, Uncle Grayson."
"I noticed," I laughed. "You're still my girl though. You always will be, baby."
"Your girl wants to come," she said. "I'll make you come, too, if you make me."
I coated my finger with her slippery juices and caressed her little lips, sliding up and down her perfect little pussy until she was quivering under my touch. She pulled up on my hand, guiding it up to her clit. It was a hard little nub and when I pinched it gently she shuddered.
"That's it, Uncle Grayson. Play with me there. I'm almost there!"
I rubbed the little nubbin firmly and rapidly and her hips jolted up off the blanket as she gave a cry.
"Oh, oh, God yes; that's it Grayson. Oh, Jesus I'm coming! Fuck that feels good! I knew it was going to be good and... it's... oh my God; fuck, Grayson!" Her cry of completion was very much girl and woman blending into something more than either. The words, coming from a girl I had never even heard say anything remotely vulgar were an indicator of the power of the emotions sweeping through her. I kept her peaked out until I felt her starting to relax and then I eased a finger into her moist tightness. She cried out and shuddered as an intense orgasm swept over her again.
"Oh, oh, ahhhh fuck!" she shook and writhed against my hand, my finger sliding to the second knuckle in the tightest pussy I have ever felt. She was tiny and wet and she floated from one orgasm to another as she came, her body tensing and quaking. I've never seen a girl come so many times and so continuously for so many minutes in my life. I began to wonder if she would ever come down. I was content to watch her.
"Come for me, baby," I whispered in her ear. "One more time; that's it, Rachael. My finger is up in your pussy. Doesn't it feel good? Keep coming baby. That's it. God you feel sexy Rachael. You're so hot, baby; keep coming. I'm going to make you com a thousand times."
I curled my finger up inside her, caressing the top wall of her little pussy and finding a spot there that set her off again. I stroked it and pinched one little nipple as she shook all over again. Her cries became almost protest, and then ecstasy again, changing to protest again after a few more minutes of constant orgasm.
"Stop, Grayson, I can't come any more! Please, Uncle Grayson, please let me stop, it's... it's too much!"
"One more time, baby," I stroked her pussy with the curled up finger and used my thumb to rub firmly on her little clit. She shrieked and another spasm wracked her tiny body. "No, please; no more!" she pushed frantically at my hand and I let her push my finger out and cupped my hand over her, just holding her tightly as she panted and gasped, her breasts heaving and her hips squirming as she came back to earth.
"Damn, Uncle Grayson," she said after she got her breath back for a minute. "That was like I was going to have a spasm or something. Jesus, you made me come a bunch of times! I was just running away. I thought you were going to kill me! I wanted to keep going but I don't think I could have stood any more. Christ, that was good! I'm going to make you come now."
She twisted around and helped me pull down my shorts and underwear. Her eyes were locked on my erection. "Brandy said you were good," she told me. "She said you had a nice cock, too."
"When did you talk to her?" I asked.
"This morning; she told me all about it. I've been burning up all morning waiting for this."
She reached slowly and touched her finger to the head of my cock. It rubbed over the helmet, slowly testing the texture and then it was joined by the rest of her hand. Her little hand wrapped around the shaft and she squeezed firmly, sliding the loose skin up and down a little.
"That feels so cool!" she said. "I've never got to play with one before. Cal Thompson showed me his at the pool one day but I was afraid someone would see us so I didn't touch it. I think his was about half the size of yours. I'm going to kiss you, Uncle Grayson."
She obviously didn't mean my lips as she bent down and placed a kiss on the head of my cock. She gave it a few tentative licks with her little tongue. "Do you like that?"
"I love it, baby," I told her. "Just watching you do that is a tremendous turn on. Hell, just being out here in the desert with my gorgeous niece is a turn on. Then, there's the fact that she's naked, has this killer body and she let me make her come. The feeling of your tongue and lips on my cock is so erotic I'm about ready to explode. If I lie down, will you get on top of me and let me lick your pussy while you do that?"
She spun around into a sixty-nine position and immediately groaned as I teased her little clit. Her lips slid down over my cock and she took about three inches inside that hot furnace. She maintained an intense suction and her tongue swirled around like a live thing. I worked her little pussy feverishly and soon I could feel the beautiful tension starting to build in her small form. She periodically lost concentration and she would make moaning sounds on my cock that sent the most amazing sensation through it. It was hugely exciting and I knew I wouldn't last. I reached around and cupped the cheeks of her firm little ass, squeezing the pale globes and reaching down to push one finger into her tight little pussy. I coated the finger with her slippery juices and used it to lubricate her cute little pucker. When I slipped the first knuckle into that little asshole she came like freight train, her hips bucking back against my mouth and the finger in her ass. She was moaning on my cock and that sent me over the edge, too. She fought her reflexes and kept sucking for a few moments before the cum overwhelmed her mouth. She drew back and pumped my shaft with her little hand while thick, ropey cum made a mess around her mouth and all over her face.
She kept pumping and sucking on the head until the last feeble drops emerged, turning to look at me, a messy little blonde angel with cum all over her face. It was adorable! I don't think I've ever seen anything sexier than her at that moment.
"God, that was cool," she said, wiping at the cum that was running into one eye. "I'm a mess though. I think it's time to test that cold water. I'm sweating like a pig and I've got your cum all over me. I think my pussy is a mess, too. It felt like you were making me so wet you might be drowning down there."
I laughed. "You're pretty wet, baby. What a way to go, though!"
She jumped up and her little naked form danced down to the water. I followed her and watched as she waded out a few feet and dived in. She shrieked when she came up, wrapping her arms around herself and shivering. "Jesus that's cold. Come in Uncle Grayson or I'm going to splash you!"
I knew how painful that would be. "I'll freeze my nuts off," I protested.
"Yes, but you'll be naked in a desert pool with an 18-year-old girl who loves you," she said. "How many men ever have that chance?"
"I know how lucky I am," I told her. "I love you, too, baby. I'm coming in, just don't splash me."
"Come in and I'll let you fuck me," she said.
Jesus Christ! That little invitation blew my mind. My cock started to get hard instantly and I waded in to my knees. There was no getting used to this frigidity, so I just dived in. It was the coldest water I'd ever felt. My ball sack drew up like a knot and my dick tried to disappear. I gasped and thrashed and it didn't get any better. I swam to Rachael and took her in my arms. Her teeth were chattering and we washed each other quickly. She was shivering ,and I picked her up and carried her back to our blankets. I sat her down and she lay back on the rock, a little naked goddess. I lay beside her and scrunched the blanket up for a pillow while we dried in the sun. She rolled over on me, pillowing her cheek on my chest and rested one leg over me, her beautiful golden thigh covering my cock and one amazing little breast peeking up at me on my chest.
I cupped her butt with one hand and held her while I stroked her sleek form with the other hand. "You are one beautiful, sexy, amazing girl," I told her. "Did you mean it about letting me fuck you?"
"Yes, I am," she said. "I'm afraid you may be too big for me, but I'm going to try. Not today though. I'm waiting for Brandy. We're going to fuck you together. I wasn't trying to trick you about coming in the water. I really will. I'll suck you off again or you can do anything else you want to with me. I'm going to wait for Brandy to fuck you. I love Brandy, Uncle Gray. We fuck each other all the time. We're going to make it really special for you."
I chuckled. "You're already really special to me, Rachael. I fell in love with you when you were a baby and you've just become more special to me all your life."
She looked up at me with those brilliant blue eyes. "Thanks for letting me do this with you, Grayson. I've always loved you and I always will. I'm going to love you and fuck you all your life if you let me. Do you think you might want that?"
"I think you're awfully young to be making plans about what you're going to do the rest of your life," I told her. "In a few years you'll probably meet some super handsome young guy that you'll fall in love with. You'll get married and have a couple of kids and live happily ever after."



"Yes, that's exactly what I'm going to do," she said, "but I've already met him. It's you. I know we can't get married, but I'm not just a little girl dreaming about some fairy tale romance. I love you Grayson. That isn't going to change. I know I'm young, but I'm sort of compulsive about planning my life. I've known what I want since I've been old enough to understand my feelings. I'm going to finish school, go to the University and become a pediatrician. I've always wanted that. When I'm about thirty I want to have two kids. I know you think I'm a baby, but I know what I want. I'm going to make you fall in love with me like you've never loved anyone. I want those two kids to be ours. I want to have your babies, Grayson." She started to cry. "God, you must think I'm crazy. Don't you love me a little, Uncle Grayson? Just look at me! Wouldn't you like to have me for always?"
She was absolutely the stuff of dreams. Here was this gorgeous, sexy girl, telling me she was going to love me for life, she wanted to have my children and spend the rest of our lives together. My heart felt so full it was about to burst.
"I do love you, Rachael, more than a little. I love you a lot! You're my favorite, you always have been. I love just spending time with you, but this is all new to me. I had no idea you felt this way. I just see so many problems. What is Jane going to think about all this? I can't imagine telling her I was fucking her daughter. She would hate me! How would we explain being together?"
"You don't have a clue, do you Grayson? You're just a big dumb man! She already knows. Do you think I wouldn't tell my mother how I feel about you? Do you want to know how she feels about it?"
I was dumbfounded. "Jane knows you are planning to let me fuck you?"
"Well, she doesn't know when, but she knows. You really have no idea how she feels about you, do you?"
"I have no idea what you're talking about, Rachael. Just spit it out."
"She's been in love with you all her life. She's wanted to be your lover for years, but you never notice her. She would fuck you in a heartbeat if you would. Why do you think she never married my dad? He was just a fling she had to try to get over you. It didn't work and she's been lonely all her life. She's embarrassed to tell you how she feels. See how dumb you are?"
I couldn't believe what I was hearing. My whole world was being turned upside down. Here was my little 18-year-old niece lying on me naked after washing my cum off her face, telling me my sister wanted to fuck me the day after having sex with her 18-year-old best friend! I was in shock for a minute and I couldn't say a word. My brain was spinning like a top. Finally I was able to speak.
"Rachael, are you telling me Jane told you this?"
"Yes, that's exactly what I'm telling you. We talked about it for the first time last year after my birthday party. We talk about it often. She tries to include you in everything we do."
"I know she does, baby. What about Brandy?"
"What about her?"
"Does she know all this?"
"Of course, I don't keep secrets from her."
"How does she feel about this?"
"She's good. I don't know her plans. I don't think she has any. She just wants a fuck buddy. If she's in love with you or you're in love with her, that's okay with me and Mom. We just want you to love us and not just like we're related. We want to make love to you all the time. We aren't selfish, we'll share. I'll take whatever part of you you'll let me have." She was still crying and I gathered in her little naked body and held her close.
"It's going to be okay, baby," I assured her. "I am dumb, but I can learn. I didn't know. I've always thought Jane was hot, but I had no idea. We'll work something out. I'm not sure you're right about Brandy. She may want a fuck buddy but she seems like she wants to be with me sort of permanent. Is that okay?"
"Of course," she said. "I love Brandy. I'll fuck her with you."
"Will you fuck your Mom?" I asked.
"If you want me to and she'll let me," she said. "I probably won't without you. If you want us together, I'll fuck her with you. I told you, you can do anything you want to with me. I'll even fuck another guy for you, but I'll wish it was you."
"No, baby; we won't do that. I'll never ask you to do anything you don't like. I'd wish it was me, too, and it would make me sad. We've got a lot to think about."
"Yes, but can we think about it later? I'm hungry now," she said.
We bustled around getting our picnic ready and she chattered like a magpie. Her little voice was dear to me. I'd never really paid much attention to her chattering, but now it took on a whole new sound to my ears. This little munchkin was in love with me and she loved talking to me. She was totally uninhibited. She spoke every thought that came into her head and listening to her was the most fun I'd ever had. She asked a million questions and had a comment about everything. The only time she stopped talking was to eat. She devoured the cold fried chicken and potato salad, drank two cokes and ate her piece of cake and half of mine. She asked me if she could drink a beer and I let her. She wasn't 21, but a girl as mature as she was could make up her own mind.
She sat on the blanket cross-legged and was completely unselfconscious about letting me see her pussy and her little naked body. Talk about being comfortable in your own skin, this little pixie was completely unaware of herself. Those swelling breasts and her fantastic little butt were on display and she loved me looking at her. I loved looking, too. By the time we finished eating my cock was throbbing hard again.
She let me oil her up with sunscreen and that incredible little body got every inch stroked and petted. She put the sunscreen on me, too, oiling up my cock until it was as slippery as it could be. She came and sat on my lap, leaning back against me with my cock sticking up between her legs against her beautiful little pussy. She closed her slippery golden thighs tightly around it, using it to rub her little clit. She humped me until she came, her little moans and the incredible feel of her young thighs and the wetness of her pussy creating a friction that made me spurt off, cum covering her thighs and matting in her little tuft of pussy hair. She went back to the creek and washed, coming back to lie on top of me with her nipples as hard as nails from the cold water. We talked and cuddled and kissed until the sun was going down. When we got back, we grilled bratwursts and ate baked potatoes and cottage cheese. After supper we drank beer and cuddled on the sofa, watching a cheesy horror flick on Netflix. She was very sleepy when it was over.
"Can I sleep with you tonight, Uncle Gray?" she asked between yawns.
"Are you going to molest me?" I asked her.
She giggled. "Probably, but not until in the morning. Carry me, Uncle Gray."
I picked her up and carried her off to bed. She was as light as a feather and soft as a kitten in my arms. I laid her down on the bed and took off her clothes. I took her bra off, but left her in her little panties. She went out like a light as soon as her head hit the pillow. I kissed each little nipple and climbed in with her. When I pulled the covers up she scooted over against me, her little butt pressed against my cock and I wrapped her in my arms. She felt so tiny and I was reminded how young she was. I went to dreamland with my heart full and bursting with love for her.
I was having a very erotic dream that a beautiful little blonde girl was sucking my cock. When I woke up, I realized it was true. Her lips and tongue were working on my erection and she had me exploding in her mouth in minutes. She drank it all in like a pro this time, and slid back up to lie on me. We got up and took a shower together, and I made her come three times with my mouth in the shower. Her legs were a little shaky when she padded off naked to the kitchen to look for something to eat. I joined her and we made waffles. I couldn't keep my hands off that little naked munchkin in my kitchen. She giggled and let me touch her anywhere I wanted. We were cuddling on the sofa under a throw when we heard Jane pull up. Rachael jumped up and went to the bedroom to get dressed.
"Talk to her," she told me. "Try kissing her and see what she does."
"Did she know you were going to tell me?" I asked her.
"No, she would never have let me. Just try to get in her pants and see what happens," she said.
I was naked under the throw and I just sat there when Jane walked in. At thirty-five, she looked like she was eighteen. She's very hot, I've always known that. All my buddies in school had told me at one time or another. She has these amazing tits that I've always drooled over. They're big and firm and she has a tiny waist that just makes them look bigger. She's a strawberry blonde, very petite except for those boobs and a face to die for. She's has a light complexion with freckles on her nose and the part of her chest I'd seen. I discovered I was looking at her in a whole new way. My cock twitched at the thought of those luscious red lips wrapped around it.
She stopped in front of me. "What?" she asked.
"What do you mean, 'what'?" I asked her.
"You're looking at me like I've grown a third eye," she said.
"Can't a guy just be glad to see his beautiful sister?" I asked her.
She blushed a little. "Well, as long as I don't have food on my face or something," she said. She sat down by me and I pulled her up against me. She kind of purred and snuggled up. "Where's Rachael?" she asked.
"She's getting dressed," I told her. "We didn't expect you quite so soon."
"Can I just hang out with you for a while?" she asked. "I don't have anything to do today."
"Hey, anytime I can hang with a gorgeous girl is time well spent," I told her.
She looked up at me with those big brown eyes. "Do you really think I'm gorgeous, Gray?"
"Of course," I told her. "You look better now than you did in high school."
"Well, I don't feel better," she said. "I found a gray hair the other day and I grow hair in places that are odd. I think I'm getting old."
"Nonsense," I told her. "You're perfect. You're just past little girl."
I tilted her chin up so I could look in her face. "You don't have a wrinkle anywhere. You're in great shape and you look very kissable to me."
I bent my head down and kissed her. I didn't push it; just a quick kiss on the lips. Her eyes half closed and I moved back in for another kiss. This time I gave it some urgency. Her lips moved under mine and her eyes got smoky. A flush spread across her face and I let her go.
Rachael came bouncing in and caught the tail end of that kiss. "Hey, Mom," she called. She ran over and kissed Jane. "You're here early. Can we stay for a while so I can tan out by the pool for a couple of hours?"
"She was just telling me she doesn't have anything to do," I said.
"Sure, honey," Jane said. "We can stay for a while."
She scampered out, winking at me and closing the door behind her.
"Now, where were we?" I asked. "Oh, yeah," I bent down and kissed my sister again. This was a very unbrotherly kiss and she didn't object. I warmed her up for a while and then pulled her up onto my lap.
"Gray, stop it," she said. "What if she comes back in?"
"She won't be back for a while," I said. "She said she was going to tan nude and she won't want to get dressed.
I wrapped Jane up in my arms and kissed her again. I started to stroke her arm and when my hand slipped under her shirt onto the smooth skin of her belly she shuddered and her lips moved against me with a new urgency. I took her hand and slipped it under the throw. My cock was as hard as it's ever been and I put her hand on it. She stiffened in my arms and tried to pull her hand back. I held it firmly and felt her slowly relax. When her fingers curled around the shaft I knew I had her.
I stood up, carried her into the bedroom and she was pulling at her shirt, trying to get it off over her head.
"Jesus, Gray," she breathed. "I'm going to die if she comes back in and catches us."
"Why?" I asked her. "I think she'd want to join us."
She gave me a sharp look. "Did you fuck her, Gray?"
"Nope, but I'm going to," I told her. "I'm going to fuck you first."
"What did she tell you?" she asked.
"She told me that she loves me and she wants us to be lovers," I said. "She said she wants to spend the rest of our lives together and she wants to have our babies when she's thirty."
"How do you feel about that?" she asked me.
"I want to fuck another thirty-year-old, and maybe have a baby with her," I said.
"You mean me?" she asked. "I don't want to have a baby, Gray. I have one, but I've been waiting a long time to hear you say you want to fuck me. You see, I'm in love with you, too. I have been since you were eighteen. She knows, Gray. We've talked about it a lot. I don't want to just fuck you once, though. If you won't be my lover for good I won't fuck you. It would break my heart if you only want to do this once."
"I'll fuck you anytime you'll let me for the rest of your life," I told her. "There's a complication though."
"I know," she said. "It's Brandy, isn't it?"
"Yes, she's a spectacular, special girl, Jane."
"I know," she said. "I've already fucked her, Gray. Do you think I'm horrible?"
"How could I think that?" I asked her. "I want to fuck her. too. She and Rachael have this plan for me to fuck two virgins at the same time."
"I'm nearly a virgin," she said. "I've had sex with a man three times in thirty-five years. Do you think you could make room for three?"
"You'll have to talk to them," I said. "I'm going to fuck you now though. Are you on the pill, Jane?"
"Yes, it's safe," she said.
"Then I'm going to fuck you and come in your pussy," I told her. "First I'm going to make you come a hundred times, then I'm going to come in my sister's pussy."
"I can hardly wait," she said. "Damn, you've got a big cock, Gray!"
"Yeah, I've gotten that three times in three days."
"I thought you said you didn't fuck them, Gray."
"I didn't, but we've done just about every other thing possible. They both practically raped me, Jane."
"Don't get defensive," she said. "I wasn't blaming you. I don't want to talk about that anymore. Fuck me, Gray. I've been waiting like ten years. Don't make me wait anymore."
I sat her down on the bed and she reached behind her to unclasp her bra. When she slipped the straps down over her arms those breasts spilled out and I couldn't breathe. I'd seen tits like that before, but they were in pictures and they were obviously surgically enhanced. I had to feel them to make sure they were real. They were white with small, dark pink areolas and tiny, lighter pink nipples. They looked virginal, but so full and so firm that when my fingers sunk in I couldn't believe I didn't feel implants. I slipped around behind her and cupped them in my hands. I could tell how heavy they were and yet they didn't sag a millimeter.
"My God, Jane," I whispered in her ear. "Why aren't you the centerfold of some magazine? You're amazing. You've got amazing tits."
"I only want one guy to look at them," she said. "They're yours, Grayson."
I couldn't get enough of them. They jiggled and bounced at every movement we made, swaying in an erotic dance. Rachael had fantastic breasts and Brandy's little cones were very exciting, too, but these were out of some young man's wet dream. Hell, they were out of my wet dream. I sunk my fingers into them and they overflowed even my big hands. I squeezed them into peaks and gently pinched and pulled at the nipples. She moaned her approval and they quickly grew rock hard and the areolas grew crinkled and formed little puffy miniature cones, capping those exquisite mounds. I had to taste them.
I knelt in front of her and kissed her lips first. She tasted wonderful, like she had been eating fruit and her red lips were luscious and juicy. Our tongues fought for a minute and I let hers slip into my mouth. She was breathing very heavily and her eyes were heavy lidded as that flush spread over her fair skin. I nibbled on her earlobe and she shivered as I nibbled down her neck and over her freckles on her chest. The freckles spilled over onto the tops of her breasts and I tasted them as she arched her back, pushing her breasts out to give them to me. When I captured one of those little nipples between my lips she groaned.
"God, Gray, I've waited so long for this. That feels so good." I pulled firmly at the little nub and when I switched to suckle at the other she shuddered and came, pulling my head firmly into her and filling my vision with beautiful flesh.
"Gray, oh my God, Gray; I love you little brother. So right, so good, baby. God you make me feel good. Jesus Christ, I'm so hot, Gray. I can't believe how hot I am."
I pushed her back on the bed and kissed my way down her belly, pausing to tickle her little navel with my tongue; making her gasp and suck in her belly. She was rock hard under soft skin. I knew she worked out a lot, and it had obviously paid off. Her entire body was as toned and firm as her tits. I could feel strong muscles sliding under silky skin. I reached the waistband of her jeans and fumbled at the button for a moment. I got it and slid the zipper down. She raised her butt off the bed and I slid them down over smooth muscular thighs and over her tiny feet. She had on a tiny pair of black lace panties and I took a moment just to look at her. Her hips were wide, not overly so, but just the full hips of a sensuous woman, matching the flare of her chest and the fullness of her breasts. She looked like some pagan fertility goddess. I slipped my hand under the lace of the panties and caressed her lower belly and down to a patch of curls. It was trimmed neatly so she could wear a bikini, but definitely there. I love pussy hair. Bald is beautiful, too, but this fit a gorgeous woman like Jane perfectly. Everything about her was pure woman; sexy, generous and beautiful.
I tugged the little scrap of lace off of her and they fell to the floor, leaving her gloriously bare for me to look at in wonder.
"My God, you're beautiful, Jane," I told her. "I'm an idiot! Why in God's name did I wait so long? Why didn't you just tell me? We could have been doing this for years!"
"I wanted to, Gray. I was embarrassed. I was afraid you would think I was weird and it would creep you out. I couldn't risk it. Don't talk about it now, we'll make up for it."
I spread her legs wide open and she tried to cover her little pussy with her hand. I caught it, kissing it over and over before cupping it against my ear as I moved to plant a kiss on the patch of strawberry blonde curls. She kept it there and the other joined it, fingers running through my hair as I parted her small labia and dipped my tongue inside. She was hot and very wet and I tasted my sister's sweetness for the first time. My hands ran up and down the silky skin of her smooth thighs as I lapped up her nectar. Her lips were slick with her juices and I stimulated them, running my tongue up and down, delighting in the texture and sweetness. As I lapped up her sweetness, she moaned out her delight and I felt the same trembling that Rachael exhibited as she built toward orgasm. I wondered if it could be genetic. Her thigh muscles became taut and I could feel her abdominal muscles bunching when I stroked her stomach.
I brought one hand down and slowly pushed my index finger into her pussy as I moved my tongue up to find her clitoris. The little nub was hidden in the folds of its protective hood and I sought it with my tongue. I could feel it growing firmer as I nipped and pressed at the folds. Her trembling grew stronger and the little head peeked out. I flipped it, and it lengthened and grew. I circled the base with my tongue and lapped up the sides and over the little head. Jane's moans changed pitch and I could feel the tension building to some snapping point. When I sucked the hood into my mouth and lashed the little nub the tension and trembling peaked and she exploded, writhing and bucking under my attack. She screamed once and then her voice subsided to high pitched squeaks and little squeals of pleasure.



Her orgasm was very strong and very long. When she began to coast down the hill, I worked on her with my finger inside her tight wetness. I pumped her very tight pussy and then curled my finger up to find the little bundle of nerve endings up inside her. I stroked the fleshy little pad and attacked her clit with a vengeance with my tongue.
She exploded immediately, gasping and calling out my name in a mantra of joy. She was a writhing bundle of sexy. Her body spiraled out of her control and she came helplessly for me, her words unintelligible as she babbled something, shuddering and quaking as she continued in the grip of her pleasure. I felt like I should let her come down before she broke down, and so I just caressed her slowly and eased her back to earth.
She continued to shake for long minutes while I moved up on the bed and held her tightly, kissing her when she recovered her breath. We cuddled for a minute or two, but the urgency of my erection wouldn't let me wait long. As soon as she recovered a little, I scooted us up on the bed until we could stretch out side by side. I rolled on top of her, keeping her busy with my lips as my cock slid through the curls to rest at her entrance. She was dripping wet and I socketed the head of my cock between her slippery labia, slowly moving forward until her lips parted and the head of my cock slipped inside. It was like being swallowed in a hot wet pool. She groaned.
"Easy, Gray," she whispered. "It's been a long time since I've had anything bigger than my finger. Don't hurt me, baby. I've never had anything close to that size."
I had no intention of being anything but gentle with her. She was very tight and I remembered that Rachael had been born by C-section. Jane's pussy had never been stretched like I was going to stretch it. I kept up a steady pressure and slowly slid forward inside her. She was so creamy and slippery that it didn't take all that much pressure, but the tightness of her little pussy was incredible. It probably took me three minutes to ease fully inside her and I felt the head of my cock bump up against the back of her pussy when I was fully buried. She winced when I hit the back wall and I drew back until she was comfortable again. I just held there, bathing in her warmth for a while, savoring the sensation.
It is impossible to describe the sensation of having your cock buried in your sister's pussy to someone that has never been there. There was always the underlying love I had for all our lives, combined with my newfound romantic infatuation. Layered on was the forbidden aspect of fucking my sister, someone I was never supposed to fuck, but who wanted me to, anyway. The taboo made it all the more exciting. Then there was the fact that Jane was one of the hottest women I had ever laid eyes on. In the back of my mind was the memory that Rachael was outside, knowing I was fucking her mom, and my sister, inside the house only a few feet away from her. My mind and body were overloaded with sensation and I knew I wasn't going to last long. The fact that I had come so many times so recently helped me, but this was going to be a quick and epic explosion.
I drew back from her depths a few inches and then gave her the full depth again. She groaned and pushed back against the penetration until I touched bottom again. I repeated the motion, slowly and over and over again. We fell into the ancient rhythm, our bodies moving in a sensuous dance until the urgency of our passion caused us to quicken the tempo. Jane's little pussy felt so incredibly soft and hot around me and her little cries of passion grew quickly under the impetus of her brother's cock inside her. She trembled and shook, bridging up against me and making her own excitement as we ground together.
I could feel my cock swelling and my balls drew up until I knew I was about to come inside her. I increased the tempo and I was driving into her, my cock a driving piston inside her, driving her over the edge into bliss. Her voice rose and broke, hoarse with passion as we erupted together, the anticipation over and the event upon us.
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God," she moaned over and over. "Fuck Grayson, ah, ah, shit, baby. I... I... oh my God; it's so good, baby. I can feel your cum inside me, baby. It's so hot, so good!"
I could feel her pussy contracting wildly around my pulsating cock as she milked the last drops of cum with her hungry inner muscles. We coasted to a stop and rested, completely drained, and I barely had the strength to roll off of her and pull her limp body half over mine, cuddling her against me and running my hand up and down her silken curves. I kissed her mouth and her eyes, whispering soft words. I told her how much I loved her and we drifted in a sea of euphoria for a long time. My eyes closed and I felt her breathing deeply against me. I peeked down at her and she was asleep. I thought I would just rest for a few minutes and then I was adrift on a dark sea.
The bed bounced, waking me up and I looked up to see Rachael climbing up beside her sleeping mother. Jane stirred at the movement and opened her eyes. Rachael was gorgeously naked and she kissed her mother's lips before crawling across her to kiss me. Her eyes shone with excitement and she could hardly contain herself.
"You did it," she laughed. "I'm so glad. The two people I love the most finally found out that they love each other! Oh, God, Mom; I'm so glad. I know you wanted to fuck him forever. I wanted to come and watch so bad. I didn't, but do you think I could sometime?"
"You're a very naughty girl, Rachael," I told her. I looked over her at Jane and she was beet red. I could tell she was very embarrassed. "What do you think, sis?" I asked her.
"I think this is all very awkward," she said. "I don't think I can do it, Rachael. I'd be too embarrassed. If you just come in sometime and surprise me it's okay, but I don't think I can do it premeditated."
Rachael seemed happy with that and flipped over on the other side of me. I hugged them both up and we napped for a while until it was time for them to go home. I walked them to their car and kissed them both. They promised to come back as soon as they had the opportunity, and I watched them drive away. I shook my head. It felt like I had just dropped down the rabbit hole and I was the Mad Hatter. My phone vibrated and I saw that Rachael had sent me a happy face. An hour later I got a snapchat from Jane. It was a picture of one of those marvelous breasts. The message said, "It misses you already!"
On Tuesday, I got a text from Brandy. She was alone again and wondered if she could come over. She rode the bus out to the end of the line. It's about a mile from my house and I picked her up on the four-wheeler. We played games on the PS4 until supper time and she ate with me. She cleaned up the dishes and we watched a TV show we both liked on Netflix. She lay with her head in my lap and I played with her hair. The texture was a lot different than the other girls. It was really just a mop of loose curls and I loved it. I slid my hand up under her shirt, pushing it up so I could stroke her creamy little belly. I played with her nipples until she got too horny to watch TV anymore, and I ate her little pussy until she came. When she recovered enough ,she took my cock in her mouth and sucked me until I blew up. She gulped it all down like a pro and we took a shower together. I took her home and talked to her on the ride.
"Brandy, where do you see this going?" I asked.
"I have no idea," she said. "I think I'm falling in love with you, Grayson."
"Do you know that Rachael and Jane feel the same way?" I asked.
"Of course; Rachael told me you fucked Jane. I fuck her, too, sometimes. She has amazing boobs."
"I noticed," I laughed. "I'm not used to having such easy and relaxed girls around. Most of my girlfriends get jealous if I look at another girl. You really don't mind?"
"No," she said simply. "How could I mind? I want to look at them, too. Would you be jealous if I fucked another guy?"
"Maybe," I said. "I just don't know. Are you planning to fuck another guy?"
"No, but I would if you wanted me to," she said. "Not until after I fuck you, though. I want you to be my first. I can't imagine wanting to fuck another guy. I told you, I think I'm in love with you. I would do it for you, though."
"What about Rachael and Jane?" I asked.
"We'll fuck them together," she said. "I'm really not jealous, Gray. I can come over anytime I want and have you all to myself. I love Rachael. She's my best friend. Jane has been more a mother to me than my own mom. I love her, too. I'm happy that you make them happy. Let's just be lovers and not be so serious, okay, Grayson? It will work out the way it's going to work out."
"You're amazing, baby," I pulled her over and kissed that curly mop.
Jane came over Wednesday night and spent the night with me. I kept her naked the whole evening and we fucked all night long. She complained of being sore the next morning, and wouldn't let me fuck her before she left for work so I licked her to an orgasm and sent her off to work with that fresh fucked look on her face.
Rachael texted me Friday about noon and asked if I would pick her and Brandy up from school. They wanted to spend the weekend at my house. I was waiting when they came running out. They both had bags and we stuffed them into the trunk. They got a lot of envious stares from the other kids as they slid into the Corvette. They buckled in and we were off. I took them out to eat and then to a movie. They sat on either side of me and ate popcorn and chocolate. They loved the movie and I was reminded how young they were by their reactions to the scary parts. They were all over me and I let my hands roam freely over their bodies. They giggled and squirmed and it was the most fun I ever remember having at a movie. We went and got ice cream and drove home. They both wanted to drink some wine. I felt like I was corrupting them, but I gave in and poured them a glass. They wanted to get in the hot tub and I poured refills that they carried out to the deck. I lit a couple of torches and sat between two naked teenagers in the tub.
They were both a little tipsy from the wine and it didn't take them long to get romantic. I was relaxing with my eyes closed. They were splashing around and I didn't pay much attention until I heard an erotic moan. When I opened my eyes, Rachael was sitting on the edge of the tub and Brandy's face was buried in her pussy. I could tell Brandy was pretty good at eating pussy by the expression on Rachael's face. I moved behind Brandy and reached between those gorgeous ass cheeks to cup her pussy. It was even hotter than the water around us and when I slipped a finger inside, she pushed back and began to quiver as I used my other hand to rub her little button clit. Rachael came first and Brandy joined her moments later, both girls writhing and moaning through long orgasms. Rachael slid back into the tub and they made me get out and sit on the side while they shared my cock between two hot little mouths. It didn't take me long to come, either, and they took turns letting the ropes of cum jet onto their faces. It was incredibly erotic and my cock never went soft as they continued to work it.
I ducked them both under to get them cleaned up and dried their perfect bodies off with big fluffy towels. I picked a naked girl up in each arm and carried them inside to the bed.
"Is tonight the night?" I asked them.
"Yes, Brandy gets to go first because she's older," Rachael said. "I'll watch and help you make her come a million times."
Brandy positioned herself, her mop of curls spread exotically on a pillow and waited with her knees up and her legs spread. Rachael took my cock in her mouth and gave it a firming up, coating it with her saliva so that it would "be slick," she said.
She needn't have worried. Brandy was dripping wet and my cock easily parted her lips and sunk ever so slowly inside her. I expected to hit a barrier and was pleasantly surprised to discover that her cherry was gone.
"It's okay," she gasped. "We both popped each other's last week with a toy. God, it wasn't anything like that big though. Jesus Christ, Gray; it feels like a telephone pole. Oh God, Rachael; it's just like we imagined. It's so big and so hard and soft at the same time. Jesus it feels good. Rub my clitty, baby. It kind of hurts and that will distract me until I get used to it."
Rachael's hand wormed between us and rubbed rapidly on Brandy's clit. If I hadn't already come that sight would have set me off. The contrast between the caramel of Brandy's body, Rachael's little brown hand and the angry flush of my cock was very erotic. I sank deeper into Brandy's little pussy until she could take no more. We were squishing Rachael's hand between us and she withdrew it when she saw Brandy no longer needed her help. I started to fuck Brandy and it was like being in heaven. Her creamy little pussy fit around me like a second skin and I could see her lips being dragged in and out with the direction of my cock inside her. Rachael lay beside us, watching me fuck her friend and toying with her rock-hard nipples.
Brandy's head whipped from side to side in ecstasy and her pussy throbbed around my cock. She was coming in one explosive chain reaction and her moans and cries filled the room. She kept reaching climaxes for more than ten minutes. When she would start to relax, I would pound into her little pussy and Rachael would rub her clit until she went off again. Her voice became desperate.
"Jesus, oh God, please! You're killing me guys! Please, I need to stop, oh God, please stop Gray! I'm going to pass out!"
"Tell me to stop fucking you," I told her. "Tell me you give up."
"No!" she cried. "Oh God, oh God, oh my God! It's so good, Rachael. Oh God, I can't stand it anymore! Please stop fucking me, Gray; I give up!"
I stopped and we kissed all over her face and neck, pulling on her nipples with our lips and loving her as she went limp.
I rolled off of her and Rachael climbed on her. She rubbed their nipples together and they kissed passionately, their arms wrapped around each other. When they broke the kiss Brandy punched me.
"You're an asshole, Gray," she laughed. "I can't believe you made me say that. You know I don't like to give up at anything. It wasn't fair! You guys were double-teaming me."
"I know," I said. "Let's do Rachael now."
Rachael squealed and tried to jump up but we caught her. I stuffed her under me and Brandy captured her mouth and muffled her squeals with her lips. When my cock touched her little pussy, she went still and Brandy pulled away so she could watch. When my cock slipped between Rachael's lips, she was even tighter than Brandy if that's possible. Even with no cherry this was going to take a while. Brandy rubbed her clit and I gave her a couple of inches before stopping to let her rest. Her eyes were wide and she was biting her lower lip. I fucked her with just the head and that two inches for a while until she started getting into it. I gave her a couple of more inches and we repeated the process. The thought of my cock driving into the pussy of my 18-year-old niece whom I had held in the hospital room when she was born was such an erotic thought that I wanted to just pound away at her tight little pussy. I didn't want to hurt her, though, so I just continued the slow advance into that tight little cunt until I felt my cock bump against the end. She was going to have to expand a little to take it easily. It felt like a furnace inside there and her boobs bounced and jiggled at each stroke.
Brandy moved up and mounted her face, rubbing her pussy over Rachael's mouth. I saw her little pink tongue come out and begin to lap at her friend's dripping pussy. I knew I had to make her come fast or it was going to be over. I was on the brink so I just held myself inside her hot wetness until my impending orgasm faded enough to be manageable. I started pumping her again and her moans rose, muffled by Brandy's pussy. When she came her hips worked like a wild thing and I heard Brandy cry out in completion as well. I pumped Rachael's little pussy as long as I could and she kept coming as spurt after spurt of thick, ropy cum blasted into her.
"Oh my... oh, ah, ah, coming!" she groaned. "I can feel it, Uncle Grayson. I can feel it shooting inside me. Brandy, he's coming in me! Oh my God, I can hardly wait to let him knock me up! Jesus, Grayson; it's so hot, so good; oh God, so good!"
I drained my balls inside her, feeling as if my soul was pouring out into my niece. Her words about getting knocked up burned into my brain and I came longer than I ever have. It was like it would never stop and when it did, I was completely and utterly drained. I rolled between and took my two angels in my arms, pulling them up and half over me. We slept for a while and then I was awakened by Rachael's moans as Brandy licked her pussy, lapping up the cum in her like it was candy. Rachael turned around so that she could return the favor. That sight got me going again and I fucked Brandy from behind, my belly slapping against those hot little ass cheeks with Rachael switching between sucking on my balls over her or Brandy's clit in front of her face. I came in Brandy for the first time and we slept again. All night long, I fucked one of those gorgeous girls or they fucked each other while I watched. We slept from time to time until one or the other of us would wake someone up to fuck them again. I lost track of the number of times I came in one of those sweet pussies.
By the time morning came, we were all exhausted and we slept the morning away. Neither girl could walk very well and my cock was raw and my balls aching. We soaked in the hot tub for a while and we were in the pool naked when Jane came out the back door.
"What's going on?" she called as she walked toward the pool. "I brought pizza."
Apparently, the girls were feeling better because they both jumped out of the pool, beautiful naked nymphs and ran to hug her. She shrieked about them getting her wet and they looked at one another and attacked her. They had her shirt up over her head and her arms tangled up in it before she could react. Brandy kept her tangled up with her shirt over her face while Rachael got her bra unhooked. They pulled her shirt over her arms and then the bra as she tried frantically to keep it. Brandy got it away from her and threw it away. They had her shorts and panties down in no time while she squealed and fought.
"We're skinny dipping, and you're going, too," Rachael told her.
"No, I'm not staying," she yelled as they pushed her toward the pool.
"Yes, you are!" Brandy told her. They backed her up against the diving board and their combined strength forced her to sit on it.
"Help us, Uncle Grayson," Rachael called.
I had no idea what they were doing, but it seemed to be making Jane lie down on the diving board. I jumped out and ran to the board.
"Hold her legs," Rachael said.
I pulled her butt out to the edge of the steps leading up to the board and held her in place. They each slipped up and trapped her arms under one of theirs, forcing her to lie on the board.
"Fuck her, Uncle Grayson," Rachael told me.
My poor abused cock was hard as a rock at those words. I forced her legs apart and moved between them, poised at her pussy.
"No!" she struggled against us.
When two hot little mouths fastened over her nipples her fantastic breasts heaved and she cried out.
"No, not like this! Not in front of the girls! Make them let me go, Grayson! So help me God..."
Her words changed to an inarticulate groan as I sank into her buttery pussy. She was dripping wet, belying her protests. She was smoking hot and her hips began to dance immediately. The girls felt her surrender and let go of her arms as they tormented her hard nipples.



"Damn you all," she groaned as I began to thrust into her warm wetness. "You are a bunch of cheaters. I told you... I told... I... oh my God girls; you're driving me crazy! You little angels! Oh, God, Grayson; I'm going to come already!"
Her body bucked and Brandy moved to kiss her lips while Rachael kissed her way down over her belly to strum her clit like a guitar. I wasn't going to come any time soon, and I settled into a nice rhythm, sawing into that tight pussy like a machine. I must have fucked her for thirty minutes before I felt that familiar stirring in my balls. She was a moaning, writhing wreck; hair covering her face and her lips fastened around one of Brandy's little cones. Her fingers were up Rachael's little pussy on one side and Brandy's on the other. Brandy was squeezing one big breast and Rachael the other as she played with her mother's clit. I had been keeping track of the number of times Jane came for a while but I lost count at seven as she seemed to be in one continual state of orgasm.
"I'm going to come now," I told them.
"No, don't cum inside her," Brandy commanded. "Pull out and let us suck you off."
I pulled out and they sat Jane up and lined my cock up with her mouth. She opened up and I slid inside. She bobbed up and down and the girls stroked what she couldn't take until the first burst made Jane start. I pulled out and all three of them put their faces together, eyes closed and mouths open in the most erotic picture I've ever seen. I painted their faces with what I had and they licked every drop off each other like it was honey.
I kissed each girl and sank down on the board behind Jane. I gathered my little nymphs in my arms and I was buried under a small mountain of quivering girl.
"Now you don't have to be embarrassed about us watching," Rachael told her mother. "I knew you were a big chicken and you weren't ever going to let us. I love you, Mom. I love all of you."
"I don't," Jane said. "You're all a bunch of bullies." She kissed us to show she didn't mean it. "I'm a mess. You promised me we could go swimming, God, I came a hundred times. Jesus, Gray, you were like a machine; you just kept going until I thought I was going crazy."
"Yes, and you loved every minute of it, you slut," Brandy laughed.
"I am a slut for one cock," Jane laughed.
I took my girls swimming and we all ate pizza naked on my sofa. I don't know how this will all end any more than I know how it started, but I know it's going to be quite a ride.
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The line screamed off the reel as the big bonefish made another run. Benjamin Brennan's eyes sparkled with excitement as he pulled against the run. His arms were growing a little tired and his belly was getting a little sore from the butt of the rod pressing into him.
"Dad, could you turn the boat to the left a little?" he asked.
Oliver poled on the right to give his son a little more leverage as the boat turned a little to starboard. He was enjoying this battle. Watching an eighteen-year-old young man fighting a big fish nearly as long as he was, laughing and shouting with excitement was why they were here. He landed the big fish and held it in his arms for a picture.
Ben had seldom laughed in the last few years. His mother's slow decline and death had left him wan and silent. Oliver felt barriers going up between them and he was very unhappy about that. He had felt trapped. Boston had become a gloomy place and he decided a change of scenery was the only answer. Money wasn't a problem for Oliver. A string of 20 consecutive bestsellers, eight blockbuster movies based on his books and shrewd investments made anything possible. At 41, and with a small boy to care for, he sold Tabitha's dream home in Cambridge, and they moved to Florida.
Oliver had been looking for just the right place to change their lives. After Disney and Sea World, Ben had begun to come out of his shell a little. They lived the lives of beach bums, and Ben had developed a love of the water. When Oliver heard that Darby Island was for sale, he didn't waste any time. The 500-acre island in the Exuma Cays had been a plantation built by Sir Baxter in 1938 and had a 12000 square foot castle built on a bluff overlooking the island. It needed extensive renovations, and Oliver hired contractors to complete the project. The airstrip had been refurbished and a marina constructed. The island had a fine deepwater harbor and Oliver had allowed Ben to choose a yacht for them.
Ben was a serious young man and he had researched carefully for three months before he announced that he was ready. They flew to the Netherlands and visited Heesen Yachts, purchasing a custom built 51-meter "My Sky." It was delivered to Ft. Lauderdale and Oliver and Ben took possession and sailed it down to Darby Island.
They set up house in the renovated castle and spent a month outside, covering every inch of the island and learning every nook and cranny. They soon discovered that that they didn't care for housekeeping, and that there were a hundred things that needed doing. It seemed that they were constantly working and getting further behind all the time.
"Dad, this is impossible," Ben brushed the sweat from his forehead. A pump had failed in one of the large cisterns that collected the rainwater that was their only source of fresh water.
"I know, son. We need help. What do you suggest?"
Ben thought for a minute. "Could we hire workers to help us?"
"What kinds of workers do you have in mind?"
"Well, we need someone to take care of the boats. We actually need someone to operate the yacht and someone who can work on boats. We need someone to take care of the grounds, someone to take care of the house and someone who takes care of everything else. I think we need at least five people."
"Where do you think we might find someone?"
"We could go to George Town on Great Exuma and see if someone needs a job. There should be people looking for work. What do you think, Dad?"
"Let's do that. I don't think things are going to get any easier if we do nothing. I don't want you working all the time and I don't want to do that either. You need time for school and I need time to write. We'll go tomorrow."
They packed and boarded the yacht by 10 AM in the morning. Ben had decided to name the yacht The Nimbus, in honor of Dragon Ball Z, his favorite TV show. It was 50 miles to Great Exuma. About 20 miles from Darby, they saw a flare burst in the air ahead.
"Dad, I think someone's having some trouble," Ben pointed to the flare. "Should we help them?"
"I don't know what we can do," Oliver told him, "but we can see if they need a ride or something."
He turned a couple of points to starboard, and in five minutes they saw a boat ahead. It seemed to be a scuba dive boat with the name of the marina on the side. Oliver eased alongside and two men waved up at him.
"We saw your flare," Oliver called down. "Is something wrong?"
"Yes, man," the guy in the floppy white hat smiled. "We have engine problems. Our batteries are dead. Could we use your radio? We have two passengers aboard. They were diving on the reef here, and if we could bring them aboard we would be very thankful."
Ben lowered the ladder and the man in the hat went into the cabin and came back with two more people. They were both female. The first seemed to be a young lady in her early twenties. She was tall and obviously fit. Her nearly white blonde hair was wet and hung down below her waist. The second was a younger girl, perhaps Ben's age or younger. She had the same shade of hair and the same deeply tanned skin as the other. They were both wearing white shorts and t-shirts, and they had obviously been in the water recently.
They climbed up the ladder, followed by the two boat crewmen. Oliver helped them aboard and introduced himself.
"Welcome aboard ladies. This is my son, Ben, and my name is Oliver Brennan. This is The Nimbus. If you'll come with me I'll take you to the radio."
The older girl shook his hand. "I'm Kane Ardrey and this in my little sister Bannon. Thanks for stopping. This is quite a boat you've got, Mr. Brennan."
Her voice was low and husky and she had an accent Oliver couldn't quite place. He led the way to the bridge and the two girls and the crewmen followed him up the ladder.
"We've only had her about two months," he told them. "Where are you girls from?"
"We're from a little town called Annahugh, in Northern Ireland," she told him. "I just graduated from Belfast Metropolitan College and we came here on holiday. I noticed you said your last name is Brennan; are you Irish?"
"My grandparents on my father's side came to Boston from Belfast. My mother was a French Canadian, so I guess I'm half Irish. It doesn't seem like the luck of the Irish was with you today."
The crewmen were talking on the radio with the marina.
"No it doesn't." She laughed. "We were having a great dive and then they pulled us out and we were stuck."
"Ben, why don't you take Bannon and get these people something to drink. It's hot out there and they've been stuck for a while."
He took Bannon's hand and they went away to the galley. The crewmen finished their conversation on the radio and Oliver seated them in chairs.
"What's the plan, gentlemen?"
"The boss is sending another boat and a mechanic to take care of us. It will be several hours and we don't know how long it will be until we get her fixed. You could do us a big favor, Mr. Brennan and let these ladies stay aboard your boat."
"Are you out of Great Exuma?"
"No man, we're out of Nassau. That's why it's going to take so long."
"Well, I'm on my way to George Town. I'm not going to sit here who knows how long and wait. Ms. Ardrey, would you care to accompany us to Great Exuma? We could stop back by here on the way home and drop you off, or we could deliver you to Nassau at any time you choose. How long were you staying?"
"This is our fourth day and we have ten more days before our flight. I don't want to sit here either. We're on holiday, for God's sake. We'd love to go with you. This is a beautiful boat, you seem like a nice guy and your son seems very polite. I'll take a chance on you."
Oliver laughed. "I would hate for a boat repair to ruin your vacation. Get your stuff and we'll weigh anchor."
Bannon was delighted to find out they'd be going on this awesome boat, and she liked Ben a lot. They got their belongings off of the dive boat and Ben showed them to cabins while his father got The Nimbus underway.
The girls were stunned by The Nimbus. The luxury was something they had never imagined. Ben explained how he had designed the boat and they stowed their bags in one of the twin cabins. He took Bannon to the living room and Kane found her way back to the bridge and sat beside Oliver in one of the two captain's chairs.
He caught her looking at him out of the corner of her eyes a couple of times. He laughed, "What is it. I can see you're dying to ask me something."
She smiled. Her smile lit up her face with a flash of white in the tanned complexion and her hair, now dry and forming a mane around her face, was stunning. He noticed that she had a few freckles across her button nose and one of her teeth was a little crooked. She was beautiful, he decided.
"Are you THE Oliver Brennan; the author?"
"No, he's a fake; I'm the real Oliver Brennan. I write books sometimes and people seem to like them. Have you read any of them?"
"No, but I've seen all the films. I haven't had much time to read novels for a few years. I liked your movies though. I've been pretty busy with school. I played volleyball on the Olympic Team, and between that and school work, my social life has been pretty nonexistent."
"Do you mind if I ask you how old you and your sister are?"
"I don't mind you asking if you don't mind me not telling you. Bannon is 18 and I'm over 21. How's that?"
He laughed, "That's fine. It's going to be fun having you on board, Ms. Ardrey."
"You can call me Kane, Oliver."
"Thanks, that's a beautiful name, Kane."
"Thank you Oliver, I couldn't help but notice you have on a wedding ring. Where's your wife?"
"She passed away six years ago. She had lung cancer. She never smoked a day in her life, but that's the way things go."
"I'm so sorry Oliver. I didn't know. That must have been very hard for Ben."
"No way you could have known. Don't be sorry. She lived like she wanted to live. About Ben, that's why we're here. He was just getting lonelier and more withdrawn living in our house in Boston. I had to get him out of there and get some life back into him. So we picked up and moved to Florida, then moved."
"Where is here? Where do you live, Oliver?"
"We own an island called Darby Island. It's about 30 miles south of where we are. Would you like to visit us?"
"Jesus, Oliver; you own this fantastic boat, you own an island, what, do you live in a castle?"
"No, just a house. If your friends haven't fixed their boat, would you like to stay on Darby Island a few days?"
"Sure, who wouldn't? A private island? How big is it?"
"It's just over 500 acres, but it's one of five islands. It's the biggest, but there are houses on all of them. We have a runway, a marina and a lot of trees and beaches. It's better than Nassau, unless you had your heart set on hard partying."
"Right, I bring my little sister so that I can party really hard."
"What about your parents? You have a family back in... wherever it was?"
"It's Annahugh, and no, our parents died in a train accident when Bannon was four. She's been staying with me in Belfast. This is my one last fling before I have to get a job and go to work making a living for both of us."
"What kind of job are you looking for?"
"Well, I'm a kinesiology major, and I'd like to do some kind of sports medicine. Maybe an athletic trainer or a personal trainer."
"Can you cook?" he asked her.
"What the hell kind of a question is that?" she asked him.
"Well, it's dinner time, and you're either going to have to drive or cook. Ben can help cook, or he can help you drive, or we can anchor out and spend the night here. I had reservations at a very nice restaurant, but we're not going to make it."
"I'm sorry, Oliver. We made you late, didn't we? Let's spend the night. I've never spent a night on a boat. I can cook. How about you help me and we'll make dinner? Do you have a deadline to meet?"
"No, we famous writers only work when we want." He idled The Nimbus to a stop and let down the anchors. The big yacht was stabilized both underway and at anchor, and the sea was flat.
"Seafood, or chicken?" he asked her.
"Let's do the seafood. I didn't realize it, but I'm starving."
"Good, go see if you can round up the kids and I'll get us started."
Oliver decided to make a mushroom risotto and baked halibut. He located a bag of Arborio rice and made a soffritto of butter, olive oil, celeriac, onion and garlic. He cooked the rice briefly in the soffritto and Kane returned. She reported that the kids were playing chess and would be along soon.
He added the wine to the rice and put it on a low heat. He put her to work, sending her to the galley pantry for white wine, stock and halibut fillets from the refrigerator. When she returned with the supplies he sent her on another errand to bring goat cheese, salad ingredients, granary bread and broad beans.
He put the halibut in a baking pan, added mussel cream sauce and herbs and put it in the oven while she tossed a salad.
"You're obviously a much better cook than I am," she told him. "Why did you ask me if I could cook?"
"I hate cooking most of the time," he told her. "I love to cook for special occasions. I decided this was a special occasion."
"Why?" she asked him, "what makes this a special occasion?"
"You do," he told her. "Tonight Ben and I have the company of two charming ladies. I can't remember the last time that happened."
She flushed a little and pulled a lock of his hair. "Thanks, Oliver. We don't get meals like this very often. What do you want me to do?"
"Add the mushrooms to that rice, then add the hot stock a little at a time. You have to stir it while it's simmering so that the starch comes off the rice and makes the risotto creamy. When it's done you can dice up this butter and add it to make it as creamy as possible.
He put the beans on to steam, ad added herbs and a big spoon of bacon grease. Ben and Bannon came in just in time to set the table and Oliver poured cranberry juice for the them, and more of the white wine for himself and Kane. They ate their salad and the timer went off on the oven.
Kane brought the halibut and the risotto and they ate it all.
"I'm going to hire you for a cook when I get rich," Bannon told Oliver. "That was the most delicious food I've ever eaten."
"Dad is a really good cook, but he's really lazy, too," Ben told her. "If I can get him to cook once a week I'm lucky. The rest of the time it's something out of the refrigerator we can heat in the microwave."
"Once a week is better than once a year," Bannon told him. "Kane took me to the Hive Beach Café once. It was like this, except she told me we could only go once a year because it's so expensive. She makes really good food for us, but it isn't fancy like this."
"That's actually why we're going to George Town," Oliver told them. "We need to hire someone to take care of our house. We need a cook and housekeeper, a kind of manager to take care of all the things on the island, someone to take care of our boats, someone to drive the boats, a grounds keeper and a handyman."
"Do you have more than one boat?" Bannon asked them.
"We have this one, a boat we use for fishing, and four jet skis."
"Wow, you guys must be very rich," she admired them.
"Don't embarrass them," Kane told her. "They've been very kind to us, and they're obviously very generous people."
Oliver laughed. "It doesn't embarrass us and we like to help damsels in distress."
He got up, cleared the table and Bannon helped him load the dishwasher. She chatted with him the whole time in her animated voice, and Oliver was totally charmed. The sun was setting and they went out on the back deck sat on the cushions and watched the sunset.
"Tell me about Ireland and what the Ardrey's are like and what they do," he asked them.
"We live in Belfast, now, in an apartment," Bannon told him. "We used to live in a small village until Mum and Dad died. It had about 1000 people. I went to school there and Kane went to college. Now I go to school on campus where Kane goes to college. Well, I used to go there. I don't know what I'm going to do now, but Kane always takes care of me."
She tucked her hand into her sisters. Kane hugged her. "That's right honey, I do take care of you and you take care of me."
"I don't really have a job offer yet, so I don't know what we're going to do. I've got my resume out to several places. The apartment was part of my scholarship for playing volleyball, but unless I become a graduate student we'll have to move somewhere else. Mum and Dad left us a little money, but it won't last long. I can't afford to go to graduate school unless I can get a job making pretty good money. Good jobs are pretty hard to come by in Belfast. We might have to go somewhere in England or Ireland, but there's a lot of unemployment there, too."
"I'm sure something will turn up," Oliver told her. "You're too smart for someone not to hire you"
She smiled. "Thanks, Oliver. What about the Brennans? What do they do and tell me about where you live?"
"We lived in Boston," Ben told them. "Well we actually lived in Cambridge, but that's really part of Boston. I went to school and Dad says that he's professionally decadent."
"What's decadent?" Bannon wanted to know.
"That's what I asked him. He says it's someone who does nothing but have a good time and makes a living doing that for a job."
Oliver laughed. "It's a joke, Bannon. I don't really do nothing but have a good time. Well, maybe I do, because I really have a good time writing. I write books. People have bought a lot of them and some of them have been made into movies. I really don't have to do anything I don't want to do. I write when I'm in the mood now, not because I need to make money."
"Are you writing anything now?" Kane asked him.
"Yes, I have a thriller going on."
"What's the name of it?" Bannon wanted to know.
It doesn't have a name yet. I just call all my new books Working Title until I finish and know what they're going to be about."
"How can you write a book and not know what it's about?" she asked.
"Well, I know the beginning. I have an idea, and I know how I want it to end. I always plot it out, but sometimes when you really have it going your characters do things that really surprise you. You didn't plan on them doing that, it just seems like they take on a life of their own and sometimes it takes the book in a direction you didn't plan on."
"Give us an example," Kane asked him.
"Well, I might be writing along about a girl named Bannon, and all of a sudden she does something like jump up and run to the back of a boat and jump in the ocean. You aren't getting ready to do that are you, Bannon?"
"No, of course not, silly," she laughed. "I have clothes on. I only swim in a bathing suit."
"Well, in my book she might do that," he told her. "I only find out later why she did it."
"That's very interesting," Kane told him. "I never knew it worked like that."
"It probably doesn't for some people. They may plot out every detail and never deviate from the script. That's just the way I work."
"What about your island? What was its name?"



"It's Darby Island," Ben told her. "It used to be a plantation back in the 1940's. An Englishman named Sir Baxter built it, but it was abandoned years ago. We fixed the house up and repaired everything and it's great now. It has lots of fruit trees, lots of beaches and lots of other kinds of trees. There are even some huge lizards that live on the beach. I don't bother them. They run away if you get too close, but they have big claws and they look like they could fight if you trapped them."
Bannon clapped her hands in delight. "I want to go there, Kane. Can we go home with them for a while?"
"Oliver, would that be okay? I mean, you said we could go with you if our boat wasn't fixed. Could we just go with you anyway? You said you could take us back to Nassau when we needed to go."
"Yes, Dad, please let them come. I really like Bannon and it would be fun to take her around the island. She's really good at chess, too. She's way better than you. She beat me twice. I haven't lost a game since I was six, but she's really good."
"I would love to have you ladies. We don't have shopping malls or bars or tourists, but we have beautiful scenery, white beaches, blue water and I might even cook again. We could swim, fish if you like that, maybe water ski and ride the boats and I'll fly you back to Nassau whenever you need me to."
"Do you have an airplane, Oliver?" Kane asked him.
"No, but I have a helicopter," he said. "I used to have a plane, but I like to be able to land wherever I want to, not always at some airport. I'd take you to Nassau in the helicopter or we could leave a couple of days early and take the yacht. So you'll come?"
"Yes we'd love to come," Bannon jumped up and threw her arms around him. "Thank you Oliver."
"Actually, I'm the one that should be thanking you. Your visit will mean a lot to Ben and me.
to be continued...
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Oliver sent Ben with Kane and Bannon when they got to George Town. He gave him money and told him to buy fresh vegetables and any fresh herbs he might find. He took him aside and told him to buy clothes for the girls. He gave him a great deal of money and a credit card.
"They left all their stuff in Nassau, and if we want them to stay we need to get things for them. See if you can find out their sizes and don't let them know you're buying the stuff. Get one of the clerks to look them over and tell you what they will need. Have it delivered to the boat and put in your cabin so they won't know. Then when we get back out to sea they'll have to take them. It might embarrass them if we just try to buy things from them. I have the feeling that they don't have much money. If they see anything while you're shopping that they like but don't buy, you slip back and buy it for them. Have it delivered to the boat. You understand, son?"
Ben could hardly contain his excitement at the prospect. He left at once, walking between the girls and holding their hands. He looked back at Oliver and winked.
Oliver walked to the police station and asked the man at the desk where he might enquire about people looking for work. He was directed to a certain Mr. Cali who would be able to help him. It turned out that it would require a small fee but Cali would be able to find all the people he needed except for the estate manager.
"These people work very hard and they can do all the things you want, but they cannot manage other people, schedules or money. I am sorry, sir, but you need someone with an education for that, and I just don't have anyone like that available. Perhaps you might find someone in one of the larger cities. These people won't take orders from one of their own."
Oliver was disappointed, but after he met the people Cali brought in he was very satisfied. He realized that he wouldn't have room for all these people in the house and that living quarters would have to be constructed. Cali knew just the people to do such a project, and Oliver recognized some of the names of those who had worked on the restoration and modernization of the castle.
He arranged to take the Captain and mechanic along to sail The Nimbus and he was introduced to a slender young black woman named Monique, who, along with her 8-year-old daughter, Elizabeth, would cook and take care of the house. They would live in the house until their quarters were finished. Their wages seemed ridiculously cheap to Oliver, and he immediately gave them a 25 percent raise in his mind. He suspected that Cali was getting a cut of their wages and determined to put a stop to that immediately.
He took them down to The Nimbus and saw numerous packages being delivered. Ben was on the job. He left Captain Jimenez and the mechanic; a small Hispanic man named Perez, to familiarize themselves with The Nimbus and got the two women into their cabin. They were overawed by the vessel and worshipped Oliver immediately. Packages kept arriving, and soon Ben's cabin had large stacks of items inside, wrapped in brown paper with strings.
In an hour, he returned with the two girls and they started for home. Once Great Exuma disappeared over the horizon Ben could no longer contain his excitement. "Dad, can we tell them now?" He was like a kid at Christmas.
"Tell us what?" Bannon wanted to know.
He took their hands and led them down the winding staircase to the large seating area below. He made them sit on the large, circular white sofa and began carrying packages in and stacking them on the round coffee table in the center.
Oliver helped carry the packages and got Elizabeth to help as well. He introduced the shy little girl to Kane and Bannon.
"What are all these packages, Oliver?" Kane asked him.
"They're for you and Bannon," Ben told them excitedly. "I got them for you while we were shopping."
"I wondered where you kept disappearing to," she told him. "There are so many."
"Yeah, Dad told me that you had left all your clothes and things back in Nassau and that if you were going to stay with us you would need things. I really, really want you to stay so please let us give you these things."
Kane was very uncomfortable and reluctant, but Bannon jumped in right away and soon had piles of paper spread all around while she held things up to herself and Kane. "Look, Kane, here's that wrap around thing you liked. You said it was too expensive. And they got that necklace with the shark's teeth on it I wanted. They got us bathing suits and look at this really nice underwear."
"How on earth did you know our sizes?" Kane asked Ben.
"I got one of the girls to follow you around and look at the sizes of the things you looked at. She had to guess on some of the things. but I asked her to pick out all the things she thought you would need to stay with us for two weeks."
"That was very clever, Ben. I don't know what to say," Kane told him.
"It was Dad's idea, but I did it. I talked to that girl and paid her to help me."
"Thank you, Oliver. I can't believe you did this. You're the nicest guy I've ever met. Thank you, Ben." She bent down and kissed his cheek. "I was going crazy in these clothes. They're dirty and salty and I can't wait to get out of them."
She walked over to Oliver and hugged him. "Bannon, let's get a shower and put on some clean clothes. Would you guys mind helping us carry this stuff to our cabin?"
They made piles and carried them into the girl's cabin, and they hung some of them up and put the rest in drawers. Kane shooed them out and the girls showered. Oliver and Ben put the wrapping paper in the trash and Monique sent Elizabeth in to tell them dinner was ready.
She knocked on the girl's door and stuck in her head to tell them as well. In five minutes, Kane appeared wearing a little black dress. It had no shoulders and her tanned skin was flawless. She was barefoot and the effect was stunning. Bannon was equally beautiful in a pale yellow sarong and a yellow button up shirt with the tails tied up leaving her midriff bare. They ate outside on the deck with torches lit and planned the girls vacation.
Oliver offered Kane his arm when she told them goodnight and walked her to their cabin. She kissed his cheek and blushing a little, she and Bannon closed the door.
The girls were very excited when they arrived at Darby Island the next morning. They left the two crewmen aboard the Nimbus; they would be living aboard until their quarters were finished. Oliver got a golf cart out of a shed at the marina and they drove up an asphalt path for three miles and the castle came into view.
The girls squealed with excitement when they saw it. "Jesus, Oliver, you're such a liar," Kane punched his shoulder. "You said you didn't live in a castle."
"That's the servant's quarters," he laughed. "Wait till you see the palace. Seriously, though, I wanted it to be a surprise."
He pulled up in front of the door and dropped them off. He left them with Ben to look around and went back for Monique, Elizabeth and their things. The girls ran from room to room in excitement and Ben showed them where they would be staying. They each had their own huge bedroom and bath on the third floor, with curtained doorways leading to balconies with stairs winding down to the gardens. It was very warm outside, but the sea breeze, blowing through the curtains made the rooms very cool. Ben took Bannon away to show her his room and Kane wondered back down the stairs to the huge living room. She found the refrigerator in the kitchen and got a glass of cold water. She took it back to the living room and sat on the sofa. She kicked off her shoes, put her feet up on the sofa and leaned back and closed her eyes. She could hear the sounds of sea gulls and waves crashing on the rocks at the foot of the cliff. The cool breeze rustled the curtains and she heard the front door open. There was no sound for a moment and she opened her eyes. Oliver was getting a light throw out of a chest. She closed her eyes again and felt him put it over her. She felt his lips brush her forehead. He turned away with a sigh of contentment and went out to the golf cart. He carried their things up stairs and came back with Ben and Bannon. He held his fingers to his lips and pointed at Kane.
They quietly carried the things upstairs and put them away. Kane slept for 20 minutes. She stretched and drank the rest of her water. She got up and heard voices out back. She walked through the curtains and found them sitting on the patio looking over the garden.
"Oliver, I want to go to the beach," she told him.
The kids were instantly in favor of the idea and ran away to change clothes. Kane followed at a more leisurely pace and Oliver went and packed a cooler for the trip. He went and put on trunks and a t-shirt. Two white gold goddesses waited for him at the bottom of the stairs. Their deeply tanned skin contrasted with that light hair. He stopped when he saw them and nearly dropped the towels he was carrying.
Kane had on the red sarong she had admired and a red t-shirt with a tweety-bird on the front. Bannon had on a white tennis skirt and a bikini top. She was as cute as a button.
"I think Oliver likes us," she told Kane. Kane blushed and picked up the cooler. "Well, stop staring and take us to the beach," she told him.
He laughed and walked down the stairs. He gave Bannon the towels and took the cooler from Kane. They went outside and Ben was waiting in the golf cart.
"Do you think I could drive the cart?" Bannon asked.
"I don't see why not," Oliver told her. "Just pull up on that shifter there and push the accelerator."
She drove them back to the marina and along the beach to a secluded inlet with a large coral reef across the mouth. Oliver set up a large beach umbrella and Ben and Bannon claimed it and sat down with sodas. He put up another and he opened a beer and gave it to Kane. She lay back under the umbrella and sipped her beer. He sat beside her and took off his t-shirt. It was her turn to stare. The man was huge! He didn't have an ounce of fat anywhere on him. Muscles rippled under his skin and he was smooth. He had no body hair and his skin looked like it had been oiled and stretched over his muscles. His large veins stood out under his skin and she had never seen anyone who looked so fit. He put the guys at the gym where she worked out for volleyball to shame.
He glanced at her. "You're embarrassing me," he told her.
"I... I'm sorry," she stammered. "I just didn't expect someone that is professionally decadent to be so... swole. You have muscles on your muscles"
He laughed. "We decadent types have to keep ourselves in shape for our nights of debauchery. None of the nymphs are interested in old fat guys."
"How often do you work out?" she asked him.
"I lift weights four days a week for an hour and a half in the morning," he told her. "I run on the treadmill for half an hour every evening. If you're going to stare at me, it's only fair for you to take off that wrap."
She blushed furiously and looked away from him. "I won't stare anymore. I'll take it off when we swim."
He reached out and took her chin in his fingers. He turned her face back to him. "I was just kidding, Kane. You can look at me all you want to. I didn't mean to make it weird. It kind of makes me feel good; knowing that a hot girl like you doesn't think I'm ugly."
He dropped his hand and her heart fluttered a little. She hadn't noticed before but his eyes were a deep emerald green. He was a very good looking man. She wondered that she hadn't noticed before.
"If it will make you feel better I'll put my shirt back on," he told her.
She laughed. "No, I'm just being silly. I just didn't expect that you'd be so fit. You're right; I should take off this wrap and soak up some sun. Will you put sun block on me, Oliver?"
She handed him a bottle of sun screen, a little shocked at her own boldness.
She stood up and facing away from him she pulled her t-shirt off. The strings of a red bikini crossed her broad shoulders. She folded her shirt and he admired the play of her muscles under the brown skin. Her body narrowed quickly below her ribcage to a tiny waist, then flared again dramatically to the rounded shape of her hips. She unwrapped the sarong and his breath caught in his throat. A triangle of red cloth covered the cleft of her butt, leaving her mostly bare and the shape of her full firm cheeks under the thin material was the most incredibly sexy thing he had ever seen.
She turned to face him and her cheeks flamed as she saw the look on his face. She put one hand on her hip and posed for him. Her breasts were large and full, held high and firm on her muscular body. He could clearly see the shape of her erect nipples through the thin cloth, and she shook her head; making her long hair flair and swirl around her.
"You are the most beautiful woman I've ever seen," he told her.
"Thanks, Oliver," she said. "I try to keep in shape, just like you. Maybe we can work out together this week. I'm sure I don't lift as much as you, but I'll bet I can run you into the ground on that treadmill. Volleyball has a lot of cardio involved."
"I can imagine," he told her. "What I can't imagine is anyone being able to watch the game with you on the court."
She lay beside him. "Stop flattering me and rub some of that sun block on me. I'll do you and then we can lower that umbrella and soak up some sun."
He rubbed the sunscreen into her face, feeling the fine bones underneath. He oiled her neck and shoulders down to the top of her bikini. Her large breasts were hardly contained by the fabric and he ran his fingers just inside, making sure that she was covered in case her top slipped. He worked his way down her ribs and her firm belly, again running just under the edge of her bikini bottom. She shivered a little and goose bumps appeared. He massaged her firm thighs and the tops of her little feet.
She sighed and turned over so he could do her back. He repeated the process down to her bikini string and she reached around and untied it. He covered her legs, paying special attention to the insides of her thighs. She was squirming on the towel by the time he finished and he couldn't resist putting some oil onto his palms and slipping them under her bikini bottom, massaging each firm buttock.
She sat up a little on her elbows and turned to look at him. She smiled. "I think I'm covered there Oliver."
"I know, I just couldn't help myself" He grinned down at her and she laughed and lay back down. "Tie me up again," she said.
When he tied the bow, she sat up and pushed him down on his stomach. She sat astride his butt and worked the sun screen into his shoulders. She was amazed at the feel of the huge ropes of muscle under his skin and she probed and pushed firmly. She worked his back and legs and pulled at him to turn his over.
"How much do you weigh?" she asked him.
"Somewhere between 240 and 250," he told her. "Why do you ask?"
"I just knew you'd have to be pretty heavy with all those muscles."
She rubbed and massaged his pecks and traps, working the oil into his skin, down across ridged abdominal muscles and then skipped down and worked his legs. Her heart thudded in her chest as her hands slipped under the edges of his trunks and were drawn irresistibly upward.
Squeals and splashes from the water brought her head around swiftly and she saw Ben and Bannon swimming out into the lagoon. She stood and called to them. "Did you put on sunscreen?"
They called that they had, and Ben got out and ran to the cart for snorkeling masks and fins. Kane lowered the umbrella and watched the two little brown bodies bobbing around the lagoon.
She lay down against him, loving the feel of him against her. "You've got a wonderful boy, Oliver. He takes care of Bannon like she's his sister."
"She's pretty special, too. She's a lot like her big sister, except she doesn't embarrass as easily."
Kane laughed. "No, she's not shy at all. This is a beautiful place. I think I've died and gone to heaven. I never dreamed a place like this existed. The Bahamas were all shops and tourists. It was hard to find a place on the beach. This was exactly what I hoped they were."
"I'm glad you like it. You deserve it. Has anyone ever told you you're a great girl, Kane?"
"Thanks, I'm getting hot; you want to go for a swim?"
"Go ahead, I'm feeling too decadent to move."
She tickled him until he jumped up and chased her into the water. They swam and snorkeled and sun bathed until the sun began to set. They had eaten the sandwiches he had packed and the cooler was empty except for one bottle of water when they packed up and got back to the golf cart. They shared it on the ride home and when they arrived they saw that a construction crew had already arrived and were beginning to build five small houses about 200 yards down the drive from the castle.
"We need to name the castle," Bannon declared. "We just can't call it the castle."
"What would you suggest?" Oliver asked her.
"How about castle Brennan?" she said.
"No, there's already a castle Brennan in Ireland," Kane told her.
"Why don't we call it Baxter House?" Ben suggested. "Sir Baxter built in in 1939. Let's name it after him."
Bannon was delighted with the idea, and since Oliver and Kane had no opinion, it was christened Baxter House.
Monique had dinner nearly ready and they quickly showered and changed. After they ate, Oliver gave them the grand tour. When they finished he led them down a flight of stone stairs to a heavy vault door.
"I just want to show you this one more thing."
He punched in a code and took them inside. "The code is 5224521," he told them. I'll write it down for you."
A large room had been carved into the rock of the cliff and shelves full of canned and boxed food, cases of bottled water and clothes lined the walls. A door opened in the rock at one end and inside was were sets of bunk beds, with another door opening into a bathroom. The bedroom opened into three more rooms. What looked like dozens of guns, bows and knives lined the walls, and ammunition cases were stacked under the guns.
"Why do you have all these weapons?" Bannon asked.
"There aren't any police on this island," Ben told her. "There are a lot of pirates and criminals around these islands. If we are attacked, we come here and shut the door. We kill the power to the key pad and no one can get in here. We're safe here, and if they do manage to break in we can defend ourselves."
"That's very wise, Ben," Kane told him. "Many people in Northern Ireland have rooms like this from back when all the fighting was going on."
"The other room is a storage room," Oliver told them. "The fourth door leads to another door in the face of the cliff. We can get out that way by rappelling down the cliff if we need an escape route."
They went back upstairs and Ben and Bannon played chess while Oliver and Kane talked. They decided to go water skiing the next day and they all went to bed exhausted.
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The Jet Ski churned through the crystal clear water. Oliver kept it around 25 knots and half-turned to watch Kane weaving back and forth across the wake. Ben towed Bannon just ahead and a little farther out. The girls had never skied before and discovered they loved it. Bannon popped up out of the water easily and on her third try she had it mastered. It took Kane a little longer. The physics were a little more difficult because she was bigger, but she was persistent and strong and once she learned to lean back and let him snap her up out of the water, she was up and flying.
They skied until they were exhausted, relaxed on the beach and ate lunch. They played in the water for a while and Oliver tied on tubes and they rode the tubes out in the surf, bouncing and shrieking across the chop.
They went shark fishing, hiked over the island, took the flats boat to an exposed sand island and spent the day and rode ATV's around the island.
They took The Nimbus out and spent two days and nights at sea. The time passed when they could have taken The Nimbus back to Nassau, and the girls wanted to stay on the island for the two more days.
The day they had to leave, Kane got up and took a shower. She put on a white fluffy robe and walked downstairs. She got some fruit Monique had cut up and put out and a cup of coffee and went looking for Oliver.
She found him at his desk in the library, typing away at his computer. He was very involved and didn't notice her until she came up behind his chair and set her coffee on his desk. She wrapped her free arm around his neck and looked over his shoulder, munching a piece of apple with her head against his.
"Whacha' writing?" she asked him.
"It's my latest book," he told her. "I'm about halfway through, and I've got my hero's into a jam. I'm trying to get them out of it."
"What's the name of it?"
He showed her the first page and she read "Working Title," at the top of the page. She laughed.
"What's it about?"
"It's about this wonderful guy that meets a very beautiful girl. Just as they're starting to get acquainted she flies away and leaves him. He spends the rest of the book with a broken heart and dies horribly in the end."
She stood up and threw back her head laughing. She spun his chair around to face her. She pushed his legs apart, sat on his knee and pulled his head against her.
"I don't want to go, Oliver. I just have to get back. I'm not professionally decadent like you. I have to get a job and start a career so I can take care of myself and Bannon. This has been like a dream and I don't want to wake up, but the sad truth is that I live in Belfast and I can't stay here. Maybe we can come back some day."
"I'll buy you both a ticket any time you're free," he told her. "Do you know, Kane, I can give you a job."
"What do you mean? What kind of job?"
"Well, you know I need an estate manager. I'm going to have to try and find one when we go to Nassau. You could do that. I've been thinking about this. You're smart and organized and all my people respect you. If that's not enough, I'll be finished with this book in a month. If you want to be my literary agent, I'll give you that job, too. My contract expired two years ago with my publisher. I've got two proposals for movie deals that I haven't touched. If you take the standard agent's fee that's quite a lot of money. I'll get an eight to ten million dollar advance. After that, once it sells more than about 600 thousand copies I'll get up to about 20 percent in royalties. If you were to negotiate the upper limits of that and take 15 percent for your fee, that's 150 thousand dollars from the advance alone."
Kane was shocked. This was something she hadn't expected. The thought of making 150 thousand dollars made her heart skip a beat.
"Don't you already have an agent?"
"Yes, but I don't have a contract. I'll fire her and hire you."
"I don't know anything about negotiating a book deal."
"So learn, you've got as long as you want. I don't need to sell this book. I'll wait till you're up to speed. I won't be finished for at least a month."
"I don't even know who to talk to. They won't take me seriously because I'm not an agent."
"Who says you're not an agent? Do you think agents just get a degree in being agents? If you say you're an agent and you have this book to sell, you're an agent. Do you really think that if you show up on the doorstep of any publisher in the world and tell them that you have the first book of a new trilogy by Oliver Brennan for sale that they'll tell you to get lost?"
"Why wouldn't they? I'm nobody from nowhere."
"I don't think you really know who I am, Kane. Trust me, if you pick up the phone right now and call any publishing house in the world and tell them you have half of a new book by Oliver Brennan, they'll send a private jet for you, fly you to their office and put you up at the best hotel in the city."
"Are you really that good?"
"No, but when I'm on my game I'm pretty good, and I know how to write books that will sell. I've had 20 consecutive best sellers. I'm no Hemmingway, but I'm big. Trust me; you won't have any trouble selling this book."
"How much will you pay me to be your manager?"
"I think the title would be executive assistant. I'll tell you what; you take care of me and I'll take care of you. I hate taking care of details. I can do it and I can show you how, but I don't like talking on the phone, I don't like doing deals and I don't like managing my money. You take care of all that and I'll match what you make on the book deals."
"Jesus Oliver, that's 300 thousand dollars."
"Yes, but that's not all, if you negotiate those movie deals you can probably double that. I'm worth more than 400 million dollars, Kane. I have real estate all over the world and my money makes money. I may not seem like that to you because you see me living simply here with my son. That's because I'm a simple man. I sold my first book when I was about your age and I really never liked all the attention that came with it. Ben's mother never liked it either, but she did all the stuff for me that I would give to you to do. We wanted Ben to grow up without being a celebrity's kid."
Kane was overwhelmed. Her mind was spinning and she didn't know what to say.
"Well, I don't know what to do. Do you know why I came down here Oliver?"
"No, I thought you just got up and were keeping me company."
"I did, and I am, but I thought this was going to be our last day here and I didn't know if I'd ever see you again. I came down here to seduce you Oliver. I'm not going to do that, anymore."
"I take it all back," he told her. "You're leaving today and this may be the last time you ever see me."
She laughed and hugged his head to her. "The reason I'm not going to do it is that you just totally destroyed the mood. Damn it, Oliver. I had this all planned out and you've ruined it, but maybe there's something else now."
She stood up and held his head between her hands and kissed him. "Let me go get dressed and think for a minute. This is not how I had my life planned."
She took her cup and went upstairs to Bannon's room. She woke her little sister up and lay beside her, hugging her slender form to her breast.
"Kane, is something wrong?"
"No honey, well, maybe. How would you like to live here, Bannon?"
"I would love it, but how could we do that? Can we? I have to tell you, Kane, I really like Ben. I think I would like to be his girlfriend. I think he likes me, too, but I never dreamed, I mean, what in the world are you talking about?"
She began to cry. "It isn't nice to make me think about staying when you know very well we can't."
Kane began to cry as well. "I'm so sorry, Sis. I wasn't just getting your hopes up; I was asking you a serious question. I know how you feel about Ben. I feel the same way about Oliver. The thing is, he offered me a job. If I take it we will live here and I'll work for him. I don't know how that will change how I feel about him. It's a big decision, honey. I'm scared and I needed to hold you and talk to you about it. You're all I've got."
"Will you make lots of money?"
"Obscene amounts of money. More money in one year than Dad made his whole life."
"So what's not to like? We live in the coolest house I've ever seen, on the coolest island in the world with the coolest boy I've ever met; we live with someone you want for a boyfriend and we have lots of money. You're being silly, Kane."
"I know, but I just need to think about it. What if I do want Oliver to be my boyfriend? Will it be weird if I work for him? If we come here, I won't be doing what I went to college to do. If he fires me or I quit, will I still be able to get a job doing something I'm actually qualified to do?"
"Let's go talk to him," Bannon said. "Maybe he can answer some of those questions."
She got out of bed and led Kane back downstairs. She went into the kitchen and told Monique what she wanted for breakfast, got a glass of orange juice and led Kane into the library. Oliver was sitting with his head in his hands. He looked up when they came in and Bannon went to him and leaned against his back with her arms encircling him.
"Oliver, we need to talk," she told him.
"I know. Kane, I've messed things up and I'm very sorry. I combined two things that have nothing to do with each other and made it awkward. I didn't want you to go. I should have just kept my mouth shut. I hate the thought of you two leaving."
"We don't want to go, either," she told him. "The thing about holidays is that they come to an end."
"Yes, but I've never had anything like you two happen to me on vacation. If you go to Disney you realize that you have to leave. You can't live at an amusement park. You wouldn't even want to live there. It would be a small world pretty quickly. I've never been in this situation before. Ben and I have only lived here a month and I started thinking about the house and the island after you leave. I started thinking I don't know how I'll ever be satisfied being here by ourselves."
"That's very sweet Oliver," Bannon told him. "I don't want to go back to Belfast. I'll think of something I want to tell Ben, or you, and I'll turn and you won't be there. That makes me sad. What's the other thing you mixed in?"
"Well, I offered Kane a job. I was trying to think of a way for you to stay, and I knew she was looking for a job and I was looking for someone to do a job. I offered it to her. I know it seems like I was trying to bribe her to stay, but I really didn't mean it that way. I didn't mean it like that, Kane."
"Well it made me feel all confused. I really like you, and I was sad like Bannon about leaving, but I was going to make a sweet memory with you. Then all of a sudden this other thing came up. It sounds like you're trying to get us to stay by offering me a job I'm not qualified for."
"That's not the way I meant it, and I apologize for being an idiot. I want you to stay because it makes me happy for you to be here. It makes Ben happy for you to be here. That's it. I want you to stay, but I know you can't stay and just put the rest of your life on hold. So, I want you to stay, and there's a job available on this island for you if you want to stay. There's no strings attached. I'll still give you the job if you don't stay. How does that sound? Don't tell me you aren't qualified. You're smart and practical. You just graduated from college. You were an Olympic Volleyball player. That shows dedication and commitment. All you have to do is be prepared. You walk in there and they see you and they hear you and you know your stuff and you'll knock them dead.
She tried to interrupt, but Oliver waved her objections off. "I have lawyers who will tell you everything you need to know. You'll be qualified. I wasn't qualified when I wrote my first book. You learn the job by doing it. So, here's what I think you should do. I think you should get on the plane and go back to Belfast. I'll send my legal team to you and you meet with them. Then you decide whether you want the job or not and let me know. If you decide to take it, then you can come back here, or you can do it from Belfast. I'll buy two open ended tickets to Nassau that you can use any time you get a chance. If you don't take the job maybe you could use it to come back on whatever holiday they have in Northern Ireland. You're welcome any time."
"Kane, I think that's perfect," Bannon told her.
She nodded. "I think so, too. Thanks, Oliver."
"There's one more thing." He picked Bannon up and stood. He squeezed her so hard that she gasped and kissed her cheeks over and over. "I love you, Bannon, and I want you in my life whenever you get a chance to visit us."
He put her down, walked toward Kane and she backed away until her back was against the wall. He reached behind her, pulled her firmly against his body and kissed her fiercely. She stiffened a little, and then as his lips worked against hers, she melted into his embrace. The kiss went on and on, and she was gasping when he finally pulled away. He kept holding her and looked into her eyes. "If you don't come back soon I'm coming to Belfast to find you. I'm not letting you get away without finishing what you came down here this morning to do."
She blushed deeply and kissed him again. Bannon cleared her throat and Oliver opened their embrace and pulled her in.
She pulled him down and whispered in his ear. "I love you, too, Oliver, and I think you did the right thing kissing Kane. She really, really likes you."
"Thanks, Bannon; keep reminding her," he whispered back.
"What are you two conspiring about?" Kane asked. "I'm right here, you know."
They packed their bags. Oliver thought it was a good sign that they left most of their new clothes behind. They got Ben up, drove down to the helicopter hanger and Oliver used the golf cart to tow the chopper out.
They got in, he fired the big turbines up and the bird whirred to life. The thumping air grew louder and Oliver eased the big bird off the ground. Neither girl had ever ridden in a helicopter before, and they clutched the armrests tightly. Oliver cruised at about 200 yards off the water and in a couple of hours they landed at the same airport from which the girls were flying.
They stood in line with them until they were checked through the metal detector. Oliver and Ben hugged the girls, kissed them goodbye and they boarded the plane. They went back to the chopper and flew home.
"I'm going to miss them," Ben told his father.
*****
Kane took two months to make up her mind. She had been offered a job with the men's soccer team as an athletic trainer. She learned that it paid 69 thousand dollars a year. She met with Oliver's legal team and spent two weeks going over what to look for in a book contract. She learned what would be required of her as a fiduciary in managing his investment portfolio. She decided that she could handle the job and called Oliver.
"Do you still want me?" was her first question. Finding that he did, that he had finished the first book and was ready for her to offer it to a publisher made up her mind.
"Oliver, I don't want this to get in the way of our friendship," she told him. "If you don't feel like we can have the same relationship we had before, I won't do it. I want to be your friend, not your employee."
"My wife did these same things for me. It never came between us. I trust you Kane. I know you'll make mistakes, but that doesn't bother me. If I only had 100 dollars, it might be different. I only offered you the job because I wanted you here with us and I knew you couldn't be here without a job. I think you can do it or I wouldn't have offered it to you. I'll never ask you about it unless there's something I think you need help with. You do the job, we get to have you here because you are our friends and life will be good. You don't know how much we've missed you. The house seems empty without you and Bannon here. I don't know how I can explain it any better. We want you here. I think we've got the beginning of something special. I don't want you to take the job if it messes that up. Will you at least give it a try?"
"I want to do it," she told him. "We'll fly out next week and let's just see how it goes, okay?"
"I couldn't think of anything better," he told her. "We'll be waiting at Nassau when you get here."
He was as good as his word. When Kane and Bannon touched down in Nassau, a man was standing in the airport holding a sign with their names on it. He collected their bags and drove them to the port where The Nimbus was waiting.
Ben was standing on deck looking for them when they arrived, and he shouted for Oliver when he saw the car pull up. Oliver came running, they ran to the dock and helped the girls carry their bags. They got them stowed away and The Nimbus put out to sea.
The girls changed into clothes more suited to being on a boat, they met on the back deck and began to catch up on what was going on.
Kane and Bannon were wearing white shorts and bikini tops and Ben had brought sodas for himself and Bannon, and beer for Oliver and Kane.
They reclined on the big cushions and Oliver pulled Kane down beside him, pulling her close. She snuggled her cheek against his chest and draped her legs over his. She sighed.
"I've missed this," she told him. "I think I was born to be a boat girl. Can we just live on this boat?"
He laughed. "I suppose we can. How long do you want to stay?"
"I think for the rest of my life. But really, how long can we just cruise around?"
"We can go more than 3000 miles," he told her, "then we have to refuel. We can stay as long as you want. We could take a cruise if you want to. We could just stop at all the islands and pretend we're on a cruise ship. Do you want to do that?"
"I think I do. Can I work from here?"
"What kind of work do you need to do?"
"Well, if I'm going to sell your book, I need to make some calls, maybe see some people face to face, and talk to the legal team from time to time."
"Then you can do that. We have satellite phones, you can set up any meetings you need, fly the people to whatever island you choose and meet with them there."
"Who do you want to sell the book to?" she asked him.
"The big companies are Simon and Schuster, HarperCollins, Penguin Random House and Hachette Livre. I recommend against that last one. They have some sort of problem with Amazon and it's complicated. Any of the others will do unless you want to take some small company and help them make a splash."
"No, I'm happy with one of those. Do you know who I need to talk to?"
Oliver knew all the major players and he promised to give her names and numbers when she was ready.
"So, tell me what's been going on with Darby Island," she asked.
"Well, we've got the housing done for the people who work for us," he told her. "They've all moved in and the house seems a little empty. You and Bannon will live with us if you want to, in Baxter House."
"That's what we planned unless you want to get rid of us," she teased.
"It will be tight quarters, but we'll manage," he laughed. "I set up an office for you in the library with me. We won't worry about if for a few weeks if we're going island hopping. Say, Kane, do you mind if I kiss you?"
"I don't recall you asking before," she told him. "I was waiting for you to just push me up against a wall."
"No walls handy," he told her. "I'll just have to make do."
He tilted her chin up with one hand and claimed her lips. Bannon squealed when she noticed.



"Look what they're doing, Ben. I knew it. They couldn't wait to kiss."
"Now you stop that and look somewhere else," her sister told her. "Can't a girl have a kiss without you embarrassing her?"
Bannon laughed. "I might kiss Ben, too, and you can't look either then."
Ben flushed beet red, but he liked the idea of kissing Bannon. He took her hand and led her forward so that they would be out of sight. He wasn't sure how he felt about his Dad watching him kiss a girl.
They spent two weeks island hopping. They played in the ocean, shopped at the stores, took in the local entertainments and caught up on all the tourist things that Kane and Bannon hadn't done on Darby Island during their last vacation. They spent hours a day soaking in the sun, lying naked on the back deck and the boys were forbidden to come aft of the main cabin. Their tans deepened into deepwater proportions and their hair became even lighter. The contrast of the deeply tanned skin, nearly white hair and flashing white teeth was stunning. They turned heads at every port and they enjoyed the attention.
Kane met with representatives from the three publishers she had contacted at Phillipsburg on St. Martin. Her legal team accompanied her, and she had asked Oliver to go, but he refused to get involved.
"You're my agent and you need to get your feet wet," he told her. "You'll be fine. You have the manuscript, you've got your legal team and I know the first agent you're meeting with. She won't stand a chance against you. Believe me, wear something sexy and she won't be able to take her eyes off of you. I don't know the other two, but they're men. They'll be hitting on you before the deal is over. You just tell them you're already in a relationship."
"Am I in a relationship, Oliver?"
"I'm going slowly with you, Kane. I haven't pushed things along but I want to be in a relationship with you. I hope this is a relationship."
She kissed him. "I'm just teasing you, Oliver. Of course we're in a relationship. I'm thankful that you're going slowly. I've been kind of confused with the whole job/boyfriend thing. I thought it might be awkward, but it isn't. Push me a little, okay?"
"Those are the words I've been waiting to hear," he pulled her close and stroked her back. She had on her usual bikini top, and her bare skin felt like warm silk. She eagerly pushed herself against him and ran her hand up over his chest under his shirt. She traced his pectoral muscle in a line to one nipple and pinched it gently.
"That's what I'm talking about," she murmured against his lips. "Now let me go so I can get dressed."
He slid his hand down her back and just under the waistband of her shorts, running his fingers across the tops of two smooth swells and she shuddered and pulled away.
"Walk me to my cabin?" she asked.
He put his arm over her shoulders, they walked inside the cabin and found Bannon and Ben playing their eternal game of chess.
"Did you kiss her yet, son?" he asked Ben.
The boy blushed furiously and looked at Bannon. She shook her head and he looked at his father.
"A gentleman never tells," he said.
Oliver and Kane laughed. "That means he has," Kane told him. "Way to go, tiger."
Ben enjoyed being called tiger, and he felt like one. This beautiful vision had let him kiss her and he couldn't get enough.
Kane showered and changed. When she emerged, she was dressed in a long dark blue dress, cut high up one leg and with one bare shoulder. Her hair was swept up and she posed for them. One leg was forward and the toned brown thigh was exposed. "How do I look?"
"I think you look gorgeous," Ben told her. "They don't stand a chance."
"You're more beautiful than I've ever seen you," Bannon said. "You look like a princess."
"You'll be wonderful and you look wonderful," Oliver told her. "Get your case. There's a car waiting for you on the dock. I'll walk you out. The car will stay and when you finish, call me and we'll go to a nice restaurant and celebrate. How does that sound?"
Everyone loved the idea and he took her arm and walked her down the gangway to the car. He kissed her, she got in and they drove away.
The negotiation was not as difficult as she feared. She was well prepared and her legal team handled the details. She discovered that the publishers were very surprised that she was handling Oliver's book. Apparently, he had used two large agency firms in the past and they had not expected someone so young. Oliver was right about her charming the agents, and the two men did ask her if she had an evening free. When she told them she was staying on Oliver's boat and they were leaving in the morning, their disappointment was visible.
She took what she thought was the best deal, and her legal team agreed. She got the royalty agreement up to 30 percent by playing them against one another, and got the highest advance Oliver had ever received. She signed a contract for the other two books in the trilogy and refused to set a deadline. The publisher pushed hard for that, but she was firm that Oliver would not accept a deadline. The whole negotiation took five hours, and she was feeling the stress when she called Oliver.
She got in the car and they picked up the others at The Nimbus. They had all dressed for the occasion. Oliver and Ben wore charcoal tropical flannels and they had taken Bannon shopping and she had bought a deep ruby dress that was long and backless. Kane realized that her little sister was a beautiful woman. Her breasts swelled beautifully and their sibling relationship was apparent. Her hips had flared dramatically in the last five years and she was a vision in red.
They ate and then went dancing. There were hundreds of outdoor parties going on, and they joined one and stayed until the wee hours of the morning, celebrating Kane's deal.
They slept until noon the next day and The Nimbus was underway when they woke up. They were ready to go home, and by the time they got to Darby Island they were ready to go ashore.
Their legs felt a little weird after so long at sea, but they soon became accustomed to being on land again and they spent the next few hours getting the girls unpacked and settled in. Several large crates of their things had been delivered from Belfast, and they spent the rest of the day getting their rooms like they wanted them. Kane loved her new space in the library.
"This is going to be so cool working here with you," she told Oliver. "I love my desk, but I don't know about that Apple computer. I've never used one before."
"It's kind of the standard among us hipster types," he told her. "I need machines that I can depend on to do what I tell them to do without crashing all the time or doing things I don't like on their own. You'll get used to it."
They went to bed early and the next morning they all lifted weights together in the gym. The girls thought Oliver was unbelievably strong, and Ben was also lifting very heavy weights.
The girls did lots of repetitions of small weights and after a shower, they decided to go for a picnic in the trees. They found a grassy glade and spread their things out on two quilts on the grass. Bannon and Ben wandered off for a while exploring and found a small cave. They didn't have any lights, so they walked back to the house and got three flashlights. By the time they got back, it was lunch time and they decided to go swimming after lunch.
The two boys went ahead and Kane walked with Bannon. The two girls held hands and swung their arms while they walked.
"Hey Bannon," Kane said. "Remember when we were in St. Martin and we heard those four people talking about the nude beaches on the French side?"
"Yes, I remember. Why do you ask?"
"What would you think about making our own nude beach here?"
"I'd be embarrassed, Kane. Jesus, I can't believe you're asking me that."
"No one would see us but Oliver and Ben. Wouldn't you like to see Ben naked?"
"Well, yes, but I'm not so sure about him seeing me naked. Oliver, either, for that matter. What if they think I'm ugly?"
"They won't. No one would. You're a very beautiful girl, baby. You are going to be way more beautiful than me. Any man that thinks you're ugly is insane. So what do you think? Let's shock them."
Bannon's eyes were sparkling with excitement. "Okay, Sis, let's do it. But you have to go first. They'll look at you and I won't feel so embarrassed."
"No way, we'll both do it together. Believe me, they'll love it."
When they arrived at the beach ten minutes later, they were hot and sweaty. Ben and Oliver were already in the water, swimming lazily in the lagoon and they watched the girls walk down the beach.
They stopped to take of their shorts and t-shirts and hung them on a bush. They walked together to the edge of the water. "Are you ready?" Kane asked.
"No, but let's do it anyway."
They reached behind their backs, untied the strings of their tops and let them drop to the sand. Ben and Oliver stood in chest deep water and their jaws dropped. The girls untied the strings of one another's bottoms and they were beautifully and gloriously naked.
Their breasts bounced as they ran shrieking into the water and covered themselves in the gentle swells. Oliver and Ben quickly swam over and Kane shooed them away.
"There are no clothes allowed in this end of the lagoon," she told them. "If you're going to swim over here you have to be naked."
Oliver looked at Ben and they both swam quickly to the shallow water and threw their trunks on the beach. They swam back to the girls and each took a sleek brown body into their arms.
Bannon kissed Ben for a moment, then splashed him and swam away. They moved down the beach playing in the water and Kane molded herself to Oliver.
He lifted her body out of the water until her big brown breasts were floating on the surface. He gazed down at them in awe. Her nipples and areole were a light brown, almost the same color as her skin. She had large areole and small nipples, forming a small cone shape on the tip of each breast.
"You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen," he told her. "Those are the sweetest breasts on earth. You're perfect, Kane. I can't believe some man hasn't swept you off your feet and married you."
She blushed. "I haven't had time for a man to sweep me off my feet. I've never shown my boobs to another man besides you, Oliver. There's always been Bannon to take care of, and with working and going to school and playing volleyball, I just never had time for boys."
"Well, I can't believe they never had time for you."
"No, they did, but after while they just quit trying. I always said no when they asked me out, and I guess they just gave up. I was never interested in a man until I met you, Oliver. I could never afford to be interested in them. I had Bannon, and that was enough. I always dreamed about being with a man, but that was all for the future. You did that for me. I don't have to worry about her anymore. She loves Ben and she loves you, and I can let my guard down. I'm very much looking forward to that."
"Did you girls plan this? Tell me it wasn't Bannon's idea."
"No, it was my idea. Wasn't it a good one? This is our own private nude beach. I guess this is me pushing you a little. Are you mad?"
"Good God, no," he raised her up a little higher and captured one firm little cone with his lips. He stretched it and flicked the hard little nipple with his tongue. She moaned and shuddered in his arms and he was surprised at the strength of her reaction. She pulled his head into her breast and continued to shake as she writhed in his arms. As her shudders died she pushed his head away.
"My God, Oliver, I've never felt anything like that," she gasped. "You're driving me wild."
"I like wild," he told her.
He carried her toward the beach until they were standing in knee deep water
"Stay right there," he told her.
He stepped back and feasted his eyes on her beauty. The large breasts stood proudly and her waist was tiny, flaring into rounded hips. The fine hair between her legs was white against the tanned thighs and her legs were long and muscular.
Her eyes were drawn down over the ridges of his abdomen and she caught her breath as she saw his excitement.
"Jesus, Oliver, you'll kill me with that thing," she said. "There's no way this is going to work." She panicked a little at his size and crossed her hands over her little patch.
He laughed. "I'll bet that's what you say to all the guys, Relax, Kane, I'm not going to ravish you here on the beach."
He walked back close to her and picked her up in his arms easily. He carried her up the beach to a patch of soft grass and laid her down. He moved his lips to her other breast and captured it in his hand while he nuzzled at the firm mound. Again she gasped as she shuddered beneath him. He worked his way down across her stomach and put his tongue into her navel. Her stomach sank away as she caught her breath and he kissed his way down between her thighs. She tangled her fingers in his hair and clutched his head to her. When he reached her center she gasped and moaned, arching her back and then bridging up as she cried out in completion. She continued to cry out until she tugged urgently at his hair.
"No more, Oliver. I can't stand anymore."
He kissed his way back up her marvelous body and she locked her lips to him and rolled over on top of him. She made her own journey of discovery and when her lips closed over him he drowned in the moist heat. His release was explosive and his groan of pleasure matched hers.
She returned to his lips and lay with her cheek on his chest and one arm and leg across him, pressing her curls against his thigh and one big breast pressed flat against his ribs.
"Oh my God," she breathed. "That was the most incredibly awesome thing I've ever done." She looked up at his face, her brilliant blue eyes heavy lidded with languor. "Thank you Oliver. That was exactly what I wanted to do with you. Later, I'll want to do more, but this is enough for now."
"It was incredible," he sighed. "You make me very happy. Are you happy, Kane?"
"Mmhmm," she nodded. "I think I'll nap for a minute. Do you mind?"
"Not at all. I never want to be anywhere else."
He reached down and ran his hand over her butt. "I didn't get to play with this though. Do you mind if I do it now while you nap?"
She wiggled it provocatively. "Please do. I love it. What do you think Ben and Bannon are doing?"
"Probably something similar. I don't think they'll get so far. They're both pretty young but I expect they'll play around and explore a bit. I'm not worried about them, are you?"
"No, I think they're fine. They're both so smart and grown up. They're going to be a lot smarter than us, Oliver. They know exactly what they're doing all the time. Bannon has had her life planned out exactly for years and she would never do anything that's not in the plan. I suspect it's the same with Ben. Stop talking to me now, I'm sleepy."
He stroked and caressed her as she drifted off, his hands drawn again and again to the two cheeks of her incredible butt and to the big brown breast against his chest. He drifted off with his fingers buried in one silky mound.
Bannon and Ben had played around a bit. She allowed him to play with her breasts and she had taken a tentative stroke of two of her own, but the lure of the cave drew them and they went back for their clothes. They saw Oliver and Kane asleep on the grass and giggled as they got dressed.
"Do you think they did it?" she asked him.
"Maybe," he said. "I expect they will soon if they didn't. They look pretty worn out. Let's get our lights and see what's inside the cave."
"You don't think there will be animals or snakes inside?"
"There are no snakes on this island and no dangerous animals except the iguanas. I don't think they would live in the cave. They like the tall grass and the beach and I think it would be colder in the cave than they'd like."
"I'd like to see one of them," she told him.
"We'll go find some tomorrow. Maybe after that we could come back here and swim some more," he eyed her disappearing form with disapproval.
"We don't have to be here for you to see me naked," she told him. "Any time you want you can come to my room."
"Really? I mean, that's great, Bannon. I'll probably come every day. You're the hottest girl I've ever seen."
She laughed. "You're not so bad yourself, Ben. If you don't come I'll probably come to your room."
They held hands and walked up the trail to the picnic spot and picked up their flashlights. The entrance to the cave was covered with vines, some of them years old and it took them a while to clear them away enough to enter. They turned on the lights and looked around. They were in a small room with formations shining on the walls where the water dripped and ran down forming a small pool in the center of the room. It looked as if someone had built a fire at some point near the pool, and two passages opened off the room to the left.
They poked around for a while and Bannon found the remains of a leather strap of some sort with a buckle on it. The buckle appeared to be silver, and it had writing on it. They couldn't make out the letters without cleaning it up, and Bannon gave it to Ben to put in his pocket.
They took the first passage on the left and it soon came to a dead end. They retraced their steps and tried the other passage. The roof of the passage sloped down and they had to crouch and then crawl to get through. Bannon disliked the feel of the wet clay of the floor on her knees and was ready to turn back. Ben persuaded her to go just a little further and almost immediately the passage opened into a huge room. Someone had piled rocks into a large mound on one side of the room and there had been several fires built in the center. They pulled a few rocks off the pile and Bannon caught a glimpse of something metal under the rocks.
They removed rocks more energetically and soon uncovered a small wooden chest bound with iron straps. The straps were rusted and the wood wasn't in very good shape either. There were no obvious holes in the wood and it survived them dragging it out to the center of the room.
"I wonder what's inside." Ben said.
"I don't know, do you want to open it?"
"Yes, I think so. Do you think we ought to get Dad and Kane?"
"Let's see what it is first."
The hinges broke when they lifted the lid and there was a book wrapped in canvas inside. They lifted the book out and saw another small canvas wrapped bundle under the book. They took both the items and crawled back through the passage and took them outside. Oliver and Kane were lying on a blanket when they emerged and they ran across to show them their treasures. They examined the buckle and decided that with a little soap and water they might be able to make out the markings. The book was a mystery. Oliver was reluctant to do much with it because it was so old and fragile. They wrapped it back up and looked inside the second canvas wrapping. It contained a small statue, very old and intricately carved. It appeared to be of a goat-like man with wings. The goat on the frontispiece had a pentagram on its forehead, with one point at the top, a symbol of light, his two hands forming a sign. One pointed up to a white moon, the other pointing down to a black one. One arm appeared to be female, the other male There was a flame shining between his horns. A rod stood where genitals should have been, the body covered with scales, and there was a semi-circle above it that appeared covered with feathers and it also had two breasts. It was covered with very small writing that appeared to be some unknown language.
"What do you think it is?" Bannon asked.
"I have no idea," Oliver turned it over in his hands. "It looks like a small idol of some kind. From where or how old it is, I have no idea."



"Maybe the book tells what it is," Kane gingerly opened it up a little and looked inside. "I don't know what this language is."
The others peeked at the writing. "It's one of the romance languages, I'm pretty sure," Oliver said. "Some of the words are common with Spanish. It may be Italian or Portuguese, but I can't read enough of it to know what it's about. Maybe we could find someone to take a look."
"If we were at the University I could find someone," Kane said. "I have no idea where to find someone that knows antiquities in the Caribbean."
"I know the head of the English department at the University of the Virgin Islands. I'll give him a call and see if he can recommend someone."
They were all very excited about the find and speculation ran rife about the possible origins of the artifacts. There was no way to get any information until after the weekend, so they just concentrated on cleaning up the buckle to see if they could identify any of the symbols.
Ben found an old toothbrush and they soaked the buckle for a while and then scrubbed it with the toothbrush. Oliver brought a large magnifying glass into the library and turned a bright reading lamp on the buckle.
The writing was very faint but as best as they could make out it seemed to be a man's name: Rodrigo de Jerez. Kane searched the name on her computer. She clicked the first link and made a startling discovery.
"It says that Rodrigo de Jerez was a crewman on the Nina."
"You mean Christopher Columbus' ship, the Nina?"
"Yes, it says that he was a translator, and he could speak several languages. Do you think Christopher Columbus actually came here?"
"I have no idea. I know he discovered the Exuma Islands, but I don't know whether or not he actually landed. Jesus, what a find it would be if this is actually from his first voyage. Even from the second voyage. But what is this statue, and I wonder what the book is about?"
"I guess we'll just have to wait for Monday to find out."
Bannon and Ben spent most of the weekend on their computers trying to discover what islands Columbus actually landed on, but if the information was available it wasn't on the internet.
They did discover some information about the statue. According to historians, it was a statue of Baphomet. Their research showed that a Templar called "the Lord of Sidon" was in love with a young woman named Yse, who died suddenly. On the night of her burial, he dug up her body and copulated with it. Nine months later a voice "from the Void" told him to go back to the grave, where he would find his son. There he discovered a head resting on a pair of leg bones. The voice told him that if he was careful to guard the head, it would be "the giver of all things." He took it with him and for the rest of his days it protected him.
After his death, the order of the Templars gained control of the head and fashioned it into a statue. It was said to have the ability to grant riches, make trees bloom, make crops germinate and heal wounds. When Philippe, IV of France, persuaded Pope Clement V to outlaw the order, they were rounded up on Friday, October 13, 1307 and imprisoned. Despite the king's attempt to keep the order secret, the Templar's still seemed to have received some sort of warning, for the vast majority of their wealth, along with whatever holy relics they possessed, had already been spirited away into trusted hands far from the king's reach.
The order's Grand Master, Jacques de Molay, had just had all of the order's books burnt for no apparent reason. He was imprisoned, and eventually slow-roasted to death in an open fire in a public square. He had called on Philippe and Clement IV to join him in less than a year. Clement died of dysentery in less than a month, and Philippe died of unknown causes eight months later.
The whereabouts of the holy relics were unknown. The case for the head had been found in the Paris preceptory, but the head was missing.
"Do you suppose this could be the actual statue they're talking about?" Bannon asked Ben.
"I guess it might be, but what would any of this have to do with Christopher Columbus?" he wondered.
They researched further and discovered that Columbus was connected with the Knights Templar. He was married to a daughter of a former Grand Master of the Knights of Christ, a Portuguese order that had grown up after the Templars had been driven underground. It also seemed significant to them that Columbus navigated ships whose sails carried the distinctive red cross 'patte' of the Templars and there were reports that he navigated with maps provided by his father-in-law.
"Do you suppose it's possible that Columbus actually came here with some of the relics of the Templars and put them in our cave?" Bannon asked.
"I don't know, I guess we'll have to wait until we find out what the book says," Ben said.
Sunday passed very slowly for the younger duo, and Kane and Oliver were impatient as well. On Monday morning, Oliver called his friend at the University and got the name of a Dr. Adams, who was an expert in the history of the colonial period. Dr. Adams agreed to meet with them, and they carefully wrapped their items in bubble wrap and packed them in a small suitcase filled with newspaper.
They boarded the helicopter and buckled in. They flew to Exuma and caught a flight to Charlotte Amalie, on St. Thomas. They rented a car and checked into a hotel, then drove to the University.
Dr. Adams was a portly spectacled gentleman with an English accent, and he bristled with vitality. He ushered them into his office and he became very excited when they showed him the buckle. He got out a magnifier and studied it carefully.
"Where did you get this?" he asked.
"Does it really matter?" Oliver asked
"Only from the point of view of history, If you bought it on e-bay, that's one thing, if you dug it up here, that would be quite another. The historical significance could be amazing."
"We found it in a cave on one of the islands in the Exumas," Ben told him.
"Amazing," the Dr. murmured. "Maybe you'll tell me where after we get better acquainted. Did you find anything else?"
Bannon unwrapped the statue and handed it to him. He placed in under the magnifier and studied the markings.
"This is a much earlier piece," he told them. "I have no real guess as to its age, but I would guess that the head of this statue is pre-Christian. The body seems to have been added later, perhaps in the 12th or 13th century. This is really outside the area of my expertise. We could have one of my colleagues take a look at it later if you like. But I see you have something else. What is it? I begin to suspect that you are writing a historical novel, Mr. Brennan and these are your set pieces."
"I don't write historical fiction, Dr. I write romantic thrillers. We found all these items in the same chest in the same cave. See what you can make of this book."
The Dr. took the book and examined the outside.
"This is a very old book Mr. Brennan. I suspect it is from the 13th or 14th century. I'm afraid I can't help you at this time with the book."
"Why not?" Kane asked him.
"I'm afraid to handle it. It needs to be examined in a laboratory setting. The pages must be treated with the utmost care in order to preserve them. This book would fall to pieces in my hands if I tried to read it. I see from just looking where you opened it that it is written in Italian. The pages you opened are already deteriorating. This book needs to be put in a controlled atmosphere situation. Do you think it would be possible for me to keep it? It might take me months to find out what is inside. I will make a facsimile and transmit it to you as soon as I complete it. This book is a treasure that belongs to mankind, Mr. Brennan."
"We'll be glad to let you keep the book until you can make that facsimile Dr., but you are very much mistaken about it belonging to mankind. I understand what you mean, but this book belongs to these two young people here. They found it on property that I own. I'm sure that they would be happy to make it available to anyone who wants to study it, but we will respect their ownership."
"Of course, of course, I only meant that many people will want to see it, especially if it is connected to Columbus and that strange statue you discovered. Are you equipped to care for the book, Mr. Brennan?"
"No, we're not. That's why I'm willing to leave it with you. If you can tell me what steps need to be taken to ensure that it doesn't deteriorate any further, I will make sure that happens. We don't want to destroy a historical artifact any more than you want us to."
"Would you accompany me then? We will put the book in a secure environment and I'll take you to a colleague that will be able to tell you something about the statue."
They went with him to a laboratory and he placed the book in a vault. Gasses hissed into the vault when he closed it, and he walked them to another laboratory and introduced them to Dr. Patricia Knowles. She became very excited and agitated when she examined the statue.
"If this is what I think it is, this is perhaps the greatest historical find short of discovering the Holy Grail or the Ark of the Covenant. I've seen the head of this statue before. It's in a lot of famous paintings, and it was thought to be legendary. It is said to have magical properties and it was worshipped by people before the time of Christ. It's possibly a fraud, but I won't know until I have the opportunity to study it."
"How long would that take?" Kane asked her.
"I could take pictures and measurements, perhaps make a casting and be ready to proceed in two days. Could you possibly leave it with me for two days?"
"I'll tell you what," Oliver said. "What if we were to take it with us, bring it here in the morning and leave it with you during the day? We'll collect it each evening and bring it back each morning until you're finished. Is that acceptable?"
"I guess it will have to be." She sounded somewhat upset about the arrangement.
"Put yourself in our position, Dr. Knowles. We've already been told one of the artifacts we found belongs to humanity. I suspect this statue is priceless. Will you let me hold your bank account and credit cards overnight?"
She laughed. "I see what you mean. How about you keep your statue and I'll keep my credit cards. Although I believe this statue is worth more than I'll ever see in my lifetime. If it's real, you're going to have a storm of attention around it. Do you think it might be possible for Dr. Adams and I to write scholarly articles on these finds if they prove to be authentic? You'd be doing both of us a huge favor and I'd be grateful to you for the rest of my life."
"I don't see why not. What harm could a scholarly article do?" He would deeply regret those words.
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They wound up spending three more days in St. Thomas before Dr. Knowles was satisfied with her work. They left numbers so the University could reach them. They took the buckle and the statue and flew home.
As promised, Ben took Bannon to see the iguanas. They drove ATV's along the beach to a rocky area and Ben signaled to her that they should stop. They held hands and walked carefully along the rocks. They soon came upon a particularly large specimen. It was nearly six feet long and must have weighed more than 20 pounds. They examined it through binoculars. It was a grey and black beast with a jagged frill along its back and a large, loose flap of skin hanging under its chin. It kept a wary eye on them and when they approached too closely it ran swiftly away into the trees.
"Yeet! It looked like a small dinosaur," Bannon marveled. "That thing was huge."
"It was a big one," he agreed. "They have very sharp teeth and long claws. I don't want to get too close to one. If they thought they were trapped they might be dangerous. Dad doesn't care if we watch them but he doesn't want us to disturb them much. They're pretty rare these days in the wild. I hear that they've escaped and are living in Florida and Hawaii. I hope they do okay. I think they're sick nasty."
They went back to the house for lunch and decided to ride the Jet Ski's around the island in the afternoon. Oliver was working on his new book and Kane had work to do, as well. She spent most of the afternoon on the phone or on her computer. She discovered that she loved OSX and became very comfortable with it. She noticed that the sound of Oliver's keyboard had stopped. She felt eyes on her and turned to look across the library at him.
He had leaned back in his chair and was watching her work.
"Stop perving out over there," she told him.
He laughed. "I can't help it. I love to watch you, Kane. Everything about you is perfect. That little frown you get when you're concentrating is adorable. When you flip your hair back I think it's the most incredibly sexy movement I've ever seen. I'm thirsty, you want something to drink?"
"Are you going to ply me with wine and song?"
"It's a little early for wine, but I'll sing if you want me to."
"Please, no, I can't take it," she laughed.
She stood up and went to take him by the hand. They went to the kitchen and he poured two tall glasses of her favorite soursop and mango juice. They carried it up to the balcony and sat together on a lounge chair and drank their juice. He pulled her close and they listened to the sounds of the surf while the sea breeze cooled them.
"This is the most incredibly romantic place in the whole world," she told him.
"I know. Are you feeling romantic?"
"Maybe a little. If I played some music would you dance with me?"
"Well, you know I have two left feet, but if you don't mind, I don't."
She went inside and he soon heard the sounds of Frank Sinatra playing. She came back through the curtains and stood in front of the chair and held out her hand. He took it but instead of getting up he pulled her down on top of him. He wrapped his arms around her and buried his face in her hair. She smelled wonderful. She reached up and pulled her hair loose and he was surrounded by waves of white gold. When loose it reached to mid-thigh, and he thought it was glorious.
"You have the most beautiful hair I've ever seen," he told her.
He began to nibble her ear and worked his way down her neck to the hollow above her collarbone. She shivered and moved one of his hands to a breast and he allowed the fullness to overflow his hand.
He moved his hands down her side to the hem of her little t-shirt and lifted it over her head. Her lacy white bra was barely coping with the weight of her breasts and when he reached behind her and released, it her breasts sprang free.
"I'm ready for that dance now," he whispered.
She took his hands and they both stood. She melted against him and they were surrounded by the veil of her hair as they swayed to the music. They danced through two songs and he dipped her backwards.
Her hair swept the floor and her big breasts thrust forward as she arched her back. He captured one erect nipple with his lips and pulled on it while she gasped. He held her there for a moment with his face buried in the firm flesh, then lifted her back up. She immediately clung to him and offered him her lips.
He swept her up in his arms and carried her inside and to his bed, lips locked together. He laid her down on the big bed and eased in beside her, running his hand over the slopes and planes of her silky skin. She shook and shuddered as his hand moved across her flat belly and rested at the top of her shorts.
He looked a question at her and she nodded. He pushed them downward and she lifted her hips as he slid her shorts and panties over her smooth brown legs. She kicked one little foot and the garments flew to the floor.
She rolled on top of him and pulled at his shirt. He sat up so she could remove it and she tossed it on top of her panties. She reached into his shorts and found him, her fingers firm yet soft. She grew impatient with the restraint of his clothing and pulled his shorts and underwear off and they joined the growing pile of clothes on the floor. She tested his firmness with her lips and moved back up his belly leaving a trail of wet kisses up his body to his mouth. She moved up and kissed him fiercely. He could feel her moisture against his maleness and she moved downward.
"Are you sure, baby?" he pulled away for a moment.
"No, I'm scared to death," she told him. "I think I love you, Oliver. I've never felt like this about a man. I'm giving myself to you. Please don't hurt me, Oliver."
"Never; I'll never hurt you. You'll never be sorry Kane. I know I love you. I never thought I could feel like this again. It's like I'm 16 again and you're my first kiss. God you're sexy, Kane."
She moved downward again and he was enveloped in her heat and moisture. She gasped as she claimed him and rested for a moment. He didn't move. Every fiber in his body wanted to ravish this gorgeous girl, but the tenderness of his heart waited. She continued to move downward, each movement with a gasp until he was fully hers.
"My God, Oliver, I never knew it would be so difficult or so beautiful." She began tiny movements that grew in strength until he rolled on top of her and took her for his own. She came easily and often, and her groans filled the air until he exploded inside her. She shuddered and quaked as they slowed and came to a rest, totally spent.
He rolled, pulling her back on top and they remained joined as she laid her head on his chest, the fine white gold hair covering them like a blanket. He stroked her back and buttocks, reveling in the pliant fullness of her body until she began to move on him again.
She lost count of her explosions of joy, her hair flying as she swung her head back and swept it over him, his hands full of her glorious breasts until he crested again and she collapsed on him. They slept as he slowly deflated and slipped from her.
When she awoke she was still lying half over him and he was playing with one little nipple absently.
He noticed her eyes were half open and kissed her full lips. "Will you sleep here from now on?" he asked.
"No, I don't think so," she told him. "I'll sleep here often, but I want my own space for now."
He was obviously disappointed and she punched him in the arm. "Don't you dare look like that. I just told you I'd sleep with you often. I hope you'll make love to me very often, but if you want me here all the time you'll have to marry me."
"Would you, marry me, I mean?"
"Maybe, I won't right now. Give me a year, then I'll decide. I'm 23 years old, Oliver. I'm just getting comfortable with myself. I'm just getting confident and I need time to grow up. I'll be your mistress, but you'll have to wait for anything else."
"My mistress; God, that's sexy, Kane. How will I know when you're ready for more?"
"I'll ask you."
He pulled her further up so he could kiss her lips. He began to stroke her again, his excitement rising and she resisted.
"No, Oliver, if you want to cuddle that's okay and you can touch me, but you've worn me out. That was my first time and I need to rest. Maybe in a couple of days."
He pulled her close. "I'll cuddle you any time you let me," he told her. "I love you here in my arms, in my bed. I'll never get enough of just holding you."
They cuddled the afternoon away, exploring and growing comfortable in their familiarity. Ben and Bannon came in and found them curled up in Oliver's bed.
They smiled at one another and linked hands as they made their way to Ben's bedroom. They got their laptops and played games until dinner time, lying next to each other on his big bed.
When they went to bed Kane came padding down the stairs to Oliver's room after her shower, dropped her towel and climbed in next to him. He held her naked body close through the night and woke her up in the morning, taking her again. She was still sore, but the pleasure overcame her reluctance and she surrendered to her need again and again.
She spent the day on the balcony sunbathing and thinking about her feelings for Oliver. She was hopelessly in love with him, she realized. Nothing in her life had prepared her for the depth of her emotion when she thought of him. She saw the ropes of muscle playing across his arms in her mind and she grew moist at the thought. His crooked smile and the tenderness in his eyes when he watched her melted her heart. The way his curly dark hair fell on his forehead and his incredible kindness were too much for her to resist.
She took catnaps and listened to the sounds of Bannon and Ben arguing over a board game. This was the family she had missed since her parents died. She felt warm and secure and she smiled as she listened to Oliver scolding them for arguing.
"But he cheated," Bannon objected. "The rules say that when you attack a fortified castle. . ."
"I'm sure they do," he cut her off. "He probably is cheating. Are you telling me that you never cheat?"
"Of course not, well, maybe sometimes, but I wasn't this time."
"Stop cheating, Ben. Cheating means you're a loser and you can't take it. It's better to lose gracefully than to win cheating. I thought you loved Bannon. You don't cheat with people you love. When you love someone it makes you happy for them to win, even if it means you lose."
"Sorry, dad. I'm sorry Bannon, I do love you and I wasn't thinking. You know, "if you're not cheating you're not trying." Let's start over. I cheated a couple of times."
She laughed. "Well, cheat with someone else. I don't care about that, but play fair with me, okay?"
Kane laughed to herself. It was all just so domestic. She stretched and felt a slight twinge. She got up and went inside. She went to Ben and Bannon and hugged them both.
"What was that for?" Bannon wanted to know.
"Because I love you guys," she told them. "Can't I hug you without having a reason?"
"You can hug us any time you want," Ben said. "There doesn't have to be a reason."
Bannon nodded and threw her arms around her sister. "Sometimes you just need a hug because it makes you happy."
"And sometimes you hug because you are happy," Kane told her. "Are you happy here, Bannon?"
"Deliriously happy. I love it here. I am wondering about school though. What are we going to do about school? I don't want to go off somewhere that I don't know anyone."
"How would you feel about a online classes?" Oliver asked her. "I need to do something about both of you kids. Would you work hard and do the work without much supervision?"
"Yes I would. What do you mean, 'without much supervision?'"
"Well, if I get you in online classes, it would be up to you how you keep up and far you go. The harder you work the more you learn, but you'd have to be motivated to do quite a bit on your own."
"We'd work very hard, right, Ben? I want to graduate in three years. I want to go to medical school, then, and become a pediatrician. Would you and Kane help us when we need help? If do online, we'll need help."
"Of course we would help you. But if we get a good program they will be usually have professors who will answer most of your questions. I'll tell my executive assistant to get on it right away."
Kane rolled her eyes. "Why can't you take care of it? All you do is work out and get huge and type. Why can't you do it?"
"Because I'm professionally decadent," he told her.
*****
Dr. Adams was growing more and more excited every day. He was 20 pages into the book and it had stood up to all the tests he had thrown at it. The paper was Italian, late 1400's. The ink was period correct and it appeared to be the shipboard journal of Rodrigo de Jerez, one of Columbus' right-hand men. It detailed their journey from Spain to the New World. The really intriguing part was the details of a box they had received from France. They were to carry it on their voyage and hide it beyond the reach of King and Pope. Whatever was inside was a deep secret, and Columbus so feared it falling into enemy hands that only his two most trusted friends knew of its existence.
According to Jerez, when the crew became mutinous Columbus had called on the power of the artifact to quell the mutiny. The crew had become calm and confident and a propitious wind had sprung up, releasing them from the doldrums and speeding them in the right direction. He had not yet found any details about what the chest contained in the book, but he thought he knew already.
He consulted with Dr. Knowles and discovered that she was as excited as he. She believed the head of the statue was ancient, perhaps predating historical records. The body was the work of a Templar artificer in Acre in the Holy Lands, and was dated somewhere around 1200. She had begun to extend lines of inquiry to England and France trying to discover as much as she could about Baphomet. Much of the information available was later and fraudulent. Various late cults had sprung up and adopted Templar names and rites, but they were uniformly posers. They began their article and Dr. Adams worked long hours on the book. His entire staff was now working single-mindedly on the project.
It took great care to handle the fragile pages and it didn't help that he didn't speak Italian. He was unsure why the Spanish explorer wrote in Italian, but he discovered that Jerez had been writing at the direction of Columbus. That was the language the Captain was most familiar with, and the reason became clear. He sent away the facsimiles as soon as they were completed to a translator in Washington DC, and the story unfolded. They hid the artifact on an unnamed island, planning to return for it later. The ships had been separated and the Santa Maria was lost. Columbus planned to leave a group of those who had crewed the ship to the unnamed island and return to Spain. He took command of the Pinta when it finally joined the Nina, and Jerez had buried the book along with the chest, planning to return on a later voyage and check on the hiding place from time to time. The book ended with sailing of the explorers for Spain.
There was no doubt in the mind of either Doctor. This was a genuine account of Columbus' first voyage. A strange contrast between a voyage of discovery on the one hand and obfuscation on the other hand made a dramatic story.
They completed their evaluations and finished the article. Dr. Knowles was surprised to receive a call from the Dean of Instruction requesting a meeting. She was not part of the faculty, but a research fellow and she had very little contact with the Dean. Dr. Knowles knew who she was and was slightly acquainted, but she agreed to a time and met with the dean.
There were two men dressed in dark suits, obviously not locals from the way they were sweating, waiting in the Dean's office. She introduced them as Agents Johnson and Brown, from DARPA in the United States.
Dr. Knowles had never heard of DARPA and asked what that was.
"DARPA stands for the Defense Advanced Research Projects Agency," agent Brown told her. "We are an agency of the United States Department of Defense. We understand that you are working on a project with Dr. Adams concerning the discovery of an ancient artifact."
"How could you possibly know that?" she asked. "No one outside our University is aware of our project."
"I'm afraid that isn't strictly true," agent Johnson told her. "As a matter of fact, the electronic communication between a translation group in Washington and Dr. Adams tripped a red flag at the National Security Agency and we were called in to investigate."
"I don't understand. What gives you the right to read people's electronic communications?"
"It's national security, Dr. Knowles. The US congress has approved the interception of communications originating overseas. By a Presidential order we are authorized to intercept such traffic."
"I read the news you know Agents. I know about what you've been doing. I also know that your country is taking a lot of heat for spying on your allies. As I recall, your president was nearly impeached over this recently. It looks like you're up to your same old tricks. I don't think I care to speak to you anymore. Good day, gentlemen."
She turned to leave and the Dean spoke up. "Dr. Knowles, I'm afraid I really must insist. The board of trustees has authorized them to speak to you."
"I don't work for you or the board of trustees. You can't insist on anything."
"I'm afraid you don't understand the situation. You walk out that door and I'll see to it that you never work again."
"Listen bitch," Adams became forceful. "I work for a private research firm, where I also happen to sit on the board. Threaten me again and I'll slap that condescending smile off your face. You're just a flunky around here. You don't have enough clout to throw your weight around. Good day."
She opened the door and walked out. She went directly to Dr. Adams' office. She chased his intern away and closed the door.
"Bertrand, we've got problems," she told him. "Some goons from some alphabet agency in Washington DC just tried to strong-arm me about the book and the statue. They've been intercepting your e-mails to the translators and they mean business. I think there's something to this head legend and they want it. Brennan was smart not to leave it here. I think we're in trouble, Bertrand, and we need to collect our research and leave now. I hope Brennan has a place ready for that book because if we don't take it and get out of here they're going to take it away from us."
"Good Lord, Molly, this is terrible. What do you want to do?"
"I want to be on a plane to Nassau in 30 minutes. You, the book, all our notes and me. I'm going to delete all my files, pack a bag and get on that plane. If you have the sense I think you do, you'll call Brennan and arrange for him to pick us up in Nassau. Then you'll be on that plane with me."
"I'll get started right away," he told her. "I've always wanted to fly away with you anyway, Molly."
"Now stop that, you old goat, and get moving," she laughed. "I'll pick you up at your place as soon as I'm ready. Get moving."
They weren't on the plane in a half-hour, but they were in an hour and a half. Adams had gotten in touch with Oliver and he had agreed to pick them up at the airport. Adams hadn't thought it wise to mention their business, but had just told Oliver that they had completed their research and wanted to return the book and discuss where to go from here.



Oliver met them at the airport and asked them if they wanted to eat somewhere.
"We want to get on the helicopter and leave," Molly told him. "We'll tell you all about it on the way."
When they were in the air the two researchers breathed a sigh of relief.
"What on earth is up with you two?" Oliver asked. "You act like you expected to be arrested back there. What's going on?"
"We're very angry with you," she chided him. "We had perfectly normal lives and careers until you dropped that wretched book and idol in our laps. Now we're being hunted across the map, barely getting out ahead of the Nazi's in suits who have become very interested in us."
She explained everything that had happened and Oliver was dumbfounded. "What do Nazi's in suits want with a statue and a book?"
"I have no idea. It has something to do with that idol. Mr. Brennan, how much do you know about that statue?"
"Please, call me Oliver."
"Then you may call me Molly, and my companion in peril here is Bertrand."
"Okay, I just know what you've told me and what the kids found on the internet. Do you know something else?"
"I might. Have you ever seen the movie Raiders of the Lost Ark?"
"Yes, several times."
"What if you had found the Ark of the Covenant and that stuff in the Bible was right. What if it could be used as a powerful weapon or to increase crop harvests or control rioting citizens? Do you think the government would be interested in that?"
"Yes, I suppose they would."
"What if you found an ancient artifact that had been used by ancient Hebrews to knock down walls, or make enemies develop cancer or rain down fire on their camp? What if Jesus had owned this artifact and his disciples used it to work miracles? What if it was in the Jewish Temple when it was destroyed by the Romans and buried for a thousand years? What if it were discovered a thousand years later and used by the crusaders to conquer the Holy Lands? What if they lost their grip on Palestine through fighting among themselves and fled to France, where it was kept in a Templar prefecture for another three hundred years while they grew ever richer and more powerful, until a surprise attack swept them all up on one Friday the 13th. Some of them escaped and one of them carried this artifact to Christopher Columbus with the instructions that he was to carry it to the New World and conceal it until the time was right for the Templar's return?"
"That's a lot of what if's, Molly. What if pigs could fly?"
"They might, if the right power was used. I think you have that artifact, Oliver. Now imagine that the Templar's aren't gone. Imagine that they're out there, concealed from sight but with influence in all kinds of areas. The news of an ancient artifact, carried here by Columbus and recently found on a Caribbean island comes to their attention. I don't know if they're out there, but I do know that two men from a sinister government agency visited me today, and it scared the hell out of me."
"So you're telling me that statue we found has some sort of powers?"
"I don't know. Is there anything unusual about the place you found it?"
"We have lots of lizards, the fruit trees bear all the time and I've gained ten pounds of muscle since we've lived here. Any of that ring a bell?"
"Yes, all of it fits the profile, but it could all be perfectly natural. Do you work out?"
"Every day."
"I just don't know. We need to do some tests. Try some things and see what happens, but if the Nazi's in suits take it away from us, that scares the hell out of me, too. They're evil enough without having some kind of occult powers. Can you imagine what those goose-stepping thugs would be like if they had the power to manipulate a bunch of mind-numbed robots?"
"I don't like to think about it. They've been trying to get that kind of power for years. Those tests on children we heard about last year scare me to death."
"Then let's do some tests and figure out what this thing is. We have an advantage over them."
"What would that be?"
"You never told us where you live or where you found the artifacts. What we didn't know, we couldn't reveal."
"That's true. I didn't think it was any of your business. I guess it is now. I own a private Island in the Bahamas group called Darby Island. Did you mention my name in any of your correspondence?"
"No, I didn't," Bertrand said. "It was strictly pages of the book. We took all our notes with us when we left and had a little bonfire down on the beach in St. Thomas. We burned our laptops, too."
"Well, they'll trace you to Nassau and find out you were picked up in a helicopter. They'll figure out the range of the helicopter and they'll find us eventually. Unless they're prepared to send in massive force we'll be safe for a while longer. We'll find out what this thing is and then decide what to do. If it's harmless, I suppose I'll give it to them. It goes against my principles, but it's better than being invaded. I'd go to the Government in Nassau, but they're in bed with the Commonwealth, just like St. Thomas."
"There isn't a government anywhere that wouldn't slaughter half the planet to get their hands on something like that," Bertrand said.
They landed on Darby Island and Kane met them in the golf cart. Oliver introduced them and she drove them to Baxter house. They were shocked when they saw the castle.
"Do you think you have an ostentatious enough house, Oliver?" Bertrand asked. "How old is that castle?"
"It was built in the late 30's by Sir Baxter as a plantation headquarters. For a while, the plantation was the largest employer in the Bahamas. When I bought the island, it had been abandoned for years. It took quite a bit to get it in livable condition, but it's really cool to live in. It's a good thing it's big, because you're staying there as long as you're here. Well, maybe not. It's up to you. There are four other islands in this property, and if you wanted to you could stay on one of them. They all have houses of various sizes, and little Darby has two bungalows. If you wanted to stay there you could take the take the boat over just like you would have your car back home."
"That sounds better to me. Let me see the inside of the castle and I'll decide then." Molly said. "We don't want to intrude, Oliver."
"You're not intruding. We could wander around inside Baxter house all day and not see each other if we wanted to. It has something like 40 rooms, you know."
"No I didn't know. What are they all for?"
"Most of them are bedrooms and bathrooms. There's a ballroom, two dining rooms, a library, a longue, a conservatory, servants quarters, a game room with pool and snooker tables, three sitting rooms, a botanical garden, a spa and a gym. I've forgotten how many bedrooms there are. Something like ten or twelve, I think. They all have their own bathrooms and there are three bathrooms that don't go with bedrooms. If you stay with us, you can pretty much have your own wing. If you stay on Little Darby, we need to stock the place up with food and linens and stuff. The bungalows are furnished, but I don't keep them stocked. We've never stayed on any of the other islands. Somehow, the name Goat Cay doesn't ring my bell. It's really a very pretty little island and we've been on it and checked it out, but we don't have much reason to go back."
"Show us around, Oliver. We'll decide later."
"I think the tour can wait," Bertrand said. "I think the first order of business ought to be getting this book safe. Did you get the chamber we talked about built, Oliver?"
"Actually, I did." He took them to the library. There were two boxes on pedestals standing along one wall. He took them to the first and unlocked it. He pushed a button and a metal cover slid exposing darkness. He pushed another button and a light came on and the Baphomet idol lay underneath on a purple velvet cloth. It gleamed evilly in the box.
"There's an argon cylinder behind that wall and a line runs to the box. I'm also controlling the temperature and humidity. I have the same setup for the book."
He opened the second box and Bertrand carefully placed the book inside. He closed the lid and locked the box. Gas hissed in and began to circulate, lowering the temperature to 60 degrees.
"Now the tour," he told them. "Your guides will be Benjamin and Bannon. Kids, this is Dr. Knowles. She has asked us to call her Molly, and this gentleman is Dr. Adams. His friends call him Bertrand."
"Benjamin, Bannon, we're pleased to meet you." Molly shook their hands. "You must be related to Kane, Bannon. You look so much alike."
"She's my big sister," Bannon said. "Oliver is Ben's dad. We'll show you the west wing where you'll be staying first. There are three other wings in case you don't like the view. Dinner will be in the garden tonight. I believe we're having the spiny lobsters Ben and I caught this morning."
"You're a delightful girl," Bertrand told her. He offered her his arm and she led the way, Molly and Ben trailing behind.
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Molly and Bertrand decided to stay at Baxter House for at least a couple of days and see what they could discover about the Baphomet statue. They took it into the fruit trees left from the former plantation, experimented with fish at the lagoon and tried to use it on one another. The Templar stories of cords touching the idol and conferring power to anyone who wore them intrigued them. They made an experiment using strips of elastic bandages and Oliver agreed to wear one.
He was very embarrassed to discover that they wanted to do sperm counts on him before wearing the bandages and after. He absolutely refused until Kane took him aside. She led him to her bedroom and soon returned with the sample. They sent it off by boat to a clinic in Nassau and he began to wear the arm band. After three days they tested him again and when the tests returned they discovered that his counts had more than doubled.
Molly made a small incision on his forearm and the next day it had vanished without a trace. He attempted some measure of control and discovered that he could quell an argument between Ben and Bannon by concentrating on calmness and serenity. He repeated the process on Molly and Bertrand when they began to argue about whether the statue was from the time of the crusades or a later French construction.
He induced Kane to a state of writhing horniness by becoming aroused himself and discovered that Bannon was also extremely aroused when she went naked into Ben's room. He quickly concentrated on ice water and cold winds and both girls settled down. He took off the arm band and refused to wear it again. He told the two researchers what had happened.
"What if I get angry? Is everyone in the house going to start fighting one another? This thing is dangerous. We need to get rid of it."
The two scientists disagreed strenuously. The destruction of ancient historical artifacts was fundamentally against their sense of ethics.
"What if we just kept the book and got rid of the statue?" he asked.
"Oliver, you're talking about destroying something that existed and formed a major part of the story of man since before the dawn of history. No one knows how old that head is," Molly told him.
"Yes, but it's creepy and it's soaked in the blood of all that history and it's dangerous. Let's suppose that the US Government gets their hands on it. That's the best possible scenario. The president covers up the fact that she has it. She uses it and wins the next election. The next thing you know there will be a new amendment repealing the 22nd amendment so she can have a third term. All of a sudden congress is rubber stamping all her decisions and the Supreme Court decided it's all constitutional. This thing scares me to death. It's dangerous in any hands, and suicidal if it gets in the hands of an ambitious man."
"You're wrong, Oliver," Kane walked into the room. "It's not dangerous in any hands."
"Why not? Is there any politician in the world you trust with that kind of power?"
"I'm not the cyanic you are," she said. "I don't know any, but somewhere out there is a politician with ethics. But it isn't dangerous in any hands. It's not dangerous in our hands."
"You're wrong, Kane. What happens when one of you does something that makes me mad? It makes you all mad. When I get sad, are you all going to throw yourselves off the balcony? If I'm hungry or excited you all get like that too. It's very dangerous."
"Where's your arm band, baby?"
"I took the thing off. I don't want it around me."
"Exactly! That's what I'm talking about. It's safe with you. None of us want to use it. It's locked up in a box. I think it's helping us. Look at you, you're fitter than ever. My hair has grown two inches in two months. Look at Ben and Bannon. They're maturing before our eyes. Bertrand is working out with us. Did you work out before?"
"Hardly; I don't know what's come over me. I feel better than I have in years."
"Things have been happening to me too," Molly told them. "I don't want to talk about it. The point is, this thing is not evil. What would happen if it were put in a hospital somewhere? What if a farmer owned it? What's its range? How much power does it have?"
Ben and Bannon had come in and were sitting and listening. "What I want to know is where it came from and how it works," Bannon said. "What are your ideas? Is it some kind of holy thing? Is it alien technology? Is magic real?
"I'm leaning toward the first option," Bertrand said. "It first shows up in Hebrew history. What if it really is something like the Ark of the Covenant that God gave his people to allow them to survive as a tiny nation among all their hostile and powerful enemies?"
"I'm not even sure I believe in God," Molly told him. "The idea isn't rational. I've never seen any way to prove or disprove the existence of Gods. There's no science that has any authority on the subject."
"Maybe this is the proof," Ben told her. "Do you believe in aliens or magic?"
"No, I believe in science. I believe that if we were properly equipped and educated we could find out how it works. Technology always looks like magic to the ignorant."
"So you think it's a piece of technology?" Bertrand said.
"Yes, but we don't understand how it works."
"You're contradicting yourself," Bannon told her.
"How am I doing that?"
Bannon stood up and paced the room, lost in thought for a moment. She went and sat on Oliver's lap and curled up.
"If it's technology, where did it come from? Technology demands technicians to build it. There is no known technology that can explain its existence or its effects. We're back to God, aliens or magic."
Molly thought for a moment. "You're right, Bannon. You're a very smart girl. I'm arguing in a circle. I have no explanation. The only way out for me is to posit a highly technical civilization before recorded history. There is absolutely no evidence of that. I can't argue for it. Okay, I give up. Let's suppose it's God. Can we understand how it works?"
"Not here," Bertrand said. "We don't have the equipment or the skills. There is no property known to man that can have all these effects. The only thing that would explain it is some sort of radiation or field that causes the phenomenon. If there is such a thing we've never discovered it and wouldn't know how to test for it if it existed."
"Could it be duplicated?" Ben asked.
"I don't see how," Molly replied. "You would have to discover how it works first. There is evidently some sort of duplication going on with the cords. What would happen if two people with cords fought?"
"Likely they would cancel each other out," Bertrand said. "Do you want to do an experiment?"
"Yes," Molly said at the same time Oliver said, "No."
Oliver laughed. "We'll drop the two of you on Goat Cay with a couple of arm bands and let you fight it out. But seriously, I think it's too dangerous. What if the thing amplifies the effect and you kill each other. I'm not doing it and I don't want anyone else to. You're all adults and you can make up your own minds, but Kane, Bannon, Ben; I don't want you to do it. I love you too much to risk something happening to you."
"Of course we won't do it," Bannon buried her face in his chest. "We would never do something you thought was dangerous."
"I'm not doing it either," Bertrand said. "Oliver makes too much sense. So the question is, what are we going to do with it?"
"Destroy it," Oliver said. "Either we make armbands for everyone in the world or we make sure no one gets their hands on it."
"I would like to test it," Molly said. "I don't see any way to do that without Nazi's in suits taking it away from us."
"Let's think about it for a few days," Kane suggested. "We don't have to decide right away. How long do you think we have?"
"It depends on how lucky DARPA gets. They might search here first or they might search hundreds of Islands before they get to us. Weeks, if the first scenario plays out, many months if they don't get lucky," Oliver told them. "What I want to know is how to destroy the thing."
"Could we melt it?" Ben asked.
"With what? We might use the welding equipment. It depends on what it's made of. Will the melted remains still have the same properties? I think there's a possibility that we haven't thought about. What if it isn't from God? What if it's from the other end of the spectrum?"
"You mean the devil?" Kane asked.
"Yes, I guess I do mean that. What if it's evil and it's corrupting us?"
"Well, you were already corrupt when I met you," she told him. "You've certainly corrupted me since I've known you and Ben and Bannon are getting pretty corrupt, too. We only need to go outside some night and see Molly and Bertrand dancing around a fire naked to complete the picture."
The whole group collapsed in laughter and Bertrand finally managed to gasp, "I'm afraid it's too late for me. I've wanted to dance around a fire naked with Molly for years. I've just never managed to get her clothes off."
"Don't get your hopes up you old goat," she laughed. "I'm incorruptible. But seriously, Oliver, you took the arm band off. You could have had us dancing around a fire if you were being corrupted. I don't think it would corrupt anyone that wasn't already corrupt."
"What would it do to Nazi's in suits?" Bertrand asked.
"Whatever they wanted it to, probably," she said. "When Oliver was lusting after Kane it made her feel like that, too. It had the same effect on Bannon, and I'll confess to a few lecherous thoughts myself."
"That was you?" Kane exclaimed. "I was so horny I thought I was going to go crazy and then it went away. You are so nasty, Oliver."
"Me too," Bannon said. "I found myself going down the hall to Ben's room naked. I know I didn't want to do that on my own. Well, maybe the naked part, but not all the other stuff I wanted to do." She blushed furiously.
Oliver was very embarrassed. "I'm sorry. I was thinking about Kane maybe sleeping with me that night and I just seemed to get carried away. I stopped it as soon as I realized what was going on."
"I think you were very chivalrous and showed great restraint," Molly told him. "I'm proud of you, Oliver."
"Me too," Bannon kissed his cheek and snuggled back in.
"I'm not," Ben said. "I want to see what would have happened."
Kane punched him. "You're as bad as he is. You've definitely corrupted him, Oliver."
"Yes, yes; now if you're all done criticizing my character how will we get rid of the statue?"
"We could drop it in the ocean," Bannon suggested.
"It would have to be somewhere they couldn't get to it," Kane said. "It would have to be somewhere really deep because we have to assume that they'll question us and find out where we put it."
"I don't like the thought of that either," Oliver said. "We're in a big jam. They won't be gentle. Jesus, I wish we'd never found it."
Bannon began to cry. "I'm scared, Oliver. What are we going to do? I'm so sorry we went in that cave. It was my idea."
"Bannon, this is not your fault. You didn't do anything wrong, honey. I didn't mean that it's your fault or Ben's fault. It's nobody's fault. Well, it's somebody's fault. It's the fault of all the power hungry bastards in the world that can't wait to get their greasy fingers in someone's brain and work them like puppets. I have an idea, honey, now stop crying. I'll do my best to work this out. I've gotten my characters in some pretty sticky jams and got them out before."
She hugged him tightly and wiggled her way closer. "I know you will. Kane always takes care of me and Ben is very smart, too. We'll find a way."
After bedtime, Oliver lay awake for an hour trying to formulate some scheme in his head based on the idea that had come to him. His bedroom door opened and Kane ran across the floor and climbed in bed with him.
"I didn't want to be alone," she whispered.
He pulled her across and folded her close. They kissed and she lay with her cheek on his chest. A few minutes later, the door opened again and Bannon peeked in.
"Kane, are you awake?"
"Yes, baby; what is it?"
"I went to your room because I wanted to sleep with you. You weren't there so I thought you might be here. I'm scared and lonely."
"Come here, baby, you can sleep with us," Kane told her.
She crawled in and occupied a similar position on the other side of Oliver. She rested her cheek on his chest and he lay on his back with an arm around each girl.
"Were you going to make love?" she asked.
"I don't know; maybe," Kane said. "It isn't important. We can make love another night. You just relax and hold Oliver. You're safe here."
"I'm going to sleep now," she said. "Thank you for letting me stay."
Oliver rested with the two white gold manes covering him and returned to his planning. His idea germinated and he fell asleep with at least a glimmer of hope.
*****
He spent the morning on the satellite phone on the balcony and when he finally got off the phone, he rounded up the crew.
"We have visitors coming," he told them. "They're flying here and we need to get the runway cleared so they can land. We need to clear off all the brush and debris and see about patching the holes. Everyone is going to work today on that. They'll be here tomorrow and we want to be ready for them."
"Who is coming?" Ben asked.
"Well, I've hired a military force from a security firm in Brazil. There are going to be fifteen of them. They're going to protect this island."
"How do you know any mercenaries?" Kane asked him.
"I trained with them for three months for my fourth book."
"Jesus, Dad, I had no idea."
"You didn't need to know. Anyway these are some bad-ass guys."
"Where are you going to put them," Molly asked. "I know you have a huge house, but 15?"
"We're not going to be here. They can stay in Baxter House. Anyone who tries to come in here is going to be in for a nasty surprise. Hopefully, they won't find out we're not here and they'll give up. It would take an army to invade this place."
"Where are we going to be?" Bannon asked.
"On The Nimbus. We're going to take the statue with us and put out to sea. We may be gone for months or even years. We may sail to a very deep place and dump it in. We'll be very difficult to find. If things work out like I hope, we'll be able to come back soon. If not, we're better off as a needle in a haystack than a sitting duck."
"You've got a devious plan in that convoluted brain of yours," Kane accused him.
"Yes I do, but I don't want to get your hopes up. They may not be able to help us. If they can, they may not want to get involved. It turns out they were already aware of the situation but didn't know where to find us."
"Who are you talking about?" Molly said.
"I'm not going to tell you yet," he said. "If she can help us and she's willing, you'll be in on it. Just trust me."
They worked hard all day clearing away the brush and grass that had grown up in cracks and holes in the runway. Even the crew of The Nimbus turned to with a will. Ben and Oliver mixed cement and patched potholes. As the sun was setting, Oliver declared that he was satisfied.
They ate dinner and went to bed exhausted. In the morning they packed for an extended voyage and shuttled their things to The Nimbus. By the time they got their gear and supplies on board a plane was circling the island; it landed and men dressed in black fatigues boiled out. They unloaded mounds of equipment and Oliver gave them the golf cart and the ATV's. They moved into the house and grounds and set up their stations.
The sun was beginning to set again when Bannon caught the sound of jet engines. Soon the others were able to hear it as well and they walked up to the hangar and watched as a Learjet 45XR landed and taxied to a stop. Oliver hooked it to the service vehicle and towed it into the hanger as the whine of the engines died.
The cabin door opened and steps swung out and touched the ground. A huge young man with a mop of curly brown hair emerged. He was wearing shorts and a bro tank, and he turned and helped a small young woman down the steps. She had long blonde hair and the largest deep brown eyes Bannon had ever seen. She was beautiful, Bannon decided. She had on jeans and a USC t-shirt. An older man with a shaved head emerged and finally another slightly built young man with flaming red hair, worn very long came down the steps.
Oliver stepped forward to greet them. He introduced them to the group. "This mountain is Lawson Sloan, and this beautiful young lady is. . ."
"I know who she is," Ben interrupted. "She's Sawyer Rawlins. I saw you on TV a couple of years ago and I've seen you a couple of times since. You went lots of places with the last President."
Sawyer stepped forward and hugged them one at a time as did Lawson.
"Before I was so rudely interrupted, I was going to introduce you to Sawyer and this is Mike Bishop. I don't believe I know this young man."
"This is my brother, Marcus," Sawyer said.
"Pleasure to meet you, Marcus," Oliver shook his hand. "I'm Oliver Brennan and this is my son Ben. This is Kane and Bannon Ardrey and these two are Dr. Molly Knowles and Dr. Bertrand Adams. Let's walk down to the boat and get comfortable, then we'll talk.
He and Lawson carried the suitcases to The Nimbus and they settled into the round white sofa. Monique and Elizabeth took drink orders. Everyone decided on beer except Ben and Bannon, who had juice.
Lawson started the conversation by telling them that they knew about the artifact and that DARPA was very eager to get their hands on it. What they didn't know was where it was and where Oliver lived.
"We're about to tell you something that only five people in the world know about," Lawson told them. "It will be easier if you allow us to show you. You are going to feel a little disoriented and startled. I'll explain after you are all on track.
Oliver's shoes felt very tight on his feet. This was very surprising to him since he was wearing flip-flops but he decided to stand up and take them off. He noticed that everyone else except the four that had arrived on the Lear were also removing their shoes. There was a series of yelps and they all danced as their bare feet contacted the deck and he felt a small electric shock run through his feet.
"What the hell was that?" Bertrand exclaimed. They all took their seats again.
"I made you all think your shoes were too tight and Marcus shocked you a little." She laughed and threw back her hair. "I hope you aren't too startled. I can read and manipulate minds. I've been able to do it for a while. Marcus can't do that, but he can manipulate electricity." A lightning bolt crashed outside the windows. "Stop showing off, Marcus."
He grinned ruefully. "Sorry, sis, I just wanted to make sure they believe you."
Bannon jumped up and hugged Sawyer. "That's exactly what our statue can do. Do you have a statue, Sawyer? Well it doesn't make lightning."
"No, we got this ability from the experiments that were done on us. If you saw me on TV you know about them."
"I didn't realize they were successful," Molly said.
"No one does except the last President, and now you," Sawyer told her. "Tell me about the statue."
"Can't you just read our minds and find out?" Ben asked.
"Yes, do you want me to?"
"Yeah, I think that would be cool," he said.
"I don't read the minds of people without their permission unless I think they're a danger to me or someone I love. I do keep an eye on the secret police agencies. That's how I knew you found something. If I don't know where someone is it's very difficult to read them. Do I have your permission, Ben?"



"Yes," he said, "go ahead."
She closed her eyes for a few moments. "Oh my," she said when she opened them. "We do seem to have a situation here. Do you mind if I tell the others?"
"No, that's why I called you," Oliver told her.
There was no sound for several minutes but Sawyers friends seemed to be listening intently. Mike was paying no attention.
"Nice boat you have here," he told Oliver.
"What's going on?" Oliver said. "And thanks."
"She's telling them all about it," Mike said. "I don't like for her to do that with me, so she doesn't. She'll tell me in English what she thinks I need to know. She only does the mind trick thing to me in an emergency. I'm afraid she'll fry my old brain."
They laughed. "I know exactly what you mean," Oliver said. "I tried godhood for a day or two and it got pretty ugly."
"I wouldn't want it either," Mike laughed. "Sawyer isn't always God. She has to choose to be God. She can turn it on or off. It's nearly always off. I've never known her to just use it indiscriminately."
"She's just like you, Dad," Ben said. "Here's an example of Kane's incorruptible person."
"Oh, she's pretty corrupt," Mike laughed again, "just not like that. She's naughty and smart and quick tongued and you better not make a slip of the tongue around her or she'll never let you forget it. She's perfect and I love her more than life."
"Sounds a lot like another young lady I know," Kane said."
"If you're talking about me, I'm right here, you know," Bannon said. "I guess if you're talking about me being perfect and you loving me, it's okay, but I'm only a little naughty."
Kane laughed. "See what I mean?"
"I'm curious," Mike said. "What made you think about calling Sawyer? You didn't know her abilities; what made you think she could help?"
"I don't know," Oliver mused. "I just knew she had somehow overcome some huge odds and I knew Lawson's father had been killed and that she knew a lot of very powerful people. I had the feeling there was more to the story than ever came out in the papers. That statue over there in the box confers a similar power to hers, and I've been exposed to it a lot. Maybe I'm becoming more sensitive. Hey Mike, here's your chance at godhood? Think you'd be as good at it as Sawyer?"
"I doubt it. I'd be an angry deity. When people do stupid or cruel things to other people my finger would be right there on the smite button."
"I've never looked for power over other people," Oliver said. "I've never understood people with that kind of God complex. I'm an author, Mike, and I have that kind of power over my characters. They sort of come to life in my mind and I like to mess with them. I'm a capricious God. I can't imagine having that kind of power over real people. I can't imagine wanting it."
"Neither can I," Mike said. "Some people are just tools like that."
"Mike, our problem is that people, very bad people know we have this thing," Kane said. "We don't know how to destroy it and they would probably never believe that we did if we knew how. We'd wind up in some third world prison being buggered up the ass, shot full of drugs and eventually killed. That's how these people operate. We'd be 'threats to national security' or some such bull shit and we'd just disappear."
"We've been in the very same situation," Mike told her. "The NSA had us on their hit list for a couple of years before they were disbanded. Marcus was almost murdered in his cell before he was able to escape. Tell them, Mark."
The young man with the flaming hair had not spoken. He had been listening to Sawyer, but it seemed like she was finished. When he did speak it was the deepest voice Oliver had ever heard. He spoke softly and slowly.
"I was locked in a cell when I was five years old. I was there until I was 16. I never left that room. It was at a NSA facility. It had rubber walls, floor and ceiling to prevent me using my ability. I can't read minds like my sister, but I do get premonitions about things that are going to happen.
One day when I was 16, I was sitting in my cell reading a book. They kept me supplied with books or I'd have gone crazy. Maybe I was a little crazy. Sawyer helped me when I found her and took away all that. Anyway, I was sitting in my cell and I realized that an NSA agent was coming to kill me. They had me locked in with a key because I had escaped several times by shorting out key pads. When I knew the key was in the lock I got ready, and when I heard the lock click I shot a bolt of electricity through the lock and into the key. It was strong enough to kill an elephant and it killed that agent. I opened the door and he was lying there on the floor with a gun in his hand."
He had a nametag on that said Marcus on it. I didn't have a name, so I took his. I took his clothes, his key card and his wallet and gun. I walked out into the desert. I walked down a road until I came to a gate. There were guards there and they came out and pointed their guns at me. They made me lie down on the road and called someone on the radio. He told them to kill me and I made a bolt of lightning like you saw earlier strike them. I took all their things and their jeep and got away. I could barely talk, I didn't know how so many things worked and it was a struggle to stay alive. I knocked people out and stole their things. I only remembered one person in the world who had been kind to me. That was Sawyer. I hadn't seen her since we were five, and I didn't even know she was alive until I was in a store one day and heard her name mentioned on a TV. It took me three years to find her.
When I did I was like a wild animal. I was tortured and given drugs until I was five, and then locked in a cell for 10 years by myself. I know I was a mess. Sawyer and Lawson took me in and I've been with them ever since. We don't even know if we're really related. All our records were destroyed, but we could easily be related and she has always been my sister in my mind. She helped me cope with everything, and Lawson is like my big brother. I've only started getting to know Mike, but he's been very kind to me. That's my story."
Bannon walked over to him and hugged him. He was very stiff and uncomfortable. "Relax, Marcus. I like you and I'm sorry all those things happened to you. This is my way of telling you. Now, put your arms around me and hug me back. That's what you do when people hug you."
He laughed and did as he was instructed. "I know," he said. "That's what Sawyer and Lawson tell me all the time. I've kind of gotten used to them doing it, but it still makes me very uncomfortable. I like it, but I think it may take years to get used to it. No one touched me for 15 years except to beat me or inject me with something, and it takes some getting used to."
"That's so sad," Kane told him. "It's exactly the same kind of thing I don't want to happen to me or any of the rest of us. What are we going to do?"
"This is kind of a tough one," Sawyer said. "First there's the problem of making sure you're all safe, and then there's the problem of the artifact. Do you think we could see it, Oliver?"
"Sure, what are you going to do with it?"
"I don't know. I can't imagine what it is. I can't imagine that it has the properties it has. Maybe I can sense something."
Oliver unlocked the box and brought it to her. She took it and turned it over in her hands.
"It's beautiful to look at." She closed her eyes and her brows drew together. She whimpered a little and Lawson folded her in his arms. She was obviously exerting a tremendous effort of some kind and she trembled.
When she opened her eyes she appeared shocked. She clung to Lawson and seemed overcome for a moment. When she spoke her voice was trembling.
"Do you believe in God?" she asked the group. "This is very important that you answer truthfully."
In the end, only Bannon and Molly did not. "It's not so much that I don't believe in God as it is that I have no idea," Bannon told them. "I would like to believe in God, and I can't explain anything without God, but I just don't know."
"I feel exactly the same way," Molly said.
"Well, I used to feel that way myself. I was searching for something that I couldn't find, but the day our father died, I found it. He was dying and I wouldn't let him go. I'm very powerful when I am as desperate as I was that day. I pulled Lawson in and we followed Rawlins and held on to him. He took us somewhere and there was something else there. It loved us and it was infinitely good and wise and kind. It wouldn't let us stay, but I know that thing. It's more like a mind than anything else I can describe. I can show you if you let me. But take my word for it right now. God exists, and he's good. Mark, see if you can tell anything about this."
She handed him the statue. He shuddered as soon as his hands touched it. He handed it to Oliver as if it were burning him. "Put it away," he said. "Don't touch it again. It's evil, Sawyer. It's radiating something, and whatever it's doing is going to look good, but there's a price. It's full of dead men's bones."
"I wondered if you would feel it," she said. "There's something out there connected to this statue. It's like a wire to another universe. On the other end of that wire is a hate and a lust and a darkness that's the opposite of what we felt in that place that Rawlins took us. I tried to break that wire. It was too strong for me but I got the attention of that thing. It sent a huge pulse along that wire to squish me like a bug, but it never got here. Something swallowed it up and turned it back on its sender magnified a million times. It was nearly destroyed. I don't think it will do that again but I can't sever the connection. You should never use it again, Oliver. It will turn everything black you do with it."
"I was afraid of something like that," he said. "We had it figured as either God or the Devil. I was the only one that favored the devil. They had persuasive arguments. It seems to have good effects in a lot of ways. It heals wounds, we think it's been growing Ben and Bannon up, it causes fertility in plants and animals. I think we have the largest population of iguanas in the world. The thing I couldn't get my head around was the whole mind control thing. It has the potential for control for the good, but who says that the people using it will be good? They've obviously been evil before. Everything we know about it says that it eventually destroys everyone who possesses it."
"Sawyer, it's already got a string on Oliver," Marcus told her. "I can feel it like you said."
"I know. I'm going to try to break it. Do you want it broken, Oliver?"
"Jesus Christ, how can you doubt it? You're not just messing with me, are you?"
"I'm afraid not. I'm very sorry. It seems like there's this energy flowing into you. There's something going back the other way, too. I don't know what it is but it's tapping you at some deep level."
"That's so creepy," Kane said. "Oliver we've got to get it out."
"I feel like I have a parasite inside my head. Please, help me Sawyer."
"You might not like the way it feels because I'm going inside your head."
"I don't care, get it out." He was feeling some degree of panic.
"Calm down, Oliver," Kane sat down beside him and put her arms around him. "You've obviously only been slightly affected or you wouldn't have taken off that arm band. We'd all be your sex slaves by now."
He laughed. "I guess you're right. Thanks, Kane; but you're not the one whose soul is being sucked out. Just hold me; that makes me feel better."
Sawyer sat on the other side of him on the edge of the sofa and took his hands. "Close your eyes and try to relax," she told him.
He rested his head on Kane's shoulder and closed his eyes. He felt a warm presence and she spoke inside his head.
Oliver, I'm going to nearly become you and you're going to nearly become me. Don't be worried. I won't snoop and when it's over you'll be just the same. Is that okay?" Oliver heard her voice in his mind.
"Yes, I think so. It's very difficult to do this. I'm not having any trouble understanding you, but it's very difficult to form thoughts into words."
"It usually is for adults. Children adjust very quickly. Don't try to talk to me unless you need to."
He felt her envelope him and he became something different, an amalgam of Oliver/Sawyer. Her personality threatened to overwhelm him and his senses began to slip away. He felt Kane support him as his body began to sag and suddenly she was gone.
"Oh my God, Oh my God, that was a rocket to the moon, Sawyer. Did it work?"
"Yes, it wasn't as easy as it should have been. I can't touch the power of that thing. I don't know how to attack it. I did something you might not like, Oliver."
"I don't care as long as it's gone and I'm not a drooling fool. What did you do?"
"I had to erase the place in your mind that it was touching. I didn't do anything physically, so you're fine, but there's a blank spot there. There may be things, tiny things you don't remember. You should be fine and I'm sorry, but there was no other way. It was trying to attach to the rest of you and I kind of threw out the baby with the bathwater."
Oliver's relief was palpable. "What did you say my name is again?"
The room exploded with laughter. "You big clown," Bannon said. "I swear you'd tell jokes in the elevator to hell."
"Well, that makes me feel a lot better, but we still haven't solved the problem of how to stay out of that South American prison or get rid of this evil thing."
"Well, I'll work on the first one," Sawyer told him, "and maybe Mark can work on the second."
"What can you do?" Molly asked Marcus.
"Give me enough juice and I can reduce it to atoms."
"How will you do it?"
"How big a current can you generate?" he asked Oliver.
"We've got huge generators. But if you can make lightning strike, why do you need generators?"
"There's only so much static energy out there. One bolt and you're pretty much done. It's flashy and it's really hot, but it won't last. I'll take all of it that's available and use it up a little at a time with whatever you give me. I ought to be able to boil it away if we can find something stable enough to hold it."
"What about a fire brick out of a boiler unit?"
"That might work for a crucible. Are you ready to go through with it?"
"No, I'm not. I want to do it, but I want to know about the other part. What if I need a bargaining chip?"
"Dad, the thing is evil. We've got to get rid of it. What if someone evil gets hold of it? What's to stop them from becoming a mad dictator? What if the mad dictators we've already got get it? What if DARPA gets it? You kid around and call them Nazi's in suits, but that is a true description of every government anywhere in the world and they'd love to see the rest of us goose-stepping right along. You know that. You taught me that."
"Yes, that's all true but if it came to a choice between trading the statue for your safety, I guess I'd choose you."
"Don't let me get in the way of you doing the right thing," Ben told him. "You made me memorize a quote when I was 10, 'Those who would give up Liberty, to purchase Safety, deserve neither Liberty nor Safety.' Do you remember that? Ben Franklin said that."
"Yes I know, Ben. You know how I feel about that."
"I don't," Lawson said. "I understand Franklin's quote, but he was a committed statist who believed that liberty and freedom exist in some sort of tension that has to be balanced. It's bullshit, as Sawyer would say. Why do people always assume that we need to make a sacrifice? Why is it always us that has to make a sacrifice? How many sacrifices does government make? When we allow them to protect us we make a deal with the devil we're always going to lose in the long run."
"It's true," Kane said. "It's a protection racket written large. We'll protect you from these bullies if you'll pay us and allow us to run your lives. If you don't, we'll be the bullies you need protection from."
"Think about it for a minute," Molly said. "Whether it was Roman emperors or the chiefs of tribes, British Kings or revolutionaries, dictators or American presidents; every one of them have all claimed their first job is to keep us safe, and that since they keep us safe they are somehow entitled to take away our liberties. From speech they hate and fear, to our privacy they love to invade or our wealth they covet, we always make the sacrifices and give up more and more of our freedoms."
"I've thought about this a lot," Sawyer said. "I had plenty of time while they kept me locked up in a small box, naked and freezing in the name of "national security." We cannot be separated from our freedom, if we're human beings. James Madison said that 'in the history of the world, when freedom has been won, it happened because those in power begrudgingly permitted freedom as a condition of staying in power or even staying alive.' No government in history ever willingly gave freedom to anyone. The only excuse for the existence of government is to protect our freedom. We're not slaves. Government is the antithesis of freedom. If anyone really believes that by giving up his freedom and his right to speak and act as he chooses, the government keeps him safe and that is the best way to ensure his safety, let him give up his freedom. I'm keeping mine."
"You're a bunch of anarchists," Mike said, "But I agree. You just can't give blood-suckers and parasites like that a stranglehold on people. It's got to be destroyed."
"Can't you take it and keep it safe, Sawyer?" Bannon asked.
"Yes, but I won't. It doesn't belong to me and I won't have it around. I'm telling you it's evil. It's drowning in blood. How many people have died to feed it? Think about the history of Israel. Think about the history of the crusades and the Templar's. It has a long bloody history, and I won't touch it. How tempted do you think I am to reach out and fix things in the world? I'm not wise enough and it isn't my responsibility. People have the right to destroy themselves if they want to. I won't accept the responsibility."
Oliver had been soaking up the debate with interest and a rising conviction.
"Out of the mouths of babes," he said to Bertrand. "Kids, listen to me. I am in awe of you. This is the smartest room of people I've ever been in and you're all under 25. The rest of us are idiots, fumbling in the dark. You're right; I can't allow this to fall into the hands of anyone. We'll destroy it, but that still doesn't help us out of this jam. Can you imagine what a President or a Prime Minister would think if we told them we destroyed it? They'd never conceive of destroying it themselves, they're not built that way. They'd never believe us. They'll think we're concealing it and torture us all into mindless husks to find out where. What are we going to do about that?"
"For now, we're going to run and hide," Lawson said. "We're going home and you're putting out to sea. We'll work from our end. Sawyer will think of a plan and start working on it. It may be as simple as making everyone who knows anything about it forget what they know. The problem is that we don't know who knows what. Sawyer can talk to her friends. The former President and his family are with us a lot, and I'll bet she can get the ear of the current President. If she's a decent sort of person, she can put a stop to this. If she's a creep, Sawyer can make her do it. We'll keep watch and try to keep you safe. It's going to take a while. In the meantime we need to find that brick."
"I think in the morning will be soon enough," Oliver said. "Let's turn in and get some rest, I'm drained."
In the morning they got up and their mechanic opened up the boiler beneath Baxter House and removed several fire bricks. They took the statue and the bricks down to the engine room of The Nimbus, Marcus concentrated for a moment and an arc sprang up, piercing the statue. It became blinding in its intensity and the group pulled hoods down and watched. The Nimbus' engines throbbed as the load on the generators grew and the air began to crackle. The girls' hair began to stand out and vapor began to rise from the statue. It slumped and seething puddles danced on the bricks as the metal reached a critical heat and plasma began to stream away. Marcus held the arc for what seemed an interminable time, and the body of the statue was gone. The head glowed with an incandescent light and the crackling increased in volume.



"Mark, it isn't enough. Can you intensify it?" Sawyer held his hand.
He nodded and the arc increased and sparks began to jump from metal to metal around the engine room. The big generators howled and faltered as Marcus slumped to the floor.
"Run and get a cold, wet cloth," Sawyer told Ben. "He's unconscious."
Ben ran to the galley and came back with a wet dishtowel and a bottle of water. The heat was oppressive in the engine room and Lawson picked up Marcus' slight form and carried him into a cabin. Sawyer sat beside him and bathed his face with the towel while the others hovered anxiously around. He opened his eyes.
"I'm sorry Sawyer, I couldn't touch it. I don't know what it's made of ,but I can't destroy it. I don't know anything other than some ceramics that could stand up to that kind of heat. We'll have to do something else."
Ben gave him the water bottle and he drank half of it. "I'm okay," he said. "Time for plan B."
"What if we drop it in some deep part of the ocean?" Ben asked.
"That sounds good, but there have been at least three or four trips to the bottom of the deepest part of the ocean. It could be found if they discovered what we did with it," Bannon said.
"Well, we could drop it in a volcano, maybe," Ben suggested.
"I favor the ocean thing," Oliver said. "If we could cover our tracks it would be like looking for a needle in a haystack. Drop it in the Southern Ocean somewhere and just sail away and never look back."
"That's what we'll do then," Sawyer said. "You start south and we'll go home and get to work."
Oliver took the party from Arizona back to their Lear and they said their goodbyes. "I want to thank you for helping us," he told them. "I know you didn't have to and I'd like you to know that we'll always be grateful. Maybe when this is all over you'd like to come to the tropics for a vacation. We'd be happy to have you anytime."
Sawyer kissed his cheek. "Thanks, Oliver, you're a good man. We'll take you up on that. Kane told me about the nude beach," her big brown eyes twinkled.
Lawson hugged him and he shook hands with Mike and Marcus. They climbed aboard and the Lear whined its way down the runway and into the sky.
Chapter 6
The Nimbus was moving leisurely south and its passengers were exhausted in the middle of the afternoon. They lay on cushions on the back deck, dozing occasionally and talking about the events of the last few days.
"That was probably the most intense two days I've ever had," Oliver told them.
They all agreed that any more intensity would probably kill them all.
"They are the coolest people I've ever met," Ben said, "but they would wear me out. I just hope they can do something."
"I think they'll find a way," Kane said. "They seem like pretty competent people to me. Well done, Oliver. You pulled a trick out of the bag I didn't expect. I didn't even know it was possible.
"Yeah, well it was a small bag. How many people do you know who could pull something off like Sawyer did? I took a chance and it paid off. There weren't a lot of good options. I thought about sending it to someone like Pakistan where they're sort of medium sized, semi-powerful and armed with nuclear weapons. They wouldn't really be big enough to do anything much with it, but the nukes make them unattackable."
"That makes sense, but I'd pity the poor people that were living under that regime," Kane shuddered.
"Yes, I know, but another scenario would be to give it to some nut-job group and let them fight it out with the government. The eventual victor would probably be so badly weakened that they wouldn't be able to do much harm for years."
"We could have given it to some breakaway republic somewhere in a big, dangerous country and let them fight it out," Bannon said. "Even if they succeeded they would still be surrounded by a big dangerous enemy and the country they broke away from would have a little dangerous enemy inside it and they would still have so many problems they wouldn't have time to mess with anyone else."
"Well, no use to think about all the what if's now. We're headed south."
They actually headed more west than south for a while and Oliver was very mysterious about their destination. They tried various ways of getting the information out of him, but he was implacable. He would only tell them that they would like it and that it was a surprise.
As it turned out, they were surprised as they approached land. The Nimbus continued straight ahead and they supposed they must be putting in at a port. As they approached, they saw what appeared to be a river left the harbor and traveled inland. To their shock The Nimbus turned into the river and was picked up by a tug. The tug continued up river and they saw a large dam ahead. On the right side of the river there was a large concrete wall the height of the dam, standing downstream. They were conducted inside and a gate closed behind them. A horn sounded and water began to pour into the chamber formed between the walls and the gate. In minutes, The Nimbus had risen until they could see over the top of the walls. A gate opened ahead of them and the tug's engines throbbed as it pushed them into a channel above the dam.
"Do you know where we are now?" he asked them.
"I think I do," Kane said. "What do you kids think?"
They had no idea and Oliver finally had pity on their curiosity and allowed Kane to tell them.
"I think this is the Panama Canal," she told them. "Is it, Oliver?"
"You've got it, baby. This is going to save us a lot of time. This is the greatest engineering feat in history, kids."
They stood at the rails for a couple of hours in their excitement but the novelty of the cut faded and they grew bored with the whole process because progress was so slow. The passage seemed interminable, and the young people took up chess to pass the time. Kane and Oliver took chairs to the forecastle and talked.
*****
In Arlington, Virginia, Agents Johnson and Brown sat uncomfortably in the office of the director of DARPA. He was not pleased that they had failed to retrieve either the book or the statue. The two targets had disappeared without a trace. They had traveled to Nassau on a commercial flight and boarded a helicopter. The lack of proper clearance and documentation on the part of such non-secure airports was deplorable. There was no way to track private flights in and out of Nassau, and they were reduced to aerial searches for helicopters and satellite surveillance photographs. If the helicopter was under cover it would be a long and tedious process. There were thousands of islands, and without the identity of the owners of the helicopter the task was daunting.
"I'm telling you these people have no idea of proper security procedures," Brown said. "If it had been any airport in America we would have registration numbers, flight plans and logs and we would know exactly where they went."
The Director was very unhappy. His agency was tasked with weapons development and research, and this was definitely in their jurisdiction. The secretary of defense had made clear in no uncertain terms that this was the highest priority mission they had ever undertaken. The thought of this artifact in unauthorized hands was appalling. If it were to fall under hostile control or into the hands of terrorists, the damage could be incalculable. The failure of his agents was unacceptable.
"Gentlemen, you are going to assemble five teams. You are going to the Bahamas and you are going to find these people and take control of the asset. You are going to take any steps necessary to recover the asset. Do I make myself clear?"
"Yes sir. We didn't expect two academics to flee like that at the first contact. Our asset at the University was reluctant to cooperate, and it was necessary to use our information about her relationship with her secretary to secure her cooperation. By the time we got addresses, they were off the island. They received help from someone, probably the persons who discovered the artifacts. We might have recovered the book had Dr. Knowles been cooperative, but we are convinced that the statue was not in their possession. When you say 'all necessary steps,' does this include the elimination of the discoverers and the two academics?"
"It includes all necessary steps," the director said. "If they can be taken, that would be preferable. They may have intelligence that would be valuable. If the information can be extracted, they need to disappear. The secretary of defense has briefed the President and she agrees that it is vital to national security to gain control of the artifact."
*****
At that very moment the First Husband's cell phone rang at the White House. He saw that it was from the former First Lady and answered. They were both attending a charity function the next day and he supposed some arrangements about speaking needed to be concluded.
He spoke on the phone for a minute and went to find his wife. "It's John," he told her. "Something about the dogs."
"What is it, son," the President asked. "I'm very busy right now."
"Madame President," a young woman's voice surprised her. "My name is Sawyer Raleigh. I'm sorry to bother you like this but I need to speak with you. You are going to clear an hour tomorrow to meet with me from 1:00 to 2:00 tomorrow."
"I know who you are and I'm going to do nothing of the sort," she answered. "How did you get this number, and how dare you make demands? You may have had my predecessor wrapped around your little finger, but you did tremendous damage to this country. If you ever try anything like this again I'll have you arrested and be damned to your connections."
She cut the call off, trembling with fury.
"George, clear my calendar after lunch for an hour tomorrow. I'm meeting with Sawyer Raleigh," she was surprised to hear herself say.
"Why the hell would you do that?" her secretary asked. "That girl is a traitor to our country. She nearly destroyed your predecessor with all those leaks to the press."
"Do what I told you," she snarled. "Did I tell you that you could question me? Just clear the damned hour and keep your fucking mouth shut."
"Yes ma'am," he gulped. "I'll do what you said."
She was prepared to be outraged when Sawyer and Mike were ushered into the oval office the next day. The very idea of the humiliation that the country had endured at the hands of this bitch made her tremble with fury.
Sawyer and Mike sat down in front of her desk without being asked. "Thank you for seeing us, Madame President," Sawyer told her.
"I have no idea why I agreed to see you; I'll give you five minutes."
"No, you're going to give me as long as I want," Sawyer contradicted her.
She discovered that this was true. She was going to give them as long as they needed.
"You're going to call off the hunt for the Caribbean artifact," Sawyer told her. "You're going to tell DARPA that it was all a hoax and then you're going to order all the records destroyed and you're going to forget it ever existed."
"I'm doing nothing of the sort. Listen, you little bitch, I'm the President of the United States and no one orders me around. Are you from the Templars? If so, I want you to know that I've been authorized to seize the head. The Grand Master has approved the United States priority in this matter. I'm sensitive to your claims, and we recognize your ability to use the artifact. We'll cooperate with you so long as the security interests of this country aren't put at risk. You will be granted access. I thought we had reached an agreement. Are you backing out on the deal?"
"I see," Sawyer said. "Be quiet for a minute."
She concentrated and the President sat at her desk in silence for several minutes. Sawyer turned to Mike.
"This is way more complicated than I thought. She really has a deal with the Templars. I had no idea that they even still existed. She doesn't even know who they are. The secretary of defense is involved, if you can imagine that. He doesn't know who they are, either. He's never seen his contact but he has a phone number. This is going to get ugly, Mike."
"It always is when you've got slimy bitches like her involved," Mike agreed.
Sawyer turned to the President. "You're going to arrange a meeting for me with the Secretary of Defense, then you're never going to mention my name again. You're going to call off the search and you're going to destroy the records and you're going to dismantle your eavesdropping program because it is violating civil liberties. Do you understand?"
"Yes," the President nodded. "I'm going to protect civil liberties. That's my job. The whole thing is a hoax and I'm going to be reporting to you on my progress or if I'm contacted regarding the hoax again. I'm going to fire everyone involved with the wiretapping scandal and I'm going to replace three of my cabinet members."
Sawyer stood. "Let's get out of here Mike. This woman makes my skin crawl. It feels like cockroaches have been running around in my mind."
The President's orders came too late to save the lives of two of the DARPA teams. They had stumbled across a satellite photo of a helicopter on Darby Island and attempted an amphibious landing. They ran into a buzz saw. The Brazilian mercenaries were ready and cut them to pieces on the beach. Twelve men died and their remains were fed to the sharks off the coast of the Yucatan Peninsula.
The remaining teams were pulled out and the official search for Baphomet was over.
*****
Although the official search was finished, the interest on the part of Gerald Ward was only beginning. The wiry Swiss businessman was puzzled. When the Templar Grand Master had been informed of the discovery of the artifact by his asset at DARPA, he had moved quickly to reacquire it. They had appeared to be on the point of success twice. Somehow the artifact had slipped through their grasp when the ham-handed DARPA agents had frightened the two researchers into flight. Then, for some reason, the American's had pulled the plug. He still couldn't understand what had happened there. The secretary of defense was a frightened man. The President, for some reason, now regarded the whole affair as a hoax and had ordered the operation terminated in no uncertain terms. The Americans were a bust and he knew from experience that the Swiss were hopeless. The nation lacked ambition, but he had hopes for the British.
He called his secretary in for instructions.
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I was just getting off work when I saw them. I was a security guard for a big apartment complex. When I got out of the army, I discovered that there aren't many jobs that require killing people and breaking stuff. I joined straight out of high school and I really didn't know how to do anything but fight, march and make up beds really well. I started college using the Army plan and I was doing well. A former sergeant got me the security gig and I was working that in the evenings and going to school in the day. It was almost midnight and a van pulled into the garage. I recognized the van. It belonged to a guy that lived in one of the apartments. There were a lot of parties in his apartment and I got a lot of complaints. We knew each other and shared a mutual dislike.
The last time I had a run in with him there was a noise complaint and they were really going at it in there. The music was blasting and when I knocked on the door, they didn't hear me for a while. I beat on it pretty hard and someone answered the door. When he saw my uniform, he closed the door so I couldn't see inside.
"Your neighbors are complaining about the noise," I told him. "If I can hear your music out here in the hall it's too loud. Turn it down."
He yelled at someone inside and the music died. It was replaced by the sound of a woman crying out. I couldn't tell if it was pain or pleasure.
"Open the door," I told him.
He didn't want to so I hit it with my shoulder, driving it into his face and making him fall to the floor. In the middle of the room there was a woman. She had on a dog collar with a chain attached to a ring on the wall and that was it. She was riding the guy on the floor under her and another guy was fucking her in the ass. A third guy was in her mouth and there were two more waiting their turn. She was a spectacular blonde; one of the most gorgeous women I had ever seen.
She was plainly coming like a bomb, and I just shut the door and left. That was three weeks before. I was watching the cameras and I saw the guy from the apartment get out. Three of his boys were with him, and the same woman I saw the time before. The elevator door was next to the door to the security office, and when they got to the door I stepped out.
"Everything okay?" I asked.
"Yeah, we're cool," he said.
The woman was being held by the arm by one of his boys and she immediately began to struggle.
"No! Help me," she screamed. "They're holding me captive! They're raping me!"
"She's drunk," the guy from the apartment said. "She's my girl."
"No, I'm not!" she cried. "I have a husband and they kidnapped me. They're forcing me!"
"You boys mind stepping into my office and we'll straighten this out," I said.
"This ain't none of your business," one of the others said. "This bitch is crazy."
"Well, we'll get it sorted out then," I said. "Miss, step in here please."
The one holding her arm dropped it and took off running. One of his buddies went with him and then there were two.
"We're going to fuck you up," the apartment guy said.
"You're making a mistake," I told him.
"Ain't no mistake," he said.
I reached inside and grabbed my nightstick. They rushed me and I gave the first one the end of the nightstick in the belly. He went down and I was moving to the left. The other guy slammed into the door where I had been standing and I gave him a wicked blow to the inside of his thigh. He screamed and went down.
They were just trying to get away now, and I helped them on their way. That just left me and the woman. She stood there trembling; wearing a blue dress that looked like it had been painted on. Damn, she was hot!
"Miss, you okay?" I asked her.
She collapsed to the floor, sobbing hysterically. I hurried over and helped her up. She could hardly stand, and I took her into the office and sat her down on the sofa in there. She clung to me and just bawled. She was saying something, but it was unintelligible. Her crying made it just gibberish. I got her a hand towel and a bottle of water. She held the towel to her face and took a drink of the water. As she began to gain a little control of herself, I could hear words. She was saying something about her husband, about being raped and made to use drugs. She had track marks all over her arms.
I just kept my arm around her and kept telling her it was over and she was safe now. She finally calmed down enough for me to get some information out of her. Her name was Molly Keene, and she had been at a party with her husband. She had a couple of drinks and everything went away. When she woke up, she was in this building. She was naked and there was a dog collar locked around her neck. It was fastened to the ceiling, too high for her to reach. After an hour or so, the guy who lived in the apartment came in, gave her an injection of something and she went to sleep again. She had been there for a month, and this was the first time they had allowed her out of the apartment.
"Should we call your husband?" I asked her.
"No, I can't let him see me like this," she wept.
"Do you want me to call the police?" I asked.
"No, two of those guys were policeman," she wept. "They made videos of me. Oh God, what am I going to do?"
"Would you like to go home with me?" I asked her. "You could clean up, get something to eat, sleep and then decide what you want to do."
"Please, will you let me do that?" she begged. She looked up at me and she had the softest, saddest, biggest brown eyes I've ever seen. "I'll make it up to you, I swear I will."
"Don't worry about it," I told her. "I'm glad to help you. I'm off work now and I'll take you home."
"What's your name," she asked.
"Cale Henry," I told her.
She never stopped crying the whole drive home. She wasn't sobbing but big tears kept rolling down her cheeks. She asked me what my car was.
"It's a 1970 Buick GSX stage 2," I told her. "Do you like it?"
"I love it," she said. "It looks like a big bumble bee."
I laughed. "I guess it does. The Saturn Yellow with that big black stripe does look like a bumble bee."
She smiled a little and her face lit up like a beacon. She was, no doubt, the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. The tears kept coming, though, and the smile quickly faded. When we got to my place, I showed her around. The master bath had a big sunken Jacuzzi tub and marble floors. It was my parents' house, and when they died, they left it to me. I asked her if she was hungry, but she wasn't. I asked her if she would like to take a bath. She nodded and I got her a terry cloth robe, dumped in some bubbles and ran the water. She sat on a chair with her half empty water bottle and watched. I turned on the jets, got her a couple of towels and went out. She was in there nearly an hour. I nuked a pizza and turned the TV on. It was two o'clock in the morning, and after I ate a couple of slices of pizza, I fell asleep with the remote in my hand.
I felt it falling and jerked awake. Molly was easing it out of my hand. She had the robe on and a towel wrapped around her hair.
"I'm sorry," she said. "You were looking uncomfortable and I was just going to turn the TV off."
"Do you want a slice of pizza?" I asked.
She sat down and nibbled on one for a minute. She jumped up and ran to the bathroom and I heard her heaving in there. I went in and got a cool wet washcloth and washed her face with it.
"They gave me drugs and I can hardly eat," she said. "I'm not hungry and when I try to force myself to eat, I get sick."
"It's okay," I patted her. "Let's get some sleep and maybe you'll feel better."
I took her to the spare bedroom and showed her where the light switch was. I was down the hall and across the living room if she needed me, and I told her good night. She hugged me like she was drowning and I was a life preserver. I peeled her away and went to bed.
In the morning she wasn't up, and I knocked on the door. She didn't answer and I called her name. I heard a moan and I opened the door. She was a mess. She had kicked the covers off and her body was covered in sweat. She was trembling like she was freezing to death and she had found a basin under the sink. She had thrown up and she retched occasionally. I felt her pulse and her heart was pounding.
I picked her up and took her back to the master bath. She kept mumbling and I could hear "no" and "please don't, I'm begging you." It broke my heart. This little lady was so traumatized and plainly going through withdrawal symptoms from some kind of drugs. I put her in the tub and ran her a bath. She was evidently very nauseous and I got a pan and held it for her. She relaxed in the tub for a while and she seemed to be doing better. I left her there and went and changed her sheets.
When I got back her eyes were open and she recognized me. "What's wrong with me?" she croaked.
"You're suffering withdrawal symptoms from the drugs they gave you," I told her. "Don't worry; I'll take care of you. You won't like this, but you have to drink. I'm going to give you Benadryl to help with the nausea. You'll get dehydrated and die if you don't drink. I'll have to take you to the hospital."
"Nooo! Please don't," she started to cry. "I'll try to drink. They'll find out about me!"
"Molly, I'm not going to let you die," I told her. "I'll try to keep from taking you, but if I think you're getting too bad I'm going to take you."
"Give me some water," she said.
I got her an old Knicks jersey I had and dried her off. I put in on her and carried her back to her bed. When I came back with a bottle of water, she was asleep. I woke her up and made her drink it. She went back to sleep and I called work and told them I was taking my vacation. I had three weeks coming, and I called school and told them my sister was sick. I got them to e-mail me my homework and I was set for a while. I had a sister, but she lived in Buffalo and they didn't know that.
Molly was sick for two weeks, and three times I thought she was going to die. I was ready to take her to the hospital, but she always begged me and it seemed like by an effort of will she got better. On the fifteenth day I was sitting in the living room eating breakfast and watching ESPN, and she came out. She was wearing another jersey and she looked better. She was stick thin and her hair was a mess.
"That smells really good," she said. "Is that bacon?"
It was and I cooked her some. She ate three eggs and almost a pound of bacon. For the next three days she was a buzz of energy. She ate like a horse and she zipped around, cleaning the house until it shone and cooking all our meals. Then it was like a switch turned and she couldn't get out of bed. She cried all the time and she was very irritable. I got online and did some research. They called it post-acute withdrawal. According to the experts it wouldn't last long, and they were right. After two days, she was up in the morning before me and she made us breakfast.
"I'm sorry I was so grouchy with you," she said. "I don't know what's wrong with me. You've been so nice to me and you don't deserve to be treated like that."
"It isn't you, Molly," I told her. "This is something you're going to go through for a while. It may last up to two years. You're going to have mood swings. It doesn't hurt my feelings. I know you're just having a hard time."
"You're the best person I've ever met," she told me. "I'm so grateful for everything you've done for me. I'll make it up to you somehow."
"You're welcome," I told her. "Molly we need to talk about what you're going to do now. You're cleaned up from the drugs except for the long-term effects. What do you think you want to do? Do you want to contact your husband? He must be worried sick."
"If he is, why isn't there a missing persons report out on me?" she asked. "I looked on the internet. There's not a word about me being missing. It hasn't been on any news reports. There isn't a word about me on the internet except old stuff. I even checked his Facebook. He hasn't mentioned me. I think he had something to do with it, Cale. He's the one that got me the drinks."
"Don't you think someone could have slipped something into them without him knowing?" I asked.
"It's possible, but if your wife was missing wouldn't you be raising the roof?" she said. "I think he gave me to those men. I'd suspected he was having an affair and I think he believed he could just get rid of me. I think those men were going to kill me when they got tired of me."
"Jesus Christ, Molly! Who would do something like that?"
"A really rotten person," she said. "You have no idea what those men did to me, Cale."
"I don't want to know," I told her. "I can imagine."
"Well, I need to tell you," she said. "I need to put this behind me and deal with it. If I don't talk to someone, I'm going to wind up killing myself. You're my only friend, Cale. Please, talk to me. Let me talk to you."
"Okay, Molly, but are you sure you want to relive all that?"
"No, I don't want to relive it, but I need desperately for you to listen to me and let me grieve. I need you to tell me it's going to be okay and that I'm not destroyed as a person. I nearly am, Cale. You're the only thing keeping me sane right now."
She was sitting on a barstool across the counter from me and I went over and picked her up. I carried her to the sofa and sat down with her on my lap and held her.
"You aren't broken, Molly," I said. "You're bent, but we'll get through this. I know it was horrible, but you're going to make it."
"I don't suppose you know what it's like to be raped," she said. "I'm not sure any man can understand that. Those men raped me, so many times. I was there nearly a month. There were four of them and they all raped me every day." Her voice began to break and she began to sob.
I just squeezed her tighter and she continued. "They gave me drugs, constantly, and they kept me chained up like a dog. The worst part wasn't the rapes or the beating. It wasn't being degraded and abused. I could always tell myself that it wasn't my fault. The worst thing was that they made me come. They raped me and they tortured me. They would bring me right to the edge of orgasm and then keep me there for hours. They would make me beg to come. I'd have to tell them that I was a slut and that I wanted them to fuck my cunt. They made me say that I was a slut and a whore, and they wrote degrading things like, big cock slut' on me with magic markers." She was sobbing uncontrollably now.
"The really awful thing was that I did. I needed to come so badly that I would beg. I would have done anything. They kept me like that for the first three days. They would fuck me and leave me tied up with vibrators in me. They gave me drugs that made me so sensitive and horny that I thought I was going to die. They kept telling me I would have to beg for it. The fourth day I couldn't stand it anymore. I just gave up and did whatever they told me to do. Do you know how many times they made me do that? Do you know how many times they made me come in that month? Does that turn you on, Cale?"
"You turn me on, Molly," I told her. "The idea of making you come turns me on. The idea of torturing you and degrading you disgusts me. Those men aren't human, Molly. You used a key word there with everything you said. They 'made' you do it. You didn't have a choice. I used to be in the Army. I remember once we had taken a prisoner. Some spooks came around and 'interrogated' him. He was a strong man. He was a religious nut job who thought killing Americans was holy, and that Allah wanted him to do it. If anyone ever had a will not to give in, that man did. Those spooks tortured him. They didn't use sex like those men did to you, but they used drugs. They used everything in the book and he broke. He was a gibbering wreck and he would have done anything to make the torture stop. I got guard duty one night, and I saw what they were doing to him. I nearly killed those spooks. I would have if they hadn't pulled me off them. Humans don't torture other humans. The point I'm trying to make is that you didn't have a choice. Everyone has a breaking point."
"Yes, but I came for those men. I begged them to make me come."
"I know that. I'm ashamed to tell you this, Molly, but I saw you. Some of their neighbors made a noise complaint and I went to that apartment. I saw you, but I thought you were enjoying yourself, so I left you there. I'm so sorry."
"That's what I'm telling you," she said. "I was enjoying myself! I was coming and begging them to make me come."
"Did you go there voluntarily?" I asked her. "Did you ask to be fucked? We're you a willing participant in any of that? Would you have done any of that voluntarily? The first time you had a chance you asked me to help you. You didn't want to be there. None of this is your fault! You're the victim here."
"No, I would never have done any of that if I had a choice," she said. She was beginning to calm down and she snuggled into me, rubbing her face on my chest. My shirt was wet with her tears and I just stroked her silky blonde hair and held her.
She looked up at me. "Do you think I'm disgusting, Cale?"
"I think what they did to you is disgusting," I told her. "I think you're nearly perfect, Molly. I think that when this is just a memory, sort of like a bad dream, you'll be the girl of someone's dreams."
"Did you mean it when you said I turn you on?" she asked.
"You're gorgeous," I told her. "You don't need me to tell you that."
"I don't feel gorgeous," she said. "I feel dirty and cheap. I feel weak. I feel like I should have been able to keep fighting."
"You did keep fighting," I told her. "That's why you asked me to help you. If you had given up, you'd still be there if they hadn't killed you by now."
She settled in on my lap and we just shared the contact. I was really surprised that she'd let any man touch her after what they'd done to her. Maybe she trusted me because I had taken her away from them. For whatever reason, I wasn't about to let her go.
It was months before the periods of depression began to ease up. They became less and less frequent over time. After six months we started going out. I'd take her with me to the store or she'd go to school with me and stay in the library. I had quit the security job, and was doing an internship with the company I hoped to work for when I graduated. I really didn't need to work for a long time. My parents had left me pretty well off, and I hadn't spent much while I was in the army.
She had been living with me for eight months when she started to crack. I came home from school and she was crying on the sofa. I took her in my arms and she clung to me.
"What's wrong, Molly?" I asked her.
"I don't know what's wrong with me," she said. "I feel like I'm going to explode. I keep remembering how I felt when I was on drugs and those guys were fucking me. I don't know how to describe it other than hunger. I hate myself for feeling like this, but I feel like I itch inside. I want to go out and have someone fuck me like a slut. I feel like I want to do drugs and just let myself go. What's wrong with me, Cale?"
I tried to reassure her. "It's just a reaction to what happened to you, Mol. Those neurotransmitters in your brain were suppressed and your brain is still overproducing. You got used to those endorphins and it makes you feel like that."



"What can I do?" she asked. "I don't want to feel like this. Help me, Cale."
"I'm here for you," I said. "What do you want me to do?"
"I've been with you for eight months," she said. "Why haven't you made love to me? Is it because I'm spoiled?"
"You aren't spoiled," I said. "I didn't think you'd want me to do that. God damn it, you've been through so much that I didn't want to add to it by hitting on you."
"I want you to," she said. "Remember how I told you I felt dirty? I think you could make that feeling go away. If you made love to me, I maybe wouldn't have this feeling. I'm trying to tell you I love you, Cale. I'm in love with you and I want to make love to you."
I carried her to my bed and that's what we did. We were lying there panting. She was half across me and she was smiling. "You know how to feed a hungry girl," she smiled up at me. "I didn't know if this was going to work. I was afraid I was broken. I still may be. I may need this a lot."
I held her tightly. "I'll give it to you a lot," I told her. "Would every day be enough?"
"I was thinking about in thirty minutes," she purred.
It didn't take ten. That was the beginning of us making love. She still had periodic bouts of depression and sometimes the trauma of those events came back and she clung to me for dear life. She went downhill for a month or so and then she started getting better again. I thought she needed closure. She was afraid to go out of the house without me. It was impossible for her to work and she refused to see therapists. "You're all the therapy I need," she kept telling me. I knew I would have to do something about her terror of being outside without me. I think she kept thinking she would run into one of the guys who raped her, or her husband.
I talked to a few of my old Army buddies and they recommended a PI to me. Her name was Patricia Macalla. The guys I talked to told me she was as soft as a marshmallow inside, but hard as nails on the outside. I called her and she made me an appointment. There was a cute little girl with black hair in the office when I got there. Miss Macalla was a tall plush black girl. She was smoking hot and I liked her right away. She introduced the girl that was with her.
"This is Andrea Davis," she told me. "She's my lover. She has an interest in kidnapping cases. With your permission I'd like her to hear about this."
"Okay, I guess that will be fine," I was a little taken aback. No one had mentioned that Miss Macalla was a lesbian, and Miss Davis sure didn't give off that vibe either.
Miss Davis laughed. "I think you shocked the man, Patricia. We aren't lesbians, Mr. Henry. We love each other and we have sex. We like men, too. In fact... "
"Andrea, we don't fuck clients," Miss Macalla said.
My mouth was hanging open. It took me a minute to get my brain in gear. "I'm with someone," I said. "Not that I wouldn't... I mean... "
"Relax," Miss Macalla said. "You're safe. I'm Patricia and she's Andrea. We're going to call you Cale."
"Well, here's the story." I laid it all out. Everything we knew or suspected. I had dropped by the old apartment building and picked up the security tape from the incident in the garage. I had the name of the guy who had rented the apartment and his last known information. The apartment manager had done a credit check on him, and we had quite a bit of information. I gave her Molly's information and what we knew about her husband.
"What, exactly, do you want to do with the information we find out?" Andrea asked.
"Molly is terrified to go out of the house," I said. "She may always be like that. When you're kidnapped and raped for a month, tortured and addicted to drugs, it's pretty tough to get over. I know she never will as long as those guys are out there. I love her and I'm going to do something even if you can't help me. How much do you want to know?"
"We want to know everything," Patricia said.
"I'm going to kill them all," I said.
"You don't seem like the type," Andrea said.
"You don't know my type," I told her.
"I do," Patricia said. "I work with some of your type. You're a man of war, and if you need to be, you're a stone killer. You won't do it unless you or someone you love is threatened. Yes, I know you, Cale Henry. The problem is, what happens to Molly if you go to jail?"
"I'll find a way," I told her.
"Why don't you let me find the way?" she asked. "I'll set the situation up and you take them down."
"That's what I was hoping for when I came here," I told her. "Andrea, are you sure you want to be part of this?"
"I'm sure," she said. "I love her just looking at her picture. I can't bear the thought that that lovely girl is suffering because of scum like that. I can't stand thinking about what they did to her. You're pretty impressive, too, Cale. I'll do anything I can to help you. I won't kill anyone, but I'll help get the information you need so you can do it."
"Why don't you go to the police?" Patricia asked.
"They have a video," I said. "It would look like she was enjoying it." My voice broke. "They drugged her and tortured her sexually until she begged for it. She said two of them were cops."
"Jesus Christ!" Patricia swore. "We'll make them pay, I swear it, Cale."
I paid them a hefty fee and went home to Molly. I told her what I had done and she was horrified. "I can't let you do that, Cale," she wept. "What if something happened to you? What if you get hurt? What if you go to jail? Please, don't do this. I'll go out. I'll get a job. I'll do anything! Please, I love you and I don't know what I would do if anything happened to you. What would I do?"
"I'm going to fix it so that if anything were to happen to me, you'd be taken care of," I told her. "Patricia and Andrea are going to make sure of that, but nothing is going to happen to me. I know how to fight, baby. That's what I'm best at. These guys don't stand a chance."
"What are you going to do to them?" she asked.
"What do you want me to do to them?"
"I want you to stay away from them," she sobbed. "Please Cale, I'm really scared."
"Molly, look at me," I took her beautiful face in my hands. "If they were helpless, right here in front of you right now, what would you do?"
"I'd torture them," she wept. "I'd harm them so that they couldn't ever do this to anyone else. I'd damage them and turn them loose and let them live out their miserable lives as helpless cripples."
"That's what I thought," I said. "That's what we're going to do, but we aren't going to let them live. I'm going to kill them, Molly. The nightmare is going to end and you won't ever have to think about it again. I love you and I want to marry you and have four kids. I can't do that until you're out of this nightmare."
She threw herself on me and pushed me back over on the couch. She practically tore our clothes off and pressed her beautiful naked body against mine. When we were skin to skin she became as soft as a kitten. She kissed me from head to toe. Every inch of my body felt her lips. Her nipples were hard enough to shatter, and she scraped them all over me. She was so wet she dripped on me, and she covered me with her juices as she rubbed her hot little pussy over my body.
"I love you, Cale," she whispered over and over. "I want to marry you, but I only want two kids."
She took me in her mouth for the first time. "I want to do everything with the man I love," she whispered. "Not like with those sick bastards, but because I love you and I want to give you everything."
Being inside her was like being inside a furnace. Molly burned hotter than ordinary people. Kissing her, being inside her, always felt like she was running a fever. She was the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen and I couldn't believe she was with me. We made love like teenagers on their first date. She came for me like a string of firecrackers and for the first time since we'd been together, she stopped first. The look on her face was indescribable. She looked like she was glowing. We rested our sweat slickened bodies together and just cuddled for hours. She whispered to me and I have no idea what she said, but they were words of love and contentment. I was in a daze of euphoria, and she was, too.
"Cale, I know you were in the army," she said. "I saw what you did to those two creeps in the garage. How good are you? Tell me a story about when you were in the army."
"I'm not proud of that," I told her. "I was young and stupid. I bought into the whole 'keep America safe' thing. It didn't take me too long to figure out that what we were doing had nothing to do with 'keeping America safe.' How does going to some foreign country and killing people in their homes 'keep America safe'?"
"I don't know," she said. "I think you should be here in America if you want to keep it safe."
"I don't know why we were there. It just became about staying alive and keeping the guy next to me alive. The best way to do that is to become deadly. I figured that out. We had targets selected for us and we went out and got them. I was more like a SWAT policeman than a soldier. We'd get information about where a person the higher ups wanted was and we'd go get them. They told us five terrorists were going to be at a wedding and we were tasked to capture or kill them. I remember it every day. We took our positions outside the wedding venue and waited for the group to get there. When they got there, the bride and groom got out. They had three kids with them. The terrorists we were supposed to be taking were in a second vehicle and there must have been 200 people in that wedding party. As soon as our targets were in the clear we made our move. We ran toward the party and one of them had a gun under his robes. I don't know who started shooting, but it was a blood bath. People came out of the surrounding houses and started shooting at us. I took cover behind one of the vehicles the wedding party had come in. I was crouching there and I looked down. There was a little girl lying there. She was one of the kids with the bride. She had on a little white dress and she was dead. I don't know who shot her, but the side of her face was ripped off. She only had one eye left and it was staring at me like she was accusing me of killing her. I went crazy."
Molly held me tightly as I sobbed out the story.
"They killed nine of us right there in the street. There were three of us left and we fought our way out of that neighborhood. Those scars you kissed came from that fight. I got hit five times. One of the three of us made it three blocks and we were all wounded. There were two of us left and my buddy couldn't walk. He had been hit in the leg three times. He lost that leg. We got pinned down in a garden behind a wall. We were there nine hours before they found us. I don't know how many men I killed that day, but they haunt me. They told me I was a hero, that I'd saved my buddy's life. They gave me two medals for that. When they were putting them on me, all I could think about was that little girl, accusing me with that one eye. I didn't feel like a hero, I felt like a piece of shit. I got out as soon as I could, but there isn't a day that goes by that I don't think about that little girl. I'll never fight again for lines on a map. I'll fight for you, Molly. I'm damned good at it and I'll win. Then maybe the nightmares will go away for both of us."
She looked into my eyes for a long time. "We're both kind of broken, aren't we, Cale?"
"Yes, but we're not going to stay that way," I told her. "The difference between me and you is that I volunteered for my nightmare. You didn't have a choice and we're going to take their choices away, too."
It took a month for Patricia and Andrea to get all the information we needed. They kept us posted, and I was very impatient. They kept me calm and Andrea flew out and stayed with us for four days. I think she and Molly fell in love the first day. Andrea was as sweet as honey, and she was so kind and compassionate with Molly that they became very good friends. Patricia came two days later and she stayed with us, too. She had the locations of all five men and we put our plan into action.
Molly's reaction to Andrea was like they became sisters. They were rarely apart the entire time Andrea was there, and Molly told me that Andrea was like the sister she never had. It was easy to see they were going to be friends for life.
Patricia leased an abandoned factory building that had a basement vault. It was about twenty by twenty and I took tools and made it into a dungeon. I screwed eyebolts into the concrete and we bought chains and welded them to handcuffs and the bolts. Patricia came up with some sort of medieval looking leather masks. She said she got them at an S&M fetish store. I didn't want to know what they were used for. She had a whole bag of that kind of stuff, and I shuddered every time I looked at it.
We talked, and I decided to take Molly's husband first. His name was Jonah Keene, and he was a commercial artist. He had a new live in lover, and he still hadn't reported Molly missing. He worked late every Wednesday, and he was the last person to leave the building. I rented a van and Patricia drove. She had a big, angry looking guy with her. His name was Roman and he looked like a skinhead. He was huge, had tattoos all over his bald head and his arms were covered. She introduced him and said he was going to be our jailor.
"Roman doesn't like women or black people," she said. "He likes men and he likes pain."
"So, how do you get along with Patricia?" I asked him. "She's sort of a black woman."
He glared over at her. "I'm afraid of her," he growled. "Besides, she saved my ass twice. I owe her, but this is going to be all about fun."
I shivered. "Jesus, Patricia; you know some pretty damn odd people."
She just laughed. "I know you," she said.
We parked outside Jonah's building, away from the cameras by his car, and when he came out I hit him with a taser. He went down, Roman and I wrapped him up in duct tape and loaded him into the van. We took him to the dungeon and trussed him up like a Christmas Turkey. We left him there and went after the apartment guy.
His name was James Worth and he had a new apartment. There was a party going on when we got there. We put on ski masks and went in with combat shotguns. There were six of them, and they had a girl in a collar. Two of them tried to fight and they had to go down. It took me about five seconds to fill them full of buckshot. The girl was on top of Worth and we caught him with his pants down, so to speak. The bonus was that we got one of the other guys. His name was Reggie Thomas, and we tased them all. It took a while to get them in the van and Patricia took the girl off while Roman and I put the others in the dungeon. It was getting crowded and we had more prisoners than we had gear for. Roman took the spares away and I left them to his tender mercies.
It took us a week to get the other two. We got them both at the same club when they came staggering out. Our lineup was complete and we had all five of them in their cozy little dungeon.
I asked Patricia what I should do. I didn't want Molly involved, but I knew she might want to be. Patricia was totally opposed to the idea.
"Jesus Christ, Cale; I can't believe you're even thinking about it. Hasn't that poor girl been traumatized enough? What the hell?"
We finally got a plan together that she needed to know they wouldn't be around anymore. I would bring her to see the bodies after they were dead, and that would be the end of it.
They didn't die pretty. Roman used them like two-dollar whores, and after two weeks they were done. They couldn't even scream anymore, and I killed them all with a knife. I brought Molly to the warehouse and she just stood and looked at them. Tears were rolling down her beautiful face and she turned away. I took her away and we torched the place.
Patricia and Andrea stayed one more day and we had dinner together at our house. It wasn't exactly a celebration, but it was closure. They made us promise to stay in touch and come and visit them. The police identified the bodies and they started looking for Molly. She got in touch with them and we were able to convince them she hadn't seen Jonah for over a year. She was a free woman, and she finally started leaving the house without me to go to the store or just out for a walk.
It took her five years to feel secure enough to get a job. She had a teaching degree, and she got a job teaching kindergarten at a school near the house. I graduated from college and got a job as a mechanical engineer. Molly loved teaching the little kids, and after three years she told me she wanted to have a baby. I reminded her that we weren't married and she asked me what I was going to do about that.
I knew what I wanted to do. I bought a ring. It was a big sapphire surrounded by three smaller diamonds and I took her to the best restaurant in town. I knelt by the table after dinner and proposed. Her eyes were glistening and she jumped up and shrieked.
"Yes, oh my God, yes; I will marry you Cale."
Everyone in the place applauded and I carried her out. We made love all night and she threw away her birth control pills. We got married in June, and Patricia and Andrea were her bridesmaids. I kidded Patricia that Roman was going to be my best man, but I never saw him again, thankfully. My boss stood up for me, and Molly was radiant. She was growing a little baby bump, but she was the most beautiful bride in history, to my mind.
We've been married twelve years now and we have two beautiful little girls who look just like their Mom. Molly's still teaching kindergarten, and I'm going to get my fifth promotion next week. I came home last week and Molly was at the sink looking out at the back yard. She was crying and I slipped up behind her and folded her up in my arms.
"Mol, are you okay?" I asked her.
She nodded. "I don't itch inside anymore," she said. "I'm okay, Cale. I'm finally okay. Look out at the girls. That's my life now. You, me, them; that's all that matters. Are you okay, Cale?"
"As long as I have you," I squeezed my beautiful wife and the eye wasn't there to accuse me.
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This story was written at the challenge of my friend classicrock2. He mentioned that my stories are mostly happy and that life isn't necessarily like that. Mine has been, but he suggested that I stretch my literary muscles and write a story that could happen to one of my characters, but take away the safety net. I could still give them a happy ending, but rainbows do come after storms. I took the challenge and here is the result.
Thanks to my team. Harddaysknight is my mentor and gives me critical review. SBrooks103x also gives me a pre-post read. My editors are Girlinthemoon, Hale1 and GeorgeAnderson. I must also thank Stef2244 for his input. Thanks to the classic one for the idea.
It was a beautiful spring day; the wind about fifteen knots and a pretty good chop on the water. Dad and I were having a blast. The boat was running smoothly and I was taking in some sail. We were hissing through the chop at a pretty good clip and I got the line tied off. I went to the cooler and got out one of my strawberry sodas and a Stella Artois, for Dad. We were maybe five miles out. The coast was just below the horizon, and when I looked at Dad, I saw his face turn white, even whiter than usual. He sprang toward me and I turned to look in the direction he had been looking. All I saw was a wall of water. It was about fifty yards away and it was speeding toward us like a freight train. I felt Dad grab me by the waistband of my shorts and I just froze, looking up twenty feet to the top of that impossible wall. It fell on us and I knew nothing.
When I woke up my head was throbbing like a bass drum at a Slipknot concert. I was in the water and there was an arm around my neck. Dad had somehow managed to hold onto me when all those tons of water fell on us. There was no sign of the boat. I was on my back with his arm under my chin and he was towing me.
"I'm awake, Dad," I told him. "What happened?"
"I think we just got hit by a rogue wave," he said. He was breathing pretty hard.
"Turn me loose; I can swim now," I told him.
"Are you sure, Collins?" he asked. I could hear the concern in his voice. "We've got a long way to go, baby."
"I'm sure," I told him. "I don't want to hear any 'black people can't swim' jokes, either. "We both knew we were in trouble, big trouble, but it was our way. I could still feel the panic bubbling behind my brain, but his presence calmed me and I kept it at bay with humor.
He laughed, but he turned me loose and we swam side by side for a while. There was enough chop to make it very frustrating. We kept getting hit in the face and choking on sea water. It's a particularly bad choke. Ocean water tastes awful, and making any headway at all was so hard that our mouths were open as we panted. We were both in pretty good shape and it was a good thing. We ran every morning, five times a week. I was doing track and he was my coach. At seventeen, I was in the best shape of my life and I think he was, too. The drawback to that was both of us were pretty muscular. That meant we were denser than fat people would have been and had to exert more energy just to stay up than most people would.
Ocean water is pretty dense, too. If it had been fresh water we'd have been in even more trouble. We swam for two hours and I started getting very tired. Dad could tell I was getting gassed and he made me roll over and he towed me for a while. I got some energy back and we swam on. I was praying for a boat, but I guess the gods weren't listening. I figured if there had been any boats out, they were in the same trouble we were. I ran out of gas pretty quickly and he towed me again. I could see land. I swam again and we made slow progress. Dad was moving very slowly and I could tell he was wearing out. I was exhausted, myself.
"Go, Collins," he gasped. "We can make it. Go, baby; I love you."
"I love you," I told him.
I put my face in the water and swam for the shore. This was the last bit of effort I was going to make and my only thought was moving my leaden arms and legs. I had zero energy for any other thought. I swam until I couldn't take another stroke. I was just going to have to put my feet down. If I was close enough to stand, it would be good; if not, this was it for me. I could see people running toward the water and I never felt anything as good in my life as I did when I felt sand under my toes. A guy was splashing through the water toward me and he grabbed me by the hand. Two more people, another man and a woman were pulling on me. I looked around and I was alone. "Alone, alone, all, all alone, alone on a wine dark sea." The words of the Ancient Mariner ran through my mind for some reason, and I screamed.
"Dad! My Dad's out there!"
I tried to pull away from the people holding on to me. They wouldn't let me go.
"There's no one there," I heard the man shout in my ear. "You weren't with anyone."
I fought like a wildcat. I kicked them and scratched them and tried to bite the man holding my arms. I was going back! I got away for a second and started swimming back out. They caught me and the man who got to me first punched me in the jaw and everything went black.
When I woke up, I was in an unfamiliar room. I was lying in what I realized was a hospital bed, and I tried to sit up. I couldn't and I realized that I was restrained. My wrists and ankles were strapped down and there was a strap around my waist.
"Good, you're awake," I heard a voice say. I turned my head and it all came flooding back. It was the man from the beach. I screamed again.
"Daddy!" I wept harder than I ever had in my life. A nurse came in and gave me a shot. "Call my aunt, Vivian Drake," I managed to get out.
"I'm so sorry I had to hit you," I heard the man say as I drifted away.
I don't know how long I slept but when I woke up, I heard Vivian's voice. "What the hell have you done to her? Get those restraints off of her right now!" She was very angry.
"We had to sedate her," I heard a woman's voice. "The restraints were for her safety. She was hysterical and she kept pulling out her IV and trying to leave."
"I'm responsible for her safety now," Vivian said. "Get those fucking things off her, now!"
I opened my eyes and she looked at me. When she saw that I was awake she ran across the room and threw herself on me. I cried and she held me.
"Ma'am, I can't get to her wrist," the nurse who was taking off my restraints told her.
She lifted up, but she didn't let me go. As soon as my arms were free, I clung to her as tightly as I could and we cried like babies. I couldn't stop crying.
"He saved me, Aunt Vivian," I sobbed. "He towed me and it made him too tired. He died so I could make it."
"I know, baby," she said. "That's how much he loved you. I would die for you, too. I would have died for him. He would have done anything for you. Just remember that. It would have made him happy for you to live, even if he had to die."
My arm hurt badly from where it was bent holding her. I knew it was the IV but I didn't care. I couldn't let her go! We cried together, just holding on to each other, until I fell asleep. When I woke up, she was holding my hand and the IV was gone.
"I want to go home," I told her.
"They're going to keep you one more day," she said. "You were badly dehydrated and exhausted and you had a concussion. Then we'll go home."
The TV was on and we were all over the news. Aunt Vivian had talked to a reporter and my story was what their lead. They talked about how Dad adopted me. Dad had been working with a charity in Kenya when he found me. My mother, from all accounts, was a prostitute and had abandoned me. He took me home with him and fed me. His sister, Aunt Vivian, was an attorney and she flew down the next day and they worked for six months getting it fixed so he could adopt me. Dad knew a lot of people and he and Aunt Vivian were pretty well off. As soon as they got the papers filed, we flew home. He got a job teaching high school and eventually, they got the adoption done.
They told that story on TV and talked about Dad being a hero. I couldn't stand it. I felt like I was suffocating, and Aunt Vivian noticed. "Turn that shit off," she told the nurse. "What the hell is wrong with you people? Hasn't this girl been through enough?"
The nurse apologized. "Your father was a hero," she said. "It's in all the papers and the lobby down there is full of reporters who want to talk to you."
"Jesus Christ!" Aunt Vivian exploded. "I talked to one of those vultures. Isn't that enough? Don't let them come up here or I'll sue this hospital for the rest of my life!"
"We won't let them up here," the nurse said. "Why are you being so hostile?"
"Because my baby is lying there in that bed and my brother is dead," Aunt Vivian told her. She burst into tears.
The nurse came over and patted her. I could see tears streaming down her cheeks. "I'm so sorry, honey" she said. "You can yell at me all you want. I understand. I've got two daughters of my own."
We were all crying by that time and Vivian apologized to her. The nurse gave us both a big hug and went out. We cried for a long time.
"What are we going to do, Aunt Vivian?" I asked her.
"We're going to do what Val would want us to," she said. "We're going to grieve together for a while. We're going to honor him with our lives. He gave you your life and we're going to make sure that we both have full happy lives while we honor him."
I didn't know how that was going to happen. I had just lost my rock. He was my life. I knew he wouldn't want me to mope around the rest of my life, but I was so sad. I was almost unbearably sad. I had Vivian and I loved her with all my heart, but she wasn't Dad. This was going to be the hardest thing I had ever done.
"We're going to be okay, baby," she told me. "I know it seems trite, but eventually we'll figure this out. We'll always miss him, but we'll figure out how to go on and be happy."
She snuck me out the back entrance the next day, and I went home with her. I stayed there two weeks and then she took me to my home. It had been our home: me and Dad. I cried for a long time when we got there, and so did she. We had a memorial service for Dad at the school gymnasium. Thousands of people showed up and it was good to see so many people who had loved him, but it just made me feel worse. They never found his body, and we just had a slide show at the service.
We stayed at my house for a week. Aunt Vivian thought we needed to figure out if we wanted to live at my house or hers. Whatever happened, we wanted to stay together and we discussed the pros and cons. She went back to work on a Monday, four weeks after the wave, and that afternoon the doorbell rang. I peeked out and there was a woman standing outside. She was a tall black woman, and she seemed to be alone. I had been dodging reporters, but she didn't look like a reporter. She just looked like an old woman.
I opened the door. "Can I help you?" I asked.
"Are you Collins Drake?" she asked.
"Who wants to know?" I said.
"Her mother," she told me.
I just stood there with my mouth open. I couldn't speak, couldn't move and my mind was a blank.
"Are you Collins?" she asked.
"Maybe you should come in," I told her.
I offered her a soda, and she took it. "So, about this mother stuff," I told her. "It seems improbable to me. This is Miami, not Kenya. My mother, according to what Dad told me, was a prostitute who abandoned me. I suppose you have some idea of what you're doing to me here?"
"I don't understand," she said. "I'm not doing anything to you. I wanted to find my daughter. I wanted to know if she was doing okay. I saw the story on the news and I knew it was you."
"First of all, I'm not your fucking daughter," I told her. "I have no idea what the circumstances of your life were. I'm not blaming you, but you're fourteen years too late to find out if I'm okay. Do you know why? I was starving to death and dying from pneumonia when the man whose daughter I really was saved my life. You abandoned me and I nearly died. The only reason I didn't is because of the kindness of a stranger. My "mother" left me to starve. I have a real mother now. She'd starve to death herself to feed me."
"You're right about all of that," she said. "I mean, the parts about me. You don't know anything about my life. You have no idea about how this happened. You don't know what I've been through."
"No, I don't. Do you know what? I don't want to know. Why are you here? What do you want?" I asked her.
"I just want to get to know you," she said.
"Well, I don't want to get to know you," I told her. "You've seen me. I'm okay. Now I want you to leave."
I had no idea whether to believe her; it seemed improbable, but possible. How could I know? How would I ever know. My thoughts were too jumbled to figure this out anything. I needed Aunt Vivian. I needed Dad, more than ever.
"Can we just talk for a while?" she asked.
"Sure," I said. "We can talk when my aunt Vivian is here. She's an attorney, and I think she should be here. If you want to come back some other time, I'll talk to her and we'll set something up. Do you have a phone?"
"I'm staying at the Mandarin Oriental," she said. "You can call me there. My name is Mira Abelus." She gave me a card and I showed her out. She turned on the steps. "I'm really looking forward to getting to know you, Collins," she said.
I shut the door and called Aunt Vivian. "I need you to come home, right away," I told her.
"Baby, I'm in court in ten minutes," she told me. "I'll be there as soon as I can. I'm just filing some briefs. It might take me an hour."
I always thought my life was out of a fairy tale. You know, the kind where Prince Charming rides into the pictures, rescues the fair maiden and they all live happily ever after. My fairy tale was turning into an H. P. Lovecraft story. I was so upset I couldn't think. I couldn't imagine what that woman wanted. Why did she have to come here and fuck everything up like this? I had been happy! My life was perfect before Dad died. There wasn't room in it for this, and I wanted her to just go away. I could hardly cope without this shit.
My feelings were raw, before Mira showed up, and now I was a mess. I had always wanted a mother, but Aunt Vivian had filled that role, almost perfectly. I couldn't imagine anyone having a more beautiful, more caring, more loving mother than she had been. I had no feelings toward Mira, even if she did turn out to be my mother. The only feelings I had toward her were hostility.
I didn't want her, wanted nothing to do with her, didn't want any more complications or even to know her.
I was crying when Aunt Vivian got there. She's always known how to calm me down. She petted me and told me how much she loved me. I cried for a very long time. I never usually cry, but I couldn't stop and I had been doing a lot of it lately. I finally fell asleep with my head on her lap.
I must have slept about twenty minutes. I looked up at her.
"What's wrong with my baby?" she asked.
"Something terrible happened today." I said. "A woman came here and said she's my mother."
She got a strange look. "Do you believe her?" she asked.
"I have no idea," I said. "Do you think she could be?"
"We could do tests. What did she want?" she asked.
"She said she wants to get to know me," I said. "Why would she want to do that? I don't want to know her. What are we going to do?"
"I don't know," she said. "She can't force you to talk to her, Collins. I don't think she has any legal right to you at all. She abandoned you. We need to find out about her, I'll get investigators on it today. What did she tell you?"
I told her what the woman had said, what her name was and where she was staying. She made some phone calls and got her investigators on the job.
"We'll know more in a couple of days," she said. "Collins, I don't want you to be alone at all. You're going to have to come to work with me."
"Are we going to talk to her?" I asked.
"Maybe we should, but not until we know more," she said. "How does a Kenyan whore get to America, and how does she rate a five-star hotel?"
"I don't have a clue," I said.
She hugged me. "Collins, it's going to be okay. We'll fix this."
I went to work with her every day for a week. She had preliminary reports by that time, and we knew something about Mira Abelus. She had been a political aide. It was difficult to find out how she got to that position, and I couldn't imagine how a prostitute became an aide to a politician. Evidently, she had become wealthy and powerful. When he was overthrown, she managed to distance herself from him, somehow. She knew a lot of powerful people in Kenya, and evidently, she swung a big stick. She had been charged with human rights violations, but nothing stuck. This was getting worse and worse.
Vivian thought we had our ducks in a row, so I called her and set up a meeting. It was at my house, and I cooked dinner. Someone dropped her off in a limousine and she was, at least, impeccably dressed. We sat down at the table and I just stared at her for a while.
"Ask me anything," she said. "I know you want to."
"Why did you abandon me?" I asked her.
"I wasn't even aware that I had," she said. "I was a junkie, baby."
"You don't get to call me that," I told her. "My name is Collins."
"Okay, Collins, I was a heroin addict. My pimp got some very high-quality drugs for a change, and I didn't even know where I was for three weeks. I woke up one day with a priest on top of me. I noticed you weren't there right away. I asked him to help me find you, but you were gone. I thought you were dead. It destroyed me. I tried to kill myself a dozen times. That priest rescued me. He dried me out and we were lovers for years. He introduced me to a lot of powerful people and I made something of myself. I was here on business when I saw the story on the news. I knew it was you the minute I saw your picture."
"Who is my father?" I asked her, "And why haven't you ever tried to find me before, if you were interested in finding me? Why would you think I was your daughter?"
"I don't know who your father was," she said. "I was I was a whore, Collins. There were a bunch of English guys staying at the hotel I worked. One of them was your father. We can get a test done if you want to. I'm pretty sure that I'm your mother. You look just like I did at that age."
I couldn't imagine it. I thought we looked nothing alike.
"I never knew what happened to you," she said. "I had no hope of ever finding you. You vanished without a trace. I am your mother, though."
"No, you aren't," I told her. "That's my mother sitting right there." I pointed at Aunt Vivian.
"I understand," she said. "I know I'm grateful to her. I'm very grateful to Vallon Drake. I would never have suggested this if he was alive, but don't you think you should be with your family now?"
"She's the only family I have," I told her. "I think my birth mother is a whore who fucked some John. I don't want to see you again."
"I'm not like that anymore," she said. "I've spent my whole life regretting what I did. I was eighteen years old, desperate and Kenya had no opportunities for me. It was become a whore or die."
"I'd rather die," I told her. "You should have died."
"I was weak," she said. "I was eighteen, addicted to drugs, afraid of dying and I found a pimp who took care of me. After you were born, I tried to clean up, but I was just too weak. In spite of all that, I'm still your mother. I think you should be with me," she said.
We were through eating and we moved to the sofa. She sat in a chair and Vivian spoke to her.
"Whatever you want isn't important," Vivian told her. "The only thing that's important is what Collins wants."
"She's a child," Mira said.



"Yes, but in some ways she's older than you or me," Vivian told her. "She's always been like that. If she doesn't want you to be part of her life, that's her decision."
"No, it's not," Mira said.
"What are you talking about?" I said.
"I want you," she said.
"I don't give a damn what you want," I said. "I don't want you."
"We'll see," she said. She had a look in her eyes that made me shiver. I thought about those human rights violations.
"Are you threatening her?" Vivian asked. She looked fierce. "Because if you are, it's going to get very ugly, very fast."
"I never threaten," Mira said.
"I think you should leave now," I told her.
She got out her phone and started to make a call.
"You can make that call outside," I told her.
She looked daggers at me, but she went outside. I locked the door behind her.
"Jesus," Vivian said. "That's a scary woman. What the hell, Collins? Why does she want you?"
"I have no idea," I told her. "I think she's a psychopath. I don't want to see her again, Aunt Vivian."
"No, baby; we won't. This was a mistake."
There was a thud on the door and Vivian grabbed her purse. I had a strong door and it took five of those thuds before the lock broke. Two huge black men came in, followed by Mira.
"Collins, you're coming with me," she said.
"Like hell she is," Aunt Vivian pulled her 9mm out of her purse. She had a permit for concealed carry and she knew how to use that gun. "Collins, call the police," she said.
All three of them raised their hands. "We'll leave," Mira said.
"If you move one step I'm going to shoot," Vivian said.
I dialed 911 and told them the address. "Some men and a woman just broke into our house," I told the dispatcher. "My aunt is holding them at gunpoint."
One of the men made a mistake. He took a step toward Aunt Vivian and she just shot him. It hit him high in the shoulder and he went down. The other guy and Mira froze. The police came screaming up and they took us all downtown. It turned out that Mira had diplomatic immunity, and they wouldn't let Aunt Vivian go until they investigated. They called child services to come and get me and I slipped out while they were questioning everyone. I caught a cab home and found our emergency box. Dad kept it in the wall of our bathroom in a trap door that looked like a plumbing hatch. It had a .22 magnum automatic, our passports and $20,000 in cash in it. I took it all and went and got Dad's truck. I loaded it with everything I thought I would need. I looked regretfully at my Audi R8 LMX, but it was too conspicuous. I took our cards and got cash advances from the ATM around the corner. I took all the money out of our accounts I could get. I would get more tomorrow when I could.
I drove to a warehouse Vivian owned and pulled the truck inside. There was an office in there with a cot and it had a bathroom with a small shower. I would be fine there for a while. I plugged in the microwave and my cooler. I had to do something about my phone. I went to Walmart and bought four of those prepaid phones. I used my iPhone to call both houses and left messages for Vivian. I told her I'd call her at ten, noon and four every day, but I was getting rid of my iPhone. I plugged it into my laptop and started a jailbreak on it. Halfway through I turned it off and drove down to the docks. I threw it in the water and went back to the warehouse. With the jailbreak halfway done, even if it was recovered, no one could retrieve the information. I microwaved my dinner, played games on my laptop and listened to music until I was sleepy.
The next day I called at all the times I said I would. At noon, when I called her house, someone from child services answered the phone. "Collins, we just want to help you," they started. I hung up. I called Vivian's cell phone and she answered.
"Don't tell me where you are, Collins," was the first thing she said. "Are you okay, baby?"
"Yes, what do you want me to do?" I asked her.
"Just stay safe and out of sight," she said. "I'm afraid Mira will try to kidnap you. Can you get out of town?"
"Yes, I'm already out," I lied. "I'll call you in a couple of days when I get settled."
"Collins, I love you so much, baby," I could tell she was crying. "Me too," I choked out.
I was afraid to stay too long at the warehouse. They might eventually check her properties, and I didn't want any part of child services. Dad and Aunt Vivian had been in that, and they told me horror stories. I stayed in that warehouse a week until I figured they wouldn't be looking for me with the same urgency. I hoped the blowback from Vivian shooting that guy would go away and we could just get back to normal. I was still hurting pretty badly about Dad and I cried myself to sleep every night. My father was gone, I was seventeen, I had just over 20,000 dollars, I couldn't reach the only person in the world who loved me, I was a fugitive and a crazy woman wanted to kidnap me. I couldn't imagine a month ago that I wouldn't be a wreck. I surprised myself that I wasn't
I needed to get out of Miami; hell, I needed to get out of Florida. I loaded up my stuff and headed north. I stayed off the freeways and used maps. No GPS for me! I was afraid they could track me by the cell towers I accessed. I stopped for the night in Atmore, Alabama. I got a room at the motel and paid cash. It was a mom and pop outfit with a kitchen, and I settled in. I talked to Vivian a couple of times and it looked like she was going to get out of her legal problems. They were dropping the charges and they had started the process to deport Mira and her boys. She didn't want me to come home.
"I'm still afraid, Collins. I think we need to disappear. The woman is a nut job. I think someone is following me everywhere I go. What do you want to do, baby?"
"I just need you," I told her. "I'm scared and lonely, Aunt Vivian. I think the people who own this place don't like me. I think they're a bunch of racists and they don't like a black girl staying here. I don't like the way they look at me; like I'm a piece of meat and they're hungry."
"Go somewhere else. Do it today," she told me. "Collins, will you disappear with me? We can start over somewhere Mira will never find us."
"I don't want to do that," I told her. "I don't know what else to do, though. I'll do whatever you want."
"Then I'm going to cash out," she said. "I'm going to sell everything we have; I'm going to move it all offshore and we'll vanish. It's going to take a while. Do you have enough money?"
"I can probably live six months," I told her. "The problem is, where? I'm underage and no one will rent to me."
"I'll think of something," she said.
Two weeks later I was in Washington State. It turned out Vivian knew a retired security contractor Dad had known who had bought an apple farm in the Okanogan Valley, and he had some small cabins on his place that he let migrant workers stay in during the harvest. He agreed to rent me one and keep it on low key after Vivian told him what was going on. I moved in, and he and his wife were a wonderful couple. They were in their early seventies and they treated me like I was their grandkid. I posed as that, and when school started up, I enrolled. I was one of two black kids in the whole school. Joseph was an exchange student from Zimbabwe, and we were sort of celebrities, so we got along pretty well. The kids all treated me well and the teachers seemed to like me, too. I wanted to run track, but I didn't need my name in the paper. I had been counting on that to get me a scholarship to college, but Vivian told me not to worry about it. We'd pay whatever it took. I had my eighteenth birthday alone in a cabin with two feet of snow falling. It was the loneliest I'd ever been. I didn't remember the starving time before Dad found me, but this was bad.
Vivian sold our houses and that made me very sad. She sold my car and it was even worse. Dad got me that car for my sixteenth birthday, and I cried for a week when she sold it. She cashed everything we had out, and by the time I graduated she had been with me for two weeks. We moved to Spokane and she bought a house. I enrolled at Gonzaga and we kind of settled in.
I was walking across the campus one morning between the science building and the gym and I noticed a couple of guys walking behind me.
"Hey, Collins," one of them called. "Wait up."
He was a guy from my lifetime activities class who had been my bowling partner the week before. I stopped and they caught up.
"We're having a party tonight and we want you to come," he said. "I'm Mike, remember, and this is Cal."
"I remember," I told him. "What kind of a party?"
"Just have a few beers, dance a little, swim in my parent's pool and listen to some music," he said.
"I'm not much of a party girl, Mike," I told him. "I wouldn't want to step on your vibe."
"It's not like that," he said. "Some people might get wasted, but most of us won't."
"I'll think about it," I told him.
He gave me the address and I went to the gym. They had a nice indoor track and I changed and started running. I ran three miles and walked a quarter. When I started again, I kicked the whole quarter and stopped. I walked a quarter, blowing pretty good.
"Hey," I heard somebody call from down in the gym. "Who the hell are you?"
I saw a guy walking across the floor. "Are you talking to me?" I called.
"Hell yes, I'm talking to you," he said. "Wait right there, I need to talk to you for a minute."
He climbed the stairs and I kept walking. He ran after me and stopped, walking beside me.
"I'm a student here," I told him. "I can use the track."
"I'm not worried about that; I saw you running," he said. "I watched that three miles you ran. You were moving! I put a clock on that last 400. You ran that in 57 seconds after running three miles. What's your best time?"
"Why do you want to know?" I asked him.
"I'm the track coach here," he said. "Who do you run for?"
"Collins Drake," I said.
"Is he a coach?" he asked.
"That's me," I said. "I run for me."
"Oh, sorry," he said. "You don't belong to a club or run on a team?"
"No, I just run for fun," I said.
"You're kidding, right?"
"No. Listen, I've got to be going. See you around."
"Wait a God-damned minute, please," he said. "Jesus, Collins, you look just like Paula Patton," he said.
"Thanks, but I really need to go," I told him.
"I want you to run for me," he said.
"I can't," I told him. "I'm sorry, but I can't."
"Why not? You're faster than anyone I have on my team. You're faster than most of the guys. I know you could get down in the low fifties."
I couldn't resist. "53.3," I told him.
"Jesus, girl; you do that without anyone to train you? I think I could shave that down."
"I had someone to train me," I said. "My father. He was my track coach."
"Why won't you talk to me about it?" he asked.
"I can't tell you that either," I said. "Just let me go."
"Okay," he said. "I won't pressure you. My name is Mason Knoll. If you change your mind, give me a call."
"I will," I said. I hadn't really looked at him, but I did then. He had the most amazing eyes I had ever seen. They were a really light grey color and I thought he was very good looking. He almost reminded me of Dad in a way. Maybe it was a coach thing. I went and picked up my bag. When I got home, I told Vivian about my day. I asked her if she minded if I went to the party.
"No, I don't mind," she said. "I got a job today, Collins. I'm going to be a public defender."
I jumped on her. "That's so cool, Aunt Vivian. Those poor people are going to get a surprise. They're going to be defended by the best lawyer any of them have ever seen. The prosecutors are in for a surprise, too." I hugged her so hard her feet came off the ground.
"Put me down," she scolded. "Jesus, Collins; you don't know your own strength. You nearly made me pee my pants."
I laughed and got in the shower. The party was kind of fun. I missed not having friends around. I hung out for quite a while. I wasn't old enough to drink, but neither were a lot of other people that were. I stuck with soda and Mike introduced me to a lot of people. He sat beside me and we talked for a while. He sparked up a blunt and we shared it.
"I've noticed you don't hang out a lot on campus, Collins," he said.
"I don't live on campus," I told him, "and when I get done with school I usually just go home."
"Do you have a boyfriend?" he asked.
"Um, no, not really," I told him. "I don't really know anyone here. My aunt and I just moved here a couple of months ago."
"Well, I know a bunch of guys that are dying to ask you out," he said. "They're just afraid you'll shoot them down. A girl who looks like you is just sort of scary."
I pretended to be shocked. "I didn't know I looked so bad people thought I was scary," I told him."
"No... that's not... I didn't mean..." he stammered.
I laughed, "I was just kidding you, Mike. Jesus, relax, dude; I'm really nice if people just talk to me. I may not go out with them, but I'll decline nicely if I don't. I'll go out with nearly anyone once. They might turn out to be the love of my life."
I noticed a girl I had recognized from biology class had walked up and overheard my last remark. She was a kind of short blonde with really large breasts and a really plush ass.
"Will you go out with me, Collins?" she asked.
"I'm not a lesbian, but I might," I told her. "I'd like to get to know you before I say yes or no. In fact, if anyone wants to go out with me, they should try just talking to me first. I'll go out with you, Mike, if you decide to ask me. You were nice enough and brave enough to talk to me and ask me to this party."
"Really? I'll do it!" he seemed pretty excited. "I'll take you somewhere as soon as I get my first check."
"I'll be waiting," I told him. "I'm going home now. Thanks for asking me to the party."
He and Cal walked me to my truck and I went home happier than I had been in a long time. Vivian wasn't home when I got there, and when she came home, she looked happier, too.
"Where ya been?" I asked her.
"I had a date, Collins. I met a really nice guy."
"Good," I hugged her. "Tell me all about it." We talked for a long time before we went to bed, and I think for the first time in a long time we felt like the future was something other than a big black hole.
I went out with Mike a couple of weeks later and he was a really nice guy. I liked having him for a friend, but he wasn't going to be more than that. I just didn't feel what I was hoping to feel. I think he sensed it, too, because after that we hung out a lot but he never asked me out again. We went places together and with a group, but it wasn't romantic. We went to a party with Beth, the girl that asked me out, and Cal. A guy I hadn't seen before came up and asked Mike to introduce us. I could tell Mike didn't like him, but he was very good looking. His name was Gary Morse and he played football. I knew a lot about football, and he told me he was a fullback. He was impressed that I knew what that was. He was tall and well built, blue eyes and dark hair. I thought he was probably kind of big deal on campus.
He made it a point to find me on campus over the next few weeks, and after a month he asked me out. We went to a movie and met a friend of his and his girlfriend there. We went to Taco Bell after the movie and I liked him pretty well when he dropped me off that night. I gave him a peck on the cheek and he seemed happy with that.
The next day I saw Mike in class and he pulled me aside after we got out. "Collins, I'm just telling you this because you're my friend. You know I'm not trying to get in your pants or anything, so here goes. Gary isn't a very good guy. He got a girl pregnant last semester and just dumped her when he found out. You do what you want to, but you're too good for him. You're not wild enough. He parties hard and so do all his friends. Everyone knows he's a horndog."
I was a little angry, but I knew he was probably telling me the truth. Well, I was a big girl and I didn't plan to marry him or anything. Gary started showing up at the track when I was running and he ran with me some. He wasn't in the kind of shape to keep up, but he tried. We went out a couple of more times and he grew octopus arms. He put his hands all over me until he pissed me off. I left the club we were at and called a cab. I waited on the sidewalk and he came out and tried to get me to go back inside. I had enough when he tried to drag me back in by my arm and I grabbed him by the nuts and squeezed. He went as white as a sheet and crumpled to his knees. I kept him there until the cab pulled up. I gave him a last squeeze and he made a little shrieking sound. I let him go and got in the cab. I told Vivian about it and she laughed hysterically. I guess it was kind of funny, but I'll let a guy know when I want to go forward. I didn't want to with Gary, and he just wouldn't back off.
I had just got through running the next afternoon, and when I walked down the stairs, Gary and two of the guys on the football team were waiting at the bottom of the stairs. I stopped.
"You need something?" I asked them.
"I think it's time you learned what's going on around here," Gary said. "It's time you learned that when I want a bitch, I just take her."
"Is that what they're here for?" I asked him, nodding toward his buddies. "You too much of a pussy to 'just take' me by yourself?"
"Naw, they want a piece of that ass, too," he laughed. "You're going to enjoy this."
I ran back up the stairs and started around the track across the building where there was a stairway that went outside. I knew they could never catch me. I left them in the dust, but I could see one of his buddies heading across the floor to cut me off at the stair up to the track over there. I came out of the turn and they were chasing me. The guy coming up reached the top of the stairs, just as I reached them and stepped out in front of me. I didn't even slow down. I jumped and caught him with a front kick in the chest. He went down and hit his head on the floor with a crack. I kept running. A door opened ahead, and I saw Mason Knoll come out of his office. I ran to him and stopped. Gary and his conscious buddy came puffing up and I saw the other guy shaking off his cobwebs.
"Collins, what's going on?" Mason asked me.
"Gary and his friends decided to 'just take' me," I told him. "He doesn't know what 'no' means."
"Stay out of this," Gary told him. "You don't want any trouble with Coach Hawk."
"No, you're right," Mason said. "I don't think I'll have any trouble with him. I don't think you want any trouble with me, do you?"
"No, we'll just go," his buddy said.
Gary protested and his buddy grabbed his arm. "Knolls fights MMA," he told Gary. "He'll kick our asses and we'll get kicked out of school, too. He's the nephew of the president of the school."
"If Collins tells me that you've bothered her again, that's exactly what's going to happen," Mason told them. "You assholes better leave. Come on Collins, I'll take you home."
I held his hand and we walked past them and down the stairs. He was parked outside the building and he had a 1969 GTO! He opened my door and made me buckle up. He drove me home and I invited him in for a soda. When I opened the door Aunt Vivian made a little squeal. "Mason, what are you doing here?" she asked.
"I have no idea," he said. "Why am I here, Collins?"
"He ran off some assholes who were going to attack me," I told her. "How do you know him, Aunt Vivian?"
"He was my date I told you about," Vivian said.
"Jesus, how come you get the nice guy and I wind up with the tools?" I complained.
"You're Collins' aunt?" He asked; a confused look on his face.



"It's complicated," she said.
"I'll make time." He sat down on the sofa. Vivian curled up next to him and leaned up against him. That must have been some date! I sat on the other side and she told him to put his arm around me.
"Anyone who doesn't love Collins doesn't have a chance with me," she told him.
"I want to love her, but she won't give me the time of day," he said.
"He wants me to run for him," I told her. "I didn't want to tell him why I wouldn't."
"I really like him, Collins," she said. "Please let me tell him."
"It will really mess us up if he ever tells anyone," I told her. "We'd have to move again."
"Collins, I just risked my ass for you," he said. "What do I have to do to get you to trust me?"
"She's cautious, and I want her to be," Vivian told him. "She's been through a lot, Mason. She's had a really rotten time for the last year and she's scared. So am I. She's had a lot of bad things in her life and she doesn't trust easily."
"I'd never allow anything to happen to either one of you," he said. "If you don't trust me, I'll have to live with that. It's a shame though, I really like you, too, Vivian, and I think Collins would be quite a star."
I twisted his head around so I could look in his eyes. I could see that his feelings were a little hurt, but he didn't have any lie in his eyes.
"Aunt Vivian, is it okay?" I asked her.
"Follow your heart, baby," she told me.
"Vivian is my aunt, but we're not related," I told him. "I guess you noticed that she's white and I'm black. Her brother adopted me when I was three. I never knew who my birth parents were until last year. My birth mother was a whore in Kenya. My dad and I had a boating accident. He saved my life, but he drowned doing it. It was on the news and my mother, my birth mother, heard about it. She's a psychopath. She tried to kidnap me and take me back to Kenya with her. I was seventeen, and I think if she ever got her hands on me, I'd be in big trouble. She tortured and killed people in the opposition political party in Kenya, Mason. Child Services was going to take me away from Aunt Vivian and we had to disappear. We wound up here. That's why I can't run. I can't afford to have my name in the paper or on any public records. We're afraid that crazy bitch will find me."
He just sat there for a while. He shook his head. "That's quite a story, girls. Jesus Christ! No wonder you didn't want to tell me. I swear to God I'll never tell anyone. What if I could fix it so you could run, Collins? Would you do it?"
"It's all she's ever wanted to do," Vivian told him. "How could you do that?"
"I'd have to tell one person," he said. "I'd have to tell my uncle. He's the president of the University. He'd never tell anyone. We could put her on the roster under another name. Maybe we could use her middle name or something.
"No, it's really unusual," I told him. "I never even knew my last name."
"Well, I guess it can be whatever you want it to be then," he said. "How about Paula?"
"Why that?" Vivian asked.
"He has this silly idea that I look like Paula Patton," I said. "You know, 'cause all black people look alike."
They laughed. "You mean the actress?" Vivian asked. "Oh my God, Collins, you do look like her!"
"Bullshit," I said. "Anyway, I'd love to run. Maybe I could just practice with you a while and then we'll see if I'm competitive. How does that sound?"
That's what I did. I never won a race. I could have, but we thought it would be best if I finished second or third. I was back doing what I loved more than anything, and knowing I could have won was enough for me. I was earning points for the team and I was running.
My junior year I was running in the park and I heard someone coming up behind me. That's very unusual for me. Nobody ever kept my pace. When I looked back, I saw a guy I knew. He was an engineering student with whom I had a couple of classes. I picked up the pace a little and he fell back. When he sped up I did, too, until we were nearly sprinting. I was faster than he was, but I was getting gassed. I stopped and he nearly ran me over.
"Hi," I said.
His lips were moving but I couldn't hear what he was saying. "Something wrong with your voice?" I asked him.
He pointed at his ears and I got it. He was deaf. "Sorry," I said. "I didn't mean anything. I didn't realize you were hearing impaired."
I felt like an idiot when he reached up and pulled my earbud out. He was laughing.
"I hear just fine," he said.
That laughter lit his face up like a beacon. He was taller than I was, which I liked, and his eyes were this soft brown color that made me weak in the knees. He had long very curly brown hair and he was deeply tanned, as if he spent a lot of time outside. He was thin, but not skinny and I liked him for that laugh.
"You're Collins, right?" he asked. "I have a class with you. You can run like a deer. I've never met a girl who was faster than me."
"I'm sorry, I don't remember your name," I told him.
"It's Gregg," he told me. "Gregg Wade."
"Well, Gregg Wade," I said. "Do you want to run one more lap with me?"
"I can't imagine anything I'd like better," he said.
We ran a lot of laps together. It took him three days to ask me out. We went out six times before he kissed me. We spent every spare minute together, and we ran together every day. This guy affected me like no one else ever had.
One of the Greek clubs sponsored a dance and he asked me to go. He couldn't dance, but we had a lot of fun. Vivian was out with Mason, and when I got home, I invited Gregg in. We cuddled on the sofa and watched The Office on Netflix. We were both big fans and we were giggling like little kids when Vivian and Mason came in. We all talked a while and Vivian came and whispered to me.
"I'm going to make love to him tonight, Collins. Don't embarrass us."
I squeezed her and took Gregg to my room. I think he was surprised, but I told him I wanted to give Vivian and Mason some space. We played music and danced some more. I rubbed up against him and I was getting really horny. I pushed him down on the bed and unbuttoned his shirt.
"What are you doing, Collins?" he asked.
"Do you want me to unbutton mine?" I asked him.
"Oh, my God, yes!" he sounded hoarse.
I pulled it out of my skirt and slowly unbuttoned it, giving him a little tease. I had on a very skimpy bra, and you could almost see the tops of my nipples. They were rock-hard and plainly trying to punch their way out.
"My God, you're beautiful, Collins," he breathed.
"Show me," I told him.
He pulled me close and kissed my belly button. I shivered and he stood up, laying me down on the bed while he kissed me. He was obviously very excited, and I slowed him down.
"We aren't racing, Gregg," I told him.
He got a grip and I let him unhook my bra. It fastened in the front and he popped the catch. His breath sucked in with a gasp when my tiddies popped out, and his lips were all over them. It was driving me wild! I sat up and took off the blouse, slipping my arms out of the bra straps and pushing his shirt off. We made that skin to skin contact and my nipples scraped across his chest. He had chest hair and it felt incredibly rough against my sensitive nipples. He was all long lean muscle, and I knew I had to have him. I felt his fingers fumble at the zipper on my skirt and I helped him. He knelt and pulled it down, leaving me just in my panties. They matched the discarded bra, and he ran his hand up and down my legs.
"God, I love your legs," he said. "You're the hottest woman I've ever seen, Collins. Do you know I love you?"
"You've never told me before," I said. "I think I'm in love with you, too, Gregg. Let's find out."
Both of us were virgins, and it was a little awkward at first. We knew the theory, but it took us a while to get the execution down. It hurt pretty badly at first, but he was patient and gentle, and it started feeling really good. He came before I was ready, but he didn't stop. I loved the look on his face when he came, and I loved the way it felt inside me. I think he was pretty big. It certainly felt that way inside me, and his pleasure got me excited and I blew up. I had rubbed myself off plenty of times, but this was a whole new ballgame. He lasted quite a while and I came several times.
I knew we'd get better with practice and I wanted plenty of practice. He gave it to me. He spent the night in my bed and I got my pussy eaten for the first time. I gave him my first blow job, too. I decided I liked dick, and I was going to get as much as possible. We explored and played and got very excited until he just pounded into me the last time. I came like a bomb and it must have been pretty good for him, too, from the noises he was making. I was sore as hell the next morning, and we just did oral when we woke up.
I just put on an old shirt and went to the kitchen. I made breakfast, and Vivian came in after a minute and helped me. She had a big smile on her face and when the guys came in, they looked at each other with big shit-eating grins. I threw a piece of toast at Gregg, and Vivian and I giggled like little girls.
Mira proved to be the proverbial bad penny that just kept turning up. I always figured she found us through my last track meet, my senior year. It was an accident, under a pretty weird circumstance. We were in a track meet at Oregon and I was running well. I knew I could win, but I was planning to let a Washington runner pass me on the homestretch. She came outside and we matched stride for stride down the backstretch as she started her kick.
We were ten yards ahead of the third-place runner and suddenly the Washington runner was gone. I learned after the race she pulled a quad and went down. There was nothing I could do. Later, I wished I had faked an injury, but I didn't think of it at the time. I won the race and that qualified me for the Pac 12 championship.
I knew it was a mistake, and both Aunt Vivian and Mason thought I should withdraw. I did, but that turned into a story, too. It got some news coverage, but we didn't think much about it.
It was the week before finals and I came home from the gym to an empty house. I just figured Aunt Vivian was out somewhere. I showered and put on a t-shirt and a pair of shorts. I wondered downstairs, fluffing my hair with a towel and I saw a piece of paper taped to my laptop screen. I read it and it directed me to a Dropbox account. What the fuck?
I logged on and there was a single video clip. I played it and a man I had never seen before began speaking. "Collins, make this easy for everyone. We have your Aunt Vivian and Gregg. Bring your passport to the airport and ask the airline for your ticket. You're flying to Taipei, via Vancouver. When you land in Taipei, you will be met. As soon as you're in place in Taipei, we will release your aunt and boyfriend. If you don't do as we ask, they die. If you speak to the police, they die. We won't harm you, or them. The opposite, in fact. We have big plans for you and it's nothing bad. This is the only way we can get your attention, and my employer is very sorry we had to go to these lengths."
That was it. I copied the file and logged out. I thought to log back in, but when I tried, the box was gone. This was some professional shit. I had no idea what to do. I have no idea how long I sat there in my chair. I don't even know a single thought I had while I sat there. When I came to awareness, it was dark. My first thought was that I should eat something, for some reason. I heated a can of soup and made a grilled-cheese sandwich. I wasn't hungry, but I desperately, hopelessly, needed something normal to do.
My brain began to function as my hands worked, and the helpless tears of rage, fear and frustration began to flow. Why me? What could anyone possibly want with me? I had nothing, I was no one; why would anyone do this? I couldn't function well enough to figure out who or why, and I had no idea what to do. I took a couple of bites of my sandwich and a couple of spoons of soup before I began to feel nauseated. I threw it away.
Through that long night I paced, I swore and wept bitter tears. I broke things and hurt my hands beating on things. As the day was breaking, I had no idea what I was going to do. It seemed that I had no choice but to do what they wanted. I damn sure didn't trust the police, so I was going to have to do what I had to do. I packed my suitcase, found my passport and took a last look around, hoping some idea would come to me, some clue I had missed. There was nothing but silence.
I opened the door and turned back to look again. I became lost in my thoughts until I heard a soft voice behind me. "Hello, baby girl."
I froze. I was hallucinating. It was the voice of a ghost, an echo from the past. I wanted so badly for it to be true, for my desperate fears to be taken away, for all my dreams to be answered. My shoulders sagged in defeat. Now I was losing it to the degree that I was fantasizing.
"Aren't you going to speak to me?" There it was again.
I covered my ears. "Stop it!" I screamed. "You're dead! Leave me alone!"
Even through my hands over my ears, I heard that familiar chuckle, like a bear growling. Two huge arms came around me and I saw that familiar ring. "Where are we going, baby?"
I spun in his arms and looked up into his face. My vision dimmed and I felt myself slumping as my legs would no longer support me. Blackness closed over my eyes, leaving only a tiny point of light, which dimmed and the blackness claimed me.
When I awakened, there was something cold covering my face and someone was holding me. I was disoriented, and I began to struggle. "Easy, baby girl, I got you." It was that voice again!
I took the cloth off my face and he was there. "Daddy?" I whimpered.
"Yeah, it's me. Do you know how long it took me to find you? You're good at hiding, Collins. I'm going to have a few words for that sister of mine."
"What... how... you're dead!" My voice was small and shaky. I reached up and touched his face, ran my fingers through his beard. A hysteria was growing in me like that wave that had destroyed my life. I sat up and buried my face in his chest, just like I had when I was a tiny, hysterical sobs shaking me. I clung to him fiercely, as if the strength of my grasp could stop him from ever leaving me again. He just held me and whispered his love in my ear until my wild emotions came under control.
I just rested there for a while, reveling in the comfort of his arms. My father was alive! My world had been upside down. Now it revolved on its vertical axis and everything was right. Then I came to my senses. It wasn't, and my tears began anew.
"No, no, don't cry, sweetheart. Please, Collins, you're breaking my heart. Talk to me, baby. Where were you going with your suitcase?"
I managed to choke out the words and I could feel him stiffen and then relax as the story spilled out. He was very quiet. "Dad, what are we going to do?" I pleaded with him, needing him to find a solution, needing him to be my rock.
"Shh," he placed one of those huge fingers on my lips. "Let me think, honey."
I kissed that finger, then clasped my hands around that huge hand and held it to my face, cupping my cheek in it.
We sat there in silence for so long that I almost fell asleep, the sleepless night and emotional ringer I had been in leaving me drained.
He hugged me close and I stirred. "Let's go, Collins," he said. You've got a plane to catch."
"But..." I began.
"Do you trust me?" he asked.
I nodded. "Yes, of course, but..."
"I've got this," he said. "I want you to do exactly what they told you to do. Once you get word that Viv and Gregg are safe, I want you to tell them you need to speak to Vivian, okay, just to prove she's free and alive."
"Okay, but..."
"Just listen. I want you to tell Vivian these words. She'll know what they mean. She'll do what she needs to do, I'll know, and I'll get you out of there, okay?"
I nodded. "What do you want me to tell her?"
"Tell her that the princess is in Nairobi with Dynaelectron. She'll know what that means. She'll call me and I'll take care of everything, okay?"
"Yes, I'm so scared, Dad."
"I know. Me too, but I think they'll want you happy and cooperating and they won't harm Viv and Gregg."
We got my shit and went outside. He grinned at me. "You've still got the truck," he said. "I'm surprised you didn't sell it."
I really didn't want to feel like smiling, but I did. "I hate it," I said. "I was selling it next week."
That got me a chuckle and I handed him the keys. It was a ways to the airport and I needed to know.
"What happened, Dad? Where were you, and why didn't you let me know you were alive? I thought you drowned. God, Dad... I was... I was..." I couldn't go on.
He put his big paw on the back of my neck and rubbed me like he had since I was a tiny. "I remember telling you to swim for it, and I knew I wasn't going to make it," he said. He choked up a little. "I went down and I don't remember anything for a while.
"When I woke up, I was in the hospital. I had a nasty knock on the head; I didn't know who I was or where I was for a while. I was in and out, and by the time I had my wits about me, you were gone, Viv was gone, and I had no idea where you were. They later told me they found me under a dock three miles down the beach from where we were. Someone knew CPR and they kept me going until an ambulance could get there and shock me alive again.
"Every day, I searched for you. I wore Google out, and nothing. You and Viv are too smart. It wasn't until I saw that you had pulled out of the PAC 12 meet that I got wind where you were. I came as soon as I could. I was mystified about why you two just disappeared. I guess I know now. This has got to be her, Collins. Nothing else makes sense."
He wouldn't tell me what he was going to do, but he spent the rest of the drive and the time it took me to board my plane on the phone. He was just as infuriating as before he died, I decided.
It was almost more than I could do to leave him at the TSA gate. I'd just found him again, and I didn't want to let him go. He had to unwrap me from around him and push me toward the TSA people. "Don't stress, baby," he said. "Have I ever let you down? I got this."
I smiled through my tears. "Well, yes, you fucking died on me," I said. He got a big laugh out of that, and I was proud enough of my sense of humor that it gave me the strength to walk through the gate.
If it was Mira or someone else, they at least put me in business class. I had plenty of room. I drank a can of Sprite and some cranberry juice. I sat there, lost in my thoughts for a while, then the night and the events of the day caught up with me and I slept. I woke up briefly when we landed in Vancouver, but I didn't have to change planes, and I was soon dreaming again. They weren't good dreams and I woke up with a start, my heart pounding.
We were descending into the holding pattern. After the usual shit to get my ears working again, I put on some eye makeup. I was going to look good if they killed me. A little lip gloss, and I was as good as I was going to get. I checked through with no trouble, got a stamp on my passport and collected my bag. No one met me and I had no idea what to do. I wondered around for a while and finally decided to step outside. I immediately saw a black limousine with a sign on the back window that said, "Collins Drake."
I suspected that wasn't a common name in Taipei, so I though it was for me. I knocked on the passenger window and the back window on that side rolled down. I thought they must want me to get in back there, so I was obliging. There was a partition between me and the driver, but there was an envelope on the seat. I opened it and read. "Ms. Drake. Your aunt Vivian and Gregg have been released. There are refreshments. Just sit back and enjoy the ride. You aren't going to be hurt in any way."



I beat on the partition. "I want to speak to my aunt! If you don't let me speak to her I'm going to make such a fuss that you'll think you have a lion in your back seat!" I took off my shoe and began to beat on the window.
A slot in the partition opened and a phone came through. The driver spoke and I recognized that voice. It was the man on the video clip. "Call her. Here's the number. Are you ready?"
I opened the phone app and I was ready. He gave me the number and it rang twice. "Collins?" It was aunt Vivian.
"Yes, how did you know it was me?" I asked.
"They told me you might want to speak to me."
"Are you all right, Aunt Viv? Is Gregg okay? Did they let you go?"
"Yes, yes and yes," she said. "Where are you, Collins?"
"It doesn't matter," I said. "The princess is in Nairobi with Dynaelectron."
She gave a little gasp. "Collins... Oh, my God! Oh, my God! I understand, sweetheart. It's okay. We're safe. Don't worry about us. Buckle your seatbelt, Collins. Buckle your damn seatbelt, do you hear me?"
"Yes, I will. Damn, Aunt Vivian, what's with the damn seat..."
"Just do it, Collins! For once in your life, don't ask me any questions."
"Okay, okay!" I buckled it and said, "Okay, I did it."
"Good." She sighed and it sounded like she was crying.
"End the call and put the phone back through," the driver told me."
"No," I said. "You aren't the boss of me." Somehow, he managed to end the call, but I didn't give him the phone.
We sat there in silence for a minute, then the car started to move. The windows were very dark, but I could make out that we were leaving the airport. I had no idea where I was being taken, but I couldn't see anything I could do at the moment, so I just looked out the window as best I could. I kept my shoe in my hand, concealed by my leg. When I got the chance, someone was going to get that shoe to the throat.
We weren't moving that fast, maybe 30, I thought. We stopped at a traffic light, and when we started through the intersection, I saw a truck barreling toward us. I only had time to grab the panic handle on the back of the seat in front of me and draw in my breath for a scream.
There was a roar and a screech of impact, tearing metal, shattering glass and I finally got that scream out. It was a tiny, puny and insignificant thing as that huge truck smashed squarely into the driver's door and I was flung across the seat, only my seatbelt saving me from breaking every bone in my body against the other door. There was the shrieking of rubber on the pavement and that truck pushed us 40 feet down the road at a right angle to our former direction and finally the noise and impact came to an end.
I sat there, numb, for a minute. There were two shots up in the driver's compartment, and that brought me out of my shock. The window was broken beside me and I frantically worked at the seatbelt so I could climb out that window. I never got a chance. The door opened and Dad was standing there. He leaned in, unbuckled me and lifted me out.
"Are you okay, baby?" His voice was full of concern.
"I... I don't know." I couldn't think, couldn't move.
"Try to walk," he said. "Collins! Try to walk! Snap out of it. We don't have much time!"
"Sorry." I took a step or two. Everything seemed to work. My neck was stinging and I felt of it. My hand came away slick. It was blood! "I'm bleeding," I said.
He took a quick look. "It isn't anything," he said. "Come on, we need to move."
It all fell on me like a ton of bricks and I began to cry. "I can't," I sobbed.
"What? Why, we gotta go!" Dad was practically shouting.
"I lost my shoe," I sobbed. "I really like these shoes, Dad."
He snatched me up and squeezed me. I realized that I hurt, all over. I groaned. "Sorry, sorry," he said. "My poor little girl. I'm so sorry. We'll get you a new pair of shoes, baby girl. A hundred pairs! I know, baby, you are a mess, and who wouldn't be. Still, we have to go."
I noticed there were five more men with him. "Uncle Tony?" I couldn't believe it was him. He wasn't really my uncle, but I called him that. He was a friend of Dad's from before he adopted me: some kind of spy, or something. He would never talk about it.
"Hi, sweetheart," he said. "No time to love on you like I want to. We gotta go."
Dad carried me and we all went and got in three cars. Dad put me in the passenger seat and he drove one of them. We went swooping along and soon we were going through a waterfront area. We pulled up on a pier and Dad told me to get out.
He carried me up on a ship and through some passageways to a room that was obviously an infirmary. There was a woman who was dressed in scrubs and she made Dad leave. She helped me undress and put me in a shower. God, I hurt all over. I was scraped and scratched in a million places and the soap she gave me stung all of them like bees were stinging me.
I yelped a few times and the woman asked me if I was okay. I was, and she cleaned me up when I got out, put some more stinging shit on me and gave me a big fluffy robe.
"Umm... Ms..."
"Doctor Johnson," she said.
"Yeah, Dr. Johnson, I kind of hate to be a complainer, and all, but I would sort of like some panties and a pair of socks if I'm going to be receiving company," I said.
She laughed hysterically. "Of course you would, Wait right here."
She was gone a couple of minutes and came back with the ugliest panties I had ever seen and what looked like men's black dress socks.
She saw my look of dismay and burst out laughing again. "I'm sorry, honey, but our wardrobe choices for women are limited. Don't worry, no one is going to be looking at your panties but me, and they're mine, so I've seen them before."
We laughed together and I hurt all over. She saw me wince. "You're going to be as sore as hell for a while," she said. I'll give you something. She opened a safe and got me some kind of pill. I got a cup of water from the cooler against the wall and swallowed that big-ass pill.
I followed her down a passageway and into another room. There were six beds in it, bunk style. She got me into the second one, took my robe, got me under the covers and went away. In a few minutes, Dad came in.
"How you doing, tiger?" he had a twinkle in his eye.
"Are Aunt Vivian and Gregg okay?" I asked.
"They are," he said. "They're occupying your cabin on that apple farm, at the moment. We'll do something about that when we get back. We're going for a little boat ride and then we'll fly back.
"Sorry about the rough rescue, pumpkin."
"Did you shoot the driver?" I asked.
"No, I didn't," he said. He emphasized the "I."
I didn't ask any more questions. "Was it Mira?" I asked.
"Yes, it had her handiwork all over it," he said. "I know of her. The driver was Kenyan. Ex-army. It was her."
"What am I going to do about her?" I asked. "Am I going to be looking over my shoulder for the rest of my life?"
"You aren't going to be doing anything about her," he said. "I've got this."
I believed him. "Come here," I demanded.
He sat down on the bed beside me and I pulled on him until he laid down beside me. I snuggled him and let that sick nasty pill Doctor Johnson gave me take me away.
*****
Gregg and I got married six months after we graduated. Dad walked me down the aisle and a very pregnant Aunt Vivian was my Matron of honor. She and Mason got married two years later, and I returned the favor with my belly pushing out my dress. Dad bought a house about a mile away from us and Mason and Aunt Vivian lived three blocks away.
It wasn't exactly a fairy tale, but we've lived happily ever after until now. The wicked stepmother got hers, too. Three days before our second baby was born, Dad called me and told me to check my e-mail. Mira had been killed by rebels while traveling down a stretch of deserted road between two towns. They weren't necessarily going for her, but she got caught in the crossfire. It wasn't a poison apple, but I was satisfied. Maybe fairy tales really do happen.
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I awoke in a strange place again, and confusion gripped me. I reached out for Nathan, wanting the reassurance of his warmth. The bed was empty, cold lonely emptiness. I fell back on my pillow and the gaping wound of my life overwhelmed me. I wept, the bitterness of my tears scalding my cheeks as it had every morning for five years. I heard stirring in the next room and quickly reached for the box of tissues beside the bed. I composed myself. Merrilee was awake, and I couldn't let her see me crying.
I heard her footsteps and she appeared in the open doorway. Her angelic little face peeked around the door. She saw that I was awake and her face lit with joy. She walked toward the lonely bed, Claire in her right hand, being dragged by one foot, her foam-stuffed head bumping along the carpet.
"Hi, Mama," she said. "Can we get dressed and go get breakfast?"
"Yes, baby," I told her. "Let Mama shower, and we'll go." She kissed me and scampered back to the other room. I heard her shower start. I needed a cigarette. There were two left, and I lit the morning's first, got to my feet and staggered off to the bathroom. The hot water washed away the excesses of the night before, and I dressed, my mind a million miles away. I tried to remember where we were. Somewhere east of Omaha, I remembered. So many places had jumbled in my mind that I couldn't remember.
I dressed casually, packed my bag for later and went outside. Merrilee was already outside, sitting on the parking pylon in front of the door in the motel parking lot, talking to Claire. We got in the car and I put in the keys. There was only a click when I turned them. Damn it! This was the last thing I needed! I breathed a quick prayer and turned the key again. On the fourth try, it caught and the car started. I thanked whatever deity had provided and we went down to the diner.
I stopped at the convenience store for a fresh pack of smokes, and we went inside the diner. Merrilee ordered breakfast, and I got coffee. We were running a little short. She chattered away and I divided my attention between her and absent-mindedly looking out the window, lost in my own misery.
I had been happy, once. That all came crashing down on New Year's Eve, five years ago. Nathan and I had a huge fight. I had gone for an audition, and he was very angry with me. He wanted me to go back to college, but I was an actress. The audition turned out to be for a soft-core porn film some sleazy producer was putting together. Nathan hit the roof when I told him.
"Damn it, Alyssa, why don't you just stand down on the corner and sell yourself?" I had never seen him so angry. "Go down to the Kit-Kat club and strip off! What the hell is wrong with you?"
"Nathan, it isn't like that." I tried to explain. "It's all about getting a break. Someone sees you and you're on your way, a producer or a director. You get your face in front of the camera and that's what it takes."
"Your face!" he exploded. "No, your tits and your ass, that's what you get in front of the camera! Do you imagine that anyone will be looking at your face? Do you think they'll be listening to you do lines? The only reason they will look at your face is to see you fake coming while some diseased porn actor feels you up. I've had enough, Alyssa. I'm through with this 'actress' shit. Get dressed, we have a party to attend."
That had been the beginning of the end. I was mad as hell. Why couldn't he understand? He didn't own me, and I WAS an actress. We went to the party without speaking a word, I got smashed, and the next thing I knew, I was signing the contract to do that film. I would just hide it and Nathan would never know. When that major production came around, I would know I had done the right thing. Of course, someone tipped him off and that was the end.
"Mama, can I get a Coke to go?" Merrilee asked.
"Yes, baby." I signaled the waitress.
I never spoke to Nathan again. He refused to have any contact with me and I got the divorce papers a week later. I had a drunken weekend, ended up sleeping with my "co-star" and six weeks later, I found out I was pregnant. I never saw my co-star again, and never wanted to see him. He might have tried to take Merrilee from me. I later heard he got hepatitis and died from complications.
The waitress brought Merrilee's Coke, and we went back to the car. It started and I took her to the park for a while. I pushed her on the swings and the merry-go-round until it was time to go.
The sign outside Wild Cherries said "Classy Ladies." Right. Well, it was a job, and I needed a job. I even acted. I acted as if I was having a good time, was turned on by all the creeps trying to get their hands on me, and gave a damn about anything that happened.
I took Merrilee to the dressing room, got her a can of Coke to refill her drink and got dressed. Maybe undressed would be a better word. A black leather jacket, black leather shorts, so short my ass hung out, a red lace bra and panties; that's what we actresses wore. At least the ones who worked at Wild Cherries. I kissed Merrilee, put Claire in her arms, told her I'd be back after my set and walked down to the runway for my intro.
I did my thing, shuddering on the inside as the creepy men sitting around the stage, eyes glinting like ravening beasts, greasy lank hair and sweating faces, leered at my routine. Old men, bitter and cynical, young losers, unable to get a date, all lusting over the gyrations of a 30-year-old woman who looked older than she was, five years of self-destruction showing in the lines around her eyes, boobs beginning to sag, ass no longer as tight as it once was. We were a crowd of losers, huddled together in our misery, which always loves company.
I finished my routine and the desultory rain of bills followed. I smiled my plastic smile, gathered the money and strutted off stage, my self-disgust almost more than I could bear. This was the least disgusting thing I was.
When I got to the dressing room, I discovered the most disgusting thing I was. There she sat, in front of the mirror, garish makeup applied to that innocence, a pink boa around her little shoulders, some scraps of lace tied around her child's body.
"Look, Mama, I'm a dancer!" She was beaming with pride, and my soul withered and died. The tears fell from my eyes in a bitter rain and I collapsed to the floor. If I'd had the means, I would have taken my life, right there in that dressing room. My heart, my only reason for existing, had just finished my own personal tale of horror and despair.
*****
"Why are you crying, Mama? Didn't I do it right? What's wrong?" My precious girl flung her tiny arms around my neck and began to cry, too.
Why was I crying? Because no one including me respected me enough to care whether I lived or died? No. That was exactly how much respect I deserved. Because every bit of hope and potential and joy, every bit of life, had been callously wrung out of me for the amusement of others? No. My own choices had led me here. Was I crying over the way Nathan left me, even after six years? Maybe, a little.
Why was I crying? Because of all the women in the world, the one I least wanted my daughter to be like was me.
I clutched at Merrilee as if she was all that was left of the shattered former-person I had become. Which was pretty much the truth. A gentle hand on my shoulder recalled me to the present.
"I'm sorry, Jazz." That was my stage name. "She was so excited and wanted it so badly, and she's so cute we just couldn't tell her no."
I nodded. I felt like scratching her eyes out for what she'd done to my innocent daughter, but it wasn't her fault. Like everything else, this was on me.
"There's a customer asking for Jazz." The bored waitress who poked her head in the dressing room door didn't even notice that I was crumpled on the floor, in no shape to see a customer. Hell, she wouldn't have noticed if I had gone ahead and killed myself, as long as there wasn't too much of a mess.
"I'll take it." The hand on my shoulder was gone. It was a measure of my despair that my only thought was that I could really have used the money she was going to get.
"Mama, your makeup is a mess." My daughter was staring critically at my face. "Come on, we need to wash it all off and start over." Merrilee took my hand and pulled me toward the sink in the corner of the dressing room.
"Well, Young Miss Merrilee, yours isn't any better." I held her up so she could see herself in the mirror. She giggled. "Off it comes now," I said, and began to scrub her. The industrial-strength makeup we "actresses" used clung tenaciously to her soft tender little-girl skin, but after ten minutes' work I had removed every trace, except for the pink flush which my scrubbing had left on the cheeks I could never resist kissing. I sent her off to find her clothes while I cleaned my own face.
My face. It was as if it wasn't really part of me, not really; it was something I used, like my stage clothes. Had it always been like that?
I'd always been told I was pretty, even when I was younger than Merrilee. Nathan had always said he could spend hours just looking at my face. It was one of the things I came to love about him: he loved my face just as much as the sexy bits, though he had certainly appreciated those, too. What had happened?
My musings were interrupted when the dancer who'd taken the call for me put three crisp fifties on the dressing table in front of me.
"Jazz, you need to go home. I've paid your tip-out; take this and take your daughter home." She sighed. "I've been where you are; I know."
"Does it get better?" I didn't have to tell her what 'it' was.
"I don't know. I hope so. It can't get much worse."
"Never say it can't get any worse, because that's when it does." The serious tone in which Merrilee recited the old nostrum broke the tension.
"Let Mama get changed and we'll go. Do you want to go back to the park?"
She did. I wondered if I had ever been as excited about anything as she was about the simple treat. I knew I hadn't in the last six years. Oh, right. Acting. I'd been excited about acting.
"Look, Mama! There are other kids at the park!" She ran a couple of steps toward the playground, where a half dozen kids her age and maybe a little older were enjoying the slides and the swings. Then she stopped and turned back toward me. "May I, Mama?"
"Sure, baby," I nodded. I found a seat and watched. For one of the first times ever, I heard my Merrilee's little voice blending with the shouts and chatter of other children. I watched her face glow as she made her swing go higher than any of the others. My heart swelled with pride as I watched her explain to one of the other girls just how she did it. I envied the ease with which she and the other kids became comfortable with one another.
The kids were gathered around the merry-go-round, talking about something, at the top of their voices, of course. Finally, one little boy left the group and came toward me, with a scared but determined look on his face. I managed not to laugh, but couldn't help smiling.
"Hi, you're Merrilee's mom, right?" he struggled out. I nodded.
"I'm Jason. Could you come and push us on the merry-go-round? Merrilee says you can push it really fast, and we can't get it going very fast 'cause we're little. Could you, please?"
The little knot of kids was silent now, and they were all staring at me.
"Yes, I'm Merrilee's mom. I'm glad to meet you, Jason." I held out my hand to him, just as my own mom had taught me, all those years ago. We shook hands.
"I'll be glad to push you really fast on the merry-go-round, but you have to promise to hang on tight and not to be afraid." I couldn't help smiling as I saw his little chin jut out and his eyes flash.
"I'm not afraid. That's why they made me come talk to you. You are a stranger, you know. But Merrilee's cool, so I figured you would be, too. And you can push as fast as you want. My dad pushes us real fast sometimes, when he's home from work on the weekends."
Jason led me to the merry-go-round, the kids all climbed on, and I pushed. If noise was rocket fuel (instead of mooseberries), that thing would have flown to the moon. I stopped when I saw one little guy start to look a little green, to a chorus of groans. He was okay soon enough, and we started again. Eventually, one of the kids saw his mom coming toward us, and it was time to go home.
To a chorus of "Bye, Merrilee. Thanks, Merrilee's mom!" Merrilee took my hand and we started toward the motel.
"Bye, Merrilee. See you soon?" Jason was standing by himself, waving at us. Merrilee smiled and waved at him, then took my hand and pulled me toward the crosswalk, skipping as she went. My daughter had made a friend. Who knows, maybe even a future boyfriend, if we were to stay in the area. And so it begins, I thought. Would he treat her differently if he knew who, and what, her mother was? No, he was too young for that. But when she was older, would some boy break my beautiful daughter's heart because of what her mother had done? I had thought, as I lay sobbing on the dressing room floor at "Wild Cherries," that my self-disgust couldn't get any worse. I was wrong.
It took Merrilee quite a while to wind down from the playground. I wondered how on earth she could still have so much energy in that little body of hers, after going full tilt on slides, swings, and merry-go-rounds for hours, chattering and laughing the whole time. After supper, she sat Claire in her lap, her signal that she had something serious to say.
"Mama, Jason was talking about school. All the kids that were there go, he said, and they're learning to read and everything. He said I must not be from around there, because if I was, I would be going to the same school with them, since I'm five. He asked where I go to school, and I told him I don't. He said good because if I wasn't going somewhere already, maybe I could come to their school. He says their teacher is really nice, unless you do something you aren't supposed to."
Merrilee started rubbing Claire's foam stuffed head. It was her tell; she always did that when she was coming to the point of what she was saying.
"Mama, can I please go to school with Jason and them tomorrow, instead of going to your work? I'll be really good, and they all said I should come, and I could just hang with them and you could pick me up at the park, just like Jenny's mom does."
School. I had toyed with the idea of home schooling Merrilee, keeping her to myself, her and me against the world. No chance for her to let slip that her mama worked at Wild Cherries. No chance for her little heart to be broken by someone using the five-letter word for what her mama truly is. Much safer for everyone.
But I'd seen her at the park, laughing, giggling, running and swinging and having the time of her life. I'd seen her making friends, easily and comfortably. School. But that would mean I would have to settle down, find a place to live that wasn't a motel. Stay in one place long enough that people would get to know me, and know who I am. No. Could I see myself at a PTA meeting? No. Not even Harper Valley would put up with me.
Merrilee was waiting for an answer. "You know you would have to be there really early in the morning," I tried.
"I can do that, Mama. Claire and me get up before you, anyway. Besides, Jason says some of the kids have breakfast right at the school. Isn't that cool?"
"Do you really want to learn to read, baby?"
"Uh-huh," she answered seriously. "And write, and draw, and all that stuff."
"What if I taught you? I know how to do all that, you know."
"I know, Mama, but I really had fun with those kids today. Please?"
"Let me think about it, okay?" Tears stung my eyes. A couple of the other "actresses" had talked about how they felt when their kids left for school for the first time. I thought they were being over-emotional. I guess they weren't.
"Yes, Mama. And thanks for pushing us on the merry-go-round. The kids all like you. Jason says you're better at pushing than his dad!"
My precious girl was in bed, asleep, looking like an angel. My special angel. Maybe that's what she was; I didn't know much about angels. I did know that she was the one good thing in my life, the one thing worth saving. If I didn't have her, I would literally die: slowly from the inside out, or quickly: there were bridges to jump from, pills to take; I knew I could get a gun if I wanted it. It wouldn't take skill, just despair and self-loathing, and I had more than enough of that.
But what if I was bad for her? Merrilee was meant to be with other people. All of us humans are. Something bloomed in her as she played happily and innocently with those other children today. It was natural, and right, and she just glowed. She was still glowing, as she lay there sleeping.
I'd thought every now and then about what we'd do about Merrilee's schooling. I'd had this sort of romantic vision of her and me as nomads, going from place to place living off the land, her doing her lessons in the van or the dressing room while I "acted," and being happy and contented with just each other. Then when the time came, she'd take a GED or something. I knew that if I insisted on it, Merrilee would stay with me in my world. But what about all the other stuff that went on in my world? What would happen when she started asking her innocent questions about what I really did at work, and what I was doing with those men? Not to mention the drug exposure. At five, she just accepted without questioning, just like she'd accepted being made up and dressed as a dancer. That wouldn't last forever. Would she come to hate me, then? Or worse yet, if she didn't hate me, would she want to be like me? Heaven help me, not that! Anything but that!
But what could I do? I was making a living, the only way I knew how, I thought defensively. I was a single mom, playing the hand I'd been dealt as best I could (And just who had dealt that hand?). I was doing my best for my daughter, within my limits and those of my situation. Or was I? Was I just doing what was best for me, and holding on to Merrilee because without her I'd die? What if my holding on to her was destroying her? Shit. I needed a smoke. Well, what I really needed was a good stiff drink or three, but I didn't keep booze in the room with Merrilee.
The pack I'd bought that morning was still almost full. Good, I thought. Smokes cost money. I smiled briefly as I remembered what I'd been doing that afternoon instead of smoking. Then I frowned as I remembered that there'd be no money coming in tonight. Better make sure there would be tomorrow night. I still had enough on the ball that I was pretty sure I could make that happen. After all, that's what had gotten me this far, right? A wave of disgust passed over me.
I stared at the pack of cigarettes as if it contained the one brilliant answer to all my problems. Yeah, right, I thought, there's nothing wrong with me that a winning lottery ticket wouldn't cure. Nothing except I'm a used-up, washed-out...



For some reason, my idiotic mind brought back the memory of a stupid paper I'd written in high school about tobacco farming. It was a waste of land that could be better used for growing food; we paid huge amounts of tax money to pay people to grow something that was bad for us, and so on. I had argued so passionately. I was passionate about everything, back then. What was I passionate about now? I tossed the pack of smokes to the dresser. No answers there.
I was passionate about one thing, and only one thing: Merrilee. Over the last five years, every other passion, every other bit of life and hope had been wrung out of me for the temporary amusement of others. One pathetic loser to another. It was like wringing a wet rag over the parched ground of the desert: the rag is dry, but the desert is just as arid as before. I didn't use the word love anymore, even with Merrilee. But I would walk through a wall for her. I would give my life for hers, without a second thought.
But what would become of her then? A penniless orphan, a ward of the state? I knew what happened to young girls in the system. Maybe a family with a little boy like Jason would adopt her. She would like that, I knew. But far more likely, she would be passed from one foster parent to another, and would be lucky to survive.
Suddenly I thought of Nathan's parents. Ben and Sarah were Jewish, not the Orthodox kind with long beards and things, but some other kind. They used to joke that they were the only Jews left in Texas.
"There used to be another family, but we had a theological disagreement, and we told them Texas wasn't big enough for both of us, so they moved to Arkansas." Despite their joking, they were serious about their religion, especially the parts about taking care of other people. They weren't the richest folks I knew by a long shot, but they were the most giving, and Nathan was just like them.
I couldn't think of anyone who would make better parents for her. She wasn't their granddaughter: I didn't know who her father was, and I wasn't their daughter, anymore. But would they be willing to adopt her, just for her? Could I do that for Merrilee? Could they? How would I dare ask? I had to do something, though.
*****
Merrilee went to school. I somehow got that piece of shit started one more time, took her down to the school, filled out some papers with my embarrassing information and an aide took her off down the hall. She turned to wave at the door of the classroom and I walked quickly out, the scalding tears of my loss burning my cheeks. I'd thought I was stronger, but I'd never had my baby in the care of someone else. It was the normal day. The same old clichés. The same soulless faces in the crowd.
I did a lap dance for some fat smelly pig. My acting was better than ever. Right, I told myself. Still, it was 50 bucks. I needed more. That always meant one thing. My sense of self-loathing was almost more than I could bear. It was time to pick Merrilee up from the park. I got in the car. The damn thing gave me fits again. What the hell was wrong with it? Nathan could have told me. He knew about cars. We ate supper at the diner in the motel parking lot. My meager collection of bills from the club mostly expended for a greasy meal. Merrilee chattered happily as the fading sound of the pounding music from the club echoed through my head.
We went back to our rooms. Rent-by-the week: that's how we lived. The air-freshener couldn't mask the funky odor emanating from the pores of the room. Merrilee watched TV for a while and we sat together on my bed, her little warm body cuddled up against me. I read her a book, and she drifted off, an angel with the smell of cigarettes in her hair.
I carried her to her room and tucked her in, kissing her forehead before turning to the bleakness I faced. We needed money. I only knew one thing. The sadness in my heart threatened to overwhelm me and I was drowning in despair. The tears flowed constantly as I dressed.
The gear was much the same. Advertise and they will come. There would be no stage, but a sidewalk would do. The truck stop was within walking distance. I started, the heels hurting my feet already. I didn't make it to the truck stop.
A black Mercedes pulled up and the darkened window whispered down. A man leaned down and I sauntered to the window, the exaggerated sway of my hips full of promise. I leaned in the window.
"Hey, baby, you looking for a date?" I asked.
He was ruggedly handsome, brown curly hair, not some disgusting pig. I breathed a sigh of relief. There was something about his eyes, though.
"I'm looking for a date," he said. "You look like you'd be a fun date, hop in."
I was smarter than that. "I've got a place at that motel." I indicated it with a wave. "I'll meet you there."
He made a U-turn, and I walked back. We haggled over the price, and settled on 300 dollars. He settled back on the bed and I did my strip routine. His eyes glittered malevolently, and when I was down to just thigh-highs, garter belt and heels, he stood, taking me in his arms and crushing my lips.
He forced me to my knees and I sucked him hard. He handed me a condom and I rolled it on. He pulled me back to my feet and everything changed.
I saw his hand move and there was a sharp crack as pain exploded in my cheek. It felt as if my feet left the floor as I flew backward onto the bed. My vision blurred and my head was swimming from the pain. He was on top of me, sitting on my stomach, his erection between my tits and he hit me again. This was going to get ugly. My head rocked from side to side as he methodically turned my face to hamburger.
The beating stopped and he was forcing himself inside. I was bone-dry, and the pain was excruciating. My scream of pain seemed to turn him on and he battered away at me. My vision narrowed to a small tunnel and I sobbed and whimpered as he hammered away. I turned my head and there Merrilee was, Claire clutched in her little arms, tears streaming down her cheeks, watching her mother be destroyed by a stranger. She fled back to her room.
It was mercifully short, and he dressed quickly, spitting on me and contemptuously throwing the money on my quivering body. I turned on my stomach and heard the door close. He was gone. I was alone in my pit of torment.
I lay there, face down, staring vacantly at the wall I never saw, mind numbed and body wracked with pain. I did notice that my face was bleeding on the sheets. I felt it.
There was a feather caress on the skin of my back. Tiny fingers stroked me and I felt a little curly head press against me, a warm little arm over my back.
"Mama?" It was her soft inquiry. I couldn't move, couldn't speak. "Are you..."
I had to do something. My baby was lost in confusion. "I'm okay, baby," I said. "Hand Mama a cigarette, please."
She placed it gently between my lips and gave me my lighter. Nothing like a last cigarette at the end of a good day, right? Turn the page.
This had to end. There was nothing I could possibly do. It had to end, for Merrilee. I didn't matter, just one more broken life lost in a sea of them, going down for the last time. I got Merrilee settled down in her bed, promising to sleep with her after I took a bath. I pulled myself together enough to go down to the ice machine and fill a hand towel.
I ran the bath, lowered my aching body into the soothing water and covered my face with the icy towel. An hour later with four ibuprofens in me, I lay down beside my angel and let blackness comfort me. You don't hurt while you're asleep.
Merrilee was up and pulling at me the next thing I knew, telling me she needed to go to school. "We aren't going to school today, baby," I told her. "We're going on a little trip, okay?"
"Where are we going?" she asked.
"Somewhere pretty far," I told her. "Let Mama get ready."
*****
Two hours later, all our meager belongings were packed in the car and we took a last look around. I had no doubt she accepted everything as normal, but I realized what a hole it was. Compared to the little cottage where Nathan and I had lived, it was a pig-sty.
Merrilee had gone ahead, holding Claire. I knew she would be sitting where she always did: on the concrete parking pylon. I heard a noise outside, so I threw the key on the bed and closed the door. I started toward the car and I saw Merrilee looking up at me with wide panicked eyes. Her nose was bleeding and she was holding her hand under it so it wouldn't get on Claire or her dress.
I hurried to her, grabbed some paper towels from the car and cleaned her up with some hand sanitizer while she held some paper towels to her nose. "What happened, baby?" I asked. "Did you bump your nose?"
She shook her head. "No, Mama, it just started bleeding."
It didn't stop. It slowed to a trickle, but no matter what we did, it wouldn't stop. Shit! This was the last thing we needed. I was going to have to take her to urgent care. I had some money saved, but we certainly didn't need to be spending it on doctors. There wasn't a choice, so I took her.
We didn't have to wait long. The doctor was a young woman, and she didn't seem sure what was happing with Merrilee. "I need to do a blood test," she said.
I held my baby as she whimpered a little when the needle stuck her. She had a tissue stuck up her nose and we sat in the waiting room, changing it about every ten minutes. We were there for hours, it seemed, and finally Dr. Chavez came and got us. At least Merrilee's nose had stopped bleeding. She led us down the hall to a little room that looked like a conference room. It had some toys in one corner, and Merrilee went over and started playing with them.
"Mrs. Adler," she said. "I'm afraid I need you to be very strong and listen to me. Merrilee has the nose bleed because her platelets, the part of her blood that clots, are very low. The reason they are low is because she has something called acute lymphocytic leukemia."
My vision began to constrict and there was a roaring in my ears. "I don't know what that is," I said. "Is it bad?"
"It can be, but it's also a very curable kind of cancer," she said. "Children Merrilee's age do very well and we cure about ninety percent of children her age. Mrs. Adler, she needs to be hospitalized, right away."
I stood, walked to the wall, put my back against it and slowly slid down until I was sitting on the floor. Despair flooded my soul and the acid tears cut a channel down my cheeks. I sensed Dr. Chavez coming to sit beside me, her arm was around me and I sobbed brokenly.
"I know this is hard to hear," she said softly. "We really are very good at treating this disease, Mrs. Adler."
I shook my head. "You don't understand."
"What? What don't I understand?"
"We can't afford to go to the hospital," I was choking out the words. "We don't have any health insurance. We're not rich. We can't... Oh God, my baby is going to die." I was no longer able to sit up and I slumped against her.
"She's not going to die!" she whispered fiercely. "Don't say that again, especially if she can hear you! She's going to live and you're going to fight for her, do you understand?"
"How... we don't have any money. I could pay for her to come here, but... I can't..."
She cut me off. "We don't allow people to die because they can't pay," she said. "There are funds, there are free hospitals. We are going to fight. Do you understand? Fight for your daughter, for God's sake. You have to be strong, for her!"
She took my shoulders and shook me a little. Her dark eyes bored into mine. "What are we going to do?" she asked.
"Fight?" I said.
"That's right. We're going to fight. I'll stay here and you go across the hall to the bathroom and compose yourself. You come back here and I'll have a plan ready. Are you going to fight?"
I nodded. "Yes, I am."
I pulled her into an embrace and clung to her like she was the only life preserver in a sea of despair. She really was. She stood and pulled me to my feet. "Your mother will be back in a minute; she needs a restroom," she told Merrilee. "I'll stay with you until she gets back."
I could barely see Merrilee through my tears but I saw her nod, not looking up from the marbles she was rolling down some wire contraption.
*****
I stood in front of that restroom mirror, water running in the sink. I looked in loathing and horror at the woman in the mirror. Wretched creature, eyes red and swollen, who had been as happy and at peace as she had been in years only a few hours earlier. A new life for Merrilee had been the hope that got me out of bed. I could see the bruises, the abrasions, my penance for my sins.
I washed my face, put on makeup to cover the marks of the beating and squared my shoulders. I needed to be strong for Merrilee; no, I WOULD be strong for Merrilee. I was going to do whatever I needed to do. My baby depended on me.
They were waiting for me when I returned and Merrilee smiled up at me when I entered the room, breaking my heart all over again. No... I was not going to cry. I went to her, lifting her to her feet, bending to get Claire. I held her on my lap and Dr. Chavez sat beside us.
"Merrilee..." I didn't know where to begin. "Baby, the doctor says that you're sick and you need to go to the hospital. That's why your nose was bleeding. I'm going to be with you, all the time, always. You need to be brave, baby. Can you do that?"
"What's wrong with me?" she asked.
"You have something called ALL," Dr. Chavez told her. "There is something wrong with the way your body makes blood. The hospital will help you, but you'll have to take a lot of medicine. Will you be brave, like your mother said, and take all the medicine?"
"Will it taste nasty?" Merrilee asked.
We both laughed a little. "That's what I love about children," Dr. Chavez told me. "Yes, some of it won't taste very good, Merrilee. We'll always give you something that tastes good, after the medicine, though, so you will only taste the bad things for a second, okay?"
Merrilee nodded. "If I have to I will," she said. "I'm not very brave, though."
"That's not true," I told her. "You're the bravest person I know."
Dr. Chavez promised to meet us at the hospital and make sure everything would be ready for us. All our things were in the car, anyway, so we drove straight to the hospital. Dr. Chavez was as good as her word, and as soon as we were checked in, she brought another doctor and introduced us to her.
"This is Dr. Morgan," she said. "She's a pediatric oncologist. She knows how to help you," she explained to Merrilee. The long nightmare began. Turn the page.
*****
Two days later, I finally worked up the courage to do what I had been dreading: I called Nathan. I had a very good reason for doing that. Merrilee needed a blood transfusion. She needed platelets, but also red blood cells. They had tested her and it turned out that her blood type was AB-negative. I only knew one person with that blood type: Nathan. Dr. Morgan told us it was very rare and we needed to find donors. She could take O-negative, but AB-negative would be best.
A wild thought had crossed my mind: could it be possible that Nathan was her father? I dredged through my old memories, painful and bleeding though they were. It wasn't impossible. In any case, Nathan was a kind man. I doubted he would refuse to donate, and it was our best possibility. I was an A-negative, so couldn't donate.
I called him on a hospital phone: I doubted he would take a call from me. His phone forwarded to his work number, and he answered.
"Nathan Adler, how may I help you?"
I froze. No words came and my mind stopped, along with my heart. That voice, just the same, deep, husky and kind. It paralyzed me.
"Hello, how may I help you?"
I forced words through the numb channels of my brain and over my lips. "Nathan, please don't hang up. A little girl needs your help."
There was silence. "Nathan? Please don't hang up," I begged.
"Alyssa? What... where... never mind. What did you say about a little girl?"
"She needs a blood transfusion; she has your blood type; she has leukemia; I couldn't think of anyone else... She needs help, Nathan. Please, I'm begging you; please do it for her."
I knew I was babbling so I stopped. There was another silence. Finally, I heard him clear his throat. "Who is she? Where is she? Where are you?"
"We're in Omaha, Nebraska," I said. "Does it matter who she is, Nathan? I know you have donated blood. You did it every month. This would be something called a "directed donation." Can you help her?"
Silence. "Please, Nathan. She needs platelets and red blood cells."
"Is she yours?" he finally asked.
"Does it matter?"
"Yes, it does... No, I suppose it doesn't. How will this work?"
I gave him the logistical details and told him we would make the arrangements. All he needed to do was donate. "Nathan, I'm so grateful. I'll need to talk to the doctors and then can I call you back and tell you what we need to do?"
"Yes, I'm leaving work, now. I'll go to the Red Cross. Here's my cell phone number."
He gave it to me and after thanking him again, I called a nurse who got Dr. Chavez. She gave me all the information and I called Nathan back.
He answered, and I gave him all the information, told him that Dr. Chavez had made all the arrangements and he agreed. He spoke the dreaded words. "Alyssa, I need to know. Is this girl your daughter?"
I didn't want to tell him. I was so afraid he would refuse. "Yes, Nathan, she is. Please, I know you hate me, and it's impossible for you to hate me any more than I hate myself, but please don't punish her because of me. She is innocent, Nathan. Whatever you want to do to me, I deserve, but please don't blame her for anything. She's..."
He interrupted. "I'm not going to punish anyone, Alyssa. Take a breath. I'm almost to the Red Cross. I'm going to donate. What I want to know is... You have a daughter with AB-negative blood. I have AB-negative blood. How old is she, Alyssa?"
The nightmare was deepening, the darkness creeping over my mind and body. "She's five," I managed to breathe.
"Do you know the odds of that?" he asked. "Less than one percent of the people in the world have AB-negative. Alyssa, is she my daughter?"
"I don't know," I wailed. "I never knew her blood type. I... she just... she's sick, Nathan. Can you please just help her?"
"Yes. Alyssa, I'm coming to Omaha," he said. "I want some answers."
"I don't know! I told you..."
"We're going to find out," he said. "I'll be there tomorrow. I'm going in the Red Cross now. Call me at 10 in the morning and I'll tell you what time I'll be there. Do you have a phone?"
I gave him my number and the hospital number, and he ended the call. Terror overcame me. What if she was his? What would he do? What would I do? I wanted to take Merrilee and run, run far away where no one would ever find us, but I couldn't. She was sick. I had to stay. Would he take her away from me? I was nearly paralyzed with dread.
I got a cup of coffee and sat in the waiting room for a minute. My thoughts whirled and suddenly a cold clarity settled over me. If by some wild chance she was Nathan's, if he wanted her and would take her, she would be far better off with him than with me. Did I want the best for her, or was I still the same incredibly selfish and self-centered person I'd always been? I was a stripper. There was no use in clinging to my illusions. Worse, I was a whore. There was no dressing it up.
I was an aging stripper and whore. I wept for those dreams, long vanished over the horizon of my life: dreams of Nathan and me, looking down lovingly on the child we made together. She would be so much better off with Nathan. If Merrilee was with Nathan, she would be immeasurably better off. I had been thinking of his parents, of giving Merrilee to them. Would Nathan not be as good, or better? He would, and they would have a granddaughter they would spoil to death. If she was his. It was time to turn that page.



*****
I spent a long miserable night in the chair beside Merrilee's bed. It reclined a little and one of the kind nurses got me a pillow and a warm blanket. I managed to sleep a little, but my mind and heart were so full of dread, and the horror of my baby having a deadly disease combined with the uncomfortable chair made me sleep in brief nightmare filled episodes.
When I awakened from one of those evil dreams, the room was light and Dr. Morgan was writing on her tablet, standing at the foot of Merrilee's bed. "Good morning," she said. "I have a treatment plan worked out. May I explain it to you?"
"Yes, of course," I said. "Can I get a cup of coffee or something, first?"
"Yes, just go across the hall and there is a pot there. I should have brought you one," she said. "Do you need something to eat?"
The thought of eating anything made me feel sick. "No, just some coffee," I said.
When I got back, we sat together beside my sleeping angel and she told me what was going to happen. "The first thing we're going to do is get her a central-line catheter," she explained.
"What's that?" I asked. "I'm sorry, but I don't know very much about medicine."
She patted my arm. "Honey, no one does," she said. "We need to give her chemotherapy, and there will be a lot of it. We can't stick her with needles all the time. It would be cruel, and it's just impossible. This will be a line that goes into her upper chest and all the way into her heart. It's not dangerous so long as we keep the entry clean. We'll show you how to take care of it. It's a surgical procedure, and she'll need to be in surgery to get it."
"Okay, I guess she needs it," I said.
"Yes, she does. Once we get this done, we can start her treatments. I have her scheduled for 10 AM."
I nodded, then remembered. "Nathan... my ex-husband is coming here. He's the blood donor I told you about. I'm supposed to call him at 10."
"Is he her father?" she asked.
That brought the panic to the surface and I began to cry. How many tears did I have? "I don't..." I couldn't get the words out.
She hugged me. "It doesn't matter," she said. "You'll have to call him earlier, or you can call him while she's in surgery, okay?" She handed me the box of tissues.
I nodded. I dried my eyes and blew my nose. "Yes. When will she need to be ready?"
"We'll let her sleep as long as she wants," she said. "If she's still asleep when it's prep time, we'll wake her up."
She was still asleep at nine, and two men, dressed in surgical wear came pushing a bed on wheels into the room.
I woke her up. "Baby, we need to go with these men," I told her. "You are going to get a tube in you so you can get medicine to help you not be sick anymore."
She smiled up at the men and one of them asked, "Can I pick you up and move you to this other bed?"
"Yes," she nodded. "Can Claire come?"
He looked confused for a minute until she held Claire up for him to see. He smiled. "Yes, she can come. When we take you into the other room, can Claire stay with your mom?"
Merrilee nodded. "Yes, her and Mom are friends."
We left the room and rode the elevator down two floors. When we got to the surgery, they handed Claire to me, and rolled Merrilee through a set of double doors. They left the doors open so she could still see me and placed a mask on her. I saw one of them open a valve and Merrilee looked at me. I could see a look of panic in her eyes, then they gently closed. I didn't realize I was crying until I felt the hot liquid fall on my arm. "It's okay," one of the guys patted me on the shoulder. "This isn't dangerous, and the surgeon is very good. We'll keep her safe and it will be over in about an hour. You go to the waiting room and as soon as she goes to recovery, we'll come and get you so you can be there when she wakes up."
I made my way on my wobbly legs with my blurred vision to the waiting room. I sat there, in shock for a moment, then something came swimming up from the back of my mind. I needed to call Nathan.
He answered on the second ring. "Is everything okay with your daughter?" I almost broke down. It was so like him. He was worried about Merrilee, even with everything else that he had to be thinking.
"She's in surgery getting a thing so they can give her chemo," I told him.
"Good," he said. "I'm at the airport, Alyssa. My flight boards in 40 minutes. I'll land there just before noon. What hospital is she in?"
I gave him the information. "Nathan, I..."
He cut me off. "It doesn't matter, Alyssa. Take care of her and we can find some answers, get everything out when I get there, okay?"
I sniffed. "Yes, Nathan... thank you. I know... she needs..."
"Yes, I know. I'll be there. Take care of her."
He was gone. I could feel the pages flipping in my head.
*****
Merrilee was as happy as a little lark. There was some bag of something dripping into her new central line, she had taken some pills and a bitter-tasting liquid, the nurse had given her a bag of cheese and onion flavored chips to take any "yucky" taste away. I was watching her little "cheese" colored fingers work on emptying the bag. There was a sound at the door, and when I looked up, Nathan was there.
Panic gripped my heart like the jaws of a vice. I stood up and quailed as his eyes took in the scene. I had gone to the car while Merrilee was in surgery, got my least slutty-looking outfit, taken a shower and put on enough makeup to cover the lingering bruises. I knew what he saw, though.
"Nathan..."
He put his fingers to his lips, beckoned to me and stepped outside before Merrilee saw him. "Mama is going just outside in the hall," I told her. "Call if you need me." She nodded and I walked out, my heart thudding a million beats a minute.
"How do you want to handle this?" he asked when I stood in front of him, terror freezing me.
I finally found my voice. "You mean... who you are?"
He nodded. "Maybe I can just be the person giving her blood for now," he said. "Alyssa, I want a DNA test done, as soon as possible."
"Nathan... are you... are you going to try to take her away from me if... if..."
"Good God, Alyssa! No, but if I'm her father I want to know, and I want to be part of her life. Surely you can understand that. I'm not a monster who takes some kid away from her mother, no matter what you think about me."
"I... I... I never thought you were a monster," I managed to stammer. "She's... she's all I have, Nathan. Please don't take her away from me. She's all I have." I broke down, in spite of all my promises to myself and to God. I started to collapse, and he was there, holding me up, supporting me, and I clung to him like I was drowning and he was a life preserver.
It took me a few minutes to get myself together, and he held me. I never wanted to move. The memories crowded my mind, flooding over me and I felt safe there, as if the hideous nightmare I'd made of my life could dissolve there in his arms. I knew it couldn't be. I wasn't that starry-eyed girl, that incredibly naivé idiot. Alyssa, the "actress." I was Alyssa, the stripper, the filthy whore. I didn't deserve to touch him. I would make him as unclean as I was. I stepped back.
"Thank you," I managed to whisper. "I already got them to do a DNA test on her. You need to get one done."
"I did," he said. "I should have the results tomorrow. We'll just need to get them compared."
"Do you want to meet her now?" I asked.
His face lit up like a neon sign. "Please," he said. As I turned, and just before we entered the room, he put his hand on my arm. "I'm not going to try to take her, Alyssa. I can see you love her."
I nodded and we went in. She was watching a cartoon and just glanced at us. "Baby, I want to introduce you to someone," I got her attention. "This is... Nathan. He's here because he has the same kind of blood you do, and he's going to give you his blood when you need it."
Her dimples popped out with her smile. "Hello, Nathan," she said. "Thank you for helping me. I hate getting needles in me, so I know you must not like it. If you stay, we can be friends. I'm Merrilee. This is Claire." She held Claire up so he could see her.
"Can I hold Claire?" he asked, his voice incredibly gentle.
"Yes, but not too long," she said. "I'm sick and she takes care of me."
He took Clair and hugged her. "Thank you for taking care of Merrilee," he told her. He handed her back and stood there for a minute, his eyes never leaving Merrilee's face. "Would you mind if I sat down by you on your bed and we can talk for a while?" he asked.
She skootched over a little. "Yes, but can we wait until the cartoon is over before we talk?"
"Absolutely." He sat on the bed and turned his attention to the TV. I watched them and saw her little hand reach out and slip into his big one. I nearly lost it. I was feeling so threatened, so emotional, so... every feeling imaginable, even hopeful, something I hadn't felt in a very long time.
Nathan spent the afternoon with her, and he was absolutely charming. He told her silly jokes, inspiring her to make up ones just as silly, and they became completely comfortable with each other while I became increasingly agitated. He finally sensed my mood and told Merrilee he was going to talk to me, outside. She said she was going to take a nap, and she was soon dreaming. He disengaged the hand she had been holding all afternoon and we stepped outside.
There was a little conference room across the hall where the coffee pot was, and he steered me in, got us both a cup of coffee and we sat in facing chairs.
"Alyssa, have you thought about what we're going to do if I'm her father?" he asked.
"Yes, a little bit since we've been here," I said. "I swear to God, Nathan, I had no idea..."
"It doesn't matter," he said. "Tell me what you were thinking."
I didn't know where to start. "Do you think you could love her?" I asked.
"I already do," he said. "God, how could anyone not love her?"
"I don't know," I said. "I know I do. What if she's not, Nathan? What if she's not yours?"
"How likely do you think that is?"
I thought a minute. "Not very likely," I finally decided. "I swear to you, Nathan, I never knew her blood type. She's never been sick and needed a blood test before."
"I believe you," he said. "Do you live here in Omaha?"
I had no idea what to say. How could I possibly describe the shit-pile of my life? "Not really," I said. "I had a gig..." I just couldn't.
"It doesn't matter," he said. "How long is she going to be in the hospital?"
"Dr. Morgan says like 28 days," I said.
"Where are you going to live after she's released?" he asked.
"I hadn't planned anything," I was becoming very upset, barely keeping it together.
"I have an idea," he said. "If she's mine, what would you think about coming back to Mobile and staying with me? She needs a stable place, Alyssa. I don't think 28 days will be the end of it. Did the doctor tell you anything?"
"Yes, they said she will be in remission when she's released and that she'll have two years of chemo, then they'll monitor her for five years."
"See, she needs to have a stable life, Alyssa."
"I know. God, Nathan, don't you think I know? I... We don't have anywhere, no one..." I couldn't go on.
"That's what I'm telling you," he said. "I will do anything for her, Alyssa. If she's my daughter, and I believe she is, everything I have is hers."
"What about..." I choked and couldn't get it out.
"You can stay with me, too," he said. "She needs her mother. I know it will be hard for us. I'm not talking about anything between us but being her parents. You understand?"
I nodded. "I'll think about it, Nathan. Thank you. You're being incredibly kind, but then you've always been..."
"Good," he said. "Let's go back in there and watch her sleep. I've... I've missed out on five years of watching her."
"I'm so sorry..." I fled. I found a restroom and sat in a stall, crying bitter tears until my eyes ran dry. I was a fucking mess, but Merrilee needed me. I composed myself as best I could. When I got to the room, he was sitting in a chair by her bed and she had found his hand in her sleep.
*****
The DNA comparison had a line at the bottom: "Based on our analysis and on the statistical analysis of the results, it is practically proven that subject B is the biological father of subject A."
"I knew it!" Nathan was elated. "When can we tell her, Alyssa?"
We were sitting in the little conference room. I was incredibly conflicted. This was what I hoped, what I wanted, but what would this mean? I had no idea. I was at sea without a rudder. I had to say something. Merrilee was getting a breathing treatment.
"As soon as she gets back?"
"Yes, thank you, Alyssa. I promise you won't be sorry," he said.
I had to smile. "I already am," I said.
He grinned that disarming look he had, pulled me to my feet and danced me around the room. A nurse came by and stared at us, shook her head with a smile and left. He practically dragged me back to the room and had a goofy smile permanently fixed on his face.
When they brought Merrilee back, he snatched her out of the rolling bed and tucked her into hers. "I... your mother and I have something to tell you," he said, as soon as the nurses were gone.
"Is it something good?" she asked. "Am I getting out of the hospital? Me and Claire want a cheeseburger."
I hugged her, sitting on one side of her while Nathan sat on the other, both of us holding her hands.
"No, baby, we aren't getting out of the hospital yet," I said. "It will be a while longer. We'll get you a cheeseburger, though. This is something else. You know how they took your blood and tested it?"
She nodded. "Yes, I remember."
"Well, they tested Nathan's blood, too, and we found something out. This was before you were born, honey, but Mama and Nathan used to be married. When they tested Nathan's blood, we found out that he's your father."
Her eyes got big and round. She looked at my face, then his, and back to mine. "Really?"
He put her hand to his cheek and nuzzled it. "Really," he said. "You're my baby, too, Merrilee. Do you think you'll like having me for a Dad?"
"I like you," she said. "I never had a dad before. It's always been just me and Mama."
"I know," he said. "Do you think you might have room for me to love you, too?"
She thought for a minute. "I still get to have Mama?"
"Yes, baby. You'll have me," I assured her. I meant it, but I was so afraid, so deep into the thought I wouldn't allow to come into consciousness.
She thought for another moment. "Then yes, I want you to be my dad, Nathan. Claire likes you, too."
He snatched her up and hugged her like he was never going to let her go. "Thank you, Merrilee," he said. "I promise you that I'll be the best dad I can. I have something else to ask you."
She leaned back and looked up at him. "What?"
"When you get out of the hospital, do you think you would like to come and live at my house? I have a dog, and a big yard. You and Mama can stay with me while you still need to go to the doctor. Do you think you would like that?"
She considered that, too. "Yes, I think I would like that. We've never lived in a house before. What kind of a dog do you have, and what's his name? I like BIG dogs."
He gave me a strange look when she mentioned "never lived in a house" thing, but he got involved in telling her about the dog.
"Well, this one is a big dog," he said. "He's an Irish Wolfhound, and his name is Billy." He got out his phone and started showing her pictures.
"He's so fluffy!" Merrilee was obviously in love, and I was terrified. Things seemed like they were out of my control. My baby was sick; the dearest treasure of my heart was in a hospital and there was not a thing I could do about it. Nathan was her father, and he was obviously not going to be taking any backseat role in her life. Where did that leave me? I was lost, lost in the shuffle, and I decided right there in that hospital room that this was a good thing.
I got my bag, walked to the bed and held my baby. I kissed her, told her I was going for a little walk, and gave her back to her father. I looked back at them before I walked out the door. He was holding her on his lap, the lines from her chemo drooping down from her pole and she was laughing up into her father's face, talking about how much she was going to love her dog. I smiled. This was best. She was where she belonged, and I didn't. Broken, nothing left, just emptiness and a sense that I had made it far enough to see Merrilee with her father, happy and secure.
I made my slow way down the hall, got on the elevator and rode down to the lobby. There were people hurrying on their busy way, things to do. Just a normal day in their lives. Out the door and onto the sidewalk. The sun was shining, it was a beautiful day.
I walked down the sidewalk and there was a food truck there. I remembered that I had promised Merrilee a cheeseburger. I stopped and asked the cook if he could deliver a sandwich to a little girl with cancer in the hospital. He wouldn't take my money, but he promised to take her the cheeseburger. I felt good. He was a good man. He gave me faith in humanity, in Nathan. He was a good man, too. I would bring nothing but pain to her life.
I saw the bus coming. It was a block away. I walked to the front of the food truck and stepped into the gap between it and the car parked in front. I could hear the diesel engine of the bus approaching. The rhythm was the rhythm of my heart. It was there, it was time. I lifted my foot to step into the street. Of all the images to flash through my mind at that moment, it was one of the most absurd. It was the image of Merrilee, standing in the door of a sleazy hotel room, peeking around to see if I was awake, dragging Claire by the foot as she ran joyfully to climb in bed with me. Motherhood, dragging a doll by the foot.
I released the breath I didn't know I was holding and carefully put my foot back to the pavement. I was Merrilee's mother, and she needed me. Not the me that I had become, but a better me. She would never abandon Claire as I was about to abandon her. My eyes were full of tears and I turned, hardly able to see, eyes on the ground in shame at what I had almost done. I took a step and he was there. I bumped against his body and he seized me by the shoulders, pushing me against the front of the food truck.
"What the fuck, Alyssa!" His voice was not gentle. It was rough and filled with emotion, a barely held rage. "You were going to step in front of that bus, weren't you?"
I couldn't meet his eyes. I was falling to pieces, the brokens shards of me slipping away. I could only nod. He shook me. "God damn you, Alyssa!" His hand drew back, and as I cowered away, I saw his eyes blazing at me. He caught himself and the fire slowly banked.
"No!" he gathered me in his arms, squeezing me tightly. "My God, girl, what the hell has happened in your life?"
I couldn't speak, only cry and tremble as he held me in those strong arms.
"It doesn't matter," he said. "Forget about that. Tell me why you changed your mind. I wasn't going to let you do that, by the way."
I was paralyzed, but he took my chin in his hand and tilted my face up, forcing me to meet his eyes.
"I thought she would be better off with you, and without me." The floodgates were opened and the words wouldn't stop pouring out of me. "It was Claire. I thought about how much Merrilee loves her, that I should love Merrilee more than she loves Claire. I can't leave her, Nathan. I can't. I know I'm a horrible person, but I'm going to try to change. Do you know, the morning I found out she was... sick, I was going to your parent's house. I was going to ask them to keep her. They are the best people I know, and I thought... I thought I was destroying her life."



The story came tumbling out, all the wretched sordidness of my life, the horrible person I had become. It went on until he stopped me, putting his fingers over my lips, shushing me.
"It doesn't matter, Alyssa," he said. "What matters is that little girl up there. She needs her mother and you can't do this to her. For God's sake, Alyssa, don't you think she has enough... No. It doesn't matter. I'm not going to beat you up. I wish I'd... no, it doesn't matter."
I was better. The words had been cathartic, and I was better.
He forced me to look into his eyes again. "Promise me, on Merrilee's life, that you aren't going to ever do anything like this again." He was insistent, compelling, drawing me and I could not deny.
"No, Nathan. I won't. But..."
"There are no 'buts'," he was emphatic. "I don't know what is going to happen, Alyssa. You're not the same person I remember, the person who did that stupid film. I was so... I really thought you were fucking..." He heaved a sigh and ran his hand through his hair. "I don't have any idea what I think of you right now, or what I feel for you. I do know I hate what you've been doing. But it doesn't matter."
I shook my head. "You're right. Merrilee matters," I said.
"Yes, she does, and you matter to her. You matter to me, Alyssa. Can we just... I don't know. I'm not making any promises. Let's go back up there and try. Can you do that with me? Let's be strong for that baby, get her healthy. Everything else will take care of itself. Swear, Alyssa, swear to me."
"I swear," I said.
He pushed my shoulders back against the truck, used his handkerchief to clean me up. I needed cleaning up a lot these days, it seemed. "Head up, shoulders back," he said. "Regardless of our past, or what we feel, or anything else, our little girl needs and deserves the best from both of us. I won't settle for anything less, from me or from you. Are we together on this?"
I nodded. He took my hand and led me back to the hospital. When we walked into the room, still hand in hand, Merrilee looked up from the cheeseburger she was eating and there was a huge smile on that angel face, shining sweetly despite its heavy coating of ketchup and mustard. Whatever it cost me, so help me God, I would never fail her again. Turn the page.
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Welcome to "The End of the Affair" writing event. This is our annual St. Patrick's day collection. Thanks to the wonderful writers who contributed stories for our enjoyment and entertainment. They wrote to the theme, met the deadline, and as a reader, I am grateful. Thanks to you, the readers, who give us your attention. I hope you enjoy the stories.
Thanks to my team. Harddaysknight is my mentor and gives me critical review. SBrooks103x also gives me a pre-post read. My editors are Hale1, Hooked1957 and GeorgeAnderson. Thanks to Stev2244 for reading for me and to the hommies at Specific Indefinites for their input.
I got the idea for this story from a cartoon I saw by Hannah Daigle. In that cartoon, a man was depicted wearing a t-shirt that said, "I fucked the Demon Queen of Hell and all I got was this bastard child." Holding the man's hand was an adorable little demon girl wearing a little blue dress with the words, "I love my dad," on it. It was cute and sad and made me cry. There is a pathos there that hit me different. So, here's how it happened...
Evocation is something that should only be attempted by tenth level, or above. I guess only being an eighth level Santeros should have been my first clue, but I'd always been into pushing boundaries. It seemed pretty easy: The Greater Key of Solomon was open in front of me and I had all the right signs, reagents, and the glow from the mushrooms I had eaten pulsed through me like the flashing of a strobe. I spoke the binding and there was a pulse of red flame.
The flame was accompanied by smoke or fog of the same shade: deep ruby-red, and there she was. She was stunning, everything you would expect from a demoness. Her hair was the first thing I noticed. Curls, ringlets, in wild disarray, yet perfectly ordered, wet, flowing down around her to the tops of her thighs and over her butt. The second thing I noticed was that she seemed to have just stepped out of the shower.
She had a white fluffy towel wrapped around her and was in the midst of fluffing up that hair with another. Then there was that face. She was dusky. Not black, not white, sort of a creamy light-brown, like she had a really dark tan, but you could tell it was natural for her. Who knew that demonesses spent time tanning?
The face, it was what fashion models tried to achieve with surgeries, but this was real. Broad high forehead, her eyes seemed to be amber-colored. Who has amber-colored eyes? They were almost orange. The thing that was a little disconcerting was that her pupils weren't black; they were the same ruby-red as the flame and the smoke had been. They were elongated, tilted up at the outside corners and her lashes were the longest I had ever seen.
Her cheekbones were high above faint hollows, her jawline strong and tapering to a pointed chin, giving her face a heart shape. Her lips were... perfection.
I wanted to continue looking at her for years, just looking, but she spoke. "What have you done, little human?"
I found myself unable to speak. Not from any compulsion, she had just taken my reasoning ability by the way she looked. Her natural pose was like those "Instagram models" who always arch their backs and puff out their lips like they're waiting to be kissed. She was naturally like that. My brain was numb.
"Are you mute?" she asked.
I stirred from the paralysis she had induced in me. I tried to speak, but all that came out was a croak. I cleared my throat. "No, I speak. I was having trouble thinking there for a minute."
She cocked her head to one side and raised one immaculate eyebrow. "Really? Why?"
"Umm... well, I wasn't expecting you," I finally managed.
She laughed, and the sound was both enchanting and sinister. "First time?"
I nodded. "Yeah, I..."
"What were you expecting?" she asked.
"I wasn't sure you'd be female, or so... beautiful, or even vaguely human."
She laughed again. "You must learn to be more specific, little human. That was quite a powerful summoning you worked."
She had these perfectly formed little feet, but suddenly they became hooves and she flashed through half a dozen body forms, from the absolutely terrifying to grotesquely bizarre. When she returned to the original form, she was minus the towel, and I once again became unable to speak.
She threw back her head, all that hair cascading, and laughed. I shivered a bit because I noticed that her teeth were perfect, except for small fangs. "This is my basic form," she said. "Would you prefer another? Up here, little human."
My eyes, which had been locked on her breasts, traveled up where she was pointing to her face. "No... no, this one is good," I managed.
"Why have you summoned me?' she asked. "You know I'm going to kill you for that."
I wanted to run. "Is that allowed?" I was putting on a brave front.
She laughed again. "Do you think you can stop me?"
"Yes, I'm pretty sure I can. I think you're bound and have to do what I say."
She cocked her head again. It was a very cute gesture. Hell, everything about her was cute. Well, "cute" might not be exactly the right word, but she was that, too. Stunningly gorgeous and terrifying was a better term.
"You were explaining..."
I cleared my throat again. "Umm... I hadn't really thought this through. I didn't know I could really do it. You were sort of an... experiment."
"I see. So, you are young, you are a fool and you have no clue. Do I have that right?"
"Yeah, I guess that's about right," I grinned at her. "Cheeky bastard, aren't I?"
"Very. Do you intend to keep me standing here, or do you have something else in mind? I know I make a nice decoration, but are you going to be hospitable, or just have a nice demoness statue?"
"Oh, sorry. Would you like to sit down? Something to drink?"
"Umm, you have to invite me out, and what do you have?" she said.
"Oh, right. You're not going to kill me if I do, right?"
She looked at me speculatively. "Not immediately, no."
"Please, make yourself at home," I said, gesturing toward the rest of my house.
"Thank you," she said. She held out her hand and I helped her down off the altar. Somehow, I suspected she didn't need my help. I doubted she had ever needed anyone's help.
She looked around. "Nice place," she said. It was pretty nice, I thought. It was spacious, I had nice art and the furniture was comfortable.
"Do you really drink?" I asked.
"I don't need to drink," she said. "I do if I like the taste of something."
"What do you like, besides blood, I mean," I said.
That got a laugh out of her. "You're delightful," she said. "I like Kool-Aid, peach mango."
Well, I hadn't expected that. "Sorry, I don't have any Kool-Aid," I apologized.
"Let's go get some," she said.
"Now? Really? You're kidding, right?"
"No, did you have something else to do?"
"Umm, no, I don't guess I do."
"Sick," she said, starting for the door.
"Wait!" I sort of squeaked. "I... what's your name? You can't go out like that."
She glanced down at herself. "Oh, right. I forgot. Humans! My name is Nina. What's your name?"
I knew that name. "You're the serpent goddess?"
"Do you like serpents?" she asked.
"Well, I kind of like them over there," I pointed to the other side of the room.
She giggled. It was very disconcerting, especially with what it did to her breasts. They were disconcerting enough without jiggling like that.
"My name is Mercer," I told her. "Mercer Roberts."
"Will you give me clothing, Mercer?" she asked.
"I don't exactly have a large wardrobe of women's clothes," I said.
She frowned, her cute little brows drawing together. "Now you do," she said. She held out her hand and I took it. When we got to my closet, it was full. Not with my clothes. Mine took less than half my closet space. The rest was now filled with women's clothes. Sexy ones.
"Wait," I said. "If you can do this, can't you just... I don't know, conjure some Kool-Aid?"
"These aren't real," she said. "I want real Kool-Aid."
"Oh, okay." They looked real to me. She looked at my clothes, selected a Pink Floyd t-shirt and got a pair of tiny panties off a shelf I didn't know I had. She selected some denim shorts from "her" clothes. It was fascinating to watch her slide those panties up her impossibly long legs. She was ripped. Her legs were very muscular, but very feminine. She had a little tuft of curls, the same shade as her hair, dark with hints of auburn. She turned and that ass! My God, it was spectacular, small, but again, extremely muscular. It jutted out like a shelf.
The shorts came up and she smiled at me over her shoulder as she filled them out to perfection. She knew I was watching, and she seemed to enjoy it. She slipped the t-shirt over her head and those luscious breasts disappeared, much to my disappointment.
She looked in the full-length mirror I didn't know I had and got that cute little frown again. Her fingernails became talons and cut my shirt off. It now came to just below her breasts, and any serious movement would have the bottoms of those full globes exposed.
"You like?" She was smiling at me, her fangs showing.
"Umm... yeah. That was kind of one of my favorite shirts," I complained.
"Thanks," she said. "You don't like it now?"
"I... I like it on you."
"Good," she said. "Let's go. I'm hungry, too. Can we get some hot wings?"
*****
It turned out she was always hungry, and she drank gallons of Kool-Aid, until she got tired of it. She drank wine, after that, or anything else that took her fancy.
She loved living. There is no other way to describe her. Every minute I wasn't working, she wanted to do something, go somewhere, satisfy her whims, and she was quite whimsical. She didn't understand that I needed to sleep and complained until I told her she should try sleeping.
"Why?" she asked. "I want to go dancing. Don't you like dancing with me?"
"I do," I said. "I'm not a demon, though. I am exhausted, Nina. Please, just give it a try."
"Okay," she said reluctantly, the third day she was with me. "Where will we sleep?"
"I sleep in my bed, as you know," I told her. "You can sleep wherever you like."
She looked at me speculatively. "I shall sleep in your bed, as well," she said.
"You aren't going to eat me while I'm asleep?" I asked.
That got her cute little giggle. "I might, but not tonight."
It was a little embarrassing. The minute she entered my house, her clothes disappeared. The "real" ones, mine that she borrowed constantly, dropped wherever she happened to take them off, and the "unreal" ones just vanished. I didn't get used to seeing a naked Nina. I don't think anyone ever could. Sometimes she had a tail, sometimes she just looked like a normal human. Except for the eyes and the fangs, of course. I wore clothes, except to shower or sleep, and I was very shy about being naked in front of her.
If male demons were anything close to her perfection of form, I wasn't going to stack up well. I mean, I worked out and shit, but supernatural, I was not. I turned off the light as soon as she slipped that luscious body between the sheets. As soon as I was pulling down my shorts and underwear, the room began to glow like it was lit by her ruby fire, and there I was, exposed in all my glory.
I felt fucking inadequate and hurried to get under the covers. "What does one do while sleeping?" she asked.
I rolled over to face her. "Umm... nothing. That's the point. You're resting. It's sort of like... have you ever been unconscious?"
"No," she said. "So, your mind is just a blank?"
"Not exactly. I have dreams, and shit. You're still thinking, I think, just subconsciously. There is a sense of awareness, but like you're outside it. Everything sleeps, even animals. Are you going to be able to do this?"
"Yes, I shall will my mind into being blank. Except for dreams. When will we begin?"
"It takes a minute," I explained. "I'll close my eyes, sort of go with my thoughts, then I'll just drift into sleep."
"I will watch you," she said. Her actions belied her words. Either that or she intended to watch from very close range. Before I could react, she was lying with her head on my shoulder, her left arm across my chest, those exotic amber eyes looking up at me, her left leg across my dick and I could feel that little tuft of soft curls against my thigh. This was awkward as fuck. She was always physical and touched me constantly, but this...
My left arm was hidden by all that hair, and I sort of wrapped it around her. Her skin was very warm, very soft and it felt like eiderdown. It felt almost as if she was covered with soft fuzz, a tactile sensation like I had never experienced, but a firmer touch revealed iron-hard muscle when she moved and flexed. I stroked her back and she made a purring sound.
"I think I shall like sleeping," she said.
Her leg across my dick was making... things happen. She felt the things, and her thigh slid up, then back down, causing further happenings.
"Umm, Nina, we were going to sleep," I mentioned.
"You do not feel sleepy." She gave me a blinding smile, the tips of her fangs showing.
I groaned as her thigh moved again and she wiggled against me, breasts, spectacular ones, squished against me and I could see one very erect brown nipple, feeling it as it scraped against me. Her left hand slid down my stomach and closed around my cock, causing me to groan again.
"Can we have sex?" she asked.
"I have no idea," I said. "Do demons have sex?"
"Not normally, no," she said. That surprised me. I had somehow pictured her in thousands of hell-spanning orgies.
"Really?" I had to ask.
"Really," she said. "It's like eating or drinking. Maybe sleeping. Can we?"
I tilted her chin up with one finger so I could look into those exotic eyes. "With me?"
She nodded. "I never have," she said softly.
Oh, my God! I managed not to say that. A virgin demon goddess! I didn't feel so intimidated by her. "Are you sure?"
There was no mistaking her reply. She slid on top of me, her hands and lips exploring. She was heavy! This was a solid woman... demoness. All that muscle, I guessed, or maybe demons had a higher density. This wasn't the time to ask dumb-ass questions.
I rolled her over and I was on top. "Let me," I said.
She pulled me in, and I tasted those puffy lips. She tasted like the wine she had been drinking, or maybe that was the way she naturally tasted. It was intoxicating, in any case. I pushed my tongue between them and felt her squirmy little tongue. We wiggled them together. I could feel her fangs, and it just felt like I was living in some fantasy world out of a graphic, very graphic, novel.
I would never get tired of kissing her. It was very intense and exciting. The idea that I was in bed with the virgin Demon Queen of Hell, she wanted me and that she was the most gorgeous woman... demon... creature I had ever seen was making me nuts.
She broke our kiss for a moment. "What should I do?"
"Anything you want to do," I said. "Mostly cooperate with me. I'll show you."
She nodded and pulled me back to her lips. I could have done that until I died of old age, but there were other treasures. I nibbled my way over to her ears. They were small, pointed at the top like some erotic elf. She was very sensitive, and she would tremble and draw in little gasps when I found some place she liked. I was remembering them for future reference. The little hollow behind her earlobes, the sides of her neck, that little hollow where her neck flowed into her shoulders all received extra attention, and she was looking at me with wonder in those amber eyes.
When I reached her glorious breasts, she made a little moan. "Mercer, you're making me... I've never..." Her words trailed off as my fingers sunk into those perfect mounds. I kissed, nibbled, squeezed gently, avoiding her nipples for the moment as she began a slow writhing motion beneath me. They really were perfect.
She had large breasts. Not enormous, but full, heavy and incredibly firm and resilient. They stood up proudly, even with her lying on her back. The brown circles of her areola were a little puffy, thicker than the skin around, and her nipples were fat little nubs, more an extension of her areola. She groaned as I loved on those breasts, tangling her fingers in my hair and growling in frustration at my avoidance of her nipples. She twisted under me, moving my head and pushing her right nipple into my lips.
I chuckled and sucked it in, drawing a long moan from her. I worked it with my tongue, lips and a nip or two, just letting her feel my teeth scrape over her. She was now trembling a bit, her writhing becoming more pronounced. I kissed my way over to that other mound and the trembling became more frequent.
Again, I could have loved that perfection forever, but this was only the beginning. Her ribcage dropped away to her flat belly, ridged with muscle, abs more defined than mine, kissing, licking every inch, dipping my tongue into the little elongated oval of her naval, causing her to giggle.
She giggled again as I pulled at the little tuft she had. It was fine, silky and sparse, ending just before her cleft. I skipped down to her feet. I had half expected hooves, but she had human feet, at the moment. They were small and perfect, her toenails were painted purple, matching the long nails she had at the moment. I massaged her cute little toes, giving each one a kiss before moving up over the high arch of her foot.
The spot just behind her ankle bone was sensitive, and I tickled it with my lips before moving up slender but muscular calves. She had another spot behind her knee, and the entire inside of her thighs were erogenous zones, making her moan constantly as my lips and tongue glided over that silken skin.
I could smell her arousal, a faint musky odor as I approached the juncture of those strong thighs. I nipped at the tendons that were stretched as she spread herself for me, finally moving up to her center. There it was: feminine perfection. Well, Demon Goddess perfection.
Her lips were the same dusky shade as her skin, that shade fading to pink inside. Her lips were sealed together, forming a perfectly symmetrical line up to the dusky little nub at the top. I had to taste her.
Her hips jolted when my tongue brushed gently across her lips, and again when I tickled her clit. I moved back to the bottom, cupping her fantastic ass in my hands, testing the firmness with my fingers, finding, again, perfection. I burrowed my tongue between those lips, finding her entrance, and she cried out, her hands again resting on my head, fingers tangling in my hair.
She was slippery inside, tasting tangy and sweet, my tongue seeking, thrusting inside her as far as I could. I licked her lips, spreading her moisture and her trembling was rising, her thighs clasping my head in a contraction, then falling open. I used everything I remembered women liking, everything I had ever read or heard, determined to make the first time for my Demon Queen something she would never forget.
She was making thrusting motions, running her fingers through my hair, and when I attacked that little dusky clit, she exploded, a hoarse little cry escaping her, her body bridging up off the bed as the tension that had been building snapped and she was coming.
"Mercer... I'm... oh, oh, what you're... YES! Mercer, I can't..."
But she could, and she did. When I added a finger inside her tight wetness, she went off again, and again when I added another, curling one up inside her and finding that little rough bundle of nerve endings on the upper wall of her little pussy.
She bucked until I couldn't keep contact with her clit, her thrusting becoming motions of escape and she was pulling painfully at my hair, pulling me up over her until she could reach my lips for a kiss.



She broke the kiss and panted, her body still jolting in aftershocks, and I moved until I could feel her moisture against the head of my cock. I moved until I could feel her entrance and as I parted her lips, she squealed.
Her hands pushed against me. "Wait, wait, Mercer. I'm not ready!"
I paused and her lips moved. After a moment, she nodded, all those curls bouncing. I kissed her lips. "Are you sure?"
She nodded again. "Yes, the way is made smooth."
I had no idea what that meant. Probably some demon shit, but there was something to it. I sensed no pain in her, only tight, very warm wetness and pleasure.
I made one long slow push into her, drawing back once to let her moisture cover us, and I felt my balls against her ass.
I looked into her eyes, and they were glowing, almost pulsing with an amber fire. "This is right, Mercer," she said. "So good. Love me, Mercer."
She had the ability to squeeze with her inner muscles, and I was on the verge of erupting. I slowed, pausing while embedded to the hilt. "What..." She thrust against me. "Don't stop, Mercer! Something is happening. Don't stop."
"I'm about to come," I told her. "Let me calm down for a minute." I silenced her objections with a kiss, and although she continued to urge me on with her hands and body, I did manage to regain some control.
It didn't last, and fortunately, she was on a hair-trigger. We came together. Her hoarse little scream was joined by a groan from me and we coasted to a stop, my heart feeling as if it was going to beat its way free from my chest.
I never went soft, and as soon as our breathing slowed, she was moving again. All that lush sensuousness couldn't be contained. She kept gripping and releasing me with her inner muscles, almost like a hand, and it was exquisite torture.
I figured I could last a while, this time, but she came so easily, and so often, that I found myself losing control again. The look on her beautiful features, the sound, smell, taste and feel of her was just overwhelming.
I pulled out, flipping her face down and put my chest on that broad muscular back. Her ass was something out of fever dreams, and as I parted her thighs and slid back in, she groaned.
"Like this? It feels so big, Mercer, so deep! I'm going to come some more!"
She did, her capacity for orgasm astonishing. She cried out unintelligible words, some in languages I didn't recognize, some just sounds, and it went on and on until I could hold back no longer, filling her hot little pussy again.
I rolled us to the side, remaining inside her, spooning her, wrapping her exquisite gorgeousness in my arms. She continued to pulse around me, slowly fading, just letting me hold her. I felt her shake gently, then again.
When I peeked over her shoulder, she was crying. I brushed away a tear with my thumb. "What's wrong, Beautiful?" I asked.
She turned her head, all that amber fire in her eyes banked and in liquid pools. "I had no idea... that was... you don't know what you did to me, Mercer."
"I made love to you," I said.
"Love? Is that... Demons don't love. You destroyed me, Mercer. I'll never..." A sob escaped and I squeezed all that gorgeousness up to me, turning her head so I could kiss her.
I never went fully soft inside her, and I drifted off, murmuring little nothings into her hair. She could sleep, it turned out, and in the morning, we made slow sweet love, lasting hours, it seemed, until she complained about being hungry.
That was only the beginning. She was insatiable after that, trying to fuck me to death, I thought. She loved sucking my dick, and over the next four months, I had more sex than I had in the rest of my life combined. I was hopelessly, desperately, in love with the Demon Queen of Hell.
*****
Nina was looking pensive. I wondered what was going on. She had been with me for four months, and I was completely under her spell. She seemed to be as into me as I was into her. She had infected every part of my life and I was coming to know her moods very well.
"Something bothering my lover?" I asked.
She looked at me, shifted her eyes away, and then locked on mine. "Yes, I need to tell you something. Don't interrupt me, okay?"
I pulled her down in my lap and she looked like she was about to cry. She could, I had learned.
"Mercer, it's time for me to go," she said.
"Go where?" I asked.
"Away," she said. "It's getting harder every day, and I can't stay here... with you."
"Why not?" I asked. "You can't just leave. You're bound to me."
She shook her head and all those pounds of curls swayed. "When we had sex, the first time, it released my bindings," she said.
"What? Why... how... you've stayed here for four months on your own, then?"
"Yes. It's time for me to go, Merc. I have other... responsibilities. There's a reason I'm a demoness. There is no future for us now. Don't tell me you haven't always known that."
I guess I had, but it had been something I'd been pushing away. I was devastated. I felt like my heart was being torn, still beating, from my chest. "Nina, don't..."
She put her finger over my lips, leaned in and kissed me and she rose to her feet. "It's better this way," she said. "Goodbye, Mercer." A tear fell, there was that ruby flash, and she was gone. I sat, stunned. What had just happened? I was alone. It was the end of the affair, and the breaking of my heart.
*****
I was sitting in that same place, four years later, though on a different sofa. It happened again. There was that ruby fire and there she was. She wasn't alone. There was a little girl with her. Well, not a little girl. She had hooves and a tail. She was cute as fuck, too. Her eyes were a glowing yellow and made quite a contrast with her dusky skin. She had on a little blue dress and it had writing on it: "I Love My Dad." She was holding Nina's hand.
"Mercer, this is Mag'dra'ruth," she said. "She likes to be called Maggie. She is your daughter. Take care of her." She was gone. Just like that, I was sitting in my living room staring at a little girl standing in front of me with huge yellow eyes and a tail.
She blinked, just looking at me. I had no idea what to do or say. I just sat there looking, and feeling, stupid. She spoke.
"Hi, Daddy." She had the cutest little voice imaginable. "What are we going to do today?"
"Do you know me?" I asked.
"Yes, Mama and I have been watching you for a while so I would."
"Watching me? How? Why didn't I see you?"
"I don't know how to tell you," she said. "I can be where no one can see me. So can Mama. I can see things that are happening in other places."
"Oh." I was suddenly a moron. What do you say to a four-year-old demon child? Especially when she seems to be your daughter.
"Well, what do you like to do?" I asked.
"I like hugging," she said, dropping her head and scuffing the rug with her hoof. She glanced at me then dropped her eyes again. She looked so forlorn and cute and little it was breaking my heart. I held out my hand.
She saw it and took my big hand in her little one. I noticed that she had three fingers and two thumbs. I pulled her to me and hugged that little form, unable to believe how right this felt or the feelings going on inside me.
She was trembling a little, and I felt a little sob escape. I wanted to reassure her that everything was going to be okay, but I was too awkward. I just held her until she stopped trembling.
"I got the hugging," I told her. "We're going to be doing a lot of that. Anything else you like?"
"Yes, I like cat memes, and being outside and explosions," she said.
That cracked me up. I laughed and she looked up at me. She was so adorable! "You can't explode anything in the house, Maggie, okay?"
"Okay. We can explode things outside?"
"Sometimes," I said. "Not around where there are people or houses, though. I'll tell you when it's okay to explode something."
"Yes. I'll always wait for you to tell me," she said. "Daddy, do I have a room? I think I should have a room."
"Yes, there are two rooms you can pick from," I said. "If you don't like things in them, we can change them. Can we just talk for a minute?"
She took two steps on her little hooves and sat down beside me, very close. She snuggled against my side, slipped her hand into mine and her tail came up and wrapped around our hands. "What will we talk about?" she asked.
"Well, anything, everything, whatever you want to talk about. I need to get to know you. You know me from watching, or whatever. I want to find out all about you."
"What do you want to find out?" she asked.
She was looking up at me with those luminescent eyes. "Lots of things," I said. "What you like, besides hugging, I mean, what you don't like, what it's like to be you, everything. For instance, can you change how you look?"
"Yes, is something wrong? How do you want me to look?"
"Just like you do when it's just you and me," I said. "When we're around other people, can you look like them?"
"I think so," she said. "What would I do?"
"Well, humans don't have tails," I explained. "Can you not have a tail? Can you make your hands like mine? Can you have different colored eyes?"
Her little chin trembled, and I could tell she was about to cry. "What's wrong, Maggie?" I hurriedly asked.
"You think I'm ugly." A big tear fell off her unbelievably long lashes and trickled down one little rose-blushed dusky cheek.
I was horrified, and snatched her up, wrapping that tiny little body in my arms. "Noo, Baby. I don't think you're ugly. God, Maggie, you're gorgeous. I want you to be you when you're with me and it's just the two of us. I love your cute little tail, and your eyes are sooo beautiful, but when we're with other humans, they won't understand. They aren't used to little girls as different and beautiful as you."
Damn Nina for not explaining this and leaving me in this position, I thought. My heart was breaking. "Maggie, you look like your mother, and she is the most beautiful being I've ever seen or known. You look just perfect, and just like you should."
How do you explain this to a tiny little demon-girl? "Look at me, Maggie. See the clothes I have on? See your dress?"
She bobbed her little head, her curls bouncing.
"Well, I'm just fine naked, but I wear clothes because of other people. Do you understand that?"
"Yes. I can change and I will if you want me to. So, if I change, it will be like putting on clothes? Do you like my dress, Daddy? It says, 'I love my dad.' I made it for you."
Now I was going to cry. "I love your dress, Baby," I told her. "Thank you for loving me. I am going to love you, too, for the rest of my life."
She got a little golden glow about her. "What do you think you might like to do tomorrow?" I asked.
"Can we go to the zoo?" she asked. "I like animals. There weren't any animals... before."
"Yes, we can go all the time if you want to. Do you like my house?"
"Yes, I do. Do you think I could have some ice cream? I like ice cream. And water."
I laughed. "Absolutely. I have vanilla or pecans, pralines and cream. Which do you want?"
She decided on the vanilla, and it was so cute watching her eat it, her little fangs biting into each scoop. When she was done, I asked her, "What do you want to do now?"
"I'm tired," she said. "Will you tell me a story?"
"Yes, I have a book with stories in it around here somewhere. Can we read it?"
"Bath and brush my teeth first," she said. "I like baths."
I ran her bathwater, and she came in and climbed into the bubbles, just a little brown chubby baby, but with the tail. I washed her and she leaned back so I could wash her hair. I dried her off, brushed and moisturized her hair, put on the little satin hair bonnet that magically appeared and she went and got a nightgown I didn't know I had. I showered and when I came out, she was sitting in my bed with the book, looking at the pictures. She was so cute and so lonely looking it made me cry.
"Daddy?" she asked.
"I'm okay, Baby Girl," I told her. "I just never dreamed I'd have you, and it makes me really, really happy."
"Me too." She patted the bed. "Read to me."
We slipped under the covers and she curled up against me. We finished the story and she snuggled in. "Maggie, are you going to sleep with me?" I asked her. "I didn't know if you slept or got tired."
"Yes, I do," she said. "Mama showed me how, and I'm kind of human, like you, Daddy."
She burrowed closer. I had to smile. "Comfy?" I asked.
"Yes, hug me, Daddy," she said.
I did and I knew I was never going to let her go. She asked me about her mother several times the first week. I told her she had to go away for a while, and Maggie seemed satisfied with that. She cried twice, and when I asked her why, she told me she needed Mama. It broke my heart. I tried to keep her busy, so she didn't have time to miss Nina. I took her to the zoo the next day. I got us those Friends of the Zoo lifetime passes.
"See, Maggie; we're going to come here a lot. We can come any time and we won't even have to stand in line," I told her. She was ecstatic and we spent the day. I discovered quickly that I had to keep a close eye on her. She changed her hooves into cute little feet, complete with shoes, the fangs shrank in size, her hands were normal and her tail vanished. She would occasionally slip and have little horns, or her eyes would glow when we were out, but that diminished as she got used to it.
I also had to stop her from climbing the fences into some of the animal enclosures at the zoo. "Maggie! Stop! What are you doing?" I asked when I saw her inside a fence surrounding leopards, looking for a way across the moat.
"What? I was going to play with the kitty," she said.
"Maggie, that leopard would eat you," I told her as I lifted her back over the fence. Luckily, no one saw her.
Her eyes glowed, as if she felt challenged. "No," she said. "It would be afraid of me, and knows I could eat it, if I wanted."
"Really? Do you know this, or you just think it?" I asked. I had no idea about what a little adorable demon girl could do.
"I know," she said. "I'm only kinda like you, Daddy. I'm not afraid of anything, except you being mad at me." She looked like she was going to cry, and little horns popped up.
"Noo, Baby, Daddy isn't mad at you," I told her. "We can't go in there, though, or eat the leopards. We'll get kicked out and the people won't let us come back." I hugged her and the horns disappeared.
I took two more days off work and we went shopping. We got her all kinds of things to wear and play with, and she wanted a dozen books. I got her an iPad so we could get e-books to read. We got her a bunch of new clothes and she seemed very happy being with me.
We talked about what we were going to do when I went back to work. There was a daycare in my office building, and I got her in.
"Maggie, there are going to be some... things you have to be careful about." I told her.
"What things, Daddy?"
"Well, like you can't have your tail, or hands, and your eyes have to be like other people's eyes. You can't have your horns, or hooves, either. Do you think you can do that?"
She nodded vigorously. "Yes, that's just for us, right?"
"Right," I said. "Also, you can't eat things, understand?"
"You mean like when I ate the goldfish?" she asked.
"Yes, exactly. Only things humans eat," I said. "Also, you can't make anything catch on fire. No curses or opening portals, okay? Just human things."
"Okay, Daddy," she said. "Now will you read me my new book?"
The first day, the girl who ran the place came to my office and got me. "Maggie is crying, and she won't stop," she told me.
I explained the circumstances to her of Maggie just coming to live with me while her mother was away, and she was very sympathetic. "Come and see her and we'll bring her back here so she can see where you are," she said. "I think if she knows you're close she'll be okay."
I went with her and when I got there, Maggie was sitting in a little chair. Tears were running down her little brown cheeks and she was shaking. When she saw me, she ran and threw her arms around my leg. "Daddy!" she squealed, her eyes glowing a little too much.
I knelt on the floor and hugged her up. "Let's go see where I work," I told her.
She dried her eyes with a tissue and blew her nose. She held my hand, and we went back to my office. I got her a doughnut, and we went in. I sat her in a chair and went behind my desk.
"So, Miss Roberts, I understand you want a job with SI," I said. I was the HR manager, and I did all the hiring.
She giggled. "No, silly; I just needed you."
"Well, here I am. If you need me you just go to the stairs, climb up three flights, walk down the hall and here I am," I told her. "I'll always be here and if you need me, that's all you have to do. I'll come and get you for lunch and when my day is over, I'll come get you and we'll go home."
"Okay," she said.
She finished her doughnut, and I took her back. I went and got her for lunch, and we got a sandwich at the deli around the corner. She brought the daycare girl back in the middle of the afternoon and just came in and hugged me, then went back. Once she figured out where I was and knew she could come and see me any time, she came twice a day to see me and she was just fine.
When she started school, that all changed a bit. I would drop her off at school and go to work. She got out at two-thirty, and I paid one of the mothers of a classmate to bring her to the office. She would come in, give me a hug and then go to the daycare. My boss was a very understanding woman. She was very kind, and she never gave me any trouble about Maggie being in my office or me taking off work to go and see her school events.
My house changed a lot, too. My refrigerator became an art gallery. There was different food in the pantry. Cereal with goofy names and exotic colors lined the shelves. There were toys in every room and little girl clothes turned up in odd places. Those were the "real" ones. She was very good about picking her stuff up when I reminded her, but she had a habit of just leaving things where she last used them. I remembered her mother doing that. She always remembered where they were if I didn't move them, so I just made Tuesdays and Thursdays pick up days. She would scurry around and put everything away and the house would be orderly for a day. She never complained.
She had her own bedroom, and she kept all her stuff in there, but she slept with me. We shared my bathroom for tooth brushing but she bathed in hers. She didn't much care for showers, unless we were in a hurry, and her tub had all kinds of bubble bath standing on the ledge. She had a basket of plastic tub toys and she used them all. Dinosaurs swam in bubbles and roared at each other, ducks and fish leaped and splashed, and a little demon girl giggled.
I never realized how lonely my life was until she came to live with me. She was a very good little girl. We had a few clashes of wills. She would sulk for a few hours and then climb up on my lap for a hug. "I'm sorry, Daddy," was the end of the matter.
There were... demon issues that weren't so easy to curb. She... ate things. There was almost nothing she didn't want to taste. She had ordinary tastes, like humans, and if she didn't like it, she wouldn't eat it again, but there were weird things, too. She would eat ice, constantly. She also liked raw meat, any kind. It was very disconcerting the first time I found her in the kitchen eating hamburger, straight from the package.
"Umm, Maggie, I don't think that's healthy," I said.
"What, Daddy?" She looked up and chewed, innocently.
"Eating raw meat," I told her. "Let me cook that for you. You might get a disease or a parasite."
"What is a parasite?" she wanted to know.



"Well, never mind that." I didn't want to explain. "Stuff that will make you sick."
"Oh, I don't get sick," she said.
"Really? Never?" I asked.
"No, Daddy, I'm only kinda like you," she said.
"Well, you can't be eating raw meat where anyone can see you," I told her. I never had to tell her anything twice. Most children forget the shit you tell them in five minutes. Not Maggie. She never forgot anything, which landed me in hot water a time or two. Nothing I said escaped her attention, and if I mentioned doing something, she would remember and surprise me, a week later.
Once, I told her we should go to the lake on Saturday. I forgot all about it, and when I got up that Saturday morning, she was dressed and waiting for me. "Sup, Baby?" I said when I saw her.
"I was waiting for you to wake up. Today, we're going to the lake," she announced. Of course, then I remembered, and she looked so cute and so eager that I had to take her to the lake.
At some point, I was never sure when, she stopped having hooves, even when it was just the two of us, and she had normal feet from then on. I never knew if it was a conscious decision or just part of her growing up. When it was just us, she always had a tail, the eyes, those little fangs, and cute little horns, most of the time.
I think she was five or six when I became aware that Nina was keeping an eye on us. Maggie had just finished putting together a very complicated Lego set. She loved them and spent hours assembling them. They were also the bane of my existence. I dared not walk around the house barefoot. I had a pair of slides by the bed, and I quickly learned to put them on before doing anything. Stepping on a Lego with your bare feet on the way to the bathroom at 2AM tends to make an impression on a guy, pun intended.
Anyway, she had built a whole set and we were admiring her handiwork. "Mama likes it," she told me.
"Really? How do you know?" I asked.
"She told me," Maggie explained.
"When?"
"Today," she said.
"She was here?"
"Not exactly," she said.
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"I don't know how to explain it," she confided. "We were... someplace else."
"Oh. How often do you talk to her?" I asked.
"All the time," she said.
"Oh. Okay." This was obviously some demon shit. It worried me.
"Maggie, can I ask you something?"
"Yes, Daddy. I might not know, though," she said.
"Baby, are you staying with me, like forever? Is Mama going to want you to be with her at some point?"
"Oh, no, Daddy. I'm going to be with you," she assured me. "I love you, Daddy, and I never want to be anywhere else. Sometimes I'm with Mama in the other place, but I'm with you in the real place."
"Do you think you could ask Mama to talk to me?"
"Yes, but she probably won't," she said. "I asked her why she doesn't love you and want to live with us. She said she does love you, but it's plicated."
"Complicated?" I asked.
"Yes. Daddy, do you think I could get the Millennium Falcon Lego set?"
"Yes, is that what you want for your birthday?" I asked.
She nodded, her mass of dark curls swirling as she did. "Yes, thank you, Daddy." That was the end of the conversation, and Nina never talked to me, so if Maggie mentioned it, Nina turned her down.
When she got to the third grade, she wanted to play basketball. She was tall for her age and she dominated the league. She had really good hands, even when she had three fingers and two thumbs when just the two of us played at home, and there was a little girl on her team who could handle the ball. She would bring it up, throw it up close to the basket and Maggie would catch it. It didn't matter what kind of traffic was around, she caught it, and no one could stop her. They even played boys teams and won. I went to every game and she gave me a thrill watching her. We had a little talk after her first game.
"Maggie, I know that you can... do stuff." God, this was awkward.
"You mean because I'm half-demon?" she asked.
Whew, well, that made it a lot easier. "Yeah, that. Remember when you told me you could kill and eat a leopard?"
She nodded, all her curls bouncing. "So, you're stronger and faster than little girls who aren't... half-demon?"
"I don't know," she said. "I think so. Could you kill a leopard, Daddy?"
"Noo, Baby Girl. No full humans can do that."
She thought for a minute. "Well, I guess I am stronger and faster than full humans then."
"Do you use that to play?" I asked.
"No, not really," she said. "It's kind of like my tail." She tickled my ear with it and giggled. "The other people wouldn't understand if I did the things I can."
"My baby is smart," I said. She beamed up at me. "And cute!" I snatched her up and squeezed her on my lap.
"Remember when you told me we could explode things?" she said.
"Uh, yeah, I do. Why?"
"When do you think we can?" she asked. "I like chasing things, too, but you don't like for me to chase Mrs. Peterson's dog."
That cracked me up. When I recovered, I asked her if she would like for me to buy some land in the mountains where she could blow things up and chase things. Her eyes glowed brightly, and she could hardly contain herself. She squealed and did a little dance in her excitement.
I promised to get started looking right away and reminded her about Mrs. Peterson's dog.
Poor Chopper was scared to death of her. We had been kicking a soccer ball around in the back yard when I noticed the mailman come one Saturday. Chopper hated the mailman, and he was barking furiously at the gate. I went out to get the mail at the end of the driveway, leaving Maggie in the back yard.
When I got back, she had climbed the fence and was zooming around Mrs. Peterson's back yard with an obviously terrified Chopper doing his best to stay three steps ahead of her. She was completely contrite when I told her she couldn't be doing that. Chopper never recovered from his fright, and anytime he saw Maggie he headed for cover.
She was still a little chubby when she started playing basketball, but that melted away and she got lean and fast. She was still a baby, but she was graceful and very coordinated for her size and age. Her coach was also the science teacher at her school, and she loved Maggie. Of course, the fact that she dominated the conference didn't hurt anything. As I got better acquainted with Brianna Morgan, I realized that she was really an amazing person. She was a very good basketball coach, and I thought she was being wasted coaching elementary kids. I wasn't complaining, but she sure seemed like she should be coaching the high school.
Maggie got the benefit of all that good coaching and she took advantage of it. By the time she was in the fifth grade, she was playing on traveling teams and getting quite a reputation. Nina was very tall, for a woman. Well, who knew; maybe all demonesses were tall. I was six-four, and Maggie was going to be tall, too.
I was at a basketball game and Brianna came up while the girls were getting dressed. I was sitting in the bleachers and she climbed up and sat by me. "Maggie had a good game, Mercer," she said.
"Yeah, she played well," I said. "You've got quite a little point guard there in Jasmine, too."
"She knows how to feed the post," Brianna said. "Do you and Maggie have plans?"
"Nah, we were going to grab something to eat and head home," I said.
"Can I come?" she asked.
I was a little shocked. I looked over at her and she was blushing. "Oh, yeah, I think so," I managed. "Let's ask Maggie."
She was very happy with that plan, and we went to Fogo de Chão, a Brazilian steakhouse. Maggie was quite the little carnivore, and she loved the different kinds of meat there.
We had a really nice time, and I liked Brianna a lot. Once I glanced over at Maggie and her fangs were showing quite a bit as she chomped into a piece of top sirloin. I caught her attention and tried to subtly tap my teeth. She caught my drift, and the fangs shrank noticeably. We shared a secret grin and Brianna never noticed.
We dropped her at her car, and on the way home I asked Maggie if she liked Brianna. "Yes. She's very nice, and pretty, too. Do you like her, Daddy?"
"I do," I said.
"I can tell she likes you," Maggie said. "Is she going to be your girlfriend?"
I laughed. "I have no idea, Baby. What would you think about that?"
"I don't know," she said. "You've never had a girlfriend. Why don't you have a girlfriend?"
"I've got you," I said.
I felt her tail sneak over and wrap around my arm. "Yes, and I've got you, Daddy," she said.
*****
We bought some land out near Live Oak Springs, about 10 miles out of town, and we got one of those Airstream Flying Cloud travel-trailers that we parked out there. If there wasn't a game on the weekend, that's where we spent our time.
She really did like explosions. We bought Tannerite by the case and she danced with joy when her carefully arranged blasting scenarios went boom. She could explode things that weren't explosive and set things on fire, but she liked designing the things she was exploding. She also zoomed around after all the wildlife that was unwary enough for her to spot.
Some she caught and ate, much to my dismay. Reconciling the little cuddly demon girl who snuggled up to me at night with the predator that was her second nature was disconcerting, to say the least.
I was getting to the point where Brianna was approaching that "girlfriend" status, and things fell apart. I had begun to notice that Maggie had these quiet times. She would be in the middle of something, then she would be quiet for a while. That was unusual, because she chattered at me constantly. She wouldn't move a muscle, and I wondered what was going on. I found out.
We were on the way home from our "ranch," as she called it. She was acting a little strange, like she wanted to ask me something but wasn't quite sure of herself.
"Mama is at home," she finally got it out.
"What home? You mean our home?"
She nodded. "Yes. She told me. She wants to talk to you."
"Well, what if I don't want to talk to her?" I asked.
She gave me a side-eye look. "Why would you not want to talk to her, Daddy?"
"That would take me a long time to explain, and it really doesn't have anything to do with you, Baby," I said. "I'm not sure I can tell you so you would understand."
"That's okay," she said. "I don't think you can keep from talking to her. She's a demon."
"Yes, I know. I could do a warding or a binding. Do you know what those are?"
She nodded. "Yes, Mama told me. If you do one of those, though, it will do things to me, too."
"Well, I hadn't thought about that," I said. "I promise I won't do anything like that. Do you think she's going to try to take you away from me? That would kill me, Maggie. I love you too much, Baby Girl." I could feel the emotions rising up, threatening to choke me.
"I don't know," she said. "I won't go, Daddy. That would kill me, too. I love you, too." Her tail sneaked over and wrapped around my arm like it always did when she wanted to be in contact with me.
"I'm not going to let anyone or anything take you away from me, Maggie," I told her. "Not even your mother."
Her tail gave my wrist a squeeze. "Thank you, Daddy."
"Well, I guess we'll just see what she wants," I said. "She didn't tell you anything?"
"No, just that she was at our house and wanted to talk to you," she said.
*****
She was there, sitting on the sofa, looking just as gorgeous as the day she brought Maggie. It made my heart hurt to look at her, so I didn't. I busied myself unloading Maggie's backpack.
"Hello, Nina," I said. "So nice of you to drop in."
She snorted. I could smell a faint whiff of sulfur, probably from when she opened the portal. "We need to talk, Mercer," she said.
"Maybe you do," I told her. "I'm not sure I have a single thing to say to you."
She looked at me as if I'd slapped her. "What's wrong with you?" she asked.
"Me? There's nothing wrong with me. It's something wrong with you, Nina. Let's see, you twist me all up falling in love with you, you vanish after giving me five minutes while you tell me you're leaving. Not a word, not a hint. Four years later, you drop Maggie on my doorstep and disappear again. You didn't bother for four years with anything like, "Hey, Mercer, I forgot to tell you that you're a father." You haven't spoken to me since the day you left her here, and now you want to talk? Fuck you, Nina."
Maggie gasped at my profanity. "Sorry, Baby," I said. "Do you mind doing something while your mother is here? I don't want you hearing this."
"Okay, Daddy," she said. She went in her room and closed the door.
"You know she can hear anything we say and watch us from other planes if she wishes," Nina said.
"Yes, and there are a whole shit-ton of other things she can do," I said. "I trust her, and I know she won't. She loves me, Nina, something you know nothing about, and she knows I love her. She likes me trusting her. Again, something you know nothing about."
"You know nothing of me," she said. "Don't be bitter, Merc. There are things happening and forces at play of which you know nothing, and it would freeze your soul if you did."
"Gee, well, that explains everything, doesn't it, Nina? I understand it all, now."
"Why must you be so sarcastic? I have never harmed you, Mercer, and I will never allow harm to come to you. I may harm you myself, though, if your attitude doesn't change."
"I'll take care of myself, thank you," I said. "And I'll take care of Maggie. I summoned you, didn't I? I'm not afraid of you, Nina."
She laughed. "Yes, I know. That's one of the things I love about you. You are in the presence of the Demon Queen of Hell, and you aren't afraid."
Okay, I lied. If Maggie was a little bundle of dynamite who could kill and eat a leopard, Nina was a tactical nuke. I wasn't powerless; I'd kept up with my skills, but like she said, "Demon Queen of Hell," and shit. I wasn't going to show it, though, and I wasn't going to back down.
"Why are you here, Nina?"
"It's Maggie's birthday next week," she said. "She wants a dog."
"I know," I said. "Are you telling me to get her a dog?"
"No, I'll get her one," she said.
"So why are you telling me?" I asked. "All concerned all of a sudden about my feelings?"
"Of course," she said. "You are the father of my child."
That hurt, and I knew it shouldn't. Somewhere in me was the idea that maybe she cared about me, just a little. "Oh, yes, I am." Brilliant.
Nina actually hung around until bedtime. She bathed Maggie and then did her poof of smoke thing.
We didn't see or hear anything of her until Maggie's birthday party. Brianna was there when Nina appeared. She and Brianna bristled like cats and I could almost feel the electricity snapping in the air between them. I was clueless, as usual.
After the guests left, Nina with them, I wondered if she had forgotten the dog thing. Maggie hadn't forgotten. She seemed to be waiting for something.
Of course, there was that dramatic entrance and Nina and a... thing appeared. It was vaguely dog-like, I suppose.
"This is Riam," Nina said. "He is a puppy, and he is for you, Mag'dra'ruth."
She squealed with delight. "A Hellhound, Daddy!" She was very excited. "I have always wanted one."
I, decidedly, did NOT want one. It looked like it weighed 100 pounds, it was as tall as Maggie and it was a puppy? It had... other undesirable attributes. Its tail was very long and vaguely reptilian, when it opened its mouth it was plainly on fire inside, and it had fierce red eyes that chilled my soul.
Maggie leaped on it and wrestled it to the floor as it made what were, apparently, happy sounds and motions.
"Umm... Nina, could I speak to you outside for a minute?" I asked.
She followed me into the back yard.
"Yes?" She cocked her head to one side in that familiar interrogatory way.
"What the... hell, Nina? We can't keep that... that! Humans will be terrified of it and the whole "demon jig" is going to be up! I don't know if the police can kill Maggie, but they will damn sure try to kill me, her and... and... what did you say his name was?"
"Riam," she said. "Calm down, Mercer."
"Calm down? It's a fucking Hellhound, Nina!"
"And I'm a demon," she said. "So is Maggie. Do you take her out with her horns?"
"No. Are you telling me that... Riam can change?"
"Yes, of course. He'll look like any other puppy when it's necessary."
"Oh..." Well, I still didn't like it. "Is he going to eat people or burn down the house with fire-breath or some shit?"
She laughed. That laugh still did things to me. "He's very well behaved. He's as smart as some humans, Mercer. Take a breath."
That was good advice. I collapsed into a lawn chair.
"Who was the female human with her hooks in you?" she asked.
"None of your business," I said.
She looked hurt, for some reason. "You have no idea, do you?" she asked.
"I guess I don't," I said. "No idea about what?"
"Never mind," she said. "So, we're all good on the dog?"
At that minute, a gorgeous little demon girl and a horrific beast charged out the back door. There, before my eyes, the beast sort of shimmered and became what looked like some sort of mastiff puppy. It was still huge, black and it had trouble with the eyes, but the red glow dimmed and became brownish. Maggie leaped on him and they wrestled around in the grass.
How could I say no? She obviously had fallen in love.
"What does he eat?" I asked Nina.
"Well, 'eat' isn't exactly what he does," she said.
"What 'exactly' does he do, then?"
"He feeds off the life-force of creatures he kills," she said.
"Good God, Nina!"
She winced. "He doesn't have to kill things often," she said.
"How often?"
"I really don't know," she said. "He'll let Maggie know. Take him out to your ranch, turn him loose and he'll do his thing."
"So now I'm letting a murderous beast out to slaughter the neighbors?"
She laughed. "He won't do that. He'll find something like pests and get rid of them for you."
"Just what I need," I said. "A demonic mousetrap."
She laughed again. "I had almost forgotten how funny you are, Mercer."
"Yeah, I'm a riot, all right. Say, isn't it time you got back to devouring souls, or something?"
"Why, you got a date with the human bitch?" she asked.
"Again, none of your business," I said.
She nodded. "Okay then. See you around, Mercer."
She went inside and when I followed her in, the red fog was beginning to thin. Maggie and Fido played outside for the next hour or so, and I watched football, checking on them, occasionally.
They finally came inside, and the beast was back. Maggie didn't seem to mind and came and snuggled me. Fido curled at her feet and she rested them on him. "I love my puppy, Daddy," she said.
I squeezed her. "I'm glad, Baby Girl. Did you have a happy birthday?"
Those adorable yellow eyes looked up at me and her curls bounced as she nodded. "I did. Thank you, Daddy."
That was the beginning of something different, and the end of something else. Brianna began to pull away from us, and the reason was that she was "unhappy with Maggie's mother being around so much." It was plain that I still had "feelings" for her, she claimed, and she stopped accepting dates with me.
Nina was around, too. She started dropping in on us on a regular basis. I asked her why, and she was evasive. "I love my daughter and want to spend time with her on a real plane," she said.
"See, I never really got that," I said. "Why is she with me, Nina? Why did you give her to me? Why did you wait four years, and why are you being all "Mom" now? I would never have known about her."
"She belongs with you," she said. "You're her father."
"You're her mother, why doesn't she belong with you? Don't get me wrong, I'd die for her, and you'd have to kill me to take her, but why?"



"It's... impossible for me to explain to you."
"I'm too dumb?"
"No... it's impossible, Mercer. Trust me."
"No, you're the Demon Queen of Hell. Trust you, is exactly what I don't do."
"How about this? I shall explain everything to you, Mercer, but I'm not ready yet."
"Fuck no," I told her. "Maggie is growing up, Nina. She needs a mom. You fucked up my chances with... Brianna, and I liked her a lot. So did Maggie."
"She has a mom."
"You? Get real, Nina. You're the Demon Queen of Hell. You don't have time to be her mom. She needs a mom who lives with us, who loves us and cares more about us than you're capable of caring about anyone."
She looked at me as if I'd slapped her. Tears filled those gorgeous eyes and ran down her cheeks. "What?" I asked. "I get that you're like eternal, and shit. I'm not. I don't know about Maggie. You don't tell me shit, and she doesn't know. I love her with every cell of my body, and she loves me. Don't tell me you're going to explain everything. You've had years to 'explain,' and you've never made the slightest effort."
"Mercer... you don't know what... I never wanted... I don't think you're capable... Shit! You fucked up everything when you summoned me! You had no idea what you were doing; you were your usual bumbling adorable self, and I..."
This was weird as fuck. I'd never seen her at a loss for words. I didn't think demon queens ever were. She gained her cool aplomb back, quickly.
"I'm not doing this now. I told you I'll explain everything. I will. Give me six of your months, Mercer. You won't regret it, I promise. Have I ever lied to you?"
"I have no idea," I told her. "You're a demon, Nina. Isn't that what you do?"
"I've never lied to you," she said.
"Okay, whatever, but what happens in six months? Fuck that shit, Nina. I'm not holding my breath. It's been years. You've never bothered to tell me anything. I'm not your slave and I'm not holding my breath. You don't know what time means, do you?"
"I understand the behavior of clocks," she said.
"Well, people aren't clocks. Are you staying for dinner?"
"Yes, I'll help you cook," she said. "What are we having?"
"Chicken," I said.
*****
A week later, she asked me to take her dancing. "What will Maggie do?" I asked.
"She'll stay here with Riam," she said. "He'll look after her."
I had to admit that he would. She had told me he was as smart as some humans, and so he proved to be. He learned English like he was super-human. Not that he could speak, but he understood what we said. I was very nervous around him for a while, but he was very affectionate, and almost obsequious to me.
Maggie was his goddess, and he worshipped at her altar. They played rough as fuck, but he was very careful never to hurt her, if she could be hurt. I never saw her hurt. She took tumbles that would have killed me, but she never even skinned a knee. He would be as good, or better, a babysitter as any human I knew.
"Baby, do you think you and Riam could stay here and entertain yourselves while your mother and I go out?" I asked.
"Like on a date?" she asked. "You're going on a date?"
"Umm... I guess you could call it that," I said.
"Oh, yes." She came and hugged me. "I would like that, Daddy. We'll watch TV and look at memes. Riam likes cat memes." She leaned in to whisper in my ear. "She loves you, Daddy."
I had no idea what to say to that, so I just kissed her on both cheeks and her nose.
I changed into some black slacks and a jacket, and when I came out, Nina was dressed. She took my breath away. She hadn't changed a bit since the first time I saw her. She was still a magical sexy demon.
I took her to a new club that had just opened, and every eye in the house was on her. People asked her to dance, constantly, and she turned them down politely, rudely if they were persistent. It was a great night, and when she poofed away, it was with the taste of her lips lingering on mine.
That set a pattern, and over the next six months, I had no idea when she had time to do demon shit, because she was either with me, Maggie and me or had Maggie out with her somewhere. I wondered what was going on, and I asked her several times. She was evasive, and when I asked Maggie, she wouldn't tell me anything.
"I can't say, Daddy," she told me.
"Why not?" I asked.
"Because I promised. Daddy. If I promised you I wouldn't tell something, would you want me to tell anyway?"
I hugged her and her tail wrapped around my arm. "No, Baby. I won't ask you anymore."
She didn't have anything going on that weekend, so we went to the "ranch." On Saturday, in the afternoon, we were out at this ravine on our property. The previous owners had dumped old major appliances there, there were two derelict cars and a bunch of other metal junk.
Maggie had an old washing-machine she was going to explode. Riam was off doing hellhound shit, and I felt weird. It felt like my hair was standing on end, and I looked at Maggie. Her pounds of curls WERE standing up. I'd heard that happened when you were about to be struck by lightning, and I panicked until I realized there wasn't a cloud in the sky. Maggie stood up and looked around.
"Daddy..."
She didn't have time to finish whatever she was going to say. That familiar ruby flash shocked our eyes and Nina was about 10 feet away. "Maggie, Mercer, you must come with me," she said.
"Where..." I didn't get to finish.
"You must trust me," Nina said. "No time to explain. We are in danger."
She extended her hands; I took one and Maggie the other. I was blinded by the flash and when I could see again, we were... somewhere else. The landscape seemed unstable. I swear, there were giant boulders floating around about two inches off the ground. I had to grab Maggie and move before one crushed us.
I heard a shout, and there were two 10-foot towers of spikes and angles approaching. They appeared to be metallic, and those spikes looked sharp.
"Shit," Nina said. "They were too close."
She made a gesture, and a jagged piece of the rose-colored sky fell on the spikey guys. It didn't do them any good, and they were crushed to the ground. I breathed and watched as they began to rise. I started a warding.
"Don't," Nina said. "Leave it to us."
She turned to Maggie. "I have taught you well, Mag'dra'ruth," she said. "They will destroy your father, then attempt to destroy us. We will not allow this to happen."
Maggie's eyes flashed a feral yellow and she... changed. My cute little cuddly demon girl became something glittery, hard and impossible to focus on directly. Nina became something... else. They flashed toward the spikey guys and suddenly, Riam was there. The attack of a hellhound is something you never want to see, if you're the object of the attack.
There was a bewildering dance of motion and a tremendous explosion of sound. Spikes flew, and the metallic guys seemed to be trying to avoid the three hell-spawned attackers and get to me! I prepared to run. This was a little out of my league, especially since Nina didn't want me working any protection.
One of the floating boulders was about five feet to my right, and I climbed aboard the rocky steed. There was still a cacophony of sound and blinding flashes coming from the group, three struggling to contain the two trying to get to me.
I reached out to the rock and discovered a... will, of sorts. The damn thing was like the feel of an animal in my mind. I exerted myself, directing it toward the combatants.
Maggie and Riam had one of the spikey guys down, and when we reached them, I yelled. They sprang away, and I rode my stony steed over the top of Mr. Spikey. I looked back and he was scrap.
Maggie and Riam joined Nina, and the other one was torn to bits before my eyes. I realized I was being taken away from them, so with a thought of thanks, I jumped off my rock.
It was over. Nina did some demon shit, a beam of ruby fire blasted into the remains, and they were a puddle. I snatched up Maggie, and Riam was at our feet.
Nina turned to us. "We must leave." She did her portal thing, and we were back beside our RV.
"What the actual fuck, Nina?" I shouted. "Sorry, Baby." I squeezed Maggie.
"It's over," Nina said.
"What's over, Mama?" Maggie asked.
"What I told you about," she said.
"Well, you didn't tell me shit," I said. "What is going on here?"
Maggie kissed me. "It's okay, Daddy. We're going to be a real family now."
"What... how... Nina!"
"I have abdicated," she said. "I have been working at this from the moment I knew I loved you, Mercer. I'll tell you everything. Can we go inside? I would like some Kool-Aid."
"Yes, me too," Maggie said. "Riam is hungry."
I stood there with my mouth open. The absurdity of the situation overwhelmed me, and I started laughing. I laughed until I couldn't stand up and collapsed on the steps.
They stared at me as if I'd lost my mind, then they both began to laugh, too. They flung themselves on me and I was buried in an avalanche of gorgeous little demon girls. We laughed, cried and my emotions were raw as fuck.
When I recovered the ability to stand, we went inside. Riam went away on pest patrol, and I made them Kool-Aid. They snuggled me on the sofa and Nina began to explain.
"Mercer, I have loved you since the time we tried sleeping for the first time," she said. "You changed me, made it impossible for me to ever return to what I'd always known. Demons aren't supposed to love, you know."
"I love you, Mama," Maggie said. "I don't care about 'supposed.' I love Daddy, too, and Riam, and my friends."
"I know you do, Mag'dra'ruth," Nina said. I squeezed them both. "That's why I brought you to your father. I knew you would love him, and he, you.
"When I left you, Mercer, it wasn't supposed to be this way. I would return, abdicate and come back to you. I knew I was pregnant with Maggie, and I needed to be with you. There were... forces at play. Hell is a... chaotic place. I had to settle the succession. It took far, far, more work and time than I had hoped.
"There was a faction. You wouldn't understand all the interweavings. Those two were the last of the faction that opposed my abdication."
I was trying to take it all in. I had spent years hating what she'd done, ripping my heart out, abandoning Maggie, just thinking she was off doing her own selfish demon shit. All the time, she had been working her little ass off, in tremendous danger, so we could be together.
"I couldn't tell you," Nina said. "I couldn't keep Maggie with me. She would have become a pawn to be used against me, but I knew she would be safe with you. I couldn't let anyone know I had an interest in you, either. I had to stay away from you. It tore my heart out, but I have to keep the two of you safe. It was only as I destroyed the forces arrayed against me that I could start coming around. I thought I had lost you, Mercer." Big tears rolled down her beautiful face. "I never intended it to be like this or take this long, and you were becoming so hostile toward me. Tell me you understand and you forgive me, or I will never be whole again." Those huge amber eyes tugged at my soul, and I could feel my anger at her, the hurt I'd felt, beginning to crumble.
Our affair had ended, so I thought. Was a new one beginning?
"Daddy?" Maggie's tail was tugging on my shirt.
What, Baby?" I shook my head, trying to clear the cobwebs.
"Do you think we could go explode the washing-machine now? Mama can help."
I laughed. "Yeah, let's do that." I took my little demon girls by the hands, and we went to blow some shit up.
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I had a couple of tickets to a big concert and I was looking forward to hearing some of my favorite bands. There were seven of them playing. Those classic rock bands break the bank for the tickets, but hey, I love the music. So did Gwen. We had it all set up and it was going to be a blast.
We'd been going out for two months and I felt like we were ready for the next step. We had done some heavy petting, but that's as far as it had gone. I was hoping for a little progress after the concert. Imagine my disappointment when she called 30 minutes before I was supposed to pick her up, told me she was sick and couldn't get out of the bathroom. Well, that sucked. I was holding two tickets and I really didn't want to go by myself.
I called Kit and asked her if she was interested. Kit is my little sister. She's a big fan of Halestorm, and they were going to be playing. She jumped at the chance and promised to meet me outside her dorm.
I pulled up and Kit was waiting. She ran over and jumped in, giving me a kiss on the cheek before she got the door closed. "Thanks for taking me, Bub," she said. "Why aren't you taking Gwen?"
"She is dying along the Oregon trail from dysentery," I joked. It was an old saw between us. My name wasn't Bub, or even Bubba; we weren't even from the South. She'd called me "Bub" since she was born, even though my name is Mason Harrison. Our dad's historical hero was George Mason and I was named after him. Kit was actually Katherine, but I'd called her Kitten most of her life, and she was Kit since she was now a grown-up college girl.
She looked over at me with those big blue eyes. "Well, she seems to have made a miraculous recovery. Isn't that her?"
I looked, and it was. Either she had some fast-acting medicine or I was being played. As we watched, a blue sports car with a big gay spoiler on the back pulled up. It was one of the new Shelbys. Who puts a spoiler on a pony car? Gwen ran across the street and jumped in. There was some blonde guy in a sweater vest in the car, and there was a parking sticker from the engineering school on the bumper. The tires chirped and away they went.
I was stunned for a minute. I shook it off and gave a mental shrug. I was going to a great concert with my little sister. She was my favorite girl in the world, and we were going to enjoy the hell out of this. Whatever thoughts I had about Gwen were obviously castles in the clouds.
Gwen and I had been going out every Friday and Saturday night. We were supposed to go to the movies that Friday night. She called me half a dozen times that week and left messages. I didn't bother to call her back, and I had a date for Friday night with a girl I met that week at the grocery store. She was a cute little thing who had waited on me at the deli. We'd talked a few times before, and she was very quick to jump on going out.
About seven-thirty, my phone started buzzing. It didn't stop all the time we were having dinner. It stopped during the movie, because I turned it off. I didn't turn it back on until I got home, and I had five voice mails, four Snaps and 22 texts when I finally turned it back on.
All the voice mails, Snaps and all but two of the texts were from Gwen. I listened to the first voice mail. She wondered where I was and told me we were going to be late if I didn't hurry. The first text wondered where I was and what was wrong with my phone. I sighed. I might as well get it over with. I called her.
She was pissed off. "Where the hell were you?" she yelled. "I got dressed and waited and you never showed up? What the hell is wrong with you? Couldn't you at least let me know?"
"I thought you were busy," I said. "Engineer boy wasn't available?"
"What are you talking about?" she asked. "You know we planned this two weeks ago."
"Yeah, that's what I thought about the concert, too," I said. "Did you forget that Kit and you live in the same dorm?"
"Oh, shit," she said. "That wasn't what you think, Mason."
"How do you know what I think?" I asked. "Are you a mind reader now? I'll tell you what I think; I think you lied to me, left me holding a 75-dollar ticket and went off with engineer boy. Is that not what happened?"
"No, that's not what happened," she said. "I mean... it isn't what you think."
"Yeah, you mentioned that. I guess I can add thought reading to your other talents. Goodbye, Gwen," I said. "Have a nice life." I ended the call and it wasn't thirty seconds until she called back. I let it go to voicemail and she just kept calling. That went on for five days and then when I came home from work, she was sitting on the front step of my apartment. She looked like hell. She was crying and shivering with cold. She needed a tissue and there was a little pile of them beside her on the steps.
She jumped up when she saw me and came running, throwing herself on me and sobbing her heart out. "I'm so sorry, Mason," she was sobbing, over and over again. She was obviously freezing, and I took her arm and guided her inside. I sat her on the sofa and covered her up with a blanket. I went and made her a cup of hot chocolate, and she was still shivering when I brought it to her.
She held it in her little hands and she was shaking so hard that she could hardly sip it.
"Jesus, Gwen, how long have you been sitting out there?" I asked.
"Three... three hours," she managed to get out. "You were late, Mason. I couldn't leave until I got a chance to talk to you."
"Gwen, I wasn't taking your phone calls," I said. "What about that would make you think I wanted to talk to you?"
"I know you don't want to talk to me," she said. "I fucked up, Mason. I was stupid, okay? I did something I despise in other people. I'm an honest person. I don't lie, but I lied to you. I'm very sorry and I needed to ask you to forgive me. I'll never lie to you again. I don't know what came over me. I'm very sorry."
"Okay, I forgive you," I said. "Was that all you wanted to say?"
She looked at me like I'd hit her. "I was hoping that you'd ask me out again," she said. "Give me a chance; I'm dying here, Mason. Just give me a little crack, a little sliver of light and I'll make sure you never regret it."
"I don't like being lied to," I told her. "If you got drunk, puked on my sofa, cheated on your taxes or poisoned your neighbor's cat, I wouldn't think it was any big deal. Hell, if you were a thief or smoked weed or got in fights, I'd just smile and tell you to stop it. Lying to me is on a whole different planet. Then sneaking off to go out with some dickweed on top of that? I don't think I'm interested in you, Gwen. I don't like that kind of person; I don't hang out with them and I certainly don't date them."
"I'm not like that," she said. "I don't know what I was thinking."
"How do I know that?" I asked. "You seem to be pretty good at it. That indicates to me that you've had a bit of practice."
She made a little wail of despair. "I don't... I've never lied to you before. I know I fucked up. It was just... Brad asked me to go someplace I always wanted to go. There was a party at Tiara's. You know the mansion parties are by invitation only. Brad had an invitation. You know I've always wanted to go."
I went over to the hall table and opened the drawer. When I came back, I handed her the envelope. She opened it and gasped.
"You had an invitation? Why didn't you tell me?"
"I didn't want to go," I told her. "I don't give a shit about going to some high-society party. I was going to a concert with my girl. I was stupid enough to think that would be pretty special. It was. I took Kit and we had a blast. I hope you enjoyed your party. Now, it's time for you to go, Gwen. Don't come back. Don't call me, don't text. If you see me, just wave. I'll wave back and we'll be cordial. I don't want anything to do with you. Do you understand?"
I got her out the door, but she didn't get it. She called me once a week for three months. I saw her around campus and she always made it a point to talk to me. I was civil, but never more than that. I dated quite a bit, but there was never that spark I'd had with Gwen, and I really didn't want anything serious. Getting burned wasn't much fun, I had discovered. I was very hesitant to get involved again.
By the time I graduated, I was ready to leave college life behind. I'd kept part-time jobs and had a couple of paid internships, but I was ready to start making some real money. I got a pretty sweet job offer in Memphis. I'd been there once in high school when the basketball team took a trip down to play in the same arena where the Grizzlies played. Beale Street and the hotel were all I'd ever seen. I knew I liked the barbeque, so I went to the interview.
I took the job, got in a nice condo and settled in, living the dream. I was making very good money, and being single, I didn't spend that much. My social life was non-existent while I was getting up to speed with the job, but I began going out some with the people from work after about six months. That's when Kit called me.
"Hi, Bub!" She was as excited and bubbly as ever. "How would you like some company this weekend?"
"Hi, baby girl. I guess it depends on who the company is. If it's you, I'd love it. If it's you and what's his name... dickweed, I'll be half as thrilled. No, less than that."
She laughed. "I know you never liked Frank, Mason. Umm... it turns out you were right. I dumped him about a month ago. I thought he was done with the drinking until he puked and passed out every weekend. I was wrong. Anyway, it would just be me. Guess what, Bub?"
"Well, I kinda need a hint here, Kit," I said. "You wrecked your car again?"
"You're so mean! A girl has two little accidents and she never hears the end of it! No, I got an offer to come and interview for a paid intern position in Memphis. How cool is that? If you'll let me, I'll come and stay with you this weekend and we can hang. The interview is Tuesday, so I could come down Friday night, I could hang with you all weekend and see how the interview goes. Did you have plans? I don't want to be a bother."
The truth was I would never turn down an opportunity to hang out with her. "No, I don't have a thing I can't do some other time," I said. "Are you flying, or driving?"
"I'm gonna fly," she said. "The company bought my ticket. That's good, don't you think? They must really be interested."
"Yeah, they must want you pretty bad," I said. "Who wouldn't, though? You're the smartest person I ever met and I don't doubt for a minute that you're going to graduate top in your class."
"Thanks, Bub, but we both know you're smarter than I am," she said. I didn't know that. I knew she was way smarter than I ever was. I wasn't about to argue, so I just asked her what time she was getting there and we ended the call with me planning to pick her up at the airport.
* * * * *
I was a little late getting out of the office and had to rush around. Her plane was just unloading when I got there and I saw her looking around for me as I came hurrying to her gate. Her face lit up in that thousand candle-power smile she had, and she ran and threw herself on me, just like she had since she was a little girl. She wasn't a little girl anymore, and she nearly knocked me down. She was solid! I managed to stay upright and squeeze her to me. She kissed me and dragged me off to the luggage area to get her bag.
I got it off the carousel and pulled it along while she danced ahead of me. I had to smile. She never changed. I had never met anyone who had such a good time just living. I also noticed that my little sister had become a gorgeous woman. When did that happen? She'd gone from this scrubby and perpetually dirty little urchin who always wanted to play baseball with the gang to this tall beautiful redheaded goddess.
I always wondered where she got that hair. I had dark-brown hair and an olive complexion. Neither of our parents were redheads, either. Dad passed when I was 16 and Katherine was 14. We were close with Mom, and I felt guilty that I hadn't been home to see her since I'd moved to Memphis.
Kit was a definite redhead, though. She had that clear, almost translucent, skin, freckles and blue eyes. She'd hated those freckles when she was little, but they just made her look spectacular, now.
She noticed me staring and said, "What? Did I spill something on me?"
I laughed. "No, Kit, I just forgot how beautiful my little sister is."
She blushed. "Thanks. I'm still just me, though. Where are we parked?"
"Well, to tell you the truth, I forgot," I said. We both laughed and I dug my parking ticket out and checked.
We found the truck and put her bags in the back seat. It was hot as fuck, and I got the air conditioning going. When we got to my condo, I got her settled in the guest bedroom and she got her dress for her interview out and hung it up.
"I hope the wrinkles hang out," she said.
"I do have an iron," I told her. "Even we confirmed bachelors have the basic amenities."
She laughed. "I can't believe you'll be a bachelor for long. You dating anyone?"
"None of your business," I told her. I was joking and she knew it, but she pouted until we both laughed. "I date, but not anyone special. I'm waiting for a girl like you. You set the bar pretty high, Sis."
She blushed and giggled. "Well, don't be so picky. There aren't any more like me!"
I knew that. I had thought I had found someone close with Gwen, but that was done. We ordered pizza, watched a movie on Netflix and drank a bottle of wine. Her yawns grew contagious and I kissed her good night.
I could smell something delicious cooking when I got out of bed the next morning. I hadn't expected she would be up ahead of me. She always slept in every chance she got. She was never up before noon on a Saturday.
There she was, though, when I got human and made it to the kitchen. She didn't hear me come in and I just leaned against the door and watched her for a minute. Seeing her there made my heart hurt it felt so good. I'd been missing her. She had on black athletic tights with one pink leg and a top that matched with a pink sleeve on the other side, and the way she filled them out stunned me. She was muscular, toned and her ass in those tights was just spectacular. I shook my head. I walked up behind her and she heard me, then. She turned her head to smile at me and I was stunned again. I wrapped her up in my arms and she turned her cheek for a kiss.
"Whatcha making, Kitten?" I asked.
"Cream cheese stuffed French toast," she said. "I can't find the syrup, though. They're good without any, but I like syrup."
I knew I had a bottle of maple syrup up in the cabinet I had never opened, so I dug it out, got a cup of coffee and helped her get stuff ready. She was right; they were delicious, kind of roll-ups, and the syrup was perfect.
"Do you have something special in mind for the weekend, or do you want me to surprise you?" I asked.
She cocked her head in that way she always had and gave me that mischievous smile. "Surprise me," she said.
"Are you dressed like that to be active, or just sexy?" I asked.
I loved making a blush flood that perfect skin. "Both!" She laughed.
"Give me a minute," I said. I cleaned up and put the dishes in the dishwasher while she relaxed on the sofa in front of the big window that looked out over the city. When I was done, I called my neighbor, Megan, and asked her if I could borrow her bike for my sister. We rode together a good bit, and she had no problem letting me borrow it.
I packed a bag, threw in some bottles of water, got both my skateboards and took the stuff to the truck. I got Megan's bike and loaded both hers and mine, then I went up to collect Kit.
She was excited to see the bikes in the back of the truck, and she chattered at me the way she always had on the way to the park. We parked at Middle Mud Island and took off on the bike path that runs along the Mississippi River. I had the skateboards strapped on the bikes and it was about three miles to the skate park. We locked up the bikes and took off. Kit liked long-boards, I gave her mine and she had added a bunch of new tricks since the last time I had skated with her. It wasn't long until she had quite a crowd of spectators.
She was doing tricks that had my head spinning. I rode the half-pipe for a while, and when I checked on her again there were two guys talking to her as she was sitting on the bench resting. It looked like she was trying to find me, so I skated over and sat down beside her.
"Take off, dude," one of the guys told me. "She's with us."
"Care to introduce me to your friends, Kit?" I asked.
"Umm... I think this one is Johnny Knoxville and that one," she nodded at the shorter of the two, "is Wee Man."
I nearly fell off the bench laughing. Her two admirers swelled with indignation, but they walked. There was no clap-back for that burn. Wee Man did try to salvage some dignity by flipping us off as they left the area, but that just made us laugh harder.
"You're a savage, Kit," I told her when I could speak again. "You just called those two guys jackasses. Remind me not to piss you off."
"I am NOT nice." She could hardly get it out.
"No, you're a mean girl," I told her. "Let that be a lesson to you not to be so gorgeous. You ready to head back?"
"I am," she said. "Thanks for rescuing me. I was 'boutta yeet their boards into the bushes. What are we going to do?"
"I hope your stomach is in good shape," I told her. "We're doing barbecue, for lunch AND dinner."
"You know I love barbecue," she said. "I was hoping for some."
We packed up and made it back to the truck. I dropped the bikes off at the condo, giving Megan's back, we showered and I took her to Payne's for lunch. I could tell she wasn't impressed by the location or the décor, but when she bit into that pork shoulder sandwich, a look of bliss came over her face. She swallowed the first bite, tried the beans and she was hooked.
"I don't ever want to eat anywhere else, Bub," she said. "I want to live here. Do you think they'll adopt me?"
"I'll adopt you and bring you here every day," I told her.
"You already got me," she said. "No need to adopt."
We went for a stroll down Beale Street and she was in awe. I got a guy to draw a caricature of her, bought it and she loved it. We spent all day in the shops and I took her to B.B. King's Blues Club for dinner. The food wasn't up to Payne's, but it was good and the experience was even better. The live music was great, and the drinks were flowing, too. We watched the band and she got a kick out of some drunk chick waving her ass in my face, dancing with herself.
Her eyes were sparkling, and she leaned over. "Dance with me," she said. I didn't need to be asked twice.
I led her out and she was as athletic and graceful at dancing as she was at everything she did. She moved like a dream and I knew I was the envy of everyone in that club. We danced two songs and got fresh drinks. She wanted to dance again after we rested, and the singer had evidently noticed her. He announced that they were playing the next song for her.
It was the Joe Cocker version of the Randy Newman song, "You Can Leave Your Hat On." Kit laughed and she was on fire. She was wearing a white silk blouse and black slacks. As she danced around me, she began unbuttoning that blouse and every eye in the place was on her. The crowd was cheering and encouraging her and she was eating it up. She got it unbuttoned and did a tease with it that would have put professional strippers to shame around the world.



It was a little anticlimactic to the crowd when she finally slipped that blouse off to reveal a lacy camisole underneath, but they weren't in my shoes. From where I stood, there were a pair of the most beautiful breasts I had ever seen right there in front of me, moving like they were alive under that lace, and as she moved, I was catching glimpses of pink areola on every bounce. My cock was getting to the point of being embarrassing when the song ended.
She threw her blouse over my shoulder and snuggled up against me. I wrapped her up and she looked up at me with those beautiful blue eyes. I felt like I was drowning, and she put her hand behind my head, tangling her fingers in my hair, pulling me down to kiss those luscious lips. The crowd was applauding all around us, but it was like somewhere in the distance as my sister kissed me. It seemed like time stopped, and all I could taste, see or feel was Katherine. She was molded against me and she had to be feeling the iron bar my cock had become.
She let me go, pulled my arm over her bare shoulders and we walked back to our table. She never offered to put her blouse back on. When I seated her, I draped it over her shoulders and she nuzzled my hand with her soft cheek when I did.
I sat down and my mind was whirling. "Kit... I..."
"Shhh." She put her finger on my lips. "Don't say a word. This was a great day, Mason. Let's just enjoy how it's ending, okay?"
I nodded. We listened to one more song with her leaning back into me, her head on my shoulder, my arms crossed over her chest and my hands on each opposite bare shoulder. We left with her tucked under my arm, pressed tightly into my side, her arm around my waist and mine over her shoulders. It was a little walk to the truck, and we talked softly, nothing and everything.
When we got in, she pulled up the arm rest, slid across the seat to snuggle into me and put my arm back around her. She plugged her phone in to the aux cord, started Mahalia's "Grateful" and leaned her head into me, that halo of fire enveloping us in its waves.
She held my hand as we climbed the stairs and kissed me, a very unsisterly kiss as soon as we were inside with the door closed. She looked up at me, searching my face for some unspoken clue. She relaxed as if she'd found what she was looking for. "Thanks, Mason, this was one of the best days of my life," she said. "I'm sleeping in, tomorrow. You owe me breakfast."
She turned, her hand trailing off my fingers and walked down the hall to her room, a little bit of an exaggerated sway to her hips, leaving me completely confused. It took me a long time to get to sleep, and I could feel her lips on mine as I drifted off.
I didn't exactly wake up at the crack of dawn the next morning. I didn't feel like cooking, either, but I wasn't about to let her down. I walked down the street to the bakery and picked up several types of pastries and some kalaches. I had a cantaloupe and a honeydew, so I cut them up and put them in the fridge to chill.
I read for a while, then worked on my elliptical trainer. I showered, dressed for the day and read a bit more. I heard stirring from her room and the shower running after a minute.
When I heard the shower stop, I put the food out on the bar and sat waiting. She came out, fluffing her hair dry with a towel and sat by me. "Yum," she said. "Looks good."
I got her a cup of coffee and we ate. I had thought it might be a little awkward, but she was just Kit, my adorable little sister, and she never mentioned any of the out-of-the-ordinary events of the night before. I lost my awkward feeling and we were just normal Katherine and Mason.
I took her to Sun Studio after lunch, and we spent most of the afternoon touring. She loved music, any kind of music, and she was like a little girl in a candy store. I enjoyed the tour, but I enjoyed her enjoyment, even more. She held my hand every time hers weren't busy doing something, and I loved the feeling. Every time she touched me, I got this euphoric feeling that was overpowering, and she was constantly touching me.
I cooked dinner, and though it wasn't anything fancy, we had a blast. Monday, I had to go to work, and she dropped me off and went shopping. She was addicted to that, always had been, and though she never spent much, she had more fun looking than she did buying. She was giddy to show me the new strappy sandals she got with the three-inch heel, and they looked great on her little feet.
Tuesday, I took the day off. She looked stunning in the black dress she brought, hair up and very professional looking in a gorgeous way. I knew she was going to kill her interview. I dropped her off and she was going to Snap me when she was done.
I went down to the coffee shop two blocks away and found a comfortable chair, getting my caffeine levels up and enjoying my book. I was there for about 90 minutes and she Snapped me. "All done. Come and get me."
She was waiting on the sidewalk when I pulled up, and I could tell they offered her the internship. I didn't want to spoil her news, but it was written all over her face.
"Well, don't keep me in suspense," I said as we pulled away. "I'm dying over here."
She laughed. "You know damn well I got it. You've always been able to read my mind. I got it, Bub! They loved me and they want me to do this internship and they promised me a position as soon as I graduate!"
I pulled her over and squeezed her. "Of course, they loved you. How could they not? I'm so proud of you, Kit. My little sister: the tycoon of Memphis."
"Yeah, I'm gonna be," she said. "Thanks for taking me, Mason. I was scared to death when I went in, but having you kept me from panicking. I couldn't wait to tell you when I got it!"
"There was never a doubt," I said. "You wanna celebrate?"
"Yes, but I think you should take me around and show me like some apartments that are good," she said.
She gave me the side-eye a few times, and I could tell she was waiting for something. I couldn't figure it out, then it hit me.
"Umm... Kit, do you think you might want to stay with me?"
It was like a flash went off inside her. "Really?" I could see her dampen down her enthusiasm. "No, I don't want to bother you. You need your space. You might get a girl..."
"You have never been a bother to me," I said. "Not once in your life. Well, there was that time when you broke your arm tackling Bob Crowder while we were playing football."
She laughed. "He was a big son-of-a-bitch, wasn't he?"
"Yeah, and you were like 10," I said. "That's when I realized my little sister was crazy."
"You haven't seen anything, yet," she warned me. "Really, Bub? I can stay with you?"
"Really," I said. "You might want to get your own place at some point. After you get to be a tycoon, and all, but why not stay with me while you do the internship, you go back to school in the fall, then you can see what you want to do after that. You can have your room you're staying in now."
She unbuckled her seatbelt, slid across and snuggled me, giving me a kiss on the cheek. "Thank you, Mason," she said. "I promise I won't be any trouble."
"I know you won't be," I told her. "What does Mom think about her baby moving away?"
"She's not all that happy about it," she admitted. "I live in the dorms, of course, but it's still in the same town and we spend a lot of time together. I stay at home every weekend. She's kind of lonely, Bub. Do you think we could invite her down sometimes? I know she misses you."
"Yeah, I've been a bad son, I know," I said. "I keep meaning to go home every weekend, but I just haven't got around to it. I'll do better."
She purred her agreement, and we made our way back to our place. "Our place." I liked the sound of that. She changed into her traveling clothes: shorts and a Pink Floyd t-shirt, packed up and I drove her to the airport.
She didn't want to let me go, and there were tears in those big blue eyes when she kissed me goodbye. It was another of those very unsisterly kisses, and it lasted a long time. She finally pulled herself away and she was gone.
The condo seemed empty when I got home. Kit left a gaping hole in the middle of the place. Just four days with her made me remember how much I missed being close enough to hang out with her. Oh, well, it would be three weeks until she was back, semi-permanently, this time. I tried to console myself with that thought.
I called Mom the next evening when I got home from work. "Hi, Baby." Her soft voice gave me a thrill.
"Hey, Mom. Whacha up to?"
She told me all about what was going on with her, and we talked for almost two hours. I was a bad son. I didn't call her nearly enough, and I resolved to change that.
Mom really did remind me a lot of Kit. Maybe Kit reminded me a lot of Mom, one or the other. She was a tall beautiful blonde, and it was easy to see where Kit got her height and those blue eyes. I really thought Mom was probably the most beautiful 50-year-old woman I had ever seen.
She was a real estate agent, and she did really well for herself. She never worked while we were growing up until Dad passed, but then she went back and we would see her name on signs all over town.
I told her about the plan we had for Kit to stay with me.
"I know, Mason." she told me. "Thank you so much. I'll feel a lot better about her being with you so you can watch out for her," Mom said. "She's very excited about her internship, but I think she's even more excited about being close to you."
"I know," I said. "I'm pretty stoked about that, too. Mom, I've been thinking. Does she have a bunch of stuff?"
"Well, she isn't exactly a light traveler." Mom laughed. "You know how many shoes and clothes she has, Mason. Why?"
"I was thinking about bringing my truck and coming home to help her move," I said. "Do you think you could get some time off, come home with us and help us get her settled?"
"Oh, I'd love that," she hurriedly accepted. "I know I can move things around at work. I'd love to see you, Mason. You can spend the night here; we'll pack her up and leave the next morning."
We set a date, made our plans and Mom said she'd tell Kit. Everything was set. I'd get my "son" thing back on track with Mom, we'd help Kit and everything was going perfectly.
Work was busy enough that the three weeks flew by. Kit's spring term ended, and I drove up on Friday night. She had moved out of the dorm and all her stuff was in boxes in her room, ready for us to pack in the truck.
I had underestimated the amount of her stuff, or overestimated the size of my truck. She didn't want the hanging stuff out of her closet all wrinkled up, and the seats of her car were full, too. She had a big-screen TV she wanted, and it took up her passenger seat. She was going to drive her car and Mom was riding with me.
We wound up putting her hanging clothes on the passenger seat of my truck, and Mom was going to have to scrunch in next to me. I wouldn't mind that at all, and Mom seemed not to mind, either. Thank God for bench seats. She got in and slid over to the middle, I got in and we were off.
It didn't take Mom long to decide she needed to be snuggled up against me. I drove with one hand and squeezed her with the other.
"Mason, what would you think about me moving to Memphis?" she asked about 30 minutes down the road.
"Well, what about your business?" I asked.
"I don't need to work," she said. "You know your dad left me where I didn't need to work. I just did it to have something to do all day while you and Katherine were at school. I might get a job, but only if it's one I really want."
"Do you really want to live in Memphis?" I asked. "You've always kinda been a small-town girl."
"I want to live close to my kids," she said. "I've never cared where we lived. Your father and I just happened to be born in a small town, met each other there, fell in love, had you two and never saw any need to move."
"Well, the job opportunities suck for us there," I told her.
"I know, Baby. I'm not complaining, but I'm lonely. I need to be able to see you more than once every six months. With Katherine living there, too, I just think I want to move there."
"Well, I know I'd love to have you close," I told her. "I'm sorry I haven't been home. I feel really guilty about that, Mom. I want you to know it isn't because I don't love you and miss you."
She leaned into me even more, and patted my leg. "I know you've been busy, Honey. Starting your career, moving to a new town, I just want to be where I can come over, or cook you dinner. I'm dying by myself."
"Well, maybe you could go out on some dates," I told her. "I've never understood that, Mom. I mean, God, just look at you! You would just have to crook your finger and there would be a line outside your house stretching around the block."
I wasn't exaggerating, at all. Mom was gorgeous. She played tennis, did spinning, constantly, she had that blonde hair, still blonde and beautiful without her adding any color, and she always had a nice tan. If she had ever gone on a date since Dad passed, she hid it from Kit and me. She also blushed just as easily as Kit.
"Noo," she said. "Your father spoiled me, Mason. I'm only going to be married once in my life, and dating men might lead them to think I was interested... you know." Her blush deepened.
I laughed. "Well, I'm sure they would be interested in... you know."
She laughed. "Exactly."
I squeezed her again. "I'm not pushing you, Mom. I think you're perfect just the way you want to live."
She leaned her head on my shoulder and purred. "I'm going to do it, then. I'll sell the house and find me a place in Memphis. Are there places close to you? I know Katherine has her heart set on living with you, but if you get in a relationship, or something, maybe she'll want to live with me until she needs her own space."
"We'll find you something," I assured her. "You've been thinking about this, haven't you?"
She nodded. "Yes, I thought about it before, but as long as Kit needed me, I was going to stay close to her. She'll be in the dorms one more semester, then she says she's going back to Memphis to work. I'd just be there by myself. As soon as she told me she got the position, I listed the house."
We talked for an hour, and she started getting sleepy. I showed her how to plug in my phone, where my playlists were and she got some music going. I held her, she leaned her head against me and she slept.
It felt so good, driving along, music playing, holding my beautiful mother against me while she slept. I made a note to myself that this was something I was going to remember.
She wiggled around a little, trying to get more comfortable, finally scooting her butt up against Kit's clothes and lying with her head in my lap and her legs up on the clothes. She looked up at me with sleepy eyes. "Is it okay, Baby?" she asked.
I petted her hair and said, "Perfect." She smiled and went back to sleep.
I would glance down at her from time to time, marveling at how beautiful she was. There was no way anyone would ever guess she was in her fifties. She looked 20 years younger than I knew she was. Wisps of blonde hair drifted across her face, and I smoothed them back behind her ear. She stirred and her hands grasped mine, pulling it over her.
I was stunned when she moved my hand to cover one breast! I knew it was unconscious and she was asleep, but I had no idea what to do. I tried to move it, but she grasped on and pressed it to her breast more firmly.
That breast was amazing, too! It was big, firm and warm through her thin t-shirt and it was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra. I hadn't noticed, because the t-shirt was over-sized, but I could feel her nipple becoming erect! This was crazy. I was feeling up my mom, even though she was making me. And she had no idea.
What the fuck? This was the most uncomfortable I'd ever been in my life. I wanted to snatch my hand away, but there was that breast, and it was right there. I couldn't stop my hand from making the motion, and I squeezed a little. Damn, I had never felt anything so sexy in my life. I was losing my mind!
I brought my thumb and index finger together, pinching her nipple gently, and she made a little moaning sound in her sleep. I froze, but she didn't move except to pull my hand a little more tightly against that luscious mound. I couldn't help myself. I played with her tit, careful not to be too rough or careless.
I had my fantasies about her as a kid, just like all boys with a beautiful mother probably had. Seeing her in a bikini was a cock-hardening experience for any red-blooded man, much less a teen-ager with his hormones going wild. I'd always felt guilty about that, but this was a whole different ballgame.
I saw Kit's signal come on, indicating that she was pulling into the McDonald's in the middle median between the lanes of traffic. It served for a rest stop, as well, and she evidently needed a break. Now I had to do something.
There was a bump as we exited the highway and Mom stirred, pulling my hand even tighter into her breast and squirming. I felt her push that amazing breast into my hand, her back arching, and then she slowly moved it down to her belly, opening her eyes and looking up at me.
She searched my face with her eyes for a few seconds, then she sat up, pulling my arm around her shoulders as she did. "We stopping?" she asked.
I tried to answer, but just a croak came out. I cleared my throat and she laughed. "Cat got your tongue?"
"Mom... yeah, Kit needs to stop, evidently," I finally managed.
"Good, I need to pee and I'm thirsty," she said.
We pulled in and I stayed with the stuff in the truck while Mom and Kit went in. They came out with bags and drinks, walking together, and it looked like they were giggling insanely. I had no idea what was up with that, but when they got back to the truck, they seemed normal.
I went in, used the facilities and got me a Dr. Pepper. Kit was just getting back from stretching her legs and she gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. "You doing okay, Bub?" she asked. "Mom treating you okay back there?"
For some reason she found that hysterical and could only barely contain a snort or two escaping. "Yep, you holding up?" I asked.
"Yes, how much farther we got?"
"A couple of hours," I told her. "How's your fuel?"
"I should fill up before we leave here," she said.
I was doing fine, the truck had saddle-tanks, but I pulled in behind her and filled her up. We hit the road again. Mom was eating an apple pie, and she gave me a couple of bites. As soon as she finished, she was right back over against me, pulling my arm over her shoulders. She felt incredibly soft and warm, and she looked up at me with those big blue eyes.
She reached up, took my hand, pulled it down and settled it firmly over that same breast that had filled my hand earlier. I froze. When I could move again, I glanced at her and she was looking directly at me.
"Um... Mom?"
"What?" she said. "I know neither of us meant for that to happen earlier, Mason, but it did and I liked it. Didn't you?"
I sputtered and choked for a minute. "Mom...
She put her hands over my hand and used them to make me squeeze her tit. "I liked it a lot."
I could feel that little bullet in there again, getting hard as a little pebble. "Mason?" she said.
I was in a panic. "Well, yes, but..."
"Pinch my nipple," she said.
When I did, I could feel her give a kind of a shiver. "Do you know how long it's been since a man had his hand on my boob?" she asked.
"Since Dad died?" I moved her hands and cupped mine around the bottom of that heavy breast. I flicked her nipple back and forth with my thumb and she moaned a little.
"Yes," she said. "And he is the only one, ever. It feels so good, Mason. Please don't stop, Baby, and please don't think I'm creepy. Katherine said she didn't think you would."



"What? Wait... when did you... was that what you two were giggling all crazy about back there?"
She giggled right then. "Yes, she thought it was hilarious and started giggling about how embarrassed we both probably were and it got me started."
"Jesus Christ, Mom..." I didn't know what to say. I knew I was enjoying the hell out of playing with her tits, though. I moved my hand down, caught the bottom of her t-shirt and slid my hand up to cup that breast bare. She gasped, let out a long sigh and arched her back.
"You can do that whenever you want," she said. "Don't have a wreck and kill us, though."
I chuckled. "I might have a heart attack and wreck. You have some spectacular tits there, Mom."
"I work hard to keep them that way," she said. "They sag a little, anyway."
"I think they're perfect," I told her. "Move a little so I can feel the other one."
She adjusted a little and the twin of that other luscious mound nestled into my palm, the nipple already erect. My cock was trapped and aching. I used my knee to hold the wheel and tried to adjust it.
"Here, let me," she said. Her soft little hands slipped inside my shorts and I groaned when they slid around my shaft. She disentangled it from my briefs and squeezed.
"Wow!" she said. "You have a really big dick, Mason."
I laughed. "How would you know? You've seen one in your life."
"Yours is bigger," she said. "I want to see it."
She didn't wait for any reply from me, she just pushed my shorts and briefs out of her way and pulled it out. She gasped again, and stroked it with those hot little hands.
"Can I taste?" she asked.
I was shocked. "Do you do that?"
She laughed. "I did anything for your father, Mason. I'm a slut, but for only one man. Don't kill us!"
She leaned down and slid me into moist heat, licking all over the head while she bobbed up and down three times. She made a frustrated sound. "Your shorts are in the way," she said. "Lift your butt up so I can pull them down a ways."
"Mom..."
"Please?" Her big blue eyes couldn't be denied, much less after she gave the head of my cock a swipe with her tongue.
I lifted up, my dick touching the steering wheel, and she slid my shorts and underwear down to my ankles. This was going to be hard as fuck to explain to a police officer. I really hoped Kit wasn't noticing my erratic driving. That thought passed absurdly across my mind. I was following Kit, so I had to pay some attention to that, but it was so hard to think of anything as Mom's furnace of a mouth slid over the head of my cock and her hot little hand slid between my thighs, cupping and massaging my nuts.
Mom must not have been lying about being a slut for Dad, because she gave great head. There is no such thing as a bad blowjob, unless teeth are involved, but she was the best I'd ever had. She used intense suction and her tongue was a wild thing inside her mouth, swirling around the sensitive head, fluttering around just under the rim and driving me insane.
"Mom..." I thought I should warn her. "It's been a while... you're going to make me come! Jesus... Mom..."
Her motions just increased and she rolled my balls in her fingers, one stroking the sensitive spot just below them and I exploded. She didn't miss a beat, lewd and extremely erotic sounds coming from her as she swallowed me down. It quickly moved beyond ecstasy and into over-stimulation. I tugged at her hair and she looked up at me with a big smile on her face.
"Yum," she said. "Was I good?" She seemed to need my approval.
"Jesus, yes, Mom. Oh my God! I can't believe you did that! Come up here so I can kiss you."
"Noo," she said. "I just..."
"I don't give a damn." I pulled her up, positioning her so I could still see and I kissed my beautiful Mom. I had kissed her thousands of times, but not like that. It went on and on, until she broke it and panted a little.
"Mason, can I... will you do me?"
"How? I'm driving here, Mom."
She giggled and it was sexy as hell. "Watch the road," she said. Before I knew what she was going to do, she pulled her top over her head, pulled her shorts and panties off and laid back with her head in my lap, her legs up on Kit's clothes and my mom was naked in the cab of my truck!
She was as spectacular as I remembered from seeing her in bikinis when I lived at home. Her breasts were full, heavy, jiggling with every bump in the road, her nipples brown and erect, standing proudly in puffy larger circles. She was maybe 10 pounds heavier than she had been when I was a kid, and it looked great on her. She was an earth goddess, smooth, rounded and absolutely a wet dream. She had a little tuft of sparse blonde hair between luscious thighs, toned and gorgeous. I had to make myself look at the road. I wanted to pull over and fuck her, right there. I also just wanted to look at her for hours.
She took my right hand and pulled it down to her breasts, encouraging me to play with them. I didn't need any encouragement. I never wanted to stop. My sweet sexy mom was letting me do what I'd fantasized about all my life! She was moaning now and again when I did something she really liked, and I quickly learned what those things were. She liked having her nipples pinched gently and tugged on gently.
I would have played with those delicious looking tits all day, but she tugged my hand lower. I ran it over her belly, tickling her little navel and she squirmed. Sliding my hand down, I ran my fingers through the soft wispy tuft, tugging on it and making her squirm more. She pushed at my hand again.
"Play with my pussy, Mason," she said. Those were the strangest and sexiest words I'd ever heard. I'd never in my life heard my mom use any words like that. I guess she kept that all under wraps. She was unwrapping it now!
I ran my finger down her slit very gently. Her hips thrust up at me, seeking more contact. At the same time, she slid one hand inside the leg of my shorts to clasp around my cock. She played with me like I was a toy, and I stroked her like my toy. Her labia were tightly sealed, and I wanted badly to see more of that pussy, but I had to watch my driving, a little.
I found a little moisture and used that to part her lips. She was well lubricated inside, and I got my index finger up in the tightest pussy it had ever been in, making her moan loudly. I coated her little button and slid my fingers all around it. She was gasping and writhing as I stroked her clit. It became firm beneath my touch and I took it between my thumb and index finger, masturbating it like a tiny dick. That drove her wild and I managed to get one finger inside her, mashing and stroking her clit with my thumb.
I felt her begin to tremble and she lifted her hips, giving me a little better angle. I could feel all her muscles tensing and the trembling became pronounced. It was as if she was coiling like a spring, winding tighter and tighter until she exploded, crying out with the sexiest little hoarse scream and tossing her head from side to as she came.
It went on and on until suddenly she was trying to escape, pushing at my hand and wiggling frantically. "Stop, Mason. I... Please, I can't..."
I withdrew my hand, sucking my fingers clean as she watched, her lips making a pouty little O. I stroked her breasts, petted her hair and she twitched a few times as aftershocks of what was obviously a huge orgasm shook her. She was completely relaxed and limp.
"I don't think I have any bones, Mason," she sighed.
I laughed. "I hope you get them back. You'll need them in about 30 minutes."
She giggled. "Yeah, I'll try to find them. Was I good for you, Baby?"
"You are spectacular, and you know it," I told her. "I was thinking you were the most beautiful woman your age I had ever seen, just the other day. I've changed my mind. You're one of the most beautiful, sexy and absolutely adorable women of any age I've ever seen."
She blushed and smiled, and those adorable dimples made me want to kiss her again. Lest there be any doubt, I loved my mom. Now, there was a side of her that I had never experienced, and I loved that, too.
"Mom, is it going to be weird, now?" I asked.
"Noo, not weird at all," she said. "You're my only son, Mason. I love you with all my heart. Now I just have one more way to show you."
"Umm... well, there's Kit," I said. "Are you going to tell her? You seem to share everything, like talking about me back there at McDonalds."
"She already knows," Mom said. "I told her I was going to suck your dick."
"Jesus, Mom, don't you think that's something you should have talked about with me?"
"Why?" she asked. "She told me about the time you two spent together when she was interviewing. I don't think she is planning to just live with you and sleep in the guest room, Mason. She loves you as much as I do. You've always been her hero. I think she's going to be in your bed the night I leave and you two are going to be lovers."
My mind was whirling. "And you're okay with that?"
"Of course," she said. "I know you'd never hurt her, Mason. I know you love her, and it's society that makes love weird, not people. Why should you not be able to show your love for people you love in any way you choose? I know most people don't think that way, but fuck 'em."
Now my sweet innocent mom was saying "fuck!" I must have had my head in the sand all my life. I never had a clue she had this naughty side. "I don't know about any of that, Mom. I mean, I understand what you're saying, but it just seems so... taboo."
"I know," she said. "That just makes it hotter. Doing something you aren't supposed to do is fun, huh, Mason?"
I laughed. "Yeah, but you never thought so when I was little!"
She chuckled. "Yes, but I'm your mother and you aren't supposed to do stuff I don't want you to do. I want you to do this. I can't wait to fuck you. How can we get rid of Katherine sometime this weekend?"
I looked down at her and those big blue eyes were absolutely glowing with sexy mischief. "Somehow, I think you'll find a way." I couldn't believe it. This was a Mom I'd never known existed. She was always hot as fuck, but there was never the slightest hint that she had a sexual side to her, and though I had those thoughts every teenage boy has about every hot woman, I never, in my wildest imagination, expected anything like this.
I was also stunned with what she'd said about Kit. I mean, I knew what had happened when she'd stayed that weekend with me. My God, she'd shown me how exciting she was. I'd always known that, but again, any sexual thoughts about her had always been envy toward any guy lucky enough to be with that gorgeous sweetheart. I wondered if Mom really knew or this was just what she thought. I wasn't about to ask.
We rolled into West Memphis, and the traffic picked up so that I had to watch where I was going. I heard Mom's phone vibrate and she looked. "Katherine wants to follow us," she said.
I passed her and she fell in line. Thirty minutes later we were pulling up outside our place. I still liked the sound of that. "Our place." Mine and Kit's.
I grabbed Mom's bag and Kit came up with us. We had a little work to do and two of my neighbors volunteered to help when they saw what was happening. We got everything upstairs and Kit's stuff into her room. We were all tired, so I ordered pizza and we just chilled. We were all yawning by 10, and called it a night.
I had a sleeper-sofa and gave Mom my bed. It wasn't the most comfortable night I had ever spent, but it was better than the floor or some nights I'd spent on the ground camping. We went out for breakfast and I asked them what they wanted to do. They didn't know anything, so I took them to the mall. Shopping always works for both of them. We had a blast and I took them to the Murder Mystery Company.
It was an interactive experience and we had fun with the actors and the entire experience. We got barbecue sandwiches and it was a great Saturday for all of us. Another night on the sofa and I was getting up a little creaky. I definitely needed a better bed.
Mom wanted to go to church Sunday morning. That was something that had always been a part of our lives, and although it seemed odd after everything that had happened, I took her. Kit didn't want to go and said she was going down to where she was going to be working, familiarize herself with the area and we would meet up at Charlie Vergos' for dinner.
When we got back to the condo after church, I went to my room to get a little more comfortable. I pulled out shorts and a t-shirt and turned to find Mom getting the same out of her bag. She had worn a cute little yellow sundress to church, and I stood there with my mouth open while she wiggled it down to puddle around her feet. She looked at me and laughed.
"What? I think you've seen more," she said.
"Umm..." was all I could manage before she was pulling her bra straps down over her arms, exposing those gorgeous breasts, and she turned it around, unhooking it and dropping it. She walked toward me, a pair of tiny little yellow lace panties making her look like an erotic picture.
"Remember when I asked you how we could get rid of Katherine?" she asked, giving her hips a little extra sway as she approached.
I couldn't trust myself to speak, so I nodded. "Well, she got rid of herself." Mom giggled naughtily. "Just you and me. All by ourselves. Got any ideas?"
Oh, I had ideas, all right. None of them would have crossed my mind a week before. She was standing in front of me now, clever little fingers unbuttoning my shirt, pulling the tails out of my pants and spreading it open, unbuckling my belt and slacks, letting them drop to the floor. I slipped out of my shirt, dropping it, and my sexy gorgeous mother was pressing those amazing breasts against my chest.
Her eyes, heavy lidded, met mine and I could feel her hard nipples as she rubbed them across my chest. I wrapped her in my arms and kissed her. I couldn't remember a kiss that was so full of sweetness, and at the same time carried so much energy. It was like we were both teenagers, experiencing our first kiss with our crush. I needed more.
I scooped her up and carried her to the bed. We were exploring each other frantically. As I moved over her, I could smell the faint scent of her on my pillows, the subtle perfume she always wore. It was both familiar and strange. I had to make love to this spectacular woman.
"Anything I want, Mom?" I asked.
She licked my neck. "Anything you want," she agreed. "Anything I want, too."
I kissed every inch of her, beginning with her lips, her forehead and working my way to the little shells of her ears. They were very sensitive, and she shivered as I nibbled. I moved down, tasting every exquisite inch, finding what made her squirm: the sides of her throat, the little hollow where her graceful neck met her collarbone, the hollow of her shoulders. All the while there were those breasts, calling me, drawing me, magnetically toward them.
I took them in my hands, testing the weight, feeling their resilience, doing the same with my lips and tongue. I kissed every inch of them, avoiding her nipples until she arched her back toward me, seeking attention, finally groaning in frustration and tangling her fingers in my hair so she could guide my lips to one very erect little nub.
She shivered as my lips closed around that delicious treat, and I could feel that same trembling begin in her that I had felt in the truck. Those tits were something out of a fantasy drawing, and I would have happily just loved them for the rest of the day. No, more like the rest of my life. She was having none of that.
"Oh, my God, Baby, it's been so long. So good. More, Mason. Do you eat pussy?"
Umm... was I nuts? Of course, I was going to eat her pussy! "I do yours," I said, and she giggled, pushing on the top of my head, urging me lower.
I wasn't going to miss an inch of this goddess, though, and I took my time, kissing down over the plane of her flat belly, just a hint of the roundness of maturity, gorgeous and worth exploring every millimeter. Her navel was a little teardrop and she had sensitive spots just below her hipbones when I touched them with my lips. She was impatient and I was getting impatient to see what my beautiful mother had down there, but I was going to make this special. I wanted this to be something she wouldn't forget. I slid down until I was kneeling between her legs, taking the right one, kissing from her ankle upward, over her calf and behind her knee. There was another one of those sensitive spots, and I was mapping her for future reference.
Her skin was baby-soft, smooth and silky, and she continued that little trembling as I nibbled up her inner thigh, pausing to place a kiss on her pussy, covered by those little panties. I repeated the path up her other leg and this time, when I gave her that kiss, she tangled her fingers in my hair and pushed against my lips with a moan.
I caught the waistband of her panties and began to ease them down, my lips following what I was uncovering. Wispy blonde hair peeked out and I tugged at a little curl with my lips. It was sparse and trimmed to a narrow strip, one that could allow her to wear a very small bikini. I wanted to see her in one. She raised her butt a little so I could slip them down and I left them hanging around one ankle, a lace reminder that my mother was now naked in my bed.
I laid on my belly between her legs, and there it was. She had the most beautiful pussy. Her lips were perfectly symmetrical, sealed together in a line that led up to her little love button. I had to taste her. I couldn't help myself as everything in me dragged me toward that beautiful little pussy. I ran my tongue up that line formed by her labia and gave her clit a flip. She twitched and moaned, both when my tongue made contact with her lips and when I hit her clit. I parted the lips and tasted her.
Tangy, sweet, slickness, heat, they were all there, and she cried out as I penetrated her. "Jesus, Mason. So good. Don't stop!"
I had no intention of stopping. I was going to make her scream. I wasn't the world's most experienced lover, but I was going to use every trick, everything I could imagine, to make this earth-goddess lose her mind.
She smelled intoxicating, slightly floral hints of the soap she'd used, a slight musky hint that grew stronger as she became more and more aroused. I used my tongue on the little button or her clit and it became engorged. I used my fingers to stroke her lips, and she made erotic little moans and gasps with every sensation.
"You're making me feel so good, Baby. It's been so long, and I can't believe... Oh, God!"
I had sucked her clit into my mouth, and I was working it firmly with my tongue when she went off, her thighs clamping my head in place for a moment, then her legs stiffening and her toes curling. She came explosively, shuddering her way through her orgasm. When I felt her starting to slow down, I slipped my finger into her wet heat, curling it up to find her g-spot. I did it right, and when I massaged that little rough spot, she went off again.
"Oh, my God, Mason... What... I've never, oh my God, Baby!" She was writhing around so much I had trouble keeping my mouth on her clit, and as she came back to earth, she began trying to escape. I keep after her until she became frantic before allowing her to pull me up so she could kiss me.
I lay over her and we kissed like young lovers on our first date, then I noticed she was crying. "Mom? What's wrong?" I was worried, now. Was she regretting what we'd done? Feeling like it was wrong?
"I... I just never felt anything like that," she managed. "God, Mason, I love you so much. Thank you, Baby, it just felt so good and I love you so much I got all emotional."
That was a relief! I kissed away her tears and adjusted our positions a little until I felt the wet lips of her pussy kissing the head of my cock. She gasped.



"Yes, Baby, this is what I want. Take me, Mason. Fuck me!"
I moved forward and felt her slippery heat envelope me as the head popped in. She gasped again, tensing up. "Wait," she squeaked. "Damn you've got a big cock! Easy. Go slow, Mason. It's been a long time and I've never... never had anything that big. You're stretching me. So full..."
I rocked just inside her, moving my hips from side to side, stirring her wetness and she gradually relaxed, making motions of her own, and I slowly sank into her, advancing as she relaxed, stopping as she tensed, until I felt my balls touch the cheeks of her ass.
I paused, holding deep inside her as we kissed deeply, her big blue eyes locked on mine. She began to thrust against me, and I drew back, slowly plunging into her again and again. We built a rhythm, and she was very vocal and active. My mom was a spectacular lover, plush, athletic, moving like nothing I'd ever experienced, living up to the "slut" term she'd given herself. She was spectacular and I never wanted it to end.
That wasn't going to happen, as she was having small orgasms every few minutes, and they were building stronger and stronger. I wasn't going to last much longer, either, inside this stunning woman. I could feel that trembling within her and she tightened around me, tension building inside her and she was beginning to arch her body against me, her head whipping from side to side as the ecstasy filled her body and mind.
Her cries rose in volume and pitch until with a hoarse little scream, as that tension broke and she was coming, crying out again and again, thrusting into me, calling my name.
The sight, feel and sound of her was the most erotic thing I had ever experienced, and I made a little shout of my own as I erupted inside her.
She clutched my ass, pulling me into her. "Yes, Baby, come in me. Fill me up. I can feel it. Oh, my God, Mason, come for me!"
It seemed to go on forever, and I couldn't imagine anything would ever feel so erotic, so spiritual, as coming in my gorgeous Mom.
We collapsed together, her lips seeking mine and we floated in that sea of bliss. I held my beautiful mom, feeling her breathing slow until she felt completely relaxed in my arms. She was asleep, and I just held her, marveling at this creature I had always, and never, known. She napped for maybe half an hour, then dragged me off to the shower.
I soaped up that lush body, ending by licking that little pussy to another orgasm before we had to get dressed to meet Kit. Mom was walking a little gingerly, and when we walked into the restaurant, Kit was already there, sitting at the bar with two guys hitting on her.
She left them with their mouths open and joined us at the door. She took one look at Mom and burst out in a fit of giggling. Mom joined her, and I was feeling awkward as fuck. When they recovered enough to walk, they each took one of my arms and let the host lead us to our table.
Everything seemed normal, and other than them looking at each other and giggling like they were nuts once in a while, they treated me normally, and I soon lost my awkwardness.
The next morning, we took Mom apartment hunting. There was a really nice building about three miles from mine that had vacancies, and Mom liked one of the two-bedroom ones on the third floor very much. She did the paperwork, and it was happening. Mom was moving. I wondered what that meant, given what we had done, but I figured I would just go with the flow and figure it out.
She still had to go home and sell the house, and Kit and I dropped her at the airport that afternoon. She lit me up with a scorcher of a kiss, squeezed my butt and boarded.
Katherine chattered away at me on the way back to our place, telling me all about her adventures touring the offices where she would be working. I had some errands to run, so I dropped her at our place and took care of them.
I went to the gym and worked out, stopped and had a bite and it was about 9PM when I got home. Kit wasn't there, so I took a shower, slipped on shorts and a t-shirt and turned on the TV. She came back after a few minutes with a couple of bags, kissed me and went into my room. That made me curious, so I went to the door.
She was putting some things, lacey looking underwear, into one of my dresser drawers. "Um... Kit, I don't think those are my size," I mentioned.
She stood up and giggled. "We'll try them on you later," she said. "I bet you'll look great in them."
I chuckled. "Going to give me a clue?"
She walked across the room and pressed herself against me, putting her arms around my neck and pulling me to her. Her eyes were closed, and those puffy lips met mine. It was one of those kisses that make your knees weak, and it went on for hours, it seemed. When she drew back, she was flushed and her eyes were heavy-lidded.
"This is our room, Mason," she murmured. "This is our bed. You belong to me, big brother; I belong to you. Is that enough of a clue?"
Her eyes searched mine, and she must have discovered what she was looking for, because she took my hand, led me to "our" bed and pulled her hoodie over her head. There was nothing underneath but Katherine.
I had seen hints at the club when she danced, and, of course, I had seen her in a bikini often enough, but not so much lately. She was breathtaking. Her breasts weren't huge, but they were perfect for her. She was not a small girl, tall, muscular and solid, but there wasn't an ounce of spare flesh on her. She had muscle definition, abs, and those breasts...
She stepped forward half a step, and she was pressing all that hotness against me. "Make love to me, Bub," she said. "I've been dreaming about this for a while."
I was going to do everything in my power to make it everything she dreamed it would be. There was certainly going to be no lack of excitement on my part. I had always loved my little sister, more than life, but she had changed in my mind. She had done that with one dance in that club.
She had become mysterious, sexy, everything you can imagine in the perfect girl. At the same time, she was still Kit, still the adorable girl who tagged around after me, wanting to play baseball with me and my friends. She was definitely not a little girl, though. She was hot as fuck.
Her slender fingers went under my shirt, and she pushed it over my head. We let it fall to the floor, and those amazing tits were pressed against my chest, her very erect nipples rubbing against me, making me nuts.
She kissed me, and I lost myself in the plush cushions of her lips, my hands sliding down her silky skin, inside the elastic waistband of her shorts and panties, to cup her ass. That was amazing, too. It was small, tight and perfectly shaped, her hours in the gym showing, and feeling, spectacular. She flexed it under my fingers and I could feel the soft steel of her muscles play underneath.
I flexed my wrists and those shorts and panties began to slide off her slender hips. She wiggled and they dropped to the floor. My little sister was naked against me. I had to look at her. I pulled away a step and those blue pools looked a question at me. "Bub?"
My mouth was dry and I couldn't speak. She was gorgeous! Everything about her was perfection. She had a little tuft of flame on her mons, trimmed to fit a small bikini. It was mesmerizing. It should be a crime for redheads to go bare. I stepped back toward her and walked her back toward the bed, our lips locked together and my hands full of that amazing ass.
When the backs of her knees hit the edge of the bed, I laid her gently down, standing to take in the vision of my little sister. This was the girl I'd loved all my life, first as a little flame-haired cherub, as a grubby little urchin who worshipped me, as an awkward teenager. There was none of that to her except in my memories and in my heart. She was all woman. The worshipper roles were reversed and I knew I was the luckiest man on earth that she wanted me.
I loved Katherine. I always had, but now there was a new aspect, building on top of the feelings I'd always had for her. Maybe society would frown, but I didn't give a fuck, and neither did she. This was right.
I eased down on her, my chest pressed against her breasts, feeling her very erect nipples scrape against mine, her breathing against me, and we lost ourselves in the loving. Her lips were live, burning things, plush, soft and full against mine, and I never wanted to leave them. She turned her head, though, exposing her tiny little shell-like ear and the side of her throat.
She was very sensitive there, and I explored with my lips and tongue, mapping out her erogenous zones. There were spots that made her gasp and shiver: the little hollow behind her earlobe, inside her ear, the side of her graceful neck, the little hollow made by her neck meeting her collarbone.
I moved down and there were those breasts. The glimpses at the club, seeing her in a bikini, held promise, but the reality was even more beautiful. She didn't have huge tits, but they weren't small, either. Perfect for her. They held all the firmness of her youth, standing proudly, even though she was lying on her back. The form was perfect: slightly golden mounds topped by puffy areola, forming miniature peaks on the larger mountains, topped by fat little nubs, very erect and delicious looking. I had to taste them.
She was very vocal, but not verbal, her groans and gasps leading me as she let me know what she liked. She liked it all, but some things more than others, and when I fastened my lips over her left nipple, she went to a whole different level. She squirmed and writhed, her muscles trembling, relaxing, then tightening again. I could have spent the rest of my life right there, but its twin needed attention, then her fingers tangling in my hair guided me downward, across her flat belly, ridged with muscle to the little flaming patch of curls. I tugged on them with my lips and she giggled. She always had a very cute giggle, low and musical.
When I parted her legs, I slid down off the bed, pulling her butt to the edge and knelt, the most beautiful sight I could imagine before me.
She pulled me to her and I used every trick I had ever learned, read about or heard of to bring her to her peak, over and over, as she exploded. She just kept coming, one climax immediately building to the next until her fingers tugged on my hair, becoming painful in her attempt to pull me away and up.
I reluctantly gave way and she was nearly limp. I got up on the bed beside her, pulling her up until she was on a pillow, the wild flaming mane of her hair spread around her like a halo. She pulled me down to lie half over her, all that excitement and passion leaving her expression slack with that prolonged look of sexual excitement, her lips looking almost swollen.
Her arms went around me and I rolled to my back, reversing our position so that she was lying over me, her hair forming a curtain around our faces, only Kit and Mason existing in the whole universe.
She tried to speak, cleared her throat and got it out. "God, Mason. I'm dead. You killed me!"
I laughed, stroking down that amazing ass to run my fingers through her soaked lips. She jolted. "No, I think you're still alive."
She giggled. "Barely. Bub, do you love me?"
"I do," I said. "Do you love me?"
She moved to kiss me. "Forever," she murmured against my lips. "I'm going to fuck you now."
My cock said that was a fantastic idea. She swung her leg over me, reaching down to grasp my cock in her hot little hand, rubbing herself with the tip, spreading her slickness over the two of us. "Slow," she said, "this is my first time."
It took a minute for that to sink in, then I was stunned. I took her cheeks between my hands and looked into those blue pools. "Really, Kitten? None of..."
She shook her head. "No, I've been waiting for you to notice me."
God, the emotions that swept over me! My God! She had been waiting for me! My heart was melting and my eyes were filled with tears. This angel, this amazing, gorgeous girl, my little sister, a walking wet dream, had these feelings for me. I was truly clueless. No more. My heart was bursting with love for her as she pressed down over me.
She winced. "I'm stuck, Bub. Something..."
I gave a short thrust and the head of my cock popped inside. She gave a little squeal of pain and tried to pull forward off me, but I squeezed her and held her tightly. "The fuck, Mason!" she complained. "God that hurt! Why did you do that?"
She didn't give me a chance to respond. "Oh... yes... right. God that hurt! It's feeling okay, though."
She made a slow cautious circular motion, just stirring me around inside her, winced a bit, then repeated it, without the wince, this time. She continued to move and she was getting excited. She moved down, agonizing, for me, millimeter by millimeter, it seemed. It seemed like it took 15 minutes until I felt the brush of her curls against me and I was fully inside. She collapsed on me, locking her lips to mine for long minutes, just holding me at that depth and making those circular motions with her hips.
"God, you've got a big dick," she moaned. "Filling me up."
"God, you feel good," I told her. "Kit, I... I love you so much and this... I never dreamed."
She turned my head to look deep into my eyes. "I did." Her voice was half-moan, half breathy whisper.
I could tell she was completely relaxed and I pulled back a couple of inches, easing back into those hot depths. She groaned and winced a little. I repeated it, slowly, glacially slowly, and the winces faded and stopped. The next few times were only pleasure, reflected on her face, then she began to meet me. I rolled her onto her back, mounting her.
"More," she moaned. "Go further, Bub."
I increased the length and she was all hot wetness, beauty and energy beneath me. I increased the tempo and I could feel it building inside her. This gorgeous girl, my little sister, someone I loved and would die for, was going to come for me.
I could feel the tension, see it in her body, her face, smell it in the faintly musky aroma, taste it when I kissed her maddening lips and nipples. It was a gathering storm, a cyclone of passion that engulfed both of us and swept us away when she came. She gave a hoarse husky little scream, her body writhing up against me as the tension snapped and it went on and on as I poured out my soul inside her.
I never wanted it to end, but I don't think I could have stood it any longer. We coasted to a stop and I could feel her tightness clasp my cock with the silk of that tight envelope as mini-shocks kept her senses elevated. I never went soft.
The feel, taste, all of the sensations, the beauty that was Katherine, kept me wanting more. I thought I would always want more. I withdrew as she gasped, flipped her over, spreading her beautiful thighs and sank back inside her, feeling her gorgeous ass against my stomach.
"Oh, God, Mason! More? I don't... oh my God! It's..." her words turned incoherent as I began to thrust. She was coming, and it just went on and on, stringing together and it didn't take long until I emptied myself into her again.
I lay on her back, my arms enveloping her, holding her, keeping her safe. I nuzzled her hair away from one moist cheek and kissed her, murmuring words of love. Her breathing was slowing and I rolled to the side, taking her with me, still inside her, spooning her. We drifted into a comfortable doze and my consciousness faded.
It was dark when I awakened, just the glow from the living room lights filtering through and the lights of the city coming through the big window. I was on my back and she was lying half across me. I could feel her heaviness, one breast crushed against my side and the other peeking out through her hair that covered us, delightful little nipple exposed. She was awake.
"Bub... I love you," she whispered.
I stroked the silken skin of her back. "I know. I love you, too." I kissed the top of her head.
"If it's okay, I'm going to love you the rest of our lives." She gave a little sob and I squeezed her tightly.
"Don't cry, Kitten. I'm going to love you as long as you let me."
"I'm going to live with you, be your lover, never stop," she said.
"I can't think of anything that would make me happier," I said. "Kit, I have to ask you, what about Mom?"
She looked up at me. "I know," she said. "She told me, and I would have known, anyway. I love her, Mason. I want her to be happy. I don't mind, but I'm first, you understand?"
I squeezed her again. "I have no idea how this is going to work, but I know I love you, I love her and she loves both of us. We'll work it out."
I felt her nod against my chest. "Yes. I trust you, and her. I told her how I feel about you, and she was so happy for me, and you."
"She's a hell of a mom," I agreed. "I think we're going to be okay, Kit."
She nodded again. "We'll make it happen."
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The Masks We Wear
By blackrandl1958
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"Once you drop a mask, you can never wear it again."--Ljupka Cvetanova,--The New Land
"You just don't understand," Reuben said.
I guess I didn't, but not only didn't I understand, I was never going to understand, and the idea that he thought I would, or could, demeaned me. I'd let him speak his piece. Why is it that when cheaters cheat, they always think that you don't "understand?" If they can only just spin it right, you'll be like, "Oh, well then, okay!" I sighed.
"Okay, Reuben, what don't I understand?" I asked.
"It was a once in a lifetime thing, the perfect storm," he said. "You were away, we were thrown together working on her contract, and... well, you know who she is, how strong her personality is, how she just takes over a room, what she looks like..."
Yeah, I knew. I had known longer than he had. I had known her for 10 years; he had known her 18 months.
"And..." I prompted him.
"And it all just... fuck, I don't know, Simone. It was fucking irresistible! How many men have a chance..."
"Hundreds," I interrupted. "She's a slut, Reuben. Do you imagine you're the only one?"
"No, I know what she's like, Simone, I do. It's just... you know how... having a woman who can have anyone, and she's interested in you..."
What he failed to understand was that I knew, all too well. I happened to be one of those women. Few men really understand the daily experiences of a beautiful woman. I knew it sounded harsh, but even a moderately attractive woman could have sex 10 times a day. I had once seen a meme that said, "Men fuck who they can; women fuck who they want." It was certainly true.
I had daily opportunities to cheat. Men hit on me, dropped hints, made suggestive comments on a daily basis. It's not something I often thought about, but the audition where I met Rachael proved my point. We were both models, even working for the same agency. I hadn't been acquainted with her, but I knew of her.
By sheer chance, we had back-to-back test shoots. It was a large sport and swimwear company that was a household word. It was a sweet deal, and international exposure. The difference between Rachael and me was that she was in modeling as a career. I was in it for the money to pay for my degrees. I was in the number one program in the nation, in my last semester before earning my degree in fashion merchandising.
I hated modeling, but it paid my bills and kept a roof over my head. Mom and Dad would have paid for me to get a degree, reluctantly, because they had their own ideas of a career for me, but I wanted to be independent. I modeled.
I had just finished my test shoot, and when I walked out, Rachael was in the office doing paperwork. I recognized her, she flipped a hand at me so I introduced myself and we spoke for a minute.
"Simone, wanna do lunch with me tomorrow?" she asked, just on impulse I guess, as I was leaving.
"Sounds good. Iron Hill Brewery at 12:30 work?"
She said it would, and that was the start of our friendship. I got the gig; she didn't. Oh, she was gorgeous, never doubt. She... lacked athleticism. I didn't. I had played volleyball all through my time as an undergraduate, and the Blue Hens were good while I was playing.
I am six feet tall, and I was on the verge of being too muscular for some modeling assignments. Swimwear wasn't one of those assignments. Rachael was one of those tall thin redheads, clear, almost translucent skin, and her hair was long and that flaming orange you see only rarely. I got the job; she didn't.
When we walked into Iron Hill, the buzz of the lunch crowd muted and every eye in the place was on us. She had that impact, but so did I. I'd always been conscious of it, but I paid no attention. She did, and played to the eyes. It was just in her, and she loved being the center of attention. It made me uncomfortable. I put up with it, but my resting bitch face came out, every time.
We became close friends. I understood her, but she never got me. It was always about the glam, the thrill, the conquest, for her. I was making my own conquests of a different sort, and I parlayed that modeling reputation into a career off the runway and into design and merchandising. Five years later, she was wearing my designs and carrying my bags.
By the time I met Reuben, Rachael and I had been friends for ten years. After meeting her, it took 18 months for him to agree to meet her in New York for a show she was doing, modeling my shit, for Christ's sake. He was going on "business." Yeah, right.
I found out by accident. We'd been married 14 months. My car needed servicing and my PA dropped it at the dealership. When I got off work, they sent a car for me. The driver stopped at a stoplight across from On the Rocks, and I saw them come out. They kissed outside the door and went in opposite directions.
I got my car, drove across the street into a grocery store parking lot and sat there. My brain felt numb and my thoughts were as thick as molasses. A dark cloud settled on me and the tears came, unbidden and unnoticed, at first, but as time seemed to resume, they became rivers, coursing down my cheeks and dripping on my blouse. I don't know how long I cried, sobbing out my broken heart, unable to even muster anything, any emotion other than an overwhelming grief and sadness.
I was immersed in my misery so deeply that I jumped when I noticed a knocking at my window. I looked up and a white-haired older gentleman was standing there. I rolled my window down a bit.
"Are you okay?" His voice was concerned.
I tried to speak, but had to clear my throat first. "Yes. Thanks for being concerned. I just got some bad news and I was sort of stuck. Thanks."
"It gets better," he promised. "I'm sorry about the news. Are you going to be okay?"
"Yes. I think so. Thanks again."
He nodded and walked away. I dried myself as best I could, did a little repair on my face and my brain began to work again. I decided I needed to find out what it was all about.
Neither of them had mentioned a meeting to me, and that kiss was a scorcher. Suddenly, the sadness passed and I was angry as fuck. I needed ammunition before I confronted him, and I got it. Dumbass had more than one email account, but he always used a combination of the same words for his username and password, and before he got home that night, I knew all about it. They had been meeting for five weeks. The only redeeming feature was that they hadn't fucked. Yet.
I played it as normally as I could that night, and the next day, I fired Rachael. It didn't go well, for her, that is. I was shook, but I wasn't going to let either of them know.
I called her and got her to meet me for lunch. It wasn't unusual, and I guess I blindsided her.
She kissed me when she came in, and I nearly lost it. She could tell something was off as she slid into the booth and saw my face.
"Simone, you look mad," she said. "Damn, girl, I mean really mad. I would be afraid to sit here if you didn't love me. Talk about unapproachable!"
"And yet, here you are," I said.
"What is that supposed to mean?" she asked.
"I'll answer your question with a question," I told her. "Rachael, when did you decide it would be a good idea to fuck my husband?"
I had just been listening to that Procol Harum song, "Whiter Shade of Pale," earlier in the week. I saw it play out before my eyes. Hell of a song, especially the live in Denmark version. This wasn't Denmark.
She didn't say anything for a minute. "Simone, I... how... what do you think you know?"
"New York. I've seen it, Rachael. Don't mistake me for a fool."
She gathered her thoughts. "That's the last thing I take you as," she finally managed. "There's more to it, though. It didn't mean anything. Marriage is just a piece of paper, Simone."
"So I've heard," I said. "So is money, but you still get up every day and work hard for it, don't you? Spare me the clichés."
"It isn't what you think," she said. "I'll show you."
"This should be good," I said.
She got out her phone and pulled up Gmail, then passed it to me. I took a look. Dumbass got cold feet. He'd cancelled on her, expressing his regrets at never getting to sample her charms, but he got an attack of conscience and couldn't do it. She'd accepted the rejection gracefully. Now I'd have some thinking to do.
"You know I'm going to fire you, right?"
She went even paler. "Yeah, I guess I do. Are you going to blackball me, Simone?"
I thought a minute. "I don't think so. It isn't worth my time and energy. I could, you know. I've always known what you are, Rachael. I didn't think you'd do it to me. You didn't make any promises. Reuben did. This is low, even for you."
"I'm sorry, Simone. I like sex. It wouldn't mean anything, you know. It's a physical function, just like eating."
"I guess you believe that," I said. "It means something to me, Rachael. I've never been like you. You know that. You have no soul; do you know that, Honey? It has never been important to you, and I have always known. It wasn't my job to judge you. You've never understood me." I sighed. "Do you want me to explain, one time?"
She nodded.
"Okay, I don't expect you to understand or agree, but random sex cheapens people. When you have sex with someone, you exchange energies. You may not realize it, but you do. If they are carrying shame, guilt and trauma, you absorb some of that, and every time you do, you degrade yourself a little.
"It's like carrying around a flash card and plugging it into random people's computers, downloading their files. If they have a virus, corrupt files, you get that, as well. Sex is something spiritual, and it needs to be treasured like that."
She was listening, and maybe it would sink in at some point in her life. "I like sex as much as you do, Rachael. I love dick. The difference between us is the owner of that dick needs to look like love to me. He needs to smell like love, taste like love, feel like love; then it's on a whole different level. It's balance, Rachael, and you don't have it. You never have."
There were tears in those big blue eyes. "You hate me, don't you, Simone?"
I shook my head. "No, I don't have the time or energy to hate you. Hate diminishes me. I pity you. I had only your best intentions in my heart, and this is how you treated me. You're fired, Rachael. When we leave here, I'll never be in the same place with you, voluntarily, again. We're done. Don't call, text or send the Pony Express. Just go away."
She was openly crying now. "I'm sorry." She choked it out.
"I know." I patted her hand. "Lunch is on me."
I walked away without looking back. It was depressing as hell. You invest time, energy, love in someone, then they try to fuck you. I didn't regret a thing. It's always better to risk loving someone, even if they turn out to be backstabbing bitches. You never find the good relationships if you don't.
Reuben had the same email to show me. "I didn't do it, Simone."
We were sitting across the kitchen table. "Oh, I know. I give you credit for that," I told him.
"What are you going to do?"
"I have no idea," I said. "I have a lot of thinking to do. For now, you're leaving. I don't want you around, muddying up the water, confusing me. I want you to go, Reuben."
"Go where?" he asked. "You mean like move out?"
"Yes. I can't stand being around you right now," I said. "Your firm has some places for high-powered clients. Move in there for a while. Do you want to stay married to me?"
"Yes, more than anything," he said. "Are you going to divorce me?"
"Again, I have no idea," I said. "Call me and we'll go out Friday. Like on a date. We'll see how it goes. You've messed up my head, Reuben. I'm not doing anything on the spur of the moment. You needa give me some space, okay?"
He nodded. "Yeah, I guess. I'd rather stay, hear what you're thinking, though. Have the chance to make it up."
"I'll keep you updated," I said. "I need you to go now."
He was a broken man, packing his shit, and I did feel very bad for him, but he caused his own problems, and I had my own because of him.
My emotions would have been hard to explain to someone who had never been in my situation. I had gone from being confident and secure in the man I loved, confident in myself and my own attractiveness, to being insecure and wondering if I'd lost my mojo. I felt like I was losing my marriage, my partner, the man I had believed was my soul-mate, and that made me incredibly sad, but the blow to what made Simone, Simone, was all tied up in that sadness, too.
I understood finding people attractive. Hell, I saw men and women every day I felt were attractive. Had I been single, I might have pursued finding out if there was more there than just finding them attractive. That was the problem: I wasn't single. I was committed to my marriage and my man. I thought he was committed to me.
How do you go from commitment to planning a cheap-ass rendezvous with your wife's best friend? The disrespect, the disloyalty, the betrayal, just astounded me. They had actually planned it together! This wasn't a momentary blaze of lust ending in indiscretion; this was a planned cheating. I did give him credit for backing out, but damn.
Some people will never cheat, no matter how bad things are. I knew I didn't have it in me. I would rather end it and move on. Others will always cheat, no matter how good they have it. Cheating is a matter of personal choice, of will, and Reuben didn't seem to have that idea.
Our date went well. He was attentive and apologetic. He tried to explain, over and over, but as the dates progressed, days passed and I tried to get my mind around it, as I wept bitter tears at night, alone in my big empty bed, I came to realize something.
It was impossible for me to look at Reuben the same way. I tried. I don't like failure, and this was a big one. If my marriage ended, I would have to admit to myself that I had failed at something at which I desperately wanted to succeed.
For the life of me, I couldn't understand what I had done wrong. I loved Reuben and tried to find ways to express it every day. I fucked his eyes out. I loved his dick, and if he didn't initiate it, I was like, "Give me that dick, big boy."
I'd heard men talk about not getting enough sex from their wives. They complained about all sorts of shit: not getting head, for one. I loved sucking Reuben's dick, and did it constantly. They complained about their wives letting their looks go, not trying to be attractive.
That certainly wasn't the case for me. Sure, there were lazy days when I lounged around in sweatpants and a t-shirt, didn't put on makeup, but I thought I looked pretty damn good without makeup. Those days weren't frequent, anyway.
I had mirrors and I looked in them. I weighed seven pounds more than when I was a college athlete, and that was deliberate. I worked out like a beast, wore nice clothes, took care of my body, skin, hair, and sometimes still got carded at clubs. I could see in their eyes that other people thought I was hot. Why wasn't I enough for Reuben?
When we got together for our "dates," something was missing. I now realized that it was my idea of him that had changed. I didn't want that, but it wasn't something voluntary.
It was like he had been wearing a mask, or I had been looking at him through colored glasses, and the mask had slipped. The glasses had lost their tint. Things I'd never noticed before reared their ugly heads. He sounded whiney to me. That had not been the case before. I noticed that he had hair on the backs of his knuckles and it seemed... gross to me. I had never noticed. The man I had loved so much was... different. Whatever it was, I knew after two months that whatever we had was gone.
He talked me into going to counseling, and I tried. I really did. I did all the exercises we were assigned, we explored emotions, motivations, and the counselor did her best. She was good at her job. I knew it was over, and after several sessions, I think both she and Reuben knew it, too. That made me incredibly sad and depressed.
"You're moving on, aren't you, Simone?" he asked me. We were sitting in his apartment, drinking a glass of wine.
I took a deep breath and let it out in a sigh. "Yeah, Reuben, I'm sorry, but something isn't right. It isn't going to get right, either."
He nodded. "I know. I've felt it. I know you, Simone. I've always known that you value loyalty more than anything else. I fucked us up. I'm sorry, and I think you know that, but you'll never get past it. I don't know what I was thinking and I don't know what to do. If I thought there was a chance, I'd keep fighting like hell, but there isn't. Do you want to file, or do you want me to?"
"I suppose it doesn't matter," I said. "I'll do it if you want me to."
He slumped. "No, I'll do it. I fucked it up; I should do the work. Will we still be friends?"
I squeezed his hand. "Yes, Reuben. I don't hate you. I love you, in a way, but I don't have a single romantic feeling toward you. I'm sorry, but that's the truth. It's just... gone."
It ended with a whimper. There was nothing dramatic, nothing like the implosion of anger and bitterness I'd seen in the lives of others, just a tremendous sense of loss and depression. It took me a while to get my head straight.
I still saw Rachael around. Working in the same industry, it was bound to happen. We were cordial, but that was it. Oh, she tried. She'd invite me out to lunch or for coffee or a drink when she saw me, but I wanted nothing to do with her.
I'd put up with her for years, because I loved her, made excuses for her, overlooked everything I didn't like about her. I accepted that she was what she was, but once I was done, I was done. I wasn't going back.
She sent me a text once: "I miss you." My reply ended that.
"I don't blame you. I would miss me, too. I treated you better than you deserved and loved you more than I should have. I invested in our friendship and look what I got back. I gave you my support, stuck by you and supported you through your shittiest moments. I praised and glorified everything good you accomplished. I was so good to you in spite of the bullshit I went through because of you. Hell, I would miss the fuck out of me, too. You'll get over it. I already have." I never heard from her again.
Newark isn't that big a place, so I saw Reuben around, too. His firm handled my contracts, and I saw no reason to change that. They did good work.
I discovered that it wasn't the break-up and the end of my marriage that hurt the most. It was the post-trauma that followed it. It was waking up and being alone in my bed, unconsciously checking my phone for the message that wasn't there and would never be there. It was starting my life over and having no idea of where to begin. That was the tough part.
I found myself spending lots of time with Mom and Dad. They got me.
I also started spending more time with my friends. I was moving on.
*****
I wasn't pleased with the situation in which I found myself. Jack and Linda had invited me over for dinner, and I had been glad to accept. I loved Linda and Jack was always very nice to me, too. Linda had been my best friend since the fourth grade, and we worked together. We couldn't have been more different, but we made a good team.
Me, the tall athletic black girl, and Linda, the petite little blonde. We were the same age, but our lives had taken different paths. Linda had married Jack a year out of college, and I'd married Reuben a year later. They were perfect together, and my life turned to shit with Reuben. I had dated a variety of men and women since then, and wasn't looking for more. Linda was as straight as an arrow and strongly disapproved of my having relationships with other women. She never said so; she wouldn't hurt my feelings for the world. She loved me deeply and wanted me to find the kind of deep stable relationship with a good man she enjoyed.



We played tennis together, belonged to a stream team that went on floats four times a year to pick up trash and worked out together every day at the gym. When I arrived for dinner, I discovered that Linda and Jack were trying to set me up again, much to my dismay and displeasure. They had invited a man to make the fourth dinner guest. I was annoyed as fuck about that. I had brought a bottle of wine and pulled Linda into the kitchen.
"Damn it, Linda," I hissed. "Why you be like this? I told you I hate it! I'm really quite capable of finding my own date if I want one. I was hoping to just come over and relax with you and Jack. Now you've dragged me into this. I'm very tempted to just go home, right now."
"I'm sorry, Simone," she begged. "Please don't be mad at me. Jack just introduced me to Destry last month, and I really like him. I think you would like him, too, if you would give him a chance. Please don't leave, Simone, it would be very embarrassing."
"Why should I give a damn? You don't care about making my evening awkward as fuck," I retorted.
"I'm very sorry, Honey. I shouldn't have done it. Don't you think he's cute, though?"
"I didn't look," I told her. "He's white, Linda."
"Why does that bother you? I know you aren't a racist. I'm your best friend and I'm white. Your dad is white. Reuben was white!"
"Yes, and you see how that worked out. You know I have a rule: no white boys. I'm not some fetish notch on someone's belt. I not about some guy fucking a black girl so they can brag about it at work the next day."
Linda blushed. "You know I don't like you to talk like that, Simone. He's not like that. Just eat dinner, talk to us for a while and then you can go, okay?"
I thawed a little. "Well, if you promise never to do anything like this again, I'll stay. I'm only doing it because I love you."
She hugged me, her little blonde head under my chin. "I love you, too, Simone. So much. I won't ever do it again, I promise. Now come on and let me introduce you."
She led me into the dining room where Jack and Destry were already seated, and I was between them.
"Simone, this is Destry," Linda said. "He's an old friend of Jack's from Winnipeg. He's in town for the weekend. He came about a month ago and I met him then."
I looked him over. I liked what I saw well enough. He was tall and wide, looking like a football linebacker. He had a mop of dark curls and dark brown eyes. His skin was beautiful, I noticed, rosy cheeks and he had a nice tan. He was nearly as dark as I was, but he was a white boy. I decided to be civil.
"Hello, Destry," I said. "What brings you here twice in the same month from Canada?"
"I'm a rodeo guy," he said. "The tour stops here twice this year. I went to school with Jack, and thought I'd look him up. We played baseball together on the college team."
'Oh my God, it just keeps getting deeper,' I thought to myself. 'A damn cowboy! This is ridiculous!' I managed to keep a straight face.
"Do you ride bulls or something?" I asked.
He laughed. "No, I'm afraid that isn't the game for a guy my size. The physics are wrong. That's a little man's game. Most of those guys are about five six and a hundred and twenty pounds soaking wet. Do you know what bulldogging is?"
"Is that where these crazy guys throw themselves off a running horse onto a running cow, twist his head off and throw him to the ground?" I asked.
He laughed again. "I guess you could describe it like that. Steer wrestling is another name for it. I'm one of those crazy guys. What do you do, Simone?"
"I'm in fashion merchandising," I said.
He had a blank look on his face. "Umm... okay then," he said. "How's that going?"
I had to laugh. "I run the marketing and design departments for a large fashion house. I manage people, sometimes money, and I design dresses and handbags."
"Would I recognize the name?" Destry asked. "I buy gifts for my sister. My niece, too. Would they like your stuff?"
"There are others bigger," I said. "Give me a call next time you're buying a gift for a woman. I'll design you something unique."
"Really? Thanks, Simone. You don't need to do that, though. I'm sure something you're already selling would be perfect."
"It's cool," I said. "I'll tell you a secret. You can't tell them." I nodded toward Jack, leaned in and gave him a stage whisper. "I love Linda and Jack, and I'll do it as a favor to them." He and Jack got a laugh.
Linda came in with dinner and I got up to help her. Dinner was much more pleasant than I had expected. He was well-spoken and polite, and he wasn't what I expected from a cowboy. He didn't wear boots for one thing, and I didn't hear a single "aww shucks" all evening. He didn't have on jeans with a tobacco ring on the back pocket and he didn't like country music.
I was very surprised to find out that he liked the blues and old jazz. He had on a pair of nice black pants, nice black shoes and a pink polo. His socks were fire, too, with "Adventure Time" characters on them. He told me didn't like cowboy hats and never wore one except when he was performing.
"How in the world did you get into rodeo?" I asked him. "You seem completely counter-culture."
"Well, I was a football player first," he told me. "I got into baseball my junior year of high school when they needed a catcher. I was pretty good at it, and got a scholarship to college. I was drafted by the Blue Jays, but I blew out a knee my junior year of college."
"How did that happen?" Linda asked.
Destry smiled ruefully. It made him look very young and attractive, I thought. "It's kind of embarrassing," he said. "I was chasing a foul ball and stepped on a bat. Nothing dramatic, just a bat a guy had been using in the on-deck circle."
"So what about rodeo?" I asked.
"I was done as a catcher, after that," he explained. "I wanted to stay in college, and my roommate was a team roper on the rodeo team. He loaned me a horse and I tried steer-wrestling. I was good at it, and here I am."
"So you do rodeo for a living?" I asked
"Not exactly, but I do it in the summers." Destry smiled. "Not as glamorous as fashion, I'm afraid, but it pays my bills if I place."
I wasn't terribly interested in anything to do with rodeos, and had never been to one, passing them on TV from time to time while channel-surfing, so I didn't ask any more questions. We played two board games after dessert, and I was ready to go home.
I kissed Jack and Linda, and Destry volunteered to walk me down to my car. That was not what I wanted, but I saw no graceful way out. Destry laughed when I chirped my car doors and he saw what I was driving.
"What?" I asked, a little defensively. "You don't approve of my whip?"
"It's not that," he said. "I figured you for a luxury SUV."
"I have a luxury SUV," I retorted. "I have a Mercedes, but this is fun."
"This," was a 1970 AMX/3, in yellow and black. It was my baby, and one of only 30 that I knew of in the country. "You don't like it?" I asked.
"No, I actually love it," he said. "I have no idea what it is, but I'd love to own one."
"Let me guess," I said. "You drive a giant truck."
"Now you're trying to hurt my feelings," he said. "I actually do have a truck, but I only drive it around my place, and it's pretty normal sized." He smiled sheepishly. "I drive a Jeep Cherokee, most of the time."
"Nothing wrong with that. You probably get a lot of snow up on the frozen tundra," I said.
"Yes, we do. Say, Simone, I'm going to be in town for four days. You want to go to dinner with me one night? I don't know any place to go, but you could show me around."
I sighed, inwardly. I had been afraid this was coming. "Destry, you seem like a really good guy," I started. "You really aren't my type. I'm pretty busy, and I'm not looking for a date."
"Oh, okay." He seemed to take it well, but I didn't like shooting people down like that and felt guilty.
"Okay, see you around." I got in my car and he waited to close my door. He leaned down.
"If you don't mind my asking, what is your type, Simone?"
"I'm sorry, Destry, but I just don't date white boys."
"Why not?" he asked.
"It's complicated," I said. "Trust me, I have my reasons. If I did, you would be right up there. I'm not saying 'never,' I just have this rule."
"Have dinner with me and explain it to me," he said.
I laughed. "You're persistent, I'll give you that."
"So you will?"
"Call me Friday, and we'll see what I have on tap, okay?"
He gave me his phone and I punched in my number. I was a little annoyed with myself for giving in, but he was hot and seemed like a genuinely good guy. If anyone would make me break my rule, it would be him.
I got involved in work and had forgotten all about Friday, when a text from a number I didn't recognize popped up on my phone. It was Destry, and the text said he would call in five minutes if I was free. I had been shutting down for the day, so I texted back, "KK."
He called and we arranged to meet. It was good Greek food, and I made reservations. Destry was already there when I arrived, and we were seated quickly.
We chit-chatted and looked over the menu. He got us a bottle of a nice Pinot Noir, and we had antipasto skewers as an appetizer. It was delicious, and he kept up a running commentary. His fluid gift for gab set me at ease, and we just had a nice conversation.
"Tell me about fashion," he said.
I had to laugh. "Do you want the short or the long version?"
"Let's start with the short," he said. "If I'm still awake, we'll go for the long." The twinkle in his eyes gave him away. He really did have nice eyes.
I got my phone out and showed him pictures of some of my designs. He seemed impressed.
"My niece's birthday is next month," he told me.
"How old is she?" I asked.
"She'll be ten," he said. "Do you think you have something she might like?"
"I have no idea," I said. "Is she a girly girl? How big is she? Does she carry bags?"
He laughed. "No, she's a total tomboy. I've never seen her in a dress, and the only bag I've ever seen her carry is a backpack. She takes one of those everywhere she goes. She's tall for a ten-year-old." He held his hand up to give me an idea.
"What's her name?" I asked.
"Célia," he said. "I really love her, Simone. She's a total sweetheart and I spend all the time I can with her and my sister and brother-in-law."
"I could make her a custom backpack," I suggested.
"Would you? That would be perfect!" He seemed excited.
"I would."
"Umm, I should mention that she's sort of a "function over form" kind of girl."
I laughed. "We can do both. I don't design uncomfortable or impractical shit."
I told him about my family, he told me about the rodeo tour and by the time we finished eating I think we made a favorable impression on each other. I know he did on me. After dinner I found myself being walked back to my car again. I had the Mercedes, this time.
He opened my door and I gave him a kiss on the cheek. "Thanks for dinner, Destry. I had a nice time."
He gave me that boyish grin. "Yeah, me too. Uh-oh, hey, Simone, you never did explain that rule to me. I'm still around tomorrow. I'm in the finals. Come and watch me and then we'll go out and you can explain after."
Dude had game, I had to give him that. "Destry, I have never been to a rodeo and I have never had any intention of going to one," I said.
"Hey, you should experience it once, then."
"I would have no idea how to behave, and I'm sorry, but I don't have any cowboy boots or a hat."
He laughed. "Do you have any jeans and a Western shirt?"
"I could prolly scrounge something up."
"Okay! So you'll come?"
I sighed. "Yes, Destry, but I'm going to feel completely out of place. A black girl at a rodeo!"
He chuckled. "Actually, one of my good friends is a black cowboy, and his girl will be there. I'll introduce you and you two can sit together, okay?"
I was trapped. "Okay, Destry, but if I hate her or she says 'Ye-haw' one time, you're going to lose my number, got it?"
"No 'ye-haws'," he pretended to make a note. "I'll send the tickets to your phone and you'll have good seats," he promised.
He hugged me, gave me a kiss on the lips, blushed and stepped back. "Just so you know, Simone, you're the most beautiful woman I've ever met," he said.
I blushed. Yes, I can blush. "Thanks, Destry. Night."
He watched until I backed out and drove away. Fuck, I thought. Now what have you gotten yourself into, Simone? A damn rodeo. There would be shit-kickers and country music everywhere.
*****
I did have jeans, strategically placed rips in them, but Western shirts? Not this girl. I did have a lace-up top with a bare back in black-and-white cow pattern and I thought I looked pretty hot in it. Some strappy sandals made the fit, and that was as good as it was going to be.
I got there 30 minutes early, but there was already a hella crowd of people. I had to park half a mile away, it seemed, but I never minded walking. I showed the gate my phone tickets and they sent an escort with me. Evidently, Destry had some pull. My phone vibrated and I had a text from him.
"You here? If not, when you get here, meet me in front of the "C" section."
That was where my ticket was, so I just went with my escort. I almost snorted every time I looked at him. He had on a giant hat that made his head look tiny, the biggest belt-buckle I'd ever seen and the obligatory tobacco ring. Jesus, could anyone be any more stereotypical? He was polite, though, so I tried not to stare. He did stare when he thought I wasn't looking. I was used to it.
When we got to the "C" section, I saw Destry. I couldn't help myself; I had to laugh and I couldn't stop giggling. He had the costume. He saw me laughing my little ass off and burst out laughing. He grabbed me, hugged me and swung me around in a circle, barely missing the guy with him with my feet.
"Hey, beautiful. Yes, don't start. I know how I look." He set me down and introduced me to his friend. "Simone, this is Patton James. He's one of my best friends on the tour, and this is his fiancée, Reyes Luna. Guys, this is the girl I was telling you about, Simone Landry."
I shook Patton's hand. He was a wiry little guy, and I towered over him like a tree. He had some kind of grip, though. Reyes grabbed me and pulled me into a hug before I could move. She was even smaller than Patton, and she was a gorgeous little black/Latina, full bodied and with a mane of auburn-tinted black hair.
"We are so happy to meet you, Simone," she said in a delightful accent. "Patton and I love Destry very much and we are going to love you, as well. Come, we will get something to drink and leave the silly men to play cowboy."
I had to laugh, and the guys grinned ruefully. "We gotta go," Destry said. "We'll come back after our events." He kissed my cheek and Patton gave Reyes a scorcher of a kiss.
Reyes was absolutely charming, and she dragged me down to the vendor and we got beer and a pretzel to share. She never let go of me, holding my hand or arm constantly, and she snuggled up against me while we ate our pretzel. She said they were going to love me, but she was impossible not to love. She chattered away in that beautiful little accent and I felt like I had known her all my life in 30 minutes.
They started with calf-roping, and neither of us had the slightest interest in it. I was a little horrified at the way they threw the poor things around. Barrel riding was next, and Reyes told me she was a barrel racer, but never wanted to be on the tour. It was pretty interesting, and those horses and riders were athletes!
They had a section of bull-riding, and Patton was one of the riders. I decided right away that those guys were crazy as fuck. No amount of money could have induced me to get anywhere close to one of those beasts, much less on their backs! Patton rode his for the eight seconds, and made a good score that Reyes told me would probably get him into the final.
It looked like the dismount was painful as hell, but he jumped up and ran to the fence.
"Reyes, how much will he make if he wins?" I asked.
"I think $10,000 for this rodeo," she said. "The most was for winning a tournament, and he got a $35,000 prize."
Well, that wasn't bad, for sure, but damn...
"Will Destry get paid like that?" I asked.
"I am uncertain," she said. "He is very good, but Destry does not stay with the tour all year."
That was news to me. "What else does he do?" I asked.
"Oh, he has a grain and seed business near Winnipeg," she explained. "How do you not know this, Simone?"
"Umm, I just met him," I said. "This is our second time together."
"Ah, well, you have made a big impression on him." She giggled. "He has spoken of little else since we have been here."
Well, that was embarrassing. She caught my blush and hugged my arm even tighter. "I hope I am not talking too much," she said, "but we love Destry and I hope you come to love him. He is a very good man, and you would be perfect for him. Look at you! You are so beautiful and tall. You could be a model."
I had to laugh. I couldn't help it. "I used to be one," I told her. "I quit and now I design and market the stuff models wear."
"See!" she exclaimed. "Reyes knows. Why did you quit? You are so glamorous and I think you would look very good on a runway."
"Well, I never really liked it," I said. "I just did modeling to pay my way through college. As soon as I started my career, I quit modeling."
Just then Destry and another man came riding out on horses. Reyes explained that the other man was a "hazer," and they helped the steer wrestlers. They backed their horses into separate areas and once they settled in, I saw Destry nod. The man operating the gate pulled a rope and the horses lunged forward as what looked like an impossibly large cow with huge horns bolted out of the gate.
In what seemed a flash, the horses caught the cow and Destry launched himself in a dive onto the steer's back. I shot to my feet, horrified and expecting to see him break his neck, but the horse kept running and when I saw Destry through the dust, his feet were ahead, digging into the dirt of the arena, and he had his arms around those horns, twisting the cow's head and bring it to a stop as it flopped over onto its side.
Destry rose to his feet, collected his hat and dusted himself off. I heard the time: 3.96 seconds.
"Is that good?" I asked Reyes.
"Yes, I have seen him close to three seconds flat. It depends on the steer and so many other things. Destry is very good and he has a good horse," she said.
It turned out to be good enough for second place. Patton got bucked off once, but rode his final bull and finished third. Reyes seemed thrilled with that, and gave me a big hug as she squealed when his name was announced.
I had a better time than I ever dreamed I would, mostly due, I was sure, to my awesome rodeo partner, Reyes. Destry came and sat with us for a bit. The bull-riding final was the last event, so it was all over before Patton joined us.
They were staying at the same hotel as Destry, and Reyes and I went to the bar while the guys cleaned up and dressed. We went out to a nice seafood place I knew, and parted ways after dinner. I got a kiss from Reyes and a hug from Patton. They were going back to the hotel, and Destry and I went to a club.
The cowboy costume was gone and he cleaned up casual, but nice. He surprised me on the dance floor.
"Dude, you got moves," I said, as he pulled me in.
"Hah, we both know that you are in a whole different class out here," he said. "You are a spectacular dancer, Simone. You make me look good."
"You are good, for a big guy," I said.
We were dancing slow and closely, and my hands on him could feel those huge arms and the fitness he had. This was a hella hot white boy. That curly mop of dark hair, big brown eyes, a little more facial hair than I was used to, but seriously attractive.



"Simone..." he seemed hesitant. "I really, really like you. I told you you're the most gorgeous woman I have ever met, and I wasn't lying, but you're funny, smart and anyone who can impress Reyes like you did... I know you said you don't date white boys, but do you think I might be an exception?"
"How do you expect this to work, Destry?" I asked. "Jesus, you live in fucking Canada."
He laughed. "Yeah, I know. It's fall, and grain harvest will be starting soon. I'll go off the tour, and I can almost promise that I could fly here twice a month for a while. What's your schedule like? I know so little about you, but I love everything I know."
"I have business meetings, but I can design anywhere I have my computer, paper and pencils," I said.
"I like you, Destry. I didn't think I would. I'm being honest with you, here. You're everything I'm not, and I can't imagine why I like you, but I do. You're kinda fire, yourself."
I looked up into his face and he kissed me. It caught me a bit by surprise and I know he felt me stiffen in his arms. He pulled away and I could feel some hesitancy, then I pulled him back down and lit him up right there.
The song ended and we reluctantly parted. He led me back to our booth, holding my hand and it felt tiny in that big paw. I slid in and was a little disappointed when he sat across from me.
I figured it out that he wanted to talk when he took both my hands in his and leaned forward. "What are you thinking?" he asked. "Do I have a shot?"
I was conflicted, by a number of things, but what the hell? He was the first guy since Reuben who had really got inside my shell. "When do you think you could come back?" I asked.
"I have one more rodeo," he said. "If you'll let me, I'll be back in 10 days. Will you come to me?"
I nodded. "I'll come to Winnipeg the weekend after you come here."
"Oh, my God! Fuck yes! Sorry, Simone. That just came out."
I laughed. "I curse a lot, Destry. You better get used to it"
"Yeah, I can see that." He chuckled. "You're a new experience for me in just about every way possible, Simone. I like it. Be gentle with me, okay? I'm very likely to flounder a little."
Damn, this guy was smooth. And funny. He gave me a hot good-night kiss at the hotel and I drove home, my thoughts sort of jittery. I was feeling really nice, and it was because of Destry.
*****
He called, texted, sent me memes on Snapchat, every day. I got flowers once, and candy on another day. He was putting on the full-court press! It was very romantic and sweet. I was making Célia a backpack. I wanted this to be special.
I took a look at some good hiking backpacks, got some inspiration and started putting it together. The fabric was a grey canvas, in a diamond pattern, so it would be tough. I used brown leather for the trim and closures. The closures were magnetic, and I put nice side flap pockets, a padded tablet pocket and gave the straps nice padding in a green and red web. It was fire, and my owner was impressed and wanted to market the design. I persuaded him to wait, because I wanted her to have the only one for a while, then know that they were going to be a line called the "Célia Backpack" line.
I got it put together and gave it to Destry when he came. He was impressed.
"Wow, Simone! You are good. I am so touched by the amount of work you put into this. Célia is going to love it. I can't wait for you to meet her. I know you're going to love her. When you come up, would you want to stay with my sister? That way you can get to know them, and especially Célia."
I was not at all comfortable with that idea. "Noo, Destry. I'm not doing that. I'll just stay in a hotel. I don't want to impose on your family and it would be very awkward for me."
He said he understood, but there were some issues. "Like what?" I asked.
"Well, I don't exactly live IN Winnipeg," he said. "My place is about 40 kilometers outside the metro area. I mean, we can make it work, but one of us would have to drive every day. My sister lives four kilometers from me. She has plenty of room, and I want them to get to know you."
"Destry, you're moving into me meeting your family. I'm not sure I'm ready for that. I mean, I've known you for less than a month. What if I decide I hate you?"
He threw back his head and laughed. "Well, you may when you find out all my secrets."
"You have secrets?"
"Not really," he said. "Well, aside from being a spy and having a dungeon in my basement."
"Ooh, kinky," I said. "Are you planning to tie me up and spank me?"
"I think you might need a spanking." I could tell he loved that idea.
We had a great time and he spent three days with me taking him around the city. I took him to work with me on Friday, and introduced him around. My girlfriends were obnoxious and I was going to remember that. We had dinner with Jack and Linda on Saturday, went dancing, and he flew out on Sunday.
I was very nervous the next Thursday afternoon sitting in the airport, and I could feel some butterflies. I had never been to Canada, felt nervous about Destry, meeting his family and had no idea what to expect. I figured there wouldn't be much difference, but who knew?
Winnipeg was bigger than I thought it would be. I could see that from the air, but I had been to plenty of big cities. Destry was waiting for me at the gate, grabbed me, gave me a big hug and a kiss, and as I snuggled into his hug, glancing over his shoulder, I noticed he had a little shadow with him. It was Célia, and she was a gorgeous little thing. Her hair was long, straight and as black as a raven's wing. She was tall for her age, slender and graceful, with none of the awkwardness many girls that age have. I could tell she was going to break hearts when she was older. She had a dark complexion and her eyes were blue and a complete contrast to what you would expect. She was a stunningly beautiful little girl.
She was very shy, and Destry had to pull her around in front of him to introduce us. "Baby, this is Simone," he said. "I hope you two are going to be really good friends. Simone, this is Célia."
"Hi, Honey, I hope you'll want to be good friends, too. You are so beautiful! Do you think I could hug you?"
She nodded, and said, "Hi, Simone." Her voice was husky and low-pitched for her age, just having that little bit of velvet in it that made you think she would be doing voice-acting when she was older. She stepped toward me and I hugged her.
She started off as stiff as a steel pole, but I pulled her in and gave her a little tickle. She giggled and melted against me.
"Now that was a good hug," I told her. "Simone doesn't go for these awkward side-hug things."
She looked up at me with those shocking blue eyes and she was smiling. "I'll remember," she said. "You're even more beautiful than Uncle Des said you were."
"Aww, well, that's very sweet of you," I said. "He better up his description game!"
She giggled again and I kept her wrapped with one arm around her shoulders, bumping our hips as we walked, with my other arm around Destry's waist. We collected my bag and loaded Destry with my carryon and my suitcase. Luckily, my suitcase was the rolling kind. I've never packed lightly.
We rode a tram, then walked out to his car, the Jeep he had mentioned, and I kept getting acquainted with Célia. I found out she was in the fifth grade, played oboe, she spoke French and English and she was a horse nut.
"I'll take you riding when we get home." She was very excited about that. I was much less so.
"Umm, Célia, I hate to make a bad impression here, now that we're getting along so well, but I've never ridden a horse. The closest I've ever been to one is when I went to your uncle's rodeo the other day. I'm kinda afraid of them."
She put her arm around me and squeezed me. "Why are you afraid of them?" she asked.
"Well, they're hella big, for one thing," I said. "They look like they could crush me and not even notice if they wanted."
She laughed. "Yes, I guess they could, but the ones that are trained right won't ever want to. Mine love me, Simone, and they would never want to hurt anyone. They're like big dogs."
"Well, I'm kinda afraid of dogs, too," I said.
"Oh, my God, Simone. I'm going to teach you so much," she gushed. "Uncle Des has like 10 horses and three dogs. I have a dog, too, and you're going to love her."
I was highly dubious about all of this, and Destry was watching me. I could tell he was hardly containing his laughter.
"What? You're enjoying this, aren't you?" I accused.
He could hardly get it out, interposed with laughing. "Simone is a city girl, Baby. Yeah, I am enjoying seeing Miss Cool and Sophisticated outside her element. Now you know how I feel with you in your fashion kingdom."
I had to chuckle. "Don't play country hick with me," I chided him. "I saw Winnipeg when we flew in."
"This is like the third time I've been here," Célia said. "We don't come very often. There's a little town a few kilometers from us and we mostly go there. Do you live in a big city, Simone?"
"No, Honey, not really," I said. "Maybe 40,000, but I do a lot of shows in cities all around the US. New York City, Chicago, Los Angeles, lots of places."
"Wow, so you're kind of a big deal?"
I laughed. "I wouldn't say that, but people are starting to know me and I hope to be a big deal someday."
It was a long drive out of the city, and we stopped to eat on the way. Célia chattered away, and she was completely charming. Destry watched her indulgently with a faint smile. I could tell he really loved her, and I found that incredibly attractive. She obviously worshipped "Uncle Des," and that was also quite a testament to his character.
"What you got planned for me this weekend?" I asked him.
"Well, if Célia can spare you every now and again..."
"Hey," she interrupted. "I know she's your girlfriend and she's here to see you."
He laughed. "I was just teasing you, Baby. I'll show you around my place, Simone. That will take a bit, I thought I'd take you down to my business, and then out to eat. Sunday, there's a craft fair in town, and they're having a harvest festival, and I thought we'd take that in, then there's a concert and dance. Sorry, we don't have quite the nightlife that bigger places do."
"Do I seem like the kind of girl who needs to be entertained 24/7?" I asked. "It's good to slow down, just chill. I'm not a huge party animal, Destry. You're going to find out that I'm a bit of an introvert. I go out maybe every two weeks, spend time with my friends, and I have a pretty small circle."
"I didn't know," he said. "You seem like you're very social and friendly."
"I like staying home most of the time, too," Célia piped in.
I patted her hand, and she held mine for a minute. "I can do social," I told them. "That doesn't mean I like it all the time. It's exhausting."
"I know what you mean," he said. "You feel like you have to be all bright and witty, put on an act for everyone, wear that mask, be the star of the show."
"Exactly," I said. "We all do that, and it wears me out. I just wanna go home, put on my pajamas and relax, listen to some music, read."
"I think I'm going to love you," Célia said. "You're just like me."
I had to give her a hug. "Well, I already love you." She wiggled and hugged me back.
We drove the rest of the way, and the scenery was quite monotonous. I recognized the wheat and cornfields stretching out endlessly, and there were a couple of things I didn't recognize. I wasn't interested enough to ask about them, so I mostly talked to Destry and Célia.
I found out that Célia's father was some sort of government functionary, dealing with trade, mostly grain, and that her mother was a nurse. The countryside became rougher and as the roads became smaller, I caught sight of a large body of water. "Is that a lake?" I asked.
"Yes, that's Lake Winnipeg," Célia said. "Uncle Des has a boat, and sometimes he takes me sailing."
I arched one eyebrow at him. "Impressive, Destry: the cowboy sailor."
He laughed. "I have to confess to liking the 'sailor' part more than the cowboy," he said. "I've been sailing since I was a kid. My parents got me a little boat when I was 12, and I've been doing it ever since."
"I don't think I ever asked you about your parents," I said.
He looked a little sad. "They're gone, Simone. Dad had heart issues, and passed just after Célia was born. Mom had a stroke and didn't make it about a year later."
"Yeah, I kinda remember Grandma a little," Célia said. "Are your parents around, Simone?"
"Very much," I said. "My father is a surgeon and Mom is a hot-shot attorney. They're both semi-retired and I see a lot of them. Dad works like two days a week at a veteran's hospital, and Mom is still a partner at her law firm, but she rarely does much work, these days. Next time you come down I'll introduce you, Destry."
"Do you have any siblings?" he asked.
"Nope, just me," I said. "I think my parents decided I was too much to handle, and two of me would be a nightmare."
They both laughed. "More like they thought you were perfect and anything else would be a letdown," he said.
I snorted. We pulled into a long, paved driveway that wound between trees and a large stone house became visible between the trees. "That's my house," Célia said. She was excited. "I can't wait to show you my room. You're staying in the guest room. It's really nice and it has its own bathroom and everything."
Ah, to be ten again. Destry's sister met us at the door. She was a grownup version of Célia, tall, slender and graceful, with that same hair, but dark eyes. Célia was pulling me along by the hand. "Mom, this is Simone," she said breathlessly. "Isn't she beautiful?"
"She certainly is," "Mom" replied. "Hello, Simone, I'm Chelsea, and we're very glad to have you. Destry can't stop talking about you, and I see why."
She extended an elegant hand and I took it, pulling her into a hug. "Thanks, Chelsea. I'm glad you didn't believe anything he said. I'm finding out he's a huge liar."
She laughed, and the atmosphere lost its tension. "God, I'm glad you see through him," she said. "I was afraid he'd pulled the wool over your eyes. He's been a nuisance and a pest all his life."
"Nuh-uh," Célia objected. "I LOVE Uncle Des, and you're just like he said, Simone."
Destry chuckled. "Thanks, Baby Girl. At least somebody around here sticks up for me."
It was a great weekend, Célia did manage to get me on a horse, and it wasn't as awful as I'd feared. The one she gave me was so fat and gentle, it was like riding a recliner. The dogs were huge wrinkly terrifying beasts, but they were big teddy bears.
I spent plenty of time with Destry, and we were developing a nice friendship, as well as being very attracted to each other. By the time I got on the plane to go home, I felt like he and his family had enveloped me in this warm cocoon and I loved them all.
Two weeks later, Destry was back. We met Dad and Mom for dinner, and I took him back to my place. I had a condo on the 10th floor, and he was impressed. "Wow, Simone, you have a nice place," he said as he stood in front of the south window, looking out over the lights of the city. "Your mom and dad are pretty special, aren't they?"
"I think so. I'm glad you liked them," I said. It was nearly 11 PM, and he mentioned he needed to check into his hotel soon.
"Umm, I didn't get you a room," I mentioned.
He turned sharply to look at me. "Oh... well I better go quick, then."
"I was kinda hoping you would stay here," I said.
He sort of did a double-take and it made me laugh. "Have you not thought about it at all?" I asked.
"God... I mean... yes. Hell yes, Simone. Jesus, I've thought about little else since the first time I saw you. I didn't... I mean... I don't know what the hell I mean. I think you're someone very, very special, Simone, and I didn't want to push you and scare you off."
"You won't scare me off," I said. "I'm a healthy girl, Destry. I like to fuck. I only fuck people I love or think I have a chance of loving."
"You mean... oh, my God, Simone! Yes, I'll stay here!"
I did my best runway walk over to him, pushed against him until he was backed up against the window and gave him the hottest kiss I had in me. He wrapped me up in those huge arms and I felt little and safe. I liked that feeling. I got enough distance between us to begin unbuttoning his shirt, and he helped me by pulling the tail out of his pants.
He was fit! His pecs were nearly as big as my tiddies, and he flexed them for me, making them dance under my fingers as I ran my hands over his chest. I giggled. "You gotta teach me that trick," I murmured against his skin, running my lips over him, flicking his nipples with my tongue. He had huge traps, as well, and I realized that this man was fucking hot, if I hadn't known it before. He had definition everywhere, abs that were eye-popping and I let his shirt fall to the floor. He was smooth. I liked smooth.
He reached for my blouse buttons. "Can I?"
"You can do anything," I told him.
He unbuttoned me and just left my blouse hanging open. He kissed me and wrapped me in his arms, stroking my hair, tangling his fingers in it. "I love your hair," he murmured against my ear. "I wanted to touch it the first time I saw you."
I giggled. "Yeah, I get that a lot. It's kinda my signature. Strangers come up and ask me if they can touch it. I'm like, ew. I like you touching it, playing with it."
My hair is very long: down past my butt when I wear it straight. Most of the time it's just a wild mop, curls everywhere, and I take good care of it.
He spread my blouse, still with me pressing against him, my tiddies pressing into him, nipples hardening against his chest. He reached for the button on my slacks and I watched as he opened them, sliding them over the curve of my hips until they fell to the floor, leaving me in my panties and my open blouse.
He took a step back, easing my top over my shoulders where it joined my pants. He reached out, his hand resting on the side of my neck and his thumb caressing my cheek. I could feel his eyes devouring me, and it was a little embarrassing.
"God, Simone," he breathed, "I knew, but I didn't. You're... a goddess."
I nuzzled my cheek into his hand. He was melting me.
"Do a spin for me."
"What? Noo, I'm not doing that," I protested, the heat of a flush stealing over my face.
"Please?" He took my hand, pulling it up over my head, inviting me to twirl. I felt unaccountably shy, but I did it, slowly turning in front of him. I heard his gasped intake of breath before he moved in behind me, sliding his arms around me to cup my breasts, his thumbs rubbing over my nipples. I shuddered and pushed back into him, feeling him erect against my ass. It felt like he was throbbing, and I knew I was.
He took my nipple bars, twisting them back and forth a little, making me let out a little involuntary moan. "I love them," he said.
I was relieved. Some men don't. I viewed them, and my navel piercing, as expressions of my identity, but some don't. I was glad he approved.
I turned in his arms, unbuckled his belt, unhooked his pants and slid his zipper down. As his pants fell, I burst out laughing. He looked shocked, and a little insulted, then gave me a rueful grin. He had on boxer briefs with the Rolling Stones "tongue" logo from "Sticky Fingers" all over them.
"Oh my God, Dude," I gasped.
"You don't like them?" he asked.
"I love them. It's so... you," I said. "Tell me you have the whole collection."
"Oh, yeah," he said. "My lover is a Stones fan?"
"Who isn't?" I said. I threw myself on him, pushing him over and onto the bed, locking my lips to his.
The kiss went on forever, and I needed more. I nibbled my way down his neck to his broad chest, paying special attention to his nipples. Most people don't think of a man's nipples as being an erogenous zone, but that had never been my experience. He seemed to agree as they hardened under my assault.



I loved that he didn't have a lot of body hair. Smooth is beautiful, to me. I continued my way down to what I really wanted, hiding inside those cute briefs, straining for freedom.
I tugged at the waistband, easing it down, and there it was. It was awesome and beautiful. Destry was big all over, not a freak with a porn-star dick, but I didn't want one of those. That was just weird. I'm not a dick expert by any means, but this one was perfect. It was maybe slightly above average length, from what I'd heard, but it was hella fat. I liked fat.
I tugged insistently, and he helped me, raising his hips and pushing down on the sides. They were like some kind of stretchy silk, and they slid off easily. I had not been imagining the pulsing of his cock. It throbbed with the beat of his heart. He was circumcised, and I'd never had one of those. I took it in my hands and he flinched. He was smooth there, too, and I loved it.
"Easy there, big guy," I cooed. I looked up at him and licked my lips. "I think he likes me," I said.
He groaned as I used my tongue and gave that purplish head a bath. I slid him inside, using all the pressure I could get with my lips, and he moaned. "Oh my God, Simone!"
I went to work. I loved the look on his face, and I kept my eyes on him as the emotions and sensations played over his features. There is nothing quite like knowing you have the power to bring that much pleasure to your man, and I was going to be doing this a lot.
I took him as deep as I could without gagging, and my lips stretched deliciously around that fatness. I held him deep, using all the suction I could muster, while lashing the head with my tongue, trying to wrap it around him like a python, running it around just under that sensitive rim, tickling his glans.
He thrust up toward me, and I slid back, then down again, letting my tongue work. I was determined to give him everything I had, everything I had learned or heard about. This was my man, and I was going to make sure he didn't forget.
I took his balls in my hand, caressing the heaviness, taking my mouth off his cock for a minute so I could suck them in, give them a bath with my tongue, before going back for that beautiful cock.
His breathing got heavy and I could feel his balls draw up a bit as a shudder went through his body.
"God, Simone... I'm... I'm going to come."
I appreciated the warning, but this girl swallowed. I eased back on the depth so that he was where I could work the head with everything I had, using one hand on the part of his cock that wasn't in my mouth and massaging his balls gently with the other, tickling that sensitive spot just below with one finger.
He went tense, and I could feel the pulsing as he came, warm cum jetting into my mouth, his prolonged groan sweet music in my ears, the ecstasy on his face driving me insane with arousal. He was tense, like a rubber band, stretched and quivering, and I felt his ejaculation slow as his body relaxed. I kept sucking, laving him with my tongue, and his hands were on my head, pulling gently at me.
"Too much," he moaned.
I kept after him until he laughed and pulled me up. "You are a devil," he said. He pulled my lips to his.
"Noo, let me brush," I complained.
"No way I'm letting you out of this bed," he said, cutting off my objections with a long deep kiss. We connected like that for a minute, then he rolled, taking me with him until he was on top, his large body swallowing my smaller one.
He broke the kiss and grinned at me. "Your turn," he said.
I was as horny as I had ever been in my life and I wanted my turn. My turn was spectacular. My breasts had never been so loved, he spent what seemed like hours loving every inch of my body and by the time I felt his lips and tongue on my pussy, I was on fire.
The man was a pro. I had never had my pussy eaten like that, even with the few girls I had sampled. I had a brief flash to wonder how he got that good, but then he sucked in my clit, lashing it with his tongue, his fingers pulling back my hood and exposing it to that magic tongue. I came like a bomb. It was so exquisite and lasted so long I was gasping for breath, every muscle in my body going limp and my clit rapidly becoming over-sensitized. Just as I couldn't stand any more, he moved.
One finger entered me. Damn he had fat fingers. It felt like a cock. He worked me with that finger, his lips and tongue busy on my labia, and it was like a shock. I was building again, and when he added a second finger, I went off again. I was just coming off that high when he attacked my clit again, curling up one of those fingers to massage my g-spot. I immediately orgasmed again, gasping for air, my body convulsing.
"Des, please... Des, I gotta... rest."
He didn't stop. I was so sensitive and so on edge that I exploded again, this one so strong that I began to lose my mind.
"Des, Des, bae, I can't... please!"
I grabbed his mop of curls, pulling on him, desperately rolling my hips to escape that tormenting tongue and fingers.
He allowed me to pull him up, lying on top of me as I gasped for air, kissing me over and over as I momentarily gained enough oxygen. I could taste myself on his lips, his beard and mustache. We tasted good, I thought.
I was just beginning to recover and I felt the pressure of a hard cock on my pussy. "Wait, wait!" I squealed. "I'm not ready. Wait, Des."
I pushed at him with my hands and he laughed. "Chicken," he taunted me. Now I was being challenged.
"I wanna be top," I said.
He slid his arms under me, rolled effortlessly, and I was on top. His cock was like a steel bar again, trapped between us. I got to my knees, rising until he was in position and slowly sank, impaling myself on that wonderful cock.
It felt huge. "God, Des, you're big and it's been a long fucking time. Let me get used to it, okay?"
He nodded. "I'm not going anywhere."
It was uncomfortable as hell, at first. I wasn't lying about it being a while. I had toys and a vivid imagination, but I never used anything that size. It seemed like it took me 10 minutes to get him fully inside, and another five to stretch enough until I was comfortable riding him. His hands were on my tiddies and he was feeling so good up in me.
Once I got going, I knew I was going to come quickly. I wasn't wrong, and once I recovered from that, I spun around. "You may be a cowboy, but I'm going to give you a ride," I told him.
His hands were full of my ass, and I gave him the ride I promised. I came again, and I was getting frustrated and tired. Why hadn't he come? I think he sensed it and he pushed me forward, mounting me from behind as I was prone beneath him.
"God, Des, more? It's so deep, I don't think... oh, oh my God, I'm going to come some more!" My voice was getting hoarse and it just went on and on, my orgasms stringing together like firecrackers until with a shout I felt him going off inside my poor abused pussy. That set me off again, and I was sobbing out my pleasure as he collapsed over me.
He held me tightly, rolling with me, his cock still inside me, making me the little spoon. I felt small, vulnerable, yet somehow safe in those massive arms. He nuzzled into my hair, kissing me behind my ear.
"You have the cutest little ears," he said.
I giggled and smoothed back my hair, giving him access. "They're kind of pointed, like elf ears," he said. "I think you're one of those fantasy dark elves. Everything about you is adorable, Simone. And you are the fuck of the century."
I moaned softly. "You wore me out, Des. Ion wanna talk anymore. I need sleep. Just hold me, right here, don't let me go."
"I won't," he promised, and I drifted off to dreamland.
He stayed three days, and I had never had sex that many times in three days in my life. My pussy was sore as fuck by the time he had to leave.
I kissed him goodbye at the airport. I was flying up to his place the next week, and I was needing the rest. We never slowed down. I stayed at his place for the first time, and I had never been so satisfied.
*****
In six months, I found myself spending more and more time in Canada, with Destry. I still had to fly back for meetings and shows, but my condo wasn't getting much use. I will say that I thought I had a good sex life with Reuben, but with Destry, it was incandescent. The man hardly let me work.
I came out one morning and he had breakfast going. I snuggled up against his back as he was turning an omelet and he rumbled like a tiger, a sort of purr, but extremely masculine. I stayed there and as soon as he had it on a plate he turned around and pulled me up against him, both hands full of my ass.
"Morning, Gorgeous," he said, then kissed me before I could respond. When he had me breathless, he squeezed. "Simone, has anyone told you that you have the most fantastic ass on the planet?"
I laughed. "No, but you can tell me that any time you want."
"I love seeing you walk across the room in just your panties," he said. "Take off your t-shirt. I want you to just wear panties today, all day."
"What? Noo, I'm not doing that. It would be embarrassing knowing you were watching me all day. Besides, Chelsea is bringing Célia over after lunch."
He pouted, then grabbed my t-shirt and tried to get it over my head. I was laughing and struggling to keep it on when he changed tactics and fastened onto one nipple with his lips. His lips and tongue on me, pulling on that nub and twisting my bar made me weak and he got my shirt off. He squeezed me up and said, "Your omelet is going to get cold."
I smacked his shoulder. "Whose fault is that! I'm putting my shirt back on."
He snatched it up off the floor and threw it into his living room, grabbed my plate in one hand and guiding me to the table with his arm around my waist, he put me in a chair. The omelet was so good that I forgot about my shirt. I was starving.
I forgot about it until he pulled his chair close to mine, put his arm around my back and cupped the tiddie on the other side, giving it a squeeze. I had to admit it felt kinda daring and sexy to be eating breakfast with my tiddies out.
He followed me around all morning, keeping me constantly horny until about 11, he dragged me off to the bedroom and drove me nuts, making love to me for close to 45 minutes. I didn't want to move, afterward, but Célia was coming, so I showered, ran him out of his bedroom and made the bed.
We had sandwiches for lunch and I heard Chelsea's car. She came in and Célia threw herself on Destry, then me, hugging us the way she always did.
"Destry, I need to talk to you." Chelsea looked serious. "You too, Simone."
Célia went out to say hi to the dogs and horses, and Chelsea sat down on the sofa. I sat with her and Destry sat in his recliner. "What's up, Sis?" he asked.
"Des, Rick is being asked to go to Russia," she said.
"Really? Why?" he asked.
"We sell them more grain than you can imagine," she said. "The provincial government wants him to liaison over there. That's why I need to talk to you. He could turn it down, but that's a career killer. That's also why I need to talk to you, Simone."
"What does it have to do with me?" I asked.
"I need to ask you something." She was struggling to get it out, and I pulled her over and kept my arm around her.
"Chelsea, just spit it out," I said.
"Okay, I feel really bad, and I don't even know how to ask. You can tell me it's none of my business or whatever, but I have a huge decision to make and part of that process involves you and Des."
"I don't understand," he said.
"The posting is for 18 months, at least," she said. "I can't be apart from him for 18 months. I would need to go with him, and I don't want Célia over there. He agrees. She has her life here, school, her friends, you two and she doesn't want to go."
I began to see where this was going. "The only way I can leave her is with you, Des, and I can only do that if Simone is going to be with you and be here as much as she has been lately. I know I don't have any right to ask you, Simone, but my baby is going to need someone who can be a mother to her while I'm gone. I know she loves you so much, Simone. I kind of need to know what your plans are."
Well, shit. I didn't have any plans. I looked helplessly at Destry. He cleared his throat. "Umm, well, how soon are you going, if you go?"
"In 45 days," she said.
"Chelsea, we haven't really had any discussions like that," I told her.
She sighed. "I was afraid of that. Now I made it all awkward." Tears filled her eyes and she began to sob. God, she was breaking my heart. I pulled her over and wrapped her up. Destry came and sat on the other side of her and we made a Chelsea sandwich.
"It's okay, Baby-doll," I said. "I understand. God, if she was mine that would be soo hard. I feel really honored that you trust me like that."
"I do, Simone. She loves you, and so do I. Rick is so in awe of you he can hardly speak around you." She laughed through her tears. "I think Des loves you, too."
She buried her head in his chest. "Say something, dummy," she croaked.
He opened his mouth and made a croaking sound like a bullfrog. That cracked me up, and my laughing set Chelsea off. We laughed until I was crying, too, and it was infectious, making him join us. The tension broke and we cuddled together.
"I do love Simone," he finally got the power of speech back. "I know she really, really likes me, but we need to talk, Chelsea. You have to give us some time here, okay?"
"I know," she said. "I will, but I couldn't put off asking. I need to know what options I have, and I don't like any of them. I don't want to ask Rick not to go, I don't want him to go without me, I don't want to leave Célia, but I don't want to take her. The only way I can see any of my choices being okay is if she could stay here and you two would take care of her."
"Well, we aren't going to make any rash decisions," I said. "I don't like being pushed like this, Chelsea."
She made a little wailing sound of dismay, and I had to move quickly to reassure her. "No, Honey, I know why you did this; I understand, believe me, but you gotta understand me, too."
"I do, I promise. I'm so sorry I made it weird, but... she's my baby, Simone. Rick... I'm not sure our marriage could take..."
Destry hugged her tightly. "It's okay, Sis. Just be patient and hopeful, okay?"
It took us a while to get her calmed down, and she finally felt composed enough to drive home.
Célia came in and I played a video game with her. She was staying for dinner, and Destry took us out. There was a pretty good restaurant in the little town nearby, and we had a blast.
I asked her if what she thought about staying with us while her parents were overseas, and she got a little tearful. She was brave, though.
"I love Uncle Des, and I love you, too, Simone. I would love staying with you guys if it was just staying because I wanted to, and not because Mom and Dad were gone, you know what I mean?"
I held her hand and petted her hair. "I do know what you mean, Baby. No one has quite the feel Mom and Dad have."
"Exactly," she said. "I know I'll miss them, but I think I'll be very happy, apart from that."
We took her home, and then the deathly silence fell. I felt as awkward as fuck with Destry, and I guess he felt the same. We didn't say a word on the short drive back to his place, and when we got inside it was like both of us were afraid to dive into the deep water. Finally, I couldn't stand it anymore.
"Destry..." I began
At the same moment, he said, "Simone..."
That cracked us up and the laughter broke the tension. "Let me talk," I said.
He nodded and I gathered my thoughts. "You know me. I hate being pushed. I'm pretty sure I'm in love with you, Des. Christ, no, I'm completely sure. The thing is, I was comfortable with where we are. I feel like I belong with you, and I hope you feel the same way, but I still feel free to have my own life, be my own person, you know? I can go to events, do my business shit, and if we're apart for a week or two, it's okay."
"Yes, I understand. I do love you, Simone, and I do feel like we belong together. I wasn't going to push you for more. I don't date anyone but you, and I know you're the same. I'm going to just tell you something, okay?"
I nodded. "Spill."
"I was waiting. I know you were badly hurt with what happened with your ex. I think you know I'm not him. I'm just not built like that."
"Yes, I don't believe you are," I said. "There is a solidity to you that I've never felt before. I know you're not a cheater, Des."
"No, I'm not. I just don't feel like you're ready to jump back into anything like marriage yet. I understand, and I'm okay with that. I like what we have, too, and I've never put any pressure on you. You know that."
I nodded again. "Thank you, Destry. You read me well. You did kinda coerce me into dating you, though."
He laughed. "Yeah, and I have never, to this day, got that 'No white boys' explanation, so you can never stop dating me until I get it."
I laughed. "I'll remember."
"Are you planning on changing anything about our relationship in the next 18 months?" he asked.
"I don't have any plans to ever change anything about it," I said.
That seemed to shock him a little. "Ever?" he asked.
"I didn't mean that like it came out," I said. "I meant I don't ever plan not being with you."
"I get it," he said. "What are you thinking?"
"I'm just thinking," I said. "I'm sorta confused and filled with anxiety right now. Can you give me some time?"
"Absolutely," he said. "I'm not pushing and I need to think, too."
I had to fly to New York City that week, and I spent the entire time I wasn't busy with work wondering what I was going to do. I was very aware of how connected Destry and I had become, but I had no plans to marry him or be like a live-in lover.
I went home for two days and talked to Mom and Dad. My sweet mother was all up in my business.
"Honey, you know I think the two of you are perfect for one another," she began. "You seem like you are just full of life for the first time..."
"You mean since Reuben?" I asked.
"Yes, I didn't want to say it. I know it brings up painful memories."
"You know, Mom, it really doesn't. I thought it would always be painful, but I just don't miss him anymore. I'm fine by myself or with Destry. I was in a good place before I met him, and although I do love him, I've grown up a lot. If he wasn't in my life, I would still be in a good place. Dad, you haven't said anything."
"Well, Simone, you're my baby," he said. "I want you to forget about Destry, Reuben and every other person, move back in with us and stay with us the rest of our lives."
We all got a good laugh. "As attractive as that sounds," I said, "I know you feel that way. Both of you do, and I'll never be able be able to tell you how safe that has always made me feel. I have always known my parents were my refuge if I needed one. I'm so thankful I have you. I know so many people don't, and I'll always be your baby."
Mom patted my hand and Dad petted my hair. "Aside from moving back in with you, tell me what you would do, Dad."
He contemplated for a few moments. "You're my first concern, Simone. You've been spending a lot of time with Destry, both here and in Canada. Did you have to love a Canadian?" We laughed and he continued. "Were you planning to change the pattern you've set?"
"No, but it's like now, I can do things like stay here a couple of days, and I don't feel pressured to hurry back to Winnipeg."
"I understand," he said. "But the fact is, you do hurry back to Winnipeg, or he comes here. If you're going to keep doing that, tell me what would be different if you had Célia? That's my second concern, or maybe third. Destry is up there, too."



"I don't know," I admitted.
"I know you love her," Mom said. "Do you ever envision yourself as a mother, Simone?"
"Not really," I said. "I know I'd be a horrible mom. I'm too selfish and I like my time being my own. I'm sure I'd fuck it up and my kids would be serial killers, or something."
Mom frowned at my profanity and Dad laughed. "I had the exact same feeling. You aren't secretly a serial killer are you, Simone?"
"Yeah, Simone the Zipper, stalker of the fashion world," I said.
Even Mom snorted at that one. "See, I'm funny as hell. You are both lucky to have a daughter like me," I told them.
I was sitting between them on the sofa and they squished me between them. "We know we are," Mom said, kissing me. "I was afraid I would be a horrible mother, too. I know we made mistakes, but I think you'll be a great mom when you make up your mind that you want to be one. You can practice on Célia."
I laughed. "Yeah, if she becomes a serial killer, it's Rick and Chelsea's fault. And Destry's."
"What are you really afraid of, Baby?" Dad asked.
Suddenly I was bawling, all the fears and insecurity of my life bubbling out. "I... I'm afraid I'll screw everything up. I thought I had it all going on with fucking Reuben, and it turned to shit. I... I love Destry, but I'm so afraid. I'm afraid the same thing will happen with him."
They just held me tightly and let me get it out. "I don't know what I did wrong. I tried so hard, and it all went to hell. I'm afraid I'll be hurt like that again. I'm afraid... I'm... Oh God!" I buried my face in Dad's chest and just wailed. I could feel Mom cuddling me and she was whispering in my ear.
"Shh, now. Why do you think you did something wrong, Honey? You don't have to do anything wrong for things to go wrong. Sometimes you do everything right and you lose. That's just life, Simone. You've been able to achieve so much just because you're so strong and so smart. You've succeeded at everything you've done, but losing is part of life. Sometimes it's because of you and something you did. Sometimes it isn't."
"I have to tell you, Love-bug," Dad said, "people do shitty stuff every day. They lie, cheat and there isn't necessarily any reason for it other than that they do. They stab you in the back, betray you, dump you and there's not a damn thing you can do about it."
"You just move on," Mom said. "Reuben's punishment is that he doesn't get to be with you."
"When I was doing trauma surgery, I would cut off whatever it was causing the problem, stitch them up and that's the best I could do," Dad said. "That's what you did. I think you're pretty well stitched up now, Simone,"
Mom piped in, "I agree with your father. Things happen and it's not your fault."
"Sometimes you get married to a shitbag," Dad said.
Mom clucked at him. "Well, he was," Dad said. "I never liked him, but I could never say it. Look at our baby, Tisha. Look what he's done to her."
"I know," Mom said. "Simone, what difference will having Célia make? Do you think that will make a difference between you and Destry?"
"No, I don't know. It might even be a good thing. I just don't know," I said miserably.
"No, you don't know," Dad said softly. "That's life, too, Simone. It's full of unknowns. You never know until you take a chance, and I'm sure it's worth taking a chance. Nothing bad will happen if you don't risk your heart, but nothing good will happen either. I'm sure that girl needs you, Simone. I know that. Give it a shot, Baby. Your mother and I are dying to meet her. Do you think she could come here?"
I was regaining my composure. "And, Simone," Mom said, "have this same talk with Destry."
I nodded. "Yes, I will. I needed my mom and dad to give me the courage. I don't think she can come here at least until Rick and Chelsea are gone. None of them would want to miss out on the time they have until they go."
I spent the night, and the next day I booked my flight to Winnipeg, told Destry when I would get in and spent two more days in the office, getting shit cleared up that needed my presence.
He met me at the airport and we drove back to his house, the elephant between us looming large. I was as horny as a cat in heat, and dragged him off to the bedroom. He had tremendous stamina, after a quick trigger the first time, and by the time we were done, I was worn. We napped a little, and when I woke up, I rolled half on top of him, using his chest for a pillow, and just basked in his strong arms around me.
I could feel him stroking my hair, smoothing it down out of his face. I giggled a little, and the rumble of his chuckle was audible in my ear on his chest.
"Des, do you love me?" I asked.
"More than I can tell you," he said.
"I mean, like for real? For good?"
"Yes, I'll never stop," he said.
I sighed and tried to melt into him. "How much do you think our schedules would have to change if Célia is with us?"
"I don't think that much," he said. "We're together most of the time. Harvest is done, I'm not going back on the tour, Simone."
That was a bit of a shock. I looked up at him. "Really? Why not?"
"It's a combination of things," he said. "One, it's hard on my body. I don't want to wake up when I'm 50 and hurt. Two, it would keep me away from you. I have this gorgeous brown goddess in my life." I kissed his chest. "Three, I don't need the money. I guess I never really did, but the competition was fun, seeing how far I could take it. It's not that much fun anymore. Four, Célia. I want her, Simone. I love her. I wish she was my kid. I always have."
I nodded. "I know. If we had a daughter, I would hope she would be like Célia. I wanna do it, Des. She needs us. Chelsea and Rick need us. Fuck, I may need her. It makes me happy when she's with us."
"I know. I see you with her," he said. "She worships you, Simone. So do I, for that matter, but if she can't be with Chelsea, I would want her to be with you."
"I'm not all that, Des," I said. "I promise to do my best."
"That's all you can do. All both of us can do."
"Imma Snap her," I said.
"Now?" He snatched at the sheet, covering most of us while I giggled. I Snapped her, both of us grinning like idiots.
I just sent one word, "Yes."
I reached to put my phone on the night stand, but it vibrated. It was a picture of Rick, Chelsea and Célia, all with very happy faces. "Really?"
"Yes."
"We're coming over," she sent back.
It was a tearful and happy little thing. I could tell that Rick, especially, was giddy with relief. I understood. This was some heavy shit. He had always been a little awkward around me, but that went away from that moment. I knew it had to be a tremendous load off his mind. It would be bad enough leaving his daughter with us. It was obvious he loved her with all his heart. Asking his family to make difficult choices like that must have been hard.
Célia's birthday was two days later, and Destry gave her the bag. As she tore the paper off, she pumped her fist in the air. "This is kinda special," he said. "It's a unique design from my beautiful girlfriend, and it's going to be the start of a line of bags and accessories called the " Célia Line," for girls and young women."
She was all big-eyed and ran to me. "I love it!" she squealed. "It looks good, and it looks like something I can use, too. Thank you, Simone. Thank you, Uncle Des." She threw herself on him and he swung her around.
"Wow, Baby, you're going to be famous!" Rick told her.
"I tried to make it tough and good looking," I told her. "You should be able to yeet it around and it still be okay."
She laughed. "Yeah, I do throw stuff around, but this is special."
*****
It was a long and tearful goodbye, but we finally got Rick and Chelsea packed and on their way to Russia. I couldn't imagine what it was going to be like, but they were as well-matched for the situation as anyone I had ever met.
Célia was pretty quiet on the way back, and I was thinking how we could take her mind off it. "Célia, how would you like a trip to Newark, then to San Francisco? Des, can you get away?"
She bounced up and down in her seat. "Really? That would be so fire, Simone. Can we, Uncle Des?"
His eyes were twinkling as he looked over at me. "I think I can swing it. Let's go," he said.
That took away the doldrums, mostly, with Célia being so excited. "Simone, I have to thank you," Destry told me the first time he got me alone. "This was just what we needed. I know it won't be a panacea, but it's perfect. You're a genius."
"I know, right? Remember that, dude," I told him.
He smacked my butt and laughed. "Oh, I never doubted. Smart, cute as fuck and conceited as hell. Listen to me. You've got me saying shit like that now."
I had to laugh. It was time to get packing.
I got Célia the next day and sat her down for a talk. "We're going to have a blast, Baby-doll, but Simone is going to be working some, both in Newark and San Francisco, okay?"
"Yeah, I know, but you'll be with us a lot, right?"
"Every minute I can," I assured her.
Newark was a blast. I introduced her to Mom and Dad and they loved her right away. Mom got her and took her out shopping once and to lunch twice. They got along great. I took her to work with me. She wore her backpack, and everyone made a big deal over her. I introduced her to the owner, and he was like through the roof.
"You are perfect, Célia," he told her. "Do you think we can use her in the campaign when we kick it off, Simone? She is the perfect model for the image we want."
"I don't know, Robert," I said. "I would have to check with her parents about that."
"Please do," he said. "Do you want me to give them a call?"
"I do," I said. "Let me break it to them first, okay?"
I had a thought. "Célia, is that something you would like?"
"I think so," she said. "You'd be with me, right, Simone?"
"Yes, baby, don't worry about that. Uncle Des or I will always be there."
He wasn't crazy about the idea, but she had the fever and he was wrapped around her little finger, so she soon had him onboard. We talked to Rick and Chelsea, and they signed the releases. Our baby was a model! That wasn't happening for three months, but she was very excited about it.
San Francisco was a blast, even though I spent several of the evenings working. Célia was doing well with missing her parents, although I caught her crying twice. I held her and we whispered.
"I just miss them, Simone."
"I know, Baby-doll. It's natural. I'm a little shook, though. I thought I was a fire mom."
She gave a watery chuckle. "Trust me, you are. I love you soo much."
"Me too. I want a cinnamon roll, how 'bout you?"
"Ooh, yes, I do." She dried her eyes, blew her nose and we dragged Destry off to find some.
Destry and I had our moments, both good and bad. Some of the awkwardness I knew was coming peeked up its ugly head. We were with a group of his friends at a fire department event in the small town near us, and some dude who wasn't exactly a friend joined the conversation.
He made some racist remark, and there it was. I had some choices: walk away, stay and ignore it or go off on his ass. I preferred the latter, but it never ends well. You always wind up looking over-sensitive and whiney, so you have to depend on your friends to stick up for you.
There was an uncomfortable silence and I felt the eyes on me. The racist fuck-wit sensed that he had fucked-up, and doubled down. "Oh, I don't even think of you as black, Simone."
The fuck? What did he think of me as, green? I turned and walked away. Destry hurried after me. He caught me before I had gone 10 feet and stood in front of me. "I'm so sorry, Simone. Please come back. Give me, give us, a chance here."
"A chance to do what, Des?" I asked.
"A chance to run dickwad off," he said.
I had to laugh, in spite of how pissed off I was. "No, Des, let's just get out of here. This is going to happen and you're going to find out it just isn't worth the drama."
"I'll go if you'll explain it to me," he said.
I tucked my hand around his arm and we left, heads high. I didn't want to go into it, but there it was. When we got to his house, I made coffee and we had "the talk."
"It wasn't the racist shit," I told Destry. "I'm used to that and though I can't say it doesn't bother me, I give zero fucks about the opinion of some ignorant fool. It's the "I don't even see color" thing.
Célia came in, and Destry told her we were talking about something important and she should go somewhere else.
"Why, Uncle Des? If it's important, shouldn't I know about it? I mean, if it's something private, I'll go read."
I hugged her. "You are so smart, Céliagirl. You're right. You can stay, right Des?"
"Yeah, you're right, Célia, sorry. Some douchebag said something down at the fire department fund-raiser about black people, and it's got Simone upset. She's explaining to me, us, why it upsets her so much."
She nodded, got two cookies out of the jar and poured herself a glass of milk. I sighed. "This is going to be a long story, okay?"
They both nodded and looked at me expectantly. I gathered my thoughts.
"Célia, your cookies reminded me: When I was your age, and younger, my classmates used to compare me to a cookie. They would say, 'You're like an Oreo, black on the outside, and white on the inside.' Do you understand that?"
Destry nodded, but Célia looked puzzled. "Not really," she said. "I know you're black, Simone. I have eyes, you know. Why would you be white on the inside, though? I'm pretty sure we're all like, red on the inside, like blood."
Destry chuckled, and I had to giggle, too. Having the innocence of an 11-year-old made this lighter than it could have been. Destry had something to say, I could tell.
"I can see why that would be offensive," he said. "It's like you're only acceptable if you can pass for white in the dark."
I admired him. "Yes, Des, that's it, exactly. And, Célia, your eyes are right. If you look at me and don't see that I'm black, you don't see me at all. I am black, even though my father is white, as you know.
"What those kids were telling me, and what Twatwaffle was telling me today with that 'I don't even see you as black, Simone,' was that I only have value because despite my brown skin, they consider me a white person, just like them. Even though they thought they accepted me, and it's still true, that acceptance comes with an unspoken condition."
"I think I get it," Célia said. "If they don't see you as white, you wouldn't be accepted."
I hugged her up. "You got it, Baby. The only way they can accept me, the only way I have value, is if they think of me as white. I'm not, though, and it is so offensive that they can't see me as I am and value me as a person, just because I'm Simone: nappy hair, black skin, full lips and all."
"Well, I love you," she said. "I think you're dope, just the way you are."
"Thank you, sweetheart. I love you, too." I squeezed her.
"This is the 'I don't date white boys,' thing, huh, Simone?" Destry said.
"Part of it," I said. "It's more like what being Simone is like," I replied.
"I can see why you don't want to be explaining it to people like Eric back there," he said.
"Good talk," Célia said. "Will you help me with my volleyball sets now, Simone?"
We all had a laugh and I got changed for volleyball.
That wasn't the only rough patch we had. Neither of them was happy with me flying to Miami for two weeks, and I knew I was going to miss the hell out them, too, but I needed to go. Destry and I had an argument about that, and I left feeling sort of hurt and mad that he was guilting me.
"Why do you have to go?" Célia asked.
"It's the big spring show," I told her. "I need to be there to make sure my stuff gets the best reviews possible."
"Can't someone else do it?"
"Not as well as I can," I said.
"But they COULD do it?"
"I guess, but it's my line; I would be irresponsible if I didn't go."
"I don't think it would be irresponsible, I think you're just selfish!" She flounced off with that shot.
I looked over at Destry and he was frowning at me. "What? Don't tell me you're going to start some shit."
"No, I'm not starting anything. I'm just disappointed in you. She is just starting to be happy and comfortable, not missing Rick and Chelsea so much, and now you're leaving."
"The fuck? I asked you to go. You told me you had too much going on. I'm not the one being selfish here, and I don't appreciate you being like this."
"I'm going to talk to her," he said, and went outside. I was fuming. Our first fight. I drove myself to the airport.
I didn't answer his texts or calls the first day I was there. I was very busy, but I was also feeling abused. I had a career, and felt he should understand that. I was spending most of my time in freaking Canada, the way it was, and I needed a little understanding I didn't feel I was getting. It was bad enough with just him, but involving Célia was over the top annoying.
He Snapped me that evening after I got back to the hotel. It was a picture of the two of them on the patio. The caption was, "Talk to us."
I answered. "I'm pissed off at both of you. Leave me alone." I turned off my phone and went to bed.
I went to a show the next day and worked hard. My summer line of dresses hit the runway and I got good reviews. I was feeling good about that, but guilty about not talking to them and determined to Snap them and apologize as soon as I got to my room. When I got back to the hotel, I took the elevator up and swiped my key card. It made that buzz with the lock thing, and I heard a sound from inside.
A little frightened, I cautiously opened the door, standing back around the wall and peeking inside. It was dark as fuck in there. I reached a hesitant hand in and turned on the light. There were rose petals all over the floor, and I saw Destry and Célia kneeling in the middle of the floor. They were each holding a flower arrangement of roses, lilies and orchids. I just stood there for a few seconds, stunned.
I could see tears in Célia's eyes. "Aunt Simone, I'm so sorry I was a bitch," she said, her little voice trembling.
"Babes, I'm sorry, too," he said. "Will you please forgive us?"
My feet took me rushing across the room to them. I took the arrangements and put them carefully on the table, fell to my knees and embraced them.
"I'm so... I don't... Wow! I can't believe..." I was crying, too.
"I can't believe you're here," I finally got it out. "I'm sorry I didn't talk to you, explain better, do something differently. I don't know what to say. I love you both so much, and you came... How did you get away, Des? I thought..."
"My girl was hurting and mad at me." He squeezed me tightly. "There is nothing more important. We were at your show tonight. We see how important it was to you. We're sorry we were so..."
"Please, Aunt Simone, we're sorry," Célia said.
"Baby, when did you start calling me 'Aunt'?" I asked.
She made a little watery chuckle. "You are," she said. "I talked to Uncle Des on the way down here, and he said you would like it. Do you not like it? I can't stand you being mad at us. I want you to be my aunt, so bad."
"I'm not mad anymore," I kissed her. "I'm so happy you see me like that. I love it and I love you. I'm sorry I didn't talk to you. You have to understand me, I've always been like that. I know it isn't good and I shouldn't be like that, but when I'm angry or hurt, I just kind of curl up in a ball inside and don't talk to anyone. Mom and Dad have always hated that, but I just do it. I'll try to do better, okay?"
She nodded. "Yeah, I'm kind of like that, too. Mom and Uncle Des yell at each other and just get over it. It takes me longer."
I looked at Destry and he had that half-smirk going. "Bae, we okay?" I asked.



"Very okay," he said. "You okay?"
"I am. Y'all made a mess up in there, though."
Célia giggled and Destry laughed. "I did warn them at the desk," he said. "They were... sympathetic. When I told the guy he was like, 'Is she the smoking hot black girl'?"
We laughed. "Well, I'm hungry. What about you two?"
They were and we had dinner at the hotel. They stayed three days, and Célia went back to Newark with me while Destry went back to Canada.
It was time for the "Célia Line" of bags to roll out, and I took her in for a week of shoots. I knew she was going to be very photogenic, but I was unprepared for just how stunning she was. She never wore makeup, and she really didn't need any, but when she was made up, hair styled, those blue eyes popping in contrast with that olive skin and dark hair, I knew she had a big future in modeling if that's what she wanted.
She had a blast, Destry flew in for two days and my condo was invaded. Mom and Dad were in love with Célia, and tried to kidnap her whenever they had a chance. Jack and Linda practically lived with us, and Destry's friends, Patton and Reyes, met us in Denver after Célia's modeling debut for a week of skiing.
Reyes was as awesome as ever, and I could tell we were going to be very good friends. Patton was back on the rodeo tour, and I wondered if Destry missed it.
We were cuddling in bed and I asked him. "Not that much," he said. "I liked performing, you know, the roar of the crowd and all, but I don't want to do it again." He reached down and cupped my ass in his big hands. "I've got something else to wrestle."
I rubbed myself on his thigh. "Do you think you'll win?"
"God, I hope so," he said, fingers sinking into my cheeks. "You have the most fantastic ass, Simone."
I giggled and flexed it. "Yeah, and it's kinda sore. I haven't skied in a while."
He laughed. "No, me either. I'm sore all over. I think I fell a hundred times. Célia is good! Who knew we'd have a ski bum on our hands?"
Rick and Chelsea flew home in July and we lost Célia for two weeks. The house seemed kind of empty, but I got involved helping Destry with the wheat harvest, and time flew.
Célia's bags hit stores, and they sold beyond anything I had expected. They became the rage for teenage girls, and I was getting pressure for new designs. That took me back to Newark and New York City for the remaining time her parents were home, and I hardly had time to miss her.
I did make it back to Winnipeg in time to have a long talk with Destry, Rick and Chelsea. Rick was too good at his job, and they wanted him to stay another six months. They were both depressed and excited about that, but wanted us to keep Célia. We both agreed, and they were back in Russia.
Destry and I were getting closer and closer. I came to hate every minute we were apart. I would see something, hear something, and know he would enjoy it as much as I did. I couldn't wait to tell him, and we had quite a Snapchat streak going. I found myself confiding in him in a way I never had anyone other than my sweet mother.
He was a hugely romantic guy. I got little things from him constantly, from coffee cups, lingerie and shoes, to flowers and candy. I was completely and totally in love with the man, and he seemed to be just as connected to me.
I flew to Canada from Los Angeles, and he seemed a little... off when he picked me up. Célia seemed a little weird, too, when we got back to the house. They were both just as loving as ever, but there was something going on. It was like they were waiting for the other shoe to drop.
On Sunday afternoon, Célia went outside and Destry came into the kitchen where I was pouring myself a glass of pomegranate juice. He pressed me up against the countertop, wrapped me up in his arms from behind and slid his hands up under my shirt to cup my tiddies. I squirmed them deeper into his hands and moaned a little. "You starting something here, big boy?"
He chuckled. "Yeah, but can I talk to you for a minute?"
"Hours, if you want," I said.
"I don't think it will take hours," he said. "Well, on the other hand... Let's go sit down." I followed him and he sank down into a big comfy chair, pulling me down on his lap. I snuggled in and looked up at him expectantly.
"This seems serious," I mentioned.
"Yeah, kinda. Simone, we've been together what, almost two years?"
"I have no idea," I said. "Seems like forever, to me."
He laughed. "I know what you mean. It's hard for me to remember before I had a dusky goddess in my life."
"Me too." I nodded and my hair tickled his nose, causing him to rub it with a grin. "I did a bunch of trivial shit, then I met you, I almost didn't."
"What do you mean?" he asked.
"I was this close to walking out on Jack and Linda that evening when we met," I said. "You were like the 10th guy they tried to hook me up with, and it was mad annoying."
He threw back his head and laughed. "I can imagine. Tell me, Babes, where do you see us in five years?"
"The fuck? What kind of a question is that?" I snorted. "I barely know where I am right now."
"One I hope you'll answer," he said.
"Well, hell, right here would be good," I said.
"In this chair?"
"Well, we might get a new one. This one will prolly be worn out by then."
He chuckled. "You and me, right here?"
"Yep. I like it here. You aren't getting rid of me," I said.
"I have no intention of 'getting rid of you'," he said. "In fact, I plan to keep you the rest of our lives." He got a serious look on his face. "Simone, will you marry me?"
I looked up and into his eyes. "Oh my God! Really?"
"I think you know I love you as much as it's possible for one person to love another," he said. "God, Simone, you're everything to me. You're an enchanting little gypsy, and I love everything about you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you."
"Does Célia know," I asked.
"Yes, she's 'giving us some space'."
"Would you be really disappointed if I said no?" I asked.
"I'll be very disappointed," he said. "Are you saying no?"
"Not exactly," I said. "Can I explain, just tell you my heart?"
"I don't understand 'Not exactly,' but yes. Explain, please."
"I love you, Des, never doubt that. I want to spend the rest of my life with you, too, but... marriage didn't exactly work out for me... the last time... you know."
"Yes, I do know," he said. "Do you think marrying me would be anything like that?"
"Noo, that's not what I'm saying, at all," I hurried to say. "Damn, I'm having a hard time here, Des. I'm telling you that I think what we have now is perfect. I love you, you love me, we're together, committed. There will never be anyone else for me, forever and as long as you want me. I just... I'm afraid I'll fuck it up."
For some reason I burst out crying. He held me tightly, taking my juice and setting it on the table beside the chair before I spilled it.
He kissed me and whispered. "Tell me, Simone."
I could hardly speak. "I... I just... I don't know, Des. I tried so hard. I loved Reuben, and I tried so hard. I don't know what I did... I'm so afraid I'll do it again, by accident, and... lose you."
"I see. I understand now. You amaze me, Simone. Just when I think I know you, you show me something else. Let me tell you this: I don't think you did anything wrong. He was an asshole. He was an insane asshole. He risked losing you, and for what? He had the gold ring and he wanted a shot at the brass. He was fucking nuts."
I sniffed. "I need a tissue."
He handed me the box off the table I hadn't seen. "I see what the rest of the world sees in you, Simone. I see an incredibly confident woman. You're off the charts smart, funny and the most exciting person I've ever met. You're the complete package, and the most sensual woman I've ever seen. You light up every room you're in, and people can't take their eyes off you."
I snuggled in. "Tell me more."
He laughed. "Yeah, and the most conceited. What I've only just realized is that you're as human as the rest of us. Do you remember when I asked you out and you told me I wasn't your type?"
I kissed his neck. "Yes. Sorry about that, Des. You are obviously just my type."
"I felt like I was in high school again and my crush had just turned me down for a date to the prom. I wanted to get to know you so badly, and you were just like, "No, white boy." I was crushed. But I didn't let that stop me."
"I'm so glad you didn't," I said.
He kissed my forehead. "Me too. I know now that you're no different," he said. "Down inside you there's that scared girl, too. You're afraid, just like the rest of us, and no one knows. You let me see inside."
"I don't let many see inside," I told him. "You, my parents, Célia, Linda, that's about it. I keep my tribe small, Des."
"I know. But that makes me love you even more," he said. "Simone, if you're afraid, I understand. I don't think you did a single thing wrong. Not a thing. I do understand, though. I'll wait until you aren't afraid anymore. I'll love you and keep your heart safe as long as you let me. You aren't going to lose me."
I felt overwhelmed, like I needed to breathe and couldn't, like every emotion I had was running wild, like I needed to laugh, cry and run around and dance. I sat up, straddled his legs and crushed myself to him, kissing him, over and over.
"Yes, Des. Yes. I'll marry you. You don't have to wait. I'm trusting you, and myself." I held up my left hand between us and wiggled my finger. "Uh-oh. Something is missing."
"Hold on a second." He got out his phone and sent a Snap.
In a minute, the back door slid open and Célia came in. She flew across the room and threw herself on us, laughing and crying.
Destry finally got her calmed down enough to listen. "Célia, you have something..."
"Oh, yeah!" She reached in her back pocket and pulled out a grey velvet box, handing it to Destry.
He opened it and pulled out a gold ring with diamonds surrounding one big emerald. He slipped it on my finger and kissed my hand.
"She said yes, Célia," he said. "She said yes!"
I looked at them both, wide-eyed and glowing with their love for me. There were no masks on those faces.
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"So, what do you think?" my wife asked. "Do you think it might liven things up a bit?"
Patricia is a very lively woman, and the thought of "livening" her up any more seemed like overkill to me. "Um, well, I have to admit I've never thought about it," I said. "Can't we just rent a dirty movie, or something?"
"Think how much more exciting it would be to actually be there," she said. "We would get to see real live people, not some bored actors. These are real people. Jack and Pam have been going for some time. That's how we can get in, as their guests."
This was not a good advertisement; I'd never much cared for Jack and Pam. I suppose she was hot enough, in a slutty kind of way, but she'd always looked at me the way a cat looks at the fish in an aquarium. It was a speculative sort of look, and I'd never much cared to be thought of as someone's tuna salad. Jack was a slimy sort of guy. He was a car salesman and you know all the clichés. He fit them very well, and he had always been overly familiar with Patricia, in my opinion.
"I don't take that as a recommendation," I told her. "Anything they're involved in is bound to be sketchy. They make me shiver and feel like I need a shower every time we're around them," I said. "No, I think I'll pass, Pat."
She huffed and got red in the face. That was a sure sign that she was getting mad. She had quite a temper, as I'd found out through the years. She'd been trying to talk me into going to this private club for a couple of weeks. I guess it was one of those "swingers clubs." I'd never cared for swings; ever since my sister talked me into trying to jump out of one at the park when I was nine, I'd avoided them like the plague. That broken ankle had convinced me.
"Well, I can't go without you." She puffed out her cheeks in a cute little pout. "It's only for couples."
"I wonder how long any of them stay couples?" I mused. "I'm pretty sure the place is a divorce factory. You know Jack and Pam have both been married three times, right? I figure they'll be on to number four before the year is out."
"Yes, but we have a really strong marriage," she protested. "There's no way that just going and checking the place out would cause us any problems."
I agreed that we had a strong marriage, at least that had been my impression. Evidently, I was mistaken. "I really have very little interest in watching random strangers try to hook up," I said. "What would be the point, Pat?"
"Just to spice things up some," she said. "Just think how hot it would make you if some beautiful woman there made a play for you."
"I don't think beautiful women go there," I said. "Skanks and hoes, more likely. I'd be afraid to touch one of them. I'd probably get some incurable disease and my dick would fall off."
Just the thought made me shiver. "What's gotten into you, Patricia? What's all this "spice" bullshit? Chili powder, oregano, garlic-powder, those are spices. Do you have some sort of spice fetish? You want me to dust your clit with red pepper?"
"Don't be ridiculous," she said. "When couples have been married as long as we have, things get a little stale, don't you think?"
"I think you've been reading some stupid article in Cosmo, or something," I said. "Maybe you've been talking to boring people who need to 'spice' things up. Did you read some inane article talking about '10 ways to get your husband to have sex instead of mowing the grass,' or something? No, I don't think things get stale unless you're an idiot or a slut. You seemed pretty fresh last night when you were moaning like you were dying. We make love three or four times a week, sometimes twice when we get going."
She looked embarrassed. "Don't get the wrong idea here, Daniel. I'm not talking about anything being 'wrong' with us. We make love and you do it for me, every time. Don't you want to just have sex sometimes? Just get some hot woman and fuck her brains out?"
"No, I have absolutely no interest in 'some hot woman'," I said. "I have a hot woman, and I fuck her brains out on a regular basis. I happen to be married to her."
She dimpled up. "Thanks, baby, but don't you ever get tired of the same old woman?"
"No, I don't," I assured her. "If I was that sort of man, I wouldn't have married you. I'd just have played the field."
She came and sat on my lap, starting something that ended up taking place in three different rooms of the house. I thought that was the end of it and put it out of my mind.
*****
I guess in many ways, we were a fairly typical couple. We did and enjoyed the things most other people enjoyed. We had become a little too relaxed about the time we turned 40. We both put on twenty pounds, really didn't work to stay romantic all that hard, and a little distance started to develop. Patricia caught it before I was hardly aware.
"Daniel, we need to do something," she said as we were cleaning up after dinner one night.
"Um, okay, what did you have in mind?"
"I want us to join a gym," she said. "I want to get personal trainers, get ourselves back in shape, because I don't feel like you're attracted to me, anymore, and your stamina in the bedroom is not that good."
I was a little shocked, but it seemed like a good idea. "I think you're right," I said. "I'll look into it, or do you want to do it?"
"I'll do it," she said. "I also want some date nights, Daniel. I don't feel like we're as close as we once were, and I don't like it. I feel fat and old, and like you don't love me as much as you used to."
"Patricia, you're as beautiful to me as the day we met," I told her. "I get that we've let things slide a little. I'm sorry I wasn't aware of it. I'll work on everything you mentioned."
We joined a gym and she talked to a dietician. She became a vegan. I was fine with that, for her, but I wasn't doing that. I went on one of those low-carb diets, worked my ass off in the gym, lifted and did cardio four days a week with a trainer and I lost 30 pounds in the next three months, rearranging some of that weight from love handles to upper body muscles, too.
Pat struggled to get the weight off, even though I knew she was working as hard as I was. It was a slower process for her, and she got frustrated. I caught her crying a few times, and we'd talk about how hard she was finding it while I cuddled her.
I signed us up for a dance class, and when we finished learning Eastern Swing, we signed up for more classes. It was fun, and good exercise. A year later, we were both in the best shape of our lives, and we had reconnected in a meaningful way, as husband and wife. Once again, I thought everything was good. That is, until she got on the "going to a swingers club" kick. After that initial conversation, I thought it was over.
I was mistaken. For the next three months, every time Patricia thought I was at a weak moment, she whined about "going to the club," spicing up our sex life and other ridiculous shit until I was heartily sick of it. "Think about it, Daniel," she said. "We joined the gym, and it was great for us, physically. We took the dance classes. That was great for our connection. This could be the same for our sex life."
I suggested that we try going to "non-swinger" clubs, just dance clubs, and we tried that. We went three times to three different clubs. Men asked her to dance, and she seemed to enjoy it. I didn't feel threatened, and I thought it was good. We had great lovemaking sessions on all three of the nights. I mentioned it for a fourth time, and she said, "Daniel, I don't want to go."
"Why not?" I asked. "It's fun. You get asked to dance a lot, and I like watching you, dancing with you."
"Have you looked at the people in those clubs?" she asked. "They're probably at least 15 years younger than we are, they're all 20-somethings and I just feel old and out of place."
It was on a Friday night when I finally decided the "club" thing wasn't going away. She had made a delicious dinner and practically broke my sexual apparatus. We were recovering after a long and strenuous event, and she mentioned it again.
"Daniel, Pam told me they were having an open house for new couples at the club. I think we should go and just check it out."
I sat up in the bed and she fell off me where she had been lying half draped over me. She seemed startled by the sudden change in posture. "Patricia, do you want a divorce?" I asked.
She looked at me as if I had grown a third eye. "Of course not," she said. "Why would you ask such a thing?"
"I don't know how I could make it clearer to you that I'm not interested," I told her. "The only possible reason to go to that place would be to hook up with someone else. Is that what you want?"
She dropped her eyes. "No, at least not right away," she said. "If we get comfortable and like it, I thought we might at least consider it and talk about it."
"I've considered it, and we're talking about it," I told her. "After careful consideration, my answer is that there's no way in hell I'll ever step foot inside that place. I've also decided that this is the last conversation I ever want to have about clubs, spice or any of the rest of that bullshit."
"But..." she began.
"No buts," I said. "I see two options here. One is that you get out of bed, right now, go somewhere else to sleep tonight and I call an attorney in the morning. We'll be divorced as quickly as possible, then you can find all the "spice" you want, any time you want it."
She looked shocked. "No, Daniel, that's not what I want..."
"Okay," I said. "The other option is seeing a psychologist and a marriage counselor. I'll set that up tomorrow."
"Why do you want to see a psychologist?" she asked.
"I must be nuts," I told her. "Actually, the psychologist is for you. The marriage counselor is for us. The psychologist will help you figure out why you're trying to destroy our marriage; the counselor will try to help us see if our marriage can survive."
"There's nothing wrong with me," she practically yelled. "You are so stubborn and narrow-minded. You're the one with the problem. If you would get over your possessiveness, realize this could be so good for us, there wouldn't be a problem. Are you really that insecure?"
I rolled my eyes. "Why is it, Patricia, that when a man says he wants exactly what his wife promised him the day he got married, some slut is always talking about his "possessiveness," and him being 'insecure?'"
"What did you just say?" I guess she picked up on the 'slut' comment.
"I see that you've chosen option one," I said. "Take your ass down the hall and I'll call an attorney in the morning."
She got all stubborn, but she weighed 120 pounds and I weighed 220 pounds. She was five-four and I was six-two. It was all a matter of physics. I picked her up, carried her struggling body to the door, evading her slaps, deposited her outside, closing and locking the bedroom door.
She beat on it, softly, not wanting to wake the girls, I guess. I didn't want to wake them, either. I could foresee some problems on that front. Our girls were pretty much the center of our lives. They were mine, anyway.
They were twins, and 19-year-old college freshmen. They had chosen to go to the state university about 15 miles away so they could stay at home and commute. They had the grades to go anywhere they wanted, and we could have afforded that, too. That wasn't what they wanted, and I was ecstatic that it wasn't.
You could see by looking at them that they were our children. They got their height and the ability to tan from me and their ash-blonde hair and looks from their mother. They were slender, but muscular, tall willowy beauties who turned heads everywhere they went. I loved them with every fiber of my being.
They were not going to be happy. I lay awake, trying to make sense of it all. It was obvious that Patricia wasn't going to let this go. I had been patient, treating the madness like a philosophical discussion. I was done with that. I had meant what I said about the two options.
I had no idea what I was going to say to the girls. Liv and Cat (Olivia and Catalina), thoughts of their reaction, kept me awake far into the wee hours of the morning.
It was Saturday morning, and I woke up at my usual time. I was tired, but I had that inner alarm thing that woke me up at six every morning. I groaned my way out of bed, unlocked the door and stumbled into the shower. By the time I was on my second cup of coffee, I felt human. Patricia usually slept late on Saturdays, and so did the girls, but at nine, they came bouncing down the stairs, dressed for tennis. They had their bags and rackets, looking so beautiful they made my heart swell with pride. I had forgotten they had told us they were playing a club match.
"Hey, Dad," Liv said, and they both came over to give me a hug and a kiss.
"You sure you don't want to come watch us?" Cat asked.
"Don't want to step on your vibe," I said. "There are probably fifty boys who are going to be there just to watch you two."
Cat rolled her eyes. "Right. There are going to be so many. There are going to be spectators, and there will be parents. Please, Dad. I think we can win the doubles."
What the hell? I sure didn't want to spend the day with a pissed off Patricia. I loved watching them play, anyway. "Are you sure?" I asked.
They both squealed like they had since they were tiny little things and got something they wanted. "Oh, yeah," Liv said. "Get dressed. This is gonna be fire!"
I went and put on better shorts and a nice white polo, grabbed my iPad, sunscreen, and went back down. They were eating some disgusting looking cereal, so I grabbed their bags and carried them to the garage. I decided to take the Trackhawk.
I only drove it on special occasions, the girls loved it and this seemed like a special occasion. I loaded their gear and went back to see if they were ready. They were putting their bowls in the dishwasher, and they were ready.
Their eyes sparkled when they saw we were taking the Jeep. "Wanna drive?" I asked, jingling the keys.
They did a quick rock-paper-scissors, and Olivia won. "Imma drive on the way back!" Catalina got her claim in. "Shotgun," she gave me a kissy face.
I climbed in and we were off. Liv pinned us back in our seats at every stoplight, and we all had goofy grins frozen on our faces. They were both very good drivers, aside from that need to accelerate like a bat our of hell away from the lights, and I trusted them. They played awful music, though.
Liv drove about five miles over the speed limit in the middle or left lanes, and we were at the complex quickly. I got a text just as we were unloading the girls' gear. It was from Pat. "Where you @?"
"Tennis with the girls," I sent back.
There was nothing for a minute, and I could imagine the steam rising from her. "We need to talk," she finally sent.
"Later." I turned off my phone.
The girls had already advanced to the finals, and they played together like a well-oiled machine. The team they were playing was good. One of the girls, a tall black girl, had a killer serve when she got the first one in. Liv and Cat had trouble with it, and lost the service games when she served. The other girl wasn't nearly as formidable an opponent, and they jumped on her second serve, hitting powerful passing shots. They broke her service twice, and held theirs in the first set, winning 6-4.
The service game didn't go so well in the second set for the tall girl; she didn't hit many first serves, and they won 6-3, for a straight-set match. They got a nice trophy and went off to shower and change. It was close to 2PM by the time we were ready, and the girls were "starving."
Of course, Dad got to take them to eat. I didn't mind that a bit. Cat drove us to one of those upscale burger places, and I had a blast with one of my angels on either side of me in a circular booth. We got frozen custard concretes for dessert, and I put my arms around them. I had it to do, and it was one of the hardest things to start I ever experienced.
"I have something to tell my babies," I said.
Two sets of huge brown eyes looked up at me. "Uh-oh," Liv said. "Sounds serious."
"Spill, Dad," Cat said.
"Well, I hardly know where to begin..."
"I think we kinda know," Cat said.
"Dad, just tell us." Liv took hold of my hand that was resting on her shoulder and nuzzled her soft cheek against it.
"Your mom and I are sort of having a problem." I just blurted it out.
Cat sighed. "Yeah, that's what I was afraid of."
"How did you know?" I asked.
"Remember when we went over to Rick and Chelsea's last week?" Liv asked.
I nodded. "Well, we were playing board games, and we came home to get our "Hit the Silk" game." They were huge board game players. "We walked through the back yard and when we came in, Mom was on the phone. We heard her talking to that ratchet, Pam."
"We hate Pam, Dad," Liv said, "and Jack is a creeper. The way he looks at me makes my skin crawl."
I squeezed them. "What was she saying to Pam?"
"She was talking about getting you involved in some club," Cat said.
"Yeah, she was talking about "swinging," or some shit," Liv said. "It was gross, Dad. We were super freaked out. We just left and went down to the park and talked about it. We knew you would never go for that. We hoped it would just go away. What's up with Mom, Dad? Is she like, losing it, or something?"
"I have no idea," I told them. "She's been going on about this for months. She has some idea that this will 'spice up' our marriage. I've told her I think we're plenty 'spicy' without that, and that I'm not interested, dozens of times. She just won't let it go."
"So, what are you going to do?" Cat asked.
"It all sort of came to a head last night," I said. "We had just finished... you know..." God, this was embarrassing. They both nodded. "Anyway, she brought it up again. I lost it. I told her she needed to see a psychologist, and we needed a marriage counselor. Either that, or we needed to file for divorce."
They both gasped. "Oh, my God," Olivia said. "We didn't know it was that bad."
"Dad," Cat said. "I think we all need to have a talk with Mom. Please, don't do anything until we have a chance to talk to her, okay?"
"Noo, I don't want to get you two involved," I protested. "This has nothing to do with you."
"Are you nuts?" Catalina asked. "How can we not be involved? How can you say it doesn't have anything to do with us? We live with you, for Christ's sake. Do you imagine if you and Mom get a divorce that won't affect us?"
"No, baby, that's not what I meant," I said. "I... there isn't... I don't know what I mean, girls. This is breaking my heart. It's bad enough that this... shit is happening. I don't want you to be hurt..." Suddenly tears were streaming down my cheeks.
"Let's get out of here," Liv said.
I dropped money on the table, they slid out, pulled me to my feet and we walked out, my babies snuggled up under each arm. Cat drove us down to the park near our house. They pulled me out and we walked to a picnic table, both of them holding one of my hands and swinging our arms, just like they had always done.
We had spent many a happy afternoon in that park, and my memories overwhelmed me. Pushing two little blonde pixies on the swings, hearing those adorable little voices calling out, "Watch this, Daddy!" as they did some particularly daring feat on the equipment. I remembered Cat falling off the slides and breaking her arm when they were seven, Liv doing a flip, jumping out of a swing and nearly making me have a heart attack. It filled my heart with love and anguish, at the same time. Was my life going to become just fading memories of a happier time?



They sat beside me on the bench, snuggled up against me, their warm little bodies tight, pulling one of my arms over each of their shoulders. "Seriously, Dad," Olivia began. "What's up with Mom? Are you two having... problems, like in the bedroom?"
"Jesus, Liv..." I started, but Cat cut me off.
"Dad, we're 19. I know this is not something you're comfortable talking to us about. It's embarrassing to us, but it's kind of pertinent to the question here. We love you, Dad. You can talk to us."
I squeezed them. "I know, baby, still... I'm not aware of any problems like that. I don't have ED, or anything, okay? We... we may not be 19 anymore, but we... get after it. Your mom has never mentioned being dissatisfied. Well, until this whole "club" thing came up."
"Is she, like, going through menopause, or something?" Liv asked.
"She hasn't said anything to me, if she is," I said. "I know she still has periods. We're 47, so that could be an issue at some point, but I don't think that's it."
"Dad, I don't like telling you this," Cat said, "but Mom has always been a little wack, you know?"
I had to chuckle. "No, I don't know. What are you talking about?"
She looked a little uncomfortable. "Well, you know, like she's all into astrology. We've always been like, let her enjoy it. It isn't hurting anyone. She went on the vegan kick a couple of years ago, she's all into yoga."
"And her crystals," Liv interjected.
"Yeah," Cat said. "It's never been stuff that hurts anyone, so we just go with it. Until now, I guess, but she just gets on these kicks and goes with them, then she tries to get us on them, and you. I swear, Dad, sometimes it seems like we're the adults and she's the teenager."
Liv was looking thoughtful. "We've been talking about something in our psychology class called Focalization. It's like when you're so into something that you zero in on that and ignore everything else. You want to do something sketchy, but you only think about the positive things and none of the negative. I think that's kinda Mom's personality."
I was a little shocked. I had never thought about Patricia in those terms, but they were right. "Well, I guess I know what you mean," I said. "Now that you pointed it out, she is like that. She's so focused on how "hot" it would be to go to this club that she doesn't think about all the negatives."
"I think we should go home and talk to her," Cat said. "I mean, you're talking divorce, here, Dad. Maybe she'll see how this could affect all of us."
Liv took my face in both of her slender hands and turned me so she could look directly into my eyes. She gave me a soft kiss. "Dad, I want you to know that I think you have every right to be upset. This is some sleaze and the idea of you and Mom... well, it creeps me out. I've got your back, no matter what happens, but we do need to talk to Mom."
Cat took my face away from Liv and duplicated Liv's actions. "Same, Dad," she said. "We just need to do it."
I felt like the weight of the world had just lifted off my shoulders. I knew, right then, that I was going to be okay. I had my babies, and there was nothing that could feel better than that. I stood, pulled them to their feet and hugged them. I was crying.
"Catalina, Olivia, I don't know what I did to deserve to have you, but I thank God every day for you. I love you with all my heart, and that is never going to change. I just needed to say that. I'm so proud of you and I love you, so much."
Two pairs of huge tear-filled brown eyes looked up at me and they both buried their faces in my chest. "Love you, too, Dad," Liv said.
"Sooo much," Cat murmured.
We walked back to the Trackhawk, and Cat slid behind the wheel. We all sighed at the same time, and then we laughed. In spite of the building tension, I think we knew, all three of us, that we were going to be okay.
I had a knot in my stomach when we pulled into the garage, and I was thinking the girls must be feeling it, too. We gathered up their stuff and it was time.
Pat was sitting on the sofa watching something on TV when we came in. She got up and hugged the girls, asked them about their tennis match, and then said, "Daniel, I need to talk to you."
"Mom, we need to talk to you, all three of us," Cat told her.
Pat sent me a glare. "I really need to talk to your father, alone," she said.
"Not happening, Mom," Liv said. "Not right now, at least. Can we go sit down? Would anyone like a drink? I'm getting a soda."
Cat wanted a soda, too, and I asked for a bottle of water. Patricia had coffee, and we sat down, an uncomfortable silence filling the room until Olivia came back.
"So, what's this about?" Pat asked.
"We know, Mom," Liv said.
Pat gave me another of those glares. "Yes, we talked to Dad at lunch," Liv said, "but we already knew. We heard you on the phone, like three weeks ago, with that hoe, Pam."
"Do you really want your daughter calling my friends 'hoes'?" Pat asked me.
I shrugged. "If the shoe fits..."
"Okay, can we all try to be a little less... confrontational?" Cat said. "Let's just say we knew, Mom, and we know. Tell us what you're thinking."
"I can't believe you got them involved in this," Pat accused. "This has nothing to do with..."
Liv held up her hand. "Just stop, Mom. Listen to you. Do you imagine you and Dad can have problems and it doesn't affect us? He tried to tell us the same thing. It's bullshit. We depend on you. You're our parents, and everything you do affects us. Don't give us that. Just talk about what you're thinking."
Patricia was furious. Mostly at me, I think, but she wasn't happy with the girls, either. "I don't answer to you," she announced to the room. "I don't answer to any of you. This is going to happen, and there's not a damn thing any of you can do about it. This is the end of this conversation, and I don't want to hear another word from either of you girls about it. This is between Daniel and me. You two can go to your rooms."
"Are you nuts?" Cat was furious. "We're 19 years old. You don't send us to our 'rooms.' Livvy and I will move out this house and live in the dorms if you think you can talk to us like we're 10. We were trying to have a civil conversation. I guess you aren't interested."
Patricia stormed off upstairs and we heard the bedroom door slam. We just looked at each other for a minute. "I thought that went well," Olivia said.
That cracked me up, and the next thing I knew, my two munchkins were climbing into my chair with me, nearly turning me over backwards with their rush. I held them tightly.
"I didn't know it was that bad," Cat said. "What are you going to do, Dad?"
"Well, the "this is going to happen" thing sort of told me where I stand," I mentioned.
"Yeah. I'm so sorry, Dad." Olivia kissed my cheek. "I think she needs therapy."
"I suggested that," I told them. "She was pretty solidly opposed. I mentioned a marriage counselor, and she told me the problem was my 'possessiveness' and 'insecurity.' I don't know what to do. My babies have any suggestions?"
"Make an appointment with that marriage counselor," Cat said. "Just do it, tell her when and where. If she shows up, maybe you'll work it out."
"If she doesn't, you're sort of out of options," Liv said. "Well, except the nuclear one."
*****
I was playing a videogame with my buddy, John, the next day, procrastinating. I noticed a message from the game server: "Player three has entered the game." I was looking for John, sneaking up behind him to backstab him when my screen went red. What the fuck?
"You have been killed by player three," the screen said. I got a message from player three as he did a dance on my dead body.
"Dad, this is Cat. Stop playing and make that appointment!" I knew when to obey. I did just that. I made an appointment, told Patricia the details and I talked to a very supportive woman. I did it alone. Pat never showed up, and I went to three sessions over the next month: alone. Our house experienced arctic temperatures inside. Pat hardly spoke to any of us, and it was getting worse, not better.
A month later, she announced that she was going out, not to wait up, and she was gone. The girls were out, so I Snapped them and told them what happened. They came home three hours later, and it was plain they'd been crying.
I held them and the story came tumbling out. They had left the football game and driven to Jack and Pam's place. Pat's car was there, and they parked down the block. After a bit, a big red truck pulled up, some dude got out and went in. The four of them came out in about ten minutes and drove to the "Player's Lounge." They went inside, and two hours later, the girls left.
"We talked to the doorman," Cat said. "He wouldn't let us in, but we went around to the side and there were windows. Mom was sitting in a big chair with the guy, kissing him. People were dancing. She danced with the truck guy and several others. She always went back to him. His hands were all over her. After a while, they got up and went down a hall. We couldn't see. You know what happened, just the same as we do, Dad."
I sighed. "Yes, I suppose I do. I'm sorry, but I'm not hanging around. I'll file as soon as I can. I'm sorry, girls, but I'm leaving.
"Where?" Liv asked.
"I'll pack my shit and get a room at the Adams, I guess," I said.
"Oh, no," Liv objected. "You're not leaving us here with Slutzilla. We coming with, right, Cat?"
"Absolutely," Cat said. "You aren't going off to stay in some swag hotel without us."
"Really?" I asked. "You want to go with me?"
"Of course," Liv said. "We told you, Dad. We've got your back, all the way."
"Maybe we could go and look at a new place tomorrow," Cat suggested. "You aren't getting rid of us, Dad. We're staying with you. We need you, and I think you need us."
"What about your mother?" I asked.
"What about her?" Liv said. "She'll have what she wanted. We're with you."
I had never felt so humbled in my life. My babies were with me. The Adams was a 'swag' place, and would be a base we could use until we found something permanent. They packed clothes like we were going on a week's vacation, grabbed their books and school things, while I did the same, gathering my things for work. We loaded up the Trackhawk, the girls jumped into their cars to follow me and we began our adventure.
We got checked into the Adams, despite not having a reservation, and we got a two-bedroom suite with the bedrooms opening off a living area with a small kitchen. Both bedrooms had king-sized beds and they looked comfy. They had a great restaurant, which I knew we'd be frequenting, but I have always loved cooking for my girls, and I planned on doing that. I would stop off at the grocery store on the way back from work.
It must have been 2AM when I vaguely heard my phone alert. I wasn't about to wake up enough to answer any texts. I slept pretty well, surprisingly. Months of constant tension and drama had eaten up most of the emotion I had available. I had discovered that after a time, you aren't that upset anymore, just tired, drained and you only want it to end.
I had to be at the office at nine, Olivia had a class at eight, but Catalina didn't have her first class until ten. Liv was just leaving when I came out of my bedroom. The room had come with bad breakfast food, but they liked Pop-tarts, breakfast bars and junk like that, so she was munching on a Pop-tart while gathering up her things. She gave me a kiss, leaving crumbs on my cheek, and she was gone.
I made a cup of coffee and ate a granola bar while gathering up my work stuff. I heard Cat stirring around after a bit, her shower running, and as I was leaving, she came out, gave me a kiss and I was off to work.
Luckily, my work doesn't keep me that occupied. I was a free-lance troubleshooter for financial institutions, and I really only worked when there were problems. It could get hectic then, but most of the time I did other things and waited for my computer to alert me to traffic. I called my friend, Jeff, the attorney I kept on retainer for the business, and he referred me to a family law specialist who also worked with him. The earliest she, Angela Abbot, could see me was Wednesday, so I made an appointment, got directions about what I would need to bring to the appointment and felt like I could be somewhat prepared.
I got online and started looking at townhouses to lease. Ideally, it would be halfway between the girl's college and my office. I was only in my office about half the time, anyway. I could work anywhere, and although I had staff in the office, most of my work could be done elsewhere. I thought about apartments, at first, but I did like some privacy, I wanted us to be in a good neighborhood and a townhouse seemed to offer that without buying something.
I called the agent for two nice looking places and set up evening appointments so the girls could go. I knew, somehow, that they would want to be consultants in our venture. I got dozens of calls and texts from Patricia that day, and I answered none of them. The girls were back from school when I arrived back at our suite, and they told me she had been blowing up their phones, as well.
"Well, the only way to slow that down is to talk to her," I said. "I'll call her, put it on speaker, and we'll see what's up. Good?"
They agreed and I made the call, trepidation plaguing my fingers so that I could hardly hit the right numbers.
Pat answered at the first ring. "Where the hell are you and why haven't you been answering me!" she practically screamed. "Where are the girls, and why aren't they taking my calls?"
"Duh, Mom," Cat said. "We all know what you did. What did you expect? We'd all be waiting there with a bonfire in the front yard when you got back from your little sleaze fest so we could sway together and sing Kum ba yah?"
There was silence for a moment. "Olivia, are you there, too?" Pat asked.
"Yes, Mom. We're all here. Why have you been blowing up our phones?"
"I was worried about you," Pat said. "You were gone, and I didn't know where or what happened."
"Odd that you weren't concerned about any of us while you were at your little club rendezvous," I mentioned.
"I was... I was coming home and you all knew it," she said.
"Well, we aren't coming home," I said.
"Where are you? We need to talk, Daniel," she said.
"I think the time to talk was before you went out last night, Mom," Cat said. "Maybe like a couple of months ago when we tried to talk to you, remember? When you stomped off and told us you weren't interested?"
"So what are you going to do?" Pat asked. "You're all going to run off like a bunch of cowards?"
"When there's a bomb in your house, you don't stay there," I said. "You leave and call the bomb-disposal people."
"What's that supposed to mean?" she asked. "What are 'bomb-disposal people?"
"I'm pretty sure that's called "attorneys"," Liv said.
We heard her intake of breath. "Don't do anything stupid, Daniel," Pat said. "Just come home and talk to me. Okay, I took it too far, but you were so... stubborn and I just..."
"I'll talk to you when I know more," I told her. "I'm not coming home. We all want you to stop with blowing up our phones. We all have your number. When we want to talk to you, we'll let you know."
"Girls, will you just come home?" Her voice cracked a little. "I need to see you, talk to you."
There was a whispered conference. "We'll meet you for lunch tomorrow," Liv said.
We heard a sigh. "Really? You'll meet me for lunch? It's come to that? Your father has turned you against me that much?"
"Listen, Mom," Catalina hissed. "If you say one more bad thing about Dad, try to make this his fault, in any way, you can forget about lunch, or us having anything to do with you, ever. We're the ones who told him what you were doing, not the other way around."
Pat was silent for a minute. "What time tomorrow, and where?" she asked.
They set it up, and I ended the call. All three of us sat in silence for a few minutes. "I'm hungry," Cat finally said. "You guys wanna go to dinner?"
We were all kind of moving in a fog during dinner, and it wasn't until we were in the elevator on the way back to our suite that Liv said, "I wanna go to the pool and sit in the hot tub. You guys down?"
We were, and in 30 minutes we were on our way to the pool. We played around for a while, both of them trying desperately to dunk me, then I swam some laps while they relaxed. They wanted to get in the hot tub, and we went around behind some plants and trees to the gate.
We were the only ones there for a while, then we looked up when we heard the gate open. Two women came in. They were obviously mother and daughter. They were both spectacular redheads, with freckles and big blue eyes. The daughter looked like she was around the girls' age, and Mom was hard to tell. She was kind of ageless, but must have been around my age, if you could judge from her daughter.
The girls were snuggled up against me in the tub, my arms over their shoulders, and there was plenty of room. They said hi, and climbed in. The girls and I just talked, leaving them to their own conversation. I said something funny, and the girls laughed, both of them kissing me on the cheek.
I looked across the tub, meeting the mother's eyes, they looked very mean and judgmental and she was sort of scowling. What the hell was up with that? I quickly looked away.
Cat kind of floated away, and introduced herself to the daughter. They started talking, and Liv got involved. I felt too awkward to talk to Mom, in light of the fierce look, so I just relaxed, leaned my head back and closed my eyes. I felt the girls float back beside me, and I put my arms around them again. I opened my eyes and the daughter was right in front of me.
"Dad, this is Audra," Liv said. "She's transferring to our school, but she's a sophomore."
I heard a snort from across the pool. Then Mom started giggling.
"Mom?" Audra questioned.
"Oh, my God! I'm so embarrassed," Mom said. She slid off the bench and over next to Cat, while Audra took up the seat by Liv.
"I'm Bach," she reached out a slender hand. I shook it.
"Musician, huh?" I said. I was really proud of that line.
That got another of those cute little snorts of laughter out of her, and the girls giggled insanely. "I wish," she said. "My mother was, and that's how I ended up that ridiculous name."
"Ah, Well, I'm Daniel, and these two scamps are Olivia and Catalina, my daughters," I said.
"So I gathered," she said. "I'm sorry to say I'm a horrible person, and I was sitting over there scandalized that a married man was over there with his arms around those two beautiful young women."
"Umm... how did you know I was married?" I asked.
"Duh, Dad, you sort of have on your wedding ring," Cat said.
"Oh, yeah, I guess I do. I had forgotten. Sadly, these are my daughters, and though I love them with all my heart, and would very much like to have my arms around two women who weren't, I'm making do with them until I can trade them in."
That got me another laugh. Liv and Cat leaned forward and nodded to each other. They each whispered to the girls on either side, and they all swapped places. I now had two gorgeous redheads in the place of the two gorgeous blondes.
"We're kind of like genies, Dad." Liv could hardly get it out between giggling. "You only get one wish, though."
"I am very impressed at your powers," I said.
"What brings you ladies to our humble abode?" I asked.
"We're moving here," Audra said. "Our apartment isn't ready yet, so we're staying here for two weeks."
"You obviously live here if your daughters go to school here," Bach said. "You just taking a staycation? Is your wife with you?"
"That's kind of a story," Cat said. "Maybe we'll save that for another day. And Mom's not here. Her and Dad are sort of... separated."



Bach looked at me. "Okay, that's a little... unclear, but okay."
"My dad lives in New Jersey," Audra said. "Him and Mom are divorced."
She was obviously a very confiding young lady.
"We're just staying here until we can find another place," Liv said. "We're going to look at a place tomorrow night. If you want to come to school with us tomorrow, Audra, we can show you around."
Audra seemed to like that idea and they made plans. Neither of them seemed at all uncomfortable sitting next to me with my arms around them, and I sure wasn't going to complain. They were gorgeous! They both had that clear redhead skin, those baby-blues were amazing and they were very friendly and talkative.
By the time we went back to our suite, they seemed like old friends. Bach was looking for a job. She was an accountant, and I promised that I'd ask around and see if I knew anyone. We made plans to meet for dinner the next evening, and went our separate ways.
Work flew by, and we met Bach and Audra at the restaurant in the hotel. It was as good as advertised. We had an appointment to look at one of the townhouses after dinner, and Liv invited Bach and Audra to go. They seemed excited, so we all piled into the Trackhawk and went house shopping.
The agent met us and showed us around. It had its own entrance, garage and there was a little private yard and garden. There were neighbors to the west, but not to the east where the lawn and garden were. The girls loved the outside, and I was pretty impressed, too.
When we went in, there was a living room, a kitchen, a laundry room, an office, a common bath and a master-suite on the first floor. There were two large bedrooms and a bath on the second floor, and the third floor had another suite. It was very nice, and all four of the girls loved it.
"Do we need to look at the other one?" I asked.
"I can't imagine that I would like it any better," Cat said.
Liv agreed. "Same," she said. "This looks perfect, to me."
We talked to the agent and I signed some papers. She would get all the rest of the paperwork done and she promised it would be ready in a week.
We piled back into the Jeep and I took them for ice cream.
The girls took Audra to school with them twice, and we all had dinner together three out of the next five nights. I was really getting comfortable with Bach and Audra.
The girls met their mom for lunch, as they'd promised. I gathered it didn't go well.
"She's living in some fantasy world," Cat said. "She thinks she can 'explain' everything to you, to us, and that she can have lovers, have all this 'excitement,' you guys will just... bang everyone you want, and our family will all just be fine."
"What did you say?" I asked.
"I told her she's delusional," Liv said.
I chuckled. "That was a big hit?"
She smiled ruefully. "Not exactly. She wants to talk to you, Dad. She says she doesn't want a divorce. Cat told her she was probably going to get one, and she got all mad and left."
"Are you going to talk to her?" Cat asked me.
"Yes, I'm going to be talking to her a lot," I said. "I'm done with her, girls, but she's your mom, so we're going to have to talk to her. There will be a lot of divorce things to talk about."
"Well, I'll talk to her," Cat said. "We aren't going to be hanging out, though. If Livvy wants to, that's fine."
"I don't," Olivia said. "Why would I? She is our mom, Cat, and we kind of owe her something. Mom and Dad have taken care of us all our lives. To be honest, both of us have depended more on you than her, Dad. Always. She always pushed our shit off on you. You were the one who took us to our games, dance lessons, went to school conferences with us."
"Yes, I know," Cat said. "Still, if we had a friend who treated Dad the way Mom has, would we wanna hang out with them? I would block them off everything and I wouldn't be hanging out with them. Ever."
I sighed. "I love you so much. You're my babies, and I am so thankful to have you. I understand how you feel. She is your mother, and I'll be civil to her, but we aren't going to be friends, like you said, Cat."
I rented a truck and we went back to the house while Pat was at work, packed up all our stuff and took it to the townhouse. That brought another round of calls and texts, and the girls met her for lunch again.
The next time I saw her was in her attorney's office. Angela Abbot and I went there to discuss the divorce with them. It was as complicated and traumatic as you can imagine. Pat was insisting that she didn't want a divorce, she was going to fight it, ask for counseling, all the usual maneuvers. Her attorney, Sam Roberts, seemed like he was representing her well. He wasn't hateful or confrontational, just laying out her position.
"Ms. Abbot, my client does not want a divorce," he said. "She has never asked for a divorce and believes that this marriage should continue. She believes that with counselling, the marriage can be preserved."
"Yes, we understand that's her position," Angela said. "That is not my client's position. He offered to go to counseling with her, before her adultery. She refused. He is refusing now."
"Do you think it's likely that the court won't order counseling?" he asked.
"I do think it's unlikely," she said. "It's rare, as you know, in this state, and we are not a state that requires it. In view of your client's adultery and the fact that there are no minor children involved makes it highly unlikely. There is no possibility that my client is going to reconcile and stay married to his wife."
"Daniel, if you would just..." Pat began, before both attorneys shut her down. I said nothing.
I wrote a note and gave it to Angela. She looked at it and frowned at me. "I advise against this," she said. "Are you sure?" I nodded.
"We need to do financial disclosure," she said to Roberts. They traded documents, and Angela passed my note to Roberts. He read it, nodded, and we left.
"Don't do anything foolish," she told me before she left. "Take someone with you. Not your daughters. Just as a witness."
I reported to the girls when I got back, and they suggested that I take Bach with me. "Noo, I wouldn't feel comfortable with that," I said. "I wouldn't even know how to ask her."
Bach and Audra had moved out of the Adams, but we still got together for dinner on Fridays, and Audra seemed like she was the girl's best friend. She was around, almost daily, and I was getting to know her very well.
It turned out that I did know someone who needed to fill an accountant position, and she hired Bach, right away. Audra said she loved the job, and was doing well. Bach gushed about it on Fridays.
The girls and I had gone furniture shopping, picked everything out and we moved into the townhouse. They took the two bedrooms on the second floor, and we had a guest room on the third. Audra had spent a few nights there.
I asked Bach out to dinner on a Wednesday night and asked her if she might be willing to meet Pat with me, after the girls bugging me about it for two weeks. I was very nervous about it, but she didn't act like it was a big deal. We had a nice dinner and she looked great, as always. She was funny, easy to talk to and very intelligent. I decided her ex-husband must have been an idiot to let her get away.
I texted Pat and set up to meet her for lunch. I picked Bach up, and she seemed to have gone to a little extra effort. She was gorgeous, and I wondered how Pat would react to that. She handled it well, as it turned out. In fact, it pretty much solidified my position.
I introduced them when Bach and I arrived. Pat was already there, and we were seated quickly. We ordered, and Pat jumped in with both feet.
"How do you know Daniel, Bach?" she asked.
"We met at the hotel where we were both staying," Bach said. "Our daughters go to the same school and they're really close friends."
"Are you and Daniel 'really close friends'?" Pat asked.
I saw a sparkle in Bach's baby-blues. "I think we are," she said. "If you're asking if we're lovers, that answer would be, none of your business."
I was surprised that Pat didn't blow up at that. "Well, I am still married to him," she said, "but maybe I asked the wrong person."
"You might have, but that's not the problem, Pat," I told her. "You're the wrong person to be asking. You gave up any right to ask about anything I do with your little club excursion."
"This is a story I've got to hear," Bach said.
"I could tell you it's none of your business," Pat said, "but I won't. You're probably about my age, Bach. Have you ever felt old, unattractive, like the best years of your life are behind you? Have you ever felt like your husband is the only person who thinks you're attractive, and he only does because he looks at you through the rose-tinted glasses of love?"
"Yes, to the first part, but my husband didn't look at me through any 'tinted glasses'," Bach said. "He looked at other women through the x-ray glasses of lust and undressed them with his eyes, before trying to undress them in the flesh, so to speak. But you were making a point, I believe?"
"I'm sorry to hear that," Pat said. "I was making a point. I have felt like that for five years. I have needed to know that men, besides Daniel, think I'm attractive. I realize it sounds insecure and irrational, but that's how I've felt."
"Why didn't you say so," I asked.
She sighed. "I did, Daniel. You always dismissed how I felt, told me I was beautiful and tried to love the blues away. It would work for a while. Bach, I wanted Daniel and I to go to a swingers club. I didn't really have any idea of having sex. I wanted Daniel and I to go, see what it was like, see if I really am attractive to other people. I thought if we went there, I would see if people hit on me, invited me into the private rooms. I'd get that thought out of my head if they did."
"I don't pretend to understand," Bach said. "If your husband thinks you're attractive, why would you give a fuck what anyone else thinks?"
Pat shrugged. "I guess I'm that insecure. I asked, begged Daniel to go. The more I asked, the more I tried to explain, the more pissed off he got. That pissed me off, and I finally just thought, fuck it, he's never going to get with the program. I got a friend of a friend to take me. It all got out of hand... That's the story."
"That's A story," I said. "THE story, from my perspective, is a little different."
Our food came, and we were interrupted for a bit. "Okay, let's hear your story, Daniel," Pat said.
"I remember it quite vividly," I said. "I asked you if your plan was to hook up with someone there, and you said something like, not at first. After we got comfortable with the place, we'd talk about it."
"That's a different story, all right," Bach said.
"It's a continuation of the same story," Patricia said.
"Well, if we're continuing stories," I said, "I also remember something like 'I don't answer to you. This is going to happen'."
Pat shrugged. "I told you, I was pissed off. I'm sorry."
"So am I," I told her. "You have your perspective. Yours is the only one that matters to you. I have mine, and mine says you disrespected me in the worst possible way, you were showing me that I wasn't your boss, you went and banged some dude, maybe many, and expected me to just take it. I'm not going to take it. I'm moving on, Pat. I suggest you do the same."
"Okay then, I hate to break it to you, but we seem to have an impasse here," Bach said. "What say we enjoy our lunch and talk about something else?"
"I just want to say, I'm not a hypocrite," Pat said. "If you two are lovers, I'm okay with that. It wouldn't be a problem. God, you're beautiful, Bach."
Bach blushed a little. "Thanks, but we're not, and we're not going to be."
I arched an eyebrow at her. "I'm sorry, Daniel. No, I'm really not. You're a great guy, and I hope we can be "really close friends," but not like Patricia meant it. If I was interested in a guy, you would be at the head of the list. I've... met someone. I'm very interested in her, and she seems like she's interested in me."
"Oh," Pat and I said it together, and all three of us laughed.
"I see," I said. "I really didn't have any expectations, and I very much want to be your very close friend. I love your daughter, Bach." I turned to Pat. "She has an amazing daughter. They look very much alike, and Audra, her daughter, hangs out at our place with Liv and Cat all the time."
"She loves you, too," Bach said. "I know she also loves Olivia and Catalina."
"About them," Pat said. "Do you think you can intercede with them a little for me, Daniel? They will hardly talk to me. I'm sorry I said you were turning them against me, by the way."
"I'm not turning them against you," I said. "I've encouraged them to talk to you, but I'm not pushing them. They are grown women, and they'll do what they want. I won't discourage them, but it's on you to fix your relationship with them, not me."
She nodded. "Fair enough. I'm not giving up, Daniel. I want you back, but things would have to change."
"Just don't," I said. "Moving on, remember?"
We talked about other things, and soon enough, Bach and I went our way and Pat went hers.
Driving Bach back to her office, I thanked her. "Sorry to drag you into all the drama," I said.
She patted my arm. "Don't be," she said. "I told you Audra loves you. So do I, Daniel. You and the girls have been so kind to us. I kind of feel like you're my best friend I have here. I was happy to help you."
I leaned over and hugged her, and she gave me a kiss on the cheek.
As it turned out, we did stay close. She took over the accounting for my business, and we had lunch at least once a week. Audra spent nearly as much time at our place as she did theirs.
Inside a year, I felt like I had known them all my life, and we did all sorts of shit together. My girls did manage some sort of relationship with their mother, and I knew they did things with her, just finding out by accident from time to time. They never mentioned her to me, and I didn't ask.
The divorce went through, although it took a hell of a lot longer than it should have. Pat sent me a birthday card, and another at Christmas, but I never responded. It was a big relief when I got the final notice.
*****
Audra graduated from college with a degree in forensic accounting two years later, and she got accepted into the business school where she was going to get an MBA. Bach's company was expanding, and they were very interested in Audra.
Olivia and Catalina were in their last year, and I had all the usual thoughts a parent does. They would get jobs, find a partner and move out. I wasn't looking forward to that, but that's life. You can't keep your babies as babies forever.
I met Bach's lady, and she was a cute little petite brunette named Molly. I liked her, instantly. The girls liked her, too, and she became part of our tribe.
I started noticing something, soon after Audra's graduation. She would be over at the house and the girls would tell us they had to go do something, leaving Audra and me together. We were pals, and it wasn't awkward, but it seemed like Liv and Cat were manufacturing errands, appointments, things that demanded their attention.
Audra and I would have dinner together, go to movies, go have a beer or just Netflix and chill. She belonged to the same gym I did and we worked out together quite often. When we first met, she had been gorgeous, but sort of tall and very slender. I noticed her workouts were paying off. She was getting strong.
She had muscles on her muscles, and the outfits she wore let you know there was a dynamite package in there. Her butt was spectacular and her legs were strong and beautiful. She had better abs than I did.
It was pretty much of an ego stroke to walk into the gym with her and see all the guys look. In a bar or club, it was the same. She was a very physical girl, hugging me constantly, holding my hand or keeping an arm around my waist while we were walking.
I got home from work one Friday, and the girls told me they had dates. I showered and changed, thinking about what I was going to have for dinner, and Audra came in. I looked up from the sofa where I was sitting, thinking about dinner, and did a double-take. Damn! She looked spectacular.
She had on a gold dress that hugged her like a second skin, that hair was up in a very elegant style, she had a gold chain around her graceful neck and big gold hoops. That dress left her shoulders bare, with those sleeves that went straight across from the neckline, it was very short and it had a slit up one side that let you peek at one beautiful thigh.
"Hi, sweetheart," I said. "You look great. Got a date tonight?"
She came and gave me a kiss, then stood in front of me and did a twirl for me. "You like?" she asked.
"Oh, yeah. You're going to break hearts, looking like that. A special occasion?"
"I hope so," she said. "I don't know yet. Do you have plans?"
"Nope, I was just thinking about dinner," I said.
"I have reservations." She cocked her head to the side a little like she always did when she was going to ask you something. "Would you go to dinner with me, Daniel?"
I was always up for that. "I'll have to get dressed," I told her.
She glanced at her phone. "Will that take more than 30 minutes? We have 45, and it will take us 15 to get there."
I hurried, pulling on black slacks, a pink Oxford shirt, my black shoes and giving myself a spray with some cologne. I looked in the mirror. I wasn't going to look anything close to Audra, but I wasn't bad, I thought. Smiling at my own narcissism, I was ready in 20 minutes.
She was drinking some orange juice in the kitchen when I came out, and I offered her my arm. "Your chariot awaits," I said. She giggled. She had the cutest giggle.
It turned out she took me to eat seafood, and it was delicious. I had shrimp and she had crab legs. I cracked some for her and fed her bites, dipped in the butter, and we had a blast. I asked her if she wanted dessert, and she declined.
"What I really want is for you to take me dancing," she said.
This was new, something we'd never done before. She knew where she wanted to go, and she gave me directions. There was a line outside, but she just ignored it and the door guy let us in. "How did you swing that?" I asked.
"I go to school with him and I told him I might be coming," she said.
"Ah, it pays to know people," I mentioned.
She shot me a dazzling smile and we got drinks, found an open booth and slid in. As soon as I was comfortable, she slid over against me and put my arm around her bare shoulders. She looked up at me. "Remember the first time we met?" she asked.
"I do," I said. "At the Adams."
She nodded. "Remember Liv switched places with me and we were sitting just like this?"
"Yep. I was the luckiest guy in the city," I said. "You on one side and Bach on the other."
She giggled. "Well, she couldn't make it, so you only have me." She finished her drink. "Dance with me, Daniel."
I was happy to dance with this beautiful woman. I got a surprise: she knew how to dance. I had taken all those classes with Pat, and Audra knew all the steps. Not only that, but she was athletic, very coordinated and she moved like a dream. We danced two fast songs, then the DJ put on an oldie, "When A Man Loves a Woman."
I looked at Audra, and she held up her arms, expectantly. I pulled her up close, and she snuggled into my embrace. She was the perfect height. In her heels, she was nearly as tall as I was, and she bent her head, laying her cheek on my shoulder as we moved together.
"I love dancing with you, Daniel," she murmured. "Do you like me?"
"I love you, sweetheart," I told her. "I have ever since I got to know you."



"Me too," she said softly. Her head came up and she gazed into my eyes. They were that startling light blue, shading toward grey, and they were glistening in the lights, looking almost silver. She looked like she wanted to be kissed. I gave her a peck, but she slid her hands around behind my head and pulled me into a kiss that left me stunned.
She let me up a little, and searched my face with those shining eyes. She seemed satisfied with what she found. "I do love you like that, Daniel, and I know you love me, but that's not exactly what I meant. I meant, do you like ME. Do you think I'm fun, smart, sexy? I hang out with you all the time, and it seems like you enjoy being with me. Why don't you ever ask me out, like on a date? Do you think I'm too young for you? I'm not mature enough?"
I was speechless. I saw her eyes start to tear up, and I squeezed her to me, horrified. "Noo, baby, don't cry. God, yes, I think you're all of those things. I had no idea you wanted me to be... like that. I always thought I was kind of a father figure to you."
"You are," she whispered in my ear. "You're more than that. Cat and Liv know how I feel about you. They've been sort of helping me let you get to know me."
I had to laugh. "I knew something was going on. You three are so bad."
"I've been dying, trying to get you to notice me," she said. "Mom thought I had a chance, so I just kept trying. Tonight, was kinda me getting desperate and impatient. Do you think you can love me; I mean as more than just friends?"
I had no idea what to say. I guess I was as clueless as always. I was stunned. She was probably the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, but I had really never thought, never dreamed, she would be interested in me in a romantic way. I could tell she was getting ready to tear up again because I was being so awkward. I couldn't let that happen, so I squeezed her tightly, then pulled her back to the booth.
She slid in, and I cuddled her. "This is a shock to me, sweetheart," I told her. "You've obviously been thinking about this, and you're going to have to give me time to get over being stunned that you're interested in me like that. Liv and Cat are okay with this?"
"Oh yeah," she said. "They think it would be the bomb. I was kind of afraid to tell them, at first, but they were off the hook excited."
"Well, I'll tell you that I think you're an angel," I said. "God, Audra, you're so beautiful, so sweet, I just never... you're so..."
She cut me off mid-sentence, turning my face toward her and lighting me up with another kiss. I could hardly breathe when she let me go. "You were going to say, 'So young,' weren't you?" she said.
I had to laugh. "Yes, I'm sorry."
"I know how old you are, and I know how old I am," she said. "Trust me, Daniel, that doesn't matter to me. I have never dated guys my age. Well," she confessed, "I haven't really dated that much since we moved here. I've been waiting for you to ask me."
"I'm so sorry I didn't," I said. "I already love you, Audra. It won't take much for me to fall in love with you."
"Imma make sure you do," she said.
"Cool, what's your plan?" I asked.
"Well, this was the beginning," she said. "I'm going to get you out and dance with you a few more times, then I'm coming home with you."
The "coming home with you" part had my heart pounding. If she meant what I thought she did...
We wound up dancing more than a few more times, and then I remembered her car was at our place. Maybe that's what she meant. I was in agony, wondering all the way home. She answered that question when I opened her door, watching those long elegant legs emerge, her standing and kissing me again, before proceeding up the steps.
She had her own key, but she waited for me to unlock the door. "Carry me in," she commanded, and we both laughed.
"Yes, princess," I said, scooping her up in my arms. She was solid! Her arms went around my neck and I kicked the door shut behind us. "Where do you want me to put you down?"
She pointed at my bedroom. My heart started pounding again. "Really?"
She nodded. "Oh, my God, Honey..."
I have no idea how we crossed the living area and into my bedroom. I set her down by the bed and just watched her take in my room. It evidently met with her approval. She turned her back to me and took some device out of her hair. It had been twisted up, and time went into slow motion for me as all that fire came tumbling down, waves, soft silkiness, flames descending down below that fantastic ass. I think it was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen.
I stepped up behind her, wrapping her in my arms and she looked up and back at me, eyes silver in the moonlight. I moved her hair to one side and kissed the side of her neck, feeling her shudder slightly.
"You are so beautiful and precious to me," I whispered in her ear, nibbling on it and causing another shiver.
She lifted her hair. "Unhook me, Daniel."
I fumbled a bit, but got the hook on her dress undone, then I slid the zipper down, slowly, letting the back of my hand slide down her back, over her bra, downward, satin skin warm, downward to a dimple in her back, just above the swelling of her butt. She had a little fuzzy feeling there, and she made a little moaning sound.
She turned to face me, and the top of the dress fell, exposing a lacy white bra. I knew she had breasts, but I was unprepared for what I saw. Creamy skin filled those cups, full and delicious looking. I bent and kissed the tops of them before moving back up and claiming her lips. She tasted delicious, both places.
Her clever fingers were unbuttoning my shirt while I kissed my way down the column of her neck, finding a sensitive place at the little hollow where her shoulder began, nibbling my way across to where her bra strap crossed. I eased it down, making my way across to the other and repeating the process.
She was pulling the tails of my shirt out of my pants, unbuckling my belt and unfastening my pants. They fell, and I moved my hands to slide her dress down to join my pants. I moved into her, my arms around her, and eased her down on the bed. She had a bra that hooked in the front, and I eased the cups apart, taking in her beauty.
Her breasts really were spectacular. Firm, fuller at the bottom, fat little pink nipples slightly upturned, centered on areolas of the same shade. Perfection, that was Audra, and I just wanted to look at her, drink in that beauty. She blushed a little under my gaze, reaching up to pull me toward her.
"Let me just enjoy you, baby," I whispered. "You're so perfect."
"Noo," she said. "This is the interactive girlfriend experience. I get to play, too."
I laughed. "My kind of girlfriend!"
She sat up, threw my shirt in the direction of the closet, pushed me down on my back and moved over to straddle me. I could feel her heat through her tiny little white lace panties, rubbing against the hardest erection I could ever remember having.
She lowered herself, those spectacular breasts pressing against my chest, nipples scraping over me, and I just held her for a minute, luxuriating in holding this beautiful woman, a soft-hard bundle of sexy on top of me.
She slid up so I could reach those fat pink nipples with my mouth, and she moaned and shook a little when I sucked one inside, giving it a lashing with my tongue. "God, that feels good," she said. "Just like I imagined. I've been burning up, lover, wanting to be with you."
I, of course, couldn't respond as she was pushing all that pliant cushion into my mouth. I brought my hands up to play with the twin of the one she was feeding me, and I had forgotten how much I loved tits, it seemed. I loved hers, anyway.
She felt the twin was being neglected, evidently, because she moved that nub over so I could give it some love. I could have been happy there, nursing like a baby, but she wanted more, and there was no denying her hunger. She slid back down so she could kiss me, then kept sliding, trailing fire down my body, across my belly to the waistband of my briefs.
She tugged, and I raised my butt so she could slide them off. My cock sprang free, pulsing with my heartbeat, and she gave a low cry. "I think he likes me," she giggled. "Damn, you've got a big cock, Daniel."
I chuckled. I was no porn star, but those words coming from this girl, this woman, I loved so much just seemed so erotic and so... unusual. I had never heard her curse much, and certainly not say "cock."
"Imma kiss him," she said, and followed her words with the action. She wrapped her slender fingers around me, kissed every inch and popped her mouth over the head. She slurped away, and it was my turn to groan. I wanted to see, and her hair was covering us in waves of flame, hiding the view of that angelic face. I reached down and gathered it up, moving it to one side.
The most exciting thing I'd ever seen was there. A 23-year-old absolutely gorgeous woman was sucking my cock, and she looked amazing. She also seemed to be enjoying herself. She looked up at me, stopped long enough to give me a loving smile, then she was at it again. It was easy to see she hadn't had a lot of experience, because she gagged herself a few times, but she was so beautiful, so sweet, so loving, that it was the best I'd ever had. It had been a while for me, and I wasn't going to last long with this vision loving on my cock like that. I could feel my climax coming, and I tried to warn her.
"Babe, I'm... you're so... I'm going to come."
She locked her eyes on my face, worked just a little harder, her free hand gently squeezing my balls, stroking that sensitive area just below with one finger, and I went off. As the first creamy burst fired, she gagged a little again, but she stayed with it, her active tongue swirling, making gulping sounds that were so erotic.
She let some of my cum escape, running down my shaft, but her lips, encircling me like an erotic Cheerio, soon took that back in, and she continued until I was so sensitive that it was becoming painful.
I reached down and pulled her up over me, pulling her face to me to kiss her. "Noo," she complained. "I needa brush."
"No, you don't," I told her. "These lips are mine, and I want to kiss them." She surrendered, and I held her, just giving her all the love I was feeling in my heart. When we were both breathless, I rolled us over to our sides, that lush body pressed against mine.
"Did I do good?" she said. "Did you like me?"
"Oh, my God, Audra. You are incredible," I told her. "I can't believe it, and I feel like I'm going to wake up from some dream and you'll be just a fantasy."
"I'll be your fantasy," she said, "but it's going to be a living, breathing fantasy. I love you so much, Daniel. I want to be good for you."
"Just be you, then," I said. "You're everything any man could ever dream of. Guess what."
"What?" she said.
"It's your turn," I said, rolling over on top of her. "Or maybe my turn. It's somebody's turn, for sure."
She giggled, making those amazing breasts jiggle, and I had to taste them again. They were just as delicious and spell binding as the first time, and I could feel little tremors running through her as I loved on her. I could have been content there for a couple of centuries, but there were other treasures waiting to be uncovered.
Her skin was satin as I nibbled my way down, across highly toned abs, pausing to dip my tongue into the elongated oval of her navel. Causing her to squirm and giggle. When I reached those little delicate panties, I could see that she wasn't bare beneath, a cute little tuft of flame showing through those panties.
I have always believed it should be a crime for redheads to go bare, and I had to see, explore, nuzzle my way in and see that beautiful sight. I pushed her panties down, and she helped me, arching her back, and I kissed her belly as I slid them down long glorious legs. She kicked her little feet and the panties went flying.
There it was, the fire matching the flame spread out across my bed, making her look like she had a halo. I fluffed the little tuft with my fingers, nuzzled her with my nose, tugged on it with my lips, and she giggled. "Somebody likes my little love patch," she said.
"You have no idea," I told her. "God, Audra, you are exquisite."
She glowed. I had to sit up and just look at her, maybe for a few years. I mean, I had known she was gorgeous with her clothes on, but I always figured there were a lot of people who looked good in clothes, but naked, they probably wouldn't look so good. Audra was definitely not one of those. She looked stunningly, incredibly better.
I slid down to the bottom of the bed and started with her cute little feet, gradually working my way up long, beautifully muscled legs, nipping at the tendons that stretched tightly in her thighs as she spread her legs for me.
She made the sexiest sounds and I could feel those little shudders going through her, becoming more pronounced and sustained as her sexual excitement grew. As I reached the juncture of her thighs, there it was, gorgeous, topped by that little tuft. Her lips were sealed together, rising in a perfectly straight line up to the pronounced little bump of her clitoris at the top. I had to taste her.
She jolted as I slid my tongue up from the bottom, parting those perfect labia, moving upward until she jolted again when my tongue covered her clit. The aroma of clean fresh aroused girl combined with the visual impact, the sounds she was making and the tangy sweet slickness. I probed, licked, sucked and her voice rose, the trembling grew almost continuous and her sexual tension grew like the drawing of a bow. As I sucked her clit between my lips, lashing the tiny head with my tongue, I slid a finger into her creamy depths and all that tensions snapped as she arched up toward me, a hoarse, moaning little scream coming from her as she writhed, bucked and whimpered out her pleasure.
It went on until I could feel her fingers pulling at my hair and her motions turned into ones of escape. "Too much," she gasped. "Oh, my God, Daniel, please..."
I let her pull me up and she attacked my lips, kissing all over my face while gasping little words. "Jesus, Daniel. It was everything... just like I'd dreamed... don't ever stop... love you..."
The sight, sound, feel and smell of this wonderful woman had me erect and ready, and as we expressed our feelings, I could feel the heat and moisture of her against the head of my cock. I pushed, and she was so slick and wet, the head of my cock entered her with a slight popping sensation.
Her face looked shocked and her mouth froze in a cute little "O." She cringed back a little and I didn't move. "Wait," she squeaked. "Let me get used to it. Damn you've got a big dick."
"As long as you need, baby," I whispered. I just stayed there, and I could feel small contractions around me as she flexed her inner muscles. I had no idea women could do that. When I felt her beginning to work her hips around a little, drawing back and pushing toward me, I let my weight push me into her a little. She gasped and froze again. I stopped and let her rest, then we repeated the process, a small advance, while she shrank away, finally resulting in her bursting out in giggles.
"Hey, you're stepping on our groove here," I admonished her.
"I'm sorry, Daniel, but you're just so big... I'm such a newbie and it's been a long time. I'll do better, I promise."
"You're perfect, Sweetheart," I told her. "I was just kidding."
"I know, I just... a little more."
It took probably 15 minutes before I felt the head of my cock kiss the back of that incredibly tight pussy. I had maybe an inch left outside, and we rested again. It wasn't long before I felt her tell-tale trembling begin again.
I drew back, slowly advancing again, and after a few minutes, she grew comfortable with my thrusting into her and began motions of her own. As her excitement grew, she became very energetic, meeting my thrusts with her own, beginning her little moans and gasps.
Her whole body moved against me, becoming more and more excited until she was a sexual dynamo, her legs up, heels locked around the back of my thighs, pulling me into her as the worked her body against mine. This girl, this woman was the fuck of the century.
All the promise of that lush body, her angelic face, her sweet and dynamic personality was overwhelming, and we came together, her hoarse little scream coming again as the white-hot pleasure took us over the top together, joined heart, body and soul.
*****
I was in the kitchen, making bacon and pancakes for breakfast when she came in, wearing one of my Oxford shirts and panties. A woman in a button-up man's shirt is just incredibly sexy, and she was no exception. She came and plastered herself to my back, embracing me from behind as I was turning the bacon.
In another few minutes, Liv and Cat came in, saw us together and flew across to wrap themselves around both of us, giggling like they were insane.
"Yeet!" Cat said. "I knew it! He loves you, Audra."
Audra just clung tighter to me. "Player three has entered the game," Liv said, and all three of them went into another fit of giggling.
I chuckled. "Excuse me for being old, but is that an inside joke?"
"It's kind of a meme," Audra explained. Olivia ran off to get her phone, and they showed me funny memes while I finished cooking of people having a beef and some third person getting involved. The memes went deeper, and they were funny as hell.
I just stood there, thinking how my life had changed, my three girls sitting there at the bar, giggling together. Audra would pause in her conversation to give me a look, a smile, kissy lips, and seeing them all together, my wonderful daughters and my beautiful little lover, I knew I was the luckiest man alive. I knew there were going to be issues; the disparity in our ages being foremost among them, but with the love I had in my heart for her, and the way she obviously felt about me, to the relationship I had with her mother, and she had with the girls, I was pretty sure player three was in the game for good.
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I don't know how long it had been going on when I stepped out onto the parking lot. It was a hot summer day, and I was temporarily blinded by the sun glaring off the concrete. I heard raised voices, and as I walked toward my car, I could see three people standing by the bus stop in front of my building. Two of them, an older man and woman, seemed to be shouting at the third.
"What the hell are you doing here?" the man shouted. "You don't belong here! Go back to Oakland where you belong!"
The older woman joined in berating the young woman standing there. "We've seen you here before. Cars are getting broken into and we don't need any more of this shit."
The young woman was surprisingly calm. "Y'all need to leave me alone. I work just down the street and I catch the bus here. I have every right to be here. This is a bus stop and the bus will be here in three minutes."
"How do we know that's what you're doing?" the man shouted. "You don't belong here."
Well, there was nothing about that situation I liked. I had seen enough and heard enough of this shit on the internet, and now here it was going on in front of MY building. I don't mean the building where I lived, although I did live there. I OWNED the building. I had privilege and position, and it was time to put it to good use.
I'd once read a statement attributed to Edmund Burke. I took it to heart. "The only thing necessary for the triumph of evil is for good men to do nothing." Evil wasn't going to triumph that day. Not in my parking lot. I walked up about 10 feet away.
"Hey, sweetheart, you okay?" I asked the girl. She'd been facing away from me and I hadn't really seen anything but her back. That was pretty impressive, but I got the full impact when she turned to face me.
"I was okay, until these two showed up," she said. "They've been yelling at me, saying a bunch of racist shit and they won't leave me alone."
The woman started to bluster up, and got going again. "This... person..." I didn't let her finish. The words of Samuel L. Jackson sprang to mind and I almost laughed, but I said, with as much menace as I could muster, "I don't remember asking you a Goddamn thing."
That got a snort from the damsel in distress, and a snarl from the man. "Who do you think you are, talking to my wife like that?"
"You needa get this crazy bitch under control and take your old wrinkly dusty trash-bag looking ass down the street," the girl said. "Telling a black person to 'go back to Oakland.' What, you think there aren't any black people in Berkeley?"
This was getting out of hand. I thought I should put an end to it. "As for who I am, I'm the owner of this building," I said. "What are you doing standing in my parking lot?"
"We live here." I could tell the woman was building a head of steam.
"Not for long," I assured her. "I don't lease to racists. I suggest you move along and leave this young lady alone. I'll have the property manager speak to you about vacating your lease as soon as I can. You two have a good day."
I turned from them to the 'young lady.' "Madame, do you really want to wait for the bus in this company, or would you prefer riding in that?"
"That," was my Mercedes GLS 63. I chirped the locks. It was black and gleaming in the sun. She looked at it, back at me, and I could see doubt in her eyes. I didn't blame her.
"Tell you what," I said. "Let's go inside, I'll introduce you to the building manager; she can tell you I am who I say I am. I'll give you my driver's license, you can call anyone you want, tell them you're with me and make sure you're safe. Deal?"
She looked at the disappearing idiots who had been harassing her, back to me and gave a little nod. "Bye, Felecia," she called after them.
I held out my hand. "I'm Robert," I said. "Rob, Rob McDonald."
She took a step back. "Umm... virus," she said.
I laughed. "Sorry, I'm just so used to shaking hands I still do that. Don't worry, I never really liked doing it; it's just a habit. I'll put on a mask while we're together in the car and when we go inside."
She nodded again. That little movement fascinated me. The reason for the fascination was her hair. It was gorgeous. There was this explosion of black glossy curls, pounds of them, it appeared, surrounding one of the most beautiful faces I'd ever seen. There were three or four strands of curls that fell across her face and her right eye was nearly hidden beneath the mass on that side. It fell down over her shoulders, halfway down her back, and I figured if it was straight if would be past her butt.
That butt was the first thing I had noticed when her back was toward me and I was walking up on the scene. Well, after the hair. It was maddening, jutting out, round, firm, tight and just spectacular. She'd started with good genes and it looked like she'd spent years perfecting them.
When she'd turned to face me, I was stunned. It was a little oval face, pointed chin, broad high forehead, high cheekbones, huge tilted-up eyes that were a liquid amber in the sun, flecks of gold and green in them, and her lips... Kissable was the only word. Full, plush and she had on a shade of dark purple lipstick that matched her eyeshadow. This was a gorgeous girl. She looked like a baby, though. I wondered how old she was. She didn't look 20.
"I'm Tianna," she said, "Tianna Edwards." Even her voice was captivating: low, husky and sounding like she should be singing old jazz. It was what I imagined talking to Billie Holliday would have sounded like.
"Nice to meet you, Tianna," I said. "Ready to go inside?"
She nodded again, and we walked across the parking lot and into the cool air of the lobby. She pulled a mask out of her bag and I got mine from my pocket.
I introduced her to Marsha, the building manager, and Marsha confirmed for her that I did, indeed, own the building. I gave her my driver's license and she made a phone call.
"Hi, Gram," she said. "Listen, I'm riding home with this guy. His name is Rob McDonald. He owns the building where I catch the bus."
I heard the voice on the other end say something, then Tianna cut it off. "No, I'm giving you his license number. If he murders me, call the police." She looked up at me and I could tell she was smiling behind the mask. I wanted to tear it off so I could see that smile.
She gave her grandmother my license number, and after a few more words, she ended the call. "I should warn you; I know a bunch of big thug mofos who will hunt you down and end you if you hurt me," she said.
I laughed. "Anyone who would hurt you should be ended." We said goodbye to Marsha and I thumbed the remote to start the car. By the time we got there the air was blasting away and it was starting to cool down.
I held the door for her, and she got in, glancing up at me with a look of surprise in her eyes. I guess she wasn't used to men holding her door. When I got in, she was checking everything out inside. "Sick nasty car," she said, her eyes showing she was smiling again.
"Thanks, I think," I said.
That got a laugh out of her and it was a spine-tingling sound. I wanted to hear it again.
"It's a compliment," she said.
I nodded. "Where are we going?"
She hesitated, then laughed. "You're not going to believe this, but Oakland." We both burst out laughing. That's where the assholes had told her to "go back to."
I got the address into the navigation system and we started. "So, tell me what brings Tianna Edwards out of Oakland?" I said.
"I work just down the street from your building," she said.
"Mind telling me what you do?"
"No, I don't mind," she said. "I work for a lawyer. I'm kind of a front desk person. I make appointments, talk to clients, that sort of thing."
"Been there long?" I asked.
"No, about six months," she said. "I'm working my way through college."
I nodded. "I wondered if you were still in high school."
She laughed. "Yeah, I get that a lot. I know I have a baby-face. I'm 20, though. I'm a sophomore."
"Where do you go?" I asked.
"Laney College," she said. "Imma graduate this year, and I'm trying to get in at USF. I'm going to have to pinch pennies and go in debt, but I'm pretty sure I'll be okay. What do you do, Rob?"
"I'm an aggregates engineer," I told her. "I build shit out of concrete. I'm really not a serial killer."
She laughed. "Sorry. I didn't think you were a serial killer. I mean, what are the odds of two serial killers being in the same car?"
It took me a second, but we both laughed hysterically when I finally caught on. "You got me," I finally managed.
"Hmm, well, that job sounds... boring."
"I guess my job is boring, most of the time," I said. "I sort of work for my father. He started the company, but he's semi-retired and I pretty much run the place."
She patted the dashboard. "Looks like you're doing all right for yourself," she said.
I noticed her hand. She had long slender fingers and bright yellow nails. They were very elegant and beautiful. I was beginning to think everything about her was beautiful.
Another thing I noticed was she was wearing three rings, but none of them appeared to indicate any attachment. Nothing on that vital finger. I was surprised to notice that it was "vital" to me.
"Tianna, want to stop for ice cream on the way?" I asked.
She shot me a look. "Ice cream?"
"Yeah, I think it should be against the law for a pretty girl not to be eating ice cream on such a hot day."
She laughed. "Sure, but I know this is just a plan you cooked up to make me fat."
She was anything but fat. "I'd say your workouts will keep you from worrying about that, " I told her.
"I do work out," she said. "You do, too."
"Yeah, I belong to a club," I said.
"I wish I could afford that," she said. "I work out at school, but I don't like it. There are always a bunch of tools in there who think screaming when they finish a lift impresses the women as much as it impresses their hommies. Between them and the fuck-bois who try to hit on everyone, I'd rather be somewhere else."
"I can only imagine," I said. "There are some of them at my club, too, but we'll kick you out if you get loud or bother other members."
"Where you go?" she asked.
"Well, I kind of own the club," I said. "It's called "Spin Universe," and it's in Alameda."
We pulled up at the ice cream place, ordered and got back on the road. I got mint chocolate chip and she got something with caramel, chocolate and nuts, with whipped cream.
She looked over at mine and shuddered. "How can you eat that?"
"What?" I asked. "You don't like mint chocolate chip?"
She shook her head and all that hair danced in magic waves. "Noo. Ion wanna eat toothpaste. I'd get it right out the tube if I did."
This was an amazing girl, I decided. She was, of course, probably the hottest woman I'd ever seen in person, she was funny as hell and obviously smart, since she was doing well in college. She also had a little dab of whipped cream on her upper lip.
She noticed that I glanced at it a couple of times, and she finally said, "I've got ice cream on my mouth, don't I? Is that what you're thinking?"
I couldn't tell her what I was actually thinking: that I wanted very badly to kiss it off, so I just touched my mouth. "A little something," I said.
She giggled and a little pointed pink tongue swiped her upper lip, then she pulled her mask back up. She was making me nuts. I needed to concentrate on my driving.
"Say, Tianna, I've got a deal for you," I said, thinking faster than I ever had in my life. "I need a workout buddy. If you'll work out with me, I'll give you a six-month membership at the gym."
She looked at me and she was hard to read behind her mask. "Why?" she asked. While I was formulating a reply, she figured it out. "Oh, oh, I get it. You want to get to know me, don't you, Rob? Rob like me, he wanna date me," her voice was a teasing sing-song.
I had to laugh. This was one sharp cookie. "Busted," I said. "Do you hate the idea? I figured if I just asked you out you would say no, since you don't know me, so I figured, yes, we'd get to know each other a bit."
"Hmm..." she made a little noise and seemed to ponder it. "Well, if we do get to know each other, you're going to figure out that you should just tell me shit," she said. "I like people to tell me what they're thinking, not dance around."
"I'll remember," I said. "What do you think about the gym membership, though? I really would like to have you as a workout buddy, and I'd like to get to know you."
"I don't know yet," she said. "You needa come in and meet Gram. If she likes you, I'll do it."
"That sounds terrifying," I confessed.
She laughed. "She's not at all terrifying. I'm not sure what she'll think about you, though."
"Why not?" I asked.
"Well, you're sort of a white boy," she said. "My dad is white, and I love him like no one else, but he and Mom divorced when I was three. Gram doesn't get along with him. He and Mom were good parents and always worked together on being what I needed, but marriage didn't work out that well for them."
"What does that have to do with me?" I asked.
She shrugged. "I trust Gram," she said. "She's a good judge of character. You're dropping me at her house."
I got it. She didn't want me to have her address. Smart girl. I pretended not to notice. "You live with your grandmother?"
"No, not anymore," she said. "I did. Mom is a model and gone all the time. My Dad is a great guy, but he smokes weed all the time and has a bunch of sketchy friends. I love them both, but neither of them were people who should have ever had a kid. They love me, in their own way, but we wouldn't get along if I lived with them. I lived with Gram ever since I started kindergarten. I have my own apartment now."
"Is she going to eat me?" I asked.
She smiled, and since the mask was off while she was taking a bite of her ice cream, her perfect teeth flashed. Her smile lit her up like a beacon. Sadly, she finished her ice cream and pulled up her mask. I was moving a little slower, since I was driving, and she took my cup and fed me. God that felt intimate, and I was loving my day.
"She won't eat you," Tianna said. "She'll be surprised if she thinks I like you."
"Oh, why is that?" I asked.
"Well, don't take this wrong, but I kinda have a 'no white boys' rule."
Had I been going to take it wrong, her putting another spoonful of ice cream in my mouth disarmed that.
"Why is that?" I asked.
"Well, I saw how that worked out with my mom and dad," she explained. "They aren't like prejudiced, or anything, and I'm not either, but there's just a lot of awkward shit that goes along with it. I know it's better now, but there are just things you don't know."
"Tell me something," I said.
"Okay, suppose you call me up Thursday and ask me for a date that night? I tell you, 'I can't, I needa wash my hair.' What you think?"
"You're blowing me off?"
"See, that's a thing. What you don't know is washing my hair isn't like you washing yours. It takes me hours. I have to put oil IN my hair, and you wash it OUT of yours. I have to wrap my hair up in a bonnet every night with product on it. I have to use lotion, every day, or my skin gets ashy. There are just things you have to learn and some of them are awkward, not like hair."
"I had no idea," I said. "I can see that. I'll have to think about shit like that. You can teach me."
"We'll see," she said. "You gotta pass the Gram test, first."
I was nervous as fuck when we pulled up in front of a cozy little white house with a white vinyl fence in the front, joining chain-link down the sides. I noticed the driveway was broken up, the sidewalk, too. Hey, concrete guys notice that shit. The flowerbeds were immaculate, and there was a tiny woman who I knew had to be in her seventies, but looked fifty, working in some beautiful heliotropes.
She had a wheelbarrow with mulch in it and I could see a little pile of grass she had pulled beside her. She stood when we pulled in and straightened, putting her hands on her hips and squinting into the sun.
Tianna didn't wait for me to come around and open her door, just hopping down and calling, "Hey, Gram!"
She ran to the gate, opening it and pausing just inside to beckon to me to follow. She went and hugged her grandmother, and I noticed how tall she was. She towered over her grandmother like a tree.
"Gram, this is Rob McDonald," she said. "He kinda ran off some old racist white people who were harassing me at the bus stop. It's sorta in front of the building he owns. Rob, this is my gram. Her name is Patricia."
I almost stuck out my hand, but remembered just in time. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Patricia," I said. "I love your heliotropes. You have beautiful flowers."
I could tell she was sizing me up. "Thank you for helping my baby, Mr. McDonald," she finally said. "You took some trouble, carrying her all the way out here in your car."
I was feeling very uncomfortable in front of this tiny little woman, like she was looking into my soul, and I kind of shifted from foot to foot. "I enjoyed the company," I said. "I don't like people being aggravated in front of my building. Well, anywhere else, for that matter."
She chuckled. "Anybody don't enjoy the company of Tianna got something wrong with them. Y'all want some lemonade? I just made some."
"I'll get it and bring it out," Tianna spoke quickly. "Rob, you help Gram finish what she was doing." She left me standing there and went inside. Now I was in a pickle. Patricia was fierce!
"Were you getting ready to spread some mulch, Patricia?" I asked.
"I was as soon as I got rid of the pesky grass," she said. "That Bermuda grass doesn't know where it belongs. You got on nice clothes though, honey."
I had on khakis and pink polo. "I was on my way to work, really," I said. "I mostly wear clothes like this, and they wash. Let's get that grass."
We knelt down together and she had a bag from the mulch under her knees. We started finding sprigs to pull. "I know what you mean about the grass," I told her. "I do concrete, and that Bermuda gets in every crack and grows like crazy."
She nodded and chuckled. "Doesn't know its place," she said. She glanced over at me with those penetrating eyes, so dark brown they were almost black, and she had a twinkle in them.
"You like my Tianna?" she asked.
I nodded. "I do. Like you said, anyone who wouldn't is nuts. I've only known her about an hour, but I think she's amazing. She's smart, funny, sassy and kind of beautiful. Maybe you noticed."
She chuckled. "Everybody notice that. Some don't notice the funny, smart and sassy part, though. She like you; I can tell."
"Somehow, I think I know where she got the smart and sassy from," I said.
She laughed. "Don't be wasting that charm on me, Mr. McDonald," she said. "Let's put some mulch in here."
I shoveled mulch where she directed and she spread it out with her hands. I noticed that Tianna had come out on the screened-in porch and was sitting, watching us.
We worked around for another 10 minutes, finishing spreading the mulch, just talking companionably, and Patricia took the wheelbarrow back to her shed. "You go wash up. Tianna show you where," she said.
I went to the porch door, and Tianna let me in. "You survived." Amusement was sparkling in those huge brown eyes.



I had to laugh. "I did, barely. Patricia scares me to death, Tianna."
"Noo, she's as gentle as kitten," she said. "Unless you threaten someone she loves." She led me through the house to the bathroom, watching as I washed my hands. "When I was like 10, some older boys were picking on me and she took a fence post after them. They scattered like leaves and never bothered me again.
I laughed as I dried my hands. "I can only imagine." We went back to sit on the porch, and I heard Patricia moving around inside. Tianna poured me a glass of lemonade and Patricia joined us.
We sat on the porch drinking the delicious lemonade, and a little silence fell. It wasn't awkward. "I like just sitting out here and looking at my flowers in the afternoons," Patricia said.
"Gram loves her flowers," Tianna said. "The beds have shrunk in size a little since her gardener moved out."
Patricia chuckled. "Yeah, and I miss her, too. She come back to visit me all the time, though. My Tianna a good girl, Mr. McDonald."
"I believe you," I told her. "Please call me Rob, though. My father is Mr. McDonald."
"Where your parents live?" Patricia asked.
"They have a place in North Beach," I said. "They don't spend a lot of time there, these days. My mother was a university professor and she retired three years ago. Dad has pretty much retired, too. He'll do some consulting for me on big jobs, but they have a motorhome and they travel."
"Are y'all close?" Tianna asked.
"Love them with all my heart," I said. "They were the best parents you could imagine. I have a sister in San Diego, and she has two kids. Mom and Dad worship them and spend a lot of time down there."
I had finished my lemonade and felt like I should go, as much as I wanted to stay for hours. I stood, and they walked me to the gate. "Thanks for the lemonade, Patricia," I said. "Hope to see you around."
She smiled. "Might be," she answered.
Tianna came to the car with me. I opened the door and turned. "Give me your phone," she said.
I did, and unlocked it. She put her number in my contacts. "Call me," she said, moved closer and brushed my cheek with her soft lips. "Thanks for today."
"I'll call, and you're welcome," I said. I drove away and she was watching as I looked in my rearview mirror.
I wanted to stop at the end of the block and call. I laughed at myself. I was like a kid with a junior-high crush. God, that girl, though. She was amazing, spectacular and gorgeous. I couldn't get her out of my head.
*****
Thursday afternoon I was at home, having just dropped off some plans for a new high-rise, and my buzzer sounded. I looked, and saw Tianna standing with the security guy in the lobby. I pressed the intercom. "Hey, come on up." I was just turning away when the intercom buzzed again. It was Tianna, still in the lobby. "Something wrong?" I asked.
She laughed. "Um... Rob, the security guy buzzed for me and he won't give me your apartment number or let me come up without you saying it."
I smacked my forehead. "Sorry, Tianna. I'm an idiot. Fifteenth floor, number three."
I ran my fingers through my hair and opened the door. I heard the elevator ding after a minute, and there she was. She took my breath away. A long cool woman in a black dress came walking down my hallway, looking like a runway model.
"Wow! It's Tianna Edwards!" I said. "Hi, Tianna. God, you look fantastic. Come in." I gave her a kiss on the cheek she tilted up for me.
"Oh, yeah?" she said. "Why you didn't call me, then?"
"I'll explain," I said. "Want a soda?"
"You got Dr. Pepper?" she asked.
"I do. Have a seat and I'll get you one."
I got ice in a glass and popped the top on a bottle of Dr. Pepper made with real sugar for her. I drank it all the time and hoped she'd like it.
She was standing, looking at one of my paintings when I came back from the kitchen. I set her glass and bottle on the coffee table and poured my own. "You like?" I asked.
"I do. It's an original, huh?"
"Yes, a Russian artist I really like. Her name is Anastasiya Rybchenko."
"Sweet," she said, ambling back over to the sofa. She looked at the Dr. Pepper. "Real sugar? Is that good?"
"I think so," I said. "You'll have to see if you like it."
She poured, took a swallow, and I saw that little pointy pink tongue again. "Yum," she said. "I like. Why you didn't call me, Rob?"
"Yeah, about that," I said. "This is kinda embarrassing, but I was being careful, Tianna."
"Explain."
"Well, I think you are amazing, special," I said. "I didn't want to seem creepy, like I was pushing you... I didn't... want to scare you off. I really want to make a good impression."
She laughed. "I see. I hate to tell you, Rob, but you're past the 'good impression' stage. You made a hella nice first impression the day we met."
"I did? I mean, that's good, right?" I was acting like an idiot.
"Mm-hmm," she murmured.
"Well, I was actually going to call you today," I explained. "I felt like a decent amount of time had passed so I wouldn't seem like a stalker."
She laughed and took a drink of her Dr. Pepper. "What were you going to say?"
"Well, two things, really," I explained. "One was that I have a gift membership at the gym set up for you, and I was hoping you'd take me up on that workout buddy offer. The second was to see if you'd go out with me tomorrow night."
She raised one eyebrow and looked at me quizzically. "Can't go out tomorrow night," she said. "Dad's birthday and Imma take him roller-skating. Besides, Ion think we ready for that, anyway. Let's think about that getting to know thing, okay?"
"Yes, we can, Tianna. I was afraid it was short notice, anyway," I said. "Still, I was going to ask. What days do you usually work out?"
"I do Monday through Thursday," she said. "You?"
"It's been hit and miss for me lately," I told her. "I try to get in three weekdays and sometimes Saturday morning. Would you like to meet me Monday when you get out of school?"
"That sounds good, but I get out at two," she said. "Won't you be working?"
"I could be, but I'm kinda the boss," I said. "If I don't have a meeting, I work when I want."
She sighed. "Must be nice. If you don't have something, we could meet at like three. Would that be good?"
"Perfect," I said. "What brings Tianna to my door today? Something special, or you just stopped by on the way home from work?"
"You didn't call," she said.
"Tianna like me, she wanna date me," I teased.
She actually blushed. "Maybe," she said. "We'll see."
She finished her Dr. Pepper. "Gotta go, Rob. Bus be here in five."
"Can I give you a ride home?" I asked.
"Thanks, but I'll catch the bus," she said. "I'm used to it."
She gave me a hug, and I watched her to the elevator. She was poetry in motion as she walked, and I think she gave that fantastic ass a little extra bounce. She blew me a kiss and she was gone.
I texted her Friday and Saturday, just little funny things I saw I thought she would like, and she answered. After the Saturday text, she sent me her Snapchat. Apparently, that was the best way to get her attention, so I downloaded the app. I had to laugh. She was my only contact, and I expected that would always be the case.
She was never far from my mind for the entire weekend, and I felt like Monday morning was months long. I had offered to pick her up, but she told me the club was only 15 minutes from her place. I still had no idea where she lived.
I got there about 15 minutes early, and was talking to my trainer when she got there. She had on a cute outfit: black and yellow workout pants and a jacket, with yellow sneakers. I got her to sign the paperwork, we got her a locker and she went off to put her bag in it.
Anthony, the trainer, was telling me what he wanted me to do on a leg machine when she returned. We both looked, and I think our jaws dropped at the same time. What she had on under the outfit also matched. There was a black top, sort of an expanded sports-bra thing with a diagonal yellow lightning bolt across her chest. It ended about an inch under her breasts, and there was smooth brown skin from there to the top of shorts that were a second skin, black, with a yellow stripe on one leg. She wasn't dark, very light for a black girl. I supposed that had to do with her father being white.
She saw us looking at her and sort of hesitated. I stood up and extended my hand. She came forward, took it, and I introduced her to Anthony.
"Welcome to the club," he said. "I'll get you a plan started. Do you know your max for the core lifts?"
She did, and they were impressive. I was very impressed, at least. Anthony isn't very impressed with anything. "Lazy and weak," is how he regarded most people. He got us some resistance bands in the right colors, and we started.
I couldn't help staring when I thought she wasn't looking. God, her ass in those shorts was maddening. She had more muscle definition than I did, her legs weren't at all thin, her thighs were very muscular and her calves were slender, but she had muscles that flexed and became ropes when she stretched the bands, and she had a six-pack for abs. This was one hot, fit lady.
We chatted like old friends, and she told me a joke. I spotted her on the bench, and she spotted me. She helped racking the weights and loading the bars, just like any good gym buddy, except she looked better than any I'd ever had.
She knew what weights she wanted, and it was apparent that she knew her way around. Anthony was going to be very good for her, I thought. He was very supportive, but he pushed his clients. We finished our weights and did cardio, me on an elliptical trainer and she on the treadmill next to me, her air pods in, listening to music. I wondered what she was listening to.
When we were through, I got us bottles of post-workout and water, and we sat at a table in front of the racquetball courts, watching the players.
"You play, Rob?" she asked.
"I do," I told her. "I'm not great, but I love it. You?"
"Yeah, me too," she said. "Maybe we play next time instead of the cardio machines?"
"I'd love that," I said. "I make myself do the cardio, but it bores me. Playing is much better, or running outside."
"Same," she said. "What you do in your spare time, Rob?"
"Well, I love to read, and spend a lot of time doing that. I fish, and I kayak. You ever kayak, Tianna?"
"No, where you go?"
"Well, you can paddle along the coast, but I mostly like rivers," I told her. "My favorite in California is the North Fork of the Yuba River."
"Where is that?" she asked.
"Out through Sacramento," I told her. "Once we get to know each other, maybe we could go."
"Hmm, I dunno," she said. "I don't have a kayak."
"I have three," I told her. "One for me, you and Patricia."
She laughed. "Somehow, I can't picture Gram being into it. She's scared to death of water."
"How about you?" I asked.
"Oh, I love it. I go to the beach a lot, Mom has a pool, and I swim there."
"Well, let's see how it goes." I sensed the pace with Tianna was going to be glacial. She was cautious, and I didn't mind. I knew she would be worth however long it took.
The pace was slow, indeed. We worked out together, I Snapped her constantly, and she was just as frequently turning up on my phone. She came and hung out with me at my place some on her way home from work, and I found out she was a gamer. We played games together at my place, and online when she was at her place.
She was a captivating little gypsy, and I knew I wanted her in my life, at whatever level she would let me be. She kept me firmly friend zoned for two months before she let me ask her out on a date. She shut me down every time I started, and I just bit my tongue.
We were working out together on a Wednesday afternoon. We had been playing racquetball, and she was better than I was. I was stronger than she was, and if I hit a good serve she had trouble with it, but she was lightning quick. She could change directions faster than anyone I had ever played with, and she ran down every ball. She usually won.
We always did a rock-paper-scissors to see who would serve first. She was mystified at how I could always beat her, but she was totally predictable. She would always start with what I had beaten her with the last time. All I had to do was remember.
"Damn, how you do that, Rob?" she complained. "You got some Jedi shit going on there."
"I know your deepest thoughts, Tianna," I told her.
"Yeah? What I'm thinking now?" she asked as we walked out the door of the gym.
"Let me think," I said. "You're trying to hide it from me." She was walking in front of me, and stopped suddenly. She turned to face me, took a step, closing the gap between us.
She looked up into my eyes, the sunshine turning her huge brown eyes to gold. She moved forward just a bit, pressing her body against mine.
"I'm not hiding it now," she said.
She turned her face up, but her eyes were down, her incredibly long lashes hiding the golden glow. I tilted her chin up with one finger and she looked up. "Tianna, will you go out with me Friday night?" I asked.
"Yes, Rob. See, you can read me."
I laughed. "You sort of gave me a signal, there." She looked like she wanted to be kissed. God knows I wanted to kiss her, so I did. I had never in my life felt anything like I felt at that moment. It was spectacular, dynamic, even though it didn't last long. I was possessed with the feeling that Tianna Edwards was something, someone, for me to protect, cherish, hold, as long as she would let me.
I realized that her arms were around me and the butt of her racket was pressing painfully against my spine. "Umm, well, I hate to break the magic, here, Tianna," I said, "but were you planning to sever my spine with that racket?"
She buried her face in my shoulder and I could feel her shaking with laughter. She did ease off on my thoracic vertebrae. She looked up at me and snorted with laughter. "God, Rob, you a clown, dude. I love it."
I kissed her again. We couldn't stop laughing, and she put her arm around my waist, draped mine over her shoulders and bumped me with her hip as we walked. She tried to pull away to head toward the Posey Tube, but I held onto her.
"I'm taking you home."
"Noo, Rob, you don't needa do that," she protested.
"Yes, I do," I told her. "You never answered my question."
"What question?"
"I'll tell you in the car," I said. We kept the same position until I had to let go of her to open her door.
I got in, and she was buckling up. As soon as she did, her hand came over and rested on my leg, the feeling of that little hand on the bare flesh of my thigh sending a euphoric feeling washing over me. It was like her touch had drugged me and I couldn't move.
"Rob..." those big brown eyes looked a question at me.
"Umm..." I was becoming an idiot. "Sorry. Yeah, you need to tell me where you live, Tianna."
"Right, but I remember the question you asked now."
I waited.
She leaned over and kissed my cheek. "I would love to go out with you Friday, Rob. How should I dress?"
"Tianna, you're going to be the most beautiful woman in the room if you wear burlap," I told her.
She giggled. "Yeah, but my burlap is at the cleaners."
That cracked me up. "Remember that black dress you wore when you came to my place the first time? Will you wear that? Low heels, because I want to dance with you."
"Perfect," she said. She gave me her address and I drove her home. I opened her door and she kissed me again as she slipped away. "Next time I show you my apartment," she said. "It's 34. Pick me up at... six?"
"Count on it," I told her. "And Tianna, thanks for letting me out of the friend zone. I promise to try not to make you regret it."
As it turned out, I didn't get that date. She called me Thursday afternoon. That was unusual, because we always texted or Snapped each other. "Hello, beautiful girl," I answered.
"Rob," she sounded like she was crying. "I'm sorry, but Gram fell going to the mailbox and broke her arm. She broke it pretty bad, and they gonna keep her in the hospital, at least tonight. I'm sorry, Rob, but I can't go out tomorrow with you."
"Oh, my God, Tianna. I'm so sorry. Don't worry about me. I saw how her sidewalk was all uneven and broken. Is there anything I can do for you?"
"No, Imma be okay, but I'm staying with her tonight," she said. "I'll let you know what happens, okay?"
I felt horrible. That sweet little lady. I had a thought. "Tianna, how upset do you think Patricia would be if I fixed her sidewalk and driveway?"
There was silence for a minute, then I heard heavy sobs over the phone. "Tianna? You okay baby girl? I'm so sorry, I didn't mean to upset you."
"No... No, Rob, it isn't that. I'm just... She can't afford to get it fixed... It's so nice of you... I should have known... You are such a great..."
"Tianna, we're doing a big pour tomorrow," I told her. "This will be no cost. If it's okay, I'll have it framed up and poured in the morning. Is it okay?"
There were sniffles and sobs. "Thank you, Rob. Yes. She's needed it fixed for a long time. The city... they won't... Thank you, Rob."
"Go be with her, Tianna," I told her. "Don't worry about anything. What hospital is she in?"
She was at the Alta Bates Summit Medical Center, and Tianna gave me the room number. I told her I'd be in touch, and I got moving.
The first thing I did was get my office manager on the job sending five big flower arrangements to Patricia's room.
I called a crew, pulled them off a job and sent them to frame the sidewalk and driveway, then I called the pour crew and made sure their first stop would be at Patricia's.
Now that I had that taken care of, I called Outback and ordered carryout. I had no idea what Patricia liked, or Tianna, for that matter, so I sort of got one of everything.
When I got my work wrapped up, I stopped by a card store, got two stuffed animals and a balloon arrangement, and it was time to pick up the food. Three people had to help me carry it to the car. I tipped them and drove to the hospital. I went and asked for a cart, and they let me have one. I disguised the food with the bags the animals were in and made my way up the elevator, down the hall past the nurse's station and found the room.
There were several people in the room. There was a tall slender black woman who I instantly identified as Tianna's mother, a white guy with a shaved head and a tough look to him. Nobody to mess with, from what I could see. I guessed it was Tianna's father. Then there was Tianna.
She gave a little cry when she saw me, jumped up off Patricia's bed and threw herself on me, sobbing into my shoulder. I just held her, petted that mop of curls and whispered. I saw Patricia, awake and alert, her eyes shining with mischievousness. She didn't miss a trick.
I led Tianna back to the bed, sat her back down and went back for the cart. I pushed it in and Tianna jumped up again. She tucked herself under my arm and turning to the others, she said, "Mom, Dad, this is Rob. He's my boyfriend."
I was shocked! I was? This was news to me. I wanted to be, very badly. I just stood there like a big dummy. "Rob, my mom is Dianna, and this is my dad, Sam."
I managed to unfreeze my brain. I almost shook their hands before I stopped myself, but I just said hi and told them I was happy to meet them. Dianna was a very graceful woman, and if she was any indication of what Tianna was going to look like, she was going to be smoking hot!
Sam was sizing me up, and I wanted to make a good impression. I went over and kissed Patricia on the cheek and told her how sorry I was. "Patricia, are you hungry?" I asked.
"Starving," she said. "These people brought me something they called 'chicken.' Let me tell you, it was a tough old bird if it was a chicken."



Everyone laughed and I went and closed the door. "Well, there is some real chicken here," I told the room. "There is a bunch of other stuff, too, so pull up your chairs around Patricia here and let's see if it's any good."
The smile on Tianna's face and the way her eyes looked at me was well worth the dent it had put in my credit card. I noticed the flowers had arrived, and the room looked cheerful. It smelled even better. We were short two chairs, so Tianna sat on my lap and Dianna sat on the bed with Patricia, giving her bites of everything there was.
The awkwardness was gone with the food, and it felt like sitting around with my family. Dianna told me, as I already knew, that she was a model, and Sam was an electrician. They both warmed up and I didn't feel so menaced by Sam.
"I knew Tianna was spending a lot of time with Rob," Patricia was telling her daughter and son-in-law. "I knew when she brought him to see me and he helped me with my flowers he was a nice boy."
"That's about as good as it gets, with Gram," Tianna told me. "If you a 'nice boy,' you passed the Gram test."
"Yeah," Sam said. "He's doing pretty good about passing the 'Dad' test, too."
Dianna just laughed, and didn't mention how I was doing with her. She had some reserve about her, but I liked her, already.
"I don't know about you, Patricia," I said. "I think you knew I had a date with Tianna tomorrow night and you broke your arm on purpose."
She laughed. "Honey, if I had known it would hurt that bad, I'd have found another way, I tell you that."
I had to go kiss her cheek again. "I'm so sorry, Patricia. I'm going to make sure that doesn't happen again."
She looked up at me. "Now how you gone do that, Rob?"
I winked at Tianna. "It's a secret," I told her. "I have powers no one suspects. Well, except Tianna."
Patricia scoffed. "Well, you got some kind of powers to get my Tianna to date you. I don't think she's gone on five dates in her life."
I was stunned! How was that even possible? A girl who looked like she did? People had to be hitting on her 20 times a day.
She saw my look and laughed. "Rob not a believer. I got high standards. I even wish they had been higher. I should have never gone on three of them."
"Wow! I had no idea," I said. "I guess I should have known from the way you put me through the Gram test and made me wait all this time. Now I feel special."
Tianna kissed my cheek. "You are," she said.
I whispered in her ear through all those curls while she was leaning in, "Boyfriend?"
She giggled, but didn't reply.
"Look at all these pretty flowers someone sent me, Rob," Patricia said. "They're from some company I never heard of. Some Diamond Aggregates, or something. I have no idea what that mean."
Tianna shot me a look. "Gram, they're from Rob," she said before I could stop her. "That's his company, and aggregates means cement, gravel, sand, rock, stuff like that."
"See, I told you he a nice boy," Patricia told Dianna.
"Yes, he certainly seems to be," she said. There was a little unbending in the smile she sent my way.
"You certainly got some game," Sam said. "Come and hang out with me, sometime, Rob. Let's get acquainted."
"I will. I'm looking forward to it," I said.
I stayed for another 20 minutes and Tianna walked me out to the elevator. "Thank you, Rob, for everything," she said.
I pulled her into a hug. "Patricia deserves to be treated like a queen. Snap me, Tianna, and let me know how things are going. If she's still here tomorrow, I'll come visit again. If she is released, let me know and I'll come pick you two up, okay?"
"I'll let you know, but Mom might want to pick us up," she said. Her hands tangled in my hair and she pulled me down for a kiss. It was a KISS, too, her lips full of promise and tasting like cherries. I watched her walk back down the hall and she looked over her shoulder, giving me a wink and a little twerk of that fantastic ass, encased in some jeans that left little doubt there was something spectacular inside.
*****
I went by Patricia's house and checked on the sidewalk and driveway on my lunch hour. It was poured and textured, yellow ribbon marking it as "wet cement" around it.
Tianna texted me at one, telling me that they were releasing Patricia, and asking if I could pick them up. Dianna was leaving on a shoot, once they found out Patricia was going to be okay. I agreed, and she Snapped me just before three and told me they were ready.
When I was a few blocks away, I Snapped her, and they were just coming outside, a nurse pushing Patricia in a wheelchair and another pushing a cart with her flowers, stuffed animals and balloons attached.
I put the stuff in the back, helped her into the front seat and Tianna climbed in the back.
"Thank you for coming to get us and carry us home," Patricia said. "Tianna gonna stay with me for a couple of days. I told her I would be fine. It's my right arm and I'm left-handed."
"I've heard that most geniuses are left-handed," I said.
She gave me a snort and a laugh. "Don't you forget it, either. You hear that, Tianna?"
"Yes, Gram, we all know you're a genius," Tianna said. "You always found a way to outsmart me, anyway."
We pulled up on the street in front of her house, she looked at the driveway and sidewalk in disbelief. "What in the world gone on here?" she asked.
"We can't have you falling, Patricia," I told her. "My guys were doing a big pour in the area, and I fixed your driveway and sidewalk. Now you're going to have to find a new excuse for keeping me from going out with Tianna."
She looked at me for a long moment, then burst into tears. I jumped out, hurried around, opened her door and held her tiny little frail form to me, hugging her as she sobbed.
"It's okay, Patricia," I assured her. "That sidewalk and driveway were a hazard to you, and we can't have you falling. It's okay. Look, we even made you a ramp up to the porch from the driveway."
She wouldn't look, just clutching my arm with her good one and crying. Tianna wiggled in beside me and we were both hugging her grandmother.
"Rob asked me if it would be okay, Gram, and I cried, too," she said.
Patricia gave a watery little laugh. "You two so nice to me," she managed, her voice catching. "Ever since my Leon... thank you, child," she gave my arm a squeeze. "Thank you, too, Tianna, for bringing us Rob."
"We shouldn't walk on it for a day or two," I told them. "You got a back gate, Patricia?"
"Yes, around in the alley," she said. "We use that."
Tianna and I got back in, drove around the alley and Tianna took her inside while I got her things out of the back. When we got inside, she directed me where to put them, and Tianna made coffee. We had a cup and I thought I should go.
"Do either of you need anything before I go?" I asked.
"You done enough, honey," Patricia said. "Thank you."
"It made me happy to do it for you," I said. "Let me know if you need anything. Can I come back and visit you?"
"Lord, yes, child," Patricia said. "You come back any time you can. I fix you dinner once I get out of this cast. I promise."
"You're in for a treat," Tianna informed me. "Gram can cook!"
She walked me out to the alley. When I opened the door to get in, she said, "Rob," in a low voice. I turned, and she was in my arms, all that smoldering hotness pressed against me, her lips seeking mine and she took my breath away.
She broke the kiss and looked up at me, making my head swim and my heart pound she was so gorgeous. "Thank you. I can't wait for our date. You're making me love you, Rob. Don't hurt me."
I squeezed her tightly. "Never going to happen," I said.
"I'll try to make cancelling our next date a little less dramatic," she said.
We both laughed. "I'm looking forward to it," I said.
I drove away with the taste of her on my lips and my heart singing a song. The only words were, "Tianna Edwards."
*****
I finally got that date. It took me two weeks, but buzzing Tianna's apartment, her telling me to come up, the door was unlocked, and seeing her come out of her bedroom was well worth the wait.
Her hair was up. I'd never seen her wear it up before. She looked... elegant. I knew how hot she was, how gorgeous, but this was a new side. She didn't have on the same black dress I had seen, but a different one. This one had a high collar, covering her neck. The sleeves were three quarter and laced up the outside, showing firm brown skin, and it was not quite to mid-thigh. It looked like she had been poured into it, emphasizing the swelling of her breasts, which looked bigger than I remembered, and showing off that spectacular ass to perfection.
She was slender, not much swell to her hips, but damn, when you saw her from the back or side! Her hair was amazing, too, even up. She had little baby hairs that she had made into curls on her forehead, and I wondered how she could keep them looking so perfect.
"Oh, my God," I said. "Tianna, I should leave and go see if I can find some celebrity to go out with you."
She came and kissed me. "Who you thinking?" she asked.
"Some actor or male model?" I said.
"Why you say that, Rob?" she asked.
"Because, baby, you are that beautiful," I said.
"You think I never met any actors or male models?" she asked.
"I have no idea."
"Well, I have," she said. "My mother is a model, Rob. I want no part of that life or those people. I like this dope-ass aggregates engineer. He my boyfriend. Now stop this silliness, and take me out, Daddy."
I had to laugh. I noticed that her eyeshadow matched her lips again, and so did her fingernails. The open-toed shoes she had on showed me that her toenails were the same. She noticed me looking and tickled me with her fingernails under the chin, before wiggling her fingers before my eyes.
"I got my nails done today. They hella nice, huh?"
"Everything about you is perfect, Tianna," I said. "Well, except your English."
She laughed. "I know how to speak, Rob. If I'm in a professional setting or a formal one, I promise I'll be as perfect as you please. When I'm with you, do you want me to be myself, or some snooty East Coast white bitch?"
"I was only kidding," I said. "Of course I want you to be yourself. I know who you are, and I love every part of Tianna Edwards, okay?"
"Yeah, that's what I thought," she said. "Let's go. Where we going?"
"Where," was Mourad, a Moroccan place I had been before. Tianna had never experienced a Michelin starred restaurant, and never eaten Moroccan food. We had olives, preserved in lemon, and palm hearts for appetizers, she was delighted with the lamb shoulder La'acha, and we shared a honey and almond beeswax dessert.
She was pressed tightly against me as we left. She looked up at me and it was like she was glowing. "This a great date, so far," she said. "Rob spoiling me."
"That's my job: Spoiling Tianna Edwards," I said. "Wanna stroll and let our food settle?"
She did, and she tucked her little hand into mine, long slender fingers feeling cool tucked between my big fingers. We looked in store windows, just ambling along, and I guided us back to the parking garage after about half an hour.
Tianna wasn't 21 yet, so most clubs were going to be out. I took her to Arena SF. They had a live band, they were pretty good, and Tianna on the dance floor was an unreal experience. She was, as I knew, extremely athletic, and she had obviously had some sort of ballet training or some other formal dance training. She wove me into her web of motion, made me the center of her whirlwind of movement, and she was spectacular.
There was a steady stream of guys and four women who asked her to dance. She clung to me when they asked, and politely declined. "Tianna, I don't mind if you dance with someone," I told her.
"Noo, Rob, I'm with you."
That seemed to be the end of the matter, so far as she was concerned, and I didn't mind a bit. I had the most beautiful girl in the club on my arm, and there were plenty of beautiful girls there. I could get used to it, I decided.
We left around midnight, and I took her home. "Rob wanna come up for a bit?" she asked.
"I'd love to, but I'm going to go home and remember how awesome this was until I fall asleep with a huge goofy smile plastered on my face," I told her. "This was the greatest date I've ever been on, Tianna. Can we do it again?"
"Any time you ask," she said. "Ion go out on school nights, though. Gotta keep those grades up, you know."
"I do," I said. "Friday?"
She nodded. "Yes. Snap me, okay?"
I promised, went around and opened her door, and she lit me up with a toe-curler of a kiss. I put her in the elevator, and drove home.
*****
We dated every Friday, and many Saturdays after that. She stopped by my place after work quite often if I was there, and I got that dinner at Patricia's I'd been promised. It was everything that had been advertised.
Tianna was a very physical girl. She wanted to be touching me all the time when we were together, and it always gave me that sense of euphoria when she would stroke my arm, play with my hair, run a long fingernail across my cheek.
Five months after our first date, I asked her if she was ready to go kayaking with me. She took a week before she made up her mind, and then she said yes. We were at my place with her snuggled up against me.
I got online and booked a place for us to stay Friday and Saturday night, while she watched. We would get in Friday afternoon, spend the night, take the kayaks down the river Saturday and spend the night Saturday.
I was booking our rooms, and had just selected two rooms, when she stopped me. "I wanna do it," she said. She pulled my laptop away and filled out some forms. I watched as she changed the reservation to one room with a king-sized bed.
She looked up at me and her huge brown eyes had a smokey, smoldering light in them. "Tianna... I... really?"
"Yep," she said. "Do you love me, Rob?"
I knew I loved having her as my girlfriend. Hell, she was my best friend. I wanted to be more than that, and every indication she had given me was strictly a "girlfriend, but I'm in no hurry" kind of thing. I thought about it as she looked up at me expectantly.
I loved her quick wit, how funny she was, how she would flare up in emotion, sometimes anger, sometimes tears, sometimes laughter or passion. I loved the way she looked, the way she carried herself, the way she twirled one of her fingers in a curl when she was pensive or thinking. I loved her touch, her moods, her sweetness and kindness. Although I had been feeling it, I hadn't really quantified it, but yes, I was in love with Tianna Edwards.
I took that gorgeous face between my hands and kissed those luscious lips. "Yes, Tianna, I'm in love with you. Desperately in love with you."
"I love you, Rob. You know me, Ion just do shit. I've been thinking about this for a long time. I've been in love with you since you showed up at Gram's hospital room with all that food. Maybe before that. I want you, Rob. I've been burning up wanting you, but I had to know for sure, you know?"
"I do," I reassured her. "This is going to be awesome, baby girl. We're going to have a blast."
After she left, I went back and sat on my sofa, hardly able to contain myself. Tianna Edwards loved me! I knew how lucky I was, and I vowed that she was never going to regret it for a single moment.
*****
It was a long drive, and I got a chance to learn the music Tianna liked. I also got to hear her sing for the first time. She sang along to every song she knew, and she knew a lot of them. She synced up her phone to my stereo, and I discovered whole new genres. She liked almost anything, I discovered, except country. She absolutely refused to listen to any of that, not that I wanted to, either.
We rocked down the highway with her leaned over toward me, her left hand on me constantly. I asked her if she wanted to drive, and she was very excited about that. Neither she nor Patricia had a car, although her mom and dad both had them.
She was very cautious, and I could tell she didn't have a lot of experience. She was so cautious that I complained that we would miss our kayaking if she didn't get a little speed on. She laughed and kicked it up to the speed limit.
We got there and checked in. It was a really nice room. There was a microwave, a little refrigerator, two chairs and a table, a bathroom with a sink in it, and one outside, too. I had the kayaks locked up in a room for that purpose the hotel had, and we ate at a little drive-in. They had really good burgers and Tianna loved the tater-tots.
We drove down to the river, and Tianna got a little anxious. "You sure about this, Rob?"
"What?"
"It looks hella fast," she said. "Imma wreck, I know it, and drown."
"No, you won't," I assured her. "I'm going to be with you. We may wreck, but we aren't going to drown."
We skipped some rocks, and I felt great. I was where I loved to be, I had my gorgeous girlfriend with me and it was going to be great. We stopped and bought snacks at a store, and went back to our room.
We took turns in the shower. I went first, and when she came out, she had on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt top that was cropped just below her breasts. I could even see a hint of the full bottoms when she raised her arms.
I had a bottle of wine on ice in a cooler, I got cups off the bathroom counter and got out the wine. She gave me a look when I got it out and popped the cork with the corkscrew on my knife.
"What?" I asked.
"I don't drink," she said. "Besides, I'm not old enough.
I checked in the closet and bathroom while she looked on, a bemused expression on her face. "Nobody hiding in there," I told her. "Just you and me. I'm not telling anyone, are you?"
"You a nut," she said, laughing. "Okay, Rob, I drink one glass." She lied. She drank two, and I could tell she was mellow. We got a movie on pay-per-view, and she set the pillows up so we could prop up in bed, watching the movie while we munched on some nuts and chocolate.
She was snuggled up to me, her right leg over mine and her right arm over me, her head on my chest as we watched the movie. It was a romantic comedy, and she loved it. I loved her, and enjoyed listening to her laugh.
I wrapped my arm around her, my hand on the bare skin of her back. She felt like satin, her skin so soft, so smooth, and I could feel the muscles underneath. I stroked her and she made a purring sound, but she was still watching the movie. I slid my hand up under that little top, across her shoulder blades, up until I was cupping the back of her neck. She wiggled a bit, nuzzling her cheek into my chest.
"Comfy?" I asked.
"Mm-hmm," she murmured.
I slid my hand back down, down to where I could feel the swelling of her butt begin. She had a little hollow there, with a soft, fuzzy feel. When I stroked her there, she made a little gasp.
I slid my hand under the waistband of her shorts, feeling little lacy panties in there. She gasped again as I slid my hand under the panties, and over the amazing roundness they contained.
I had wanted to squeeze that ass since the first time I saw her, and there it was. It was everything I imagined, and more. She tilted her head back, looking up at me. "Rob like my ass, huh?"
I laughed. "You have no idea, Tianna. I mean, you know what you look like, but I doubt you know how men think you look."
"Juicy," she said.
That set us both off and we laughed as I pulled on her, urging her up on top of me. She scooted over me, and I got both hands on that ass, pulling her into me and we kissed, a lover's kiss, full of the promise of the night.
She sat up on me, pulling her top over her head, then tugging at my t-shirt. I helped her, and she tried to settle down on me, but I held her up. "I want to just look at you, Tianna, remember this moment for the rest of my life."



A little peachy blush crept over her beautiful skin, but she let me look. She had fantastic breasts. They weren't large, but perfectly formed, and I was surprised to see her nipples were pierced. She had cute little silver bars in them, making her little brown nipples stand out, and they were as beautiful as she was. I cupped those breasts in my hands, running my thumbs across the little nubs, twisting the bars a little, and she moaned, her nipples stiffening and responding to my touch.
"Rob like my tiddies?" I could tell she wanted my affirmation.
"I love them. God, you're gorgeous, Tianna. Can I taste them?"
She moved up on me, offering me one little nub, and she moaned as my lips closed around it. I rolled us over and she giggled, her hair spread across the pillow, glossy black curls giving her a halo, a little dusky angel.
I kissed every inch of her face, that gorgeous face I adored. Her eyes were closed by my kisses, her incredibly long lashes fanned below her eyes, her little slightly pointed ears were very sensitive. I kissed down the graceful column of her neck, feeling her shudder, shiver as I hit some sensitive spot, mapping those for future reference. She was moving beneath me, a slow shifting, a thrusting of her hips against my lower body. She began a little trembling when I reached her breasts, intensifying as I sucked in her nipples, and she cried out, pulling my head into those beautiful mounds.
"O my God, Rob! What... Oh God... something..." Her words jumbled, just becoming sounds expressing her feelings. I moved down across the muscular ridges of her flat belly, tugging at her shorts as I neared that line.
She raised her butt, allowing me to slip shorts and panties down, exposing smooth bare skin down to a silky little mound of hair, sparse, allowing me to see her brown skin through its covering. Everything about this goddess was exquisite. I ran my tongue and lips over that silky patch, continuing down as she spread her thighs, inviting me to the delights of her little pussy.
It was perfect, dusky lips fading into pink, within, a little brown button above. I gave it a swipe with my tongue and she jolted, her entire body moving. Tianna was an incredibly responsive woman. I used every trick I knew, everything I had heard or read, to make this something she would remember. She came explosively, several times, gasping and moaning, bridging up to seek more contact, then finally trying to escape. She tugged painfully at my hair, pulling me up.
Pausing only to shed my shorts and briefs, I moved up to claim her lips again. She was panting, her face and neck flushed with that peachy hue. "Oh, my God, Rob," she gasped. "I never... I never dreamed."
"First time, huh?" I asked, quoting a meme she had shown me on the drive out. We both laughed, then she grew serious.
"Yes, Rob, it is," she said.
I was shocked. "Really? Oh my God, Tianna."
"I could only do this with someone I love," she told me.
"God, baby... I love you so much," I whispered. "Thank you for loving me."
My cock was an iron bar, nearly aching with pressure, feeling the heat of that little pussy against me. I had never had sex with a virgin, and I was a little apprehensive. She moved her hips a little and I could feel a slippery wetness on the head of my cock. I pushed a little, and it popped inside.
She had been moving, a slow writhing, but she froze in place. "Oh, my God, Rob! Don't move!"
I just kissed her and stayed where I was. "You feel huge!" She giggled. "Sorry, but it feels so damn big!"
I chuckled. I wasn't some porn star, but she felt as tight as a rubber glove around the head of my cock. "You're stretchy, baby," I told her. "Just relax a minute. I won't move."
She reached down and scraped her long nails over my ass. "I feel so sexy," she said. She tentatively moved her hips in a circular motion, stirring me around. She seemed more comfortable, and I pushed a little, sliding deeper into her heat. She froze again and drew back a little. There didn't seem to be pain, just discomfort, and I knew she hadn't had much of a barrier, even though she was a virgin. I was thankful. She had stretched open easily.
It took probably ten minutes for her to fully accept me, and another five or so until she was comfortable with slow thrusts. She giggled every now and then as I tried to thrust and she would cringe away.
"I'm sorry, Rob," she said as she giggled again. "I'm trying. I wanna be good for you."
I kissed away her words. "There is nothing you can possibly do to be better," I told her. "Every other guy on the planet would give their left nut to be me right now."
"Ion need any nuts," she said with another of those delightful giggles. "You can go a little faster."
I did, then a little faster, still, and we were moving together, the sounds of love, the smell of an aroused girl, the feel of that amazing body against mine, the slack and ecstatic look of prolonged sexual excitement on her face made an incredible experience.
I could feel that trembling beginning. It built to a peak and she was crying out again, her pleasure overwhelming her. She bucked under me, all discomfort gone and Tianna Edwards was fully mine. She became more and more active, fucking me, using all that athleticism, and she was the fuck of a century, all that gorgeous girl throwing herself into making love the same way she did everything else in life.
She came again with a groan, and watching the ecstasy on her face caused me to fill her with my offering to this goddess. We coasted back to earth, and I kissed her over and over.
"I love you so much," I whispered against her lips.
Her eyes opened and searched my soul. "I love you, too, Rob." Suddenly she was crying, and I rolled, taking her with me, wrapping her in my arms and holding her, pulling the covers over us until we were in a Tianna and Rob cocoon.
"Why are you crying, baby?" I asked.
She laughed a little through her tears. "I'm not sure," she said. "I just feel so emotional, Rob. I don't know what's the matter with me. I just love you so much, and I feel like... you could hurt me so bad, and I'm afraid."
"That is never going to happen," I told her. "I'd rather cut off my arm."
I could feel her leaking on me. "Umm... Tianna, I don't ever want to let you go, but if we don't do something, we're gonna be sleeping in a wet spot."
She giggled and sat up, moving gracefully off me. We walked to the bathroom together and she turned the shower on. "Get in with me?" she asked.
"Oh, yeah," I saw my cum running down her leg and a horrible thought hit me. "Oh, my God, Tianna, are you... safe?"
She laughed. "Yes, Rob. I been planning this for a while. What's the matter, big boy, don't wanna be a baby daddy?"
"Actually, I do," I swatted that ass. "I don't think either of us wants that right now. Ask me again in a few years."
She looked at me and there was the softest expression in those eyes. "I will," she said.
*****
I was having the most erotic dream. A dusky angel was sucking my dick. I gradually became aware that it wasn't a dream. I opened my eyes, the day was just beginning to dawn, and in the dim light from the bathroom we had left on, I could see that mass of curls, covering my groin. I groaned and she looked up, realizing I was awake.
She kept at her task, obviously enjoying what she was doing. When she was satisfied with my hardness, she swung her leg over me, impaling herself and giving me a view of her perfect ass, rising and falling on my raging erection a view of her muscular back, tapering in a V to her waist. I filled my hands with that ass, and she gave me the ride of my life. We exploded together, and she spun to lie on top of me.
"What a way to start the day," I whispered as I held her warm little body.
"Right? Imma start every day like that," she said. "Get used to it. Take me to breakfast."
*****
We had been on the river an hour, and she was quickly mastering her kayak. I knew she would. We did wreck, twice before we stopped to eat our sandwiches at lunch. It was very warm by then, and Tianna took off her t-shirt and shorts. She had on a tiny little orange bikini under there, and God did she look sexy.
I couldn't keep my hands off her, and she seemed to love it. I felt an irresistible impulse to slap that ass every time it sashayed past me, or I went past her. I didn't think that I was ever not going to have that impulse.
She swam in the frigid water, squealing as she got in, and playing like a sleek little otter. I got in, too, but I only stayed long enough to cool down. She stayed in until her teeth were chattering and she was shivering. She put her shorts back on when we shoved off after lunch, but she had applied sunscreen to both of us, and she left her t-shirt off.
Her hair really didn't get wet like mine did, sort of shedding the water, and with her very dark sunglasses, she looked like some celebrity out having fun on the river. She was really getting adept with the kayak, and I took pride in her quick study.
It was late afternoon and we were maybe two miles from our exit point when we came up on a long still pool, maybe a quarter mile long. "Let's race," she challenged me.
I knew I didn't stand a chance. She was probably 60 pounds lighter than I was, and she may well have been stronger, pound for pound. She flew away from me like a bird, and by the time she got to the rapid going around a bend, she was probably 50 yards in the lead. She threw up her middle finger at me and swept into the bend.
I had to laugh. What a girl. When I came around the bend, I noticed we were entering another pool, though not as long as the previous one, but I didn't see Tianna. As the noise of the water faded a little, I could hear voices, and one of them was hers. She sounded angry.
Over the top of the gravel bank ahead, I could see the heads of three men. As I got closer, I saw that one of them had the rope handle on the front of Tianna's kayak and was pulling her to the bank. She was yelling at him, and trying to paddle away. What the fuck?
"Hey!" I yelled. "Let go of her!"
"She wants to stop and play," one of the guys on the bank called.
"No, I don't, asshole, let me go," she yelled.
They were plainly drunk and I have discovered that it's a waste of time to reason with drunk people. I turned my kayak into the bank, jumped out, giving it a pull up onto the gavel and covered the 20 yards or so between us in a rush.
I jabbed my kayak paddle into the fat belly of the nearest one as hard as I could, and he folded up and went down. The second one started to turn toward me from where he had been watching the struggle between Tianna and his buddy, and I smashed him in the side of the face. My paddle snapped and he went reeling away, his face messed up pretty bad. He was down, and out of it.
The bank was a little elevated and I ran toward the water, diving off the edge and taking the one Tianna was fending off with her paddle in the middle of the back with my shoulder. He flopped face down in the water, and I had the thought he was going to have some problems with that back. We both went down and under the water. I got my hands on his long greasy hair and held his head under the water.
He struggled frantically, trying to get a breath. He managed to get his head turned enough to get a breath before I had him under again. I vaguely heard someone calling my name. I was going to drown this son of a bitch and couldn't be distracted.
The calling was louder, and I felt soft little hands on my arm. "Rob! Rob! Let him go!" It was Tianna. My raging fury began to ebb, and with a last push I shoved him away. He came up, gasping, fright making a mask of his features. He fell, immediately, and floated away, swimming toward the other bank.
I took two steps and caught him, lifted him out of the water by his hair and the back of the denim shorts he had on, body-pressing him over my head, and hurled him out into the river as far as I could.
When I looked, the other two weren't in very good shape, either. "Rob, let's get out of here." She tugged on my arm. My paddle was broken. I grabbed one off one of the assholes' kayaks and we pushed off.
She stayed close to me as we paddled through the pool and around the next bend. "Pull over there," I said, nodding toward a nice little bank with some grass. We nosed in, and got out.
She was immediately against me and I held her tightly. "Jesus, Rob, you fucked them up," she said. "I think they were drunk, or high or some shit. That was scary as fuck. Does this happen a lot?"
"No, I've never had any trouble before," I told her. "FUCK!" I screamed into the air. She kind of shrank away.
I pulled her back into my arms. "Sorry, Babes," I said. "I just have all this adrenaline and needed to let it out. Are you okay?"
I felt her nod, her curls moving against me. "Yes, I was just scared a little. Rob, remember when we first met and I told you I knew some big thug mofos who would end you if you hurt me?"
"Umm... yeah. Why?"
"You weren't really worried about that, were you?"
We both laughed. "Well, not really," I said. "First, I knew that if Tianna Edwards ever got hurt, it was going to be because someone killed me to get to her. Second, I guess it depends on how 'big' and 'thug' those 'mofos' were."
She giggled and clung tightly to me. "You really the only big thug mofo I know," she said. She giggled again. "You yeeted him pretty good there, Rob."
We hung out for and bit kind of got our groove back, munching on some beef jerky and drinking a Dr. Pepper. "Let's move on," I told her. "Sorry, Kitten. I hope this doesn't spoil your weekend so you don't want to come again."
She pulled my head down and kissed me, all that sexy against me. "Nothing could spoil this weekend," she said. "This was a fun day, really fun, before we happened on the twatwaffles back there, and before... last night... no, Rob, this has been the greatest weekend of my life."
I kissed her again and we floated on down the river. By the time we reached the takeout point, the mood was coming back. The outfitter picked us up and we went back to our hotel. I never heard what happened with those bastards, and I really didn't care.
We got cleaned up and had dinner at a little Mom & Pop place I had been to before. It was comfort food, and we felt comforted by the time we left. We went for a walk on a hiking trail, went back to the hotel and Tianna attacked me just inside the door.
Driving back Sunday morning was a repeat of driving out. We debated the merits of different bands and had a long discussion about what her plans were with college. She wanted to be an attorney. I knew she had the brains and drive for it.
"Rob, do you think you wanna be with me, like for real, for good?" she asked.
"Tianna, since the day I met you, I haven't wanted anything else," I told her. "I love every minute you're with me, I think about you, constantly, I miss you every minute we're apart and I can't wait until the next time I can be with you."
She brought my hand to her soft little cheek and nuzzled that cheek into my palm. "I want that, too," she said. "I feel the same way. I love you, Rob. I kinda have a plan for my life. There's room for you..."
"I know," I said. "I want to help you with that plan if you'll let me."
"I have five years of school left, and I want a job after that," she said. "Are you ready to wait that long?"
"What am I waiting for?" I asked. "Am I waiting five years before we can be together full time? Am I waiting five years before I can ask you to marry me? I sure as hell don't want to wait five years to be together with you, all the time, Tianna."
"Noo, I didn't mean not be together," she said. "I mean like until... do you really think you want to marry me, Rob?"
"Not this minute, but yes," I said.
"Well, that's kinda what I meant," she said. "I don't want to get married until I'm out of school and have a job. I'm only 20, Rob. I want you, you my man, for real, and I want babies, but not right now."
"I know," I said. "You're a baby, but an amazing, precocious, stunning one, and I know you'll be a star at anything you want."
She dimpled up at me. "I'll live with you," she said. "If you want me."
"Am I nuts? Of course I want you, Tianna. What do you think Patricia will say?"
She shivered. "I dread to think." Then she laughed. "I think she'll be happy for us. You a 'nice boy,' Rob."
"Yeah, but I've got some work to do, convincing your family." I sighed. "I know mine is going to love you. I'll get started as soon as we get back. God, Tianna, when can you move?"
"My lease is up next month," she said.
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I never learned to hit the curveball. Even when I was playing baseball in college, I tried to sit on a pitch and only swing at the fastballs. You can tell the difference in the way the seams rotate. I was pretty well known as a fastball hitter. There went my professional aspirations. I did get a good education, though.
That stood me in good stead, since I would probably have washed out in a couple of years of pro ball, anyway. A good education keeps paying off. It certainly had for me. Twenty-five years after graduating and after fifteen years of working in the field, I had my dream job. I was a tenured professor with an endowed chair in the engineering school at a major university in Texas, I was consulting on major public construction projects and I was heading one of the NIST manufacturing laboratories.
Tessa and I bought our fantasy home in that gated community we had always dreamed about and life was throwing me fastballs right down the middle. I was hitting them out of the park. Our oldest daughter, Torrie, was a junior, going to the same school where I was teaching and studying structural engineering, just like her old man. I had life in a stranglehold and the lights were going out. Then came the curveball.
I didn't recognize it, at first. I hadn't even realized the ball was in play. It came in the form of a call from Torrie. "Dad, what's going on?" she asked.
"Um, nothing much," I said. "Just surfing the internet. What's up with you, love-bug?"
"I went by the house to borrow your floor jack," she said. "There was a moving truck there. I went in and Mom was there, directing the movers. She said she was moving out, the two of you were having problems and needed some time apart. Why didn't you say something?"
I was dumbfounded. "Ha, ha, good one, there, Torrie," I finally managed to get out.
"Dad, this isn't a joke," she said. "What's going on?"
Jesus Christ! "I have no idea," I said. "Are you sure, Baby? This isn't a joke?"
"Dad, I'm right here watching! You need to get over here. I don't know what's going on and Mom won't tell me. Did you do something?"
That was a hell of a question. I had probably "done" many "somethings," but I had no idea about any "something" that would have caused Tessa to leave. I wasn't the perfect husband, I was well aware of all my flaws, but then, she wasn't the perfect wife. No one is perfect. I certainly wasn't a cheater, I wasn't a criminal, I didn't eat myself to 300 pounds, and so far as I was aware, I didn't have a terrible body odor.
I arranged for my graduate assistants to take my classes and broke the speed limit all the way home. There was the moving truck, backed up in the driveway just like Torrie had said. She met me outside. "She won't tell me anything," she said. "You really don't have a clue?"
"No, sweetheart, I don't. She hasn't said a word to me about any trouble, at all."
"Well, Dad, if you haven't been cheating on her or been abusive or some shit, I've got your back, okay?"
"I promise I haven't been doing anything remotely like that," I told her. I sighed. "Let's go see if she'll talk. Are you sure you want to be here?"
"Of course," she said. "Dad, Imma record this on my phone. Talitha will want to know what happened." Talitha was her younger sister, and our baby.
I gave Torrie a quick hug and we went in to beard the lion, so to speak.
Tessa was in the living room, directing the movers, who were in the process of loading the hideous living-room suite she just couldn't live without.
"Tess, what are you doing?" I asked.
"I'm leaving you, Dax," she said. "I don't want to argue with you about it. You won't change my mind, it will just make you mad, that will make me mad and nothing will be accomplished."
"Well, that's a nice speech, Mom," Torrie said. "I hate to tell you, but I'm already mad. No, I guess I don't hate to tell you. Unless you want to permanently piss me off, I suggest you attempt to make both of us understand what the FUCK you think you're doing!"
Damn, she was mad! Torrie was the sweetest girl on the planet, but as I'd learned through the years, she had quite a temper if she thought she'd been wronged. She almost never cursed. I could tell the same thought passed through Tessa's mind. She gave the movers an instruction or two and took Torrie's arm.
"Let's go out on the deck," she said.
Torrie jerked her arm away, but we followed Tessa out on the deck. She closed the sliding door and seemed to be gathering her thoughts.
"I've met someone." She finally got it out. "You don't know him. He moved here from New Mexico about six months ago and he's a real estate developer. I'm going to be with him. I couldn't just cheat, so I'm leaving. I've already filed the divorce papers, Dax."
"Well, that's a surprise," I said. "You couldn't 'just cheat,' huh? So, you met like yesterday, fell in love at first sight and knew immediately you were destined for each other. That about right?"
Torrie snorted. "Right. That's how it always happens. Mom, how stupid do you think we are?"
"I don't think..."
Torrie cut her off. "You're a real estate agent, Mom. You don't have to account for your time. How many sleazy little dates, lunches, showings, have you been doing with Romeo, anyway?"
"It isn't..."
It was my turn. "Yes, it is. You don't just accidently decide you're dumping your husband and hooking up with your 'meant to be.' How did you know you were 'meant to be'?"
"Okay, have it your way," she said. "You can make it into something cheap if you want."
"No need to 'make' it anything," Torrie said. "It is cheap. I get that you're stabbing Dad in the back and that's between you and him. How do you imagine this playing out with me? Or Talitha, for that matter."
"I love you both, honey. That isn't going to change," Tessa hastened to assure her. "I still love you, Dax, it's just..." She couldn't quite get it out.
"That's how you claim to feel about me," Torrie said. "How do you think I'm going to feel about you? How do you think Talitha is going to feel?"
"I know you're upset," Tessa began. "You're going to have to accept that nothing about our relationship is going to change, Torrie. You're going to love Charles once you get to know him."
"I'm not going to get to know him," Torrie spat. "I want nothing to do with some douche-canoe who moves in on a married woman. I'm going to tell Talitha, too. Something has already changed about our relationship. Every shred of respect I ever had for you is gone. I am going to be seeing very little of you. If you ever bring that piece of shit around me, Imma spit on him."
"Torrie, I know..."
"You don't know shit," Torrie hissed. "I've never been so disappointed in someone in my life. You've fucked everything up. God, I hate you, Mom."
Tessa looked at me helplessly. "Dax..."
"Don't look at me," I told her. "This is on you."
I think the magnitude of what she'd done started to sink in as she looked from one of us to the other. Torrie hooked her arm in mine. "Come on, Dad. I don't want to be around Skankenstein, here. Let's go get Talitha."
Tessa made a little wail of dismay at the evil name her daughter had given her, but I was being marched down the deck steps by my very pissed-off daughter. She practically dragged me out to her car and put me in, even opening my door for me. I felt sort of like I was moving in slow motion. Talk about shock! I was a clueless idiot, I guess. Torrie got in, started the car and looked over at me. "Dad, you're going to be okay," she said. "I know you are floundering here, but I'm going to make it my mission in life for the foreseeable future to make sure the man in my life I love the most is going to get through this and be happy. Now, seatbelt, it's the law."
I buckled up, and it was a good thing. Torrie always drove like a bat out of hell, and she was putting some extra venom in it. When she got her undergrad degree, we asked her what she wanted as a graduation present. She wanted a car, and a specific one: a 2017 Audi R8 V10-Plus Spyder. We could afford it and she deserved it. She had worked her little butt off and graduated second in her class, been accepted into the graduate school and we were very proud of her.
As always when I rode with her, I was holding on to anything I could. "Jesus, baby," I complained. "You're going to kill me, and you won't have to worry about that 'foreseeable future' thing."
She laughed, as she always did, and didn't slow down a bit. It was about ten miles to the apartment she shared with Talitha, and I know it didn't take us ten minutes to get there.
The girls were polar opposites. Not in looks, they were nearly twins in that regard, but in personality. I had always been amazed that two kids with the same parents, raised in the same house, could be so different. Torrie was hard-charging, always out front, always talking and she just sparkled with energy. Talitha was quiet, so loving, extremely cuddly, and the only time you ever saw her display the same sort of energy Torrie did was in sports. She played softball, and she was a dynamo on the field.
They both looked like their mother, but with my skin and height. Torrie was an ash blonde, beautiful straight hair hanging down to her butt, and Talitha was a strawberry blonde, silky waves just below her jawline. They were gorgeous, olive skin contrasting with their hair and blue eyes. I knew I was biased, but my opinion had been confirmed by the boys that had been swirling around them all their lives. They dated, but so far, they hadn't seemed interested in any particular man to the exclusion of others.
Talitha was home, and she squealed when she saw me, sliding over on the sofa and patting it for me to sit beside her. "Hi, Dad! Whatcha doin'?" She wrapped me up and snuggled into my side, while Torrie took up an identical position on the other side.
"Hi, sweetheart." I kissed the cheek she offered me. "It's been a hell of a day."
"Oh?" Those huge blue pools looked up at me. "Sup?"
"You aren't going to believe it," Torrie said. "I'm sorry, Sis, but you know how I went to get Dad's jack?"
Talitha nodded. "Well, when I got there, Mom was home and there was a moving truck parked in the driveway. She told me she was leaving Dad and moving out."
"What?" Talitha was stunned, I could tell. "You're joking, right?"
I squeezed her up. "I'm afraid not, baby."
"What did you do?" she asked.
My feelings were a little hurt. That's what Torrie had asked me. Why would they assume I had done something?
"He didn't do shit," Torrie was quick to say. "This is all Mom. She 'met someone,' some Charles dude she just 'knows we're going to love'."
"What... how... are you sure? Could you have misunder..."
Torrie cut her off. "I knew you'd say that. I recorded it." She got out her phone and played the audio for Talitha. Again, there was a polar opposite reaction. Talitha began to cry, and before the drama played out, she was sobbing her little heart out. Torrie moved over on the other side of her and we made a Talitha sandwich, holding her and petting her while she wept out her broken heart. I felt tears trickling down my own cheeks, and Torrie was wiping at her eyes, too.
"What... What are you going to do, Dad?" Talitha finally managed.
"I have no idea," I said. "What can I do? She's moving out. I can't make her stay. I'm not sure I would want to if I could, at this point."
"Talitha, what are you going to do?" Torrie asked.
"I'm going to talk to Mom," she said. "I know you guys heard it straight from her mouth. Imma need to hear it for myself. I know the recording doesn't lie. I just... I... if she tells me what she told you guys, I'm going to be so pissed off at her. I already am. I'm also going to be like terminally sad."
I squeezed her again, leaning over to kiss the top of her head. "I know, baby doll. I'm still sort of in shock here."
"Well, I'm not," Torrie said. "Dad, you needa talk to an attorney, protect yourself."
"Jesus, Torrie, just listen to yourself," Talitha said. "'Protect himself?' This is Mom we're talking about."
"So, 'Mom,' the woman we've known all our lives, suddenly decided she needs to trade up from Dad, hooks up with some sleazy dude, and you think she's not capable of doing all sorts of other sketchy shit?" Torrie said.
"I... I see what you mean," Talitha said. "It... It seems like all Twilight Zone, Torrie."
"I know, Sis. It is, but we needa deal with it."
"Is she still at home?" Talitha asked.
"As far as I know," I said. "I have no idea how long she'll be there, though."
Talitha got up. "Imma go over there and talk to her," she said. "Meet you guys for dinner?"
We set the place and time, she grabbed her bag and was gone. Torrie scooted over against me and I put my arm around her. We sat there in silence for a few minutes, each lost in our own thoughts.
"Dad, do you know any attorneys?" she asked.
I came out of my reverie. "Umm... yeah, I guess I do. I don't know any who do stuff like this, though."
"Call one of them you know and trust, ask them for a referral," she said.
I couldn't believe it had come to that. A few hours earlier, I had been fat, dumb and happy. Now I was talking about calling a divorce lawyer. This was the mother of curveballs, and it had a wicked hook.
I did know a bunch of very high-powered attorneys, some of them were colleagues at the university, and I even knew some government lawyer types. Torrie and I brainstormed, came up with a name and he did have a few names he recommended, one in particular. Her name was Amanda Sloan, and I talked to someone in her office, made an appointment and got a list of things I needed to do and bring to the appointment.
I needed to go home to collect all the things I would need for my appointment the next day, so Torrie took me home. She packed bags for both herself and Talitha, and informed me that they would be staying with me for the "foreseeable future." I protested that they didn't need to do that, but she was adamant. I knew better than to argue with her once her mind was made up.
I needed to get all the financial information together, and she helped me. I was working on investment accounts and gave her the log-in information for our banking.
"Umm... Dad, you're not going to believe this," she said.
"Hmm? What, sweetheart?"
"You have fifty dollars in checking and 1000 in your money-market account," she said. "Is that enough to keep you from going under the minimum?"
"What? Yes, I think that's the minimum," I said. "We should have way more than that, though."
"I guess Mom has been making some really nasty moves," she said. "Are you going to be okay?"
"Yeah, I'll have to move some money around, open some different accounts, I guess. I have money in the credit union she doesn't have access to, and I'll probably use that. It's pretty cold blooded, though, Torrie."
"Right? I think that's like, illegal, Dad. I don't think that's going to work out very well for her. You'll have to ask your lawyer."
We met Talitha for dinner and she was pretty shaken up about her talk with her mother. "I had to hear it from her," she said. "I'm sorry, and I knew you guys were telling me the truth, but some things you just gotta hear for yourself. You aren't mad at me, are you?"
"No, baby, I understand," I told her. Torrie hugged her.
"I prolly wouldn't have believed it either, if I hadn't been there," she said. "What are you gonna do, Talley?"
"Mom has this fantasy about getting you and me together so we can meet 'Charles'," she said. "We're gonna 'love' him. I told her not only was I not gonna be meeting Chucky-boy, but that I wasn't much interested in seeing her, either. She lied to you guys, though."
"About what?" Torrie asked.
"She's been... cheating. I made her tell me. I told her if she lied to me, I'd find out and never speak to her again. She's been banging the guy. I'm sorry, Dad, but I don't want anything to do with her."
"Don't be sorry on my account," I said. "Damn, well, I guess we know now. I don't want anything to do with her either."
That wasn't entirely true. I was definitely not okay, and my emotions were all over the place: grief, sorrow, perplexity, you name it, but the overriding thing was anger. I was pissed off beyond belief, and everything else took a back seat to that. I caught a break in my attorney. Torrie and Talitha took me to see her and waited for me.
Amanda Sloan was an intense no-nonsense woman of few words. She scared me to death, or she would have if she wasn't on my side, and she was. In two days, she had divorce paperwork filed, a restraining order on our finances and a court order for Tessa to return every cent she'd taken. Neither of us could transfer or spend any money or move assets, other than normal daily expenses. That got me a call from Tessa.
"Why are you being difficult, Dax?"
"In what way am I being difficult?" I asked.
"You... I don't want to talk over the phone," she said. "I'm coming over."
She seemed a little shocked to see Torrey and Talitha there. "Girls, why are you here?" she asked. "I wanted to talk to your father alone."
"We're living here," Talitha said.
"We don't want Dad to be alone," Torrie informed her. "Don't worry, we won't stay now that you're here."
They grabbed their bags and left without another word to Tessa, who looked as if she wanted to say something, but thought better of it.
"You said you wanted to talk," I reminded her. "What was it you wanted to say?"
She sat across the bar from me with a sigh. "Dax, I don't want this to be any harder than it needs to be. I still love you; I just need to be with Charles. We can be friends; we have daughters who need both their parents."
"I have nothing to do with your relationship with the girls," I told her. "You're going to have to work that out. Friends? I don't think so, Tessa. I don't have friends who treat me like you have. Hell, I don't even have enemies like you."
"Why did you get that court order?" she asked. "I was just taking money to get me settled in and take care of moving expenses."
"Well, half of that was mine," I told her. "Maybe more than half, but we'll let that go. You have a job, Tessa, you make good money."
"Yes, but you have accounts with the state credit union with your job," she said.
"Yes, and you have never put a dime into it," I told her. "As long as we were together, everything was ours. Now, I have to think about yours and mine. We'll let the courts work it out. I thought you said Chucky-boy was a high roller."
She grimaced. "Stop being childish, Dax. His name is Charles."
"Do you imagine I give a fuck what you think?" I asked. "I'll call him, and you, anything I want. Is this all you wanted to say?"
"No, it isn't. I want to talk about the girls. What did you say to them?"




"I didn't say shit," I told her. "Torrie was here, remember? She recorded your little speech and played it to Talley. The only one either of them has talked to is you."
"You must have said something to them," she said. "They wouldn't be so angry if you hadn't."
"Listen to yourself," I said. "Jesus Christ, Tessa, you dropped a bomb on all of us. They are smarter than either one of us. They don't need me to tell them shit. They can see what you've done. How long has this been going on, Tessa? Why didn't you ever mention you were unhappy with me, with us? We could have tried to fix things."
She looked a little wistful. "I wasn't unhappy," she said. "Haven't you ever met someone, Dax, who you knew right away they were important to you? You knew there was an instant attraction? Like two magnets being pulled together?"
"Yes, I have," I told her. "I met you."
She couldn't look at me. "Can't we just move on, Dax? It doesn't have to be bitter, angry. We can still be friends. We've loved each other too long to throw that all away."
"We could," I said. "The problem is, I no longer want to be your friend, Tessa. In fact, I pretty much never want to see you again. It's a big town. Once the divorce is done, I doubt I'll ever have any occasion to speak to you again."
"That isn't true," she said. "The girls will have things, graduations, games, for Talitha, weddings. Life goes on, Dax."
"I guess it does," I said. "I'll do what I have to do."
"I'm still the same person," she said. "You used to like me."
"No, you're not." I answered. "At least, if you are, I never really knew you. I'm done here. You can either leave... no, better yet, I will. Lock up behind you."
I grabbed my keys and jumped in my Jeep. I drove down to the river and parked, got out and just leaned against the front, trying to get some sense of calm, trying to find my center. I had been there maybe half an hour, and a voice broke me out of my musings.
"Hey, Dad."
It was Talitha. "Hey, baby doll. How did you find me?"
"Duh, we all have family location sharing on our phones," she said. "You insisted, remember?"
I laughed. "Yeah, I do, now that I think about it. I don't think I've used it since you were like 17."
She slid into me, taking my arm and putting it over her shoulders, her warm little body against mine making me feel comforted.
"It's pretty here, huh?" she said. "I love just watching the river, hearing the ducks..."
"It is," I said.
"Well, I don't wanna step on your vibe, but what did Mom say?" she asked.
I sighed. "She just wanted to know why I was making her put the money back. She wants us to be friends. I told her I pretty much didn't, but she told me we were going to have to be together with things that involve you and Torrie, so I better get used to it."
She was silent for a moment. "I don't think you're going to have to worry about that," she finally said. "Torrie and I have talked a lot. Neither one of us are going to be inviting her to any of our shit, Dad."
I squeezed her a little. "Are you sure, baby doll?"
She nodded, her hair sweeping forward over her face. "Yeah. I'm sure. It's not that we're not going to miss her and wish she was different, but this is not something I'm going to get over, Dad."
"Yeah. I get it. Let's call Torrie and see if she wants to meet us for Mexican food," I said. She was down with that, but Torrie couldn't come, she had a project at the university, so it was just me and my baby girl.
*****
Everything was pretty predictable. Everyone knows people who are divorced, if they haven't experienced it personally. We've heard the tales, even if we never thought it would happen to us. There were a lot of meetings, back and forth, we finally got the details worked out and the divorce proceeded.
The girls stayed with me for two weeks before I insisted they go back to their apartment. They both objected, vociferously, but I needed them to get their lives on track, go back to the way they were.
"Listen," I told them. "I would have been happy if you'd both just lived here, for the rest of my life. I never wanted you to move out, but you did. I understood why then, and I still do. Things have changed for me, but they haven't for you. You have your lives. I hope there's always room for me in them, but I want you both to be you. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Dad," Talitha said. "We don't want you to be lonely."
"Well, call me up. Come by, any time. Tell me you want to go to dinner, ask me to go do something with you. Do what you've always done."
They sniffed around a little, and I hugged them for a long time. "I get it, Dad," Torrie said. "I know you're right."
They did keep me involved with their lives, and the day the divorce was final, they came back and stayed with me for another week. I had no idea what was going on between them and their mother, and they never mentioned her.
I stayed busy, took on a few more jobs and an extra class. I missed being married, having someone to snuggle at night, someone to care about, someone to do little things for. When I woke up enough at night to turn to snuggle my wife, that empty bed usually brought me fully awake and the sadness was crushing.
I slowly got better. A year passed before I recognized it, then two. Torrie got her masters, and was working on her PhD. Talitha had her undergraduate degree, and she was done with school for a while. She went to work for a mortgage company and seemed to be doing well.
Tessa intruded in our lives from time to time. She came to Talitha's graduation and made a nuisance of herself. She overheard the girls mention that we were going out to celebrate, and she insisted that she was going with us.
"Gee, Mom, are you sure you shouldn't hurry back to Chucky-boy?" Torrie said.
She scowled and looked like a thundercloud. "Charles and I are no longer together," she announced.
"Oh, well, that's too bad," Talitha said. "When did this happen?"
"If you talked to me, you would have known that it's been 18 months."
"Well, we were busy," Torrie said.
This was better than most comedy shows. I snorted, and Tessa shot me an angry look.
We had all come in separate cars, so we drove to the barbecue place we had arranged for dinner. We did manage to get an extra chair for Tessa, but the girls made it obvious they didn't want her there. She didn't stay long after dinner, and I was flying to Tarawa the next day to go over plans for a resort. I was a consultant on the project, and I had decided to buy in as a shareholder.
It was a great place, beautiful ocean, great beaches, and I resolved I was going to spend a lot of time there. I went to some clubs, met some people, danced with some beautiful ladies, got lucky twice and came home refreshed. I was resolved that it was time to emerge from my shell and start living again.
*****
I had the idea that I was going back to California for a vacation. I was born and raised there, and I thought I'd like to prowl around the old neighborhood, see how things had changed, maybe meet up with some of the people I'd gone to school with and see how their lives had gone. I invited the girls, but they had too much going on to get the time.
We had a motorhome, and I decided I'd take that. We towed a little Wrangler behind it to drive around, and I had everything serviced, stocked up on everything I'd need and I was off on the road. It was fun. I stayed at campgrounds, went to things that were going on there, met a lot of people, mostly couples, who were doing the same thing. Being single was sort of depressing, but it was what it was. It took me three weeks to get there because of all the stops I made, but I got me a site, set myself up, unhooked the Wrangler and I was ready to see the sights.
I spent three days, driving around Ventura, Santa Barbra and Ojai. Things had changed, but not so much I couldn't find my way around. I was sitting outside at the Coffee Connection on Roblar, in Ojai, checking out the paper, and I noticed a little commotion.
Some Karen was trying to go inside without a mask. Yeah, they were a pain in the ass, but I figured after two fucking years, everyone knew the drill. There were several people waiting to get in, but Karen wouldn't move.
One woman gave up in disgust and came around to the tables. She sat down and got out her phone. I guessed she was waiting for the disturbance to end. She looked very familiar. I knew I had seen her before, but I couldn't put my finger on it.
It wasn't until the Karen finally went away and the woman went inside for coffee that it came to me. It was watching her walk that jogged my memory. Jacinta De León, I remembered her now. How could I forget? She had moved to Ojai when I was in the third grade. I wasn't much into girls, of course, but she was assigned a desk in the next row, directly across from me, and she met my eyes as she walked back to her desk. I would never forget those eyes, flashing, huge, brown: so dark brown as to be almost black.
She smiled at me, white teeth flashing and lighting up her face. I was never the same. My view of girls took a 180-degree flip-flop, and they, she, became magical. She slid me a note as we were working on an assignment. It just said hi, and her name. I wrote mine on another scrap of paper; I wanted to keep the one she gave me.
We had one recess, and I was drawn to her like a magnet. I had a soccer ball and we kicked it around on the playground. She was much better at soccer than I was, and that never changed. She was the most athletic girl I ever met, played soccer all through school and I was fascinated.
It turned out that she lived just three blocks away, and my house was past hers. We walked home together every day, and she became my best friend. All through school, we sat together in the lunch room every day, we tried to arrange our schedules to match, as much as the school allowed, and by the time we hit junior year, I was madly in love with Jacinta De León.
The feeling wasn't mutual, sadly. I was her best friend, and I stayed firmly friend-zoned. I suffered in silence, too awkward and too afraid to ruin what we had as friends to push the agenda I always left unvoiced. I gritted my teeth when her boyfriend of the month joined us for lunch, watched her dance with everyone in the school, while she always made sure I got one or two.
We were sitting in my den, playing a game of cribbage one day and she asked me, "Dax, why don't you have a girlfriend?" I had no way of answering that, since I couldn't tell her the girl I wanted seemed oblivious, so I just stammered around, hideously embarrassed.
"I'm going to help you out," she announced.
"What? How? What do you mean?" I managed.
"You'll just have to wait and see." She was mysterious, but it soon became evident.
A succession of her friends was soon paraded across the stage for my inspection. She had beautiful friends, too. Jacinta was the hottest girl in the school, my bias aside. She was the queen bee, and all the girls wanted to be her. All the boys just wanted her. As her best friend, I was lionized, as well. I suddenly had more opportunities at dates than most rock stars.
I took advantage of them, too. I felt that I was dating a class of girls who were way out of my league, but I was no fool, and I dated constantly.
We remained best friends until she moved up to LA and I moved to Texas. I hadn't seen or heard of her for years. There she was, and the years had been kind to her. That sultry smoldering girl had turned into a sultry smoldering woman, but she had an air about her. You could tell by looking at her that she had her business in hand.
She was elegantly dressed, a one-shoulder-bare beige number that was form fitting, obviously silk, and very classy. Her black heels were short, but enough to emphasize the gorgeous legs that were displayed to three inches above her knees.
I watched her scroll through her phone, sipping her coffee, and suddenly she stopped. It was like she could feel me watching her. I quickly looked down at my iPad so she wouldn't think some creepy stalker was staring at her. I saw her glance around out of the corner of my eye, and suddenly there was a squeal of delight.
"Oh, my God! Dax, is that you?"
I looked up to see her coming toward me. I stood up just in time to catch her as she threw herself on me. She nearly knocked me down. I remembered that had been her way of greeting me when we hadn't seen each other for a bit, all our lives.
I squeezed her to me as I staggered a bit. "Hi, Peach," I said. That had always been my nickname for her. She giggled at that, and she was just nearly out of control with her excitement.
"God, Dax, it's been like a hundred years! What are you doing here? Are you by yourself? Is your family with you? Oh, my God, I can't believe it's you!"
My chest was in danger of being scalded by the coffee she was still holding, and I extricated myself from that predicament. "Here, sit down before you scald my belly," I said.
She laughed, seated herself on the bench and pulled me down beside her, snuggling up against me with her arm around my waist. I draped mine over her shoulders and it was like the years melted away. Dax and Jacinta, best friends like we were sitting on the bench in the cafeteria back in the fifth grade.
"Why are you here?" she asked again. "How long have you been here? How long are you staying?"
"Give me a chance, Jacinta!" I laughed. "You've never let me talk."
She giggled. "Okay, I'll just sit here and you can talk."
"I have an RV," I told her. "I'm off touring the country and I just wanted to see the area. I've been here three days and I don't have a schedule. But why are you here? Last time I heard, you were in LA."
A shadow crossed her face, then it was gone. "I moved back three years ago," she said. "I have a real estate office here, and business is booming! Are you going to stay for a while? I'd love to catch up. What are you doing tonight?"
She hadn't changed a bit. She made me smile, inside and out. "I have no plans," I told her. "I get up every morning and decide what I'm going to do today."
"Umm... Dax, I know you're married and you have kids," she said. "Is your wife with you?"
It was my turn to be a little hesitant. "I'm divorced, Peach. It's a long, boring and painful story."
"I don't have time for long, boring and painful stories right now." She flashed me one of her blinding smiles. God, she was gorgeous. "You're taking me to dinner tonight," she said. "I have a showing in 20 minutes. Give me your number."
I did, and she immediately sent me a text. "Save me in your contacts," she said. "I'll text you with the time and my address. Do you just have the RV?"
"No, I have a Jeep I tow," I said.
"Good, you can drive," she said. "I gotta run, Dax. God, it's so good to see you! I can't wait for tonight. Wear a shirt with a collar."
She stood, kissed my cheek and she was gone, leaving behind the scent of her and my mind reeling. She was just the same. If anything, she was hotter than she had been in high school. She was rounder, and more muscular. It was obvious that she worked out, a lot, and her ass as she walked away was just maddening in that dress she had on.
She had always produced a roller-coaster of emotion in me, and that hadn't changed a bit. I prowled around, window shopped, and I remembered something: Jacinta loved turquoise. She collected it all the time I knew her. I wondered if she still did. I was reminded when I went by a shop that had handmade turquoise and silver jewelry. I went in and shopped.
The woman who made the jewelry was very talented. There was a heavy silver arm-band with a big stone in it, and it had a delicate little ankle bangle with stones attached around it, making a matched set. I got it and had it wrapped. I hoped Jacinta was still collecting it.
I went back to the RV park, used their facilities, put on black slacks and a button-down pink shirt, splashed on some cologne and felt like I was as ready as I ever would be. She texted me her address and I got my iPad going for directions.
When I got there, I was shocked. This was the old section of Ojai, and she had quite a place. There were gardens, a black wrought-iron fence, a gate, a guest-house over a garage and the house looked worth millions. It was old, stucco, three-story and I felt intimidated. I parked on the street, buzzed at the gate and she let me in. I walked past fountains, an explosion of flowers everywhere, a large koi-pond and up to the front door. I could see what looked like a late-sixties green Jaguar E-type in front of the garage. There were mature avocado trees everywhere, and it was a hell of a place. I wondered exactly how well that real estate business was doing!
The bell made an impressively deep and resonant ding-dong, and when she answered the door, I was paralyzed.
Her hair had always been gorgeous. She had a mane of dark luxurious curls and there were auburn highlights in it. She was wearing a purple dress that left her shoulders bare, smooth brown skin on display, and plunged daringly into the deep valley between breasts that had always been breathtaking. They were even more so now than they had been the last time I saw her. The dress was short, she had on higher heels with straps that wound around her calves, displaying a mile of gorgeous brown leg.
She saw the look on my face and giggled, doing a little turn for me so I could get the full effect. God, she was gorgeous. "Do I pass?" she asked.
I managed to thaw enough to speak. "Don't fish for compliments, Jacinta. You know what you look like. You're still the most beautiful woman I've ever seen."
That was the right answer. She threw herself on me and hugged me tightly for a long moment. "God, it's good to see you, Dax. I've missed you so much."
"Hey, I brought you something," I said.
She looked in the gift bag, dug in the tissue and pulled out the box. She opened it and made a little squeal of delight. "I can't believe you remembered!"
That got me a kiss on the cheek and another hug. It was a good investment.
I petted her and she purred, then stepped back. "Let me get my bag," she said. "I booked us at the Boathouse on Hendry's Beach." She walked back into the house and I looked around. The entry had a winding staircase, it looked like marble, that went up all three stories. There was a tall grandfather clock between two windows and an enormous chandelier hanging from what looked like a gilt-decorated ceiling. Everything about the place suggested opulence.
She was back in a few seconds, and she held my hand as we walked out to the gate. "Umm... are you sure you want to take my Jeep?" I asked.
She laughed. "What? You think I'm too good to ride in a Jeep? I'm still me, Dax."
I had to chuckle. "Well, you seem to be overdressed for a Jeep, and damn, Jacinta, you are doing well for yourself by the looks of this place.
She looked up at me and giggled, her face radiant and very white teeth flashing. "I did good, huh?"
"You have. What are you into, girl?"
We got in the Jeep and she got the driving directions going on her phone. "Well, right now I'm wrapping up a deal for a property development out on Lake Casitas," she said. "As soon as I get the city to sign off on it, I'm going to get a very big payday. Real estate is crazy here, Dax."
"I can only imagine," I said. "Catch me up on your life."
"Well, that's like a big book," she said. "Damn, how long has it been? Let's see... I moved up to West Covina, became an agent for a large firm and worked my little ass off. I made a bunch of money, got really lucky and opened my own agency." She hesitated. "I don't have enough time to tell you before we get to the restaurant. You tell me about you. I know you have kids."
"I do," I told her. I had her open up my iPad, used my face to unlock it and she scrolled through my photo albums.



"Oh, my God, your girls are just gorgeous," she said. "Is this your wife?"
"Ex-wife," I told her. "We've been divorced almost three years."
"I didn't know. Sorry if it's a sore spot."
I shrugged. "It was. You can't run around and be depressed forever. I'm good, really, and it doesn't bother me to talk about it. Are you married, Jacinta? I noticed you weren't wearing a ring."
"No, that's one mistake I never made. I was in a long-term relationship, but we never got married. I'm kind of like you, but it's been four years, for me, and I can't say I enjoy talking about it. Are you close with your girls?"
"Very," I told her. "I invited them to hit the road with me, and they wanted to, but they're busy as hell. I expect they'll fly and meet me somewhere the first time they get a chance, hang out with Dad for a few days and then go back."
She smiled up at me, dazzling me again. "That's so sweet," she said.
"How about you? Any kids?" I asked.
"Nope, just me," she said. "I always thought I'd make a rotten Mom. Mine is amazing, and she set the bar too high. I could never be her."
We arrived and she took my arm as we went inside. After our food arrived, she chattered away at me, just like she always had when we were kids.
"The guy I was in the relationship with was a real estate agent with another firm," she said. "We talked about him coming in with me, but one thing and another happened and we never got around to it. Then..." She looked at me seriously. "This is the part I don't like to talk about."
I reached across the table and squeezed her hand. "It's okay, Jacinta, you don't need to tell me."
"No, I do," she said. "I was working with him on a big development deal and I found out he was conning me. He had over extended himself to buy a large tract of land and he hadn't done his homework."
"Uh-oh, that doesn't sound good," I said.
"It wasn't. Right in the middle of the land we needed was 200 acres owned by the city. They sold it to him, but it had been a gift from an estate that came to the city with the stipulation that it couldn't be developed for 50 years. It had to be kept natural. So there he was with millions tied up in something he couldn't sell and couldn't develop."
"What happened?" I asked.
"He tried to get me to buy in, told me a bunch of lies about how he was going to get around the problem. It was never going to happen. He pulled some shady things, tried to bribe people, got caught and went to jail. Luckily, I always felt like something was shady, so I never got past looking into it before it all blew up."
"What did you do?" I asked.
"After Bob went to jail, I sold my agency and came back home," she said. "It was the best move I ever made. And look, here you are! Definitely the best move I ever made."
"I was pretty shocked to see you," I told her.
She smiled. "Me too. Are you glad?"
"God yes, Peach. It was just such a surprise. I had no idea you were back. I was just planning to prowl around, reminisce about the old places and old times, then head up the coast."
"How long are you staying?" she asked.
"Well, it's not like I have anywhere to be until fall semester," I told her. "Even then, all my classes are online, and I have one engineering consulting job in December."
"Dax, if I put off everything but the bare minimum of necessary appointments, can I hang out with you?" she asked. Her beautiful face flushed a little. "I mean, if you don't want to... if you have plans..."
"I do have plans," I said, and her face fell. "Every one of them would be better if I did them with you."
Her eyes sparkled. "Really? I mean, oh yeah, let's do all the shit you have planned!"
She was so excited I had to laugh. "You haven't changed a bit, Jacinta."
Oh, but I have," she said. "I'm smarter now." She lowered her voice to a husky whisper. "I also grow a hair in odd places now and again." I laughed loudly.
We drew the attention of some other diners with our antics after that one. It was just so much fun hanging out with this spectacular woman. She was funny, incredibly smart and sexy as hell. As I walked her to her door, she was chattering away, making plans about when and where she could go with me. She hugged me at the door, holding me closely, the warmth, smell and that hug lasted a long time. She stood on tip-toe to brush my lips with a kiss and she was gone.
I swear, I had the time of my life for the next two weeks. Only with my girls had I ever enjoyed myself so much. Jacinta was like a breath of fresh air. I hadn't realized how hum-drum my life had become with Tessa. I had become comfortable, complacent, and I guess sheer inertia had taken over. Maybe that's the way she felt, but this was exciting and new.
It wasn't really new, it was like when I was a kid, walking home from school with my best friend, who happened to be a beautiful girl I loved, and life was sparkling and new every day. I wondered if it would last, if the new shine would wear off and things would settle down into the merely normal.
I began to notice things. I was never the most sensitive guy in the world, and I probably failed to notice many things, but this was a particular thing. I began to notice the way Jacinta looked at me. Those huge brown eyes with flecks of gold and green in them, turning to golden honey in the sunlight, looked at me in a way that I had never seen before.
I noticed that every chance she got, she held my hand. I noticed that if we were walking or sitting together in a place that allowed it, she was right up against me, seeking contact. When I put my arm around her, she would instantly be snuggling up, seemingly wanting to be there. I definitely wanted her to be there, I knew that.
The two weeks I had said I would stay became three, and I had no intention of leaving. Jacinta never mentioned the fact that I had said two weeks, and she didn't mention me leaving, either. We were together nearly every day, and she always made sure we had a plan for the next time we would be together before she dropped me off, or I dropped her.
It wasn't until almost two months had gone by, we had been hitting the antique stores all day, and she had invited me in when I dropped her off, that she surprised me. We were sitting snuggled up on her sofa, some old kung fu show playing on the TV neither of us were watching, sipping on a very good single malt she had, and I noticed that she hadn't said anything or replied to me in a minute.
I turned to look, wondering if something was wrong, and she was looking up at me, her eyes liquid pools and her bottom lip between her teeth. I squeezed her, and asked, "Something wrong, Peach?"
"No... yes... maybe," she said.
I laughed. "Well, that certainly clears things up."
She stood, pulled her dress up high on her thighs, exposing a mile of fantastic leg, and straddled me, her face very close to mine, hands locked behind my head. "Dax, I need to tell you some shit, ask you."
I reached up, cupped her cheek in one hand and she purred, nuzzling into my hand. "Shoot," I said.
She hesitated, drew in a deep breath and let it out in a sigh. "Dax, we've been hanging out for a while. I think you're staying just for me, is that right?"
"It is," I told her.
"Why? That's what I need to know. Do we have something going on, Dax? I mean, are we just old friends, you're just hanging with a friend?"
"Well... That's the way it started," I began. "What do you think is going on?"
"It's more than friends, for me, Dax. I mean, I remember all the good times, how much I loved you, and you're still the guy I loved back then, except more. Why didn't you ever ask me out back then, Dax?"
"I... Jesus, Jacinta, you were my best friend. I wanted to ask you out, believe me, but... I was afraid it would get weird, especially if you didn't want to go out with me, and I'd lose you. I couldn't risk it."
She brought her forehead to mine, our noses touching, her incredibly long lashes brushing mine. "It wouldn't have been weird," she said. "I wanted you to ask me out, Dax. I tried everything I could think of to get you to notice me. You never did. I would have asked you, but... I was afraid, too."
"Really?" I asked.
"Really," she whispered. "I loved you with all my heart, Dax. I just finally resigned myself to the fact that we were just not meant to be, that you loved me, but not like that."
"My God, Peach. You couldn't have been more wrong," I said. "I guess I was just as clueless. You were my dream girl. I walked around in a daze, all the time, wishing you were mine."
"Do you still wish that?" she asked.
"You mean..."
"I want you, Dax. God, I'm burning up wanting you. I've been burning through the whole town's stock of batteries!"
We laughed together. "If you're just going away and I'll never see you again, I think you should go now, Dax. You're making me fall in love with you, all over again, and if you're not invested here, with me, I can't stand being this close to you anymore."
I pulled her to me, her head on my shoulder and my arms around her. I buried my face in her mane of waves and curls, whispering in her ear: "What a fool believes."
"Hmm?" she murmured.
"It's a song. What you believe is reality to you, even when it isn't real. Like a fool, I believed you were unattainable. I let you go."
She nuzzled into my shoulder. "I was a fool, too," she said. "I don't want to be a fool anymore."
I tangled my fingers in that luxurious hair and turned her face toward me. She was so beautiful she still took my breath away every time. Her eyes searched my soul and I saw her lips part, her little pink pointy tongue moistening them.
I pulled her to me and kissed her. I had kissed her hundreds of times, both back in the day and recently, but this was different. Her lips were full, plush, soft firmness against mine, and after a moment, that tongue squirmed in, wrestling with mine in a sensuous dance. It was full of passion, fire, and it left us both breathless.
She snuggled back in when it ended and I held her. She felt hot, like she had a fever or her body temperature was higher than mine. The way she felt, soft, but solid, the feel of her muscles, and she had layers of them, playing under the softness was amazing. She smelled wonderful, just a hint of her perfume, the floral smell of her hair, I was immersed in the delight that was Jacinta.
"I was just passing through," I whispered in her ear. "I had no idea that you were even here, no clue I'd ever find you or see you again. I've just been drifting, Peach. I never dreamed I'd find you."
She wiggled against me. "No, me either," she said. "Now that you've found me, are you going to lose me again?"
"Not if I can help it," I said. "I'll stay... you can go with me... hell, I don't know. I just want you to have a place in my life. Is there room in your life for me?"
She giggled, a thrilling sound. "No, but I'm going to make room. How long can you stay here, really, Dax?"
"Indefinitely," I told her. "I mean, I can "stay" stay, really. I have a job I'll have to go to in December. I have a house. I love my girls, Jacinta, and they are a huge part of my life."
"I know," she murmured. "We'll work it out if we try, Dax. Let's let that take care of itself. I want something else right now."
"What?" I asked.
I felt her hand go between us, settling over what was my half-hard erection. I had that nearly every time she touched me, and even just by looking at her. She oozed sensuality. "This," she said. "I want to fuck you, Dax. I've wanted to all my adult life."
She leaned into me and we kissed. This was a repeat of our earlier kiss, but the extended version. I had never felt lips like hers, maddening, full, plush and oh so alive. Her little tongue came out to play, and I crushed her to me, my hands sliding up and down her back. I needed more!
I found the zipper of her dress and slid it down, brushing the backs of my fingers down her silky-smooth back, across her bra strap and down until I felt the little hollow above the swell of her butt. I stroked it and she shivered and moaned into my mouth. She had a little light fuzzy place there, and I reached inside, sliding down onto the top of her panties.
The constriction of her dress stopped me, and she made a little frustrated sound. "Bed, now," she murmured against my lips. "Carry me."
I took her to her bedroom. She was solid, all that muscle she had, but I felt as if I could have carried her had she weighed a ton. Her bed was round, surrounded by sheer white curtains, and I moved them aside, pushing through to lay her gently on the bed. She wiggled, and the top of her dress came off. She pushed it down and off her. "Put it on the chair," she said.
I did, and when I came back she had just unhooked her bra. "Wait, let me," I said.
She relaxed, and I took off everything but my boxer briefs. She laughed when she saw them. They were black with the cover of Pink Floyd's "Dark Side of the Moon" logo on them.
I pretended to be insulted. "You haven't even seen it yet and you're laughing! I guess that shows me..."
"Silly man," she said. "Those are so you." She crooked her finger at me and I came and crawled over her, caressing her from her face, down her graceful neck and over the top of her breasts, sliding her bra downward, slowly exposing them before removing it and tossing it off the bed.
God, she was beautiful. Her breasts were full, heavy, brown areolae and nipples standing at attention. I sank down, feasting on her luscious lips again, kissing my way over that angel face to her cute little ears, nibbling on her earlobes and tickling the little hollow behind.
She shivered, and I let my lips trace their way down, mapping her sensitive spots, noticing what brought a reaction. I reached the swell of those amazing breasts, cupping them in my hands, reveling in the lushness, testing their weight, while running my lips and tongue over every inch of smooth brown skin, avoiding her nipples for the moment.
She made little exquisitely erotic sounds, little gasps, moans, sighs, and finally a little groan of frustration as she tried to move to get a nipple in my mouth. Her hands tangled in my hair and she moved my head firmly to center on one of those delicious little brown nubbins.
That produced a shudder and a bigger moan as I loved on that treasure. Evidently, she felt it's twin was neglected, because she moved me over to it and I gave it the same attention. Her arms moved down to clasp me tightly. She bridged up a little, and suddenly she used all her strength and rolled us until she was on top. "Let me," she said, echoing my earlier words.
She was a moving, smooth hot wet bundle of excitement and motion, loving every inch of me, finally kissing her way down across my belly and tugging at the waistband of my underwear. I cooperated and the iron bar my cock had become sprang free. I heard the intake of her breath and she grasped it firmly in her hot little hand. "Damn you've got a big dick, Dax. Why didn't you give this to me years ago?"
I chuckled. I knew I wasn't some porn star, but I'd never had any complaints. She moved and engulfed me in the liquid heat of her mouth, making little purring sounds that felt incredible. I'd never had a bad blowjob, but this woman was incredible. She used a lot of suction and made lewd and erotic sounds, her tongue a wild thing, driving me quickly to the point of no return.
"God, Peach, I'm going to..." I tried to warn her.
She looked up and locked eyes with me, putting even more effort into her loving expression of lust, and used her hand on the exposed part of my cock, concentrating her oral ministrations on the head and upper portion.
I came with a groan, pumping into her greedy mouth as she gulped, taking me down. I thought watching her take me was the most erotic thing I'd ever experienced, seeing that angel face, her lips forming an exotic cheerio shape and she kept after me until the sensation became too much.
I pulled her up rolling her over and crushed her lips with mine. She tried to protest. "Noo, Dax, let me brush."
"No way I'm letting you out of this bed," I told her.
I resumed my exploration of her lush body. Every curve was perfection, and she had plenty of curves. She was toned, and it was extremely exciting to me to explore her beauty. When I reached her panties, I loved the feel of them, the cool slick silk, so thin it was like she had nothing on, at all. Finally, I had to see, to experience, and I slid them down as she raised her butt to help. Those wispy panties came off and there she was, in all her perfection, what I'd always imagined, dreamed of, fanaticized.
I just wanted to look at her, for the rest of my life, but I also had a compulsion and I started at her feet, kissing each cute little toe, the iridescent blue-green paint on her toenails, matching her nails, was adorable. She had a sensitive little place just behind her ankle bone, and another behind her knees.
I could feel a little tremble beginning in her, growing stronger as I explored the inside of her gorgeously muscular thighs, the scent of her inflaming me, causing my formerly spent cock to spring back to life, the sounds she made, the feel of her skin, the total beauty of her was making the most exciting experience of my life.
She had a little tuft of black wispy hair over her mons, beautifully bare below, her little kitty was perfection. Her lips were a perfect line, symmetrical and pulling me to the little brown bud at the top. She jolted when I flicked it with my tongue, and the trembling grew more pronounced as I parted her with my tongue.
I tasted her, and she was delicious, slick, tangy and sweet, a faint smell of the soap she used, mixed with a heady musk. I worked on her, using everything I'd ever learned about pleasing a woman, everything I'd heard, read about, gauging her reactions and repeating what made her respond.
She was making little moans and cries now, the trembling becoming more pronounced, tension building in her muscles to a peak, and she exploded, a hoarse little squeal as she bridged up toward me. I kept up my efforts until she was on the downward slope, then added a finger plunging into her moist heat, curling it up to find the little rough nerved bundle and sending her into orbit again. The little hoarse cry came again, and she bucked like a wild thing.
Her hands came down to push me away, then pull me up over her. She was gasping, her breasts heaving, and I gave each cute little nipple some love until she pulled me up, her lips seeking mine in a searing wet kiss.
"My, God, Dax. You... You..."
I silenced her with another kiss, moving until I could feel her moist heat against the head of my cock. Her lips parted for my seeking and I slid just inside. She stiffened and her little hands grasped my hips, pushing against me.
"Wait, wait, Dax. God, you're huge! It's been a long time, lover. Slowly, very slow!"
I paused, just inside her tightness, let her get accustomed to that, and soon I felt the flutter of her internal muscles, flexing and gripping me. I moved my hips, just stirring around, a circular motion, and she matched my movement. I advanced, pausing each time to let her adjust. She would shrink away, each time, and about the third time, she started giggling.
"Hey, you're stepping on our groove here," I complained.
She giggled uncontrollably for a minute. "I'm sorry, Dax, but it's your fault. God, I had no idea you had such a big dick! I feel like I'm a virgin again."
I had to laugh with her, but I wasn't about to stop. I was inside my dream girl, the woman who had made up so many dreams in my life, and she slowly became ever more excided until, as I felt the head of my cock kiss the back wall of her tight little pussy, I could feel my balls touching her.



It was a slow start, intensely loving, intensely exciting and our passion grew until we were completely absorbed into the moment. She came easily and often, smaller orgasms that built in intensity until she was crying out, wordless sounds, that little scream coming as we finally exploded together. I filled her with what felt like my soul pouring into her.
Three times during the night we made sweet connection, the first time with her waking me up with her hot mouth on my cock and the last two with me waking up, feeling all that hotness against me. The last time she was on her stomach, and I mounded her, filling her, feeling her exquisite ass against my belly. I had never seen anything so sexy as that ass in my life.
When we reached our completion, I held her spooned against me, my cock still in her, about half erect.
"You have to let me rest, Dax," she gasped. "God, lover you wore me out! My pussy is sore as fuck!"
I laughed. "I'll just hold you like this, baby. I love having you in my arms. I'm never letting you go." She murmured her assent, and we drifted into perfect sleep.
*****
I remembered when I was in my 20s, and the horniness never seemed to end, even if I got lucky. It was as if I had been transported back, and Jacinta was the time machine. She seemed to be in the same state and we made love constantly. Every time we were alone, at her house, in my RV, and even in our cars. The one not driving was all over the driver. She was maddening, sexy as fuck, even dressed in a t-shirt, sneakers and old jeans. Maybe even more so than when she deliberately dressed to provoke my response, which she did a lot.
I wondered if that was going to slow down, eventually, but I was on that ride and I wasn't getting off. She worked, showing properties, getting listings, doing all the things she did, and she dragged me along for a few of those experiences. She was good, very good, and I could see why she was so successful.
My online classes had started, and I spent some time teaching, but most of the time, we were together. One week led to the next, and the first thing I knew, four months had passed. Torrie and Talitha were on me about when I was coming home, and I think they knew something was up. They constantly asked me what I was doing for so long in California, and though I wasn't trying to hide anything from them, I wanted to tell them about Jacinta face to face.
That was taken out of my hands when I got an alert on my phone while I was in class one day. It was a Snap from Talitha. "Dad, I'm coming to stay with you for a week. I'm flying into LA on Wednesday at 1PM. Pick me up?"
"Of course, baby doll. I can't wait!" I sent back.
I couldn't just spring it on her when she got there, so I talked to Jacinta.
"Babes, Talitha is coming to stay with me for a week." We were in the RV, cuddled up on the sofa.
"Uh-oh," she said. "Dax, you gotta tell them. I'm not going to hide for a week. I can't stand not seeing you for a week, and besides, I want to meet them. I know how much you love them, they sound like girls I would love, so much, and I can't wait to meet them."
I squeezed her. "I know. I want you to meet them, too. I was just looking for the right time to talk to them. I was thinking about flying home for a weekend so I could talk to them. That's gone, so I was thinking about getting them on Zoom so we can get acquainted a little. Are you good with that?"
She nodded, all those curls bouncing. "I am. When you wanna do it?"
"I'll Snap them and figure out a time," I said. "I'll shoot for Monday evening. You got anything planned?"
"I was thinking about coming here and sucking your dick," she said.
That cracked me up. "Well, maybe we can do that after the Zoom call."
She giggled. "Before, and after."
The funny thing was, well, not funny, but awesomely erotic and nearly unbelievable, she was completely serious. I had never met or heard of a woman who was so into giving head as she was. I sure wasn't complaining. I asked her about it.
"Well, it's so intimate," she said. "I really can't explain it, Dax. I love your dick. I love making you feel like you obviously do. It feels like nothing else, like I'm being submissive on the one hand, giving you something special doing it just for you. At the same time, I feel so powerful, like I have all this power and control. I've never felt this way before, but you better get used to it, big boy."
"Well, it's a huge sacrifice, but I think I can adjust," I said.
That got her started laughing, which set me off, and we didn't recover the ability to look at each other without laughing for half an hour.
I did manage to get the girls to agree to Zoom with me, although they were highly suspicious of why I wanted to, and bugged the hell out of me to tell them.
I got them on, they chattered at me for a while, and I finally worked up the nerve. "I know I've been mysterious as hell," I said. "I was planning to come back and talk to the two of you. You've been pestering me and I've been blowing you off."
"Umm... Dad, you're not as smart as you think you are, and we're not as dumb as you think we are," Torrie said.
"Yeah, that," Talitha piped up. "You met somebody, right?"
I heard Jacinta giggling away over there in the kitchen area. "Yeah, and I really think you're going to like him," I said.
The look on their faces was priceless: their jaws dropped and they sat there stunned for a minute. Jacinta was dying, and then Talitha said, "Nuh-uh. Okay, Dad, good one. Talitha is coming out there and don't think you can pull the wool over our eyes."
I was struggling to contain my extreme satisfaction at leaving them speechless for once in their lives. "That's actually why I wanted to Zoom with you," I said. "Girls, I want you to meet someone. Be nice, okay? Don't let her see what bitches you really are."
There were twin snorts of derision. "We're waiting," Talitha said.
I beckoned Jacinta and she came in and sat on my lap. "Girls, this is Jacinta De León," I said. I pointed at them in turn. "That's my oldest, Torrie, and my baby, Talitha."
Jacinta waved. "Hello, ladies."
"Jacinta was my best friend all the way through school," I told them. "We kinda... reconnected. I'll tell you the whole story, but she's the reason I've been here so long and why I may be here a lot longer."
"Best friend, huh? Were you insane, Dad? God, Jacinta, you're so gorgeous! What are you doing with dummy, there?" Torrie shot off.
Jacinta laughed, leaned in and whispered into the microphone. "He has a huge dick."
"Ew!" Talitha made a disgusted face. "Talk about TMI." She laughed. "I can't believe you said that, Jacinta. We're going to love you, I can tell. You are so gorgeous, like Torrie said. You know we are the gatekeepers to Dad, right?"
Jacinta nodded. "I would think less of you if you weren't. I love him, girls. I think I always have, but I let him get away once. It was partly his fault, but I'm going to do my best to make him part of my life. I don't want you to think I'm taking him away from you, though."
"Well, I don't like the idea of him being out there in fucking California all the time," Torrie said. "We need to see him, too, Jacinta."
"I know, and we'll work something out. I understand, believe me," Jacinta said. "I've got things working I'm not ready to talk about yet, even to Dax. I'm so glad Talitha is coming. I can't wait to meet her, and you, too, Torrie. Do you think you can come?"
"I will," Torrie said. "I'll take a weekend."
"I don't want to take your dad or any part of him away from you," Jacinta said. "I want to be part of his life, and part of your life, too. I want to love you, and have you love me."
She had a tear in her eye, and the girls could tell she was getting emotional. "Aww, it's going to work out, Jacinta," Talitha said. "We'll make it work. Torrie and me are good at making shit work."
I laughed. "They aren't lying," I told Jacinta. "They are meddling little imps, but they have owned my heart all their lives, and they've kept it safe."
"I believe you, especially about the imp part."
The girls giggled and engaged Jacinta in conversation, asking her a million questions, telling her embarrassing anecdotes about me and we used our entire 40-minute session. After we signed off, I leaned back and just held Jacinta on my lap.
"Well, those are my babies," I said. "Impressions?"
"They're adorable," she said. "I love them already. "They're brilliant, they have your snarky sense of humor, only from a female perspective."
I pretended to be shocked. "Don't give me that look," she said. "You know how you are."
*****
When Talitha arrived, Jacinta thought I should pick her up by myself, just to get our Daddy/Daughter groove going, so I picked her up and took her to the In-N-Out in Hollywood. When she came out of the gate, she took my breath away. I had forgotten just how beautiful my baby was. She came running, threw herself on me and nearly knocked me down.
She was solid! She wrapped her arm around me and dragged me off to get her luggage. Walking beside me, I realized how tall she was. Just yesterday, it seemed, she was a tiny little girl, and now she was all grown up into a spectacular woman. How did that happen?
Normally a little quieter than Torrie with other people, she had never been that way with me. She talked my ear off all the way through our burgers and in the Jeep. She had a million things to tell me and she wanted to ask a million questions. She still hadn't run down by the time we got to the RV.
She busted my chops about not letting her have the bedroom, but when I showed her how the table moved away and the second bed worked, she was delighted. We just hung out for a couple of hours, then I told her Jacinta had invited us for dinner. She was very excited, ran me off so she could shower and change "with a little privacy," and when she Snapped me to come back, she was ready.
I had changed and used the campground facilities, so we jumped in the Jeep. Talitha kept up a running commentary on the scenery and neighborhoods we passed, and she was more and more impressed the closer we got to Jacinta's place. I pulled up at the gate and punched in the combination.
Talitha was all big-eyed as we drove in. "Dad, your girlfriend lives here? You got way more game than I ever suspected!"
I laughed. "She's a big-shot real estate developer. You would never have guessed it back in school. She's Hispanic, in case you didn't notice, and her parents came here from Honduras like five years before she was born. Her dad worked on an almond orchard, eventually managing it, and her mom owned a little tamale place when we were kids. She did this all on her own."
"Wow!" Talitha was impressed. We parked and went in the back. Jacinta was in the kitchen, and as soon as we walking in, she and Talitha stood looking at each other for a second. I was worried, but they both broke out in huge smiles and rushed to hug each other.
"Whatcha makin'?" Talitha asked. "It smells yummy!"
"Well, our main dish is going to be kind of spicy," Jacinta explained. "Do you like spicy food, Talitha?"
"Hell yeah," Talitha said. "Jacinta, you can call me Talley, if you want. Torrie always does, and Dad, sometimes."
"Thank you, love, but I adore Talitha. I may change, but do you mind?"
Talitha laughed. "Not at all. Tell me more about the spicy."
Jacinta came over and gave me a quick kiss before she and Talitha went to the range, standing side by side. Jacinta opened the oven and a delicious mouth-watering aroma emerged. "These are lamb ribs with lots of spices," she explained. "We'll take the meat off our bones and put them on tortillas with pico, brown rice and refried beans."
"Dax, you must go out and find some avocados. I haven't picked them up for a couple of days, so there should be many."
"Oh, my God," Talley said. "You just go out and pick up avocados?"
Jacinta laughed. "Yes, I have many trees," she said.
"I wanna go," Talitha said. "Do you need me to help you here, Jacinta?"
"No, everything is ready except for peeling and slicing the avocadoes," she said. "You go with your father and I'll put the dishes on the table."
I grabbed a basket and Talitha and I wandered around the property picking ripe avocados. "This is an amazing place," she told me, "and Jacinta is even more beautiful and sweet in person. You did good, Dad."
I laughed. "Thanks, baby doll. I'm glad you like her. I love her, you know."
"Yes, I can tell," she said. "She loves you, too. I can see it by the way she looks at you."
Dinner was as delicious as it smelled, and sitting at Jacinta's huge table with two of the most beautiful women on the planet wasn't bad, either. I volunteered to do dishes, and when I finished, Jacinta and Talitha were snuggled up on a sofa with Jacinta's laptop, conspiring about something. They closed the laptop when I came in, and Jacinta patted the sofa between them, scooting over so I could sit.
"Uh-oh, I see you two are Up To Something," I said.
"What?" Talley said. "He's getting paranoid, Jacinta. That happens to old people, I think."
Jacinta giggled. "Hey, we're the same age!"
"Yeah, but you're not paranoid," Talitha said.
"Neither am I," I said. "I know you, though. You've been plotting against me your whole life."
"Yes, but every plot I've ever made has been good for you," she said.
We made plans, they made plans that didn't include me, and we played a couple of games before we headed back to the RV. Talitha kept shooting me side-eye glances until I got nervous. "What?" I said.
"I like her, Dad," she said. "You are one lucky guy."
"I know, right?"
"You better not let her get away," she said. "Good thing I'm here or you'd be in trouble."
"Hah! You being here will probably BE the trouble. Seriously, though, I'm glad you're here, baby doll, and I knew you'd love her."
She was contemplative for a minute. "Dad, how do you think Mom's going to react?"
"Well, since it's none of her business and I don't plan on seeing or asking her, I don't give a damn," I said.
"I see her once in a while," she said. "So does Torrie. What do you want me to tell her when she asks about you?"
"Do you think she will?"
She nodded. "Yeah, she always does."
"I had no idea," I said. "Do you lie to her?"
She laughed. "No, but I don't tell her anything much. Almost nothing about you. I'll be just like, he's fine, then talk about something else. I guess I'll just tell her you met someone if I have to explain anything."
"You do what you think you need to," I told her. "I trust you. You're smarter than me."
"Yes, I am." She giggled and smiled up at me the way she had since she was a tiny little thing and first stole my heart.
We had a great week, just me and my baby sometimes, sometimes the three of us together and several times they went places and did things without me. By the time Talitha went back to Austin, they had bonded and were making plans for the next time we would be together.
Torrie flew in for the weekend, three weeks later, and her reaction to Jacinta was no less positive than Talitha's had been. We were on a roll. I stayed on until the time was coming to go on my consulting job.
I had been talking to Torrie and Talitha, as well as Jacinta, and we had arranged to make it a little working vacation. Jacinta and I flew in to Tarawa and the girls came in the following evening. I worked during the day while they did touristy things, and we spent the evenings in the tropical paradise. By the time we left, I had three very brown girls and Torrie and Talitha were on best friends terms with Jacinta.
I had to go back to Austin to do some actual work in my office. It was going to take about two weeks, and Jacinta flew in the second weekend. The girls picked her up Friday morning and she spent the day with them until I got away. We met for dinner and Jacinta stayed with me.
Sunday evening, we were taking the girls out and, unfortunately, their mother had chosen that day for one of her infrequent and unscheduled drop-in visits. She was very well aware that if she tried to give them advance notice, they'd be "busy," so she always tried to catch them by surprise.
She was at their apartment when Jacinta and I arrived, and it was awkward as fuck. Torrie introduced Jacinta as "Dad's girlfriend," and you could see the shock on Tessa's face. They tried to hustle Tessa out, telling her we were going out, but she was having none of it.
"So, how did you meet Dax?" she asked Jacinta.
Jacinta shot me a smile. "Oh, I was assigned the seat across from him in math class," she said.
Tessa looked dumbfounded. "Both of you are taking classes?" she asked.
I laughed. "No, we were like 10 years old."
"You've known each other ever since you were 10?" Tessa was confused. "How come I never heard of you or met you before?"
"We sort of lost track of each other," Jacinta said. "We only reconnected this year."
Torrie interrupted this pleasant scene. "Well, we'd really love to stay and chat, Mom, but we have plans." Tessa snorted her displeasure, but Torrie firmly ushered her out the door. The expression on her face would have curdled milk.
"Sorry," Talitha told Jacinta. "I know that was awkward. She got here about five minutes before you guys did and wouldn't leave."
Jacinta laughed. "It's okay. It was bound to happen sooner or later. Since I am keeping my place in your lives, I'm going to be around."
Through dinner, and back home afterwards, where the girls had accompanied us, we had a long conversation. I think it had been on all our minds for a while, but no one had really wanted to confront it. Talitha started it. I think she and Torrie had been conspiring, and Talitha had been elected official spokesman.
"Dad, what are your immediate plans, and what are your long-term plans?
"About what, baby doll?" I asked.
"Well, I mean, are you planning to live the rest of your life in an RV in California, or you got something in mind?"
I laughed. "No, I don't intend to live in an RV the rest of my life. Jacinta and I haven't really talked about long-term."
"Do you mind if we're here while you talk about it?" Torrie asked.
I looked at Jacinta. "I don't mind," she said. "I know how much your father means to you. I know how much you mean to him. You also know that I love him and I'm not letting him go."
Torrie nodded. "Yes, we do know that."
"We don't like you living so far away from us," Talitha said. "Dad, I've been talking to some of my contacts at work, and Jacinta and I have been talking about it, too. I'm going to get my broker's license and she and I are going to open a real estate business here."
I looked at Jacinta. "Really? You little minx! You never said a word."
She giggled. "Yes, Dax. I am going to keep my business in Ojai, but Talitha and I agree that this is a huge market opportunity, and I have an idea. Well, the girls and I kind of came up with it together."
"I'm all ears," I said.
"I don't know what you want," she said, "But I want all of you, all the time. I want you to live with me in Ojai for six months of the year, I'll hire an office manager and we'll spend three months a year here. Talitha will handle most things in our business, sound good?"
"Well, yes, it does, but that's only nine months," I said.
"I want to spend the other three in Tarawa."
That was a surprise, but I was in love with the place. As an owner in the resort, I could swing that, so that's what we did. It didn't exactly work out like that, because we were regularly interrupted by trips back to Austin when we were in Ojai and vice versa due to Jacinta needing to handle business, but that was the general schedule. We let nothing disturb our time in Tarawa, and Torrie and Talitha spent a lot of time with us when we were there.



Well, just when you least expect it, life throws you a curveball. We were in Austin for our three months, and Talitha sent me a Snap. "Hey, Dad, WYD?"
"Going over the inspection schedules for interstate bridges in Ohio. WYD?"
"Just got done looking at some commercial property," she replied. "Can u do lunch?"
"Late one? Like 1?" I asked.
"Can do. IchiUmi @ 1?"
"I'll be there."
I wrapped it up and when I walked in, the hostess took me back to a booth. I was surprised to see another girl sitting beside Talitha. I kissed Talitha's cheek, slid in and the server took my drink order.
"Dad, this is Campbell Martin," she said. "She's my girlfriend."
I must have looked like an idiot. My jaw dropped, and I know I looked stunned. Campbell was clearly not pleased with my reaction. Her resting bitch face went extreme, and she grabbed her purse.
"Fuck this, Talley. Let me out. Ion need this shit," she said.
"Wait, Campbell. Please..." Talitha started.
"Please, I'm sorry," I needed to do something, quick. "I just... I never..."
"Is it because I'm gay or because I'm black?" Campbell shot at me.
"No, baby, just let..." Talitha started.
"Neither." I was in need of some faster talking and faster thinking than I'd ever done in my life. "My surprise is what made me act like a fool, Campbell. I'm sorry I did. I never knew... Talitha has never mentioned being gay to me. Not once. You two just dropped a bombshell on me, and now you're all offended that I was taken off guard?"
"This is my fault," Talley said. "I'm sorry for dropping it on you like this, Dad. Just chill your ass down, Campbell. Dad isn't a racist and he isn't a homophobe.
"I'm not gay, Dad. I'm bisexual. I'm sorry I never told you. Campbell is my first girlfriend, though. I would have told you before if there'd ever been a reason for it before now."
"Why didn't you, Talitha? Did you think I would love you any less? For God's sake, baby doll, you have my heart, you know that."
She started crying just as our food came, and she jumped up and headed for the restroom.
"Fuck, dude, why did you have to say that?" Campbell asked.
"Campbell, I don't know you," I said. "I guess if you're Talitha's girlfriend, I'll be getting to know you, but you don't know me, either. Just stop with the hostility, the cursing and the attitude. It isn't helpful."
She looked me in the eye. "Suck my dick," she said, very deliberately.
I had to laugh. This was a feisty girl! "I'm not into dicks," I told her. "Well, I like mine just fine, but it's the only one."
She just stared at me, then she laughed. "Okay, then. I don't really have a dick. I was just talking about my spirit dick, my metaphorical dick."
I pretended to be relieved. "Whew, I was afraid I was going to become much more intimately acquainted with a dick than I wanted. Seriously, though, Campbell, don't you think if you're gay, this is something you'd tell your parents?"
"I have no idea," she said. "I don't have parents. But you don't have a clue, either. You don't know how people react when you tell them you're gay. Even people you think love you. It isn't easy. I don't know about the parents thing, but you tell me; if you have a secret from someone, you really love that person and don't want to hurt them or make them disappointed in you, not even a little, do you tell them something and risk getting hurt?"
"I have no idea," I told her. "I don't know what I have ever said or done to make Talley feel like she couldn't trust me with anything, but maybe I've not been as approachable as I should have been."
Talitha came back and she had done her makeup so there was no sign she'd been crying. I grabbed her arm and pulled her down beside me as she passed, squeezing her to me. "I love you with all my heart," I told her. "You're my baby doll, and nothing in the world is ever going to change that. Now go and sit by your girlfriend."
She kissed me and went to sit by Campbell. "I'm sorry, Dad, I just..."
"Hush," I told her. "It's done. We'll never mention it again. Now, tell me how you met Campbell."
She smiled. "She was a pitcher at Florida State. We met when we played in a tournament down there."
"Love at first sight, huh?" I asked.
Campbell laughed. "It was for me. She had a boyfriend, though, so we were just friends. We have been ever since until I got a job and moved here."
"What do you do?" I asked, "if you don't mind saying."
I don't mind," she said. "I'm a software developer."
While we were talking, I was giving Campbell surreptitious glances. She was smoking hot, no doubt about that. Her hair was amazing, a mass of glossy black curls hanging down in studied disarray, halfway down her back. Her face was that exotic beauty you see, huge brown eyes, tilted up at the outside corners and almond shaped. Her lashes were fake and too long but the rest of her makeup was immaculate.
I hated the way she was dressed. It was just... slutty looking, to me. There was too much skin showing, she obviously didn't have on a bra, and her black and white cow patterned skirt barely covered what looked like a fantastic ass. She was plainly as fit a person as Talitha was; you could tell from all the smooth brown skin she was showing.
She looked at Talitha and gave her an eye roll. "He's checking me out," she said. "Do I pass inspection?"
I had to laugh. "You're a beautiful woman, Campbell. You don't need me to tell you that. I thought I was being subtle, but I guess you caught me. No, if I was your father, you wouldn't pass inspection. You're gorgeous, but too much of you is... exposed."
"The fuck? Who asked you? Lucky you not my father."
"Umm... Campbell, you asked him," Talitha said. She giggled. "I like the way she looks, Dad."
I held up my hands in surrender. "That's all that matters," I said.
The conversation went pretty well after that rocky start, and we parted on friendly terms. Torrie came over the next night, just to hang with her old man, and she dropped a bomb on me.
I told her I'd met Campbell. "Torrie, did you know about her? I mean, did you know Talitha's bisexual?"
She sighed. "Yes, Dad. I've always known, and before you start, if you told me a secret and made me promise not to tell her, I wouldn't snitch on you, either, okay?"
"Yes, I understand, love bug. I just... How well do you know Campbell?"
"Pretty well," she said. "Talley talked about her quite a bit in college. She was kinda sketchy. I know she had a steady girlfriend and got caught cheating on her. Talitha didn't like it much and they didn't talk for a while."
"Wow, I had no idea," I said. "That doesn't sound good to me."
"Dad, she's a grown-ass woman," she said. "Let her live her life."
"I know that, but if I thought you were getting involved with some guy who was a cheater..." A sudden thought occurred to me. "Torrie... are you..."
She laughed. "No, Dad, I'm not gay, or bi. Well, I might be a little curious under the right circumstances, but if I am looking for a life partner, it's gonna be a guy."
We hung out for a while, and she went home. Jacinta came in and I told her about my day. She seemed a little odd about it when I told her about meeting Campbell. "Oh, my God," I said. "Don't tell me you knew, too."
She was all uncomfortable. "Yes, Dax, I did. Talitha told me she was going to meet you and fill you in today."
"Why am I the last one to find out kinda important things about my daughter?" I asked.
"You're a man," she said, and laughed. "Girls feel more comfortable talking to other women."
"Well, I don't know what to think about this," I said. "Do you know she had a long-term girlfriend and cheated on her?"
"Torrie told me," she said.
"That doesn't bother you?"
"Dax, they're 25 years old. What were they when this happened, 19, 20?"
"Jesus, Jacinta. Because she was young, cheating is okay?"
She looked like she was getting a little aggravated. "I didn't say that. Did you make mistakes when you were 20?"
"Yes, plenty," I said. "Cheating wasn't one of them."
Things were a little tense for a few days, then I really got in hot water. I told Talitha I was worried about her, especially with Campbell. "You know how devastating it was when your mom cheated," I told her.
She flared up at me. "Yes, I do. I'm the one who told you, remember? So you think that because Mom's like she is, Campbell is going to be like that? Damn, Dad, that pisses me off, so bad."
She left and wouldn't answer my Snaps or calls. I got both barrels when Jacinta came home that night. "What did you say to Talitha?" she asked.
"Why, did she tell you?" I asked.
"Yes, she did. She came into our office crying her little eyes out. Damn, Dax, why did you have to open your big mouth?"
"Because I'm worried about my daughter!" I was pissed that Jacinta didn't seem to get it.
"You have a funny way of showing it," she fired back. "No, there's nothing funny about it. It's cruel and mean. Just because you are traumatized by what Tessa did, you have to get all stuffed up about Campbell? She's a sweet girl, Dax. She's changed, and you need to give her a chance and stop meddling."
"What do you think you're doing?" My voice was raised in anger for the first time Jacinta and I had been together. "You're meddling, and she's not even your daughter!"
She looked at me as if I'd slapped her. "You asshole," she said quietly. "How can you say that to me. She fucking IS my daughter. Ask her. I know you have scars, Dax, but taking it out on me, or Talitha, saying that to me, is just small and mean."
She walked way, her back stiff and angry. I heard her moving around in the bedroom for half an hour. I sat and steamed, and when she came out, she had suitcases with her.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"I'm going back to Ojai," she said. "When you get your head out of your ass, give me a call." Her eyes were full of tears and she could hardly speak. "I'm not staying here with you when you're like this."
She left and I sat there stunned. What the fuck? How had this escalated so badly? Why couldn't she see my point of view? Why couldn't Talitha? I moped around the rest of the day, and I didn't sleep well that night. The memory of the wounded look in Jacinta's eyes haunted my dreams.
I got up the next morning feeling as if I was in a fog. I ate some cereal, too despondent for anything else. At 10, the doorbell rang. I wasn't expecting anyone. When I looked out, it was Campbell. Shit, she was the last person I wanted to see. I sighed and opened the door.
She swept past me into the entry. "We need to talk," she said. "I want coffee, strong coffee, black."
I stood there like a dummy.
"Dax, either give me coffee or you and me gonna go, right here," she said. "I'm hella pissed off at you, but I get you, dude. Now, you wanna throw hands, or give me coffee and talk to me?"
I had to laugh. This girl was crazy, stunningly gorgeous in her little crop top and ripped up jeans, and she was fierce!
"Coffee it is, then," I said. "Please don't kick my ass, Campbell."
She gave me a grin. "I could, you know. I'm a hella good kick boxer."
"Somehow, that doesn't surprise me," I said. "I have some Blue Mountain beans from Jamacia. I haven't tried them yet. Want to give them a taste? Are you into good coffee?"
"I am," she said, "and I do. I wish I had a coffee grinder. You know, Dax, I've always wanted to own a coffee shop. Not like a franchise one."
She sat at the bar and talked to me while I ground the beans, and used my Rocket R58 portafilter to make us cups, telling me all about her dream coffee shop. I sat across the bar from her and we sipped our coffee. It was good, and she approved.
She sat her cup down and cupped her face in her hands, her elbows on the bar, and God she was gorgeous. Our faces were about two feet apart and her huge brown eyes, so dark they were almost black, never left mine. "Dax, you're fucking up," she said.
I chuckled. "No doubt," I said, "but how, specifically, this time?"
"Talitha is sooo upset with you," she said. "So am I, for that matter. The thing is, she doesn't get you. I do."
"You do?" I was surprised, and I also had no clue what it was about me that she 'got.'
"I do," she nodded. "Your wife, Talley's mom, cheated on you."
"Talitha tell you that?" I asked.
"She did."
"Did she tell you she's the one who found out, how devastated she was?"
"She did. She also told me how devastated you were."
"Okay, what are you saying, Campbell?"
"You see your baby, she's with me, and I know Torrie told you about me: what I did."
"And you think what?"
"I believe you think I'll cheat on her," she said. "You think I'm finna break her heart, and that has you all up in your feels, because of what your wife did to you."
I guess she did get me. "What's your plan about that?" I asked.
"I'm going to get to know you, let you get to know me. Imma tell you about me, what it's like to be me."
"Okay, well, you're off to a good start," I told her.
"Yeah, I'm good." She gave me one of her dazzling smiles, her teeth incredibly white in her dark complexion. "Dax, I know how I look, okay? Men and boys have been hitting on me since I grew tits. When they found out I was gay, women hit on me."
"I can imagine. You're a beautiful girl, Campbell."
Her face took on a little glow. "Thanks. I don't know how much Talley has told you about women's college athletics. There are a lot of gay women athletes, especially in softball. I think there were like 10 girls on my team who weren't. I'm a lesbian, Dax, and the lesbian community, especially in athletics... well, a bunch of them are hoes. They fuck anyone they can, any time they can. You with me?"
"Yes, I guess. I mean, I didn't know any of that, but I believe you."
"Well, imagine this. I was a sophomore, and I was pretty much of a slut my freshman year. Then I hooked up with another girl. She was a track athlete. We were together all through our sophomore year. I didn't cheat on her, and as far as I know, she didn't cheat on me."
"What happened?" I asked.
"Well, I got invited to a camp. It was really prestigious, Dax. Only the elite players got invited. It was run by two softball legends. It was a huge opportunity, and I took it. You played baseball in college. Talitha told me."
"I did. I doubt I was as good at baseball as you are at softball. I know I was never as good as Talitha."
"Not many people are," she said, "but imagine... who was your favorite pro player?"
"Probably Cal Ripken Jr. Maybe Don Mattingly," I said.
"Okay, imagine that the two of them invited you to a skills camp. How impressed would you be with them?"
"Very," I said. "They were legends. They were my heroes when I was growing up."
"Well, it was like that with me, but the scenario gets a little twisted here. I was 20 years old, Dax. Here are these two smoking hot women who I've idolized all my life, and they're teaching me, showing me so many things that made me a better player. Then I realized they weren't just interested in me as a player. You see where this is going?"
"I believe I do," I said.
"Here's where you have to use your imagination," she said. "I know you wouldn't be sexually attracted to those baseball players you idolized, but can you imagine they were beautiful women? That's what it was for me. They took me out to great restaurants, got me into clubs, even though I was underage, took me to great music venues. They put the full-court press on me, Dax. It was like a drug, being seen with them, telling me what a great player I was, how hot I was, all these great things they could do for me. I was just a kid, Dax. I know I must still seem like that to you, but I had been promiscuous and I loved sex. I thought my girlfriend would never know, and I was weak and stupid. I let them seduce me."
I could see tears pooling in those huge brown eyes, and they started trickling paths down her face. She was breaking my heart, and I realized how painful this was: recounting this to me. It became clear to me that she was telling me this because she loved Talitha, realized how much my daughter meant to me, how much I meant to Talitha, and she was exposing herself to me, showing me her vulnerability, because she needed me to trust her. I needed to put a stop to this pain, because I was causing it.
I grabbed tissues out of the box on the counter, went around, handed her the tissues and pulled her to her feet, and I hugged her. At first, she was as stiff as a steel post, just seeming to tolerate it. I squeezed her to me and spoke in a low voice.
"Campbell, I'm so sorry. Please, I don't need to hear any more. I get it, okay? I'm sorry I made this necessary, and I know how brave you are and how painful this is for you to come here and tell me. Please forgive me."
I felt her melt in my arms, and she clung to me, sobbing her little heart out. I just held her and whispered that everything would be okay, I was going to fix everything and how sorry I was that I hadn't really given her a chance.
She calmed down after a while, and I took her into the living room to the sofa. She snuggled in beside me, and we talked for hours. It was dinner time, and I cooked for her. She helped me, bumping against me, and despite everything, the differences in her, major and minor, it felt like one of my daughters was with me. We drank two bottles of wine, and she was one of those happy giggly drunks. She stayed the night, sleeping in Talitha's room, and she Snapped Talley in the morning, asking her to come to breakfast at my house.
When Talitha came in, we were making pancakes just chatting amiably about nothing, standing side by side at the stove, and Campbell had one arm around me. Talley rushed across the kitchen and shoved in between us, giving me a kiss on the cheek and Campbell a rather more passionate one on her lips.
"What are you doing here, Campbell?" she asked. "What... how... Dad?"
"She came to enlighten your poor dumb father," I said. "Baby doll, I'm so sorry for the way I behaved. I see why you love Campbell, and I know how much she loves you. Will you forgive me?"
She pressed herself against me. "I love you, Daddy. I always will," she said. "Me forgiving you is easy. Dad. I needa apologize to you, too. I thought you were just being a dick."
We both looked at her. "Well, that's what I thought, and you kinda were. Campbell straightened my head out. Jacinta kinda did, too. I know you love me and you thought you were looking out for me. You just need to work on your communication skills. So do I. I should have trusted you, Dad, a long time ago, and I'm sorry I didn't and I didn't take your calls. I'm afraid you have a little bigger job with Jacinta."
"I know. I'm afraid I said a really mean thing to her."
"I know. She told me."
"What?" Campbell asked. "She didn't tell me."
"I told her Talley was my daughter, not hers," I said.
Campbell made a little clucking sound at me. "I don't think Talley feels like that, at all, and neither does Jacinta."
"I guess you were technically right," Talitha said. "But you are terribly wrong about that. I'm closer to her than I ever was with Mom. I wish she was my mom, and you needa apologize to her."
"What she said." Campbell grinned up at me. "I hope you like the taste of crow, dude, cause you gonna be eating a whole murder of them."
We all laughed, finished making our pancakes and we had a great morning. I had it to do, and there was no use wasting time. Two days later, I flew into LA, rented a car, stopped by the florist and bought every rose they had. Jacinta was out, and I let myself in, arranged the flowers all over the house and I was kneeling in the entry when she came in. She was a little startled, and I had time to tell her, "I've got my head out my ass. I'm so sorry, Peach. Please forgive me."



She burst into tears, ran across the entry as best she could in her heels and threw her arms around me. She pressed her cheek to the top of my head and all those curls covered me like a veil. "I hate being mad at you," she said. "I'm sorry, too, Dax. I know you meant well, and it must have seemed like we were all kind of conspiring against you. We need to communicate better, all of us."
I ate that crow, we flew back to Austin, and took all the girls white-water rafting in Colorado. This was my family, and I resolved that Campbell was going to be part of my family, too. I had a new daughter: a ferocious brown jungle-cat of a daughter, but we were family.
They were in Tarawa with us the night I proposed to Jacinta, three years later. I let them in on the plan and they "had something to do" while we went to dinner. When I dropped to one knee by the table before dessert, Jacinta's hand flew to her mouth and she burst into tears.
That threw my game off a little, but I barged ahead. She held out her hand and I slipped on the ring. She pulled me to my feet and threw herself into my arms, still crying like a baby.
"Umm... Peach, I was hoping this would make you happy," I told her, "not cause these tears of despair."
She made a watery little giggle into my shoulder. "I am happy," she said. "I cry when I'm extremely happy, too."
It was just a little curveball. I thought I hit it for grand slam.
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It was hot as fuck, but I was enjoying that heat. There was a shimmering off across the valley, the sun making it look like a wide, still lake. I had the top and doors off on my new red Rubicon, and I was just about to start the steep climb over the mountain.
The road was bad, more like a goat track, but I was in the right vehicle. "Unimproved" was an understatement by Siri. This was fucking primitive. Just what I wanted. I consoled myself with the thought of my destination: Canyon Lake was about 10 rough miles over the mountain. I hadn't seen a sign of humans since I turned off the highway. Just like I wanted it.
As I bounced my way around the bend, I saw two trucks pulled into a wash ahead, and three bikes. I wondered what the hell they were doing out there. The doors on the trucks were open and I noticed one of the bikes was toppled. That's when I noticed the bodies. I assumed they were bodies. I couldn't imagine what live people would be doing lying out there like that.
I stopped about 200 yards away and looked carefully around. Nothing stirred, so I dug around in my backpack for my phone. Using the zoom feature on the camera, I took a closer look. They were definitely bodies. All of them had gaping wounds, and one guy had half his head blown off. Nothing moved, so I got out and scrounged around in my big pack in the back until I found my weapons. I buckled on my twin H&K VP40s and pulled up the deck lid. The Remington 870 Magpul had a nice heft and I loaded it, putting it beside me when I climbed back in.
I moved forward, very cautiously, keeping my eyes open, ready to punch it and take off like a bat out of hell. I stopped about 20 yards from a flatbed truck that had seven barrels on it. Nothing was moving, so I got out, keeping the shotgun ready. I circled around, checking every bush and rock, but the bodies all seemed to be clustered around that flatbed and they weren't going anywhere.
I cautiously approached and looked them over. One of the bikers was still alive. I had no idea how, but he wasn't going to be for long. I went back to the Jeep and got a bottle of water out of my cooler.
When I held it to his lips, his eyes opened and he looked up at me as he swallowed twice. I took the bottle away and he might have breathed 10 more times. His eyes went dull, and he was gone. I felt odd, like I should have been more affected by this man dying in front of me, like I should be more emotional about it, but I felt no connection to him. It made me feel very uncomfortable, but that was it. I gave a mental shrug.
I circled around twice more before approaching the flatbed. The four dead guys looked Hispanic, the others were bikers, by their tatts and clothes, and they were white. I opened one of the barrels and it was full of what appeared to be meth. Suddenly, I realized this situation was 10 times as sketchy as I first thought. I wanted no part of the meth. That was some nasty shit.
I looked inside the first truck, but beyond weapons, mine were better, there was nothing interesting. The second truck proved a little more provocative. There were four cases in the back, and they all contained money. Lots and lots of hundred-dollar bills.
I weighed my options. I could drive away and forget I was there, I could go somewhere and notify the law, or there was option three.
*****
Four hours later, I was in my room in Wilcox, trying to figure the best way to get a count of the money. My best estimate was somewhere around nine million. This was going to be hard to explain to Jason, but I had confidence in my abilities. Option three was looking good.
I was scheduled for a three-day excursion. Schedules are meant to be broken. Jason wasn't expecting me back for three days, but he was going to be surprised. I liked surprises. It turned out he didn't.
I had stopped at a little diner that advertised free WiFi, got on Tor and sent a tip to the state police. My hands were clean. Well, as clean as they were going to get. I had zero compunction about stealing the drug money. Better me than the drug gangs or the cops. Those dirty bastards could pull Grandma over for not wearing her seatbelt if they needed funding, and fuck the gangs.
It was late evening when I pulled into the driveway. There were a couple of lights on, so I figured Jason was home. I took a deep breath, girded my loins and went in, leaving my shit in the Jeep. He could help me carry it.
I didn't see him, so I went to the bedroom. I saw him, then. I also saw Tanya. The bitch was doing her best imitation of some fake moans as Jason was driving into her from behind. The skanky hoe was probably taking it in the ass. They both looked around when I opened the door and began to scramble.
Tanya fell off the bed away from me and Jason made a grab for the sheet to cover up.
I snorted. "Don't bother. I've seen that pathetic little weenie. Damn, Tanya, you should have asked if you were that hard up. Going after a married man like that? What were you thinking?"
I heard a whimper from over there and Jason opened his mouth. "Kai, I... this..."
"Shut the fuck up," I snarled. "Just keep your ass right there. I'll be gone in 30 minutes."
He was stupid, got up and grabbed me by the arm as I passed by on the way to the closet. Men should never attempt to grab a woman when they're in the nude. Those dangly bits are rather... exposed. I crushed his with my left knee, took him by the throat when he bent over with a thin scream and choke-slammed him onto his back. He lay there trying to get enough air to whimper, clutching at his nards with both hands. I put my sneaker on his throat. "Stay there, motherfucker, understand?"
He clutched feebly at my ankle and nodded, his eyes bugging out in a very unattractive look. I marched around the bed and Tanya was trying to claw her way underneath.
"Please, Kai, don't hurt me. I'm so sorry!" Her hands were out in an attempt to ward me off.
"I should kick your ratchet ass. Stay where you are, and I won't. Got it?"
She nodded, looking up at me with wide terrified eyes. "Nice tits," I said. What the hell, they were.
I made five trips, had all my shit and was on the road in 30 minutes. I checked into the airport Holiday Inn, booked a flight for Tuvalu on the overmorrow and went to bed. Again, I found myself disturbing. I should have been crushed, my emotions raw, a wreck. I didn't. My marriage had just crumbled into dust and I was just mad. I wondered what was wrong with me.
I had seen people I knew become like the walking dead when their marriage fell apart. They were in therapy, needed people to stay with them and barely survived. Did I not love Jason? I thought I did. I had tried to be a good partner. I showered him with affection and fucked his eyes out.
Now that it was over, I just felt angry and numb. I thought back to the first time I had foster parents. I remembered them. They were kind and loving, and then one day they were gone and I was in another home with strangers. I remembered being brokenhearted, crying myself to sleep, night after night. As I shuffled through the system, I seemed to have lost that ability, protecting myself, not allowing myself to care. Had I lost the ability to care? The thought made me very insecure and unhappy. I didn't sleep well, but I slept long. I felt fairly rested in the morning. I was going to Tuvalu. My newfound wealth was making a dream come true.
I was in the third grade when I found Tuvalu. There was a big globe in the library, one of those rough ones that had geographical features. I loved looking at it, running my hands over it, dreaming about those places with the strange sounding names. I was looking around the Pacific Ocean and I felt a little bump. I looked closely and saw the name: Tuvalu. It was just a speck, but I loved that name, for some reason.
I said the name, over and over again to myself. I read everything I could find about Tuvalu, searched the internet, discovered all the interesting facts and I told myself that one day, I would live in Tuvalu. I never really thought I would have a chance of making my dream come true, but option three made it happen.
I spent the day making arrangements. I sold my Jeep, arranged for a shipping container and made the rounds of the furniture stores, hired a company to pack the container, stowed the shit I wouldn't immediately need, including a cedar chest containing some unaccounted-for money and my weapons, and the next day I was flying the friendly skies for my new island home.
*****
Tuvalu was everything I expected. I was booked into the Warmasiri Lodge, and it was as quaint and beautiful as my dreams. Most people spoke English, and I settled in. It was going to take three weeks for my container to arrive, and I just did tourist shit, lounging on the beach, checking out what Funafuti had to offer. It wasn't much, but I liked the pace of the place: relaxed, that was the word. I visited with a realtor and got a list of properties I could check, talked to an investment firm, opened an account at the National Bank and settled in for the long haul.
I wanted a job, not because I would need money, but because I liked working. I had been working in IT security, but I was tired of it. I had a PhD in philosophy, and I met some people at the university who were interested. If I landed the job, I could get a work visa, and buying property would put me in a position to gain citizenship. I never intended to go back to the US; this was my new home.
I had to talk to some people from other university campuses in the system, but the end was that they offered me an adjunct position. That was good, for the time being, and I applied for a visa. By the time I got that, my container had arrived, I put half my money in the bank, bought me a cute little beach bungalow and went native.
The only dark spot in my life was I had no social life, no friends. I decided to change that, so I went looking. I found one. She was a beautiful little brown Polynesian girl who worked in the university communications department, named Alola. She was... lush, big tiddies, curvy hips, and I would have described her as "dummy thicc" had we been back in the US. She had long flowing curly black hair, big brown eyes and she was just gorgeous. She was also as sweet as honey, and I knew when I met her, I was going to love her.
I was writing a piece for my classes on the university website when she came into the department office I was using. She introduced herself in this soft breathy voice with the cutest little accent.
"Hello, Ms. Blake. I'm Alola and I'm in communications. I was wondering if you thought you would be through today with your little biography?"
I stood up, towering over her like a giant, and gave her a hug. "Hey, Honey, I'm Kai, not 'Ms. Blake,' and I'm very glad to meet you. I'm almost through. Would you like a cup of coffee? You can sit here and talk to me while I write like 10 words."
It turned out she didn't drink coffee, but she did drink Coke. We got her one and it took me like two minutes to finish. We talked for another hour, and I invited her out for dinner Friday night. She accepted, gave me a hug, this time, before she left, and I was excited about having a new friend.
I met a lot of people that first week, most of whom I liked, but none as well as Alola. I talked to her every day and liked her better every time. I had found a restaurant I really liked, and I asked her if she would eat dinner with me there on Friday.
"Oh, yes, I'd love to," she said. "When do you want to meet?"
I gave her a time and we were set. I was already seated when she got there, and she looked adorable as the hostess led her to the booth. She had on a red sundress with white flowers, and it made her complexion pop. That dark hair and those big brown warm eyes were sparkling.
We had a great time, ate our dinner, which was delicious, and moved to the bar. We both had a nice buzz going, and I invited her back to my place. It was in walking distance, we strolled along, laughing together, and she held my hand.
We had too much to drink at my house and sparked up a blunt. She was very giggly and fun, and before we noticed it was 2 AM. I invited her to spend the night.
"Noo, I don't have any clean clothes, and no toothbrush or anything," she protested. "I should go home."
"No pressure, honey," I told her, "but I have new toothbrushes, big t-shirts for a nightgown, I'll feed you breakfast in the morning and maybe we could go to the beach in the afternoon. Please?"
She wasn't hard to persuade, and she went home to get swimwear just after we had a light lunch on Saturday. She was back in an hour, wearing a floral coverup and I was ready.
The beach was deserted, and we put down our blanket. She took off her coverup and she was smoking hot! She had on a red crocheted bikini, and it left little to the imagination. The weave was a little tighter over her nipples and crotch, but all that luscious brown skin was on display.
"Damn, girl, you are hot as fuck!" I told her.
She giggled a little and a pinkish blush suffused those dusky cheeks. "Thanks, Kai. I wish I was thinner, like you."
"Well, you look great," I told her. "I'd die for tiddies like that."
She cupped them in her hands and jiggled them at me, and we both laughed. We lounged around all afternoon, I made roll-ups for dinner and by the time she left, I knew I'd found someone special.
There aren't a lot of special people in the world. Most people are assholes, but she was one of the special ones. We hung out constantly, and I made sure I saw her at school when I went there.
I was feeling something. It was a little scary, a little exciting and a little mysterious to me. I realized that Alola was my friend. I mean, a real friend, someone I loved very much, and that scared me a little. I felt like I'd lost everyone I cared about like that, and the thought of losing her, too, was frightening.
I met her parents, and although they were a little sus of the tall blonde white girl from Arizona at first, they warmed up to me quickly. The thaw started when they learned I was teaching at the university, that I owned a house and was in the process of becoming a citizen.
Alola had a brother, Thomas, and he was there with his wife, Sarah, and their two girls the second time I visited. They were gorgeous little brown babies, and although they were shy with me, at first, when the youngest climbed up on my lap to feel my hair, I became part of the family. It felt good.
I never had a family. There was an aunt I had never met, but I grew up in the foster care system. I had some good foster parents, but it seemed like every time I got attached something happened, and I was shuttled off to a new set. Being part of Alola's large clan of relatives was pretty much my first exposure to that sort of extended connection.
I had started the divorce from Jason before I left the US, and it came through five months after I arrived in Tuvalu. That was my last connection to the US, or so I thought, and I was off to a new chapter in my life.
Alola and I went out for dinner, drinks or something at least twice a week. We went dancing a few times, and we were best friends. We told each other the story of our lives, I told her about college in the US, and she told me about graduating from the university where we worked,
I told her the story of Jason and the 18 months we were married, and she told me about the boyfriend she'd had all through school and how he left for Australia to work and never came back.
I thought she was going to have a heart attack when I told her about the money and how it came into my possession. "Oh, my God, Kai! I would have been too afraid to even get out of the car," she said. "Wow, you're like rich, though."
"Yeah, I'm going to be fine," I said. "I'll make enough teaching to live comfortably here. It did get me my house and a chance to move here, though. Plus, I got to meet you."
We were sitting on my sofa talking, and she snuggled up, pulling my arm over her shoulder. "I'm really glad," she said. "What do you think happened to all those guys?"
"It was a drug deal that went bad," I said. "I'm not sure exactly who was the buyer and who was the seller, but they just simultaneously decided to murder each other, I guess."
She shivered and I squeezed her. "I'm glad we don't have anything like that here," she said. "Kai, do you think anyone will ever find out you took the money?"
"I don't see how," I told her. "All those guys are dead, and no one else ever knew I was there." In that, I was overly optimistic.
*****
It took me six months to get my citizenship, and by that time the new semester had started and the university offered me an assistant professorship. I jumped on it and I now had an office, a secretary and Alola ate lunch with me every day, either in my office or we went somewhere.
It was 3 PM, my last class had been at 2, I had an hour of office time for my students and I was just shutting down to go home. My secretary buzzed me and told me I had a Mr. Brown there to see me.
I didn't know any Mr. Browns, and I asked her who he was and what he wanted. She said he was from the US Drug Enforcement Agency, and he needed to speak with me.
My heart did a flip-flop and beat wildly, but there was nothing to do but talk to the dude, so I told her to send him in.
Mr. Brown was... average. That's about all you could say. He was about six feet, my height, had brown hair and brown eyes, was a bit overweight and balding.
"Please sit down, Mr. Brown. May I see some identification?" I asked.
He showed me his official ID and took a seat in a chair in front of my desk. "What can I do for you today?" I asked. "I smoke a little weed, but this isn't the US and I'm afraid it's a little outside your jurisdiction."
He laughed. "Well, I'm not here to bust your chops about smoking weed," he said. "I'm looking for information."
"I'm afraid I don't understand," I said. "I'm a citizen of Tuvalu, and have nothing to do with the US or the DEA, I'm afraid. In fact, I really have nothing to say to you, at all."
"Let me refresh your memory," he said. "You were a US citizen, living in Arizona, married to Jason Hayes. You stumbled across a drug buy. We know what happened, because one of the buyers was an undercover DEA agent with a Mexican cartel, and we recovered the information he recorded. The agent was killed."
"Well, that's all very interesting, I'm sure," I said. "Even if all that were true, I still have nothing to say to you. I'm sorry about your agent, by the way. Was there anything else?"
"We had a satellite covering the deal, Mrs. Hayes," he said. "We've identified your vehicle."
"How nice for you," I said. "Anything else?"
"We would like to know if anyone was alive, if anyone said anything, and we'd like to know what happened to the money," he said. "This is an official investigation and we'd like you to return to the US and answer some questions that would help us in our investigation."
"I'd like to be appointed US ambassador to Tuvalu," I said. "Do you think you can make that happen?"



He looked very confused. "What are you talking about?"
"It's very simple," I told him. "You said what you'd like me to do, I said what I'd like you to do."
"That's ridiculous," he said. "You aren't a diplomat. What are you saying, Mrs. Hayes?"
"In the first place, my name isn't 'Mrs. Hayes,'" I said. "It's Ms. Blake, and I have no intention of going anywhere, answering any questions or helping you in any way with your investigation. Well, unless you can do something about the ambassador thing."
"I could just arrest you," he said.
"No, you couldn't," I informed him. "As I said, you're out of your jurisdiction, I'm a citizen of Tuvalu and you have no evidence that I've committed a crime. You're welcome to try, but I'll just kick your ass."
He laughed again. "You know, I believe you could. I could ask the local police to arrest you and turn you over to me."
"Do you think they will?" I asked.
"No, probably not," he said sheepishly. "I'm lucky they let me in the country."
"Exactly," I said. "I really believe your work here is done, don't you?"
He rose to his feet. "Yes, I suppose it is. You know I'll put a warrant out for you, and if you ever enter any US territory, you'll be arrested. There is also the possibility that the cartel could learn about you."
"Are you threatening me?" I asked.
"No, I'm just telling you about the possibilities."
"Are you going to inform the cartel? I'm pretty sure they don't have satellites to get that information on their own."
"No, but they do sometimes penetrate our intelligence."
"See, just another reason not to trust you."
"I'll have to make a report," he said.
"You gotta do what you gotta do," I said. "Goodbye, Mr. Brown."
I hurried over to tell Alola about my encounter with the DEA. She was horrified. "Do you think they could really arrest you?" she gasped.
"No, Babes. He was just trying to intimidate me into cooperating."
"Well, it would have worked with me," she said. "I'm not nearly as brave as you. Are you worried about the criminals?"
"No, not really," I said. "They're much less effective and frightening without guns and bullets. Even if they found out I was there and came here, what would they do?"
"What would you do if they did come here?" she asked.
"Fuck them up," I said.
She laughed. "You're a badass bitch, Kai."
"I am, and don't you forget it," I said.
I suspected that wouldn't be the end of it, and I was right. I got a letter from the US Embassy in Suva, Fiji, requesting that I come there. I threw it in the trash. After a few weeks, I got a series of emails mentioning that they'd like to speak with me. I ignored those, too. I figured they'd try to visit in person, but that was going to be difficult. The borders were closed because of the virus, and no one was getting in and out.
The semester was over, it was an extended break over the winter and Alola and I disappeared. We hitched a ride with her brother. He was a commercial fisherman and he gave us a ride on his boat up to Amatuku. We stayed at Chez Imogan and had a blast.
There weren't many tourists because of the virus and travel restrictions, and we pretty much had the place to ourselves. The staff spoiled us rotten, and things took a turn.
We had been there two weeks and we got kayaks for the day, the staff packed us lunch and plenty of liquids and we paddled a good way down the beach. It was a glorious day, there were no humans within miles and we pulled up on the beach. There was a white beach, blue water and a grassy place up under a group of palm trees for shade.
Alola didn't require much shade. She was as brown as a coconut, anyway, but I needed both shade and sunscreen. I had a serious tan, myself, but sure didn't want a burn. We explored around a bit, found a big coconut crab we teased for a bit, being very careful not to get too close. Those things have some serious pinchers.
We had our lunch, reapplied our sunscreen and were getting ready to go in the water. I was watching Alola put sunscreen on her silky skin when she looked up at me with a twinkle in her eyes.
"What?" I said.
"Umm... nothing." She reached around and pulled the string on her top. It hadn't been covering much of her, anyway, but she put it down on the blanket. I had always loved those big bouncy breasts, but the sight of them bare was breathtaking. She gave me a look out of the corner of her eyes, as if waiting for me to say something. I was kind of frozen, my mouth being almost irresistibly drawn to latch onto one of those incredible brown nipples.
They were standing, spiked up, gorgeous on small areolae that were barely bigger than her nipples, and oh so impossibly sexy. I managed to speak.
"Umm..." I cleared my throat. "Bae, is something going on here?"
She giggled. "I kind of hope so," she said.
"Okay, what are you hoping?" I asked. "You're gonna have to spell it out for me, Alola."
She looked shy and afraid. "I was hoping you'd take off your top, come over here and rub our nipples together," she said.
"Really? Oh, my God," I said. "Hell yeah, but... I didn't know you rolled like that."
She made a little nervous laugh. "I don't. Only for you, Kai. I'm sort of stepping off the reef here. I love you, and I was hoping... hoping... I didn't know if you rolled like that either."
"Hey, we're in the same boat here," I said. "I've never... I don't know... Fuck it!" I pulled off my top and put it on top of hers. "I love you, too, Alola, I just didn't... I'm coming over."
She giggled and fell back on the blanket, her arms reaching toward me. I crawled over, straddling her legs, giving her a kiss on her belly button then moving up until our breasts were pressed together, tasting her lips that devoured me, her little squirmy tongue invading and wrestling with mine.
There was no doubt in my mind that this was the hottest thing I'd ever done. I'd made love more times than I could count, but I had never felt anything remotely like this. This incredible girl, her sweetness overwhelming, her personality so warm and loving, her body lush and soft against me, my best friend, locked in a passionate kiss with me; it was overwhelmingly erotic and felt so right. I belonged in her arms. She belonged in mine. I broke the kiss, sitting up a little.
"Nipple rubbing," I said, and she giggled again.
"Oh yeah."
That was quite a sight. Her spikey nipples, brown, erect and so sexy, my smaller ones, pinker than hers, but no less erect, and I held her big breasts together to match mine, sliding my nipples across hers.
"Oh, my God, Kai," she breathed. "I've been wanting... this. I love your bars. Do you think I should get mine pierced? Your bars feel so hot."
I kissed her. "Up to you, love. Do it for you if you want. You look and feel perfect, to me. I need to taste you."
I slid downward, and she cupped one heavy breast, offering it to me. I had once played around with a girl in college, even going so far as to feel each other up a little, but this was new and oh so exciting. I nibbled and kissed along her jawline, down to the hollow of her throat, tickling her little declivity at the base where her collar-bone was. She got goosebumps, shivered and moaned a little.
Her skin was like satin, smooth under my lips. I liked smooth, I decided. When I got to her breasts I pushed them together, burying my face in her cleavage, licking the insides of her breasts where they were meeting. She moaned again, and those spikey nipples were irresistible. I latched onto one and she shuddered, calling out my name as she pulled my head to her, I laved that nipple with all the love in me, and I had a very great deal of love for this living doll.
She must have felt that the other nipple was being neglected because she guided me to it and I sucked it in, running my stiffened tongue over it, pulling it with my lips. My thigh was between hers, and she pressed against it, letting me feel her heat through her bikini bottom. She cried out again as I switched back to the other nipple and then she exploded, coming hard, making little mewing sounds that built to a hoarse little scream as she thrust her pussy against my thigh.
"Oh, oh... fuck, Kai. I'm... oh, my God! She fell back on the blanket, limp as a dishrag for a minute, then she clutched at me, caught her fingers in my hair and crushed her lips to mine in a fierce kiss. Pushing me up, she gazed into my eyes. "Was that... God that was hot, Kai. Did you like it? Can I do you?"
I laughed. "I loved making you come, Babes. You are such a sexy beast. We can do anything you want to do. You have my express permission to do anything with me you want. Don't think I'm going to just let you 'do me,' though. I'm playing in this game, too."
She giggled, making those incredible boobs jiggle, and I slid down to love on them some more. She let me for a minute, then tugged at me until I slid back up and let her taste mine for the first time.
It was incredible, a little taboo feeling adding to the eroticism, and her lips on my nipples felt like nothing I'd ever experienced. She was... softer, somehow, not just devouring me like had usually been the case with previous lovers, but more patient, seeming to know instinctively what I'd like. She used her tongue a lot, not just sucking away, using it to flip my aching nubs up and down and from side to side, using her lips to twist my bars and I was getting incredibly aroused.
I had to moan. "Oh, my God, Babe, you've got me so turned on." My words felt slurred by my lust and I wanted more. Her arms around me, surprisingly strong, moved me to the side and she rolled me onto my back, going back after my breasts for a minute.
She looked up at me, all that hair, glossy and heavy waves hanging around her face. "I love your boobs," she said. "They're so firm and tight, and I love the feel of them. I'm going to be playing with them a lot!"
I reached down and cupped one of her heavy orbs, rubbing my thumb on the seemingly perpetually spiked up nipple. "Same," I said, and she smiled happily.
Her lips left my breasts, trailing fire down my belly until she came to the small patch of cloth covering my pussy. She nibbled along the top for a few seconds, kind of tickling me, then lifted me up a little to pull the strings. They fell away and I felt her lips tracing a path to where I desperately wanted her to go.
"You are such a hard body," I heard her murmur, then I felt her lips cross my little wispy patch of curls and she moved my legs apart, kissing along my inner thighs and driving me wild.
I pulled on her hips and legs until she moved on top of me, up halfway on her knees, her fantastic ass in the air. I filled my hands with it and it was the most delicious thing I'd ever felt, round, firm, resilient as I squeezed it, sinking my fingers into her. I undid her bow, throwing away the tiny bottoms and there she was, over me, perfectly smooth, bare and beautiful. I needed to taste her, and I pulled her down until my tongue could reach her, just as I felt her tongue slide between my labia.
I gave her dusky little clit a swipe with my tongue and she jolted. I knew exactly what she was feeling, because I had just got a similar shock when I felt her lips on my clit. Damn, this wasn't working. I couldn't concentrate on what I was doing while she was doing the same thing to me. I'd never liked 69, for just that reason.
"Bae," I gasped. "I can't... let me do you, then you can..."
She never let me finish. "I know," she said, "but it's my turn. I mean, your turn. Fuck, it's somebody's turn."
We both laughed and she quickly swung around until she was lying on her stomach, her soft breasts on my lower belly and she went to work on me. I loved having my pussy eaten, but this was next level. I knew she had said it was her first time with another woman, but damn, she had some mad skills. She knew just the right places, used just the right pressure, and she was driving me wild.
I felt a series of small explosions in my pussy, and I could feel how gooey and slick she was making me. She slid one finger inside me, then two as she worked on my clit, which had become hyper-sensitive to every touch. The tension kept building, every muscle like a wire with a thousand volts strumming through it.
When she sucked my clit and lashed it with her tongue, pumping me with those two fingers, curling one up inside to rub my spot, I came, and it was like nothing I'd ever felt before. I was seeing stars, my voice made unintelligible sounds and I shook, coming endlessly.
"Oh, my God, Alola, oh... oh... Jesus... fuck!" I thought I was going to pass out and I pulled frantically at her until she let me come down, giving my clit one more kiss, making me jolt in shock. She was crawling back up, giggling all the way until I grabbed her and silenced her with a kiss.
"God, Alola, you were killing me there. You are a fantastic lover."
"I know, right?" She laughed and kissed me again before flopping onto her back beside me. "Love me. Make me come."
Oh, yeah. I was going to make her scream. I loved her body so much. She was an earth goddess, lush, soft, but firm, all honey-colored skin and beauty. I was going to use everything I knew, everything I had ever heard or read, and this gorgeous girl was going to be mine. I was going to make sure of it.
I did it all. There wasn't an inch of her that wasn't loved and I lost track of how many times she came at five. I loved watching her come. The ecstatic look on her face, the blush that came to her face and stole down her throat to the tops of those big gorgeous breasts. I felt so empowered, making my little lover give herself to me, over and over.
When we lay entwined in each other's arms, slick bodies tangled together, not a single ounce of energy in either of us, we just cuddled and whispered.
"I love you so much, Kai," she murmured.
"Yeah, Babes, I love you, too." I told her. "I mean, I loved you yesterday, too, and I think I kinda knew, but I'm IN love with you, today."
"I definitely knew I was in love with you yesterday, and last week, and last month. I just..."
"What, Alola?" I prompted her.
"I was scared," she said. "I wanted to fuck you, but I was afraid you weren't... weren't like that, and you would think I was creepy."
"Well, I didn't know I was... like that," I said, "but I could never think you were creepy. Listen to us! We're like a couple of teenagers. Alola, I don't know what this means, but we're both obviously bisexual, or something. At least, I think we are. Why do we need a label? I don't want to define this and I'm not making light of it. I just know I am incredibly attracted to you like I never have been to a man. Maybe I've been a lesbian all my life and I just needed you to open my eyes."
"I don't know, either," she said. "All I know is I love you, I'm in love with you, and I never want anyone else."
"Oh, my God. That is so sweet, Alola. I feel the same way. We've got two more weeks here. You're staying in my room the whole time."
She laughed. "Why your room? Why aren't we staying in mine?"
"Mine has a bigger shower," I said.
"Oh, yeah, it does. The sun is going down, Kai. We should head back."
To my surprise, it was true. We had spent all afternoon making love, talking, and never made it to the water. "Let's take a quick dip and pack up," I said.
She ran naked and squealing to the water with me chasing her, grabbing her ass every time I caught her, with her slapping at my hands. We fell laughing into the warm water and held each other as we kissed.
Our remaining two weeks on Amatuku were idyllic. I was quite accurate about spending all our time in my room. Oh, we went out and played in the water, swam, went to the restaurant for delicious meals and prowled around the atoll, but the room was our refuge and we were on a voyage of discovery.
We had been very good friends before, best friends, but we became something much more than that. Just looking at her, hearing the sound of her soft voice, running my fingers through the glorious waves of her hair made me feel all warm and fuzzy inside. When we made love, it was as if the rest of the world didn't exist. I was totally into her, and she was just as obviously loving me.
It was odd to me. I'd never really been that close to anyone, even when I'd been married. I realized now how shallow and superficially that had been. I had just been looking for the ideal that everyone knows you are "supposed" to have.
That "dead inside" feeling I had was gone. Alola had melted it with her love, and for the first time since I was a very little girl, I felt like a whole person. I was vulnerable in a way that had me shook. At the same time, I was in love with Alola, in love with life, and I never wanted to go back to that emotionally stunted thing I had been. I knew I was risking everything, but I had discovered that anything worth having is risky. It costs you, and the cost was trusting someone: trusting Alola.
"Alola, what are we going to do when we get back?" It was two days away, and we were snuggled up in bed, just whispering together intimately.
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"I mean, I want to be with you," I said. "I don't want you going home, to your house, leaving me alone... I love sleeping with you, holding you, waking up with you. I want to be with you. I don't think I can live without you, I mean like, all the time."
She kissed my boob. "I want that, too," she said.
"Well, are we gonna make it happen?" I asked.
"Tell me your plan," she said.
That made me giggle. "I don't exactly have a 'plan,' as such. I was hoping we could make one together."
"Okay, tell me an idea," she said.
I thought for a minute. "Will you live with me?"
I felt her nod in the darkness. "I want to."
"Well, you rent. I like my place and I own it. Would you move in with me?"
"I'd like that," she said. "What will we tell people, Kai? I mean, about you and me? What will my family think?"
"You know that better than I do," I said. "By 'people,' you mean like people at work? Our other friends? Do you want people to know we're lovers?"
"I don't care if they know," she said. "People knowing that the hottest woman in the country is my lover is kind of exciting. I'm worried about my family, though."
"I understand," I said. "We can just not tell them, or we can feel them out, see what their ideas are."
"Yeah, we can sort of feel Thomas out."
"I don't want to do anything you're not comfortable with," I said. "We can't get married. It isn't legal, but we could go someplace where it is and get married. No one here has to know. Would you marry me, Alola?"
"Yes, I would. I love you, Kai, but I'm okay with not being married. It's just a piece of paper."
"Yes, it is, but if you want that, I want it," I told her. "It's kind of weird, but to me, it seems like it means something. I know it shouldn't, and I can't explain it. It's illegal to discriminate here, so we don't have to worry about that."
"Well, that's just like "official" discrimination," she said. "We'll still have to act normal at school."
"Normal!" I snorted. "There's nothing 'normal' about you, Bae. Everything about you is spectacular."
She moved up to kiss me. "I love you, Kai. You know what I mean, though."
"Yeah, I do. I really don't give a fuck about that, sweetheart, but we'll try to create as few waves as we can. If it comes right down to it, though, I don't care about anyone but you. They can suck my dick."
She laughed. "I love it that you say that."
I had to laugh, too. "Yeah, well 99 percent of the people who do are women. Studies have been done; you know."
She giggled, making amazing things happen to her boobs, and I was suddenly horny as fuck. I slid down until I could get my mouth on one of those nipples that always drove me crazy, and time stopped.



*****
When we got back to Funafuti, we got things going. We moved her personal things and the furniture she had that she wanted and would fit into my place. It was now "our" place, and I loved the sound of it every time either of us mentioned it. I had considered it "home" ever since I bought it, but that took on a new meaning. "Home," was now the place Alola was.
I realized I could really be happy anywhere, as long as Alola was there. My numb spot in my heart had become soft, gooey and out there for her to touch.
I had never really felt that way before, and it was new, exciting, scary and comfortable, all at the same time. We walked to work together, ate lunch together, did everything together, and that was the way I wanted it.
Thomas was much cooler with us being together than either of us imagined. He helped us move Alola in, and as she started to unpack some things into the closet and dresser in our bedroom, he arched one eyebrow at me. "So, it's like that, huh?" he asked.
"Does that surprise you, Thomas?" I asked.
"Yeah, a little. I mean, you're obviously gorgeous, Kai, and everyone loves Alola, but I just... I didn't know."
She came out into the kitchen where he was helping me put away some nice crystal glasses she had. "Didn't know what?"
He looked uncomfortable. "That you were... gay, or whatever," he stammered.
She went over and hugged him. "Does it freak you out?"
He held her and stroked her hair. "No. You're my baby sister, Alola. I'm always going to love you. I better drop a word in Sarah's ear, though."
"Do you think she'll be upset?" I asked.
"No, but Dad and Mom would," he said. "They'll never ask, or even be curious. It won't ever occur to them that you're anything but best friends. I'd just as soon you not tell them. If you feel like you have to, I've got your back, but do they need to know?"
"We've kind of decided we don't care who knows, but we aren't going out of our way to advertise," Alola said.
"Smart girls," he said. "See, I knew there was a reason you went to college, Alola."
We laughed together, and he never mentioned it again. Sarah did, but only to tell us she loved us both, and her tiny girls spent plenty of time with us. It was easy to see they didn't think we were weird.
The only thing marring our perfect lives was the stupid Americans who kept harassing me. Someone from the embassy came to our house on a Friday. I had just arrived home from school, and someone rang the doorbell.
I wasn't expecting visitors, and I checked to see whom it might be. She was white, about 40, maybe, and attractive. Something made me ask before I opened the door, "May I help you?"
"I'm looking for Kai Blake," she said. "I'm from the American Embassy."
I pulled open the door. "What the fuck is wrong with you people?" I snarled at her. "Have I ever responded to your emails, phone calls or texts? How could I make it any plainer that I have nothing to say to you?"
She seemed a little taken aback. "I'm sorry, but I'm just doing my job," she said.
"Well, your job sucks donkey dick," I told her. "You took a job harassing people?"
"Ms. Blake, the DEA just wants you to cooperate with their investigation," she said. "Don't you want to help your government investigate a serious crime?"
"First of all," I told her, "it isn't 'my government.' I am a citizen of Tuvalu. It's YOUR government. Second, I give zero fucks about helping YOUR government, and especially not the DEA. You've made addiction a crime. I happen to believe it's a fucked-up policy. Addiction is a mental and physical health problem. You made it a crime so you can put minorities and people YOUR government doesn't like in prison. Don't come to MY house and lecture me about your morally bankrupt policies."
"I'm sorry you feel that way," she said. "I don't make the policies."
"Yeah, but you work for the motherfuckers who do," I spat at her. "Go away, and don't come here again. You're trespassing. Don't send anyone else here. If you do, I'm going to beat the fuck out them for trespassing. Don't call, don't email, don't send a telegram. You have no authority here. You can bully the poor people back where you have authority, not me."
Alola came walking up the sidewalk just then. "What's going on, Kai?" she asked.
"Nothing, I said. "This... person was just leaving. Kick rocks, bitch."
I grabbed Alola's arm and pulled her inside, closing the door in the bitch's face.
She looked a little shocked. "Who was that, Kai?"
"Some hoe," I told her.
She laughed. "Does she have a name?"
It was my turn to laugh. "Sorry, Bae, she pissed me off. She prolly does have a name: bitch, I think."
We both broke up and held each other as we laughed. "Who was she, really?"
"She was from the embassy in Fiji," I said. "She was here to intimidate or persuade me into "cooperating" with the DEA's investigation. I wasn't very intimidated and her persuasive powers were... lacking."
"I see," she said. "I don't think they know you, Kai. You aren't very... intimidatable, and I think I'm the only one who can persuade you to do anything you don't want to do."
I kissed her. "Right? What was it that you wanted to persuade me to do?"
"Cook dinner," she said. "No, fuck me, first, then cook dinner."
Dinner turned out to be leftover Fettucine Alfredo, warmed up in the microwave. I was too worn to cook.
*****
That night I got an email. It was from Agent Brown.
"Ms. Blake,
I did warn you that our intelligence is sometimes penetrated by the cartels. I'm afraid someone has accessed your file. If you would like for us to provide protection, we will provide you transportation to the US, put you in a safe location and give you a new identity in exchange for your cooperation."
I immediately got to work. My five years in IT security consulting had given me a rather more intimate acquaintance than I preferred with some very sketchy people. They were shadow figures on the fringe of the internet community who, for the right price, were willing to provide services. I reached out to three of them and two were willing to work for me in exchange for my not dropping a dime on them when I caught them trying to penetrate secure networks back when I was in the field.
I put them to work on Agent Brown. It's amazing what information people leave lying around. Shockingly, his name wasn't "Brown," at all. What a lame alias. The only thing more obvious would have been "Smith." Many people don't know it, but the names Johnson, Williams and Brown are nearly as common as Smith. His name was actually Devlin.
In addition to being a DEA agent, he was an import/export dealer in high-end furniture and home décor. Apparently, he found this an excellent cover for drug trafficking, and the Cartel found his legitimate business an excellent money-laundering front. It looked like their money was the foundation of his business.
My guys collected his information, and I sent him an email.
"Mr. Devlin,
It has come to my attention that certain Cartel members are about to gain access to information that ties you to the murder of several of their members, as well as the theft of a large sum of money that the DEA never recovered. It looks bad for you. It's almost certain they will tie you to the disappearance of the money.
Since they are already aware of who you are, where you live and the nature of your business, I expect you to have a bad accident in the near future. I am willing to provide my services to you in order to prevent this from happening, in exchange for your cooperation. I will protect you, Mr. Devlin, but only if any investigation that involves me and all information concerning me is forgotten by the DEA and the Cartel. Please advise, Ms. Blake."
That got me a text message and some instructions. I got a phone delivered to me, and I was supposed to message him when I got it. The phone was encrypted, and I let him know I had it. It buzzed with a call, almost immediately.
"I don't know what..." he began.
"Shut the fuck up," I told him. "I know all about you. Don't fuck with me. You're going to end that investigation, "Agent Brown," and you're going to let me know what the thugs are planning or you're a dead man, understand? I'll dime you out to the Cartel in a heartbeat, just because you're scum. My only incentive for keeping you alive is information, got it?"
He blustered around for a while, but in the end, when I let him know how much I knew, he caved. He really had no other choice.
We spoke several times over the next three months, and he was keeping up his end of the deal with the DEA. I hadn't heard from anyone in the DEA or the embassy. He didn't know much about what the drug assholes were planning, but I was expecting that shoe to drop.
Alola was pretty freaked out about the whole thing. "Kai, what do you think they're going to do?" she kept asking.
"I have no idea," I kept telling her. "Think about this, Bae: they have no organization here. They'll have to send people. Those people will have no support. They can't bring in guns; they're illegal here. They won't be able to buy guns or get them once they get here."
"Well, they could get knives, clubs, rocks or shit like that," she said.
I laughed. "Yes, I suppose they could. Remember, Babes, I do have guns. I smuggled them in my shipping container. There's a shotgun behind out bedroom door. You know that."
She frowned at me. "Yes, and I don't like it there. I've told you that. I know you're comfortable with that, but that just isn't how we are here."
"I feel you," I told her. "I understand. You're so sweet, so gentle, so loving, but if gangsters are trying to break into our house, I have the feeling you might change your mind about me being able to defend us."
She just looked miserable. "You might be right, but I just hate all this, Kai. Why do you think they won't be able to get guns? You brought yours here."
"Yes, I did. Let me explain. I legally owned my weapons in the US. I leased a shipping container and packed it full of furniture, household shit and my stuff. In the middle of all that other stuff, I packed the money and the weapons. You with me?"
She nodded. "Yes."
"Okay, a truck picked up the container and took it to a ship. It got put with who knows how many other identical shipping containers and put on a ship bound for here. Again, it was a whole ship with nothing but containers. It was labeled "furniture." No one looked twice at it. They don't have the time or manpower to open every container and search it. It took almost two months for me to get it."
"Why can't they do that?" she asked.
"I guess they could if they had a container, bought stuff to put in it, had a destination and were willing to wait two months for it to get here, then have a place to conceal the weapons after they got them."
"I see," she said. "They don't seem like they're all that patient or organized."
"They're not. They'll have to fly here. The only way they could bring weapons is by boat, and the nearest place they could get weapons is thousands of miles away. They're going to be limited to knives, sticks and rocks, like you said."
I could see her tearing up, and I went over and held her tightly. "I know, lovey, and I hate that I brought this into your life. I'd give anything to make it go away. I'm telling you, though, I'm not a bit sorry any of this happened. If it hadn't, I wouldn't have you."
"I know," she said. "I'm not sorry about that, either. I just hate violence."
"Everybody hates violence," I said. "Well, normal people do, anyway. If only thugs and assholes are willing to be violent, though, they win, every time. I would never be violent to anyone who wasn't being violent toward me or someone I love. I hope this will all be over soon."
My hope wasn't in vain. Five months after I coerced Agent Brown into working for me, he sent me the details. The drug lords had decided they were giving it one last effort to recover their money. They were sending four men. They were going to hold Alola hostage and force me to get their money, or what was left of it, anyway.
I was planning to fuck up their shit. All the disadvantages I'd mentioned to Alola came into play. On an island with a population of 6,000, even though it was a tourist destination, it's easy to notice comings and goings. Brown told me they were flying in, they would secure a boat, they were going to land on the beach near our house in the middle of the night and try to take us by surprise. We weren't going to be the ones who were surprised.
I tried to get Alola to leave and stay with Thomas that night, but she was having no part of that plan. "There's no way I'm leaving you here by yourself, Kai. I don't know anything about fighting, but I can help you some way."
I hugged her. "You can help me," I told her. "You can be my spotter."
She had no idea what that meant, so I explained it to her and we got her acquainted with using the set of night vision binoculars I had.
I had been a competitive shooter, at one time, and I had an Accuracy International AXMC 338 LM set up with suppression and a night vision scope. I felt pretty confident.
As dusk, we went out to the beach and set up behind a little grassy dune that had formed. We even took snacks and drinks. It was a good thing, because it was 1 AM when we heard the sound of a boat, idling along, trying to be stealthy.
"There are four of them, just like he said," Alola whispered. "Are you going to kill them, Kai?"
"No," I whispered. "If they come back I will. I don't think they'll be coming back."
The boat was an outboard, looking like a rental from a marina up in the village, and I knew those rentals. I knew where the fuel tank was, and I took a breath and put three rounds into it. I put two more into the hull, about six inches below the water line. My sixth and seventh rounds were tracer rounds, and I shot them into the tank, again.
Enough fuel had leaked out that a fire started, and the people in the boat got very active. The engine opened up and they headed out to sea. The three not driving were trying to put out the fire, and not having much success. One of them was on fire and the other two turned their attention to trying to put out the human torch.
The dude at the helm started to make a turn and go back up the beach, so I put two more rounds into the front of the boat. He quickly spun back out to sea and we watched as the fiery vessel put distance between us and them.
Alola leaped up and did a little dance, squealing in excitement all the while.
"Fuck, Kai! Did you see that? Those bastards... they... you are a bad, bad bitch!"
She threw herself down on top of me and we made out like high school girls on our first date.
When we cleaned up and went back inside, she could hardly contain herself. "We did it! You did it! Do you think that's the end of it, Kai?"
"I expect they'll see the wisdom of chalking this one up as a loss," I said. "They are really in a no-win situation."
"What do you think will happen to those guys?" she asked.
"I doubt they'll be okay," I told her. "Their boat is going to sink. Maybe they're good swimmers."
We only found out about one of them, when his body washed up on another atoll, three days later. Brown told us that at least one made it back to report, and the thugs were done with the whole situation. The price was too high, and they were in the business to make money, after all.
*****
We were on the deck and it was evening. We had just finished a blunt, I was standing at the rail and she was on a lounge. I turned to face her. "Alola," I said. "I love your parents. You love your parents. They love you, and they seem to love me."
"Okay... Is there a point here, Kai, or are you just making a statement?"
"No, I have a point," I said. "I don't know quite how to say this. You know how we were all worried that Thomas would freak when he found out about us?"
"Yes, but... oh... oh. Kai, but what if they..."
"Yeah, what if..." I said. "Alola, I never had parents. You don't know what it's like. You have this warm wonderful family; they all absolutely adore you. Everyone does, of course, but they've kinda adopted me, too. I love it, and I kinda want them to know that we're together, I mean, like for good."
"Noo, Kai. I'm afraid." Her voice was a little panicked squeak.
I went over and snuggled her. "What if we could get Thomas or Sarah to kind of feel them out?" I asked.
She giggled. "I don't think it should be Thomas. I love my brother, but 'feeling them out' is not something he's good at. It would be more like beating them over the head with a sledge hammer."
"What about Sarah?"
"I don't know... I'm afraid..." she kind of moaned.
"I get it, and we won't do a damn thing you don't want to do and you aren't completely comfortable with," I said. I kissed her and just held her.
"I do want them to accept me, accept us," she said. "But it would kill me if they couldn't, or they were mean to you."
I laughed. "Well, they might surprise me, but I don't think they are capable of 'mean,' Let's just think about it, okay? They might surprise you and just want you to be happy. If I make you happy, that just might make them happy."
"You do make me happy," she said. "I've never been happier."
She wasn't an impulsive person, I knew that. It had taken her months to let me know how she felt about me, about us. I didn't push her, but she had little introspective moments when there would be a faraway look in those gorgeous big brown eyes, and I would wonder what she was thinking. I bit my tongue and didn't say anything.
It took her almost two months to talk to me about it again. We'd polished off a nice bottle of wine, with and after dinner, and were snuggled up together on the sofa, watching a movie. She pulled the blanket over us and snuggled up even closer.
"Kai, I want to talk to Sarah about us. You know, about talking to Mom and Dad."
I squeezed her. "I think that's a good call, Bae. She's smart, she loves us, they love her. Hell, they practically worship her for being the mother of their grandkids."
"Right?" she said. "She's also got a lot of tact. Let's talk to her."
We took her shopping and out to lunch on the next Saturday, then brought her back to our place. Alola just jumped into it.
"Sarah, you and Thomas have been everything we could have hoped for with Kai and me. You support us and you're happy for us. We both love you and think you're awesome. We need your advice, and if you think it's a good idea, we need a favor."
Sarah dimpled up the way she always did when she was embarrassed. "That's so sweet," she said. "I'm so glad you trust us like you do and you think of me that way."
"We do," I assured her. "The thing is, we want your opinion on what Mom and Dad would think if they knew we are in love."
She thought for a minute. "I really don't know for sure," she said. "They seem pretty relaxed and open, but it's hard to say. Alola is their baby. They love her like crazy. I know they love you, too, Kai, because they tell me how great you are, all the time."
If that didn't make me feel all warm and fuzzy. "Do you know any lesbian or same sex couples?" I asked. "Do they?"
"I only know one, besides you two," she said. "They know the ones I'm talking about, too."
She turned to Alola. "Sweetheart, you know about the pinapinaaine, right?"
"Oh, yes, I kinda do. I don't know anyone, though."
"I don't know about... what you said," I told them. "Mind letting the white girl in on it?"
They laughed. "The pinapinaaine are transgender," Sarah said. "They're part of traditional culture here and on Kiribati. There used to be a lot of bad vibes coming from the church about them practicing dark magic, shit like that, but that's pretty much faded since I was a little girl."



"What she's saying," Alola said, "is that bi, gay and trans couples have been part of the traditional culture for centuries. Dad and Mom are nothing if not traditional. They might be a little more openminded than we were thinking."
"That's good, right?" I asked. "Sarah, do you think you can find a way to drop something into a conversation with them? Just see how they react? Not like, tell them, or anything, just see the direction of the wind?"
She laughed. "Yeah, I talk about sex to them all the time."
We all laughed. "I'll find a way," she assured us. "It might take me a while. You weren't like going to drop the bomb on them tomorrow, right?"
We giggled. "No," Alola said. "We're not in any hurry. I'm scared, and if it takes years, or never, I'd be okay."
"Same," I said. "I would like to be open with them at some point, though."
Sarah didn't mention anything for almost three months. Finally, she got around to it after there was an advertisement on social media about a craft festival, featuring baskets made by the pinapinaaine society.
She said Mom and Dad didn't seem aghast or upset, and they talked about the world changing. None of us were really religious, although Mom and Dad were a little into traditional animism, so the pressure from the Tuvalu church didn't mean much to them. They attended traditional Polynesian cultural events, and they had a female empowered theme.
We had been to some, and although feeling out of place as a blonde white girl, they always made me feel welcome.
We had Liko and Sefina, her mother and father, along with Thomas and Sarah, over for dinner on a Friday evening. It was all laughter and love, the baby girls being the stars of the show, and over mojitos after dinner, Alola broke the news.
Sefina was beaming all over her face, but Liko was pretty stoic. Neither of them said much, and we were a little nervous, but they did hug and kiss us both as they were leaving.
They didn't mention it again, but there was no change in the way they treated us, so the elephant was in the room, but not uncomfortably so. It made Alola anxious sometimes, and there was some tension that hadn't existed before. I figured it would settle over time, and it turned out that I was right.
We did get married. Thomas, Sarah and the girls went with us to Wallis and Futuna, and Alola was radiant in white. The most shocking thing happened. Liko and Sefina were there when we arrived. It turned out that Thomas and Sarah had told them we were sneaking off, and they planned to surprise us.
Liko came up to me at the hotel where we were celebrating in the club. He had two glasses of champagne, and he took me by the elbow, steering me out onto the patio.
He raised his glass, and we toasted. He then hugged me and kissed my cheek. "Kai, Sefina and I feel like you are our daughter," he said. Tears were running down his cheeks, and my eyes weren't dry, either.
"Thank you, Liko, I feel like you're my father, too. You guys are my family now. You know I've never had a family, and you guys mean everything to me," I promised him.
"I know," he said. "We really didn't know what to make of you, at first. I mean, look at you. You are very beautiful, Kai, you have one of our names, but we were a little slow to trust you because you're..." He trailed off.
"White?" I asked.
He laughed. "Yes, I apologize, Kai. We just needed to get to know you. Sefina and I see how happy you make Alola. We have been thanking the stars for you ever since you told us that you were in love. We have trouble saying things... we're old, Kai, but I speak for Sefina, too. We love you and we are so happy that you're part of our family."
I was crying like a baby, and when he took me in his massive arms and held me, I knew I was clinging to the father figure I'd never had.
"Dance with me," he said, and we moved to the music drifting to us from inside.
When we went back in, Alola looked a little concerned, but I gave her the heart sign with my hands, and that beautiful smile I so adored spread over her gorgeous face.
It wasn't how I envisioned my life would be, but I was deliriously happy. Our union wasn't recognized at home, of course, but we gave zero fucks about that. Our lives were complete. We were great together, but when Alola came home one day in tears, I asked her what was wrong.
She showed me on her phone. It was a story about the devastation from the volcano in Tonga. It detailed a mother and father who died in the tidal wave while getting their twin two-year-old babies to safety. We cried together, feeling the sorrow of the Tongan people.
It was Sarah who suggested that we inquire about those children. Six months later the adoption came through, and two little gorgeous brown babies joined our family.
I often thought back to that day in the Arizona desert and how my life had changed. The misfortunes of drug dealers turned out to be the good fortune of my family. Money may well be the root of all kinds of evil; I didn't see it that way. Option three was the right choice.
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Burning Bridges
By blackrandl1958
Sometimes girls just wanna have fun. Yeah, I stole that. Taking a break from meaningful stories and just writing something fun and fluffy gets you recharged, so that's what this is. If that doesn't sound like your bag, this would be a good time to hit the "back" button. If you continue, I warned you.
I must thank my peeps. Harddaysknight is my mentor and gives me critical review. My editors and readers are Hale1, SBrooks103x, Cagivagurl and Stev2244. Randi is grateful to you all.
"Don't burn any bridges here, Syn," Jake cautioned me.
I'd been unaware I was even on a bridge, although I had heard such structures do tend to spontaneously combust.
"But why?" I asked. "I always enjoy a good bonfire."
He seemed somewhat nonplussed. Evidently, he had envisioned this conversation going differently. "I'm just saying this could be very good for us," he said.
"Umm... well, I'm not sure what drugs you've been taking, but I'm afraid the bridge is already an inferno," I said.
"Jesus, Synthia, why are you always so hardcore about everything?" he asked.
"Oh, I'm not," I assured him. "There are just some little things I'm hardcore about. Things like not having sexually transmitted diseases, having nasty shit dripping out my vagina, silly little things, I know. There's also the matter of stabbing me in the back, disloyalty, you know: fucking a stripper, shit like that."
"We used condoms, for Christ's sake," he said.
"So you say," I mentioned. "Of course, you've lied so many times over the last three weeks that I have a bit of difficulty trusting your veracity on anything."
"I'm not lying," he insisted.
"Well, that's very considerate of you." I complimented him. "You might also remember there are a couple of other little things; you know, Rice and Shey."
"What about them?" he said.
"Well, I know you hardly ever see them, but somehow, I believe our children are going to think it's weird that you don't live here anymore."
"What? I'm not going anywhere," he protested.
"Keep believing that," I advised him.
"Syn, just think about it," he was whining now. It wasn't attractive.
"Think about what?" I asked.
"Well, look at you," he began. "Do you imagine that you'd have any trouble finding partners?"
"I thought I had a partner," I said. "I was, evidently, mistaken."
"No, you weren't," he said. "I just... Jesus, Syn, it's just... fuck! Lots of people play on the side, you know that. It doesn't hurt anyone, it's just a thing."
"That may well be true," I said. "Ask me if I give a fuck about what 'lots of people' do."
He made a bitter little snort. "No need. You've never cared about what anyone else thinks."
"True that. So, when you think you might wanna be moving out?"
"I'm not," he said. "I own this house as much as you do."
"Yeah, but I'm pretty sure I'll be the custodial parent, since you really do very little with the girls, and I think they'll want to live with me, anyway, don't you? The courts seem to favor the custodial parent in these matters. Just mentioning."
"No doubt, but it doesn't have to be this way," he complained. There was that whine again. "Syn, we can open up our marriage, be happy."
"No, 'we' aren't doing shit," I said. "You can do whatever you please, after the divorce. What did you think was going to happen when you got caught, Jake? You just thought you'd hit me with this 'open marriage' shit and I'd be cool with it? You've been banging that hoe for three weeks, Jake, and lying to me."
He looked sheepish, appropriately so. "I didn't think I'd get caught," he said.
"No one ever does. Did you imagine, somehow, that you're so much smarter than I am that you could just get away with it? Trust me, the jails are full of people who thought they were too smart to get caught."
"You'd know more about that than I would."
He never lost an opportunity to take a shot at me being a criminal defense attorney. "Yes, I would. I have a great many clients just like you."
"You have a bunch of scum for clients," he accused.
"Yes, as I said, just like you."
I was exhausted. Not so much physically, as emotionally and mentally. "We're done, Jake. Think about it, though. This will be so much better for you. Now you can fuck skanky hoes all the time."
"Fifteen years, done, just like that?" he asked.
"It was done three weeks ago," I said. "I just now got all my ducks in a row. I like ducks, don't you? Especially the little cute fluffy ones."
He gaped at me, his mouth open. He looked like a dolt. How had I never noticed before? Evidently, he didn't share my admiration of aquatic birds.
"I'm going to take a long bubble bath now," I told him. "Try not to disturb me by making me look at you, or by speaking, or breathing."
"Where are the girls?" he asked.
"They're at my parents'," I informed him. "They don't want to be disturbed by you, either."
"What did you tell them? What have you done, Syn?"
"I told them you're an idiot," I said. "They agree."
He groaned in frustration. "How do you see this playing out, Syn?"
"Did I mention I was doing something else?" I reminded him. I went into my bathroom and shut the door, locking it before turning on the bath. I looked through my bath bombs. Ah, I had one of those "Golden Eggs" from Lush. That was the one. I threw it in. The honey/toffee scent assaulted me. Glorious.
I undressed, looking at myself critically in the mirror. It began to steam up, annoyingly. I laughed. I guess I was just that hot! I did work my little ass off at staying fit. I spent more hours in the gym than I even wanted to think about, took care of my skin and hair. At 39, I didn't look much different than I had at 29, or 19, for that matter. I was bigger, but I had been pretty small. It was muscle, not flab. My tiddies were bigger, too. They had grown a little when Rice was born, and again after Shey. I cupped them and giggled. They were heavy, full, and I pinched my nipples. That felt good, so I did it again.
I got Latto's "777" album playing, sparked me up a blunt and eased myself into the luxury of my tub. "Big Energy" was playing, and I thought to myself, 'Yeah, I'm needing some big dick energy about now."
My phone buzzed, and it was a Snap from Shey. The kind of worried looking, but smiling faces of my babies looked back at me. "You okay, Mom?"
I panned around to my feet sticking up out of the bubbles, then back. "Yeah, my babies okay?"
"Kinda, yeah," she sent back. "How did it go?"
"Prolly about like what you imagine. It was unpleasant and stressful, but I'm okay. As long as you're going to be okay, I am. Bubble baff making me feel better." I sent them the smiley face with the three hearts.
She sent me two hug emojis. "You still picking us up for lunch tomorrow?"
"Absolutely. Love my girls, night."
I relaxed until the water cooled for the third time, dried off, got my Uber and went to get dressed. I had a new dress! It fit me like a glove and I loved it. I packed me a little bag, just in case. I went all out on my makeup and hair, slipped on my heels, grabbed my black clutch and I was ready.
As I came down the stairs, Jake glanced up from whatever game he had on, did a double-take and stared. "Where are you going, Synthia?"
"Out," I said. I kept walking through his questions and my ride was there. He dropped me at Le Virtu, I gave them my name and a guy took me to the bar. I ordered a mojito, and sipped it, idly dipping my mint leaves in it.
"Hey, Syn." That voice behind me, the deep bass sound sending a thrill through me, just as it always had since his voice changed back when we were teenagers.
"Hey, Quinlan." I offered him my cheek and he gave me a peck. "You ready for a great dinner?"
He extended his hand and I took it, my hand swallowed up in that huge paw. The guy took us to our table and we ordered.
"How'd it go?" he asked.
I laughed. "You are really very like my daughters. That's exactly what they asked."
He laughed. "Well, other than them being little and cute and me being big and ugly, I guess we could be twins. Well, triplets."
I smiled. "Trust me, Q, no one but you thinks you're ugly." It was true. He was smoking hot, but he never realized it. He had always been completely unaware. He was always surprised when some gorgeous woman agreed to go out with him. Every woman who saw him knew, but he didn't. I took a deep breath.
"It's over, Q."
"No chance?" he asked.
"None. He isn't even remorseful. He talked some 'we should open up our marriage' shit. I wasn't listening, by that point. He's always been as shallow as fuck, Q. I've known that for years, but I always thought he was loyal. As long as he was, I was going to be. I liked him, he was good in bed, and never abusive. I loved him, fell in love with him when I was a kid and just as shallow as he is. He just never grew up. I did."
He patted my hand. "I know. It's like he's still the high school quarterback star. He'll never be a serious adult. I never thought he'd cheat, though."
I shook my head. "Yeah, well, I wasted a lot of years."
Our dinner came and we were absorbed for a while, just comfortable chatting with my best friend. We talked about work, the girls, his parents. We split a dessert and got another cocktail.
I took a fortifying drink, drew in a long breath and gathered my courage. "Q, do you love me?" I asked. He choked a little on his Old Fashioned, and I had to laugh.
"What kind of question is that? You know I do. I always have."
"Yeah, I do know. I've always loved you, too. I need to ask you some personal questions, though. Do you think I'm pretty, attractive, sexy, nice, funny, honest?"
He was starting to get a "deer-in-the-headlights" look and it was hilarious. I wanted to laugh, but I was trying to be serious.
"God, Syn. What's up with this? You don't need me to tell you shit like that. You're the hottest woman I've ever met, ever seen, even. You're the total package. You've got everyone who knows you wrapped around your little finger."
I laughed bitterly. "Yeah, except Jake."
"He's an idiot," he said.
I had to, I laughed until I cried. "That's exactly what I told him," I gasped.
He chuckled, his eyes sparkling. "Yeah, except him."
I was about to push Quinlan. I never had, but I was going to now. He was the consummate bachelor. He dated constantly, always had some gorgeous girl on his arm. He had a luxury penthouse apartment in West Chester, drove a Lamborghini and wore impeccable clothes. He owned his company and lived like he did. For all that, he was the most down-to-earth guy I knew. He was comfortable, and I was about to push him off the ledge.
"Q, we've been best friends practically all our lives, right?"
He nodded. "You're the only friend I have I've known more than 10 years. I haven't really kept in touch with the old crowd, except for you and Jake."
"Me either," I said. "They were a bunch of assholes."
He laughed. "Yeah, I know."
I took both his hands in mine. "Have you ever thought we could be more than friends?"
He was about to panic. I could see it in his eyes.
"I... what... well, I mean, what are you saying, Syn?"
"I have feelings for you," I told him. "I always have. I mean, like, beyond 'friends' feelings. I've kept them suppressed as long as I've known you because I was with Jake. I pushed them away, refused to even acknowledge them. I'm not a cheater, Quinlan. My marriage is over. It was over the second I knew what Jake did. I'm letting you know; I'm coming after you."
He just sat there, too stunned to speak. I knew what was going through his mind. I had just thrown a hand grenade into his carefully ordered world. He was comfortable, everything just the way he wanted it, and now that was all thrown into chaos.
"Syn... I... Jesus, you're like my rock, you always have been. What if... no... I'm not about to do any shit that makes you not like me anymore. I can't risk it... what if you find out you hate me?"
I laughed. "I know, Q, trust me. Look at me and tell me you've never thought about it. Look me in the eye."
He did, for about two seconds. I reached out and cupped his cheek in my hand, making him meet my eyes. "Tell me."
"I can't," he said. "Every day of my life, since the day you hit me in the face with that dodgeball in PE, I've thought about what it would be like."
That cracked me up. God, I loved this guy. His sense of humor was just like mine. I remembered that day very well. My father worked for the Securities and Exchange Commission, and he'd been assigned to a new office. We moved to Philly and it was my first day at that school. I had two balls in my hand, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw this huge guy sneaking up on my left.
He threw the ball and I blocked it with the one in my left hand. He threw it so hard it knocked that ball out of my hand and I let the other one fly. I was a softball pitcher, and it rose a little, hitting him right in the face.
I thought back. Any other boy would probably have been embarrassed, mad, but not Quinlan. He just laughed. "Wow, you've got quite an arm," he said. He grinned with all the charm he'd always had, walked to the bench and sat.
I was out about a minute later, and I went and sat by him. "Sorry," I said. "I didn't mean to hit you in the face. I'm Synthia."
"All good," he said. "I was trying to get you, too. You're the best player on that team. I'm Quinlan. My friends call me Q. You can call me Q."
That was it. We were friends, and it had never changed. It was about to change. We were still going to be friends, but it was going to be more. He just didn't know it yet.
"Do you think you'd like to find out?" I asked him.
"Well, yes, in the worst way, but..." his voice trailed off.
"But?"
"I dunno, Syn. Is this some kind of "get back at Jake" thing? Is this something like a rebound thing?"
"I knew you were going to say that. No, Q, trust me when I tell you this, there is no more Jake. He disgusts me. Once I lose respect for a guy, everything he does disgusts me. I have no feelings for him, not even anger or hate. He is what he is, and I feel only indifference and disgust. The first week, yeah, but I'm not about to dwell on it and let it make me bitter."
"I don't see how..."
"I know you don't, but that's the way I am, Quinlan. You've seen me incredibly pissed off, incredibly disappointed. How long did that last?"
He grinned. "Not long. I think you have these incredibly hot burn times. I've never seen anyone be as furious as you get, or cry as hard as you do. When you're done, though, you're done."
"See, you do know me. Say, how would you like to take me dancing?"
"What about the girls? Don't you need to get back?"
"They're with Mom and Dad," I told him. "I'm picking them up for lunch tomorrow. Wanna come with? They'd love to hang with you."
He looked at me a little strangely. "Okay, where you want to go?"
"Someplace you have to be you to get in."
He laughed. "There's a new place I heard about. I know the owner."
"You know everyone," I said.
He chuckled. "Well, I don't know the mayor, or the police chief, but most useful people."
"Take me outta here," I said.
*****
He was a great dancer, as I knew. God knows we'd danced together plenty of times. He wasn't as good as I was, but then all those ballet classes I insisted Mom take me too hadn't been in his childhood. I knew all the classic dances, and I was hella good at shuffle dancing, too. I constantly amazed the girls, and Q was always impressed, too.
They played a mix of pop and EDM, and I made Q work through both sets. He was dragging ass after the EDM set, and I had pity on him, taking him to the bar and then back to a booth. He acted like he was gonna sit on the opposite side, but I pulled him in with me.
"I got bad breath?" I asked him.
He laughed. "No, but I know you, Syn, you're in a predatory mood and I'm afraid you might eat me."
I looked at him speculatively. "I might. Are you gonna fight really hard?"
His arm went around me, pulling me into his warmth and I felt small and protected. I liked that feeling. It was one I hadn't had in a while. "Fight?" he said. "No, Syn, I can never fight with you. We've always had... something. I think we've always both known it, but we've never talked that much about it."
"I know," I whispered. "I... I couldn't, Quinlan. I... Jake..."
"I know, sweetheart. It's never been any big secret, but we always worked around it, stayed friends, did what we needed to do. I've always respected you so much. You stayed in your lane, stayed true to yourself."
"Same," I said. "It always made me jealous as fuck seeing you with those gorgeous things, though."
"I couldn't have the most gorgeous thing," he grinned at me. "I was consoling myself."
I smacked his side and snuggled against him. When I looked up, those piercing blue eyes were looking down into my eyes. "You can have me now," I whispered again.
"Really, Syn? Are you sure? You aren't going to hate yourself, and me, in the morning?"
"I'm not going to hate myself," I said. "I may hate you, if it's only tonight."
He stood and held his hand out. "You're never getting rid of me," he said. I took his hand and he pulled me to my feet, trying to lead me away.
"Q, wait! My bag." He laughed and let me get it, then we walked out with his massive arm draped over my shoulders, mine around his waist.
*****
I had been in his place hundreds of times. It never failed to impress me. The man had impeccable taste. "What kind of music are you in the mood for?" he asked.
"Jazz, old jazz, smooth, a woman."
He laughed. "Pretty specific, there, huh? I'll see what I have."
What he had was Sarah Vaughan, and when I heard "Eternally," I began to melt. We danced through that, and he tilted my face up. I could tell he was going to kiss me, and I wanted that more than anything in the world.
We'd kissed hundreds, maybe thousands, of times, but there was always that unspoken wall between us. This was different. This was a KISS. It was dreamy, sensual, exciting and it went on for what seemed like hours. It was a good thing he was holding me, because I might have become a puddle, right there in his living room. He picked me up easily, and spun me around twice before gently returning me to my feet.
"Bedroom," I whispered in his ear, flicking his earlobe with my tongue. He picked me up again and started carrying me in that direction.
"Wait, wait, my bag," I squealed.
He laughed. "What is it with you and that bag?" He bent down and snagged it off the sofa with one finger, keeping me in his arms like a baby.
He set me down at the foot of his bed. I loved his bedroom. He had a huge round bed, surrounded by shear white curtains. The outside wall was glass, and there was a great view out over the city. Very romantic.
I stepped up to him, working on the buttons of his shirt. "Get my zipper," I told him. His fingers found the little string hanging from my zipper, and he eased it down, his hand moving inside my dress, sliding the zipper down, running down my back, over my spine and sending a chill over me, making me have goosebumps.
His shirt fell to the floor, and there he was. I'd seen him without a shirt hundreds of times, at the pool, playing sports, and he always made my mouth water. Dude was swole! We worked out at the same gym, and I knew the weights he lifted. His muscles had muscles. I ran my hands over his smooth chest. I liked smooth. He flexed those huge pecs, making them dance under my fingers.
I giggled. "You gotta teach me that trick.
He chuckled. "It'll be way sexier when you do it."
I unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants and they fell around his ankles. I looked down and burst into uncontrollable fits of laughter. He looked insulted, at first, but then he started laughing with me.



Dude had on a pair of black silk boxer-briefs with the Dragon Ball Z logo, and the words "It's over 9000" across his dick. It was hysterical. At least he didn't wear boxers. The mood had now turned light, and I wanted it to stay that way, but I was gonna turn up the heat.
"Get in bed," I told him. "I'll be right back, Goku."
He laughed, I picked up my bag and went in the bathroom. He had a huge bathroom, a giant claw-foot tub, a shower that could have graced a locker room full of people and twin sinks in the vanity.
I quickly brushed my teeth, got in my bag and pulled out my special items. I'd never worn them, and I quickly pulled off the tags. I stripped and held up to me. It was a lime-green body stocking kind of a dress, but fishnet. I pulled it on and did a little turn. There wasn't much left to the imagination. It barely "covered" my ass, if "covered" was the word. More like "decorated," I thought. It had gloves with feathers, made from the same fishnet, and I pulled them on, put on the pair of six-inch silver heels with matching ankle bands and did another turn. My hair was straightened, curled and I had it piled on top of my head. I looked sexy as fuck! I drew a deep breath, gathered my courage and went to the door.
He was lying on his back under the sheet, looking at his phone. I stood hip-shot in the doorway, my right arm extended up on the door frame. He didn't notice me, so I cleared my throat. He looked, and his phone dropped, hitting him on the chin. He winced, but his eyes never moved.
"Oh, my God, Syn. You angel, you goddess! Oh, my God."
That was the reaction I was hoping for, and I strutted over to the bed. He sat up, putting his phone on the nightstand, reaching for me. He stood, took my hand, holding it up over our heads, and I did a slow turn for him, then another.
He picked me up and laid me gently on cool silk sheets. "My God, Synthia, you are spectacular," he whispered as he scooted over against me.
I pushed him over on his back, lying on top of him. "I was hoping we'd end up here."
I kissed him, and the night became charged with passion, our lips joined, our hands roaming. I could feel his cock, hard and growing against my pussy, and I had to see it. I kissed my way down his body, loving every inch, spending some time on his nipples before working my way down his belly. When I got to those hilarious boxer-briefs, he raised his butt, helping me slide them down. I got them off and tossed them over the side. There it was.
Q wasn't some porn star, but that cock was a little intimidating. Not so much the length, although he was above average, but it was thick! When I took it in my hand, even my long fingers didn't meet. I was a little worried. It was also the first uncircumcised cock I'd seen in the flesh, so to speak. I loved it. I needed a taste.
My mouth stretched as I went down on him as far as I could, maybe too far, as I gagged myself a little. I pulled back up, holding the base with one hand and playing with his balls with the other, just loving the feeling of that first couple of inches in my mouth.
He groaned when I went down the first time, and shuddered a little. He kept making sexy little sounds as I worked my magic. I had always loved sucking dick. There is something empowering about the way you can make your man feel that much pleasure, while at the same time, giving him your loving gift. I was loving every second of this.
"Jesus, Syn," he moaned. "I've dreamed... so long... my God, you are so good... you sorceress! I'm... won't last..."
I could feel the tension building, felt him push up and I sucked feverishly, pulling back his foreskin so I could use my tongue on his sensitive head. I could feel his balls twitch and knew he was about to come.
"Syn... I... coming!" he groaned.
I was grateful for the warning, but this girl swallowed. I pumped his shaft with my hand, tickled that sensitive spot just below his nuts, and set my tongue free on his head. I felt his hands in my hair, making it fall, and it covered my face and his groin like a curtain. He came, thick bursts rewarding me, and that feeling of power and joy had me nearly coming.
I worked him through his orgasm, kept working, until his hands in my hair started pulling me up.
"Syn... I can't... stop!"
I giggled and let him pull me up. He pulled my face to his and crushed my lips, despite my protest that I needed to brush again.
"There's no way I'm letting you out of this bed,"
We kissed for another hour, it seemed, and he rolled me over, moving to lie between my spread thighs.
My fit had little solid pieces over my nipples and pussy, but he didn't attempt to take it off. He just kissed his way over it, finding all the gaps between the string of the fishnet to get to my fevered bare skin. I was on fire, and he moved the little patches aside so he could get to my nipples.
They were spiked up like little chocolate bullets, and when his lips closed over one, I was in heaven. I had loved this man for so long, suppressed my emotions, my feelings for him, and now I was here and giving myself to him. It was as if years of pent-up sexual energy and emotion were overwhelming me. I was writhing, squirming, a hot mess of need and energy. He kissed his way across the tatt between my breasts and when he took my other nipple between his lips, flipping it with his tongue and letting me feel his teeth scraping over it, I came. It was an explosion and I clutched his head, pushing his face into my tit, moaning his name.
I had never had an orgasm from a man playing with my tiddies, but I was so hot, it just swept over me and I pushed my pussy up against his belly, rubbing on him. I could smell my musky wetness and the little patch covering my pussy was soaked.
He came back to my lips and spent a long minute there before pushing up a little. He looked down and just stayed there, running his eyes over me like a caress. It was kinda embarrassing.
"So gorgeous," he said, those blue eyes warm sparkling pools. "How do we get this off? Will you wear it again?"
I giggled. "Any time you want." I wiggled around, pulling it down off my shoulders, over my breasts and down to my waist. He saw the trick, it was stretchy, and pulled it down as I raised my butt a bit so he could slide it down and over my feet. He placed it reverently to the side and I was naked except for the long feathery gloves, my heels and ankle bands.
"I'm leaving those," he said. "God, you look sexy in those heels."
He loved on my breasts again, getting me my motor running at high speed, and slowly kissed and nibbled his way down, leaving no part of me unloved. He played with my navel piercing with his tongue for a minute before moving on.
I was bare for him, freshly shaven, and he placed a kiss on my pussy, making me jolt with the sensation. He started at my knees, finding my sensitive spots as he worked his way up my thighs. I was nearly coming by the time he got back to my pussy. He parted my lips with his tongue, sucking them in, squirming his tongue into me, tasting my freely flowing juices. I was a sticky gooey mess, and he loved it, apparently. When he moved up to take my clit, pressing against it with the flat of his tongue, enveloping it with his lips and lashing it, I blew up.
I was coming so hard I was seeing stars, and I heard a woman's voice, giving tongue to her ecstasy. I dimly realized it was me, then lost all power of rational thought as he pushed one of those fat fingers inside me, curling it up to stroke my spot. I went off again, and it just kept going until the pleasure was too much for me.
"Quinlan... please! I needa rest. It's... too much. Stop..."
He gave my clit one more quick lick, making me jump it was so sensitive, and he was moving up over me, our lips joining again. I could taste myself, joined with his distinct flavor, and we tasted good.
Something hard was pressed against my pussy, and I felt him move a little, his cock finding my entrance and parting my lips.
He pushed a bit and the head of his cock popped inside. I froze. My God, it felt like he was stretching me to impossible dimensions.
My hands shot out to press against his stomach. "Wait, wait," I squealed. "Don't move! Jesus Christ, you have a big dick, Quinlan. I don't... don't move."
He chuckled, and even that movement stirred him around inside me. It wasn't pain I was feeling, exactly, but just over-stuffed. "Damn, slow, Q, very slow."
He kissed me for a while and played with my breasts. After a minute of that, I started to adjust the that feeling and I moved my hips in a slow circular motion, feeling that big fat cock inside me. It kept feeling better, and I let him advance a bit with my hands. I immediately froze again, and he laughed. I giggled with him, and slow millimeter by slow millimeter, we joined until I could feel his nuts on my ass and his cock was kissing the back of my pussy.
We stayed that way for a minute until I was semi-comfortable. When he withdrew and pushed back in, it felt like he was turning me inside out, but it quickly became the most pleasurable sensation I had ever felt.
In ten minutes, I had orgasmed like five times, and he was still going strong. I just kept going off, and I felt like control of my body had passed from me to him. It seemed like he could make me come on demand, almost, and I was feeling worn. He just kept going.
"Q, baby, I... I can't..." I protested.
He stopped moving for a bit and just held me, kissing me over and over, whispering love words in my ear. He withdrew, and I didn't think he had come. I almost started to cry in my disappointment, but he flipped me over to my stomach, moving between my thighs and entered me again.
"Q, baby, oh my God!" My voice rose to a hoarse little scream as he powered into me from behind, his belly slapping on my ass. "Q, I don't think... I can't... Oh, my God, I'm going to come some more!"
He drove into me, sending me into another mindless spiral of orgasms. I needed to scream, but I was losing my voice.
"Q, I can't take it, baby. Come, please come," I begged. I could feel him quicken the beat, then he was shouting and I felt his soothing cream bathing my poor abused little pussy, filling me and I went off one more time as my man filled me with his love.
I could feel him on me, his great weight on me and in me, and I was so emotional I started crying. He felt me shaking and pushed my hair to one side so he could see my face.
He slowly withdrew, rolled to lie beside me and pulled me up to lie half over him, my head pillowed on his chest and his massive arms wrapping me in their warmth.
"Are you okay, Syn?" he asked.
I nodded. "Yes. God, Quinlan. You destroyed me. I was trying to tap out, but you just made me..." I had to sob a couple of times. "You just made me keep coming. I love you so much, and it's scaring me. I just... I..."
He shushed me. "I felt it, too," he said. "It was like I couldn't get enough... like I would never get enough. I know you, in every way, Syn. I don't think I can ever be without you now."
He held me, loved me until I drifted off, wrapped in my man's arms. Three times in the night he woke me, or I woke him, and we made sweet slow love. I woke up in the morning as the little spoon. This was where I belonged.
*****
Q dropped me home about 10:30. I needed a shower and some more... modest clothes for our lunch with the girls. Jake came to the kitchen door when I walked in.
"Where the hell have you been?" were his first words.
"None of your business. Why are you still here?" I asked.
"I live here," he said.
"Not for long," I told him. "Why don't you make it easier on everyone and just leave? Do you want to fight every day? It's not enough that you're a fucking cheater, now you feel like you need to be an asshole?"
"I think once you calm your tits, we can talk about this like adults."
"I'm the only adult here," I said. "You're a frat boy. I tell you what, though, Jake. I'll calm one tit, how about that?" I pointed to my left breast. "This is the calm one." I pointed to the right. "This my party tit. It isn't ever going to be calm."
I left him stunned and went to shower. I put on nice jeans, strategically ripped, a nice white silk blouse and my strappy sandals. He came in and watched me, lounging in the doorway.
"When do you think you might have time to talk?" he asked.
"Never," I said. "The time for talk was before you started fucking strippers. Jake, we are over. I'll never touch you or allow you to touch me again. I'm filing for divorce Monday. I'm not sure when they'll serve you, but I'll be asking the court for our house. Without you in it. The girls want nothing to do with you, I want nothing to do with you, and what the fuck? You don't want anything to do with us, either. You're never here, and when you are you pay no attention to us. Just leave, Jake, before the cops have to throw you out."
"Where would you like me to go?" he asked.
"Would hell be too much to ask?"
He snorted. "Have it your way, Synthia. Where are you going and when will you be back?"
"I'm meeting the girls for lunch, and Q is meeting us, too," I told him. "Be gone when we get back. Please, Jake, just be gone."
He yacked some more, but I was done. I got out my car and picked the girls up at my parents'.
My beautiful little mother was playing cards with them. The girls dropped their cards when they saw me and came hurrying over to hug me. Mom followed at a more sedate pace.
I took her slender form in my arms and she just held me, her hair tickling my chin a little. I wondered how much of the grey was because of me. She was the child of her generation and she'd never changed. She had the same fro she'd had all my life, streaks of grey in it, now, but still Mom. She looked up at me, the love shining out of those big brown eyes.
"You okay, baby?"
I squeezed her. "Yeah." I felt a little weepy, just knowing and seeing how much she loved me. "It isn't fun, Mom, but life like that sometimes."
"I never wanted it to be like that for you," she said in her soft voice.
"I know. I'll be okay. Is Dad home?"
"Yes. He's been watching a movie with the girls and fell asleep." She chuckled. "I don't think it was his kind of movie."
I had to laugh. I couldn't imagine anything they liked being 'his kind of movie.' "I'll just give him a kiss," I said.
There he was, in his favorite recliner. I looked at him for a while, that strong, quiet tall man who had loved me all my life. I got my height from him. Mom was a tiny little thing. Everything else about me was like her. I had lighter skin, just a couple of shades, but I hoped I kept her grace and beauty like she did.
I leaned down and kissed Dad on the forehead. He stirred, opened his eyes and looked up at me. "Hey, honey," he said. "Come to get the terrors?"
I laughed. "Right. They own you, Dad, just like I did."
"You were a terror, too," he said. "Still are, for that matter." He pulled me down on his lap.
"Was it ugly?" he asked.
"It wasn't pretty," I said. "I'm done with it. I'm filing Monday. I'm hoping he'll be gone when we get home."
"You want me to go over and kick his ass?"
I laughed. "Nah. He'll do that himself. He's always been good at that."
"I know. I don't know how you hung in there like you did, honey," he said. "I wanted you to be happy, so I supported you. I never liked him."
"Do you like Quinlan?" I asked him.
He shot me a look. "Is that... I mean... no, it's your business. Yes, I do like him. I always have."
I squeezed him, kissed his cheek and went to get the girls.
*****
"Mom, is Dad going to be at home?" Shey asked.
I glanced in the mirror at them. My little clones, my skin, my hair, even my eyes. They were little beauties, and I was hoping they would get through this without being traumatized.
"I don't know," I said. "I asked him not to be. What do you want?"
"He doesn't care about us," Rice said. "Why should we care about him?"
"Rice, I don't think it's that he doesn't care about you," I said. "He just cares more about himself. You know what I mean?"
"Yeah. I guess you're right," she said. "We don't want him around anymore, Mom. We talked about this. He did something awful to you. We aren't going to forget about it."
"Give him a chance to stay in your lives, please," I said. "I know he isn't a very good father, but maybe someday he'll regret not having the two most awesome girls on the planet loving him, and he'll try to make it up to you. If he does, it's my opinion, as your mother, that you should let him."
Neither of them said anything. "Hey, Q is meeting us for lunch," I said.
That got squeals of delight from them. They worshipped "Uncle" Quinlan. They chattered happily until we got there. He was waiting by the door, and they leaped out and ran to him. He wrapped them up the way he always did, and they were filling his ears with their doings as I came up.
He looked at me and his eyes were sparkling blue crystals. I pushed on the girls, moving them to his sides and kissed him. It lasted a while. I stepped back and looked at my babies. Their mouths were open and they were speechless.
As a mother, rendering your children speechless is a great victory. I had to laugh, and it got funnier the more I thought about it. I was wiping my eyes, and Q was shaking silently, looking down at those two startled faces.
Rice came to her senses first. "Oh, yeah, really funny, Mom. Mom... Mom... Oh, my God, Mom. Are you..."
"You're kidding, right?" Shey chimed in. "You and... Uncle Quinlan? Oh, my God!"
He squeezed them together and I stepped forward to sandwich them between us. "Do you hate the idea?" he asked them.
They were having trouble finding their voices. "Oh, oh, no," Shey finally managed. "I mean, yeet! It's so dope I can't..."
"I'm about to blow up!" Rice could hardly contain herself. "This is so fire! You're kinda my favorite person in the world, Uncle Q. Well, Mom. And Gram. And Grandpa, but you're up there, I promise."
"Same," Shey said. They pulled him down and kissed opposite cheeks. "I'm starving," she said. "Let's eat, then we can talk. Are you gonna get married, Mom?"
"Shey!" her sister admonished. She clapped her hand over her mouth. "Sorry," she said. "I just... I mean... I needa use the restroom. Imma pee myself if I don't."
We went inside and the girls headed for the restroom. Q and I sat down on a bench together to wait for them. His big arm went around me and he pulled me over against him. "I thought that went well," he said.
I had to laugh. "Yeah, as long as they didn't pee themselves, I'd say it's a rousing success."
He chuckled, the deep, deep sound sending a thrill through me.
"Are we going to get married, Syn?" he asked.
I looked up at him and saw humor, love and some trepidation in his eyes. "Noo, you're not the marrying type, Q. We both know that."
"Well, I never have been," he said, "but then the only woman I would ever consider marrying was out of bounds."
All those emotions were still visible, but I could also see that he wasn't lying. "Well, since I'm pretty sure neither of us wants to be arrested for bigamy, and one of us happens to still be married, legally speaking, so we'll just have to see if we can get used to the idea," I said.
"Good plan." He looked around, stood and pulled me into a little cul-de-sac area and kissed me, one hand sliding up to cup my tiddie, giving my nipple a pinch, which made my knees buckle. "Do I get to do that? You know, kind of part of the 'getting used to the idea' thing?"
I pushed him back out in the open. "You are so bad," I said. "But yes. Not in restaurants, though." I glanced down. "Jesus Christ, Quinlan, my nipples are hard and showing!"
He laughed. "Stand up against me. Really, though, is it a secret that you have nipples?"



"You think I want my daughters seeing? Well, I don't!"
"They know you have nipples," he said.
"You are an evil man," I told him.
They came back from the restroom and the dude took us to our table. I walked kinda behind them, and no one at the tables we passed said anything about my nipples showing, at least.
Q had come by Uber, so I made him ride home with us. I was hoping Jake would be gone, but I was a little nervous and wanted some support.
He was gone, but he'd left a note:
"Synthia,
I know you think you're being strong, but you're really showing your insecurity. You'll be calling me in a week, begging me to come back. I will, but there are going to be some changes. You might as well resign yourself to it."
I showed the note to Q. "Are you going to call him in a week?" he asked.
"I'll be calling him before that to find out where he can be served with the divorce papers," I said.
He smiled. "That's what I thought. Don't let anyone tell you that standing up for yourself and your girls, standing up for what you believe in, is "weak" or that you aren't "secure" in yourself," he said. "You're comfortable in your own skin, you're the smartest and most gorgeous woman I've ever met."
I went to him and he wrapped me in his arms. "I won't."
"He's an idiot," he said. "Every other man on the planet would be fighting to be with you, to keep you. He'll remember that soon enough."
"Thanks," I whispered.
"What are we gonna do, you and me?" he asked.
"Hear me out, now," I said. "How about we just date, see how deeply we fall in love, communicate effectively, respect each other, have mind-blowing sex, and if that all falls into place, then boom, we get married?"
He laughed. "Sounds like you are the girl with the plan. What are the odds all that happens?"
It turned out they were 100%. I was thinking one in ten when I said it, but all that happened. It took 18 months, part of that for the divorce to come through, part of it to convince him he couldn't live without me, and three days to sell the girls and our parents. I looked good in red. I'd done the white, it didn't work out that well, and the girls were even more gorgeous in champagne.
We exchanged vows in a rose garden, on a bridge over a little stream. It wasn't burning.
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He was a big guy and hot as fuck. His brown hair was a curly mop about six inches long, he had olive skin and even a touch of rose in his cheeks. I thought he was possibly the most beautiful man I had ever seen, but beautiful only gets you so far. He was naïve.
He thought we would just walk in, collect his money and walk out. It's rarely that simple. When you design something the government really wants but doesn't want anyone to know they have, they tend to silence the sources of potential leaks. When the "government" is really JSOC and it's McChrystal's thugs and torturers running the deal, naïveté can be fatal.
That's why Solomon Agate had me. It wasn't just me, but he, and the uniformed pirates he was dealing with, had no idea. People have the impression that military special forces are badass. They are, at what they do. When they have you out-gunned, outnumbered and surprised, they are very effective. Against wild-eyed fanatics without more than the basic information about which end of a gun goes bang, they kick ass. Against people who are better armed, better trained and who know them, not so much.
Put one of those people in any MMA gym and they don't make it to the end of the first round against mid-level fighters. I was smarter than they were. I was also better than they were with a gun, knife, stick or rock, and they were the ones who were going to be surprised if the shit went sideways. It was my hope that they'd be honorable. I just wasn't naïve.
In order for me to get paid, Solomon had to survive and get paid. So far as they knew, I was an attorney. I looked like an attorney. I had on a nice black and white checked skirt with a high slit, just above the knee, a nice white silk top, sensible black flats and a nice Gucci bag. My hair was up in a messy bun, and I had on my glasses. They did nothing but block UV, but only I knew that. Just a professional attorney, there to represent my client in the negotiations. I also had a.40 in a thigh holster and one in that nice bag.
I confess that I looked a little out of place in that dusty little village. We went inside the building and it was cool and quite dim in there. There was a table set up with a laptop on it, three chairs and I could see they had a satellite connection. There was an officer sitting at the table. I thought I recognized him as one of the psyops guys. There were five men in full gear standing around.
I actually knew the layout before we went in. I had chosen this location because there were lots of windows, and by now, my help from above had arrived and everyone in the room had been ranged and targeted. Yeah, my idea of "help from above" is snipers on the roofs of the adjacent buildings.
We made nice, Solomon got out his laptop, fired it up and one of the guys came over and verified. The officer, who had identified himself as Lt. Commander Todd, thanked Solomon for his service to the country.
"We need to verify that the funds have been transferred," I said.
"Don't you think serving your country and advancing freedom around the world is reward enough?" Todd asked Solomon.
"He's happy to help, but he wants to be compensated," I said. "I represent him, and anything to do with your contractual obligations, I handle, Todd."
"Lt. Commander Todd," he said.
"Do I look like I'm in the military to you?" I asked.
He looked around at his posse and they all got a good laugh. "Honey, I don't think you'd last long in the military," he said.
"I'm not your honey, and honestly, I think you're a piece of shit," I said. "Let's get our business done here, and we'll be going."
His boys pushed themselves off the wall and I got ready to do my thing. It never came to that. David Bucannon walked through the door.
"Silas?" He walked across the room and hugged me. "What are you doing here, baby girl?"
"Hey, David." I gave him a little squeeze. "I'm here with my client. This is Solomon Agate."
David shook his hand. "Um... Mr. Todd, what's going on here?"
"They were just leaving," Todd said.
"After we get paid," I told him.
"Mr. Todd," David said. "If you're planning anything shady, I hate to tell you, but we're all dead men."
Todd looked at him like he was crazy. "What? Agate is a computer guy, and she's an attorney."
"Yes, sir, she is," David agreed. "I'm sure she's a very good one, too. She's also co-owner of Red Knight Solutions. If she's here, there are a dozen guys out there looking through scopes at us, right now. Any one of them could likely take your whole team. Umm... I'm not sure if you know it, but she likely wouldn't need them. This lady is a hurricane."
I nearly blushed. I could tell Todd wasn't a believer. "Show them," I said My mic picked it up and a little green circle appeared on Todd's chest, right in the middle. He looked down and got very still. I thought his faith level went up to around 100.
Solomon was looking at me like I'd grown a third eye. "What?" I asked.
He opened and closed his mouth a few times, but nothing came out and he looked foolish. "We need to verify the transfer of our funds," I told Todd.
He moved very slowly, made a few keystrokes and then turned the laptop around for me. I verified with my phone, and the money was there. "Walk us out," I told him.
He nodded to his men, got up carefully and we followed him to our vehicle. David tagged along. "You're hanging with some... less than professional people," I told him.
He shrugged and smiled ruefully. "It's great to see you, Silas," he said. "Say hi to your dad for me. Tell him I'll be around to get him drunk in a couple of months."
I laughed. "I'm sure he's looking forward to that. Somehow, I think he'll be carrying you into the house, though."
Todd had no clue what was happening, and neither did Solomon, but I'd known David since I was three years old. He'd saved some lives in there, and they should be grateful to him. I was. I hate thieves. Todd had zero respect, in my estimation. He disgusted me.
Something a lot of men don't know about women: once we lose respect for a man, everything he does disgusts us. I couldn't be bothered to keep track of which brand of spooks David was with, but him, I respected. He knew what he wanted: lots of money, he was absolutely loyal to the people paying him and he would never fuck over a friend. Todd was just an animal who tortured and murdered people for his government, and that made him the worst sort of scum, in my opinion.
In an hour we were over the border, and Solomon visibly relaxed. He threw back his head and laughed. "Christ, Silas," he said. "That was a fucking adrenaline rush like I've never felt. What do you do for an encore?"
I glanced over at him. "I can dance," I told him. "Do you dance, by any chance?"
He grinned, and it was very charming. "I've been known to bust a move or two."
*****
I had on my nice black dress I'd packed, and heads turned when I walked into the club. Solomon's mouth hung open like a dolt, and I had to laugh. "You're catching flies, Dude," I said.
He laughed and closed his mouth. He said he could dance, but he lied. The man had three left feet, and they were all over mine. He was big, hugely muscled and hot as fuck, though. It was a nice club, and we danced and got lit. When you make a lot of money, walk out of a very dangerous situation without a scratch and make it back to a safe place, you're entitled to let your hair down. Mine was. I have a lot of hair, and I'd had it straightened three days before we left. Without shrinkage, it's down to my butt, and I know how I look. Solomon seemed to like me.
"What's next for you?" he asked as we sat in our booth between dances.
"I take my retirement in installments," I said. "You paid me enough to stay retired for a while."
"Where do you live?" he asked.
I looked at him. "Why would you need to know that?"
He shrugged and blushed a little. "Um... I was thinking about asking you on a date." He looked hopeful, like a little boy asking his mom for something. It was as charming as everything else about him.
"Solomon, you're a good guy," I told him. "I like you, and under other circumstances, I might enjoy the hell out of a date."
"What are the 'other circumstances,' and how do we make those happen?" he asked.
"First, 'we' don't do shit," I said. "I'm flying out at 10AM, and you're going to disappear for a while, remember? You're a wealthy man, Solomon. Follow the plan I set up and you'll live to spend it. Second, I don't date clients."
"Where's home?" he asked.
"Honiara," I said.
"Um... well, I never heard of it," he said. "What state is that in?"
I was having fun with him. " Guadalcanal," I told him. He looked dumbfounded.
"Like the battle?"
"Yep."
"Come on, Silas, you're killing me here," he complained.
"I live in the Solomon Islands, Solomon." I had to laugh that I was telling "Solomon" that I lived in the "Solomons." I put him out of his misery. I had to laugh at his expression. "Can I call you Sol?" I asked.
"You can call me anything if you'll go on a date with me," he said. He chuckled. "Most people do call me Sol. Solomon is a dumb fucking name." He glanced up at me. "Sorry... that just came out."
"I hate to tell you, but I curse a lot," I told him.
He laughed. "Yes, I can imagine you do. So, what about that date?"
The man was persistent, I had to give him that. "Sol, you live in Santa Monica; I live 10,000 miles away. You're spending the next six months in... seclusion. How do you envision this working?"
He gave me a boyish looking grin that was hella attractive. "I'm wealthy, remember? You made sure I would be. After I do the 'disappearing for a while' thing in your plan, will you go out with me? I'll pay for you a ticket to come to LA, or better yet, I'll come to... to... what the hell did you say the name of the place was?"
I had to giggle. "Honiara."
"Yeah, there. I've never been to an island before."
"You do your disappearing thing," I told him. "If you're still alive, after, give me a call."
He pumped his fist. "Oh, yeah. You are the hottest woman I've ever known, Silas. A bad bitch, too."
He was a charmer, all right. I gave him a number, and he looked puzzled. "I already have your number."
"No, you don't," I said. "That was a number for this job. Once we leave here, it'll stop working."
"Oh... that makes sense," he said. "Should I get rid of my phone?"
"Read the plan, Sol. It's all in there, but yes, you should."
We danced a few more times, my feet survived, and went to our hotel. I dropped him at the airport the next morning, he boarded the private plane we had for him and he was on his way to South America. I was on my way to a secure location.
I really thought we were home free. Turned out, I was mistaken, but not so mistaken I was caught without panties. I have a pretty good information network. If people just knew, the intel agencies are a bunch of amateurs. If you want quick, reliable intel, hire a security company. We can get it faster and it will be accurate. It won't be cheap, but it will be good.
I knew when they landed and my team was in place. When they came over the wall where I was staying in Lithuania, all dressed to kill, everyone went down. Even tough guys struggle with a taser to the neck. I had everyone restrained. When they recovered, I told my boys to cut Lt. Commander Todd loose.
"You're a fucking joke, Todd," I told him. He seemed to be listening. I suspected he was more accustomed to running his mouth and people thinking he was a bad-ass. He was about to learn differently. If I had thought he was dangerous, this would have gone differently. He wasn't, he just thought he was. I was taller and stronger than he was. I was also quicker and better trained.
This wasn't torturing some poor freedom fighter. "Stand up," I said.
He did, and I told him to walk around a little, shake off the effects of the taser. "I don't want anyone to get the idea that I took advantage of you in a weakened state," I told him.
He was all bluster, laughing in the face of danger, he thought. I could hear the undercurrent of fear in his laugh. I was way more confident than he thought I should be. "What about your men?" he asked.
"They're going to watch," I told him. "You're just going to watch," I told them. "If Todd is still mobile, he walks. Understand?"
"Yeah, boss," Tiny said. His name was a joke.
"Let's dance."
Todd had some training, somewhere. I'd likely trained the people who trained him, or someone like me had. He came at me in a good position. Unfortunately, he thought we were going to kickbox, or some shit. I could do that, too, but that would take too long and I was bored.
I went for a shot and he didn't know how to sprawl. I got a double-leg, and he was on his back. I mounted him and gave him an elbow to the nose before he recovered from his impact with the ground. His nose broke, the blood gushed and he cried out in pain, his arms coming up to ward off blows.
That was another mistake. I grabbed one of those arms, moved quickly over him into an arm-bar, and broke his arm. He screamed, but I was already moving, swinging around to trap his other arm with my legs so that he was in a crucifix with his back on top of me.
I gave him four elbow strikes to the face and he went limp. I got up and dusted myself off, then straddled his belly, my elbows on his chest for leverage and my hands locked behind his head.
"Pour some water on his face," I told Tiny.
He sputtered and was coming around, still very disoriented. I pulled his head up in a neck-crank. He was looking up into my face when it started to become painful. "Are you listening, dumb-ass?" I asked.
He didn't answer and I pulled on that hold. He screamed. "Do you want to die?" I asked.
"No!" He choked it out.
"I think you do," I said.
"No, please!" The smell of urine wafted up. He had pissed himself.
He was a tough guy, all right. "It took me less than a minute to destroy you," I told him. "I could break your neck right now, and no one would ever find your body. You know that, right?" I increased the pressure.
"Yes!" he screamed. "Please, don't!"
"Am I ever going to see you or any of your dogs again?" I asked.
"No, we won't bother you," he groaned. "I was just following orders."
Now I was really disgusted. "So were the Nazi death camp guards. I don't follow orders, Todd. It's all personal with me. Do you understand?" I gave his neck a tweak.
"Yes!" he screamed.
His neck was going to be hurting for a while. My arms were getting tired. I head-butted him in the face, turned him loose and stood. He lay there, sobbing brokenly.
"Zip him up, splint that arm, take them out in the forest, strip them naked and turn them loose," I told Tiny. "Make sure they're headed in the right direction."
"Got it, boss," he said.
I went back inside. I was hoping they were smarter than I thought they were. It was going to be hella cold out there in the forest.
*****
A week later, the right people got an encrypted email out of the Ivory Coast. It mentioned embarrassing details no one wanted uncovered, referenced Solomon's program and advised that any potential problems that involved their deal to get the program would result in a scandal they wouldn't be able to paper over in their lifetimes. Heads would roll, and that was the end of the matter. People who knew got involved, I'm sure, and sanity prevailed. They called off the dogs.
A month later, I was home. I was drinking a chocolate Manhattan, lying on the beach under an umbrella, when I saw her. God, she was hot. She was a tourist; I knew all the locals. She looked about five-nine, she had a nice tan going on, her soft brunette hair hanging in heavy waves to her butt. What a butt that was, too. Round, firm, muscular and spectacular. She looked naked from behind, but when she turned, I saw a little yellow string bikini that left her cheeks bare and beautiful.
That face: it was model perfect, high cheekbones, huge dark eyes that glowed like molten honey in the sun, full lips, a broad high forehead and a little pointed chin. She looked young, and I was to later discover she was 24. At 32, I thought she looked like a baby. A gorgeous sexy baby.
Her belly had ab definition when she flexed and her breasts were just spectacular. They were high, firm, and looked like nice suckable handfuls. They weren't out of proportion huge, but definitely eye-catching. I was instantly attracted to her, and she seemed like she was alone.
Ever since I'd known enough to understand anything about sex, I'd known I was attracted to both men and women, and she was certainly reminding me why. I wanted her to notice me, but for some reason, I was feeling awkward as fuck.
She had on some nice Oakleys, the kind that you can change the "O" to different colors. She put down her towel and bag, and I saw her squint up at the sun. It was a brilliant day. She put on sun block, and she was making me nuts. I saw her glance over at the shade of my umbrella and she smiled at me. I patted the sand on the other side in invitation.
She shot me another smile, white teeth flashing, lighting up that gorgeous face, gathered up her things and came over. "Hi," I said, "can't have you roasting over there. I'm Silas."
She put down her towel, looking a little shy. When she spoke, it was with a delightful French accent. "Hello, Silas. I am Chelane. Yes, the sun is very bright today. Thanks for sharing your umbrella."
"Well, you're too beautiful to roast," I told her. She blushed a little and it was adorable. "Where are you from?"
"I'm living in France, and attending the University of Aix-Marseille. I am from Botswana, though. My father is an executive for a large mining company. Do you live here?"
I nodded. "I do. I moved here from the US when I graduated from college. I sort of own a security company with my dad."
She made a cute little frown. "Like security guards?"
I laughed. "Yes, some of those. Really well-trained ones, though. How long have you been here, and how long are you staying, Chelane? Sorry, I don't mean to pry."
She laughed. "No, it's okay. I just arrived yesterday, but I'm staying two weeks."
"Sweet," I said. "You got plans? Just chill on the beach, or do touristy things?"
"I don't really have plans," she said. "I'm just going to wander around, see what's up and do whatever I want. If I see something that looks fun, I'll do it."
"Well, if you need a tour guide, Silas is your hookup," I said. "I know this place pretty well."
"I'm just doing tourist stuff," she said, giving me a blinding smile.
"Would you like a drink?" I asked. "Are you old enough?"
She laughed. "Yes, I'm old enough. What are you drinking?"
I explained, and she wanted one. I had all the ingredients in my cooler: rye, apple brandy, sweet vermouth, crème de cacao, cocoa bitters, and even some cherries for a garnish. I used my shaker, and she was soon sipping away.
"Mmm... this is good," she said. Everything about her was sultry beauty, even her voice.
We swam a little when we got hot, got a little buzzed and became comfortable with each other. As evening approached, I told her I was getting hungry, and asked her if she'd like to have dinner with me.
It turned out she was staying at the Coral Sea resort, and Hayden's there was a good restaurant. We agreed to meet at the restaurant in an hour, so I went home, grabbed a quick shower and put on a nice yellow dress. It made my dark complexion pop, was very short and form fitting. I put my hair up, checked myself in the mirror, and thought I looked nice. I looked over my shoe collection and chose some platform sandals with strings that wrapped my calves.



Chelane hadn't yet arrived, so I sat at the bar to wait. My wine had just arrived, and I heard her voice, telling the hostess she was meeting someone. I got up, leaving the two "players" who had occupied the stools beside me forlorn, and walked over. "That would be me," I told the hostess.
Chelane looked stunning. She had on a black dress, both shoulders bare, her creamy skin looking like satin, and there were multi-colored flowers on the black background. "Hi, gorgeous," I said, and we kissed cheeks.
We were seated right away, and I got her a glass of the same wine I was drinking. We had a nice dinner, and I asked her if she wanted to go to the casino when we finished.
She laughed. "I don't really gamble," she said, "but sure. Are you into it?"
"Not really," I told her, "but it's fun to play sometimes. I don't mind dropping a little. Usually, I like actually getting something for my money. We'll get some entertainment."
She was down. We sampled several games and she actually won like fifty bucks. I lost sixty, so the casino wasn't going broke.
"You're my good luck charm," she giggled.
"Yeah, but why aren't you mine?" I asked.
She laughed. "Want to dance?" she asked.
"Oh, yeah. Let's."
We went to the bar, got vesper martinis and when we finished them, she stood, held out her hand and we went out to the slow song that was playing. She was good! She obviously had dance lessons at some point, and moved like a dream. We danced four songs, then went back to our booth and got another martini.
We had barely sipped our drinks when a parade of men started, asking us to dance. Chelane accepted the first, but I told the next guy I needed to stay and watch our drinks. I danced once with a guy while she waited, but she, and I, turned down every other offer. We danced together half a dozen more times and it was getting late.
I walked her to the elevator, and after she pushed the call button, she asked me if I had plans for the next day. I did, but they were instantly canceled. I asked her if she wanted to go out on my boat with me. She squealed and did a little dance.
"I would love that," she said. "I thought about going out on a charter, but I'd much rather go with you."
We agreed to meet for brunch, then take the boat out. The elevator arrived. It was empty, so I took a shot. I pulled her in and kissed those luscious lips. She tasted heavenly, and after an initial stiffness, she gave it back to me. She stepped away, breathing a little heavily, her face with a soft peach blush, reached out and trailed her fingertips across my cheek and stepped back into the elevator.
My heart was pounding as I waited for my cab. God, what a sweetheart. I was crushing in a major way. I went home, lit my favorite candle, poured me a glass of wine and ran me a bubble-bath. I soaked and reflected.
I was 32 years old, wildly successful in my career, had my Juris Doctor degree, had passed the bar and everything seemed to be on track. Well, except one thing, I had never really been in a serious relationship. I was happy, but I felt like something was missing. Was something wrong with me?
People were attracted to me, and I dated. The problem was, I had never felt that thing I heard about where you looked at someone and just knew, "I want this person to be part of my life for the rest of my life." Was it something in me, or had I just not met the right person?
I wasn't usually so introspective, but hey, I was in a mood. I thought about Chelane and giggled. Now there was a girl I wouldn't mind having around for the next 100 years. It hit me: I had actually met someone. Now I felt anxious. I sparked up a blunt and immediately felt better. I didn't even know enough about her to be anxious.
The immediate question was easy to answer. Was she into women? That kiss sort of indicated that she wasn't turned off, but was she into me? I decided I would find out, but not push her. I went to bed and slept well.
I was topping off the fuel when she arrived. The cab dropped her and I watched as she got her bag and walked down the docks past the other boats. She was long, cool and gorgeous, dressed in a floral print wrap, her Oakleys, flip-flops and carrying a cute bag. I finished the fueling and met her on the dock.
"Hey, Bae!" We both giggled at the rhyme. "Feeling good today?"
"I am," she said, flashing me that blinding smile. "Ready for a great day."
I took her hand and we walked down to my house. "Wow!" she said. "Is this yours? You live here?"
"I do," I said. "I've owned it for two years, and I don't think I'll ever live anywhere else."
"I see why," she said. "Silas, can I live with you?"
We both laughed. "Well, you can sure have brunch with me." I put my arm around her and gave her a squeeze. Brunch was fun, and I made sandwiches and snacks in case we got hungry that afternoon on the boat. We packed a cooler with drinks, and we were ready.
I had a nice boat: an Azuree 46, and I was going to show Chelane a good time. We motored out of the harbor, and once we hit the open water, I killed the engine and we set the sails. She didn't know anything about sailing, but the controls were easy. The silence, just the sound of the wind, the hull hissing through the water, engulfed us and we headed for my favorite spot.
I showed her how to configure the seats and she made her a little sun bed, took off her wrap and put on sunscreen. She was shining and gorgeous, a black bikini showing off that fantastically toned and curved body.
I did the same, but stayed at the tiller. It took us about 20 minutes to run down to the little atoll I had in mind and we slipped into the lagoon. It had shallow sand stretching out from the beach until it dropped off into blue, with a reef across the ocean side, protecting it from the waves. I set the hooks and she stirred. I thought she was asleep.
I guess my milling around woke her, and she stretched like a beautiful sleepy kitten. She looked around for me and went still for a moment when she saw me.
"My God, Silas, you are so beautiful," she said.
I felt the heat of a blush. "Thanks, Bae," I said. "Gotta be on my game so you don't throw shade on me."
She giggled, and she was completely delightful. "Hey, let's get geared up and snorkel," I said. "If we see something delicious, we'll catch it and I'll cook you dinner this evening. You like seafood?"
"I do," she said. "Nearly any seafood."
We got geared up and jumped in. I had a couple of bags, and gave her one. We played on the reef, swimming with the brilliantly colored fish, and she found an octopus. We followed it until it finally became alarmed, squirted some ink and jetted away.
We found the motherload of bivalves. There were cockles, green-lipped mussels, rock-oysters and two kinds of scallops. I motioned to her, and we swam up.
I explained what there was, and she was excited. "Do you like any of those?" I asked.
"I love scallops, but I've never tried any of the others," she said.
"Okay, how about you get like two dozen king scallops, and I'll get cockles," I said. "The king scallops are the big ones with one flat shell."
She had them collected before I was done, and she helped me. We swam back to the boat and I put the critters in the sink for a purge. "Do you fish?" I asked.
"I never have," she said. "Is it fun?"
"Oh yeah. I'll set you up and you see if you can catch a good fish," I told her.
I got her with a line in the water and went down to the galley. I heard her squeal after a bit, and she was fighting a fish. She got it in and it was a small shark.
"Can we eat it?" She was very excited.
"We could, but I don't like them," I said. "Let's try again."
She was clearly disappointed, but we threw the shark back and I baited her up again. I sat beside her and we just relaxed, chatting comfortably.
I found out she was a psychology major with a minor in philosophy, and she was planning to be a clinical psychologist. "Wow, Chelane smart as fuck!" I said.
She laughed. "Yeah, so says the lawyer. You're the total package, Silas."
She got a bite just then, and pulled in a nice mackerel. "That's what I'm talking about," I said. "We'll cook up this bad boy."
We both showered and I got dinner started. She helped me. "Do you like to cook, Silas?"
"I do, but not all the time," I told her. "I like cooking special meals, and shit, but I eat out a lot or just nuke stuff. Do you cook?"
"I do," she said. "I get that it's boring when you do it all the time, though."
"Well, I cook for all my girlfriends," I told her.
"Do you have a lot of girlfriends?" she asked, giving me a cute little grin.
"Just you, so far," I said, giving that fantastic ass a little spank.
She gave a little mock scream and we both laughed. She stood beside me and we talked as we worked. We were grilling the scallops, and I was making linguine with the cockles. They are delicious little morsels, and I got them coated with olive oil and garlic, cooked them until they opened, made an alfredo sauce and mixed it all together just as the scallops were done.
I got the mackerel grilling, and we ate the scallops with the linguine. It was delicious, she was a delightful dinner companion, and the mackerel that followed was just as delicious.
We went out on deck and drank beer. It was getting toward sunset, and time to head back.
"Hey, baby girl, you needa get back? If so, we need to think about going," I said.
"Well, I don't have any 'need' to get back," she said. "I'm on vacation. I don't understand, though."
"We could stay, sleep on the boat," I explained. "We have nice beds."
"I don't have a toothbrush or any clean clothes," she complained.
"Silas is your hook-up," I said. "I have a magic bag that has all kinds of cool shit: new toothbrushes, face stuff, lotion and everything we need."
She laughed. "You were planning this, weren't you?"
I giggled. "Not really, I do this every time I come out. I love sleeping on the boat. That little movement, the sound of the water, it makes me sleep like a baby, so I always have a bag. No clothes, though. We can wash out our bikinis and hang them in the shower."
"Let's do it," she said. "I've never slept on a boat before."
We configured the seats into two lounges, side by side, and we snuggled, had two beers each and talked girl talk. It must have been about midnight when she yawned for about the third time.
"Bedtime," I told her. We went down and I let her pick a berth. I went down to the next, and I heard her say, softly, "Silas..."
I turned. "Hmm?"
"Can I..." she took a deep breath. "Do you... I mean... can I sleep with you?"
"Oh, my God, Bae! Really? Oh, hell yes. God, I mean, I want that so bad."
She came to me, poetry in motion, all that gorgeousness, that sultry heat, that sweetness and innocence she had, down to my waiting arms.
I got the door open before she reached me, but I couldn't wait to get her inside. As she came within reach, I wrapped her in my arms, and hers went behind my head. I just hugged her tightly for a minute, her warmth and slenderness making me want to hold her forever. This felt so right.
"I wasn't sure... didn't know if you would... didn't want to... I wasn't sure you liked girls... rolled like that," I whispered, her closeness, the feel and smell of her making me nearly incoherent.
She took my earlobe between her lips and nibbled on me. She giggled. "You're my first," she whispered.
"Your first woman, or first lover?" I asked.
She blushed a little, a rose-peachy glow under that nice tan. "Both," she said. "I've had some boyfriends, Silas, but never loved or thought I could love them enough to... you know... bang them."
That took me a little aback. Did she mean... surely not. I did know what she was talking about, though. I wasn't at all promiscuous, either. I sort of had a slutty phase my first year in college, and I loved sex. I loved the hell out of it, but I'd become very selective once I figured out that was self-destructive. I had become sort of like she was describing: I needed to love someone to even think about sleeping with them, or at least believe there were possibilities with them.
I knew there were possibilities with this sweetheart. Anyone who had an opportunity to spend any time with her and didn't love her had something wrong with them.
"God, baby, that makes me feel so special," I told her.
"You are, trust me," she said.
I was going to kiss her. I could feel those full lips drawing me like a magnet. They were plush, glistening, the perfect curve, and I had to taste them.
She felt hot against me and I wanted her more than anything I had ever wanted in my life. I didn't want to scare her or seem aggressive, so I backed off a little. "Let's do bed stuff," I said.
I got out my bag, handed her a new toothbrush and toothpaste, got moisturizer and cleanser, and went to the door. I glanced back at her and she was standing there, beautifully and gloriously naked. At the look on my face, she giggled, bending to pick up her bikini. "We were going to wash them and hang them in the bathroom," she said.
"Oh, yeah. I... you have me so horny I can hardly think. God, you're so beautiful, Babes."
She blushed a little. "I know. Me too," she said.
We washed the salt out and hung them up, then brushed and moisturized. Just looking at that gorgeous girl in the mirror kept my heart pounding, and I noticed she wasn't shy about her body. She seemed just as fascinated with me as I was with her.
"Can I brush your hair, BB?" I asked.
She giggled, causing amazing things to happen to her breasts. "Sure, I'd love that.
She sat on the little bench in the berth in front of the mirror and I ran my fingers, then the brush through her hair. It was so silky, so heavy, sensual and luxurious, and I could have done that all night, but there were other... things.
"What do you do with your hair, Silas?" she asked.
I laughed. "You wouldn't believe it, but Ion wanna do it tonight."
"What?" she insisted.
"Well, I have to put a bunch of different oils in," I told her. "Then I put on a bonnet and sleep in it. I look hideous, and I want to be pretty tonight."
"You couldn't be anything else but gorgeous," she said.
I reached slid my hands down her silky skin to cup her breasts, rubbing my thumbs across her nipples, feeling them become firm and she made a little moan. "God that feels good."
I pulled her to her feet and kissed her, lightly, at first, then as our passion exploded, we were devouring each other. We moved slowly toward the bed, collapsing together, the satin sheets cool on our skin.
"Silas... I... I want to make love to you. I kind of don't know what to do," she whispered against my lips.
I kissed her to silence, then whispered back, "Let me show you."
I drank in the beauty of her face, kissing every inch, pushing her hair back so I could nibble on her cute little ears. There was a sensitive spot just behind her lobes, and she moaned and shivered when I caressed it with my tongue. I teased my way down the smooth column of her neck, down to another sensitive spot in the hollow of her collar bone, down across her upper chest to the soft firmness of her breasts.
I had never seen anything so beautiful, so erotic, so perfect. They were full, her little brown nipples tilting slightly up, and I tasted one. It was firm, pliable, and I nibbled, pulled, loved on that generous mound, nibbling my way to its twin as she sighed, shifted and moaned, arching her back, seeking more. I was completely happy to give it to her.
I could feel a little trembling beginning in her body, and she tangled her fingers in my curls, pulling me to her, gasping out her pleasure as I made love to this lush girl.
I could have loved those mounds forever, but I could smell her arousal, musky clean horny girl, and I was dying to taste her. I kissed my way down the toned belly, dipping into her cute little navel, making her giggle, before reaching what I was craving.
She had a little patch of dark curls, tailored for very small bikinis, and I tugged on them with my lips, sliding my body around to give me access. Her pussy was perfect, small lips sealed in perfect symmetry, rising up in a smooth sweep to her little nub above. I parted her lips with my tongue, and she moaned, the trembling of her body intensifying. She was slick inside, and as her lips parted, a little drop of her essence collected. I licked it up, savoring the slick tangy sweetness.
I used every trick I had ever heard, dreamed, read about, and she responded to every touch, every sensation, writhing, thrusting, all her athleticism coming into play. Her movements were becoming frantic, her moans low and quivering a bit, directing me toward the nub of her clit. When I flipped it with my tongue, her entire body jolted, and she made a little squeal.
When I sucked it in, attacking it with my tongue, she bridged her body up, thrusting toward me, tension building rapidly until she exploded with a hoarse little scream, her orgasm shaking her in its intensity. "Oh... Oh my God! Silas... oh, babe, please!"
I kept up my attack on her clit, sliding one finger into her sticky little pussy, then two, curling my finger up to caress that special spot, and she exploded again with that little scream. She came, writhing and thrusting, on and on, her hands coming down to press my face in the that gooey sweetness. Her motions became frantic and she was pulling at my hair, trying to escape my lips on her clit.
"Babe! Silas, please. I... I can't... please!"
I let her pull me away, reluctantly, my fingers dragging free as she continued to shake and jolt under me.
She pulled me up until our faces were together, her lips seeking mine, her hands cupping my face. She kissed me with a passion I had never experienced, and I noticed she was crying softly. I knew what to do.
I just kissed her tears away, held her, murmured sweet words in her ears, told her how special, how beautiful she was, how lucky I was to be with her.
She slowly calmed and we whispered, the gentle motion of the boat soothing, rocking us. "Silas, I... my God! I have never... that was... you goddess! You made me feel... thank you, I loved it so much. It's you, Silas, you made it like that. You are so gentle, so loving..."
"Shh, you're embarrassing me," I said. She giggled. "I am so lucky to be with you like this," I whispered.
"I'm sorry," she whispered. "I'm so overwhelmed, so emotional. I want to do that for you. I don't think I can. I feel like my bones are melted." She giggled. "Can I just hold you and sleep for a minute? I don't think..."
I shushed her with kisses three, wrapped her in my arms, pulled the sheet over us and held my little lover. She was asleep in minutes, the soft sound of her breathing, the slapping of the water on the hull lulling us to dreamland.
I had no idea how long I'd been asleep, but I felt lips on my breasts, a soft hand exploring my pussy, and I awakened to Chelane making love to me. The night again became a thing of passion, soft skin sliding, moans and passion as the world went away and there was only Chelane, Silas and love.
*****
We had cereal and fruit for breakfast the next morning. I asked her if she wanted to run, and we ran barefoot on the beach, twice around the island. I figured it was three miles, total, and although I pushed the pace, she had no trouble staying with me and even pushed me for the last lap.
We walked to cool down a bit, then went swimming. "You run, huh?" I asked.
"I do. I run in 5K road races quite a bit," she said. "You do, too, obviously."
"I don't compete," I told her. "I run the beaches five days a week."
We went back to the boat and I folded down the transom. It's a place to shower after playing in the water, and I got her naked, stripping off, myself. She was a goddess, and I soaped her, my hands running all over that sleek sexy body. She became very horny, returning the favor, then dragging me down to the berth we'd shared.



We explored, discovering the things women can do, arranging ourselves so that our pussies were mashed together, fucking ourselves until we both climaxed, licking each other to shattering orgasms, fingers playing, lost in passion and making sweet love, getting to know our bodies, and exploring our feelings for each other so intimately that I was lost in a world of just the two of us. She was all that mattered, and she obviously felt the same way about me.
We napped, made love, ate, made love and napped again. I woke before her and just gazed at my beautiful little lover. My heart was overflowing. I had never felt the feelings I was experiencing, and I never wanted to feel any other way. This, this, was what I had been searching for my whole life.
She stirred slowly, stretched like a big graceful cat and smiled, pulling me down for a passionate kiss. She giggled. "You smell like pussy," she said.
I laughed and kissed her again. "Yeah, and so do you. Race you to the water."
We ran, laughing, naked as the day we were born, diving off the stern into the clear cool water.
We pulled in the hooks late in the afternoon and headed back. She stood there on the bow, her hand on the rail, gorgeously naked like some maiden on a Viking ship, and I couldn't get enough of looking at that beautiful girl.
Don't get me wrong, I like dick, and men can be beautiful in their own way, but anyone sane would know there was nothing in nature more beautiful than Chelane. She was Venus, rising dripping from the waves.
We sailed slowly along and dressed the first time we saw boat traffic in the distance. She came to stand beside me, all that lushness pressed against me and her arm around my waist. We took down the sail and motored into my slip. She jumped off and secured the lines.
"Silas, what are you doing for the next two weeks?" she asked.
"Hopefully, you," I said.
She laughed. "Yeah, I was hoping for that, too. Do you have to work, or anything?"
"No, I'm on vacation," I said. "I don't 'have' to work, at all. I work to stay active. I like my job, but I take long-ass vacations."
She looked at me, one eyebrow raised in question. "Wow, you are lucky, Silas."
"I know, right? Anyway, I'd rather hang with you than anything else I can imagine," I told her. "We'll sample everything paradise has to offer, deal?"
She was down, and the only reason she went back to her hotel during those precious days we spent together was to get her things. She stayed with me, slept with me, was never far from my side, we fucked ourselves into exhaustion and I loved every minute of our time together. I got a little despondent as her departure loomed.
She sensed my mood and snuggled up to me where we were basking in the afterglow of some of the sweetest, hottest love making I'd ever experienced. We were learning each other's bodies, exactly how to enfold one another in love and ecstasy. "What are you thinking?" she asked.
"I'm kinda not wanting you to go," I told her. "I think I love you, Bae, and I wanna be with you."
She slid up over me, taking my face between her hands, smoothing away the tears that were coming unbidden to my eyes. "I know," she said. "I feel it, too, Silas. I don't want to go, but I have to. I never dreamed I'd meet anyone like you. I'm just on holiday, you know? I have school, everything about my life is somewhere else, except you."
"I know." I kissed her, wrapping my arms around her tightly, never wanting to let her go.
"What are we going to do?" she whispered.
"I dunno," I said. "I just feel like you're special, babes, and I wanna see what's there."
"Me too," she said. "Maybe I can come back Christmas, or you could come to Marseille."
I kissed her again. "Maybe both. Maybe more. I can see sneaking off for a weekend with you very often, lovey. Like every weekend. I'm thinking of swooping in and carrying you off to some forbidden castle, to hidden waterfalls and ancient forests where we dance naked under the full moon and perform sexual rituals to the old gods."
She giggled. "Oooh, that sounds lovely, but do we have to wait to perform the sexual rituals?"
I decided we didn't.
*****
I went with her to the airport, and we had a long tearful goodbye. She promised me she would come back over Christmas, and I promised her I would make the effort to come to her.
There was a hole in my heart just her size and shape, and it didn't get better. I had fallen in a big way, and my life was completely unsettled. I wasn't used to this. I was independent, self-sufficient, needed no one but my father, and suddenly I seemed to have transformed into this weak and needy creature. We texted, Snapped, Facetimed every day, sometimes more than once a day, and those were the highlight of my life.
I took on a project to get myself back in my groove. We had a contract working with a group out of the Democratic Republic of the Congo. They had a group of former military and police personnel who were working with wildlife protection, sort of direct-action park rangers and anti-poaching enforcers. They needed training, and I took my group in to provide that training.
It was a righteous goal, given the corruption of a many of the wildlife protection services in a lot of the countries in Africa, and we worked hard getting them the training and equipment they needed to be effective.
I finally got that call from Solomon while I was there. We met in Dungu and had that date. It was fun, and I liked him, but my heart really wasn't in it. I thought we could be good friends, but that was all it was ever going to be. He wanted more, obviously, but I let him down gently and when he left, we promised to stay in touch. I had room in my thoughts, really, only for a certain little goddess in Marseille. I couldn't stop thinking about her, and the first weekend I thought I could get away, I flew in.
She met me at the airport, and the sight of her, all that gorgeousness and sweetness, the excitement on her face to see me, melted me into a puddle, almost incapable of movement and speech. I had a room booked at the Grand Hôtel Beauvau Marseille, and she had a bag packed to stay with me.
She took me around the city, and I enjoyed it, mostly enjoying being with her. She lived on-campus, and she took me and introduced me to some of her friends.
I was surprised, delighted and overwhelmed when she introduced me to her roommate, a delightful French girl named Marie.
"Marie, this is my girlfriend, Silas," she said.
Marie looked a bit shocked, but she recovered quickly and gave me hug and air kisses. "I am very pleased to meet you, Silas. I didn't expect you to be so..."
"Black?" I asked.
She laughed. "No, I was going to say so tall and beautiful."
We all giggled and any discomfort vanished. She was a tiny little blonde thing, so I guess the "tall" idea must have seemed right. Both Chelane and I towered over her like trees.
It was a great weekend. We prowled around and did touristy shit, went to the Massif des Calanques, which was spectacular: an imposing set of cliffs towering over an azure sea.
We had some long and serious talks. "Silas, I'm having that feeling again," she told me, that hot sexy body snuggled up against me in bed.
"Hmm? What feeling, lover?"
"That feeling I don't want you to go back," she said. "Silas, the semester is over in a month. I have to go home and spend some time with my parents, but do you think I could come and stay with you after that?"
"I would love that," I told her. "How long are you off?"
"I get off December 15," she said, "and I don't have to be back until January 22. I'll stay the first week with my parents, then I want to spend the rest of the time with you, if you want me."
She peeked up at me from under those impossibly long dark lashes, her eyes brown liquid pools.
"Oh, my God, Chelane, don't doubt that for a minute," I said. "I'm always going to want to spend every second I can with you. I'll do whatever I need to make that happen."
She wiggled with joy against me and those exquisite lips fastened to my nipple. She broke her lip lock long enough to look up at me. "I love your piercings," she said. "You think I should get my nips pierced?"
I laughed. "Up to you, Bae. Don't do it because I have the bars, but if you want to do it for you, go for it."
"I want to do it for you," she said. "Do you think it's sexy?"
"I do, but you don't need it to be sexy," I told her. "If you were any sexier, it would be criminal."
She cupped one of those amazing breasts at me and I had to slide down and give it some love.
"Silas, I'm going to have my master's degree in one more semester," she said. "Do you think I can get a job in Honiara? Start a practice?"
"I have no idea," I said. "I know nothing about psychologists. I'm not crazy, you know. Well, I'm cra about you."
She made a cute little frown. "We don't use that word."
"Sorry, Bae. Silas was just making a joke. I'm an idiot," I said.
She giggled. "No, it was funny. I was just roasting you. We really don't use 'crazy,' though. You can use it when it's just the two of us. I know you don't mean anything."
I squeezed her up. "No, I won't do that anymore. I will check into things and find out. Will you really come to Honiara after you get your degree?"
She nodded, all that mass of beautiful waves falling forward to veil her face. "Yes. I love you, Silas. Can I live with you?"
"Oh, my God, yes! I have never wanted anything more in my life."
I was blown away. "I gotta tell you, Bae, I'm kind of a mess. I've never had a real long term love relationship with anyone. I don't even know how. You're going to have to help me."
"I don't think anyone knows how until they do it," she said, snuggling even closer to me. "We'll do it together."
*****
Chelane flew back to Botswana to stay with her parents over the first week of her Christmas break and Dad flew in to visit me. It had been a while, and I had been missing him dreadfully. He had Derick with him. I had known Derick all my life, and he was sort of like an older brother/uncle. He was also sort of the guy who made everything run smoothly with Red Knight.
I was perfectly content with the arrangement, and fully expected him to step in and take over when Dad finally decided to retire. We caught up, they had business things to tell me, new contracts to discuss and it was like old home week, like I was back living with Dad and Derick might as well have lived there.
He had finally gotten married when I was about 25, and had a little girl I adored. He constantly poked me about my lack of a partner, all good natured and funny.
He was off doing something around town, and I had Dad to myself. I cooked him dinner and snuggled up to him on the sofa.
"Dad, I kinda met someone," I confided.
"Really? Oh, wow, baby. Do I know him?"
"No, and it's kinda not a 'him'," I said. I was worried about how he would take that. He had never been a judgmental parent, but I knew that might be a shock to his system. I had never heard him express a homophobic thought in my life, but he was pretty traditional.
"What do you mean? What..."
"It's a her, Dad. Her name is Chelane, and she's coming here next week. I want you to meet her. You're going to love her, I know."
I could see he was at a loss by the look on his face. I laughed. "Dad, you want me to be happy, right?"
He stammered around for a couple of seconds before he became capable of coherent speech. "Yes, Silas. I do want you to be happy. That's all I ever wanted for you. I never knew you were... gay. I mean, you've had boyfriends... is this a recent thing? Why haven't you ever talked to me about this... said something?"
It was kind of hilarious, but I needed to explain. "Dad, I've always been attracted to men and women. I never... felt like it was a deal. I never met anyone, male or female, I thought I wanted to be with, you know, like long term. Then I met Chelane..."
"How did you meet her? How long have you been... together? Are you going to like, get married? Am I ever going to have any grandkids? Jesus, baby, this is all..."
I shushed him, kissed him and snuggled into that huge man. He wrapped his arms around me and I felt safe, just like I had when I was just a tiny little thing. My father had always been my rock. I had never known my mother. She was some sort of activist, met him and they had a whirlwind romance before she was out on her crusade again. She never came back, and he was my god.
I explained how we'd met, who she was and showed him pictures on my phone.
"God, baby, she's gorgeous. She looks young!"
I had to laugh. "She is. She's just about to get her master's degree in psychology. Maybe she can tell me what's wrong with you."
He chuckled. "Yeah, maybe she can tell me what's wrong with you. Do you love her, Silas? Damn, she is stunning. You have better taste in women than men. God, I remember that dickweed you dated in high school. What was his name?"
"Mark," I said. "He was sort of a... dickweed, wasn't he? Slippery motherfucker stabbed me in the back and wound up with that hoe... I forget her name."
He squeezed me. "The good old days with my drama queen."
I punched his arm. "I was NOT a drama queen. Okay, maybe a little. I do love her, Dad, and she loves me. She is sooo sweet and so beautiful and gentle. You're going to love her."
"If she makes my baby happy, I know I will," he said.
"She does. I've never been so happy in my life," I told him.
Chelane's visit with her parents had not gone quite so well. When I got the story out of her, I discovered that they were extremely unhappy that she was with me. They were unhappy that I was black, that I was a "lesbian," and that I had "corrupted" their daughter. They threatened to cut off funding her education, forbade her from seeing me and succeeded in alienating their daughter.
She Facetimed me, crying her little heart out from a hotel she had checked into. "I'm not staying here, Silas. Not another day. I don't know what to do."
I soothed her as best I could, got her airline ticket changed to the next day and did my best to assure her that everything would be okay. I knew she was going to be upset for a while, but I had hopes that when her parents realized that they had no control over her, saw that I loved her with all my heart and would never hurt her, they'd come around.
It's hard to undo the kind of damage they'd done, and it hurt me that our relationship had caused her the slightest pain.
I picked her up at the airport, and she was a mess. I took her home and introduced her to Dad. He took one look and I could tell he fell in love. I got her a drink and she sat between us, telling us her story and sobbing her little heart out.
I looked up and Dad was crying. The big tough hard man had a heart like a marshmallow, but I was one of the few who ever saw that side of him. He held Chelane and I hugged her from the other side.
"Chelane, I'm so sorry your parents aren't happy for you. I want you to know I am. I don't know you very well yet, but I'm going to be your dad, too. Silas is all I have, and she's impressed me with how much she loves you and how happy you've made her. I know it's going to be rough for a while, but you two have each other. You stick together and you're going to make it."
"Yes, I know." She was calmer. "Thanks, Landin. I just don't know what I'm going to do. I have one more semester, and I have no idea how I'll pay for it. I'll get a job, I guess."
"There's nothing wrong with having a job," he said. "Will you let me give you a job?"
"What kind of job?" she asked. "I still have to study and go to classes. I'm doing my practicum next semester, too. How much would you pay me? I don't know anything about what you and Silas do."
"You know how to use a computer, right?" he said.
She made a watery little giggle. "Yes, of course."
"Well, you can do research, I know, or you wouldn't be where you are in college. Silas, you got any ideas?"
"I do," I said. "Chelane, we have a lot of employees who do some pretty sketchy shit. Sometimes they come back pretty traumatized. They need someone to talk to, someone safe. Sometimes they need therapy. Would you be willing to talk to them, help them with whatever issues they are experiencing? That's kind of what you're trained to do, right?"
She looked at me, and I drowned in those big brown eyes. "Really? You'd trust me to do that?"
"I trust you with my life," I told her. "If you run into something you don't think you can handle, you can refer them to someone who can. You can do it over Zoom or something."
"Wow, I'll have to think about that. It sounds kind of like what I would do in a practice."
"We'd pay you the same thing we pay the therapists we use now," Dad said.
I could tell she was going to do it, and her whole mood changed. Evidently, that had been really worrying her, and over the next few days, that sweet bubbly girl emerged, and she had Dad wrapped around her little finger.
Derick was another story. She came in from going to the store with Dad and saw Derick and I snuggled up in a lounge on the back deck, the first time she saw him.
I glanced up and saw her face, and there was a look on it that shocked me. She turned on her heel and went back inside before I could get a word out. I jumped up and chased her, catching her at the door to our bedroom.
"Chelane, baby, what's wrong?"
"What's wrong? Who is that? Obviously, you're pretty comfortable with some guy. I come home and you're all loved up on him, rubbing up against him. Who is he, Silas?"
"What the fuck, Chelane? I told you about him. That's Derick. I wasn't 'loved up' on him. Jesus, this pisses me off. I've known him since I was like three. I do love him, but not like that. Never like that! He's like my older brother or some shit. I live YOU Chelane. ONLY you. Do you understand?"
She burst into tears, and that broke my anger. I pulled her over to the bed and we fell in together, clinging to each other like the last port in a storm.
"I'm sorry, Silas," she sobbed. "I'm just so... I love you so much and you're all... the whole thing with my parents... I'm just a mess. I saw you and I just thought..."
"Shhh, it's okay, lovey." I held her, petted her, kissed away her tears, and those kisses turned to passion. We were tearing off our clothes and all the worry, fear, anger and tears turned into a torrent of love.
She was beautiful, hot as fuck, and she was mine. I knew that I wanted her, forever, and I was sure that nothing was ever going to change the way we felt about each other. I wasn't naïve, either. I was going to do whatever it took to make her happy for the rest of our lives.
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"No, I don't think I will," I said.
She looked at me oddly. "What do you mean?"
"Well, you mentioned me being here when you get back and you'll tell me all about it," I said. "I won't be here, therefore the 'telling' part won't happen."
"Where will you be?" she asked.
"Elsewhere," I said.
She got that pouty look. "What do you mean, 'elsewhere?'"
"None of your business," I said.
"You're behaving like a child," she informed me. "Grow up. This is the 21st century. Things have changed."
"I have no doubt that's true," I conceded. "I, however, have not changed. Well, I have a little grey in my facial hair, but still me. You, on the other hand, seem to have changed substantially. They aren't good changes. Very unattractive."
She glanced down at herself. Physically, I guess she hadn't changed. She was still a smoke show. If anything, she was more gorgeous than the day we met: boobs a little bigger, a little more curve to her hips, ass a little bouncier and still with that epic face. She still had all that hair, as black as a raven's wing, and her eyes were still that shocking hazel. Yes, she was quite the package, on the outside. Apparently, it was all inner change.
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"Well, there is the 'I'm meeting someone for dinner' thing. A man, you informed me, and you declined to tell me his name. This seems like a 'change' to me."
"Oh. Well, that's nothing," she said. "I told you, I love you more than ever. Nothing about this has anything to do with the way I feel about you."
"I see. Well, I can't say the same," I told her.
"Explain that."
"Well, I loved you more than ever about an hour ago," I told her. "That has steadily been decreasing every moment since. Now my feelings are more leaning toward the disgust area, rather than the love area."
Her features assumed her "hurt" look. I knew it well. "That's very disappointing," she said.
"Such is life," I said. "I am constantly disappointed. I fully expected to shoot 85 on the golf course yesterday, but I three-putted on 11 and got an 87."
She now looked confused. "Why are you talking about golf?"
"It's a very disappointing game, sometimes," I said. "You mentioned being disappointed. I just thought I should commiserate with an anecdote of my own. That was all I called to mind."
My flippant attitude annoyed her; I could tell. "Barnes, I'm leaving in 20 minutes," she said. "I think you need to take me seriously and try to understand."
"Oh, I am taking you very seriously," I said. "That's sort of a problem, though, Collins. I've kind of realized you aren't a very serious person."
Her pride was wounded. I suspected she believed herself to be a very serious person. She owned her own business, made nearly as much money as I did and was educated, independent and beautiful. Most people took her seriously, I'm sure.
"I have no idea what would make you say that," she said. "Barnes, I'm going out. I know you don't like that, but you'll see that nothing is going to change between us. I'm going to make sure you're deliriously happy. This is very selfish of me, but I do have a rationale; I have justified it to myself. You don't understand that, but once you understand, everything is going to be the same for you."
"You're wrong," I said.
"What am I wrong about?" she asked.
"You're wrong that 'nothing is going to change.' Everything is going to change. In fact, it already has changed," I told her.
"What has changed?" she wondered.
"Well, you changed, your attitude toward me changed. You have built up delusions in your mind. That's changed. The way I feel about you has changed. Other things haven't changed yet, but they will change."
"Like what?" she challenged.
"Well, for one thing, what do you think Silvia and Beck are going to think about their parents being divorced?"
She gasped. "What the fuck, Barnes? What are you talking about? We're not getting divorced, and what we do between us is none of their business."
"Yes, I agree. Well, not about the 'not getting divorced' part, but about the 'what we do between us.' Unfortunately, you're forgetting about the fact that it isn't what is happening 'between us,' and what is happing between you and some unnamed dude."
"I can see you're going to make this difficult," she said. "Barnes, I'm going to postpone this and we're going to sit down and solve these issues."
"No, we're not," I said. "I'm going out."
"I think this is more important than anything you have planned," she said. "I'm not going on something I arranged. I would think you would do the same."
"Oh, I didn't have anything planned. This is spur-of-the-moment. I just decided just a minute ago," I said.
She looked like she was going to argue with me.
"Collins, you're too late," I told her. "I don't know how much too late, but the moment you began to think I was someone who would put up with your shit, the moment you lost your respect for me as a man and your husband, that's when it became too late."
"None of that is true," she practically shouted. "I have never lost any respect for you."
"The problem is, I don't believe you," I said. "Everything you've done since you got home has convinced me that it is true, and I can't be unconvinced. I'm going out, Collins. You might as well go on your date. I'm done."
I walked away, grabbed my jacket, wallet and keys, went to the door and started out.
"Wait!" She came running toward the door, as best she could in four-inch heels. She didn't make it. I closed the door and got in the truck. By the time she got the door unlocked and got outside, I was pulling onto the street.
I decided to see what Beck was doing. She lived about four miles from us, and I snapped her. "WYD?"
"Netflix and chill," she answered right away.
"Care for some company?" I asked.
She sent me a heart. "I'll make popcorn."
She was curled up under a throw on her sofa when I got there. Davey met me at the door and nearly knocked me down. When 160 pounds of Dogue de Bordeaux presses itself against your legs in an attempt to bury you in affection, it makes an impression.
"Hey, buddy!" I managed to stay upright and gave him a good scratching and rubbing, while he wiggled all over, drooled on my pants and snored his extreme pleasure. Getting in Beck's place always takes 10 minutes, until you can get Davey over his excitement at visitors coming. By the time I made it to the sofa, Beck had me a glass of wine poured and popcorn in a bowl for me.
I took a drink of the wine and gave her a look.
"Don't you say a word," she said. "I like sweet wine. You don't. You're at my house. Get over it."
I laughed. "Hey, I tried to raise you right. It's not my fault you went astray."
She grabbed the ever-present towel, wiped the droll off my pants, draped the throw over my legs and snuggled in. "What's Mom doing?" she asked.
"Umm... well, I'm not sure," I said.
She shot me a side-eye look. "That's weird."
"Yeah. I agree."
"Sup, Dad? What do you mean you're not sure?"
"When I got home from work, she told me she was going on a date," I told her. "When I didn't approve, she said she'd cancel the date and we'd discuss it. I decided I'd had enough discussing and I left. So, I don't know if she is on a date or sitting home waiting for me to discuss it."
She looked up at me, her mouth open, for a minute. "The fuck, Dad?" She waved away my frown at her cursing. "What the hell do you mean, 'a date?'''
"Beck, I'm as shocked as you are, trust me. She told me she was going on a date, with a man, she wouldn't tell me who and she seemed to expect that I'd just say okay, have fun."
"What? Dad, is this a joke? Are you sure you understood right?"
"I'm positive, and I wish it was a joke."
"What the hell has been happening over there?" she demanded. "Jesus, I was there Wednesday, and neither one of you said a word. Everything was fine."
"Hey, I thought everything was fine," I said. "I couldn't have said anything because I didn't know anything. Tonight, is the first I heard."
"Imma call her," she said.
Collins answered, and the conversation, the one side I heard, was... interesting. Beck didn't beat around the bush.
"Where are you, Mom?"
"With who?"
"What the fuck, Mom? You just lied to me. Dad is sitting right here!"
"No, you just fucking lied to me. What is wrong with you? You just lied to me! My mother just lied to me."
"I don't give a damn. You lied! I don't know how you're going to make that up to me. Don't give me any bullshit. Don't call me, don't come over here. When, and if, I want to talk to you, I know how." She ended the call.
We sat there a moment. I had no idea what to say. I put my arm around her and squeezed my baby. I could feel her warm little body start shaking, then she buried her face in my chest and started sobbing.
"She lied to me, Dad. She told me she was with you at a restaurant. She lied to me! I guess you didn't misunderstand."
I just held her and I felt like crying, myself. I guessed she went on that date, after all. "I know, sweetheart. It's going to be okay. I know. Please don't cry, Beck. You're breaking my heart."
"How is it going to be okay?" She sat up and glared at me, her sad tears turning to angry tears. "My own mother just lied to me. She is out on a date, and she tried to tell me... Dad, what are you going to do?"
"I have no idea," I said. "Beck, I'm floundering, here. I came over here to just hang with you, try to get my mind working. I should have thought you'd ask me... I didn't mean..."
"It's not your fault. I asked you," she grabbed a box of tissues, dried her eyes and blew her nose. She looked at me, got down in the floor and lay on top of Davey. He snored his objection to being disturbed from his napping, and after a couple of minutes, she moved back beside me, snuggling in again. "Hugging Davey always calms me down," she said.
"Hugging you always calms me down," I told her. "You smell better than Davey."
She giggled. "He is kinda stinky. Talk to me, Dad. Where did this come from? What's been going on with you and Mom? What are you going to do?"
"Well, I'd love to answer those questions, but I don't know, I don't know and I don't know. I'm in shock."
She sat in silence for a minute. "We needa call Silvia," she said. She pulled out her phone.
"Hey, Sil. Where you at?"
"Well, I need you to come over here, right away. No, this is important. I mean it, like now! Okay. See you then."
"She's at Straps," she said. Straps was a club they liked. It was about ten minutes away. "She has to get an Uber."
We ate popcorn and drank our wine, talking in low voices about what could possibly be going on with Collins. Silvia showed up in about 20 minutes. She did the Davey ritual and came over to sit on the other side of Beck.
Silvia was born three years before Beck, and they'd always been close. They did everything together. Beck was a tiny little thing like her mother: a little blonde pixie. Silvia was four inches taller, with her mom's hair and eyes: a slightly larger, darker version of her mother.
She hugged us both. "What's up?" she asked. "What's the emergency? I was partying. This better be good."
Beck looked at her suspiciously. "It isn't good. Are you high?"
Silvia laughed. "Well, I did say I was partying. I've had two margaritas and a blunt, okay?"
"Go make coffee, Dad," Beck ordered. "This is fucking serious, Sil."
By the time I made the coffee and Silvia was on her second cup, Beck had told her what she knew. She looked a little shell-shocked.
"Dad, I know there's more to this story," she said. "Are you sure you're not telling us things? Have you guys been fighting? Are you having problems... you know... in the bedroom?"
"We fight sometimes, yes," I said. "No more than when you were both living at home. Less, now that I think about it. Most of our fights were about you two."
Beck punched me in the bicep. "Hey!"
I chuckled. "And no, no problems that I'm aware of in the bedroom. If there are, I'm not having them and your mother hasn't mentioned a word."
"Well, I need to talk to her," Silvia said. "You need to talk to her, Beck. Most of all, you need to talk to her, Dad. Why didn't you stay home and talk to her?"
"Maybe I should have," I admitted. "I was too mad. Jesus, girls, you didn't see the cold-blooded way she just announced it to me."
Beck squeezed me. "I know, Dad. Sil is right, though. I guess we all needa talk to her, find out what she's thinking. When do you think you could pull it together enough to talk to her and not lose it?"
"I don't know," I said. "Soon, I hope. I don't think I can stand this for very long. I'm going to the lake, going to try to relax enough to sleep, get up tomorrow and hopefully get myself together."
"Imma go with," Beck declared. "Let me grab a bag and a blanket for Davey." She started into her bedroom, then stopped. "Give Dad a blunt," she told Silvia.
Silvia looked at me questioningly. I nodded and she dug around in her bag and pulled out a case, handed me one and put it away. I had never been a heavy smoker. Collins and I sparked up once in a blue moon. It was an anxiety killer, and I felt like I needed one.
Beck came out with her bag, put some dog food in a container, grabbed Davey's dishes, I got his bed and we went to the truck. Silvia walked us out. We threw the stuff in the back and were spreading the blanket across the truck's back seat.
"I'm going over in the morning to talk to Mom," she said. "Beck, why don't you see when you can talk to her. Let me know what happens. Dad, don't do anything dumb, okay?"
"I may," I said. "I'm kinda dumb. I'll try not to do anything extra dumb."
Silvia hugged us, Davey climbed in and we were off. We had quite a conversation on the way. Beck gave me the third degree, asking about a million questions, some of which I could answer and some I couldn't.
We got to the lake house, and took Davey down to the lake, walking along, Beck holding my hand the way she had all her life. Some things hadn't changed. I felt good about that. Davey swam around for a bit, we threw sticks for him, he chased little frogs and a squirrel once, and we went back.
It was getting dark, and we got our things squared away. I examined the booze stocks. "Want a mojito?" I asked Beck.
"Yum," she said. "I do."
I made two big ones, two ounces of rum in each. Beck had the fireplace going and we sipped our drinks and talked. We sparked up the blunt and I was feeling pretty mellow.
"What do you think, Dad?" she asked.
"I have some options, but it all depends on your mom," I said. "I have to tell you, Beck. This is pretty messed up. I guess she could tell me she lost her mind, she takes it all back and that leaves us where?"
"In therapy," Beck said.
I laughed. "Yeah, the magic wand. I guess I'd give it a shot."
"What if she is determined?" she asked.
"In court, I guess," I said.
"Surely she doesn't want that. How could she want that?"
"I have no idea," I said. "You're way smarter than I am, Beck. You're going to be a psychologist very soon. Tell me, what would make someone do what she's doing?"
"In reality, I have no idea," she said. "I know the literature. People cheat to get revenge, because they have commitment issues, they're sexually attracted, they are in situations where they are thrown together, they are looking for something they aren't getting from their primary partner. Maybe a combination of several of those. I'm pretty sure not many of those apply to Mom."
"I have no idea if they do," I said. "If so, and she has some complaint, you would think she'd talk to me and let me try to work on whatever's wrong."
"Yes, you would think so," she said. "I guess we'll find out. I am going to talk to her tomorrow, Dad. You'll have to take me back so I can get my car."
I slept well, surprisingly. I watched videos and kept my mind occupied until I fell asleep, dropping my phone. I just shut it off and slept. I got up and dressed for the day, took Davey out and he prowled around in the bushes for an hour or so. When we got back, Beck was just getting around.
"We got anything to eat, Dad?" she asked.
"Not really, honey, we should have stopped on the way here."
"That's okay," she said. "You can take me out for breakfast. I want French Toast, at Gailey's."
"Deal." We left Davey in the house. He mostly slept when he got bored, anyway, and had a good breakfast. The topic of conversation was hypothetical situations that could possibly occur until we mutually decided we were sick of it. We talked about school, my job, Davey's latest antics and how her internship was going, after that.
We went back, got her stuff and picked up Davey, then I dropped her back at her place. I drove back to the lake, sat in a glider on the screened-in back porch and watched the boat traffic on the lake. It was lonely. I missed Collins and thought about all the times we'd sat right there, doing nothing except enjoying being together. I missed Beck. Hell, I would even have accepted Davey as a companion.
I decided to go fishing. I took the boat out and fished the cedar trees, catching six nice crappies. I cleaned them and found some frozen French fries to go with them. They were delicious, as always. When I thought to turn my phone back on, I had snaps from both girls, telling me to come to Beck's place.
I dragged my ass over there, and they were eating pizza. Beck got me a beer and we sat around her kitchen bar while they ate.
"Well, I talked to her," Beck got it started.
"Me too," Silvia said.
"And..." I prompted them.
"You're not going to like this," Beck said. "She told me she's dissatisfied. Not with you, necessarily, but with her life, in general. She thinks it's missing excitement, challenge. Some douchebag who owns a company she works with a lot has been hitting on her. She likes it, being pursued, men thinking she's attractive. She wants to sort of be able to go on dates. Not necessarily bang the dudes she goes on dates with, but that might happen. She says she loves you and you can go on dates if you want."
I sat there for a minute, digesting what she'd said. "Silvia, that the same story you got?" I finally asked.
"Pretty much," she said. "Dad, I don't think this is going to last long. She'll figure it out and it will be out of her system."
"The fuck, Sil! You're okay with that shit?" Beck burst out.
"I didn't say I was okay with it." She was defensive. "I said I think it won't last long. She'll get over it and things can get back to normal."
I was dumbfounded. "What do you recommend I do while she's 'getting over it?'" I asked.
"Love her, be patient, let her settle down," she said. "She loves you, Dad. She's just having some like, mid-life issues, or something."
"How about no?" Beck said. "Let her buy a sports car, get some bondage gear and have Dad tie her up and spank her, take up motorcycle racing. Those are mid-life issues, not banging other dudes."
"Well, what are your other choices? Divorce her? Cage her up?" Silvia asked.
"I don't have a clue," I said. "Divorce her, for sure is one option."
"No, it isn't," Silvia insisted. "Jesus, Dad, just don't go crazy about this. You two belong together and you know it."



"Shouldn't you be having this conversation with Mom?" Beck asked. "Shouldn't you be telling her not to go crazy? This is some rachet shit, Silvia. You're taking her side and Dad hasn't done anything. Not a damn thing."
"I'm not taking anyone's 'side,'" Silvia shot back.
"Well, that's a problem, too, isn't it?" Beck was getting hot. "You should be taking someone's side, not talking this 'be patient' shit. Patient my ass! She went on a date with some creeper, Silvia. You know damn well he's a creeper. If he wasn't, he wouldn't be hitting on a married woman. And she's a skank for letting him!"
"Hey, let's just take a breath here," I tried to slow it down. They weren't having any of it.
"So you just want what, Beck? You want our parents divorced? Is that what you're talking about?"
"It's not about what I want," Beck said. "It's not about what you want. It's about what Dad wants. Don't forget, Silvia, Dad didn't want any of this. Mom wanted this and it's on her to fix it. I'm telling you this right now, she can have what she wants, but until she gets her head right, she should plan on my relationship with her being about what I want."
"And what would that be?" Silvia asked.
"I want to see her as little as possible and not hear her, at all."
"So you're going to flush your relationship with our mother?"
"I'm not flushing anything, Silvia, and that's your problem. You can't see it. Everything that happened since Dad came home from work last night has been Mom's fault. Every bit of it. She's the one pulling the strings, and if you can't see that, you prolly have the same problem she has."
"Whoa, just slow down, girls. Let's not let this get out of hand," I tried to hug them. Beck let me pull her in, but Silvia turned, grabbed her bag and stalked out the door. I dragged Beck over to the window and we saw Silvia get in her car. The lights came on, then turned off. She got out and started back, then turned around, got back in and drove away.
"God, I'm so pissed at her right now." Beck was fuming. "I'm sorry, Dad, but that was some bullshit."
She lay her head against me and I thought a minute. I sighed. "Yes, it was, but it's not Silvia's bullshit, Beck. It's your mother's. Kids shouldn't be put in this position. I know you're both adult women, but we've had a special family, sweetheart. All our lives have revolved around each other. I'm closer to you girls than any father I know. You have always had a great relationship with your mother. You shouldn't be in the middle of this bullshit, and neither should Silvia. I'm sorry you are."
"Dad, it's not your fault," she said. "You're right; it is Mom's bullshit, but Silvia acting like it's no big deal and you should just be "patient" is some bullshit, too."
"Just don't burn any bridges," I said. "Let me talk to her. I'll try to figure something out. I love you so much, Beck. I don't want you hurt any more than you already are."
She hugged me fiercely. "I trust you, Dad. I'll just wait on you, see what happens. Keep me close, okay?"
"Always," I assured her.
It was time to beard the lion. I couldn't procrastinate, couldn't live in limbo. When I pulled up into the garage, her car was there. I sat for a minute, seeking a calm center, sighed and went in. My stomach felt like I was going to have heartburn, and I went in and got a glass of milk to settle it.
Collins was in her office, and she came out when she heard me. She looked as bad as I probably did. "Hey," I said.
"I'm glad you're okay and you're back." She looked at me intently.
"Collins, I'm a hell of a long way from okay," I told her.
She looked pensive. "I know. I was just meaning safe. You want to talk?"
I nodded. "In here, or in the living room?" she asked.
"Might as well be comfortable," I said.
She nodded, poured herself some juice and I grabbed a box of Wheat Thins.
I followed her into the living room and we sat on the sofa. There was about a foot between us, which was unusual, because she always wanted to snuggle. I guess I was putting off hostile vibes. I was certainly feeling hostile.
"I want to apologize to you, Barnes," she said. "I realize I mismanaged everything, very badly..."
I held up my hand. "Collins, if you feel like 'mismanagement' is the problem here, we're wasting our time."
She looked confused. "I don't understand."
"Let me make it as plain as possible," I said. "There is no possible way that you could 'manage' telling me you are going on a date that would mitigate the fact that you were planning to go on a date. Do you understand that?"
"I understand what you mean, but you don't understand what I mean," she said.
"Okay, you listened to me, so go ahead. Make me understand."
"By 'manage,' I mean that I should have taken the time to explain what I was doing so that the fact that I was doing it would be tolerable to you."
"I'm afraid you'd have to be a fucking wizard to do that," I said. "Have you suddenly discovered you have magic powers?"
She actually smiled. "Not magic, exactly, but almost," she said.
I spread my hands. "You have the floor, Ms. Le Fay."
"I just want you to think about this, Barnes. How old are we?"
"I'm 48, and you're ancient, at 49," I said.
She laughed. "Yes, and I'm feeling every one of those years. Not in a physical way. I think we're both fitter than we've ever been, and I feel like I'm 25, physically. It's mentally, emotionally. Remember when we actually were 25, Barnes?"
"I remember things, yes."
"So do I. I remember feeling vital, alive, like life was full of endless possibilities, like there was nothing we couldn't accomplish. Everything sparkled, we were vibrant, colors were all primary, love was a new discovery every day. Do you remember?"
"Yes."
"Think about our lives now," she said. "I know every move. We get up Sunday to start the week. We might go to church, or we might sleep in, make love, spend the day cooking dinner, you might watch football, or we might pick a movie. It's all things we've done a thousand times before."
"Okay, you're right about that."
"Monday, we get up and go to work. We come home and do the same things we've done a thousand times, days blending into weeks, weeks into years, years into decades. I feel like we're just going through the motions."
"I do understand all that," I said. "I think the difference is that I like doing those things we've done a thousand times. I want to do them a thousand more times. That's the reason we keep doing them: because we like them. If we didn't, we'd do other things."
"That's exactly my point," she said. "I like doing the things we do, too. I want to add to that, do new things, bring back some of excitement of being surprised by life. I want to keep growing, explore new areas."
"I see. What made you feel that I didn't want to do new things? Apparently, you feel that we can't do any of that together."
"I do think we could do them together," she said. "I told you I was going on a date, then when I came home, I would tell you all about it, share my experiences with you. You could do that, too, Barnes."
"I think your idea of 'together' and my idea of it are completely different."
She frowned. "What do you mean?"
"Let me be very clear. By 'together,' I mean you and me. The second you introduced someone else, it failed the together test."
She thought for a moment. "How long has it been since you spent time alone with a woman other than me?"
"Well, I'm assuming you mean other than the girls or some other family member. I guess it would be six months. You remember when I went to Kansas City with Amber? We met with the telecommunications people."
She nodded. "I know Amber pretty well. Tell me, Barnes, is there any sexual tension between the two of you?"
"Not that I'm aware of," I said. "I mean, I know she's a woman. She's gorgeous, you know that, but I'm married, ten years older than she is and we don't flirt, if that's what you mean. We have a very good working business relationship. We're friends, and I don't try to be anything else."
"Well, you said it: she's gorgeous. She's single, Barnes. What if you had taken her to dinner, then the two of you had decided to sample the night life, went to a club, danced together. Would that be exciting? Holding all that gorgeous in your arms, wouldn't that be something that got your motor running?"
"It might. That's why I don't do it," I said.
"Why not?" she challenged.
"Because I'm married to you," I told her. "I don't put myself in situations where my 'motor is running' for anyone other than you."
"What if I was okay with it?" she asked.
"It doesn't matter," I said. "I wouldn't be okay with it."
She sighed. "I would be okay with it. Maybe ten years ago I wouldn't have been. I'm more mature now. I would be okay with it, and I feel like you should be okay with me doing the same thing."
"That's the rub," I told her. "I'm not. That's not what I signed up for, Collins. You promised me, I promised you. If you want out, that's fine. Well, it's not fine, but it is what it is. If you're determined, I can't stop you. I only control me."
"I don't want out," she said. "I want to be freer, though. I want to be spontaneous, to see adventures and go on them, but not out."
"Are you going to do this, no matter what I feel about it?"
She sighed again. "I don't know, Barnes. I'm inclined to say yes."
"The fact that you have been thinking like this, that you have it all mapped out in your mind, that you can talk about it so fluently, tells me a great deal," I told her. "You haven't been communicating with me. You've been hiding this from me for a while. What else have you been hiding? Then there's your little stunt Friday night."
"I'm sorry, I shouldn't have done that. I was mad at you for walking out when I wanted to talk about it."
"That's bullshit, Collins. It's a flat lie. You had it planned long before Friday, and you were planning to go before you ever mentioned it to me. Speaking of lies, you also lied to Beck. I guess you're pretty good at it." I was letting my anger and bitterness out.
"I told you I was going to cancel and we could talk." She conveniently dodged the other shit. Fuck this. I'd had enough jawing.
"Okay, you had your chance at 'management,'" I said. "My position hasn't changed. It's not about finding the right way to lay it on me. There's no way to do that right. It's the fact that you did it, that you plan more of it and that you want to do it. That's all that matters. I don't control you, but I do control me. I'll just pack my shit and leave you to it."
"What the fuck, Barnes? That's not what I want," she protested. "I won't do it."
"But you'll want to," I said. "I have zero trust in you right now. You've more or less told me that you think I'm boring, that you need excitement in your life, primary colors, and shit. Even if you never did a thing, I would always know that's how you feel, and there is no way you can convince me you won't resent being stuck in a boring life. We want different things, Collins, so let's move on."
I went to the basement and got luggage, carried it up to the bedroom and started packing. I got what I'd need for a week or so. I could come back and get anything else I wanted later. She trailed along the whole time, telling me she didn't want this, we'd work it out, but I wasn't listening. I put it all in the truck and she tried to go around and get in. Luckily, the door was locked. She was standing in the driveway as I drove away.
It was a depressing sight. I loved her, and it felt as if I was missing about half my heart and soul. I just couldn't see a way forward.
I remembered to stop at the grocery store, this time. That kept me busy and my mind off it for a while. The drive to the lake brought it all back with a vengeance. I put on a podcast, but I had no idea what it was about when I arrived. I carried my stuff in and got it stowed away in a daze. It came to me that I should talk to the girls, but I was mentally and emotionally drained. I just didn't have the energy.
As it turned out, I had to find it anyway. I had sat there for maybe an hour when my phone went off. I looked, and it was Silvia. I had it to do.
"Hi, honey," I said.
"Where are you, Dad?" she asked.
"I'm at the lake," I said. "Where are you?"
"I'm at your house," she said. "Mom called me and asked me to come over." I got a call notification. It was Beck. "Hold on a minute, Beck is calling," I said.
I answered and told her I'd call her back, that I was on the phone with Silvia. She was good with that, so I got Silvia back.
"Hey, I told her I'd call her back. I'm glad you're there with your mother."
"She's pretty messed up, Dad. You should be here with her, not me."
"I'm aware of that," I said. "Silvia, this is a hard conversation. Are you sure you want to have it over the phone?"
She was quiet for a minute. "No, I suppose not. Are you coming back?"
"No, I'm not, honey. I will explain all that when I see you, okay?"
"No, it's not okay, but I guess it is what it is," she said. "Dad, I have to work. I can't be staying here. I'll stay tonight, but I'm very busy at work. I don't know what's going to happen tomorrow."
"Your mother works, too," I said. "This isn't on you, Silvia. Do what you need to do. Your mother and I are adults."
She sniffed and I could tell she was very upset. "I'm so sorry, Silvia. I know it's hard for you. I love you. You're my first child, and you'll aways be special to me."
She was choked up when she answered. "I love you too, Dad. Bye."
I collected myself and called Beck. "Hey, sweetheart."
"You okay, Dad?" she asked.
"I will be," I said. "You okay?"
"Same," she said. "I'm guessing you're at the lake?"
"I am. Wanna come out and I'll tell you what happened?"
"Yeah, I've got stuff packed," she said. "All my classes this week are online, but I've got to go to work Wednesday and Thursday. Can I spend the week?"
"You don't have to ask. I'll spend every second I can with you," I told her.
"I know," she said. "I'll be out in an hour or so."
"I'll have dinner waiting," I said.
I was putting it out on the bar when I heard the sliding door on the porch open and the click of Davey's claws as he searched for me. He followed his nose to the food and I had to stop and give him some love. I fed him some fat I'd trimmed off the pork chops, and was washing my hands when Beck hugged me from behind.
I dried my hands and hugged her back. "Smells delicious," she said. "No, Davey!" She grabbed some paper towels and wiped the drool off his mouth. He lay down behind out barstools and we dug in. It was pretty good.
"I guess it didn't go well," she said.
"No, she had all sorts of explanations. It boiled down to she's bored and wants to be a kid again."
"Great." She rolled her eyes.
"Tell me something," I said. "In your role, if you were seeing your mother as a client, what would you say is up with her?"
"I would never see her, or anyone else I have a personal relationship with as a client," she said. "If someone I didn't know came to me with her story, I would say they had depression about seeing herself transition. There is no such thing as a "midlife crisis," you know."
"I didn't know," I said. "I thought it was a thing. I hear about them all the time."
"Yeah, movies and books have made it so popular that everyone thinks it's a real thing," she said. "It isn't a diagnosis. It is a transition period and some people see their mortality, begin to feel they have a limited number of years at their peak and get depressed, start doing stupid shit to keep the illusion that they're immortal."
"Wow! Who knew?" I said. "My baby is so smart."
She smiled up at me. "Yeah, I am, and don't you forget it."
"Do you think she needs to see a therapist?" I asked.
"I do, and I'll tell her, but I'm not getting involved," she said.
"I understand. I wish you weren't as involved as you are. I'm very sorry about that."
"It's not your fault," she said. "I know you feel bad for me. I feel bad for you, too, but we're going to get over it and cope, right?"
"Yes, we don't have any other choice," I said.
Silvia came over Tuesday evening, Beck made potato salad and I grilled burgers. We sat at the table on the porch and ate while we talked.
"Dad, Mom is a mess," Silvia said.
"Yes, well, same," I told her.
"What are you going to do?" she asked. "She wants you to come home. She promised she was going to forget about all that stuff. She sees the damage she did and she's sorry."
"Yes, I'm sure she is, in a way."
"What do you mean 'in a way?'"
"It's hard to explain, honey, but I'll try."
"I want to hear this, too," Beck said.
"I'm going to need a minute," I said. "You girls want a drink?"
"What you got," Silvia asked.
"I got stuff for Palomas," I said.
"Yum," Beck said. "Me want." Silvia did, too, so I collected my thoughts while I mixed them.
We got comfortable and I was as ready as I was going to be. "Silvia, are you still going out with what's-his-name?"
"Dickweed?" Beck shot off.
Silvia laughed. "No, I figured out he was a dickweed. I kinda have a new guy I met out here a month or so ago. His name isn't dickweed. It's Richard. Oh, my God, Dick!" Both of them laughed hysterically. They were stepping on my groove.
I tried again. "Well, suppose Dick..." They went off again. "Richard, okay? Richard! Suppose Richard told you that you were boring, Silvia. How would you feel about that?"
"Not very good," she said. "I'm not boring."
"No, you aren't, but he feels like you are. What can you say? Can you argue with the way someone feels?"
"I don't know what you mean, exactly," she said.
"Well, Beck, you don't like raisins. Silvia, you don't like coconut. That's how you feel. Will it make you feel any differently if I tell you girls you do like those things?"
"No," Beck said, "and I kinda see your point. Did Mom actually tell you that you're boring, in those words?"
"No. I can't quote her exactly. I remember some of the words. She said a whole bunch of shi... stuff."
"Shit," Beck said.
"We're adults, Dad," Silvia said. "I hate to shock you, but I cuss a little."
"What's your favorite word?" Beck was giggling insanely.
"Prolly fuck," Silvia said.
"Stop it, you two," I admonished them, which sent them into gales of laughter. "She asked me if I remembered what we were like when we were 25. Like you girls' age. She had all these glowing words about how great it was, how exciting our lives were, how everything was new and bright. She said she felt like we were stuck in a rut, doing the same things, over and over, and she wanted the excitement back."
"Do you feel that way, Dad?" Beck asked.
"I guess a little," I said. "I know I'm not 25 anymore. I told her that I liked the things we do or I'd do different things."
"I don't see anything wrong with any of that," Silvia said. "What did she say?"
"She wanted to do different things," I answered. "The problem is, she doesn't want to do different things with me, she wants to do them with other men. She likes being pursued, likes the feeling that men want her, so she's going to date them, and if it works out, have... sex with them."
"Oh, my God," Beck said.
"How am I supposed to deal with that?" I asked them. "Can I tell her she's wrong? She feels the way she feels, and you can't argue with feelings. Is all that excitement and vibrancy she claims is missing going to magically appear?"
"No, it isn't," Beck said.
"Did you suggest things you could do to have that excitement without other people?" Silvia asked.
"Honey, think about it," I said. "Do you really believe this dawned on her Friday, that she suddenly had an epiphany and arranged to go out with some guy all on Friday?"



"No," she said. "What are you getting at?"
"I'm telling you she's been thinking about this for a while," I said. "Did she say anything to me? She didn't say a word. Did she give me a chance to plan some exciting... shit for us to do together? She didn't. She wants her excitement with someone else, and if I sort of extorted her into not doing what she wants, she'll resent me for it. Do you understand?"
"I do," Beck said.
"So do I," Silvia added. "Dad, if she went to a therapist, got counseling, changed her mind about how she feels, do you think you can work it out?"
I shook my head. "Silvia, she thought she could do an end-around on me. She could just announce she was going out on a date and I'd be okay with that. Do you know how disrespectful that is?"
She kind of slumped down in her chair. "Yeah, I do, Dad. I'm sorry. What if she was sorry?"
"Do you think she is?" I asked. "She told me she was sorry she didn't manage telling me better, not that she was sorry she was doing it."
"I'm going to talk to her," Silvia said. "Beck, will you help me? If I get her to agree, will you give her a referral for a good therapist?"
"I will," Beck said. "If she asks for help, I'm there, Sil. I'm not going to be interfering in her life unless she asks me. She has to want it, not be forced into accepting it."
Silvia left a very unhappy girl. I hated that, but she did hug us, tell both of us that she loved us and she'd be back all the time.
Beck did maintain some sort of frosty relationship with Collins, but she rarely mentioned her as the weeks passed. I got regular blow-by-blow accounts from Silvia. Collins rebuffed all thought of therapy, although she mentioned she was open to the notion of couples counseling. I asked Beck what she thought, and she thought it was useless. She believed unless the underlying root of Collins' dissatisfaction was addressed, all counseling would accomplish was her masking her feelings or trying to reconcile me to accepting what she wanted.
"Are you willing to do that?" Beck asked me.
"No. I have no interest in other women, and even less in sharing her with other men," I said.
Silvia was there, and she asked an interesting question. "Are you sure, Dad? What if you just regarded it as a little vacation from being married and hooked up with some hot chicks for a while. Once Mom gets over whatever bug is up her ass, you could go back to normal."
"Could I?" I asked. "What if in two years, or five, or ten, she gets to feeling bored again? Besides, I don't know any 'hot chicks' to hook up with, even if I wanted to, which I don't. You see any hot chicks waiting outside? Should I go check?"
They both laughed. "Unless you work with them or they're burglars and break in, you aren't going to meet any," Beck said.
"You are a seriously good-looking guy your age, Dad," Silvia said. "If you looked, I doubt you'd have any trouble."
"I'm not interested," I said. "No, Silvia, I just can't. I don't have that in me. Are you disappointed?"
"In one way, yes," she said. "I hate you and Mom not being together. In another way, I have to respect you. You know yourself; you have morals about it and you're sticking to them. Props for that."
Two months later, with no discernable change, I'd had enough. I filed for divorce. That got me an immediate phone call.
"This has gone too far, Barnes," Collins said on the phone. "You're divorcing me? You have no cause. What are you going to tell the judge?"
"I don't have to tell him anything," I said. "That's the definition of "no-fault" divorce."
"What will you tell other people?" she asked. "We had a disagreement and you divorced me?"
"I won't tell them anything," I said. "It's none of their business."
"I'm coming over," she said. "We need to talk about this before it's too late."
"Want me to make dinner Friday night?" I asked.
"Yes, that would be perfect," she said.
*****
I was putting the final touches on dinner when I heard the door open. I was a little aggravated that she would just walk in. Of course, we both owned the lake house, but I hadn't been back to our house in town and just walked in when she was there. I had gone to get more of my stuff when she was at work, but that's it. Oh well.
She looked as good as she always did. She still had the ability to make my pulse quicken, even as wary of her as I was. She dropped her purse on a chair and came to me. She wanted a hug, which turned into her wanting a kiss. The hug I could do, the kiss was beyond me, given the circumstances. She looked hurt, but so be it. So was I, and I had a reason to be.
"Can I help?" she asked.
"All done," I said. "You can set the table while I bring the dishes, if you want."
We dished up our food, poured the wine and she got started. "I don't want a divorce, Barnes."
"See, that's what I don't understand," I said. "Why not?"
"Because I love you and want to spend our lives together," she said.
"But why?" I asked. "You've been married to me nearly all our adult lives, and you weren't satisfied, remember?"
"I never said I wasn't satisfied," she said.
"You may not have used that exact word," I said. "Don't play semantic games with me, Collins. You managed to convey your dissatisfaction quite clearly."
"You misunderstood me, then," she said. "I am quite satisfied, I just wanted to add to our mutual satisfaction."
"Okay, but what you wanted to add was banging other men," I said. "That made me very dissatisfied. The answer seems simple to me. We divorce, you can bang other men to your heart's content and I won't be dissatisfied."
"I don't understand that. Either way, I'm 'banging' other men, as you so crudely put it."
"Well, it's a pretty crude thing to do," I said. "The difference is, I won't be married to you while you bang them. You can get on with the banging, and I can get on with my life. Maybe I'll find someone who doesn't want to bang other men. Perfect solution: you get what you want and I get what I want."
"That's not what I want," she said. "Why does it have to be a choice between you and the occasional date with other men? If it's a choice, I want to be married to you."
"I get that, and the girls, well, Silvia, told me that's your position. The problem with that is I don't want to be married to a woman who wants to bang other men, whether she does it or not."
We had finished our dinner, and moved to the sofa. "So that's it?" she asked. "Even though I love you, I'd give up the idea and choose you; you don't want to be married to me?"
"Yes, Collins, that's it."
"Look at me, Barnes," she said.
I looked. The next thing I knew, she was in my lap, her juicy lips devouring mine, kissing all over my face, her arms around me like boa constrictors and her hot body glued to mine. I lost myself to the sensation for a minute, then I regained my senses and stopped moving. She continued for a minute, but my lack of response was noticeable and she slowed to a stop.
"What's wrong?" she asked.
"Collins, have you been dating?" I asked her. I already knew the answer.
I could see the doubt in her eyes. I guess she decided to be honest. "Yes, Barnes, I have."
"Did you fuck them?"
She hesitated, then nodded. "Yes, two of them."
"That's what's wrong," I told her.
"Jesus, Barnes, I fucked half a dozen guys before we even met," she said. "You fucked other girls, too."
"There are some key words there," I said. "'Before we met' is pretty key. I have never had sex with anyone besides you since we've been married. I haven't even been inappropriate. You can no longer say the same."
"So fuck some women," she said. "I said you were free to do that. Fuck them, come back and tell me about it. Fuck me. I'll be hot."
"I know that's what you want," I said. "I don't."
"Are you going to date?" she asked.
"Likely, eventually," I said. "I like being married, Collins. I don't think it's boring."
She sighed. "Can I be one of the women you date?"
"Maybe," I said. "I doubt I could do that. I don't feel the same about you. Maybe I'll get over being pissed about the way you treated me. Maybe I won't think about the other guys you're with. I wouldn't hold my breath."
She was mad, sad, and she stood, went over and grabbed her purse. "Let me know when you change your mind," she said. She was gone.
The divorce wound its way through the courts, and her attorney asked the judge to order counseling. That was a surprise, and the judge explained that he was required, by law, to order it if one party requested it.
"I'm not doing it," I told my attorney. "It's none of the judge's fucking business, or the state's business. Hell no."
"He could hold you in contempt," he said.
"You're the expert," I said. "Figure it out."
"I can't," he said. "That's the way the law is written."
I sat there for a minute. "What if we withdraw the divorce filing? Could he still order it?"
He was stunned. "No, I don't suppose he could. Is that what you want to do?"
"Yes. Do it," I said.
That seemed to stun everyone involved, and Collins had a pretty smug look in her face. After the proceedings were dismissed, I walked over.
"The reason I dropped the filing was I'm not going to be forced to do shit," I told her. "Until you decide you get off your bullshit, this is the last time I'm going to speak to you. Don't call, text or send a telegram. I'll never speak to you again if that's the way you want it."
Her jaw dropped and she started to say something, but I just walked away. She tried to talk to me for two months. She tried sneaky shit like giving me messages through Silvia. Beck's relationship with her mother had deteriorated to the point they weren't even speaking, and that caused some tension between Beck and Silvia, as well.
She tried to come to the lake house, three times, but I had the sense to change the locks and keep all the doors locked. I just ignored her. She even came to my business once, and I had to have her trespassed. After two months, she gave up and told Silvia she was no longer going to ask for counseling if I wanted to file.
We did, went before the same judge and the divorce was uncontested. I could tell he was unhappy, but it was all settled between the two of us and he couldn't order shit. She kept the house in town and I got the lake house. That was what I wanted, anyway. There was an equitable distribution of assets, she kept her business and I kept mine. There was no spousal support and we both kept our retirements. The usual divorce things, all boring, tedious and annoying.
I started shopping the business. It didn't take long, and my retirement began. I fished, learned how to water ski and the girls and I practically lived on the boat all summer. By the time it turned chilly in October, I was ready. I had applied for a visa to become a resident of Mexico. I could stay 180 days, just as a tourist, and I figured I would have a pretty good idea of what I wanted to do by then. I winterized the house, traded my Chevy half ton for an F-350 with the diesel engine, bought me an Eagle Cap Luxury 1200 camper, hooked up the boat, and headed south. Lake Baccarac, in Sinaloa, Mexico, was going to be my new home for the next 180 days.
Both girls were a little unhappy with me, but they'd get used to it. After I bought them both open plane tickets to Guadalajara, promising them all the beach time they wanted, they became positively enthusiastic.
The first week I was there, I found a five-acre piece of land about a mile from the lake, bought it, got utilities run, and by the end of the month, I was a native. The second time I fished the lake, I caught a 14-pound largemouth bass, and I was hooked (pun intended).
Silvia flew down in January, and I picked her up at the airport. We drove to Puerto Vallarta, and I gave her the option of parking down by the beach and staying with me, or we'd get a hotel. She picked the hotel. It was a very nice place, full service and we had a blast. She stayed a week, and her last day, we were sitting in loungers, looking out at the ocean.
"You're not coming back, are you, Dad?" she asked.
"I haven't made up my mind, for sure," I told her. "I'm leaning heavily toward staying. You girls are the only thing that would make me come back, and I'll fly you down here any time you want to come. I'll come back several times a year to see you, too."
"What about Mom?" she asked.
I grimaced. "Is she doing okay?"
"I guess," she said. "She mostly works. I know she is regretting everything."
"How do you know?" I asked.
"Well, she hasn't said so in so many words, but she seems... I don't know, subdued? She isn't the bubbly energetic personality she used to be. I think she's sad. I don't think she found the dating scene quite as wonderful as she thought she would."
"Well, I'm sorry to hear that," I said. "If it's all the same to you, Silvia, I'd just as soon not talk about her, okay?"
She gave me a sad little smile. "I know. I just..."
I held her hand. "I know."
We shook off the bad vibes and partied that night. I dropped her back at the airport and with many hugs and a few tears, she was gone, promising to come back soon.
Beck flew in in February, and it was pretty much the same, except she wanted to stay with me in the camper. We spent three days on the beach. The afternoon of the third day, she said, "Where do you actually live, Dad?"
I told her, and she wanted to go there. We pushed in the slide outs and hit the road. It was a pretty good drive, and we had a great road trip. When we pulled up, she saw the view down over then lake, the two sheds I'd built, the property and she loved it all.
"I can't believe you have this beautiful place, the cute little house/truck and you actually live here," she said.
"I'm a lucky guy," I said. "The only thing better would be if you lived here."
She looked at me speculatively. "I have no idea how I'd earn a living. I'd like to use my degree."
"Do you know what my degree is?" I asked her.
"I'm sure you've told me. I don't remember. I just know you have one."
"It's agribusiness," I said.
She laughed, "Farming? What does machine tools have to do with that?"
"I got into machine tools because I was working at a farm implement dealership," I said. "We kept getting combines in with this sheared pin. I got the idea to start making harder pins. It snowballed from there."
"I had no idea," she said.
"Well, what I'm saying is, there are ways to use your degree, then there are ways."
"Explain that."
"You're a psychologist. What do you do, mostly?"
"Listen to people's problems," she said.
"Bartenders do a lot of that," I told her.
She laughed. "Yeah, I guess they do."
She had two weeks, and then she flew back. I missed her badly for a few weeks, then got back to my sybaritic lifestyle.
Six months later, she called me. "I need a favor," she said.
"If I can do it, I will," I said.
"I need a loan."
"Are we talking big loan, or you just running short?"
"Big loan," she said.
"Can I ask what it's for?"
"You don't trust me?"
"No, I do. I'll loan you whatever you need."
"I was just roasting you," she said. "I wanna buy a lodge."
"Okay, well, that sounds interesting," I said. "Is this an existing lodge? Does it make money? Can I look at it on the internet, or something?"
"You could," she said. "I was hoping you'd drive over there."
I was confused. "Where? How far is it?"
"Like 10 miles," she said. "It's on Lake Baccarac."
"Really? Are you roasting me again?"
"I'm not," she said. "I've been over their books with an accountant. They make good money. They have a bar so I could listen to people's problems."
She had a fit of giggles about that, and I laughed with her. "Oh my God, sweetheart. That would be a dream come true for me. How much do you need?"
She gave me a staggering figure. "Jesus, Beck, you swing for the fences, huh?"
"Go big or stay home," she said. "Will that leave you short?"
"Not if you pay me back," I said.
"I'll set up a payment plan," she said. "This should be fairly short term. Once I own the business and can show I'm making a profit, I'll get bank financing. I'm sort of in the position of having no credit rating."
"I understand," I said. "This is so cool, Beck. I can't believe you're doing this. God, it's going to be so good having you here. I'll take a look and let you know what I think, but you should come and look for yourself."
She did, three weeks later, and we toured the place. It catered to fishermen, mostly from the US, and it was a very good investment, I thought. Another six months and my daughter was a business owner, she was running it well and things were going great. Davey became a minor celebrity. He was spoiled constantly, and he was in dog heaven. Beck and I spent a lot of time together, and I hung out there all the time at the bar. Beck did sometimes tend bar, and it was amusing watching her ply her psychology.
She had a first-class restaurant, and the locals ate there quite a bit. It was always packed, but she had a table in the kitchen, and they always found me a place. I was there on a Friday night, in the kitchen, and the head chef asked me if I minded if he seated another guest with me. I wasn't thrilled, but what the hell. "Sure," I said.
He went away, and when he came back, he had a woman with him. My jaw hit the floor. God, she was gorgeous. She was elegantly dressed, a yellow number that made her dusky complexion pop, with one shoulder bare, hitting her just below the knee, but there was a slit up one side, and when she walked, there was a flash of gorgeous brown leg showing. Her hair was a mane of glossy black curls, a stray of auburn here and there. Her forehead was high and broad, her huge eyes so dark they looked black. She had high cheekbones, classically beautiful, full puffy lips and a little pointed chin, giving her face a heart shape.
He held her chair, and when she sat, he introduced us. "Ms. Valiente, this is Mr. Barton. He is the father of the owner here."
I had stood as she was seated. I sat and offered her my hand. "Barnes, please. No "Mr." over dinner."
She laughed, a low musical sound, and I wanted to hear it again. "You may call me Nita," she said, her delightfully accented English impeccable. Her voice was low for a woman, and a little husky, but smooth as velvet.
Evidently, she had already ordered, because a server brought her a glass of what looked like sangria.
I was struggling to find something to say. This beauty had rocked me. "It's pretty crowded out there," I said. "Lucky they have this table."
"Yes. I did not have a reservation," she said. "Tomás will usually find me a place, but I did not wish to sit at the bar tonight. There is someone there I wish to avoid."
"I see." I didn't, but it didn't matter. I was glad whoever it might be was there, because it meant I got to look at Nita, hear her speak. "Well, you're safe with me. My mission in life is to keep obnoxious guests away from beautiful ladies."
She actually blushed, a peach tint stealing into her cheeks. "I am very pleased to have a gallant defender." She laughed again and it gave me goosebumps. "Do you eat here often?"
"I do," I said. "As Tomás said, my daughter owns the place, and while I can cook, it's just me, so I come here."
"Ah, the lovely Beck," she said. "I like her very much. We are becoming friends, she and I."
"Really? Well, I'm glad to hear she's making friends," I said. "Do you live around here?"
"I do," she said. "I have a home over on the Sinaloa River. I live there most of the time, but also in Los Mochis. You obviously live nearby?"
I laughed. "Well, yes. I'm pretty mobile, Nita. I have five acres nearby with a couple of buildings, but I have a truck and a camper. I have wandering feet at the moment, and I like being able to go anywhere at any time."



"I see," she said. "Have you recently moved here from the US, like Beck?"
"I've been here about a year," I said. "I came before Beck. She came down for a visit, fell in love with the place and bought this lodge."
"What brought you here?" she asked.
"Well, it was the fishing, at first," I explained. "It kinda still is. I got a chance to sell my business back in the states and satisfy my urge to travel."
"What sort of business did you have?" she asked. She hesitated, then said, "I apologize. It is none of my business."
I laughed. "No need. I don't mind. I manufactured parts for companies like Caterpillar, John Deere and others."
"Ah, an industrial tycoon," she said, flashing me a brilliant smile, the whiteness of her teeth lighting up that beautiful brown complexion.
"Hardly, but I am permanently retired."
"But you are so young!" she said.
"Yeah, I kinda got lucky, if retiring at 49 is considered lucky."
"Me, I am not retired," she said. "I could, but I wish to have things to do."
"What kind of things?" I asked. "If you don't mind my asking."
"I am a drug smuggler," she confided in a low voice.
The look on my face made her laugh. "I am not really a smuggler. I own a pharmaceutical company. We supply prescription drugs to the Instituto Mexicano de Seguro Social."
"Wow, that's impressive!" I said.
"This is why I also live in Los Mochis," she said. She looked at me speculatively. "Perhaps I should retire, and be as Barnes. How do you say: Free feet and fantasy?"
I laughed. "Footloose and fancy free?"
She smiled. "Yes, I did not have the English."
"You speak amazing English," I said. "I speak Spanish, but you're better than I am."
"¿Te gustaría saber cuál es mi negocio aquí?" she asked. We switched to Spanish.
"I would like to know what your business is," I said. "Tell me about Nita."
"Ah, you wish to know Nita." She shot me another of those flashing smiles.
"I do," I said again. "Just because you and Beck are friends, you know..."
She laughed. "Yes, I can see that would be your reason. I have many hectares of land along the river, and I have a few horses, but many cattle."
"What kind," I asked.
"I have registered Gelbvieh cattle. Do you know them?"
"Well, I don't know any personally," I said, causing her to go into a fit of giggling. It did... things to her breasts, her absolutely perfect breasts, that were very distracting. "I do know of them, though."
"Barnes is very funny," she said, getting control of herself. "I shall have to introduce you to some, personally, and correct this lack in your acquaintance."
It was my turn. I didn't giggle, as giggling is undignified in men, but I did get a good laugh. "And Nita is a very funny woman," I said.
"I have to ask, and you can tell me it's none of my business, but is there a Mr. Valiente?"
"No," she answered. "There was, once, but no longer. He worked in petro-chemicals. There was an accident, an explosion, and he was caught in it."
"Oh my God. I'm so sorry, Nita. Me and my big mouth."
"No, it is acceptable," she said. "It has been 11 years. I remember, but the good times, you know?"
I nodded. "Yes, the pain fades from losing people you love and you remember those good things."
"What of Barnes?" she asked. "The Beck obviously has a mother?"
"Yeah, and I have another daughter named Silvia, three years older than Beck," I said. I got out my phone and showed her a picture of Sil.
"Ah, she is very beautiful," she said. "She does not live here?"
"No, she lives back in the states, near her mother. My wife and I divorced almost two years ago."
"This is a painful subject for you?" she asked.
"It was," I said. "It's getting less so all the time. We wanted different things. She wanted to open up our marriage, sleep with other people. I didn't, to make a long story short."
"I am very sorry to learn of this," she said.
"Well, such is life," I said. "Say, Nita, do you suppose I could take you to dinner, maybe next weekend?"
"I would love this, but not next weekend," she said. "I must go to Los Mochis the day after tomorrow, and I will not return until the next Tuesday. Perhaps on the Friday after I return?"
"That sounds perfect," I said. "May I have your number? I'll make reservations and send you the time, okay?"
"Yes, give me your phone," she said.
She entered her phone number into my contacts. "Perhaps when you pick me up, I will introduce you to some cattle." She giggled at her own joke.
I walked her to her car. It was a new BMW Z4, in silver. "Nice!" I walked around it and admired it, before opening her door. She gave me a kiss on the cheek, and it felt like I had received an electric shock. "You were a very charming dinner companion, Barnes," she told me. "Thank you for allowing me to join you."
"Trust me, the pleasure was all mine. I don't know how I'm going to wait for that dinner to see you again."
"You have my number," she said. "Call me. Late evenings would be best."
"I will," I promised. I closed her door and watched her drive away. My God, that was one exquisite woman. She was going out with me, too! I felt like I was high, walking on clouds, as I went back inside to say goodnight to Beck.
She lived at the lodge, and I knocked on her door. It burst open and she looked very excited. "Did you like her?" she couldn't hold it in. "Isn't she fire? She's so sweet, too, Dad. Did you ask her out?"
"You little minx!" I pulled her into a hug and swatted her butt. "You set me up!"
She giggled in her best evil voice. "I did! Did I do good?"
"You are a very bad girl," I told her. "Yes, you did good. Jesus, sweetheart, how did you get her to do that?"
"She loves me," Beck said. "I told her about you, and you two are perfect for each other. Did you ask her out?"
"I did. She's going away for like a week, but Friday after next, she said she'd have dinner with me. That reminds, me, I need to arrange myself some transportation other than the truck."
"You can borrow my car," she said.
"Thanks, Beck. That works for the short term, but I'm going to have to get my own."
I texted Nita the next day. "I see how it is. Two evil women conspiring against me."
She sent me a string of heart and smiley-face emojis. "Yes, resistance is futile. I take it Beck confessed."
"My own daughter," I said. "Can't wait for my dinner date."
She sent me another string of emojis.
My anticipation was such that every day seemed like an eternity. I hadn't felt like that since I was in high school, waiting for my first date with the girl I was crushing on back then. I thought back to my "remember when we were 25" conversation with Collins. She had wanted all that excitement, vibrant colors, a sense of anticipation. Oddly enough, I had found all that. I wondered if she had. I texted Nita once a day, and she would send me two or three, miss a day here and there, and I called and talked to her twice.
Talking to her was a new experience for me, drifting back and forth between Spanish and English, her telling me about her day, and I found her so easy to talk to, like we were friends and had been for a while.
She called me when she was back, and the excitement just built. I drove the truck to the lodge and borrowed Beck's car. I didn't mind driving the truck around with the camper on it, but it seemed awkward for a first date.
I drove along the river according to my phone's directions. There weren't many houses, and the road wound along with the river. The phone told me to turn into a paved driveway, and I found myself blocked by a gate. There was no house in sight, but I did notice a call button on the number pad. I pushed it, and waited a second.
"Hola, ¿eres tú, Barnes?" It was Nita's voice.
"Lo es. Tu acompañante ha llegado," I said.
She laughed. "I am very glad for your arrival, and I feel you shall be a delightful companion. I'll buzz you through."
The gate opened and I drove up the driveway. It must have been two miles, there were various branches turning off and I was wondering if I was lost when I saw the house. The woman lived in a huge sprawling mansion. It was high on a bluff overlooking the river, and the view was spectacular.
I rang the doorbell, and after a minute a young girl opened the door. She was gorgeous and looked like she was about 12 or 13. I saw an older woman standing back in the entry.
She extended her hand and said, "Bienvenido, Sr. Barnes. Soy Pia. Nita es mi madre. La llevas a cenar, ¿no?"
"I'm very glad to meet you, Pia," I said in Spanish. "I can see that you look exactly like your mother. You're as beautiful as she is. Do you speak English?"
She got the same delightful little blush I had seen on her mother. "Yes, I speak English, Spanish and French," she said. "I am better at English than French."
"I'm sure you're good at all of them," I said. "Yes, I do want to take your mom out to dinner. Is that okay with you?"
She gave me a critical once over. "Yes, you are, cómo se dice, muy caliente, para una persona madura.."
I laughed. "You are a little flatterer. And I'm not old!"
She giggled, again, just like her mother. "That was very bad, no? Also, you are the father of the Beck, and I love her very much."
"Same," I said.
She took my hand in her tiny little one and led me through the entry and into a large open space. It appeared to be a living room, dining room and I could see a kitchen toward the back. "This is Zaneta," she said, introducing me to the older woman.
"Pleased to meet you," I said.
"She is my friend and takes care of me and the house when Mom isn't here," she explained. "Mom is getting ready. Would you like a drink, Mr. Barnes, while we wait?"
"What are you offering?" I asked.
"I am drinking lemonade," she said. "We also have many juices or adult beverages."
"Lemonade sounds delicious," I said. "You don't need to call me 'Mr.', Pia. Just Barnes works just fine."
"Yes, Just Barnes," she said, her huge brown/black eyes glittering up at me, full of laughter. "This does seem a very odd name, though."
That cracked me up. "You are a doll," I told her. "A jokester, too."
She giggled. "Yes, I like to laugh. We will have our lemonade on the back deck, Zaneta. I will go and pour it, Just Barnes." She giggled again. "Remain here."
"Ve con tu invitada, Pia. Lo conseguiré. No debe ser descuidado," Zaneta said.
"It's okay," I said. "I'll go with Pia and won't be at all neglected."
We got tall glasses of cold lemonade and carried them back to the living room. The entire south wall was glass, doors that slid, and she led me out, still with her little hand tucked in mine. We walked out onto a porch, down a flight of stairs and onto a huge redwood deck area. There were large leaf-shaped fans suspended from big vine covered beams overhead, slowly turning, and the view over the river and across the valley was spectacular.
"I like it here very much," Pia said. "We will sit in these chairs and have conversation."
This was a hell of a charming girl. "I've only had one conversation with your mom," I said. "In person, I mean. Somehow, the subject of Pia never came up."
"She was embarrassed by having such an impressive daughter, no doubt," she said. "She never tells anyone about me, for fear they will like me better than her."
We were both laughing about that when Zaneta appeared, carrying the pitcher of lemonade.
"Thank you, Zaneta," we said at the same time, causing Pia to giggle again.
"I see you are one of those people who steals one's thoughts," she said.
"I am," I told her. "Everyone around me wears tinfoil hats."
"I think we have some," she said. "Should I warn Mom?"
"Noo," I said. "I need to know what she's thinking so I can make her happy by doing it."
She cocked her head, thinking. "This is a very excellent plan," she said. "Barnes has this down to a science."
"Well, this is my first date in years," I said. "I need every advantage I can get. Say, Pia, I want to spend days and days talking to you, but do you think your mother is going to be ready any time soon?"
"Mom is very fond of making an entrance," she said. "I expect her to appear for you to admire at any moment."
"Thank you for that observation, Pia." I heard that voice, low, husky, shades of smokey old jazz clubs and red wine.
We turned and a vision was at the top of the stairs. God, she was breathtaking, heart-stopping, perfect in white. This dress was pure white linen, very simple and elegant, a bit of lace on the plunging V neck, hanging beautifully to mid-thigh, sleeveless with all that smooth brown skin on display at the top and below. Her legs were spectacular and she had on tan platform sandals with straps up her calves. She had on a wide brimmed white hat, and she was posed for impact.
"See?" Pia woke me from my stupor. "You look very beautiful, Mother. Do you not agree, Barnes?"
I had to clear my throat before I could speak. "Yes, I certainly do. Nita, you are spectacular."
She smiled. "I see you have met the precocious one."
"I have, and she is," I said. "Pia, it was lovely meeting you and I hope to see much more of you. You are one charming lady."
I finished my lemonade and walked up to offer my date my arm.
"Somehow, you never mentioned you had that little beauty to me," I said.
"I wanted her to be a surprise," she said. "I thought that once you had a chance to meet her, you couldn't help loving her. I know you love your daughters, and I wanted you to love mine. She is my life, Barnes."
"Yes, I can see that, and I can see why," I said.
The restaurant was as good as I'd heard, my companion was beyond things and there was a place called Salón Tenampa, three doors down. That was an experience. There was a stage and the largest mariachi band I had ever seen. The place was a riot of color and music, and I danced with Nita.
That was its own adventure, because she was the best dancer I'd ever seen. She had me struggling mightily to even come close to keeping up. She knew everything, from traditional Mexican dances to salsa and tango. The last number we stayed for was slow and sweet, and holding that fiery beauty in my arms was something men would perform heroic feats to enjoy.
The drive back to her place was mostly unconscious on my part. I was in a world where only she and I existed. It ended at her door, where she kissed me, and that was the highlight of my life to that point. She was exquisite, her lips plush and silken. She gave me a little tongue, nothing too forward, but sexy and as exciting as everything else about her was.
Before I left, I had an invitation to bring Beck and spend the day with Nina and Pia the next Saturday. She let me take a Snap to send Beck, and she reached out to cup my cheek in one soft hand, letting her fingertips trail away, making me have a feeling of euphoria, and she was gone.
*****
Silvia called me that Tuesday afternoon. "Dad, when would be a good time for me to Facetime you and Beck?" she asked.
"How about eight, tonight, our time? I'm eating dinner at her place, and she should be available by then."
"Sweet. Would you ask her and send me a Snap?"
"I can do that," I said. "Is something wrong, honey?"
"No, not really, it's nothing bad and you don't need to worry, I just needa talk to you guys."
"I need to talk to you, constantly," I told her.
She laughed. "Send me that Snap. Love you, Dad."
"Love my girl," I said.
Beck was good with it, and we were sitting in her living area when we got the notification.
After the usual catching up, she got to the reason she wanted to talk. "Dad, Beck, I hate it up here without you guys. I'm tired of dating dickweeds, as you so politely label my boyfriends. I hate my job, and Mom makes me miserable when I'm around her. I want to move down there."
"Really?" Beck was through the roof. "That would be off the chain, Silvia. Yeet! Do you think you can find a job?"
"I think I already have," she said. "I'm going to buy the travel agency that books the lodges on the lake. They book your place, too, Beck."
"Wow, you've really been looking into this, haven't you?" I said. "Silvia, I would love to have you close, and I know Beck would. Are you sure, honey?"
"Positive," she said. "I wanted to talk to you guys first, in case you didn't... didn't... want me."
She made a little sob, and it was breaking my heart. "Silvia, I'm so sorry I made you doubt that," I said. "I love you, baby girl. I am always going to want you, no matter what, as long as I live."
"Sil, I know we kinda fought about Mom," Beck said. "I love you, too. You're my big sister. You slapped the hell out of Jamie Meyers for picking on me when I was in the first grade."
That caused Silvia make a little watery giggle. "I did, didn't I? He was a creep and he was bullying my baby sister."
"When do you think you will pull all this together," I asked.
"It might take me a month or two," she said. "I've already got the ball rolling."
"This is so exciting," Beck said. "I can't wait."
We talked for another hour and it seemed like a done deal. Sitting in the camper that night, I thought about how my life was going. It seemed as if I was moving from one high to the next. Beck moving down, meeting Nita, who I hoped was going to be a big part of my life, and now Silvia moving down? It couldn't get any better.
I asked Nita on Friday if she wanted me to bring anything.
"Beck has told me you make very good pico," she said. "Bring that."
I went to the market and got good fresh ingredients and made a big bowl.
*****
We took the truck to Nita's on Saturday. I wondered what Nita and Pia would think about it. I mean, they obviously weren't roughing it. I wasn't either, and it wasn't like I couldn't afford a house; this had been my choice and I loved it, but would they think I was a vagabond, or something? We'd find out, I guess.
Pia came running out when we pulled up and threw herself on Beck as soon as she got out. She came around and was a little more restrained with me, but she hugged me.
"We are going down to the river," she said. "Mom has made all the stuff for a taco feast."
"Yum," Beck said. "Sounds great."
"Come inside," Pia said. "Mom and Zaneta are packing."
She took us both by the hands and led us inside. We went to the kitchen, and there were several coolers and baskets sitting on the bar. They were busy putting plastic bowls and dishes in the baskets and drinks in the coolers. We helped, and we were quickly ready.
"Barnes has brought his truck," Pia said. "This would be perfect for transporting us."
I had to laugh at the way she phrased it. What a delightful girl. We loaded up and Beck and Pia climbed in the back seat. Nita got in front with me, and we drove down the driveway, taking several turns she indicated.
"It's a good thing we have you along," I said. "I'd never find my way back out of here."
She laughed. "There are several places you could go," she said. "We have buildings for different functions down these roads."
"What kind of buildings," Beck asked.
"Horse barns, equipment sheds, storage sheds, barns for dealing with cattle, corrals and things of that nature," Nita said.
We came to the river, and there was a gazebo and a dock there, with three jet skis in cradles, out of the water. There were two picnic tables under the gazebo and a grill.
"I was planning to warm things up on the grill," Nita said. "You have brought your house, though, and we can use your stove?"
"We can," I said. "All the amenities of home in a tiny little package."
"I would like very much to see inside," Pia said. "I have never been inside such a house."
"Well, I'll give you the grand tour," I said.
We popped taco shells in the oven to crisp up, and I gave them the tour. Pia had to lie on my bed, sit in all the chairs and test every device. She and Beck carried a load of our stuff to the tables, and I took advantage of the opportunity to grab Nita and kiss her. She was completely willing, and lit me up with one of the hottest kisses I'd ever had. She drew back and looked up into my eyes, her dusky complexion blushed with pink and she was slightly breathless.



"Hi, beautiful," I said. "I couldn't wait to get you alone and do that."
She giggled. "Well, it is encouraging to know you wanted to. I did too," she whispered.
Beck and Pia returned, and we got our late lunch ready to go. They all bragged about my pico, but everything was delicious. We sat around and talked for about an hour, then Pia asked if we wanted to take the jet skis out.
The girls were all wearing shorts and t-shirts, and they went in to change. Pia came out first, and she chattered away at me while I looked at the system that raised and lowered the jet skis.
Beck and Nita came out and I went in and slipped on trunks. They had one jet ski in the water when I came out and we quickly got the other two in the water.
"May I ride with you, Barnes?" Pia asked.
"I'd love that," I said. "Do you not drive them?"
"I do," she said. "Maybe we will trade off, I will drive and Mom can ride with you after a time."
Beck and Nita took off their wraps and I became unable to move for a minute. I knew Nita was a spectacular woman, but I was a little unprepared for her in a bikini. It wasn't bleeding edge or anything, but she was. Beck was Beck. She was always going to be tiny, gorgeous and a little sprite. Nita was something else.
She was... curvy, not at all in the way people sometimes mean, as in fat. She was far from that, but she had hips, a tiny waist and big full tits. Her top was solid, just down past her nipples, then the bottom third was strips, giving a look at the bottom of her breasts. That top was getting a workout containing those luscious tits. She caught me looking and suddenly there were twin bumps in that top. She blushed and crossed her arms over them.
"Ready?" she asked.
We were, and Pia climbed on behind me. I noticed the jet ski they had picked for me had 30 more horsepower and was longer. We let Nita lead the way, since I figured she knew the river. We must have ridden upstream for five miles or so.
We went under a bridge and around a bend before Nita throttled back. She pointed to a small bluff off to the east, and we idled over. There was a trail up and around the bluff, and as I looked toward where she was pointing, I noticed a rope fastened high in a tree.
We killed the engines. "Want to swing off the rope?" she asked.
Pia was practically jumping up and down behind me. "Yes, we must," she said. "It is so much fun. You will swing out high over the river, then turn loose of the rope and drop. The water is very deep."
It looked sketchy to me, but I'd give it a go, and Beck was clearly eager. Nita stood knee deep in the water and held onto the jet skis while we made our way to the top of the bluff.
"Who wants to go first?" I asked.
"Beck must go," Pia decided. "I have been, and I want to watch her."
Beck gripped the bar woven into the rope. "Hold on, sweetheart," I told her. She nodded and with a little scream, she swung out over the river. This was the biggest swing I had ever seen. I have no idea how far she swung, but she must have been close to 15 feet up at the apogee.
She dropped and disappeared. She came up, whipping her hair back and clearing the water out of her eyes, before swimming back to Nita. "Oh, my God, Dad! That was FIRE! You gotta go!"
I thought Pia should go next, and she soared out like a little bird, turning in mid-air into a dive. She was quite the little athlete. She swam like a little otter, and she and Beck held the jet skis while Nita climbed up to me. I let her go, and she was as graceful as she was at everything, making a cute little squeal as she took off.
It was my turn. It was three times as high looking down as it had been looking up, and my chicken genes were screaming at me. I couldn't let a 12-year-old girl show me up, so I forced myself off the bluff. I plummeted toward my death, the rope swinging me up at the bottom, and I was enough longer than the girls that my toes just skimmed the surface before I was shooting upward.
I almost forgot to let go, but I regained my presence of mind and plunged into the cool depths. That was fun!
Nita and I sat on the jet skis and watched as Beck and Pia went three more times. Pia decided she wanted to drive, and Nita climbed on with me. I didn't at all mind her arms around me from behind and those big luscious breasts against my back.
We rode back, lifted the jet skis out of the water and sat in the sun, cold drinks in hand and soaked in the rays.
Toward evening, we packed up and drove back to the house. We thanked them for the wonderful day, and after a very sweet kiss, Beck and I started back home. She invited me to stay and eat, so I did.
"How are you feeling, Dad?" she asked.
"Pretty good. Kind of tired," I said. "There's something about sun and water that wears you out."
"Right?" she said. "That's not what I meant, though. I mean about Nita. And Pia."
"Oh, well, Pia is a little doll. You can't help loving her. Nita is... well... I have feelings I didn't know I would ever have again," I said. "She makes me happy, just being with her. She's so damn gorgeous, Beck. You know that, but she's so much more than that. She's a wonderful warm person, she's funny, smart, she's obviously a wonderful mother, she's independent... She's everything any man would want. I know I sure want her. She seems to like me, too."
"She feels the same way you do," she said. "She told me she thinks you might be the one."
"There can be only one!" I said.
She laughed. "Yes, you just make sure it's you. I went to a lot of trouble here. Don't fuck it up."
"I'll do my best," I said. "Thank you, Beck. Now how about you go to some trouble for yourself? You need love in your life."
"Yeah, I'll have to start working on that," she said. "I've just been kinda busy working, but I've got my eyes open."
I hugged my baby girl and drove back to my place.
*****
Nita and I started seeing each other two or three times a week. I picked Pia up and took her fishing with me several times, she asked me to come over and go jet skiing with her when Nita was away on business a couple of times, and I took her to a Cinco de Mayo celebration. I was falling in love with that girl, just like I had with my own daughters.
By the time four months had passed, I was completely in love with Nita. When we were together, I was happier than I'd ever been in my life. When we were apart, thoughts of her filled my head and my dreams at night. I found myself living in anticipation of the next time we could be together, and I missed her every minute we were apart. We texted constantly, and she started using Snapchat, every message containing her picture. We made out at the end of every date, and I wanted her, in every way.
I was very cautious. This little lady was special, and I wanted every move to be perfect. Beck loved her, and Silvia, when she came, fell in love with her, too. The four of them, Nita, Pia, Beck and Silvia, did things together constantly, which sometimes included me and sometimes just the girls.
On a Monday, I Snapped Nita and told her I would like to take her to Tulum for the weekend. She called me back, right away.
"Really? I've never been there, but I've heard it's gorgeous, and there are Mayan ruins."
She was in Los Mochis, and I told her I would drive there and we could fly out from there.
"What about Pia?" she asked. "Is this just for the two of us, or do you have a plan for her?"
"I was planning to bring her with me," I said. "I was going to see if Beck and Silvia could come, too. Make it sort of a family thing."
She was quiet for a minute. "Barnes, I am very touched than you consider Pia and me family. You are a very good man. I would love this, and I hope Silvia and Beck can come. They have very much become my daughters, you know."
"I know they love you very much," I said. "They love Pia, too."
"Do you love me very much?" she asked.
I was taken aback for a moment, but I recovered quickly. "Nita, I want to tell you in person, not on the phone, okay?"
"Yes, I understand. I am sorry for asking you on the phone. We will go to Tulum, and I will ask you again, in person."
I laughed. "I can see I'm not getting out of this one. I checked flights and one leaves at three PM. Can you get off by then?"
"I will arrange to do so," she said. "Drive safely with my daughters."
*****
It turned out that Silvia and Beck could go, and Pia was on top of the world when I told her. We loaded up and made the long drive, and it was one of the best road trips of my life. Pia sat in the back with Beck and served as our official DJ. We took turns picking songs. I hated theirs, mostly, and they groaned and rolled their eyes as I made my selections.
We picked Nita up at her condo, and took the truck to the airport. There were no issues and we were flying the friendly skies.
Tulum was everything Silvia had promised, and I was pleased to see she knew her business as a travel agent. She had set up one of those all-inclusive packages, our hotel was on the beach and the lap of luxury. We hung out on the beach Saturday, played in the blue water and went to an open-air restaurant that evening.
Beck and Silvia said they wanted to take Pia to a beach party, and informed us that she would be staying in their room that night. They left, and Nita and I were alone.
We walked back toward the hotel, and I put my arm around her, pulling her tightly against me. "Well, that wasn't suspicious at all. I think we've been set up, Nita."
She laughed. "I believe you are right. Do you object, Barnes?
"Not if you don't," I said. "I love it, if you do."
"I am quite content," she said.
I took her to my room and made us drinks. We sat on the small sofa and she snuggled up against me. When she sipped her drink and sat it down, I did the same. I took her little pointed chin and turned her face toward me, kissing her plush lips, her cheeks, her forehead, and cradled her head into my chest. She purred as I cuddled her.
"Nita, you asked me if I love you. I want to tell you; I love you more than I ever dreamed possible. From the moment I met you, I have thought about little else but you. You've filled my heart, my mind, my life. I love you so much."
She raised her head and looked into my eyes, those deep, almost black, pools full of fire and emotion. "This makes Nita very happy," she said. "I love you, Barnes. I didn't know if I would ever love again, after Emiliano passed. I grieved for long, but now I have you, and you have my heart."
I felt overwhelmed, so full of emotion, and I kissed her again. "You have my heart," she said again. "I wish to give you the rest of me, as well."
"Oh my God, Nita. I've wanted that from the first time I saw you," I said. "You are the most gorgeous, sexy and sensual woman I've ever met. I didn't want to scare you away."
"I am not frightened," she said. "The only frightening thing would be if you did not love me, did not want me."
"Am I insane?" I asked. "I would have to be insane not to love you, and want you. God, Nita, never doubt it. You are the most desirable woman I've ever seen. I can't believe thousands of men aren't standing at your gate trying to find a way in every day."
She giggled. "I do not want 'thousands of men.' Only one."
I silenced her with a kiss, and it went on and on, until we were both breathless. When that kiss broke, I stood and pulled her to her feet, my arm around her waist and led her into the bedroom.
"May I undress you?" I asked.
She nodded, eyes cast down, seemingly a little embarrassed. I placed my finger under her chin, lifting until her eyes met mine. Those black pools were smoldering. "You are perfection," I told her. "I am going to love you so hard."
My finger traced its way across the softness of her, around to her earlobe, a large silver hoop there, and I caressed her neck just below. I felt her shiver and I pulled her against me, reaching up to find the hook and zipper of her dress. As I slid it down, I stroked the satin skin inside, and she melted against me.
There was a small dimple at where her back met the rising swell of her butt, and it had a slightly fuzzy feel. I stroked it and she pressed against me, goosebumps roughing her skin.
I eased back enough to let her dress fall around her feet, and she was there, the perfection of her body matching her face and soul. Her bra was black lace, semi-transparent, and I could see her nipples, obscured a little by the lace pattern. They were standing erect, and I had to see, experience, love.
I managed to get the bra open, moved the straps down her arms, and she threw it toward a chair with a giggle. That did... things to her spectacular breasts. I slowly turned her around, moving close behind her, my cock erect against the most perfect ass I had ever seen, encased in those tiny lace panties.
I moved the shimmering waves of her hair to one side, giving my lips access to the graceful column of her neck, which I kissed and nibbled. She cocked her head to one side, exposing herself, and I let my hands slide around her to cup her breasts.
It is difficult to explain the fascination a man has for a woman's breasts, and Nita had beautiful breasts. They were brown fullness, heavy in my hands, perfectly shaped and firmer than I had imagined they would be, considering their size.
They were very full at the bottoms, round, plush, and I sank my fingers into that succulence. Her areolas weren't large, little brown circles just larger than her nipples, but unique to my experience. They formed little peaks on the larger mountains, little cones of delight, her nipples almost an extension of the areola, puffy, with her nipples little erect pebbles.
I held them, sliding my fingers over them, testing their weight, and caressing her nipples gently before rolling them gently between my thumb and forefinger. She moaned and arched her back, pushing against my touch and I made my caresses firmer, bringing another moan.
"Dios, Barnes. You are making me... making..." She turned her head so I could reach her lips. She turned into our kiss and I held the nakedness of that goddess against me. I had to feel her against my skin. I eased her down, letting her sit on the bed, and I was tearing at my shirt, pulling it over my head, letting my pants drop, kicking off my shoes and stepping on my socks to remove them.
With only my boxer briefs, I reclined her, moving up to lie beside her, just wanting to look at her for about 100 years. "My God, Nita, you're..." I had no words.
She tried to pull me down. "You are embarrassing me," she whispered.
"Why, in God's name?" I said. "Jesus, Nita, you are the most gorgeous woman I've ever seen. I am going to want to just sit and watch you, constantly. You are forbidden to wear anything but panties whenever we're together."
She giggled, making her breasts dance, and I had to taste them. She groaned when my lips fastened to one nipple, and she was never quiet after that. Small moans, gasps, murmurs of little words in English and Spanish.
I kissed every inch of that smoking hot woman, and she was alive with movement and sound. When I got to those tiny panties, she lifted her hips to help me slide them off. She had a bikini trim, but still all woman, glistening sparse curls in a little arrowhead, pointing to the treasure below.
As I kissed my way back up her thighs from her tiny feet, I could smell her arousal, all excited woman and a hint of a jasmine scent. Her pussy was exquisite, bare except for that little arrowhead, dusky lips giving way to pinkness, her clit a cute little bump above. I had to give it a swipe with my tongue and she jolted.
Her fingers ran through my hair, pulling a little. "Barnes!" her voice was a little squeak. "My God! I have heard of this, but never... are you certain?"
"Absolutely certain," I said. I guessed Emiliano didn't eat pussy. I did, I loved doing it, and I thrilled that I was going to get to give her a new experience.
She was unbelievably sexy and unbelievably responsive, all the smoldering fire you could feel in her at all times was unleashed and magnified.
I used every trick I knew, everything I had read, heard or seen to give my goddess an experience she would never forget. She came easily and often, moving from one peak to the next until her voice became hoarse and she was shaking and writhing, her toes curling and her entire body flushed and writhing.
"Barnes... I can't... please..."
She tugged at my hair and I moved up until she wrapped her arms and legs around me, devouring me with hot juicy kisses, her face showing her prolonged sexual arousal.
She pushed with her little hands at my briefs and I slid them down, kicking them off with my feet. She pulled frantically at me, urging me into position, and I could feel her heat and moisture against the head of my cock.
"Inside, please," she gasped. "I need..."
I slid just inside and she froze. "Wait!" she squeaked. "Dios, Barnes. You're huge. Let me rest."
I laughed a little. I wasn't some porn star, but no one had ever complained. She pushed up against my chest with her hands. "Let me see," she said.
I pushed up on my arms and she gasped. "I don't know... Jesus Cristo, Barnes. Slow. It has been so long."
I kissed her into silence, and slowly, over the next five minutes, I moved deeper until I was fully inside, her liquid heat surrounding me, our bellies pressed together and I just stayed there, our lips locked together, her luscious breasts against my chest, feeling her erect little nipples.
She began little motions, circular, then drawing back a little and pushing against me. I began a counter movement, and she moved more, until we were making love, fully, and I was giving her deep strokes. She made a little moaning sound as I plunged in, a little gasp as I withdrew.
She was coming in minutes, explosively, arching and thrusting against me, a hoarse little scream as she went over the edge. I kept going and her legs pulled me in, grinding into her and she came again. I lost count as the feel, sight, sound and smell of this spectacular woman overwhelmed me. She was the most active sexual partner I had ever experienced, and I felt myself losing control.
"I'm going to come," I warned her. "Are you safe?"
"Yes, my God, yes, inside me! Come, Barnes, come... I can't take..."
Her voice went into that little scream again as she felt me come, and all I could imagine was I never wanted to be anywhere else, only here, making love to Nita.
We coasted to a stop, and she kissed me as if she would never get enough. Finally, she went limp, arms and legs falling away. "Barnes, I must breathe... you are..."
I chuckled and rolled to my back, pulling her with me until she was lying half over me, her face pillowed on my chest, and we rested for a long time, just murmuring words of love and contentment.
"I am very thirsty," she said. "I must drink, or perish."
I laughed as she stood and took a shaky step. She giggled and said, "You have damaged me! That huge pene has made me unable to walk!"
I got up and gathered my goddess into my arms like a baby, carried her to the refrigerator and we got bottles of water. We both drank deeply and she giggled again. "I am leaking," she said. I stepped back to look, and it was one of the most erotic things I'd ever seen. This dusky beauty stood there in all her splendor, my cum running down her thigh.
I gathered her up, kissing her over and over before I carried her into the bathroom. She ran warm water on a washcloth and cleaned herself, rinsed it and cleaned off my cock. She knelt and took it in her hot little mouth, giving me a suck or two before demanding to be carried back to bed.
"I hope you liked that sample," she said. "Nita loves la chupada."
"Oh, my God," I said. "You are a dream woman. There are no men who don't like blow jobs."



She giggled. "Blow jobs! But one does not blow, at all!"
We resumed our previous position and talked of everything, and nothing. I could tell she was getting sleepy, her words slurred and her eyes were heavy.
"I must sleep," she said.
She turned over and I made her a little spoon, my hand on one big breast and the other cupping her pussy. She squirmed a bit against my hands, and she was asleep. I held her, treasuring this moment, and drifted into wonderful dreams of dusky maidens.
I awakened to the sun peeping through a crack in the curtain, and my dusky goddess asleep in my arms. She looked so beautiful in sleep, reposed, peaceful, innocent, yet the most sexual woman I could even imagine. The love we had made left images, sounds, smells, deeply embedded in my mind, in my soul, and as I watched her sleep, I had to have her again.
She was still spooned up against me, and I gently raised her leg, moving so that I gently slipped inside. She woke with a gasp, and I turned her prone, thrusting into her from behind, finally getting a good look at the most fantastic ass I had ever seen, round, firm, smooth and jiggling as I thrust into her. I gave it a little spank and she squealed and came, the morning becoming an enclosed eternity that contained only Barnes and Nita.
As we dozed in languid satiation, someone knocked on the door.
"Come back with a warrant," I yelled.
There were female giggles from outside the door. "Dad, let us in." It was Beck. I fumbled into a robe and Nita pulled the covers over her.
All three girls burst in, pushing a cart laden with breakfast. They parked the cart, and Beck and Silvia ran to the bed, throwing themselves on Nita, laughing and talking a mile a minute.
I sat in a chair, and Pia came and sat on my lap, her arms around my neck and her waves of midnight hair over us. "You love her, yes?" she said.
"I do, and I love you, too," I said, hugging that little body tightly.
"I love you," she said. "I knew you loved us. Mom is in love with you. I asked her, and she told me. I wish to be your daughter, like Beck and Silvia," she said.
I couldn't help myself. Tears of happiness and love rolled down my cheeks like a river and I held onto her for dear life. "I feel so honored you feel like that about me, love-bug," I said. "I'll try so hard to be everything you need me to be."
"Will you marry mother?" she asked. "So we can be a real family, you know?"
I looked over at Nita and the girls. They were all looking at me expectantly. "There is nothing I want more in the world," I said, "but I think I should talk to your mother about that, just the two of us, and I'm unprepared, at the moment."
I leaned down and whispered to her. "I don't have the ring."
"Ah," she said. "Yes, I understand."
We had breakfast, then hurried down to catch the shuttle to the Mayan ruin. It was spectacular, awe inspiring, and the fact that I had a gorgeous woman tucked under one arm who looked at me with love in her eyes, while a little brown sprite held my hand on the other side, sometimes switched out for one of my daughters, made it all the more special.
We flew back Monday morning, tired, happy, with indelible memories. We dropped Nita off, she needed two more days of working, and I took the girls ring shopping with me.
The shops there were mostly small, jewelers making their own designs, and we found an elderly Cáhita gentleman who made exquisite jewelry. He had a large collection of stones, one a particularly brilliant red-orange fire opal the girls all loved.
"I don't think this would be a good engagement ring," I complained. "We need, like diamonds."
"Noo, Mom would love it," Pia said. "She has told me she finds diamonds ¿cómo se dice, insípido?"
We all laughed. "Pretty much the same," Silvia said. "Insipid. Did she really say that?"
"Yes, several times," Pia said.
"See, Dad? She'll love it," Beck insisted.
I let them talk me into it, and we compromised by setting four small diamonds around it. The jeweler said he could have it ready in two weeks, and he could ship it to me.
When I got it, all I had to do was pick the time and place. I told Nita I wanted to come over and go back to that little gazebo down by the river. I think she knew what was up, but she just told me to come, she was available.
We took her ATV, and it was a perfect evening. Pia had been very curious and when I told her what I was doing, she had to hurry off to her room lest she give it away in her excitement.
I took a knee in the gazebo, and when Nita noticed, her hand flew to her mouth. I took her hand, and said, "Nita, I'm not good at speeches, but I love you with all my heart. I don't ever want to live without you in my life. I don't ever want to be without Pia, either. Will you marry me? I'll do everything in my power to make sure you never regret saying yes."
I opened the box and she extended her hand. I slipped the ring on, and she said, "Yes, Barnes. I want so much to be your wife. I want to love you, always."
She held her hand up, admiring the ring. "I cannot believe you got a fire opal," she said. "That is my favorite stone!"
"A little birdie told me," I said.
"I believe I know this little birdie," she said, her eyes full of tears of happiness.
When we got back to the house, Pia was waiting, and she came flying, flitting from one to the other of us in her excitement. "I can't believe it! You will be my father, Barnes!" Suddenly she burst into tears.
I knelt and embraced her slender form. "I thought that would make you happy, baby girl."
She clung to me. "It does... I just... I hoped... I thought we would never find anyone..."
"You found me," I told her. "I'm never going to let you go, Pia."
She clung to me, sobbing for a few minutes while I held her, then she was off again. "This is so fire!"
I laughed. "You've been hanging around Beck too much. You're starting to talk like her."
She giggled. "She is teaching me many good words."
We set the date for December fifth, and I was the luckiest man alive when Nita walked up the aisle in gold. She said she'd done white, and this was something new, so she was breaking tradition.
I moved in with her, but she insisted we keep the camper. "We may wish to drive away and take long vacations," she said. "We will use it, I promise."
I took it off the truck and put it on stands. We used the truck around the place and it was much handier with no camper.
I don't believe I had ever been happier. The only hiccup came when Silvia came over during the second year we were married and told me she needed to talk.
We sat on the deck and she worked up her nerve. "Mom wants to come and visit," she said.
I sighed. "Well, I guess it was going to happen sooner or later, honey. When is she coming?"
"She wants to come Christmas," she said.
"Silvia, what do you want, honey?" I asked.
She struggled with her answer. "I wanted to spend Christmas here with you guys. I know Beck is staying here, and I was going to stay, too. Now I'll have to spend at least some of it with Mom. Beck won't, so that leaves me stuck with her. I still love her, Dad. I'm sorry if that disappoints you, but I remember how she was, all the things she did for me and we did together."
I pulled her over and squeezed her. "I know you do, Sil. I'm not at all disappointed. I'm proud of you."
She cried a little, and I held her. "It's going to be okay. I know it isn't what you wanted, but it is what it is. You can still spend some time here. It will be hard, but you can tell your mother you have already made plans for Christmas dinner. She'll just have to deal with it. That's her fault, not yours."
"It is hard," she said. "I'll just have to deal with it. I just wanted you to know. What if she wants to talk to you, see you?"
"Let me talk to Nita," I said. "She's smarter than I am. Let's see what she says."
Silvia hung out with me and Pia the rest of the afternoon, and we had dinner together before she left. Nita was at Los Mochis for two more days, and I broached the subject when she got home.
We were sitting on the sofa, watching a fire in the fireplace and I told her about Silvia's visit and news.
She sipped her wine and stared into the fire, pensive for a few minutes. "How do you feel about seeing her, Barnes?"
"I've been asking myself that question," I said. "I suppose it was inevitable. She's the girls' mother, and I guess I knew, without really thinking about it, that she'd want to see them at some point. I don't really have many feelings about her, at all, Nita. I don't think about her. I loved her, for years, we had a lot of great times, but she pretty much blew all that up, and the good times are sort of colored by how it ended."
She snuggled in closer and pressed her cheek on my arm. "I think we should all have dinner together at the lodge," she said. "I wish to meet her, Barnes, discover what she is like."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes, she was part of your life for many years. She was a part of the lives of Silvia and Beck. I may go and meet her by myself."
That made me nervous, but Nita was her own person and did what seemed best to her. She was very independent and made me nervous a great many times, but she sailed along with never a bobble.
I knew when Collins arrived. She was staying at Beck's lodge, and I saw less of both girls after she came. I assumed they were spending time with her. Nita did go and meet her, and if there were any fireworks, they weren't mentioned. I asked Nita what she thought.
"I like her," she said.
"Really?"
"Yes. I think she has changed a very great deal," she said. "Silvia and Beck agree. She has become... autorreflexivo, introspectivo. Era muy amable conmigo.
"Well, that's good, right?" I asked.
"I think so," she said. "We talked about you."
"God, I hope you didn't listen," I said.
She laughed. "Of course I did. I wish to know about you. She had nothing evil to say, only good."
I snorted. "I'll just bet."
She smiled. "Well, she did not admire your... intransigence, of course."
"Right," I said. "Well, anyway, I guess there was no harm in it. You're still snuggled up here with me."
"No, no harm," she said. "I adore you, Barnes. That will never change."
Pia came in and snuggled up with us, and I put my arms around both my dusky princesses.
It rained like hell the two days before Christmas, and the river got up into a raging torrent. I had to go down and rescue the dock, moving it up three times during the night. The water took out two stretches of our fence, I got up early Christmas morning and one of our hands helped me fix the fences. We were eating at two, and I finished about noon. I expected Silvia and Beck would have already arrived. We were going to open presents after dinner, and the tree was pretty much buried in packages.
I got back and no one was in the house, so I showered and changed. When I was ready, I went looking for the girls. They weren't around, although Silvia's car was there. I made a spiced rum punch, a pitcher of spiced cider, put them on a warmer and had me a rum punch. The perfect Christmas drink, I thought.
I heard voices out front and the door opened. Pia came scampering in and claimed her position beside me. Davey came in and lay across our feet, sighing with contentment and then snoring his approval of the world at large. "That smells good," Pia said. "What is it?"
"It's rum punch," I said.
"Can I taste it?"
I gave her a sip and she wrinkled up her cute little nose. "Yuck," she said. "It smells far better than it tastes."
I laughed. "It's an acquired taste, baby girl. I also made spiced cider. Go get you a cup."
She got one, and then Beck came in. She also mentioned the good smell, but she, it turned out, did like rum punch. Silvia came in, and then my jaw dropped as Nita walked in, arm in arm with Collins.
They both saw the look on my face, and Nita hurried over to me. "Don't be angry, Barnes. Collins had no place to go. No one should be alone on Christmas, so I called and invited her."
I wasn't mad, exactly, but I wasn't happy, either. Nita pulled me to my feet and across the room to Collins. "Collins wishes to speak with you," she informed me. "Take her to the office."
I led the way to the counter and offered her cider or punch. She took a cup of hot cider, and we went to the office. Nita, Pia and I all had chairs, and I sat in mine while she took Nita's.
"You look good, Barnes," she said.
"Thanks, so do you," I said. She did. Still hot as fuck, and she looked like she'd lost a little weight, not that she had needed to.
She nodded. "I need to apologize to you, Barnes," she said. "I was a total bitch, and I know that. I was looking only at myself, and what I wanted. I know I disrespected you and it had consequences I am going to live with the rest of my life. I need you to forgive me. I know I don't deserve it, but I'm hoping you're still the man I married and you will give me what I don't deserve."
I composed my mind. "I'm not going to make any big speeches," I told her. "There were consequences, and one of them was freeing me to find what I have here now. I was destroyed, bitter and hurt. I'm not now."
"I know you were," she said, "and I'm very sorry to have been the cause of that pain."
I took a deep breath and a sip of my punch. "I forgive you," I said. "You've met Nita and Pia. That little girl is precious to me, Collins. Silvia and Beck love her, and she's their little sister. They love Nita, too, and she's become sort of like an older sister to them. You'll always be their mother, Collins. You're welcome here any time. Nita told me she likes you. The girls tell me you've changed. That's good. I hope you are going to live a happy life. I intend to, and if you can accept that, I'll think well of you for it."
"Can we be friends?" she asked.
"We'll see," I said. "You better not get on any of your bullshit, though."
She laughed. "No, I won't. You landed on your feet, Barnes. I'm still trying to find mine."
Nita tapped on the door. "We're ready to eat," she said.
We sat around the big table, Pia said grace, and the air was filled with laughter and the sound of happy voices. I looked across the table at Nita. She smiled at me and gave me a wink. Pia sneaked scraps to Davey, who worshipped at her alter. My daughters chattered away, and Collins was animated and seemed to be enjoying herself. It seemed like it was going to be a good Christmas.
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I was enjoying my Tom Collins, idly channel surfing, when I heard the garage door and the rumble of her deuce. It practically shook the house. The door from the kitchen to the garage opened and I heard the clunk of her book bag as she put it on the table. Meyers was home. The refrigerator door opened and closed and I heard the sound of the top of one of those cans of that wretched sparkling water she loved so much pop.
She appeared in the doorway, leaning against the jamb, hip-shot. "Hey, dude, sup?" she asked.
"Hi, baby," I said. "Just chilling and winding down. It was a hell of a long day. You have a good one?"
"Yeah. I think I did well on my last final," she said.
"I'm sure you did," I said. "Doesn't matter. If you're happy, I am. I know you did your best. You always do."
"We'll see," she said. "Dad, graduation is next week."
"I know," I said. "Are you just reminding me, or was there something else you wanted to say."
"Something else," she said. She pushed herself off the door and came walking toward me. She took my breath away. She always had. The first time I held her, those huge grey-green eyes looking up into mine, her tiny little brown fingers clutching my big one, I was lost. She owned me, and I had never recovered.
When Stefanie, her mother and my wife, passed, she was three years old. It had been she and I against the world ever since. From the bubbly little girl in braids the first day of kindergarten to the stunning young woman she had become, without my noticing one day, she was my life, my heart.
She came and sat in my chair with me, her arm without the Le Croix around me, settling in as she always did, she relaxed with a sigh of contentment, her mass of curls soft against the side of my face and neck.
"Dad, I wanna go somewhere for a graduation trip," she said. "I want us to go, just you and me."
"Where were you thinking?" I asked.
"I dunno," she said. "I needa look at a map."
I got my iPad off the little table beside my chair and opened a Google map. "There you go," I said. "Are we talking a weekend, a week, longer?"
"Can you get away?" she asked. "I know you're finishing that big project."
"I can," I said. "You're right. It may take me a couple of weeks to close it out, but I won't have to look for anything else. We've already got the next year mapped out, but my boys can handle all the preliminary work."
She scrolled around the US for a minute, then looked at Europe. She sat her drink down and took my iPad, zooming in on Italy, opening a link and then another tab or two. "Hmm," she said. "Well, that sucks."
"What?" I asked.
"Bunch of racist mofos over there," she said. "You'd be fine, but not that safe for me."
"I'd take care of you," I said.
"I know, but Ion wanna be stared at all the time," she said.
"You're pretty nice to stare at," I told her. "Baby, people are going to stare at you everywhere you go. You're that spectacular. No one has ever seen anything like you before."
She laughed. "Yeah, right." She scrolled up to Germany and opened a link, then several more, reading the details.
I wasn't kidding about people staring at her. I watched her, marveling that this beauty could be my daughter. Of course, her mother had been something special, too, and she looked much like Stefanie had at her age. Meyers has a little lighter skin than her mother had, the influence of my genes, no doubt, and the combination of my blue and her mother's golden-brown eyes had produced that grey-green stunning combination in Meyers'. She was a creamy brown, long, slim-hipped and more muscular clone of Stefanie.
My reverie was interrupted. "Can we go here, Dad?" she asked.
"Here," turned out to be a place called Oberammergau. "Umm... I guess," I said. "I can't even pronounce that. What's there?"
"A castle!" she said. She was very excited and pulled up pictures. "It's near Munich, and just look!"
She scrolled through pictures of Neuschwanstein Castle, then another place called Linderhof Palace. That led to other links and we browsed German castles for the next half-hour.
"We could go to Munich, rent a car and go to all these dope places. Can we, Dad? Have you ever been to a castle?"
I laughed. "We can go there and do that, and no, I've never been to a castle. I have a princess, though."
"You know that doesn't mean what you think it means, right?" she said.
I was confused. "What?"
"Princess," she said. "It means you a piece of work, high-maintenance, used to getting your way, buy your clothes at the Limited, J. Crew or Banana Republic. Somebody you wanna bitch-slap."
I laughed and flipped the tag sticking up out of the back of the loose striped top she was wearing. It said, "Banana Republic."
"Oh, my God!" She burst into laughter. "I am!"
I laughed with her. "Well, I've never wanted to slap you, but yeah. When I tell you you're my "princess," I mean you're the sweetest, kindest, smartest, funniest and most beautiful girl I know. You're amazingly loyal, the best friend anyone could ever have and everyone who spends any time with you never wants to be anywhere else. Yes, you're a little spoiled, but you never brag or whine when things don't go your way. I'm so proud of you, Meyers."
She turned to look at me, gave me an odd look, then tears pooled in those huge eyes. She buried her face in my shoulder and burrowed in. "I love you, Dad," she murmured. After a minute, she raised her head. "So we can go?"
I laughed. "Yes, baby, we can go."
She squealed, kissed me and jumped to her feet, pumping her fist. "Yeet! I gotta tell Shalene!"
She went in the kitchen and came back with her phone, Snapchat open and her thumbs flying. She was occupied with that for a while, and I watched tennis. When she was done with her conversation, she went and got her laptop.
"Can I book all the arrangements?" she asked.
"Yeah, but give me three weeks," I said. "You have a graduation to attend, too."
She set her laptop aside and came back to my chair. "Can we talk about that?"
"What? Graduation?" I asked.
"Yeah. Ion wanna go, Dad."
I was stunned. "Why? Walk across the stage, be there with your classmates, throw your cap, go to a party, do all those graduation things. What do you mean you don't want to do it?"
"I don't care about any of that," she said. "It's a huge waste of my time. There are like three people in my class who aren't assholes. I would never hang with any of them except those three if I didn't have to be in classes with them."
"I had no idea," I said. "They all seem to love you. I thought you loved everyone."
"Well, I don't," she said. "I'm nice to them, but that doesn't mean I like them. They're a bunch of mean little shits, Dad." She waved away my frown at her cursing. "Well, they are. They're cruel and hateful to everyone who has anything that makes them different. If you aren't one of the beautiful rich kids, if you're gay, not cute, shy, nerdy, heavy, anything different, they are just evil to you."
"Well, they're kids," I said. "Maybe they'll grow out of it."
"They can grow out of it without me," she said.
"What about getting your diploma?"
"Dad, you know they don't give you an actual diploma when you walk across the stage, right?" she said. "They mail it to you."
"I had no idea," I said. "I got mine."
"Well, that was like 100 years ago." She giggled.
"Hey!"
"Well, Ion wanna go," she said. "I want to have a party, but here. Me, Shalene, Rob and Riley. Can I?"
"Meyers, you're 19 years old. You don't need my permission to have a party. You know that."
"Yeah, but I wanna drink and smoke good kush," she said. "I need you here and sober so nothing happens."
She knew I didn't like her smoking weed, but I'd always insisted that if she was going to, it was going to be at home where I could make sure she was safe.
"Okay, let me know when and I'll refrain from being knee-walking drunk," I said.
She laughed. She knew I rarely got more than a little buzz.
"Are you sure?" I asked. "You're not going to look back and regret not going?"
"Positive," she said. "I'd rather hang with you and have the gang come over after. I don't want to listen to speeches, I'm not about to give one, and I don't want to sit there for hours."
I hadn't thought about her giving a speech. She was second in her class, grade wise, and I guessed that would be something the school would expect.
She got up and went back to her laptop. "I need a credit card," she said, "unless you want me to put it on mine." I gave her one and she went after it.
She didn't go to her graduation. I took her to her favorite soul-food restaurant, instead. She drove. That was always a terrifying experience. Not that she drove fast, she didn't. What she did was pin you back in your seat like you were being shot out of one of those power-launched roller coasters every time you stopped.
She had driven our truck and car from the time she got her license until she was 18, then she wheedled me into buying her a hunk of rust. It was a 1932 Ford Highboy Roadster, and it was a mess. Yeah, she was a hot rod junkie. I always had been, and she caught the fever when she was a tiny little thing, tagging around behind Dad at the shops, asking me endless questions, and diving in doing anything she was big enough to do.
It had taken her eight months of work to get it done, and she'd had lots of help, but it was Ford English coach vermillion perfection, cranked out over 600 horsepower and she loved smoking the tires.
Seeing this stunning girl, braids hanging down past her butt, her Oakleys on, a mile of gorgeous brown leg stepping out of that beast in her red dress drew some attention. She always drew that attention, and a white man with a black girl young enough to be his daughter drew some scowls. I guess it never occurred to them that she actually WAS my daughter. That's the way it was, and we were used to it.
We had a great meal and she stopped at the liquor store on the way home. She wanted margaritas for her party and I got triple sec. We had the tequila and I had stopped and bought limes at the grocery store that morning.
I made a pitcher, had it chilling in the fridge and salt-rimmed glasses on the bar. The other kids showed up and the house was rocking. I was in my bedroom out of the way, watching a documentary and drinking one of those margaritas.
I could smell the pungent kush, then some sort of incense. From the sound of things, they were playing board games. I finished my drink, got ready for bed, put a podcast on my phone, my earbuds in and drifted off.
I heard the ping and looked at my phone. It was 2:30 AM, and Meyers had snapped me. "The Uber picked them up. Everything was great. Love you, Dad."
I turned off my podcast, took out my earbuds, snapped her, "KK, love you," and went back to sleep.
*****
I got my latest project out the door on time and cleared a very nice profit. Meyers had set up the travel arrangements and we took a Lyft to the airport. By the time we got our luggage checked and made it through those assholes at TSA, I was already stressed. Airline travel always bugged the hell out of me.
Meyers didn't mind, at all. Everything was an adventure to her. She had her headphones and was listening to some of her awful music. I have to admit, not everything she listened to was awful. She liked classic rock as much as I did, but her tastes were far more... eclectic than mine. She liked hip-hop, metal and about anything but country. We shared a loathing for that.
We sat in the departure area and she leaned against me, holding my hand, her leg, encased in her strategically ripped jeans bouncing to her music. When they called us to board, I squeezed that leg and she took off her headphones. We boarded and we were off on our adventure.
*****
When we landed in Munich, we claimed our luggage and went to pick up our car. Neither of us spoke a word of German, and I thought we might have an issue, but nearly everyone seemed to speak some English. She had made all the arrangements and I wasn't shocked to see she had us a red Mercedes AMG-SL convertible. We got our luggage in, but she didn't want to drive.
"Noo, Dad," she said. "I wanna drive when we get on the Autobahn, but you can drive in towns."
"That reminds me of something I wanted to ask you," she said. "Would you mind if I call you Bennet while we're here?"
"Umm... I guess not," I said. "That's my name, but why?"
"Ion wanna say now," she said. "I'll tell you, but later, okay?"
That was weird, but she did weird quirky things all the time. "Deal," I said. "I'll call you Meyers." She laughed.
We got our hotel location on her phone and it wasn't long before we made it. It was quite impressive: the Mandarin, Munich. They had valet parking and a bellhop collected our bags and took them up. She had booked us connecting rooms, and there were terraces and a very nice view.
She settled in and told me to dress nice, but casual. It was 10AM when we arrived, and in half an hour, she was ready to take me wherever it was she had planned.
We were walking, she informed me, and it was no surprise that our first destination was the BMW museum. There were hundreds of exhibits: cars, motorcycles and even aircraft. It quickly became apparent we weren't going to see everything in one day, and she led me a merry dance, flitting from one exhibit to the next like a butterfly in a flower garden, her excitement written all over her and listening intently to the headphones they had provided us.
She wore me out. She always had. It was evening and my ass was dragging when she finally announced she was "starving," and we needed to go find something before she resorted to cannibalism.
She held my hand on the way back to the hotel and chattered up at me like a magpie. "Bennet, have you ever owned a motorcycle?"
"I had dirt bikes when I was a teenager," I said.
"How come you never let me have one?" she asked.
"Well, Meyers, I hate to tell you this, I know it's going to be a shock to you, but you aren't the most... careful person in the world," I mentioned. "You're constantly busted up with your scooters, skates and skateboarding. God knows what you would be like with a motorcycle. I would constantly be visiting you in the hospital."
"Nuh-uh," she objected. "I almost never wreck! I'm hella good on all of them. I can do sick tricks, you know that."
"I do," I said. "I also happen to know you hardly have an inch of your original skin from figuring out those tricks."
"You are such a liar," she said.
I pushed up her sleeve over one smooth brown shoulder and there was the big scrape she'd acquired the week before on her scooter. "Tell me about this," I said.
"I can't believe... you... it's just a little scrape!"
"Keep telling yourself that," I said.
She burst out laughing. "Okay, I occasionally, very occasionally, wreck. I don't do dangerous shit that would kill me if I didn't hit it, though. I would be a very safe motorcycle rider."
"I don't believe you," I said.
She cocked her head to one side the way she always did when she was thinking about something. "I would make you promises," she said.
I knew right then that she was serious. She was nearly obsessive about keeping her promises. She'd always been like that. If she promised, she'd rather die than break that promise. "We'll talk about it," I said.
She squealed. She knew she'd won. "Sick nasty, Bennet. I'll figure out how to make you comfortable."
"We'll see," I said.
We showered, changed and she came walking in, ready to go. I took one look and my jaw dropped. "My God, baby, you are... spectacular." I could hardly get the words out.
She had on a dull yellow dress that was at least a foot above her knees, exposing all those muscular dancer's legs, heels that had straps up around her calves, her shoulders bare and there were acres of creamy brown skin exposed.
"Thank you, sir," she said. She did a little twirl for me, and her ass was barely covered by that dress. What an ass it was, too. She spent ungodly amounts of time in the gym, and it showed.
"Where are we going to eat?" I asked.
"Right here," she said, leading me to the elevators. "They have this place on the roof called the Mahjong Roof Garden. I have us reservations!"
I had to laugh. She was so excited by everything. She was in love with life, and she swept me, and everyone else around her, along for the ride. The restaurant turned out to be very, very good, and the view and atmosphere were top of the line. I dreaded seeing the bill for all this, but we were making once in a lifetime memories. I was going to let her run with the ball.
After we ate, she took me down to the lobby and we strolled around for a few minutes before she got an alert on her phone. Outside, a taxi was waiting, and she told the driver to take us to the Harry Klein club.
She had tickets, and we got in. They were having some sort of festival, and the place was packed. It was EDM, and as soon as we had one drink, Meyers was pulling me out on the floor. Dancing with her was an experience. She had been taking dance classes since she was like seven, and there was nothing she didn't know. I had been dragged along for plenty of them, and had picked up enough not to be embarrassed.
She wouldn't let that happen, in any case. She wove me into her web of motion, and she was pretty much on fire. She had changed her shoes into some comfortable flats, and when she went into her shuffle-dance routines, the floor cleared around us and we had a crowd.
There was a guy there whose wife seemed to match her energy, and they were bouncing around like rubber balls. He and I stood off to the side a bit and watched. He beckoned to me, we went off to a little side room where we could watch through the glass, the music wasn't so deafening and he said something incomprehensible to me in German.
"Sorry, I don't speak German," I said. "Do you speak any English?"
He did. "Most people speak some English," he said. "Are you from the US?"
"Yeah, that's my daughter," I nodded my head toward Meyers. "She graduated from high school and this is where she wanted to come for her graduation trip."
He nodded. "She is very beautiful."
"Thanks," I said. "Looks like your wife is a match for her. "I'm Bennet, she's Meyers."
He looked confused. "I thought you said she's your daughter."
It was my turn to be confused. He saw I didn't have a clue, and said, "You have different last names."
I laughed. "Oh, sorry, those are our first names." I shrugged. "My parents were weird, and so was her mother."
He smiled. "I'm Stephan, and my wife is Susanne."
The girls came over for a break, and I asked them if they wanted to get a drink and hang. They seemed to be in favor, so we found a table and talked while we had a drink. Meyers' legs were bouncing the whole time, and we had no sooner finished our drinks than she asked Susanne if she could dance with Stephan.
He tried to protest, claiming he wasn't any good at dancing and was just there for the music, but she wouldn't hear it and he was soon led forth, casting imploring glances back over his shoulder at his wife and me, while we laughed hysterically. He was a good guy.
I asked Susanne to dance, and she was as fun as Meyers. We hung out together until about midnight, when Meyers announced that we had an early morning before going to the palace.
Our taxi was waiting, and we got in. She slid over against me and I put my arm around her, pulling her close.



"They were very nice," she said. "I loved them. I think Stephan is a vampire, though."
I laughed. "Oh yeah? I didn't notice the fangs."
"Susanne said he goes to Romania on business," she said. "I bet I know what kind. Vampire business."
"You are a nut," I said. "I think you might be a vampire."
"Noo, who ever heard of a black vampire?" she asked. "You gotta be pale, like Stephan."
"What about Blade?" I asked.
"Ooh, I might be a Daywalker!"
I squeezed her. "My baby having a good time? Is this everything you hoped it would be?"
She snuggled in. "It is. I love it. Thank you for bringing me. I love you."
"I love you, too," I said. "I'm glad you aren't disappointed."
"Noo, not at all," she said. "Castles, though. I need castles!"
"Tomorrow?" I asked.
"We going to Nymphenburg Palace," she said. "Did you know that Bavaria had like kings, back in the day?"
"I did not," I said. "My girl is smart!"
She giggled. "I am! I looked it up, though. This was like waaay back. Can you imagine living in a palace?"
"Not really," I said. "I'd get lost and wind up in the dungeon."
"Right?" She laughed. "We need a dungeon."
"You planning to keep this motorcycle you want down there?"
"Noo, it's going in the garage and your truck going out on the driveway," she threatened. "I need a dungeon so I can practice my dark mistress skills."
I laughed. "My daughter: the Dominatrix."
"Yass," she said. "I'd be so good at it."
I slept well, and evidently, she did, too, because at 8:30 the next morning, she came through the connecting door pushing a cart laden with breakfast. I was dressed and shaving, and she came and wrapped me up in a big hug from behind.
"You hungry?" she asked. "I'm starving. Hurry up, slow-poke. We got places to go."
She went to the cart and filled her plate while I put away my razor. The condemned man had a hearty breakfast, and was marched away to his doom. That was joining a tour of the palace, and it was as impressive as the word "palace" sounds. I really couldn't imagine living there. I'd be afraid I'd sit on the wrong chair.
We had a nice dinner and went to a little bar she'd found, trying all the German beers they had to offer. Some were delicious and some were... awful. She tried one and wrinkled up her nose. "Yuck," she said.
I had the same opinion, but I asked her what was wrong with it. "It taste like water out a bottle I've had on my bedside table so long it built up anti-predator wards,"
I nearly fell off my chair laughing. "You are hilarious," I told her.
"Yeah, I know," she said. "I got all kinds of dope stuff to say."
We were walking back, both of us pretty buzzed, and she had one arm around my waist, bumping one hip against me as we walked. She'd taken out her braids the night before, and pounds of curls in what she called a "braid-out" were swirling around. I fluffed them up so I could put my arm around her shoulders.
My baby was tall! I'd known, of course, but how did that happen? She fit perfectly under my arm. She was looking up at me, laughing up into my face, and I was struck again at just how beautiful she was.
She had a broad, high forehead, her little baby hairs on it formed into cute curls she'd carefully formed. Her eyes looked very dark as we moved from streetlight to streetlight, flashing the green in them as we passed under one. They were almond shaped, turned up at the outer corners, giving her an exotic look, the lashes very long and thick. Her cute little nose had a few freckles scattered on it, a gift from my side of the family. Her lips were full and plush and she had a square jawline, tapering down to a pointed little chin, her high cheekbones setting off her classic beauty.
"Hello," she said. "I asked you a question."
I smiled. "I was just thinking. Sorry."
"What you were thinking about?" she asked.
"I was thinking about how gorgeous you are and how lucky I am to have you," I said.
Her eyes dropped in embarrassment for a second, then found mine again. "You gotta say that. You my dad," she said. "Anyway, what you think?"
"About what?" I asked.
"About going to Neuschwanstein Castle tomorrow," she said. "We needa get up hella early."
"Are you going to be hung over?" I asked.
"Oh, no, I don't think so," she said. "I'm not that drunk. You?"
"I had more than I'm used to," I admitted. "You're going to have to be quiet in the morning. Not make a bunch of racket like you usually do."
She slapped my stomach. "I do NOT make a bunch of racket."
*****
Neuschwanstein Castle was straight out of a fairy tale. Meyers was a little disappointed to learn it wasn't a thousand years old, but it was everything she'd dreamed, she told me. We spent the day prowling around, and instead of satisfying her, she was hungry for more. On the way back to the hotel she was going over our itinerary.
"We're checking out in the morning," she told me.
"Where are we going," I asked.
We're going to Trier," she said. "There's this really old castle there called Burg Eltz. The hotel isn't as swag as the Mandarin, but it looks nice."
"How long will it take us to get there?" I asked.
"I guess it depends on the traffic," she said. "Prolly about six hours if there isn't a problem. Tomorrow is Sunday, and I saw that's the best time for traffic, except at night. We'll be driving on the Autobahn! It's called Bundesautobahn 8. Imma drive. I can't wait."
"Dear God in heaven, we're about to die in a foreign land," I said.
"I'm a better driver than you," she shot off.
"I've driven you a million miles and you're still alive," I said.
"Yeah, and you've crashed me three times," she said.
"Hey, one of those we got rear-ended by a drunk driver, one a deer wandered into the road and the other one was on ice," I said in my defense.
"Well, I haven't crashed once," she said. "Ergo, I am a better driver."
I stared at her. "Close your mouth," she said. "A fly will go in."
I slept like a log and she roused me at the crack of dawn. Hell, it wasn't even dawn. "Get up, lazy. We want to get breakfast and get started."
I sat up and groaned. "I'm old, Meyers. Have pity."
"I did," she said. "I made coffee. Up and at 'em."
By the time we got breakfast and I had my third cup of coffee to go, I felt vaguely human. She was a bundle of energy, her usual latte in the cup holder and she whisked us onto the autobahn. It was as terrifying as I'd feared.
The traffic was very heavy, and they were all going at least 200 km an hour. That was in the restricted zones. Meyers handled it deftly, and I had to admit she probably was a better driver than I was. We zoomed along, stopping for lunch in Stuttgart. She was done driving, her thirst for suicide by car satiated, and I took it from there. It was nerve-wracking as hell, but I managed.
She got us to the hotel, and while not as "swag" as the Mandarin, it wasn't a Motel 6, either. We prowled around the old town and it was a beautiful place on the banks of the Moselle River. It was in the heart of the wine district, and had an Old-World charm.
We didn't have anything to do the next day, and she had set us up to use the hotel's spa. That was an experience. I had no idea what to expect, but when we arrived for our appointment, they took our clothes and gave us robes. We were led to showers, and then they took us to a treatment room. There were two bed thingies they called plinths, and they had warm towels laid out.
The woman who was our therapist said she would leave for a few minutes to give us privacy while we arranged ourselves. I looked at Meyers.
"Umm... what did she mean "arrange ourselves?"
"We take off our clothes so we can get the scrubs," she said.
"Uh, Meyers... you mean get naked?"
"Duh, Bennet. They're going to rub our whole bodies with some abrasive stuff, then wash it off."
"I... I... really?"
"Yes, really." She untied the belt on her robe, took it off and hung it on a hook, turning to look at me.
I was in shock. I knew Meyers was a spectacular looking girl. I mean, I saw her in tiny bikinis and often in her underwear. She never had a trace of modesty around me, but I hadn't seen her naked since she was a tiny little brown baby I bathed. I was unprepared for just how that moment was going to affect me.
God, she was a breathtaking, gorgeous, creamy-brown goddess of beauty. Her breasts weren't huge, which I knew, but they were more than a handful, firm with the resilience of her youth, sitting high and proud, completely in tune with her long, slender, slim-hipped body, and she didn't seem in the least embarrassed at exposing them to me. I was embarrassed enough for both of us.
She giggled at my look of consternation, which was quite disturbing, in itself, turned and fixed the towels before lying face down on the plinth. "Cover up my butt," she said, handing me a towel.
'Her butt.' That was not the name for it. I didn't know the name, but 'butt' did no justice to what she had. She was a serious lifter, spend ungodly amounts of time at the gym and working out in our home gym. That 'butt' was a thing of dreams. I knew that. I couldn't help knowing that. I saw it in her shorts, bikinis, workout gear, jeans, skirts and dresses. I know it was fantastic, but seeing it bare, jutting up from the table waiting for me to cover it with a towel, seeing it jiggle as she'd walked there and arranged herself, was a whole different ball game.
"Umm... Earth to Bennet," she said.
I tried to speak, but all that came out was a croak. She giggled again and I cleared my throat. "Sorry, umm... Meyers. Jesus, baby. Sorry."
I took the towel and that glorious ass disappeared. Her mother had been a beautiful woman, but damn. I was embarrassed about taking off my robe, and I grabbed the towel meant to cover my own ass, wrapped it around me and hung up the robe.
I glanced over at her and she was looking at me with accusing eyes. "What?" I asked.
"Bennet, we're going to be naked here. They don't have the same taboos we do, and I've never had them. You might as well get used to it."
"Well, I know you're not very... modest," I told her. "I don't like being naked in public. It's... hell, it's embarrassing, especially being in front of you with my dick hanging out."
She laughed. "Is it a secret you have a dick?"
I had to chuckle. "I guess not, but it's sure not something I go around showing people."
I arranged myself on the table, pulling the ends of the towel out to cover my ass, making sure my dick remained a secret. I lay there in an uncomfortable silence, which didn't seem to be at all uncomfortable for Meyers, who chattered away about the castle we were going to see the next day.
The woman came back in after a bit. She explained that she was going to exfoliate us with a mixture of sugar, salt and oatmeal. I mentioned that this sounded like breakfast cereal, and Myers laughed. The woman smiled. I wondered how often she'd heard that. Hey, I wasn't getting paid as a comedian. Dad jokes were more my thing.
She worked on Meyers, first, and I watched as her creamy brown skin took on a glow. She seemed to love it from the sighs and little sounds she made. The woman then worked me over, and I felt thoroughly sanded of any spare skin by the time she finished.
She washed us off, we donned our robes and went to the massage room. There was an identical disrobing and she oiled us up and went to work. This wasn't an erotic massage, but as she worked on Meyers, it was a sight to behold. She didn't miss an inch, and when that towel came down, I had to look away, especially when Meyers was on her back.
I got the same treatment, then we went to the steam room. It was hot as fuck in there, and we were both slick with sweat and oil. We sat on long stone benches that were attached to the wall, and steamed like lobsters.
"Imma melt in here," Meyers said. She took off her towel spread it on the bench and lay on her back. Again, I had to avert my eyes.
"Bennet?" Her voice was dreamy and languid.
"Hmm?"
"This is dope," she said. "I don't think I've ever been so relaxed in my life. Feel how smooth my skin is."
I scooted over until my thigh was against her head, her curls hanging down, tickling my calf. I reached out my hand and ran it over the ridges of her abs. She felt like wet silk. "Very smooth," I said.
I watched as she took my hand in hers, long slender fingers squeezing my big ones, and she slid my hand up onto one of her firm beautiful breasts. I tried to pull it away, immediately, but she hung on and she was strong. She arched her back, pushing that breast into my hand and I could feel the hardness of her nipple.
"Baby... I..." I stammered. "What..."
"Bennet, don't you think I'm pretty?" she asked.
"God, Meyers, 'pretty' doesn't begin to describe you," I was babbling. "You're gorgeous, heart-stopping; you know that. But... what are you doing?"
"Do you love me?" she asked.
"Yes, with all my heart. You're my life... but..."
"Same," she said. "I love you with all my heart. Tell me, when two people love each other, why shouldn't they be able to express that love in any way they want to express it?" She moved my hand to the other breast, and I was dying.
"I... I have no idea," I managed. "Have you been thinking about this, Meyers?"
She looked up at me, eyes liquid pools. "I have, for a while. I've been trying to get my head around my feelings."
"It just... it isn't right..." I tried to say.
"Who said so?" she asked.
"Well, society, religions, it's just..."
"I give zero fucks about society and religions," she interrupted me. "Since when do you care what society and religions think? They can think want they want. That's fine for them, but me, I'm finna turn up. Don't fight me, Bennet. Love me."
"I do, Meyers, God knows I do, but..."
"Look at me," she said.
I did. The breast she had my hand on, the other one, a pulse-pounding mound of femininity, the little brown nipple erect, her areola crinkled, the smooth sheen of her, down the toned muscularity of her torso. She was smooth satin, mons rising, smooth again, the V-shape of her pussy beginning between muscular thighs, strong calves tapering to her ankles and beautiful feet with cute little toes, the nails white and shiny with her polish.
"I love you, Bennet. I want to give you all my love," she said. "Don't you want me? I've been dreaming about this, you are in my dreams at night, every happy memory I have, you're the center of it, everything good in my life is you. I planned this, got you away, just you and me, here in this place, castles, fairy tales. Make mine come true."
My heart was bursting, so full of emotion, love, fear, longing and I couldn't stand it. I reclaimed my hand, slipping one arm under her head, the other behind her knees and lifted her, holding her on my lap, crushing her to me. She raised her face to me, offering me her lips, and I kissed her.
I had kissed Meyers thousands of times, but not like that. She made it into something that caused my head to swim, feeling this love on a level that I had never experienced. It went on until I felt like I was going to pass out. I pulled away, squeezing her body to mine.
"Hey," she murmured. "I gotta get out of here. I'm roasting and I can't..."
I laughed and stood, carrying her to the door. "Towels," she squeaked. I sat her down, grabbed them off the hook outside the door and we stepped out into air that was frigid after the heat of the sauna. She held my hand and we went to shower.
I let the water run over me, my thoughts swirling and disorganized. Washing away the sweat and oils, I couldn't seem to force a clear thought through the suddenly ossified channels of my brain. Visions of Meyers, the impassioned look on her face as she made her case, and even more, the images of that naked goddess looking up at me, brown beauty in sharp contrast against the white towels kept floating to the surface.
It occurred to me that I had similar memories of her mother, whom I had loved and lost, gone too soon. I turned off the water, dressed in my clothes that someone had put in a basket in the locker area and opened the door. I walked into an ambush.
Meyers was outside the door, and the first thing she did was leap on me, wrapping me in her arms with her legs around me like a boa constrictor. She kissed me fiercely and I felt her little pointy tongue seeking access. She was completely irresistible, and she gradually allowed her legs to slide down, standing and pressing me against the door.
She pulled back, looked at me and laughed. "I know. You're going to be okay. Imma make sure of that."
She put my arm over her shoulders, her arm around my waist and walked me out of the spa and into the lounge. She found a booth that suited her and sat me down, pushing me over so she could tuck herself right back against me. A server came and she asked for a wine list and a glass of Poire Williams for me.
He went away, and I asked her, "What the hell is Poire Williams, and how do you know I'll like it?"
"I know you," she said. "You like whiskey and brandy. I researched and this is pear brandy. Have you ever had any?" She was excited about introducing me to something new.
"I haven't tried pear brandy," I said. "It sounds... interesting."
The guy brought her list and my... whatever she called it. "This is in the famous Moselle wine district," she said. "After we go to the castle, I have two winery tours lined up the next two days." She scanned the list, selecting a Riesling from Forstmeister Zilliken. "This is local," she said," and we going there for a tour." She got the bottle, the dude poured her a glass and we settled in, exchanging tastes of our beverages. She wrinkled her cute little nose at mine, but her wine was good.
"Talk to me, Meyers," I said. "What's going on?"
She sighed. "Yeah, I've been thinking for a while, Dad. This is part of why I asked you if I could call you by your name, instead of "Dad." I'm changing things. You know I date; I go out with Rob; I've dated a few guys from the gym and college."
"Yes, I know. Did you not have a good time?" I asked.
"Yeah, I have a good time, but for a while I've been realizing that even when the guys are fun, I'm always just kinda waiting for the dates to be over so I can go home and be with you," she said.
"Wow! Well, that's flattering as hell, Meyers, but maybe you just haven't met the right guy."
"'Guy' has nothing to do with it," she said. "I've also been on dates with Riley."
"I had no idea," I said. "Are you two... no, obviously not."
"Were you gonna say gay?" She giggled.
"Yeah, but I guess today kind of put that to bed," I said.
"I think I could be with a woman," she said. "I love Riley, you know that, but again, I always find myself wishing you were with us."
"Well, when you start college, you'll meet a whole new crew," I mentioned.
"Yeah, but the problem is, I kinda feel like the guys I'll meet are gonna just be... sort of immature, you know? I'm most comfortable around older guys, and I dated one about your age. It was better, but he wasn't you. No one is you. I love you, you get me, I'm in tune with you like no one else."
"Yeah, but I'm old enough to be..." She snorted and we both laughed for a while.
"Yeah," she said. "I asked you a serious question earlier. I love you. You love me. It's right, so don't tell me it's wrong. Why shouldn't two people who are in love with each other be together, in every way?"
"Let me think a minute," I said.
"Okay, I'll just sit here and be quiet," she said. "How long do you think it will take? Do you think I'll like drink this whole bottle of wine, or just the rest of this glass?"
"I thought you were going to be quiet," I said.
"I am. I'll stop talking now." She giggled.
I sipped my very good brandy and marshalled my thoughts. Finally, I was ready, I thought.



"Okay, I'm not sure about any of this, understand, but here's what I've heard."
She leaned her chin on her hand, elbow on the table. "Shoot."
"Two things," I said. "The first is the genetic thing. You don't want two people who are closely related to have kids. If you have a recessive gene, it could become dominant."
"Yeah, I've heard that, too," she said. "Do you have a recessive gene?"
I laughed. "Not that I know of, but suppose I did?"
"Okay, I did some research and riddle me this: there are genes like for Huntington's Disease. If you have the gene, you will develop the disease. Your kids will have a 50 percent chance of having the gene. Is it your thought that we should stop all people with genetic disorders from having sex?"
Damn. She had thought about this. "That would not be my thought," I told her. "God, there are probably millions of people with genetic disorders."
"Right?" she said. "We can think about that one. What's the second thing?"
"Well, it's that I'm your father, you're my child. There is a kind of power imbalance there."
"Dad, I'm nineteen years old," she said. "That makes sense if I'm a minor. I can't give consent as a minor. I'm a grown-ass woman. That issue is dead. I could get a job, move out, be completely independent. The power thing is about rape, not us being related. It's no different than like a counselor, or teacher or pastor having sex with people who they have influence over. It's about consent."
I looked at her. "It seems like you have all the answers."
She laughed. "Far from it, but I have thought about it. Here's the facts: I love you. I want you. You love me. Do you want me?"
"I don't know, baby." It came out as anguished and unsettled as I felt. "I love you so much. I don't want anything, anything, to fuck that up. You've been my life, Meyers, for years. I'm afraid."
"I know," she said. "All I can do is tell you and show you that there is no possibility that I am not going to love you for the rest of your life. Do you believe that?"
I did. "Yes, I believe you."
"Then don't fight me," she said. "I'm sure, Bennet. I'm absolutely sure. I'm never going to change my mind."
She pushed at me. "Come on. Let's take the rest of this bottle up to our rooms."
We rode the elevator up, and she was pressed against me every second. She dug out her key card as we walked down the hall, and kissed me as she ducked into her room. "Go to your room and wait for me," she said.
There was a sofa and a chair in a sitting area in my room and I sat there, my thoughts swirling. I had no idea what to think. Suddenly going from zero to 100 with what Meyers had told me was a shock like nothing I'd ever experienced in my life.
I was completely unprepared, clueless, as usual, for her revelation. I'd had an experience when I was a teenager with the girl who'd lived two doors down from us. We'd been friends for years, I even thought of her as my best friend. We'd known each other since the third grade, and while I was aware she was a girl, I'd never had the slightest romantic feeling about her.
It was prom, and we'd been hanging out. We shared a love for Marvel comics, and she asked me if I had a date for the prom. I hadn't even planned on going, so I hadn't asked anyone.
"I want to go," she said. "Will you take me?"
"Really?" had been my answer.
"Really," she said. "You've never asked me out, Bennet. Why is that?"
I had no answer. It was as if I had been wearing a blindfold and suddenly, that was gone and I sort of saw her for the first time as something other than my best friend. I suddenly realized she was a gorgeous girl, and everything changed.
I felt awkward, unsure, and I had never felt that way with her before. I found the presence of mind to assure her that I wanted nothing more than to take her to the prom. That led to more dates, more awareness on my part, and six years later, Stefanie became my wife.
This was some eerie déjà vu shit. I was suddenly aware of Meyers in a new light. She had made me aware, God, at the point of a knife! Again, I was fully aware she was a gorgeous woman, hot to a degree that I now realized few women are.
I thought about it, and I was definitely sure that I had never had a single thought of her in any inappropriate way. I had a glow around my mind when I thought of her: pride, love, admiration, a protective instinct, all the things a father is supposed to feel about his daughter. Now, there was something different, caused by what she had said and done.
All those other things were still there, but I realized it was impossible to think of her in exactly the same way. There was something new. She had taken on an aspect that had never been there before. It was very unsettling and I had no idea how to handle it.
The connecting door opened and she came in, carrying her wine bottle. She had changed into shorts and little cropped t-shirt. She got two glasses and came to sit beside me, pouring us two glasses and snuggling in. I put my arm around her and she looked up at me, her left eye obscured by her curls.
"What are you thinking?" she asked.
"I have lost the ability to think," I said.
She laughed. "I know. It's going to be okay. I've been thinking about this for a while, but I was kind of a mess when I first realized how I felt about you."
"What settled you down?" I asked.
"Well, I felt like I was weird, at first," she said. "I felt kind of guilty and ashamed, like something was wrong with me. I tried to hide it from myself. I kind of had an epiphany one day."
"What happened?" I asked.
"Well, I met this guy at the gym. He was funny and kinda hot, and after a couple of weeks, his wife came in with him."
She paused for a minute. "And..." I prompted her.
She smiled. "Sorry, I was just remembering. Anyway, she was this beautiful redhead. What was different was that she was like 20 years older than him. She didn't look it, but she did look older and they told me."
"I guess that is unusual," I said. "Did they say anything about how that worked?"
"Yes. She was a friend of his aunt. That's how they met. Anyway, he did some work on her aunt's house, asked her out and they started dating."
"Was there a problem about their age difference?" I asked.
"Yes. Not with them, but they had friends and family who talked trash."
"And this got you thinking?"
"No, I had already been thinking. Seeing them together, how brave they were, how they gave zero fucks about what anyone else thought made me ask myself some questions."
"What kind of questions, and how did you answer them?" I asked.
"Well, one was why what anyone else might think mattered to me. I mean, it never has. Why would I care? Did you care about what people thought of you and Mom being together?"
"You mean because I'm white and she was black?"
"Yeah, I know that can't have been popular with some people, especially back then."
I laughed. "Well, it wasn't exactly the dark ages, Meyers. We got some looks, yeah. A few people said stupid shit."
"We get looks, you and me," she said. "That hasn't gone away. It's better here even than at home. Several tourists have asked me if they could take a picture with me."
"I hadn't noticed," I said.
"Yeah, well, I do," she said. "I feel eyes on me. I don't feel that here so much. Do you think people are imagining that you're my father when they see us together?"
"I have no idea what they're imagining," I said. "What do you think they're imagining?"
"I think they're imagining you my sugar daddy," she said.
I had to laugh. "They're not wrong."
She poked me in the ribs. "Yeah, but not like they think. When we go in a store or a restaurant at home and people stare at us, do you care?"
"Meyers, I don't even notice, so no, I guess I don't care. I'm used to it. I got used to it with your mother, and it never changed with you. I still don't care. Do you care?"
"It's not that I 'care,' exactly. I don't like it, but I'm not going to waste any energy on it. It's that thing again: why shouldn't I be with you? I'm a human, you're a human, I love you and I'm proud for people to see me with you. You love me. You tell me all the time. You also tell me you're proud of me. I believe you, and really, you're the only person whose opinion matters to me. Does that make sense?"
I nodded. "Yes, and I am proud of you."
"See?" she said. "So, I saw how it worked for the couple I was telling you about, and I decided I was going to be like them. They wanted each other and they went for it. I want you, and I'm going for it. Now, tell me what to do."
I laughed. "I have no idea. I don't know what to do, so how can I tell you? What do you want to do?"
"We'll go slow," she said. "I'm just getting used to feeling like I do about you, so I know you need to get used to it, too."
"I don't think I'm ever going to get used to it," I confessed.
"Yes, you will," she insisted. "Right now, we should go to bed. Tomorrow, we're going to Burg Eltz."
"Okay," I said. "Let's do that."
She went off to her room, leaving the connecting door open, and I brushed my teeth and climbed into bed. I was just about to drift off when I felt the bed move, the covers lifted, and Meyers slid in, moving over to lie half on top of me, her right arm and leg over me and her cheek on my chest. Her curls tickled my chin.
"Umm... Meyers?"
She snuggled closer. "Yeah, we're sleeping together from now on. I only booked one room for the rest of the time."
"You little devil," I said. "You've been planning this all along."
She giggled. "I have. I'm cunning like that."
"I thought you said 'slow;' this seems like a big change."
She rubbed her cheek on my chest. "It is. I have on my sleepy shirt." I wrapped my free arm around her, and she did.
Her "sleepy shirt" was always the same. I think she bought them by the dozen. They were always these Pink Panther t-shirt things that were long enough to come about halfway down her thighs.
"Hold me," she said. "I wanna be the little spoon."
She rolled with her back to me, pulled my arm under her head, scrunched her pillow up on that arm and scooted back into me. She took the arm under her head and folded it up across her body until my hand was on her breast, that firm little mound, an erect nipple crowning it.
She pulled my free arm over her and whispered, "Hand in my panties."
"What? I thought you said..."
"Do it," she said. "This is how it's going to be. Just hold me. Nothing else."
I allowed her to slide my hand down, feeling the soft cotton of her night shirt, down onto the smooth satin of her thigh, then back up, sliding under the shirt until I felt the lace of her panties, a thin strap over the swell of her hip. I moved my hand on my own, across the ridges of her abs, down, silk under my fingers, down to the tiny lace triangle barely covering her mons; the slight rise, still smooth silk, and she parted her thighs slightly, the natural gap a perfect fit for my hand. I was holding her, and I could feel the heat.
She sighed deeply and trapped my hand with those muscular thighs, wiggling back more firmly against me.
"Yass, that's it. Everything I've dreamed this would be. This is where I wanna spend the rest of eternity." She giggled a little, moved her curls a bit, out of my face, and we murmured soft words. I felt her breathing changing and her words slurred, becoming more infrequent. She was asleep.
I had held her, in every conceivable position, I had thought, all her life. Not like this, though. Her profile, just sheer beauty and innocence in her sleep, brought a tear to my eye. She was my life, and she was trusting me with everything. Our conversation had been incredible, her feelings out there, raw, exposing everything to me, even things that could have only been excruciatingly difficult to think, let alone say.
My heart swelled with love, admiration, every imaginable emotion. I became aware of new feelings, things that had never crossed my mind before. Her breast under my hand was incredible. I squeezed it a little. With her on her side, gravity had swelled it downward, but it still held its shape, the firmness filling my hand, soft, but firm, her nipple plainly pressing into my palm. I squeezed it a bit with my fingers and she sighed. Immediately feeling guilty, I stopped.
Her pussy felt like it had an internal heater against my fingers, warm, moist, and I was suddenly aware that my cock was so hard against her butt it was aching.
I dated. After Stefanie passed, it took me a long time to be in a place dating didn't seem like cheating on her memory. By the time I was in a good place about that, I had become comfortable with it just being me and Meyers.
I had the ordinary needs of any man, but I had this little brown toddler who depended on me for everything, filled my life with joy and made everything else seem unimportant. I still loved sex, and Stefanie had spoiled me rotten in that department. I was mature enough to understand that sex wasn't life, by that time, and although I had a series of relationships, they never went beyond casual. My sexual adventures had been limited to carefully selected partners, who had selected me with the same care.
This was something different, and I was wandering in the wilderness. I just knew one thing: I loved her without reservation, I was going to give her what she needed, and just the sheer impact of her physical beauty was nearly overwhelming.
I lay awake, walking pathways in my mind until sleep took me away. I vaguely felt her leave the bed, then drifted into a drowsy state until she was shaking me.
"Hey, you gonna sleep all day? Up, lazy one! Castles to see!"
I groaned. "Have pity. I'm old, tired and you killed my arm during the night. I think it's going to fall off if I move."
She beat me with a pillow until I had to take defensive action, pulling her down on top of me and tickling her into submission. I got up, made my morning ablutions and we had breakfast. Burg Eltz awaited, and after a beautiful little drive, we wound up the rocky outcropping overlooking the river to fairy tales.
She knew every detail of the history, and explained everything to me as we made the tour. Parts of it were from the 1500s, and it was everything she had been hoping it was. She flitted around, making our tour... interesting for everyone in our group, including our tour guide.
There were several Germans, touring in their own backyard, and several Japanese tourists, as well. One couple from Seattle was with us, and I think everyone in the group was fascinated by this tall gorgeous dusky goddess, curls swirling, chattering to them, even if they didn't speak English.
There was one tiny little Kazakh girl, accompanied by her grandparents, who fell in love with Meyers, and the feeling was plainly mutual. She spoke some English, and as the tour continued, she was drawn to Meyers like a moth to a candle. The last third of the tour, she was riding Meyers' hip as Meyers carried her around from place to place while her grandparents smiled and chattered away to each other in their own language.
They reluctantly parted company when the tour was over, Meyers kissing her soundly and with a final hug, then Meyers dragged me away to see the ruins of a fortress a little apart from the castle.
"She was so cute!" she exclaimed as we climbed the path. "I want her."
I laughed. "I think her grandparents might object a little. They seemed pretty fond of her, themselves."
She signed. "Yeah. She's a cutie, though."
"You're a cutie," I told her, squeezing her up.
"Right? I was a fright when I was that age, though. Why you let me go out with my hair looking like that in all those pictures we have?"
I laughed. "You wouldn't have it any other way."
She drove on the way back to the hotel, and we made our leisurely way through beautiful river valley. "Tomorrow, we finna go to tour the wineries," she informed me.
I groaned. "I'm going to need a vacation when we get home."
She laughed. "I am so good for you. I keep you young."
I fluffed her hair, twirling one glossy curl around my finger. "You do. I'm fully aware of how lucky I am."
She shot me a side-eye look. "Oh, you have no idea," she smirked. "You know, I hate it when people touch my hair," she said. "For some reason, I love it when you do. It makes me feel all warm inside, just this feeling of euphoria. I wonder what that mean?"
"I'm pretty sure it means you are in the beginning of a psychotic episode," I said.
She shook her head, all those pounds of curls swinging. "So mean," she said, then shot me a flashing smile. "I inherited my mental illness from you."
"Noo, I'm quite stable," I said. "I always suspected your mother of having tendencies, though. In fact, your grandmother is constantly psychotic."
She laughed. "Nuh-uh, Gram is dope. She been putting up with you for years."
A thought occurred to me. "Umm... Meyers..."
"Hold that thought," she said. "We're eating right up here."
After our food came, she got to what I'd been thinking. "Dad, I don't think Gram and Pops needa know, umm, about you and me, I mean. I love them to death, but they're like, old school, you know."
"Yeah, I do know," I said. "I've known them practically all my life, Meyers. A lot of my good memories growing up have your grandparents in them."
"Tell me," she said.
"Well, they moved into the neighborhood when I was in the third grade," I said. "I saw them unpacking a truck when they moved in, and asked my mother if I should help. She thought that would be nice."
"I wish I could have known your parents," she said.
"I know, baby. They would have loved you. Anyway, they had a little girl my age, and we were carrying boxes into her room. She opened one, and it was full of comics. She had every one of the Beta-Ray Bill volumes. That was one of my favorite Marvel superheroes, and we bonded. That was the day I met your mother. I spent nearly as much time at their house as I did at mine after that. We were best friends."
She put her head on my shoulder and her little hand tucked into mine. I got that euphoric feeling she'd mentioned earlier, and she said, "Aww, that's so sweet!"
"They never seemed to mind having a weird little white kid hanging around all the time," I told her. "I was a constant dinner guest, and they treated me just like I was their kid. That never stopped. I love them, Meyers, and I wouldn't hurt them for the world."
"Same," she said. "That's why this is going to be our business, okay?"
"Don't you think they'll notice you don't have boyfriends?"
"No, I don't like deceiving them, but it's for their good, so they won't get hurt," she said. "I've told them hundreds of times I'm happy by myself and not very interested in ever changing that. They're used to it."
*****
The winery tours were fantastic, we visited more castles and Meyers loved every minute. Germany turned out to be everything she hoped it would be and I loved watching her immersing herself in life.
Every night, she came and crawled into bed with me, the same rituals, her warm body pressed against mine and I discovered that I craved that intimate time. I had always been under her spell, but it reached whole different dimensions.
The last night of our journey found us back in Munich, ensconced at the Mandarin in the same suite where we began. She took me dancing again, and it was a great memory.
The walk back to the hotel was filled with her laughter and she leaned against me in the elevator. When we got to our room, she went in the bathroom and I just sat there, enjoying a little buzz and winding down.
She opened the door and stood in the doorway. I just watched her, the play of emotions across her face. "Imma shower," she said. "Come with." She held out her hand to me.



I got up and took her hand. She turned her back to me and moved her hair to one side. "Unzip," she said.
I undid the hook and slid the zipper down slowly, the backs of my fingers brushing down her spine, down to the little dimple in the small of her back. She shivered and got goosebumps. I stroked that little hollow with my fingertips and she squirmed.
The tactile sensation was incredible, and I slid my hands back up, parting the two sides of her dress until it slipped over her shoulders. The front hung on her breasts for a moment, then she wriggled a bit and it fell to the floor. Her arms crossed across her breasts, she looked back over her shoulder at me and her little pointy pink tongue moistened her lips.
She knew exactly what she was doing. She turned quickly, pressing herself against me and pulling my head down to kiss me. I lost myself to the sensation and felt clever fingers unbuttoning my shirt, spreading it open as her breasts pressed into my bare chest, nipples already erect, scraping over me.
I held her, keeping the kiss and felt her hands at my waist, quickly disposing of my belt buckle, then the hook and zipper of my pants. They fell, and we matched. Well, sort of. Her tiny little purple lace panties and my black and yellow Wolverine boxer briefs pressed together.
I felt her cool little hands slip inside, squeezing my ass, and I pushed her panties off, down over the jutting roundness of her cheeks, tugging on them a little. I let go and sunk my fingers in, feeling that malleable firmness. She flexed and it was silk-covered iron. She giggled, stepping back to raise one leg so she could discard the panties. I shucked down my underwear and she started the shower.
She got the water the temperature she wanted, basically lava flowing out of the shower head, stepped in and pulled me with her.
I pulled her wet body back against me, my cock erect and pressing into that glorious ass. She reclined her head against my chest, and I reached for a bottle, squeezing the gel out on her chest. My hands, seemingly of their own volition, smeared the gel, working lower, soaping up those stunning breasts.
I massaged them, hands sliding, plucking at and stretching her rubbery nipples until they snapped free, the soap sliding them smoothly through my fingers. She made a low moaning sound, grinding herself back into me.
I went slowly, washing, touching, caressing every inch of her. Stefanie had been a beautiful bundle of sexy, and I'd seen plenty of beautiful women naked, both in person and in pictures, but I'd never seen anything like Meyers. She was the total package.
Her breasts stood out proudly, creamy brown, darkening to a milk chocolate as the little miniature features covering the ends thickened, little hills of their own, coming to pointed little peaks of the same color. I got more gel in my hands, sliding down over the muscularity of her body, cupping her little pussy and washing. She trembled against me and began a slow writhe. I felt the little nub of her clit and rubbed it gently as she moaned again.
I moved away, washing her back, kneeling behind her to get my hands on that ass. God it was spectacular, callipygian, amazing in its shape, firm, spectacularly round. I spent a lot of time there, unable to quite believe what I was seeing, feeling, squeezing. She giggled.
"You like my ass, huh?"
"God, baby, you're spectacular."
I washed her legs, turning her to face me, the water streaming down over us, and I parted her legs a little, leaned forward and gave that little pussy a swipe with my tongue. She jolted and sagged at the knees a little. I held her legs firmly, dipping in, and she began to tremble as my tongue burrowed inside, finding her slippery moisture, then moving back up to tease the little brown nub above.
"Oh, my God," she groaned. "Yes..."
Her fingers tangled in my wet hair and she tugged me closer, her hips thrusting, seeking more. She was steady now, so I used one hand to stroke the inside of her thighs, bringing it up and easing a finger into her as I attacked her clit with my mouth.
Every movement of my tongue and lips produced a reaction, and I eased my finger carefully up into her hot tightness. I felt no barrier at her opening, and I wondered...
Forgetting that, I used every trick I knew to make this something she would never forget. Her trembling became very pronounced, her muscles tensing and then she made a hoarse little scream, exploding, all that tension turning into thrusting, moaning incredible girl as she came, beginning to droop against me.
I quickly stood, leaving that finger inside her and held her as she writhed against me, the look of ecstasy on her face the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen. She gradually coasted down, sagging against me for a moment as I felt her contract again and again on my finger.
She rested for a minute, the water streaming over us, then she looked up, searching my face, my eyes. Evidently, she found what she was looking for, because she reached up and pulled me down for a kiss. It went on forever, until she pulled away, panting.
"I've been waiting so long," she murmured, her voice barely audible. "God, I love you. That was... perfect." She leaned back and flashed me one of those dazzling smiles. "My turn. No, your turn."
Not a single inch of me wasn't explored. She avoided my cock and balls until everything else was explored to her satisfaction.
"I didn't know you shaved," that wet little beauty said, looking up at me. "I like."
I laughed. "Well, so did your mother."
"It's in the genes," she said.
I was covered in gel, washed thoroughly, rinsed and inspected. She turned my cock to different angles, hefted and gently explored my nuts.
She giggled. "Is it supposed to be this big?"
I laughed. "How would you know?"
Wrapping her long slender fingers around me, she looked up again. "I don't. This is my first, in the flesh, so to speak. I do have an Internet connection, you know."
"I'm installing parental controls as soon as we get back," I said.
She slapped my thigh. "Nuh-uh. Imma kiss him."
Her words were matched by actions, and the sight was incredible. This incredible dusky elf was planting those full, lush lips on me. They slowly parted and she took me inside volcanic heat.
She pulled back. "What do I do?" she asked.
"Whatever feels good," I said. "Imagine it's an ice cream cone."
She cocked her head to one side, threw her wet curls over her back and if she ate ice cream cones like she went after my dick, I wanted to be an ice cream cone.
It had been a while, and the sight, the gulping sounds she made, the feel of those lips and her hot little tongue had me on the brink in no time. I warned her.
"Baby, if you don't stop..."
Her eyes came up and locked on mine as she redoubled her efforts, pumping what she didn't have in her mouth with one wet little hand, the other braced on my thigh.
The pleasure was agonizing in intensity as I went off like a bomb. She gagged and sputtered at the first burst, then went back to work, cum flowing down her little pointed chin, her eyes never leaving mine. The sensation built into discomfort, just too much, and I held her face between my hands, easing her off and pulling her up.
She turned her face into the water, rinsing away the cum, then I pulled her nakedness tightly against me.
She had her face in my shoulder, nuzzling into me like a kitten. "Was it good?" I heard her murmur in enquiry.
"God, baby, if it was any better, I'd die," I told her. I tilted her head up so I could kiss her, lifted her by her butt and put her out on the mat, stepping out after her. I dried her, fluffed up her curls with another towel and dried myself as she moved out into the room, her hair wrapped in the towel.
She had the bed turned down and was lying there on the white sheets, wet curls spread out in a halo on the towel over her pillow, a gorgeous naked brown goddess. As I walked to the bed, she squealed and jumped up. "Wait, wait."
She walked, all that glorious nakedness, into the bar area. I watched her walk, and the words to "Black Dog" sprung unbidden to my mind: "Hey, hey, baby when you walk that way, watch honey drip, can't keep away." She was pure, unadulterated honey. She bent to get in the refrigerator, and I could see that dusky pussy peeking out from that gap between her thighs. God, it was a sight to raise the dead, and I wasn't dead.
She came bouncing back with two bottles of water, the view from the front no less spectacular than from behind, and that was a hell of a view. She set one bottle on the bedside table, bounced into bed, opened the top and drank about half the bottle, handing it to me. "I was hella thirsty," she said.
I laughed, drank the rest and threw the empty bottle across the room. It was a perfect shot into the trash, astonishing even me.
"Damn, you good." She admired my shot. I grabbed her and pulled her down, kissing all over her face.
"No, kitten, you're good," I said.
There was no more talking, or any other interruptions for a while, until she pushed me onto my back, crawling on top of me. "Make love to me, Bennet," she said.
"Baby, are you..."
"I'm sure," she said. "I've never been as sure of anything in my life. Imma do it."
She sat up, scooting her hips forward along my legs until her slit was riding on my dick. She ground down and moaned, sliding forward so that her lips enveloped the top half of my cock, letting me feel how wet and warm she was. She repeated that motion, sliding easier every time as her gooey juices made me slick.
She slid forward far enough that I got stuck in her entrance, my cock popping free to ride up over her clit as she moaned again. She repeated it, this time getting the angle right as I popped inside.
She froze in place, a look of pain and wonder on her face. "Oh, my God," she said. "Damn, what... I... you have a huge dick! Why don't you have a tiny little weenie?"
I had to laugh, then a thought struck me. "Meyers, should I be wearing a condom?"
"Oh, hell no. I been on birth control since I was like 17," she said. "Honestly, you are so clueless. I've never had a dick in me, though, and yours is a monster."
I wasn't a porn star, so it amused me she was making such a huge deal, but lying there with just the head of my dick in that snug little volcano was making me nuts. She swiveled her hips, stirring me around just inside her, then pressed again. I slid about halfway in, and she froze again, falling forward to flatten her breasts against my chest and stretching to kiss me.
"I dunno," she murmured. "I don't think I can take it."
"You can, baby," I assured her. "Women have whole babies. Let me..."
I held on to her slim hips, drew back and reclaimed the territory, resting again, then repeated the motion, not stopping this time, just reveling in the sensation of that silken sticky tunnel, advancing and retreating. After a minute I could feel her relaxing, and she began moving to meet me.
She was so flexible she could rise up and thrust back down with her hips while lying flat on my chest. I could see over her shoulder as her fantastic ass pumped and churned over me, jiggling each time she changed direction.
"I wanna see," she gasped, pushing herself up off my chest, looking down to our joining. She moaned when she saw my cock in her, her motions becoming stronger, and she reached down and began to rub her clit, dipping into her moisture for lubrication.
She was gradually taking more until the slapping of her ass against my thighs told us she wasn't going any deeper in that position. She was panting now, moaning out her pleasure with each pump of her hips, and she came, throwing herself down on my chest again and throbbing against me, her legs locking out straight outside mine and I could feel her toes curling against me. I let her come back to earth, then rolled so that I was on top of her.
"Let me drive," I whispered in her tiny little ear, biting gently on her earlobe. I began to drive into her, holding deeply at the bottom of each thrust, and her moans became very loud, her long muscular legs locking around me, pulling me into her as her hips thrust against me.
She was no passive lover, her hands everywhere, her body weaving a web of motion and she came again, bridging up against me, her legs locked and shaking again. She clung to me, her lips alive against mine. "Good God, Bennet, that was... that was... incredible."
I pushed up, flipping her on her belly, mounting her ass and plunging back inside, her ass against my groin, buried deeply inside her hot pussy, and I started pumping her. I gave her ass a little spank and she squealed, thrusting it back into me.
The sound of her squishy pussy, the ripe woman scent of her, the visual, her dark skin against my paler tone, the fact that she loved me, I loved her and had all her life, always would, drove me.
"Dad, I don't think I can... I can't... so deep... oh, my God, I'm going to come some more!" She made that little hoarse scream again, coming, moving from one orgasm to the next, sobbing into the bed, losing control and I came in her, harder than I could ever remember, pouring out all my love for this incredible girl, this woman, who was mine.
*****
The flight home was as tedious at the flight there had been, but there was a difference. Meyers was her usual dynamo, only more so. She chattered away until the flight got off the ground, then used her ear buds to listen to music for an hour or so. I had thought she was asleep, then I felt her hand slip into mine. She opened her eyes and looked at me oddly.
"Dad, what keeps us in Phoenix?" she asked.
"Umm... well, that's where we live," I said.
"Yeah, but why we live there, particularly?"
I laughed. "Why does anyone live anywhere? I lived there, at first, because my parents did. After I met your mother, she lived there, too. I got a job there, built my first shop, you were born and started school. We bought our house, I started the other shops, your grandparents are there."
"I wanna go to the University of Arizona," she said. "You know that. It's in Tucson. You have a shop in Tucson. What is preventing us from moving there?"
"Well, our house, your grandparents, seem to head the list," I said. "Why would we move there?"
"No one knows us there," she said. "It's still close enough that we could visit Gram and Pops all the time, and they could come to see us. A house is a house. The only thing special about ours is we live there."
"Okay, I understand that, but again, why?"
"Duh," she said. "I'm going to be living in Tucson, going to college. I want to be with you. Like I said, no one knows us there. We can be together, like "together," you know, and no one will know anything except that you my sugar daddy." She laughed.
"Well, I guess it's possible," I said. "Are you sure?"
"No, but it's something to think about."
"I'll do that," I assured her.
"I just want you to know that I'm willing to do drastic stuff to be with you," she said.
I was touched. "Thank you, baby. I'll do the same."
She flashed me that dazzling smile and the ear buds went back in. Those huge eyes closed, and I think she did fall asleep.
When we got home, we were both exhausted, and she wanted to nap, pulling me along with her. We made love, slow, sweet and so satisfying.
I knew we had challenges ahead, but as I rolled to her favorite position, taking her with me, I felt confident what I was feeling with her, what she obviously felt about me, was up to any obstacle. She was quickly asleep, and I just knew, somehow, she was dreaming about castles.
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"God, you're a cold bitch," she said.
"What? Dude is obviously a tool," I said. "Look at him."
She watched the retreating form for a few seconds, then laughed. "Okay, what gives him away?"
"Damn, girl, isn't it obvious? Long hair can be snatched, but his isn't. It's not long enough to look hot, it just looks like he needs a haircut. His belt buckle is off center, he's too old for the bracelets and his belt shouldn't be brown."
Cindy laughed again. "Yeah, but did you have to crush him like that?"
I shot her a smile. "No, I'm just tired, Cin. I'm tired of being hit on by losers, I'm tired of men, I'm tired of fucking life."
She held my hand. "Well, I hope you're not tired of me."
I gave her hand a squeeze. "Noo, sweetheart. I'm never tired of you. I am tired of you trying to set me up with dates all the time, though."
"I just want you to be happy," she said.
"I know, but I am happy," I said. "Jesus, Cin, I just want to hang out with you, Paul, too, if you guys will let me. You won the lottery with him, babes. If you give him to me, I'll be happy to date."
"No way, bitch," she said. "If you make a play on him, I'll poison your coffee."
We both laughed. She knew I was joking. I mean, she had hit the lottery with Paul, but the man was besotted with her, and she was my friend. Friends don't fuck over friends. Not in my tribe, anyway. I would rather have cut off my arm than hurt this little angel who masqueraded as my friend. She was also my personal assistant, and she could easily poison my coffee.
At work on Monday, we both giggled insanely as I made a show of sniffing suspiciously at my coffee when she brought it in. "I didn't poison it, yet," she said.
"What we got this morning?" I asked.
"You are meeting with Angus and the Torpon Group at 10, lunch with the people from ARCO and you have a 2:30 with a James Cross."
"Who the fuck is James Cross?"
She laughed. "You really should pay more attention to me. I've told you like ten times that he's the junk guy."
"Junk guy?"
"Yeah, he founded a company that hauls away junk. Big junk, like appliances, cars, furniture, stuff the trash collectors won't take, industrial debris."
"Can he afford us?" I asked.
"Carter, his firm had profits of 137 million last year."
I made a low whistle. "Well, who knew there was so much money in junk? What does he need us for?"
"He wants us to negotiate with the union," she said.
I wrinkled up my nose and she laughed. "I know, you hate dealing with unions."
"Who's the union rep?" I asked.
She checked the file. "Some guy named Landan Drake."
"Never heard of him."
"No, me either. He's with the Teamsters, though."
*****
I met with my clients, and it was okay. Some dude from ARCO who imagined he was God's gift to women the world over tried to hit on me at lunch. He was obviously new to the team. I put up with his innuendo for about 10 minutes, then pulled Randleman aside.
"Thomas, are you looking for new representation?" I asked him. "Maybe you're just looking to have a scene here in the restaurant?"
His face went pale. He was black and pretty dark, at that, so it was an interesting phenomenon. "We aren't looking for either," he said. "Is Shaw bothering you?"
"You're about to find out," I said.
"Please, Carter, I'll handle it. I'm sorry. Please don't do anything embarrassing. It would be worth my ass if we lost you."
"That would be a shame, it's a nice ass," I said.
Now he went from pale to blushing. Who knew we could be so versatile? I would have to see if I could change colors like that. "I'll give you a minute," I said.
He hurried back to the table and I saw heads turn my way. I waved and they quickly swiveled back. The twatwaffle got up, plainly angry, and stormed away. He glared at me and I gave him the one-finger salute. He hesitated, then left the restaurant.
Other than that, it was a typical day. I met with junk guy. He was... interesting. Not interesting in a good way. He wanted to tell me all about his politics, which fell somewhere between Vlad the Impaler and Genghis Khan. I finally had enough.
"Look, Mr...." I had to think for a minute to remember his name: it wouldn't do to call him "junk guy." "...Cross, I'll be happy to represent you. It's my professional responsibility to see to it that you get the best representation I can possibly provide. If you retain our firm, I will get you the best contract I can ethically provide. I will be professional at all times. Your politics have zero to do with your contract or with me, personally. Do you understand?"
He didn't. He insisted on "explaining" a bunch of shit I thought was appalling, atavistic and not in a good way. I loathed the man. I doubted he'd ever had a date in his life, and every time he opened his mouth, he confirmed my suspicion.
After the third time I interrupted him and he refused to stop, I stood up, smoothed out my skirt and extended my hand. "I'm sorry, Mr. Cross, but this firm will not be able to represent you," I said.
He blustered around a bit, but I buzzed Cindy and politely, but firmly, showed him the door. As soon as he was gone, I walked over to Cindy's desk.
"Cin, what was the name of the union rep guy?"
She looked. "Landan Drake," she said.
"See if you can talk to him," I said. "If you get through, tell him I want to represent the union."
Her jaw dropped. "Jesus, what happened, Carter?"
"He was an asshole," I said.
"He must have been if you want to represent a union," she said. "What did he do, let a really big fart in your office?"
I cracked up. "Yeah, but it was verbal. He spouted a bunch of shit about 'didn't we have a man on staff to handle his business?' He was sure I was a good attorney, but he preferred a man. That was just the beginning. It got steadily more condescending and insulting from there."
She looked shocked. "I'm sure he knew you're the senior partner and owner. Why didn't you give him to Noah?"
Noah was one of our associates, and a good man, but the dude pissed me off. "See if you can get Drake," I said. "They probably have their own team, but I've done this before and they know who I am. Maybe they'll be down."
"Well, that would be nice," she said. "He may have been an asshole, but he was an asshole with money."
I laughed. "Trust me, Cin, that's the worst kind."
We weren't hurting. We were one of the top two law firms in the region, and if I didn't care about the sort of attorneys we hired, we could have been number one. We had some huge corporate clients, and probably, if Cross talked as much shit to other people as he did me, having him as a client wouldn't have been a good look for us, anyway. He was fucking embarrassing.
It was 5:30, and I was packing my bag when Cindy buzzed. "I have Mr. Drake on line five," she said.
"Damn, Cin, good work," I said. "I may have to give you a raise."
"I'm holding my breath," she said.
I answered the phone.
"Carter Blackwell, imagine me talking to you." His voice was a deep, resonant bass, very low pitched. If bears could talk, he was what they would sound like. "What's the shark doing trying to swim with the minnows?" he asked.
I smiled. "I'm hungry," I said. "Feed me."
"You mean like... dinner?" He was unsure of himself.
I laughed. "I mean I'd like to be point on your negotiation with the junk dude," I said. "Do you want to talk about it over dinner? I can do that, too."
"Umm... okay, I'll have to... yeah, I can do that. Where, and what time?"
"Mémé Mediterranean, one hour?"
"I can do that."
"Can you get a table?" I asked.
"Is it hard?"
"Very," I said.
"Probably not, then," he said. "Can you? I'm just a flunky."
"I can," I said. "Wear a tie. And a jacket."
He laughed. "I happen to own both a tie and a jacket."
"Good man," I said. "Every girl crazy 'bout a sharp dressed man."
"Oh my God, you're a ZZ Top fan?"
I laughed. "Who isn't? See you in an hour."
They knew me at Mémé, and promised to have us a table. I went home, took a quick shower, put on a nice dress and my driver dropped me, only five minutes late.
I checked in with the hostess, who told me my "date" was waiting for me at the bar. She took me back and I, of course, had no idea what to expect, never having met Mr. Landan Drake. I was in for a shock.
He was a shaggy giant. He looked huge sitting at the bar, but when the hostess said, "Mr. Drake," and he stood, I realized how big he actually was. I was wearing three-inch heels, and my six feet without the heels usually left me towering over people like a tree. I felt, somehow, small and a little intimidated by this man.
He stuck out a huge paw, which totally engulfed my long slender one. "Carter Blackwell, in the flesh," he said. "I'm Landan. It's a pleasure to meet you."
It took me a minute to recover from his sheer physical presence. His hair was long, down on his shoulders, and as curly as mine.
"It's a pleasure to meet you, Landan. You can call me Carter."
We followed the hostess to a little table next to the window. I liked the view. We ordered drinks. He had a Manhattan and I had a mango margarita. We looked over the menus and made small talk until the waiter came back and took our order.
He got down to it. "Why would you want to get involved in a peanuts labor contract?" he asked.
"What, you think that's beneath my notice?" I asked.
He made a rumbling chuckle. "Well, yeah, I kind of do. I know who you are, Carter, and while it's a deal to us, we don't have the kind of money Cross has. What's your interest?"
I gave him a rueful grin. "You got me. He came to my office to hire my firm to represent him. He pissed me off, so, here I am."
He laughed, the bass rumble very pronounced. "Remind me not to piss you off."
"I'm in a very good mood," I said, "which will only be improved if you let me break it off in his ass."
"What did you have in mind for that?" he asked.
"Give me everything you have," I said. "I'll do my best for you. My best is pretty good, you know."
"So I've heard," he said. "Carter, I don't have the authority to make decisions like this. I can move it up the food chain, though."
"Charm them," I said. "How charming are you, Landan?"
"Oh, I'm right up there with the best," he assured me.
"Do you mind if I ask how old you are?" I asked.
He grinned. "Do you?"
"Not if you tell me first," I said.
"I'm 33," he said.
"I'm older than you," I informed him.
He laughed. "Oh, no. I told you, and you promised."
"You'll never be a good attorney," I said. "What I actually said was, I didn't mind if you asked. I never mentioned that I'd tell you."
He looked intently at me, giving me an up and down. "I'm going to say 35," he said.
"You shouldn't do that," I told him. "What if I was 30, and you said I was 35?"
"You said you're older than I am," he said. "If you hadn't, I would have said you were in your late 20s."
"Ohh, you are charming," I said. His 35 estimate was off by 10 years.
"Are you going to tell me?" he asked.
"I'm 45, Landan."
He actually looked shocked.
I laughed. "You ever hear the expression, 'Black don't crack?'"
"I think so," he said. "What does that mean?"
"It means black people don't show their age," I said. "Our skin doesn't show wrinkles as much because of several factors. I haven't changed much since I was in my twenties."
"I believe you," he said. "Don't take this wrong, but you're a gorgeous woman, Carter. You wouldn't believe the looks we got walking back here. Are you married?"
I wiggled my fingers at him to show I didn't have rings. Well, not wedding or engagement rings. "I got married when I was 24," I told him. "It lasted three years. I've been in two long-term relationships since. What about you?"
"Nope, never been married," he said. "I was engaged once, but that kind of fell apart."
"I thought you were charming," I said.
He laughed. "Yeah, but I found out in the nick of time that you didn't have to be all that charming to get with her."
"Well, you escaped," I said. "The people you represent probably wish they could escape Mr. Cross."
"Yeah, nothing would make us happier than for him to sell the company," he said. "You weren't wrong about him. He's a pain in the ass, and he did a bunch of illegal shit when his drivers were organizing. He intimidated the drivers, made it hard to vote, promised them pie in the sky. We actually lost the initial vote, but the courts gave us a do-over, the NLRB got involved and ran the election. It was a landslide."
"He seems like the type," I said. "I have to tell you, Landan. I'm not a personal fan of your bunch, the leadership, I mean. I think they're corrupt as fuck, but I'll be professional and get you the best contract I can. I'll work my little ass off."
"I figured you'd hand it off to someone else," he said. "It's personal, huh?"
"It is," I said. "Cross didn't think a woman could handle the job. I probably would have handed it off, but not after that. Set me up with the big shots. I'll take it from there."
"I think I wouldn't want to be sitting across the table from you," he said. "I'm glad he's an asshole."
Landan was a very pleasant dinner companion. He was open, seemed honest and he was very funny. I suspected many people took a look at him, thought he was a muscle-bound jock and underestimated him.
We finished our meal and he asked me if I wanted to go to a club, have a drink and maybe dance a little. "Can you dance?" I asked.
"Well, I'm no great shakes at it," he said. "I do know how, but I'd guess you're much better."
We went, and he turned out to be a good partner. He kept away the players, just by being himself. No one in their right mind was going to ask me to dance when I was obviously with this giant.
He was better at slower numbers, and the DJ was playing some old-school stuff. It was Tracy Chapman's "Give Me One Reason," and it hit me different.
I leaned forward so he could hear me, and said, "Give me one reason, Landan."
He looked down at me and smiled. "Because you're having fun?"
I was, too. He was a fun guy. The fact that he was hot as fuck didn't hurt anything, either. We had two more dances and another drink. I messaged John, and Landan walked me out and put me in the car.
"Need to be dropped?" I asked.
"I'd love to say yes," he said, "but my car is back at Mémé."
"You have my number. You can call me anytime," I said.
We both laughed at my using Tracy Chapman's lines from the song, and I was on my way. I sat back and relaxed, a little buzz going, cool air blowing over me and reflected.
I realized that I hadn't had a reason for a very long time. I enjoyed my life, did what I wanted, went where I wanted, whenever I wanted. I worked when I felt like it, and didn't if I wasn't feeling it. My life was pretty much the way I wanted it. I wondered why I felt this vague sense of disquiet. I laughed and shrugged off my introspective mood.
I heard music playing when I walked in. Tai was home. I took off my shoes and walked down the hall to her room. The door was open and I peeked in. She was sitting cross legged, books spread all over the bed. She noticed me and paused her music.
"Hey, Mom. Sup?"
"Hey, baby." I admired her. God, what a beauty. It was hard to believe she was mine, and hard to believe she was all grown up. My little cutie with the Bantu knots was a grown-ass woman, long, graceful, slender gorgeousness.
"Had a late business dinner then went to a club with my client. Well, I hope he's going to be my client."
"Was he a stud?" she asked.
I laughed. "Yeah, I guess he was. You'd probably think so anyway."
"Too bad he's a client," she said. "You could ask him out."
"Maybe I'll fire him," I said. "That's how I get all my dates, you know."
"You have dates?" she asked, like that was the biggest shock she'd ever had. "Who knew? I thought you were waiting for someone to crash their car into our living room, then you could ask the dude out."
"Ha-ha," I said. "We live on the 19th floor. Unless he's Batman, no such luck. My baby have a good day?"
"The usual," she said. "Working on personality assessment class, now. I'll prolly get a C, if I'm lucky."
"I'll believe it when you show me," I said. I couldn't ever remember her getting a C in her life, and very few Bs. The girl was scary smart. "You still playing tomorrow?"
"Yeah, you still coming?" she asked.
"That's my plan," I said. "When do we need to leave?"
"Around 10," she said. "I'm not playing until 11, but traffic and warmup, you know."
"I'll be ready," I promised. She held out her arms and made a kissy face. I went over and gave her a hug and a kiss. "Night, Tai," I said. "Love you."
"Love you, Mom."
I took me a bubble bath, and fell asleep easily. If I had any dreams, they were good ones, and when the alarm went off at nine, I was rested and ready.
Tai wanted to take my car, so we got her bag and rode down to the garage. She was sitting there: my other baby. The yellow and black gleamed on my Demon.
"Wanna drive?" I asked.
She squealed like she had since she was a tiny little brown bundle of joy. "Oh, yeah. Imma yeet my bag in the back." She got out her keys and popped the trunk while I buckled into the passenger seat.
She was a very good driver, but she insisted on snapping our necks at every light, and she was doing 70 by the time we were 50 feet up the entrance ramp. Once we hit the highway, she kept it close to the speed limit, and we didn't hit any major traffic.
Tai was a very good tennis player. She'd started beating me on a regular basis at about 16, and she'd improved ever since. We still played two or three times a week, and I'd improved a lot just trying to keep up with her.
This was a club tournament, and she played well. I was enjoying myself, watching my girl, and then Dan showed up. Of course, he had to sit by me and I had to put up with his unwelcome obnoxiousness. The man couldn't shut his mouth. I was civil to him, but we weren't friends. We never would be. The only thing good he'd ever done in his life was father Tai. He was good at sperm donation, but he even sucked at being a father. Tai's two half-siblings were a testimony to his ability to spread pollen, but she was closer to them than he was.
I'd been a child with stars in her eyes when we got married. I lost them quickly. He was emotionally abusive, and physically, once. A girlfriend had sent me a picture of him out at a bar with some hoe, and we had a big fight. He'd slapped me, and I'd put him in the hospital. The lamp on the table I'd fallen across did enough damage that he had been afraid of me, since. That was it, for me. Tai was two when I divorced him, and although he was always hanging around, he always had a shady motive. She tolerated him and would occasionally consent to doing something with him.
"Dan," I nodded as he took his seat.
"Carter, I think you get more gorgeous every time I see you," he said.
"Well, thanks, but the comparison to the strippers and hoes you usually see isn't flattering."
"Jesus, Carter, why do you always have to be so rude?" he complained.



"I'm not usually rude," I said. "It's being in the company of a creature I hate that makes me that way."
"Still got that mouth," he snarled. "Someday..."
"What? Someday I'll beat the fuck out you again?"
He relapsed into a sulky silence, but not for long. I put up with him for about 15 minutes, then I dug out my ear buds and played music while I watched.
Tai lost in the final, her serve deserting her at a critical time, but she was happy with the results. After she showered, she came to get me. She noticed Dan and frowned. "Dan, I didn't know you were coming."
"Why do you always call me 'Dan?'" he complained. "I'm your father. It's hard for me to come when you don't even tell me you're playing."
"How did you find out?" she asked.
"Melissa mentioned it," he said. Melissa was Tai's half-sister.
"I guess I'll have to tell her less things," Tai said.
"I come to see my daughter play tennis, and all I get is hostility," he said.
"Yeah, but it's the reason you came," she said. "You just wanted to fuck with Mom, or you needed money?"
He threw up his hands and stalked off, muttering to himself.
She ignored him and hugged me. "I played good, huh, Mom?"
"You did. Are you happy?"
"Very," she said. That's all that mattered to me, and we celebrated with burgers and good shakes.
She had a date that evening, and I just chilled around the house in panties, with my tiddies out. I had never met a woman who didn't look forward to taking off her bra, and I was typical in that regard. Tai dragged me off to church Sunday morning, we cooked lunch together and played Elden Ring until midnight.
Landan called the office Monday afternoon, and I spoke with him briefly.
"Carter Blackwell," he said. "I still can't get used to calling and actually being put through."
"Hey, I'm always eager to talk to union thugs," I said. "You're not special."
He laughed. I was hoping to hear that bass rumble. "Well, I talked to the real thugs. When would you be available for a meeting?"
"I have no idea," I said. "My PA will know. I'll transfer you back to her and she'll let me know, okay?"
I met with Landan and two other guys on Thursday afternoon. One of them, a dude named Garner, was an attorney, and clearly affronted that I was getting involved. I knew of him, and didn't like what I'd heard. Jack Drew was the vice president of the local, and it was a big local. I liked him right away.
We negotiated. They wanted me, for sure. Well, Garner didn't, but he wasn't calling the shots. Jack Drew and Landan did, and although I think they were a little shocked at how expensive I was, they bit the bullet.
"I have to ask you, Ms. Blackwell, do you think the contract we sign will be worth your compensation?" Garner asked.
"That's my plan," I said. "I've been over the numbers. Junk dude (Landan snorted) is making obscene profits. The industry average is about 10.4 percent for transportation costs. He's paying your people 6.2 percent. I understand we are looking for incremental gains, but if I can't get you the industry average, I'll consider that a fail. Are you willing to take a stand?"
"For a four percent increase? We'll stand on our heads," Drew said.
"How much were you thinking you could get?" I asked Garner.
"At least that," he said.
Landan laughed. "If that's the case, why are we at 6.2 now?"
Garner shifted around uncomfortably, refusing to meet anyone's eyes. "We had to get our foot in the door last time," he said.
"Seems more like you were peeking in the window," I said. "What you're going to pay me is less than one percent of that four percent for the first year," I said.
Drew stood up and shook my hand. "Are you good working with Drake?"
I nodded. "I am. I think you have a good rep. It's my thought people look at him and underestimate him. He's perfect."
Landan gave me a big smile, and I could tell he liked that. I liked that he would be the face, and I could swing the big stick.
We worked on the contract for a month, and I saw a lot of him. It went up to the big shots, they approved and it went to a vote. I'm pretty sure not one of the rank and file voted against it.
I was sure Cross had wind of it, but I really wasn't worried about him. He turned out to be just the sort of cock-swapping thundercunt I knew he was going to be. Landan laughed himself into hysterics when I mentioned it to him.
"Oh, my god, you are perfect, Carter," he gasped. "'Thundercunt!' Where do you come up with that shit?"
"My daughter," I told him.
"You have a daughter?"
"I do." I showed him a picture of Tai on my iPad.
"My god, she's as beautiful as you are! Does she have a boyfriend?"
"Yes, about a dozen, I think," I said. "Put your pecker away or I'll snatch it off."
He looked embarrassed. "I wasn't perving on her," he quickly said. "I was just saying."
"I was joking," I assured him.
Cross made everything difficult. He wouldn't agree on a time, then a place. He didn't want to meet during the day, because it would "disrupt the work day." He didn't want to pay his people to attend the negotiations. He wanted to meet at his warehouse, to which I was adamantly opposed.
He wouldn't meet at the union hall or my office, and wouldn't agree to split the costs of a conference room at a hotel. None of the dates we proposed would work for him.
After two months of sparring, I filed an unfair labor practices charge. That got his attention and suddenly we were negotiating. He was actually asking for concessions.
Landan was our spokesman, and he dismantled their team with the facts, figures and stats.
"Mr. Cross, your annual salary as CEO is just over six million a year," Landan said. "That's just your salary. Your drivers are earning $63,000. That's the low end in the industry. The high end is $90,000. We aren't asking for the moon."
Cross was having none of it. Landan whispered to me. "The guy isn't going to budge. What do you think?"
I did some figuring, came up with a number and shoved the paper across to him. I leaned close and whispered. He smelled nice, I noticed. "This is the bottom line we should accept. Offer him three percent above that bottom figure. If he doesn't counter offer, you're going to have to strike."
Cross wasn't interested in bargaining, so we walked. I filed a suit the next day, showing that he wasn't bargaining in good faith, the workers voted and went out on strike. After two weeks of stalemate, Cross caved. I knew he would. The man was a bully, and bullies always cave when you stand up to them.
The workers were happy, the Teamster big shots were happy and I was happy. I broke it off in Cross's ass, and maybe he'd learn. Actually, I was sure he wouldn't. I was on to other things.
Two weeks later, Landan called. I really wasn't expecting to hear from him again. He asked if we could have an early dinner that Friday night.
"Well, that does sound nice," I said, "but I'm taking Tai to a Niall Horan concert."
"Can I come with?" he asked.
"Dude, it's been sold out since the day the tickets went on sale," I told him.
"Yes, I know, but I'm one of the people who got a ticket. That's the reason I was asking for an early dinner," he said.
"Wow, what a coincidence. I'll have to ask Tai," I said.
"I understand," he said. "No pressure, if she wants to just hang with you, I really do understand."
As it turned out, she was quite... enthusiastic. "Really, Mom? You mean like you're going on a date? Oh, my God. Hell yes!"
"Calm your tiddies," I said. "It's not a date. You're going to be there. I try to avoid having my daughter along on my dates."
"You have dates? When did this happen?" she asked.
"None of your business," I said.
"Yeah, because it was in the last century," she said. "Will I like him?"
"The question is if he can stand your little cute narrow smart ass," I said.
"Everyone loves me," she said.
I snorted. "Yeah, until you open your mouth." It was just banter. She knew she owned me, and she was very conscientious about not disappointing me.
I texted Landan and he agreed to meet us for a late afternoon lunch, then we'd drop our car at his place and ride with him.
Tai wanted to drive, and although I complained about our hair being a mess, it was always fun to ride in her car. She had a little 1967 Sunbeam Tiger, completely restored and heavily modified. I wondered what Landan would think.
He was already inside when we arrived, sitting on a bench. He was looking at his phone when we came in, and we were beside him when he noticed us. He looked up and acted like a dolt, his mouth hanging open like he had gone brain dead.
"Dude, close your mouth before you swallow a fly," I told him. "Landan, this is my daughter, Tai. Tai, Landan."
He recovered his presence of mind and got up too fast. Tai giggled and held out her hand. "Hi, Landan."
He stood there towering over us, and I remembered again how big he was. Tai was about an inch taller than I was, and he still dwarfed us.
"Sorry... I... I had forgotten what an impact your mother has, Tai, and then you... you're just as big a shock to the mind as she is."
She laughed. "Hey, I'm much hotter than she is. Thanks, though."
"You are hotter than any other woman in this place," he said, "but Carter is holding her own. Sorry."
He looked down at his hand and I saw he was holding one of those buzzer things. It was blinking and vibrating. "Our table's ready," he said.
We ordered and Landan and Tai went nuts over which one of the One Direction members they liked best. I smiled indulgently. I didn't mind them, but I was going because of Tai. My tastes ran to blues, jazz and classic rock. Tai liked those, too, but she was definitely into whatever was new. I was feeling my age.
After we finished, Landan walked us to our car. "Oh, my God, what is it?" He was agog. Tai went over all the millions of details she knew and he shot me a look. "Umm, Carter..."
"Yes, that's me," I said.
"Would you mind driving my car and I can ride in this with Tai?"
I laughed. "I don't mind. Don't run off and leave me, though."
He gave me his keys and folded himself into the passenger seat. He looked hilarious, like the Incredible Hulk on a scooter. I laughed myself silly, and they did, too. He had a nice Mercedes SUV, and I followed them. We pulled into the parking garage, he was directing Tai, and indicated a spot for me to pull into.
They put the top up while I walked around to the passenger side of his car and claimed shotgun.
The concert was a blast, and I felt like a kid again, screaming right along with Tai. We danced in the aisles and acted like fools. About halfway to what I expected the end would be, the drummer keeled over and they took him away. They asked if there was a drummer in the crowd, and a little girl about ten was escorted up on stage. She killed it, too. She was a tiny little thing with dreads she had flying everywhere as she got into it.
It turned out it was all a gimmick, because the drummer came back out after three songs and the little girl took about a five-minute ovation. It was a great show.
Landan wanted us to come up, but Tai had a tennis match at nine, and so we declined. On impulse, she asked him if he wanted to come, and he was all over it.
He met us at the club, and I invited him back to our place for dinner. I know my way around a kitchen, and we had curry. Tai made herself scarce after she cleaned up, and I offered Landan a drink.
"Got a good bourbon?" he asked.
I did. I had a bottle of Heaven's Door someone had given me, and we cracked the seal. We sat together on the sofa, and I felt comfortable enough to snuggle him a little. He put that massive arm over my shoulders and I felt tiny.
"I love Tai," he said. "What a girl. You are obviously in the running for best mom."
I laughed. "It is all her, Landan. I did my best, but Tai is Tai. You would have to be the world's worst parent to fuck up with her."
"What about her dad?" he asked.
I shuddered. "Yeah, he may be the world's worst."
"Were you married?" he asked.
"Yes, for three years." I sighed. "It's a long painful story, Landan. Are you sure you wanna know?"
"Kinda," he said. "I think you're a fascinating woman, Carter. You're as tough as nails; you take no shit from anyone. Every person who's ever mentioned you to me says you're the one person they don't ever want on an opposing team."
I found that amusing. "I wish," I said.
"You don't need to wish. Everything I've seen of you in a professional atmosphere tells me you earned all the accolades. Everything I know about you personally tells me you're a warm, wonderful person. The night we went to dinner and the club, I saw a completely different person. At the concert, today, was the same. Then there's Tai. I saw you with her, found out what she's like, what you're like with her. I wanna know what makes you tick, Carter."
I sighed. "I had just entered law school. Dan was selling exotic cars. You know, the kind that turn a girl's head."
"Like Tai's?" he asked.
"No, more like Lambos, Lotus, Ferrari. He seemed like he had it going on. I was young and dumb. He was five years older and seemed like the perfect guy. What I didn't know, and was later to find out, was he was all flash and no substance."
"Hey, we've all been young and dumb," he said.
"No, that's not true. Tai's young, but she's not dumb. I've met other kids. Were you dumb, Landan?"
"Yeah, pretty much," he said. "I was a party guy. I played college football and did some pretty dumb shit."
"Well, Dan broke my heart. There I was, in law school, a toddler on my hip, a mountain of debt I was building and he was out banging other women. It took me years to get my life back together. I had to move back in with my parents for a year, live in shitty apartments after that, drive cars that broke down on me constantly, and there were a lot of days when boxed macaroni and cheese and hot dogs was the only food we had in the house. We had issues getting butter and milk to make that. We got milk, eggs, peanut butter, stuff like that from the Women, Infants, Children program.
"I had a crippling debt when I passed the bar and started practicing. I had a distrust of people, and men, in particular. It was tough, Landan, and I had this beautiful baby who was depending on me."
After all that time, just telling him had tears trickling down my cheeks. He wiped them away and just squeezed me. "I'm so sorry, Carter."
"Yeah, I had such dreams, such hopes. I was a romantic girl with stars in her eyes, looking for that home with the white picket fence, happy kids playing in the yard and a husband who loved me and made me his world. Instead, I got an emotional black hole who sucked the life and joy out of everything."
I pulled it together. "Yeah, well, life sucks sometimes. I survived. We survived, and I made an oath to myself that I'd never be in that position again."
"That's why you're tough," he said. "That's why I admire you so much."
Damn, the man was going to make me cry again. "What's your story?" I asked.
"Nothing like that, for sure. My parents are middle class, midwestern, I had a football scholarship, got drafted by the NFL in the sixth round, played three years, but I wasn't good enough. Too slow. I was good enough to make teams, but not good enough to play. Got my MBA, worked for a big trucking company, wanted to help the drivers, so I got involved in the union. Here I am."
"Have you been married?" I asked.
"No. I came close. I mentioned that. Thank God I didn't. She was a cheerleader for the team that drafted me. The last I heard of her she was doing porn."
"Damn. Sounds like you escaped that one," I said. "I have nothing bad to say about sexy strippers or porn stars, but I wouldn't want to be one or be married to one. People do what they have to do."
"I guess," he said. "I'd rather flip burgers."
"Same. Well, now that we've established that neither of us are living a secret life as a porn star, I guess we'll have to come up with a new topic," I said.
He laughed. "Yeah, but it'll be hard to come up with one to match that." He levered himself up. "I better get going, Carter. Don't want to overstay my welcome. You might not invite me back."
I walked him to the door, and as he stepped through, he turned. "Say, do you like the ocean, Carter?"
"Umm... well, I guess. Any particular part? I don't care much for sharks or pollution, but yeah."
"I have a little sailboat," he said. "Nothing fancy, just a little Topaz Omega. Would you go sailing with me sometime?"
I was touched. "You won't drown me?"
He laughed. "Not if you like it. I'm not into sketchy shit. I might have to get you pretty wet if you don't like it."
"Sure, Landan. That sounds like fun. Have your people talk to my people."
He laughed, cupped my face in those massive hands and kissed me. It wasn't anything big, just a nice kiss. My hand trailed down his arm and he was gone. I closed the door and my heart was kind of pounding a little.
I heard a patter of feet and Tai was coming down the stairs. She came and hugged me. "I like him, Mom. Dude is huge! Hot, for a white boy, too. Did you kiss him?"
I could feel the heat in my face. "There are three places you can stay," I told her. "In your lane, out of my business and over there," I pointed across the room.
"Oh my God, you did!" She did one of her squeals.
"No, I didn't," I said. I was thirsty, so I headed for the kitchen. "He kissed me," I threw back over my shoulder.
Landan sent me a text the next morning. "I had a great time with you and Tai. Tell her thanks, and thank you." It had the big smiling emoji with the three hearts.
That started a sort of tradition. Every day when I got to work, there was a text from him waiting for me. Sometimes just a sentence, sometimes a picture, sometimes a funny meme. He kept in touch with Tai, too.
She told me twice that they had played tennis together. "Is he any good?" I asked.
She laughed. "Oh, hell no. I mean, he puts some smoke on his shots, and as long as he doesn't have to move his feet, he has good strokes. If you get him running, he's done. You could beat him easily. He's a good dude, though, Mom. He knows how to laugh at himself."
Two weeks later, on a Friday, Cindy came into my office as she was leaving. "You're going sailing tomorrow," she said, bursting into a giggling fit.
"What? No," I objected.
"Yes," she said. "I checked your calendar and you don't have anything planned. Landan said you told him to arrange it with me."
"Oh, my God. It was a joke, Cin. I never thought he'd call you."
"Well, he did. Here's instructions."
I met him in Greenport at nine. Safe Harbor was a nice little marina, and he was on the boat when I got there. I was carrying my bag and a little cooler, and he took it before helping me aboard.
"What a cute little boat, Landan," I said. "Thanks for inviting me."
"Well, it's what I can afford," he said. "I have fun with her. My parents got me a little one-person sailboat when I was a teenager, and I sailed all over the lakes. This one can take more than one, in case I want to invite a beautiful lady for a sail."
I could feel myself blushing, even if he couldn't tell. "Maybe Tai would want to go with us sometime," he said.
"Maybe," I said. "You're kinda taking for granted that you don't drown me and I'll want to go again."
He laughed. "I'm not going to drown you, and I hope I can give you one reason to go again."
I smiled, thinking back to the question I'd asked him in the club when we were dancing that night. "Maybe more than one," I said.
The marina guy cast off the lines and we moved out into Black Island Sound. There was just a little chop on the water, it was beautiful, quiet, just the slap of the water on the hull and hissing along as we picked up a little speed.



The sun was bright and I was thankful for my polarized Oakley's. I seemed unable to break the silence by talking, like I was under the spell of the sea, and Landan must have felt the same. We swished along for maybe half an hour, and I was getting hot.
I pulled off my top and wiggled out of my shorts. I heard an intake of breath from him and looked back as I pulled sunscreen out of my bag.
"What?" I asked, spraying my legs and spreading it evenly.
"Good God, Carter," he said. "How much time do you spend in the gym?"
I laughed. "Way more than I want to think about. You work out?"
"Yes, and same," he said. "I'd be as big as a house if I didn't. You are in incredible shape."
I blushed, looking down at myself. I did look pretty good, I thought. Maybe too muscular, but I liked it. Being oiled up didn't hurt. I noticed movement and he was taking off his shirt. I was impressed.
He didn't exactly have my definition, but his muscles had muscles. He had a nice tan going on, and he was smooth. I liked smooth. I wondered if he shaved or was naturally smooth. It turned out to be both. He was naturally smooth above, and shaved... other places.
I leaned over and handed him my sunscreen, dug around in my cooler, getting out two bottles of Grolsch, popping the swing tops and handing him one. He looked a little surprised.
"You don't like beer?" I asked.
"No, I do, I just expected something... less," he said. "I don't know many women who drink lager."
"Well, I do," I said. "You thought I'd bring Bud Lite or some nasty shit?"
He laughed. "No, I've kind of learned not to have any expectations with you. You always surprise me."
We had a great afternoon, he taught me how to handle the boat and we got back in around six. We packed up our stuff and he asked if I was hungry. I was, starving, and we walked down to Billy's by the Bay. On the way, he reached down and took my hand, swallowing it in that huge mitt. I looked up at him.
"Is it okay?" he asked.
I nodded, thinking of nothing to say. He wanted to share a "bucket," and added a two-pound lobster. We shared the steamers, shrimp, little necks and corn and we took turns on the lobster. I was stuffed, and we drank more beer.
He walked me back to my car, and that was the first time he saw the Demon. "Oh, my God," he said. "I should have known. What is it?"
"It started life as a Challenger Demon," I said. "I've... modified it."
He peered inside. "I can tell. When are you taking me for a ride?"
"When I've had less food," I said. "I just wanna go home, take me a bubble bath and lie around like a big lizard. This was fun, Landan. See? 'One reason.'"
He gave me that rumbling chuckle. "It was. Thanks for going with me."
I could tell he was going to kiss me. I wanted him to, but it was kinda scary, too. I could feel him getting inside my fortress. I had excited feelings I hadn't felt in a long, long time. The problem was, those feelings had caused other, excruciatingly painful feelings before, and I was afraid.
That went away in a rush when he kissed me. It went on for years and left me breathless, my head spinning. I reached out and squeezed his arm. "Thanks for the great day, Landan."
He held my door, closed it for me and I pulled away. My thoughts were chaotic as I drove home. What was I doing? The age gap between us made me a little nervous. He was a mature guy, but still... He was also white. I'd dated white guys and enjoyed myself, but there was always a little awkwardness. I didn't feel that with him, for some reason. He had some big things going for him, too. Tai liked him. That was the one killer in any relationship I was ever going to have. If she didn't like them, they were done.
He didn't seem uncomfortable with me being 12 years older, that I made a lot more money than he did, or anything else, really. He was just himself, and he seemed completely at home in his own skin. I wondered if he would keep asking me out.
He did. Every weekend, he'd take me out, and he was very creative with his date ideas. It wasn't dinner and a movie. I rarely went to a movie, and almost never watched TV. He signed us up for a cooking class, once, took me hiking, to a blues club and something I really loved, got an artist buddy of his to do a portrait of me. We double dated with Cindy and Paul twice, and I still got the texts, every day. I was discovering Landan was a hugely romantic guy.
He also kept engaging with Tai, which I loved. We both were invited to go sailing with him, and I suddenly had a boat bum on my hands. Tai loved it and wanted a boat. Rentals kept her satisfied until I could figure out if this was going to stick.
She was turning 20 about three months after she caught the sailing fever, and it showed no signs of abating. She was renting little boats at least once a week, so I decided this was something she was going to be doing. I took Landan around with me and we looked at boats. After talking to a bunch of people at his marina, we settled on getting her a little Hobie Getaway. It was big enough so Landon and I could go out with her, but small enough for her to handle with no difficulties.
I got it with a trailer, and Paul was going to use his truck to bring it to her party. We had her party at the Hudson River Park off West 59th Street, and I had to lie my ass off to dodge her questions about why I wanted it there.
Landan and I spent the day baking her favorite cake, red velvet, we stopped and picked up dry ice and Toblerone ice cream bars and we had a blast. Melissa and Roy, her half-siblings were there, Landon, Paul and Cindy, a bunch of her friends and she opened her presents. I was standing in front of Landan, leaning back against him with his arms wrapped around me, watching Tai and having a great time, and I heard that voice.
"Nice of you to invite me to your birthday."
She turned. "Dan, how... thoughtful of you." She glared at Melissa, who mouthed, "Sorry."
He looked around and spotted me. "Carter, did you think I wouldn't want to be at my daughter's 21st birthday?"
"Dan, try not to be any more of an ass than God made you," I said. "You're so full of shit, dude. You don't even know how old she is. She's 20, just so you know."
There was a silence. Everyone there knew him, and no one liked him. He strutted over. The dick didn't even bring a present.
"Who's this with you?" he asked.
"It's really none of your business," I said. "Why don't you just leave, Dan. No one wants you here."
"It's a public park," he said. "I can be here if I want."
"Dan, just go," Roy said. "Don't start any shit." None of his kids called him anything but "Dan."
He reached out like he was going to grab Tai by the arm, and I felt Landan move behind me. I had thought he was slow, but he showed why he was good enough at football to be drafted into the NFL. Dude had a quick first step. Before Dan's hand could close on Tai's arm, his own forearm was seized in one of those huge hands, and I saw Dan visibly wince.
"Do you want to be touched, Tai?" Landan's voice was low and menacing, like I'd never heard before.
"No, I don't," she said. "I want him to leave."
"My name is Landan," he said. "One of my main jobs today, since this is Tai's birthday, is to make her wishes come true. She wants you gone. I suggest you get to stepping."
I saw Dan getting ready to bluster up, but he gave a little strangled cry and it was obvious that Landan was crushing his forearm with that monster hand. He tried to hit Landan with his free hand, but that one was seized, too, and he dropped to his knees.
"You need to leave now," Landan said. "Do you understand?"
"Yes!" It was a gasped cry.
"I'll walk you out," Landan said.
He released Dan, who scrambled backward and away, rising to his feet. He turned and started to walk away, Landan following along. There was a stunned silence. Landan followed him to the edge of the street, then came back.
I was staring at him. "Sorry, had to take out the trash," he said, shrugging those massive shoulders.
The entire group of us burst into laughter, everyone talking at once.
"Say, Tai," Roy said. "If you have any more wishes you want to come true, and they involve me, just give me a running start."
She came over and threw herself on Landan, snuggling her cheek against his chest. "Thanks, Landan," she said. "My very own wish fulfiller."
He laughed and spanked her butt. She squealed and the unpleasantness was forgotten.
We cleaned up, loaded up and I asked the group to walk down the way with me. We were parked in Icon, and we dropped down a floor. When we turned the corner, there was Paul's truck, the Getaway sitting on its little trailer. Tai noticed it and those huge brown eyes got even bigger.
She jumped in the air, pumped her fist and screamed. "Really? Oh, my God, Mom. I can't believe... I..."
She ran to me, laughing, crying, grabbed me and tried to squeeze me lifeless. "I love you so much, Mom. Thank you."
"Happy birthday, baby." Her reaction was everything I hoped it would be. "Landan rented you a slip at his marina," I told her. "It's like five down from his."
"I love it, I love it, I love it," she said. "I can't wait to take it out. You guys gotta go with."
Paul was dropping it at the marina, and Tai, Landan and I went back to our place. We'd finished carrying her presents up, and the doorbell rang. It was a flower delivery. I took them and looked at the card. They were beautiful lilies, and the card said, "For the amazing mother of the birthday girl."
Tai went to find a vase, and I kissed him.
"Damn, Landan. Why hasn't some girl snatched you up?"
He laughed. "I've been waiting for the right one."
Tai came back just then and caught us kissing. "Mom is mos def the right one," she said.
He grinned at her and squeezed the breath out of me. "That's what I think," he said. "Tai, what would you think about me taking your mom to Ohio to meet my parents over a weekend?"
She squealed. "Really? Dope, dude. Go for it."
"Noo," I complained. "I'm not doing that, Landan. I would feel awkward as fuck. What if they hate me? I'd be stuck there with them all weekend."
"We'll stay in a hotel," he said. "If you don't get along, I have a plan for that, too. You won't be 'stuck.'"
I liked the fact that he was serious enough about me to introduce me to his folks, but the idea also terrified me. "Why you wanna do that?" I asked. "We could do something else."
"I want to do it because I want to introduce the woman I love to my family," he said quietly.
Tai gave a little shriek, ran over and jumped on us, her arms around us both. "I knew it!" She looked at me expectantly.
"I dunno..." I said. "This seems like... I'll have to think about it."
"Jesus, Mom, what's to think about?" Tai asked.
"No, I understand," Landan told her. "No pressure. Don't be evil about this, Tai, and give your mom a hard time, okay?"
She looked at me, probably seeing the conflict in my eyes, and nodded. "Yeah. I won't. It's just fucking exciting, okay?"
I laughed and kissed her. "Everything is exciting to you."
We had dinner and Landan left after we played board games until midnight. Tai was helping me put away the games, and I could tell she was dying to ask me something.
"What are you thinking, baby?" I asked.
"Well, I know Landan is in love with you," she said. "He's told me other times, too. What are you feeling?"
"I don't know... I..." Suddenly I was sobbing. I scarcely ever cried, but I was feeling so upset, so emotional, so fucking insecure.
She was all over me, loving on me. "It's okay, Mom. I know. I won't bother you, I promise. When you figure it out, will you tell me?"
I blubbered into her shoulder for a while before I could get it together. "Yes, baby. I will, I promise."
We went to bed and I lay there, my thoughts swirling. I loved everything about Landan. His quick wit, his intelligence, his size, the humility he had, the way he loved my daughter, his ability to be intimate, think deeply and talk seriously, his sense of humor, the man was just everything you'd ever dream. Did I love him? Was my past a barrier I could overcome? I felt things I thought I'd never feel again with him. I trusted him. That was huge.
I looked forward to the times we were together, and I missed him when we weren't. He had filled a huge void in my life. Despite the fact that I was happy, and always had been, on my own, he made me happier.
There was another thing, too. I wanted to fuck him. I'd been as horny as a cat in heat after our dates lately. I had toys, skillful fingers and I used them often, but I wanted to be with him.
The realization flooded over me. I was in love with the man. Everything I'd just gone over in my mind added up, and I was shaken. I loved him, I was in love with him, and it was only my ideal I had built up of myself in my mind that was causing me to hide that from myself.
I sat up in bed and grabbed my phone. "You awake?" I texted.
He answered immediately. "Yes. Just got out of the shower."
"I love you," I sent.
The three little dots danced as my heart refused to beat. "Really? Oh my God. Thank you, Carter. Oh my God. I was so... Come over!"
I laughed to myself. "Now? It's 1AM!"
"I don't care," he sent. "Come!"
"KK."
I slipped on shorts and a t-shirt. Tai had her phone playing music, and I whispered, "You awake, baby?"
She opened her eyes. "Barely," she said. "Sup?"
"I love him. I told him. He wants me to come over."
She sat up. "I knew it," she said. "Go. Kiss me."
I hugged that slender form and kissed her all over her face. I almost cried again. She fluffed my hair. "Go," she said. "I'm so happy, Mom. I love you. Make him feed you breakfast."
I laughed, got up, got my keys and I was flying. I had the code to Landan's garage, parked and he was waiting for me at the elevator door. I stepped out and was instantly seized, scaring the fuck out me and making me give a little scream. He picked me up, squeezing me to his body while I beat ineffectively on his chest.
"Damn it, Landan, you scared me to death! Jesus, dude."
He was rumbling that deep laugh, kissing all over my face, neck, anywhere he could reach while I struggled. His arm went behind my knees and he carried me down the hall like a baby. I resigned myself to being the captive of a madman, and clung to his neck. He didn't have on a shirt, and I ran my hands over that massive chest, marveling again at how smooth he was.
His apartment door was open, and he carried me in, finally setting me down in front of his sofa. He sat down and pulled me onto his lap.
I had never liked being manhandled like that, and three months ago, I would have been furious. At that moment, I loved feeling small, being lifted around like I weighed nothing. With him, it was different.
He took my face between those huge hands, turned me to look in his eyes and kissed me. With our faces close together, he looked me in the eyes. "I love you, Carter Blackwell," he announced.
I opened my mouth, had to swallow and forced myself to say it: "I love you, too, Landan."
"I'm the luckiest man alive," he said.
"Yeah, but I'm the luckiest woman," I replied. "Landan, that night at the club, the first time we met, remember what I said while we were dancing?"
"I remember every word you've said to me," he said.
I melted a little. He had told me he was a charmer. He hadn't lied. "Give me one reason," I said. "Do you remember the rest of that chorus?"
"Remind me," he said.
"Give me one reason to stay here, and I'll turn right back around. Said I don't want to leave you lonely, you gotta make me change my mind."
"I remember now," he said.
"You've given me so many reasons, Landan," I said. "You made me change my mind. I was in a good place. I didn't need anyone. It's been me and Tai, and I had made up my mind. I'd had enough shattered dreams, enough heartache. I couldn't go through that again. You changed my mind, changed my life, moved me so far from where I was, made me feel like I need to change my lonely life. Love me, Landan. Show me what love is."
"I'll never hurt you," he said. "I'll never give you any reason to regret opening up to me, I swear."
He kissed me, and the emotions raged. I could feel it, physically, psychically, nothing like I'd ever felt before. He made slow, sweet, incredible love to me, and I was caught up in that flood, giving myself in a way I never had before. This man, this place, this time.
He carried me to his bed, and I hardly noticed. I was naked and he was loving me, all of me, every inch of my body was on fire with sensation. It became a haze of joy, pleasure, love, and I heard myself crying out as I came, over and over, ablaze with love and passion.
I had a moment of clarity when he entered me, a shock at the thickness, a brief moment of pain, but then we were joined, heart and body, and I knew I never wanted to be anywhere else. The early morning became a world of shadow, sensation, ecstasy, until there was only Landan, Carter, and an infinity of joy.
*****
When I woke, I was a little disoriented. Strange sights met my eyes, my head was lying on a bicep, with that arm across my chest, the huge hand on my tiddie, a heavy arm was across me, that hand cupping my pussy, a warm body against my back. I remembered, and I cried a little.
He must have felt me shaking, because I felt him pull me closer. "Shh," his deep whisper in my ear. "I love you, Carter." I drifted back into drowsing, held in safety by my lover. I got up after I was fully awake, took a shower and got a shirt to wear out of his closet.
"Come back," he said from the bed.
"No," I said. "I'm starving. Feed me."
He made that rumbling laugh. "Go out, or stay in?"
"In," I said. "If it's good, we can come back here and spend the day."
"I have some good sourdough bread," he said. "French toast?"
"Yum," I said. "Get up."
He lumbered off to shower, and I found filters and coffee while he was in there. The French toast was delicious, and I made him stand behind me, arms around me as I sat on his barstool in front of him. I snapped the picture to Tai.
I got the answer in a few minutes. "Now that's what I'm talking about. Bring him home so I can tell him I love him for loving my mom."
"This afternoon," I sent back.
That got me the heart eyes and the hugging emojis. "Have fun!"
I knew, finally, what love was. I was feeling it as he took me back to bed, kissing the sweetness of the syrup off my lips.
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I was tired. Bone weary and numb. It wasn't physical. Well, it was, but not from work or exercise. I had done both that day, but I was strong and fit, and those were part of my daily routine. This was a mental and emotional exhaustion.
My earlier conversation with Anna was the cause of my exhaustion. It was the same conversation, played over and over, with no change, no resolution and I could tell we were going to have it again. I wouldn't run, but I found it incredibly wearying.
How many ways can you tell someone "I no longer give a fuck?" I had cared, at one time, but my fucks to give had long since been depleted.
"Rogers," she had said in opening. "You know I'm in therapy."
"Yes, you've told me 10 times," I said.
"I'm making progress. My therapist says we made a breakthrough."
"I'm sure you have," I said. "Shouldn't you be having this conversation with Eric?"
She got a hurt look on her face. "No, I don't. How many times have I told you I haven't spoken to him since... that week?"
"I have no idea," I said. "I don't keep track. I know you've mentioned it."
"Well, I haven't spoken to him," she asserted.
"Too bad you couldn't keep from... no. It doesn't matter, Anna. You went to visit your sister for a week. You hooked up with your old boyfriend and banged him for a week. I caught you. I moved out and started the divorce. It will be final in 45 days. It's time to move on, Anna."
"No, it's not," she insisted. "I've apologized over and over. I did a really stupid and selfish thing. It will never happen again. If you would just come to the therapist with me..."
"I won't," I told her. "I wish you all the best, Anna. I don't want to see you suffering, but I'm done. I was done the first time you slept with him. Done, Anna. I won't have this conversation again. Please, just leave me alone." Fuck, it had been six months, and I was tired.
I got up and left. At some point, you lose the ability to be angry, hurt, sad, and the only thing left is what was in your character before you plunged into the nightmare. The numbness and weariness are there, but you'll move on and recover.
I went to work, packed up some things I needed and drove out to the river. This was my place. Anna had what was our home in town, and I had the place on the river. I turned off the highway and stopped for ice at the convenience store on the corner. I noticed someone sitting there against the wall when I walked in, but I paid no attention. It was one of those stores with lots of prepared food on those roller things, and I realized I was hungry. I looked it over. It would be awful, filled with all sorts of unhealthy shit, and delicious. I chuckled to myself. I would get exactly what you would expect from convenience store food.
When I came back out into the sweltering heat, I was going to hurry to the air conditioning of my truck. I noticed two police cars, and three cops were standing in front of the person sitting on the sidewalk.
The local cops had a bad habit around there of harassing the unhoused. I had read an article about them bulldozing a community of tents someone had donated to unhoused people a few miles up the river, and shit like that always pissed me off. Like those people didn't have enough to deal with; cops rousting them was stupid and unnecessary. I stopped and looked at the sitting person. It was a girl, she looked like a waif, probably late teens.
"Hey," I called to her. "You ready?"
The cops looked over at me. "You know her?" one asked.
"Of course," I said. "She's my neighbor. She came with me and was waiting out here."
I saw her shoot me a look and I noticed huge brown eyes, so dark they looked black in the shade of the awning.
I held out my hand to her, and although the cops eyed me suspiciously, they said nothing as the girl rose to her feet and took my hand, grabbing her backpack.
I held her door while she climbed in the truck, walked around and got in. She was hot, sweating, and I started it and got the air conditioning blasting. "Hey, my name's Rogers. I don't think they're leaving." I nodded at the cops. "I'll drop you anywhere you want to go. They'll probably hassle you if we don't drive away."
She nodded. "Okay."
Her voice was low and a little husky, very musical and I thought she would sound great singing jazz.
I pulled away and stopped at the highway. "Where to?" I asked.
She hesitated a minute, then said, "You know where Hayden Park is?"
"Yeah, is that where you want to go?"
She nodded, and I pulled out. The aroma of the food I had was filling the truck and I saw her sniff and her tummy rumbled. She looked at me apologetically. I could tell she needed it much worse than I did, so I passed her the sack.
She wouldn't take it. "I don't have any money." Her voice was almost a whisper.
"I didn't ask," I said. "Look at me. Do I look like I'm about to starve?"
She glanced over and gave me a shy smile. "No."
"You eat it," I said. "It was an impulse buy for me. I didn't need it, and to be honest, here, I shouldn't have bought it."
I got that little smile again. She took the sack. "Okay. Thank you." I could hardly hear her. Another of those impulse things took over and I swung into the Target parking lot. "Can we talk a little while you eat?" I asked.
She looked scared. "Please, Mr. Rogers, I... I... should just go."
I laughed. "Rogers is my first name. I'm really not going to do anything bad to you, I promise. I'm totally harmless. You can ask my daughter. Would you like for me to call her?"
She looked confused. "I..."
"Here." I punched the Snapchat call for Talley. She answered, and I held my phone so my new friend could see. A little blonde pixie appeared on the screen. "Hey, Dad. Whacha doin?" she asked.
"I have a guest," I told her. "This is... I'm sorry, I don't know your name," I said to my rider.
"It's Maia," she said.
"I met Maia at the Quick Mart and some cops were hassling her," I said. "She's getting ready to eat some food we got, but she's a little nervous with me. What do you think we should do?"
"Where are you?" Talley asked.
"We're about seven miles from the river house," I told her. "We're sitting in the Target parking lot."
"I'll get Gram to bring me over there," she said. "We'll be there when you get there. Bring her home."
"Okay, baby, see you there," I ended the conversation.
"Mr.... Rogers..." she started. I burst out laughing, and she looked at me like I'd lost my mind.
"Sorry, that's just hilarious," I said, wiping my eyes. "Mr. Rogers..." I had to laugh some more. She just continued to stare.
"Umm... Mr. Rogers? You know, like the TV guy? Mr. Rogers' Neighborhood."
She just looked blank. "Okay, I can see you don't know who that is. I'll explain on the way, okay? We're meeting my daughter, Talley, at our house. You'll be safe, okay?"
She nodded hesitantly, and I saw her eyes drop to the sack of food. I pulled back out on the highway. "You dig in, and I'll tell you the saga of Mr. Rogers."
She was obviously starving, because she devoured the taquitos, the chicken crunch rolls and the enchiladas like a wolf. I gave her the bottle of strawberry/banana Naked Juice I'd bought, and she took a drink, smiling shyly at me.
"Okay," I began. "When I was a kid, there was this show on TV called Mr. Rogers' Neighborhood. It had this really bland dude who did educational TV for kids. You with me?"
She nodded. "Well, the dude was like 100 years old and it was like watching every grandfather you've ever imagined on TV. The idea of you calling me Mr. Rogers just seemed really funny to me. Understand? I mean, I'm older than you, obviously, but I'm not exactly old enough to be anyone's grandfather, you know?"
She nodded again, chewing until her mouth was empty. "Yes, I get it."
You don't talk much, do you, Maia?"
She shook her head. "I guess not."
"Maia, do you mind me asking how old you are?" I asked.
"No, I don't mind," she said. She was obviously hesitant. I waited, but she never said anything.
"Okay, how old are you?" I asked.
That got me a little smile. "I'm 17," she said. "I'll be 18 next month."
"Jesus, honey, you're a minor," I said. "Do your parents or guardians, or whatever know where you are?"
She looked at me with stricken eyes. "I don't have any..." Those huge eyes, now golden in the sunlight, started to fill up with tears.
"Hey, it's okay," I said. "We'll just talk about something else until we get home, okay?"
She nodded and sniffed a little. "I need a tissue," she said.
I fished around in the back and found a box. She wiped her eyes and blew her nose before digging back into her food.
"You like music?" I asked.
She nodded. "What kind?" I asked.
"Umm... I guess all kinds," she said. "I don't like country music."
"Smart girl," I said. "I don't either." I unlocked my phone and handed it to her. "Pull up YouTube or Spotify and play something you like."
"I don't know how," she said.
"Oh... Well, hold it up here," I said. She held it up and I told Siri to play Saint Motel.
That filled the awkward silence, I saw her knee bounce a little to the music and we soon pulled up at the house. Maia looked at the house, trepidation obviously her foremost thought. You could see it on her face.
Mom and Talley were sitting in Mom's car, and Talley jumped out and came running. She opened Maia's door and started pulling her out.
"Baby, let Maia get her food," I cautioned.
"Oh, okay, I'll help," Talley said.
Mom got out at a more leisurely pace and we went inside. "Make yourself at home," I told Maia. "Do you need anything?"
"Umm... could I use your restroom?" she asked.
Talley dragged her off to the downstairs common bath and waited outside the door while I put the bag of ice in the fridge.
"Rogers, who is that girl?" Mom asked. "She's young. You're going to get in trouble."
"We'll see," I said. "Let's talk to her. Get her story, then we'll see what can be done."
She came out after a bit and I seated her at the breakfast bar. Mom sat on one side of her and Talley on the other, while I made me a sandwich. "You want one?" I asked her.
She nodded and I gave her that one and made myself another. "Here's the deal," I told Mom and Talley. "I stopped at Quick Mart for a bag of ice. I saw Maia here sitting on the sidewalk outside. You know how hot it is. She was in the shade. I grabbed some junk food and when I came out, the cops were there. I could tell they were going to run her off, so I pretended like I knew her. I gave her the food and I was just talking to her, but I could tell she was afraid of me, so I thought if she knew I had you, Talley, she wouldn't be so scared."
I turned to Maia. "Are you feeling better now that my mother and Talley are here? This is Kristen, my mother, by the way."
Mom, in her typical blunt way, put her arm over Maia's shoulders and asked, "Are you living on the street, sweetheart?"
Maia nodded.
"How did that happen?" Mom asked.
Maia was visibly shaking. "I... I can't... please, I'm thankful for the food, but I..."
Talley stood and pressed herself against Maia, her little arms around Mia's slender body and hugged her. "I know it's scary," she said, "but Dad is really nice and Gram loves everyone. You can talk to us, and it'll be okay, I promise."
Tears began rolling down Maia's dusky cheeks. "My mom... died," she finally choked out. "I don't know my dad. I never did. I don't have any grandparents. Mom's parents live in Mexico. After Mom died, some people came and they made me... made me go to this group home. They said they'd put me in foster care. I hated that place. The people were mean and hated me. They hated all the kids, and I... I had Mom's ATM card. There was like $400 in there. I got my stuff and hid my backpack in the bushes. We were outside one day and I got it and just walked away."
"Oh, my God, honey," Mom said. "I am so sorry. How long ago was that?"
"Two months," Maia said. "I ran out of money for food this week. I'm afraid to go to the shelters. They'll make me go back."
"Where have you been staying?" I asked.
"In the park," she said, "but the police come and make you leave if they find you. I'm afraid someone is going to hurt me, too, or rape me. One guy tried. I have a knife and I threatened him."
Mom was shocked, I could tell. Talley just hugged Maia tighter. "We won't let anyone hurt you," she said. "We won't, right, Dad?"
I shook off my paralysis. "No, of course not," I said. "Mom?"
She also made an effort to pull herself together. "We need to talk to your sister," she told me. "She's in Sacramento. Maia is coming to stay with me until Sarah gets home."
My sister was an attorney, and I thought if anyone would know about shit like this, it was her. I knew she'd gotten involved with being an advocate for the unhoused before. Maybe she'd have some idea.
Talley didn't like that idea. "No, Gram, she needs to stay with me and Dad. You have too many nosy neighbors, and Grandpa blabs everything to everyone."
Mom chuckled. "Yes, he does, baby, and I wasn't thinking about the neighbors." Mom and Dad lived in one of those big retirement communities, and they certainly did have a bunch of neighbors with way too much time on their hands.
"I... don't... are you sure?" Maia looked up at me.
"Positive," I told her. "Talley and I have bedrooms down here. There are three upstairs, and they have their own bathrooms so you can have all the privacy you need. Is there anything we can do for you right now?"
"Can I use your laundry?" she asked. "I... I don't have a lot of clothes, but they're all dirty since I... ran out of money for the laundromat."
"Of course," I said. "I'll show you how to use the washer and dryer."
"Honey, I have to go," Mom gave Maia a hug. "My husband will be wondering where I am. He's also going to wonder where you are, lovebug, since you were supposed to be spending the weekend with us," she told Talley.
Talley looked torn. She loved her grandparents, and Dad had promised to take her riding on Sunday.
Maia was watching and caught that. "Talley, if you want to go with your grandmother, it's okay," she said. "I feel safe with your dad now. I was just..."
Talley stood on tiptoe to kiss Maia's cheek. "Grandpa is taking me horseback riding tomorrow," she said. "I promise Dad will take care of you, and I'll come back after we go riding, okay?"
"Yes, that's okay," Maia said. "Thank you."
We walked them out to the car, and sent them on their way. I sighed and turned to Maia. "Let's do some laundry," I said.
We went back inside, she got her backpack and I led her to the utility room. She began pulling things out of her bag and I got the jug full of little laundry soap packets. I watched, and Maia seemed embarrassed with me watching, so I turned and got some clothes of Talley's out of the dryer and folded them while she put hers in.
She had two pairs of jeans, other than the ones she had on, three shirts, two sets of panties and bras and some socks. They were all dirty, and I could smell them six feet away. They hadn't been nice when they were new, and that had obviously been a while back. I felt horrible for her.
I threw in two of the soap things, just to compensate, and we started the washer. I gave her the tour. My house was one of those modern industrial types: open to the ceiling above, concrete floors, and there was a flight of stairs leading to the second floor. The back wall facing the river was all glass, and I could see Maia taking it all in.
We checked out the three bedrooms upstairs and she picked the one the farthest from the stairs, over my bedroom on the first floor. I showed her everything in the bathroom.
"I really wanna take a shower as soon as my clothes get done so I have some clean ones," she said.
I eyed her slender frame. She was about the same size as Anna, I figured, except thinner. Much thinner, I thought.
"I have an idea," I said. "I still have some of my soon to be ex-wife's clothes here. You're thinner, but they should fit okay. If you want, you could wear some of her shorts with a drawstring and one of her t-shirts. That way you could take a shower, put on some clean clothes and maybe take a little nap if you wanted. I have some chores to do, and then we can cook dinner. Does that sound good?"
"Oh, yes, it does," she said. "I don't like being dirty, Rogers, I just..."
I patted her arm. "I know, sweetheart. Let's go see what we can scrounge up."
I took her down to my bedroom and we dug around in a couple of chests and found something she was happy with, and I went outside while she went up to shower.
Talley and I had been out on the jet-skis the day before and they were still in the water. I moved them up in their places and got in the boat. I had some lines set and I hadn't run them that day. I caught two nice catfish and pulled in the other lines. I filleted the catfish, cleaned everything up and went up to the house.
I couldn't hear any sound, and I figured Maia might have taken my advice and had herself a nap. That was good. I figured it would be tough sleeping outside in some hidey-hole in 90-degree weather, worried about someone finding you. She was probably exhausted. I nearly cried when I thought about it. The air conditioning would be a real treat, too.
I peeled potatoes, chopped onions, made a batter for the catfish, hush-puppy batter, made some tartar sauce, took four ears of corn out of the refrigerator, put the potatoes and onions on to fry and got my fish in the oil.
Things were really beginning to smell good and I was dipping up the last of the fish and hush-puppies out of the deep fryer when I heard the door open upstairs.
I looked up when I saw Maia coming down the stairs, and I was a little shocked. This was a different girl than the one I met at Quick Mart. She still looked a little waifish because she was so skinny, but she was clean, for one thing, and having her hair clean made an amazing difference. It stood up and out everywhere, glossy ringlets and curls bursting forth into a wild cascade down to about the middle of her back. There was a little strand of curls or two nearly covering her left eye, and I realized she was a very beautiful girl. Her dusky skin glowed with fresh youth and her long brown legs extended about a mile downward from those shorts. She was barefoot, and just about the cutest thing I'd ever seen.
She caught my eyes on her and hesitated, giving me a shy smile, her very white teeth flashing.
"All clean and napped?" I asked.
She nodded, all those curls swirling. "Yes, thank you. I love the bed, and it's so cool in my room! What are you cooking? It smells sooo good."
"Come and see," I said, beckoning to her.
She came down the rest of the stairs to stand beside me. "Plates are over there in that cupboard," I said, pointing. "Glasses are two doors to the right, and the silverware is here." I pulled out the drawer.
She got us plates, glasses and silverware. "What will we drink?" she asked.
"What do you like?"
"Whiskey," she said and shot me a mischievous grin.
I laughed. "Right. And Mom would kill me tomorrow when you told her I let you drink whiskey."
"Water is fine," she said. "I can't always... can't always get good water."
"There are bottles in the fridge," I said. "There's Dr. Pepper, that's what I want, Talley drinks orange soda, so there is some of that, I think we have sweet tea, milk and a few kinds of juice. Go look and get what you want. Ice is in the door."



She opened the refrigerator and looked in. "Oh, my God," she said. "I... you have... all this food and stuff!"
I almost cried again. This girl was breaking my heart. She was digging ice out of the compartment in the freezer, and I went over and took the glasses, closing the door and showing her how to get ice through the door. Evidently, she'd never seen that before, and she had to try it. She had pomegranate juice, and I had Dr. Pepper.
We finally got down to business with dinner, and I heaped her plate with food, giving her a little bowl for her tartar sauce. "I like to dip my fish in that," I said.
"What does it taste like?" she asked.
"Well, tartar sauce. Kind of like ranch, or something."
She dipped one of her pieces of fish in and took a bite. A look of bliss spread over her features. "Yum! I like tartar sauce."
We both laughed and devoted ourselves to eating. We talked while we ate, mostly me asking her questions and her answering.
"Where did you and your mom live... before," I asked.
She swallowed some potatoes. "Encanto," she said. "We kinda lived in a dumpy apartment. These potatoes are delicious."
"One of my favorites," I said. "If I ate them very often, I'd be too fat to walk, but you can use the calories. You're skinny as a string. Stick with me, kiddo, and I'll have you waddling around with me."
She laughed, and it was one of the most delightful sounds I'd heard. That was the first time I'd heard her laugh, and I decided I was going to make her do it a lot.
"Did your mom work?" I asked.
"Yeah, she had a job working for a little Mexican restaurant. She could cook Mexican food. She didn't make a lot, though."
"She was Hispanic?" I asked.
She nodded. "Yes. She told me my dad was black, but I never met him. He took off before I was born."
I wanted to hug her, but I didn't want to scare her. "I'm so sorry, Maia. I feel terrible for you. Do you think it would be okay if I hugged you?"
She looked up at me and those huge obsidian eyes had tears pooling in them. She nodded, those curls bouncing, and I leaned over and pulled her in. She buried her face in my shoulder and began to sob. It was tearing my heart out.
"Hey, we have food to eat," I said. "Eat first and cry later, okay? I even have some key lime pie, for dessert. I'm sorry for making you cry, Maia."
I got a watery little chuckle and she looked up at me again, tears streaking her smooth brown face. "I need a tissue," she said.
I jumped up and grabbed the box, and she composed herself. We went back to eating and I tried to think of something to say that wouldn't make her sad.
"Did you go to school?"
"Yes. I like school and I get really good grades, but I kinda... had to drop out, you know?"
"Yeah, I know," I said. "Do you think you'll go back?"
"I want to," she said. "I don't know how I will, though. I need to get a job, but it's hard when you're 17 and don't have like parents to sign stuff. It's hard when you don't have a place to live, Rogers. I feel like I'm always dirty, and no one wants to hire you when you aren't clean and you have dirty clothes."
I had no idea, honestly, never having been remotely in her situation. I could see the vicious loop, though. "Yeah, I guess I see all that."
"If I ever have a chance, I'm going back to school, but it won't be until after I turn 18 and have enough money. I want to go to college, Rogers, but I don't know how I'll ever do it."
"Hey, you keep those dreams," I told her. "I think you'll find a way."
She smiled up at me. "Thanks. What are these little crunchy bread things with the onions in them?"
"Hush-puppies," I said. "Mom was a Southern girl and it's her recipe. Do you like them?"
"Oh, yeah," she said. "Can I have some more?"
"You don't have to ask," I told her. "Eat everything here you want. If you see something in the fridge and you're hungry or thirsty, eat it or drink it. Anything you need to use, just do it, okay?"
She nodded. "Thank you, Rogers. I'll try to pay you back someday."
"No, you won't," I told her. "I work and make lots of money so I can have things myself, and help people I like. I definitely like you. I don't even want you to think like that. I'm not loaning you anything. I'm giving it to you, okay?"
She nodded and teared up again. "Don't start that!" I said. "We have pie!"
She had to giggle. "I don't think I can eat pie right now," she said. "I'm stuffed." She had made quite a dent in the dinner, there were three stripped corn cobs on her plate and I had no idea where that skinny little thing put it all.
"I have an idea," I said. "Do you like coffee?"
"Do you have creamer?" she asked.
"Oh, my God. Not creamer," I protested.
She laughed, and that thrill shot through me again. "Yass," she said.
I made a pot and dug out some creamer I always kept around for Sarah, we got big mugs and I asked her if she would like to walk down by the river with me.
She liked that idea, and we found her a pair of Anna's old flip-flops to wear. We carried our coffee down to the dock, and I felt her little hand slip into mine. She looked up at me. "Is it okay?" she asked.
"It is. Very okay," I told her. "I always want to hold hands with beautiful girls."
A peachy blush stole over those gorgeous features and she got very shy. "Do you like boats," I asked quickly.
"I don't know. I've never been on a boat," she said.
"Well, you, me and Tally will go out tomorrow," I said. "You can decide when we go."
We sat in camp chairs on the dock and watched the river while the sun set. "It's beautiful here, Rogers," she said. "How long have you lived here?"
"Well, I've owned the place for like 15 years, I said. "I've only lived here full time for about six months. I'm going through a divorce, Maia."
She visibly shrank. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to..."
"It's okay," I said. "I'll tell you if you want to hear it. If you stay very long, you are going to know. Talley will spend the week with her mom when school starts and I won't have her all the time. That's what hurts me the most, you know?"
"Do you think it would be okay if I hug you?" she asked.
We both burst into laughter as she echoed my earlier words to her. "Yeah, I think so," I said.
She set down her cup, stood, came and pulled me to my feet, pulling me into a tight hug, nuzzling her cheek into my chest. We hugged for a very long time, just two slightly broken souls sharing a touch.
She sat back down and took a sip of her coffee. "What happened with your wife?" she asked.
"Well, we'd been married almost 10 years," I said. "Talley is eight. We are originally from the Denver area. We moved here when we graduated from college. She was having a thing with her sister and a bunch of old school friends back in Colorado. I didn't know it at the time, but one of those "friends" was her old boyfriend from high school. They decided to reenact their old hookups. They went at it hot and heavy for a week, then she came home and thought everything should be okay."
"How did you find out?" she asked.
"I have old friends back there, too. One of them sent me a video of a party," I said. "It was kinda X-rated."
She blushed. "Wow! What did you do?"
"Well, we had this place," I said. "I moved all my shit, sorry, all my stuff, here and I was gone when she got back. She called, wondering where Talley and I were, and I dropped Talley off with Mom and met her at a restaurant."
"What did she say?"
"She was sort of like she had all these unresolved feelings from how they broke up. She got caught up in it, made a huge mistake, got all the issues with herself settled and now she was back to being only mine."
"Bullshit," Maia said. She giggled when I shot her a look. "Umm. I hate to tell you, Rogers, but I cuss a little," she said.
"I am shocked, shocked," I told her.
She laughed. "Well, get used to it. Talley is going to cuss, too, when she's my age."
"The youth of our country are deplorable," I lectured her. "Drinking whiskey, cussing, God knows what you'll do next."
She burst out laughing, and it took her a minute to get over it. She got serious after a minute. "I... I do worse things," she said.
"Do you want to talk about it?" I asked.
"No, not really, but you should know, I used to smoke weed sometimes with kids from the apartments. Since I ran out of money, I... I've stolen things, food, water. I was going to try to steal something from that store today."
She made a little choking sound, and she was sobbing. "I'm so sorry, Rogers. I hate it, but I was so hungry and thirsty. Please don't hate me."
I moved quickly to kneel in front of her, pulling her forward to crush her slender form against me. "Noo, I can never hate you, Maia. I know. I might do the same thing in your place. You don't need to do that as long as you're with me, understand?"
She nodded, sobbing into my chest. "I'm afraid," she managed. "I can't just stay here and sponge off you and Talley. I'll... I'll..."
"Stop, please, Maia. You're killing me here. We'll figure it all out," I said. "I promise, whatever happens, you won't go back to the street. I promise. Do you believe me?"
I took her little pointed chin with my finger and pushed it up until she was looking at me, her beautiful sad features streaked with trails of tears. "Do you believe me?" I asked again.
She nodded against the pressure of my finger, and I squeezed her again. "Now, it's going to be dark in a minute. This is today. What do you need today?"
"I can stay?" she asked.
"You can stay," I answered.
"I don't need anything, then. Oh, I need some toothpaste, please, Rogers. I... ran out."
I thought for a minute. "You remember that Target where we were sitting when we called Talley?" I asked her.
"Yes."
"Let's go back there and get you anything you need," I said. "Toothpaste and anything else."
"Noo, you've done so much already," she said.
"Yes," I insisted. "You need things. I need to pick up a couple of things. It will make me so happy, Maia, to do this for you. You may not know it, but one of the best feelings in the world is when you help someone who needs help. I promise. Sometimes it's an inconvenience and you don't do it, but it always, always, makes you feel good when you do. It will make me like myself. Do you understand what I'm saying?"
"I guess," she said. "I mean, I do, but I've never been able to help anyone, so I don't really know."
"Do you trust me?" I asked.
She hesitated. "I haven't known you for very long," she finally said. "Yes, I do trust you, Rogers. Anyone who has a daughter like Talley and a mom like yours is a good person, I know. You have been so nice to me, and you don't even know me."
"Well, let's go to Target, then," I said.
She held my hand again on the way back to the house. I grabbed my wallet and keys and we were off. She tried to do voice commands to my phone, and finally got some music playing. It was the Lumineers, she told me, and it wasn't bad. We bounced along and we had time for two songs before we got to Target.
She looked adorable in her too big clothes, too big flip-flops, but she wasn't the least bit self-conscious, and she grabbed my hand and swung our arms in cadence to our steps.
"You look like you're marching me in here," I said.
That got her laughing and happy. "I am," she said. "I hope your credit card is prepared to meet its doom."
We walked in together, and the security guard smiled at her. "Dragged Dad in for some shopping?" he asked.
"Hey, he's my sugar daddy," she said. "What's with the 'Dad' shit?"
He looked shocked, and she got a big kick out of it. "Just kidding," she said. She looked up at me with a mischievous glint in those dark eyes. "What should we get first, Daddy?"
I had to laugh at her antics. This was a far cry from the shy, dirty, sad waif I'd met less than a day before outside Quick Mart. "Well, let's grab a cart," I said. "We know we need toothpaste, so we can start over there."
She wanted to push the cart, and I strolled along with her. I got a snap from Talley and checked it while we were walking. "Everything okay?" It showed her and Mom snuggled up on Mom's couch, with Dad asleep beside Talley. Typical.
"Yep, we're shopping at Target," I sent back.
"Hey, I wanna go to Target," she sent.
I showed Maia. "Tell her we can come with her, too," she said.
That got me a big heart emoji, and an "I love you, night. Night, Maia."
Maia didn't want just any toothpaste. It had to be Crest Minty Fresh in a little bottle, with Scope. "I like this one," she said.
"Well, you have beautiful teeth," I said, "so that must be the one. Do you have a good toothbrush?"
"Mine's kinda worn," she said.
She had a special one of those she wanted, too. I discovered quickly that she didn't approve of my bath products. "I've got different kind of hair and skin than you or Talley," she said. She got all kinds of products and a pack of five little hat looking things.
"What are those for?" I asked.
"I wear them at night," she said. "It keeps the product in my hair and off the pillow." Who knew? I certainly didn't.
She looked down at the little mound of things she had and frowned. She picked up two tubes of something and started to put them back.
"What are you doing, Maia?" I asked.
"It's too much," she said. "Imma put this back."
I grabbed her. "No, you're not," I said. "You need it, I want you to have it."
She acquiesced, reluctantly, and we walked through the food. Several times she asked if we had any of something. Sometimes we did, but not always. "Will you let me cook for you, Rogers?"
"If you want to," I said. "I cook for myself, and I'll make you food. It isn't fancy, but you'll have a fat butt in no time eating my cooking."
She laughed. "Fat is not something I struggle with," she said.
"I can tell. Get what you want. I'll eat it."
We wandered past the electronics, and I asked her if she wanted a phone. "Noo, they cost too much," she said. "I have one, but no minutes."
"How about if we get you one, not a break the bank one, load it with minutes and you tell me when you run out," I said.
She pulled me into an aisle. "I'm kinda scared," she said.
"Of what? Phones?"
She laughed. "No, silly. Rogers, you sound like you're thinking I'll be staying a while with you."
"Do you have somewhere to be?" I asked her.
She giggled. "Yeah, I have a big mansion in Sun City I'm missing. Really, though, Rogers. You'd just let me stay a while?"
I made up my mind, right then. I'd have to clear it with Talley, but I knew she'd be ecstatic. "As far as I'm concerned, you can stay forever," I said. "I'll never make you leave, Maia. If you do dumb shit, I won't like it and you may want to leave because I'm disappointed with you. Are you going to do dumb shit?"
"No, never," she said.
I laughed. "Don't kid me. I know you will. I will, too. So will Talley. We have a rule, Maia. If you do something stupid, you don't argue or try to justify it. You just apologize, stop it and we never mention it again, okay?"
"I like that rule," she said. "I'll try really hard not to do stupid shit."
"Are you going to fight with Talley?" I asked.
"How can you even ask that? No, of course not. It would be like fighting with a kitten. She's too adorable to fight with, Rogers."
I laughed. "No, she isn't, but she is adorable and she doesn't like to fight. Okay, it's settled. You can stay until you're ready to leave. Deal?"
She threw herself on me and kissed me. "I can't believe... you're so... I didn't think I'd ever... ever find anyone like you. I'm going to be so good, Rogers. I'm going to make you proud of me."
"I already am," I assured her. "Now, people are starting to stare."
"I don't care." She kissed me again and turned to the cart. We got her a phone. It wasn't an iPhone, but it wasn't the cheap one, either. She couldn't wait to use it. "I want to have Snapchat so I can talk to you and Talley," she said.
"If you use the WiFi at home, it won't use your minutes, either," I told her.
"Dope," she said.
I made her buy clothes, enough so that she could go a week without having to wash, and we got her new sneakers, flip-flops that fit and a pair of black flats she liked. She really had very simple tastes, and even Target was a big deal to her.
"Rogers, can I go off by myself for a minute?" she asked.
"Are you going to run away?" I asked.
She looked hurt. "No. I need some... girl things."
I laughed. "I was married for a decade, baby doll. I know what tampons are."
She was blushing furiously. "I'll even buy them for you if you need me to," I said.
"Oh, my God. Really?"
"I've done it dozens of times," I said. "I'll need explicit instructions, though. I once asked Anna if she wanted the lemon or the lime, because the boxes were yellow and green."
She got a good laugh out of that, and led me away to the feminine products aisle. She still blushed when she put the box in the cart, and it was a very interesting effect on her brown glow. She took on a little peachy tint, and it was about the cutest thing I had ever seen.
We were finally ready to check out, and we made quite a dent in my debit card. I heard her gasp when the guy told me the total. I reached over and squeezed her and she relaxed.
When we got to the truck and got all the stuff inside, she sat there for a minute, saying nothing. "Buckle up, girl," I said. "It's the law."
"Rogers, are you rich?" She looked at me seriously. "I mean, you have that dope-ass house, and I know you had another one. You have this truck, a boat, jet-skis and you act like us spending all that money in there wasn't a big deal."
I had to chuckle. "I don't even know what 'rich' means, Maia. I'm not going to miss $300. I won't miss 3,000, or 30,000. If you spend 300,000, we'll have to do some things."
She gasped. "Oh, my God!"
"Don't worry about money," I said. "I own my own business and it makes a ton of money. I sell flooring, all kinds, but mostly to big industrial clients. I sell to warehouses, wholesalers, big installers, and I have over 100 people working for me."
Her eyes were as big as saucers. "You mean, like carpet?"
"Well, yes, but other stuff people put on their floors, too."
"Will you give me a job?" she asked.
"Yes, when you're 18," I said.
"Let's go home," she said. I liked that very much. She said "home," and it sounded so right I couldn't believe the feelings I had when she said it. A wave swept through my body and I sat there for a minute.
"Home," she said, and I laughed.
"Home it is."
We went home and finally had that piece of key lime pie.
*****
Talley came bursting through the door Sunday about noon, Mom following at a more sedate pace, befitting her status as the family matron. "Where's Maia?" Talley could hardly contain herself.
"She is sleeping in," I told her. "She's really tired, baby. You know she hasn't had a bed and has been sleeping outside. We have to let her get rested up."
She looked thoughtful. "Yes. I know that wouldn't be very fun. How late do you think she'll sleep?"
I had to chuckle. My baby was full of enthusiasm and life, and everything had to be done at breakneck speed. "I don't know," I said. "She'll get up when she gets up. You, me and Gram can just talk until then, okay?"
She nodded and went off to get a bowl of Peanut Butter Captain Crunch. I hugged Mom and we sat at the bar while Talley devoured her cereal.
"What did you guys do while I was gone?" she asked.
"Well, we talked a lot," I said. "We went shopping at Target, as you know, and got her some stuff she needed. Talley, I have to talk to you about something. How would you feel about Maia staying with us for a while?"
She squealed. "Really? Oh yeah, I would love that. I really, really like her, Dad."



I could tell Mom wasn't nearly so enthusiastic. "Rogers, she's a minor child," she said. "You could get in very serious trouble."
"Are you going to rat me out?" I asked.
She laughed. "No. I just... I know what you're doing, Rogers, and I admire you for it. I know she's a tragic story. Just be careful, okay?"
"That's my plan," I said. "She'll be 18 soon, and that won't be a problem anymore. Do you know, she asked me for a job?"
"Are you going to give her one?" Talley asked.
"If she still wants one when she's 18," I said. "I think she should finish school, though, don't you?"
Talley nodded, and Mom also approved. "How long do you think she'll stay?" Mom asked. "I guess a better question is, how long will you let her stay?"
"I have no idea," I said. "Where would she go? Back out on the street?"
"I wasn't suggesting that," Mom said.
"I think she should stay as long as she needs to stay," Talley said. "It'll be like having a big sister, Dad. You know I've always wanted a sister or a brother."
"Yes, I know." I chuckled. "You've told me every day since you were like four."
"Well, I still do," she said. "Since you and Mom... aren't together, you aren't going to give me one, so I want Maia."
"Talley, Maia isn't a puppy," Mom said. "Why don't you just see what happens. I know she'll love you, and I expect you'll love her. You do that: love people, and you have so much love to give. Your grandfather and I thank God for you every day."
Talley dimpled up. "Well, I do love you and Grandpa. I just know I'll love Maia, too."
"I'm sure you will, button," I told her. "She's been hurt a lot, baby, and we have to let her go slow if she needs that, okay?"
"Yeah, I get it," she said.
"How long are you staying?" I asked Mom.
"Not long," she said. "Your father wants to go to the swap meet. Why?"
"I was going to see if you wanted to go out on the river," I said. "You and Dad got dinner plans?"
"Not really," she said.
"Wanna come over?"
"I'll ask him and let you know, okay?"
She left and Talley helped me make sandwiches and pack coolers. We took them down to the dock, and when we got back, Maia was up, also indulging in the dreadful cereal. Talley squealed and ran to her, wrapping her up like an anaconda.
"Good morning, Maia. We're going out on the boat," she said. "You're gonna love it."
"If I'm going to be with you, I know I will," Maia said, giving Talley the same hug she was getting.
Talley looked up at her, and did a double-take. "Wow! Maia, you look so pretty!"
She did, too. She had on a little makeup, just eye makeup, and it really made those obsidian eyes pop. Her lashes were incredibly long and thick, and the mascara just made them stand out even more.
"Can you swim?" Talley asked.
"Yes, but not very well," Maia said. "I haven't... had a chance to swim very much."
"That's okay," Talley said. "You can wear a life jacket and we can swim in the river."
"That sounds like fun," Maia said. "What should I wear?"
"Well, I wear shorts and a top," Talley said, "and my swimsuit under. I take off my stuff to swim, then put it back on when I get out."
"I... I don't have a swimsuit," Maia said.
"Dad, why didn't you get her one at Target?" Talley asked. "We gotta get her one, dummy."
I thought about that for a minute. "Maia, can you drive?" I asked.
"Yes, I took driver's education at school," she said. "I have like a provisional license."
"Talley, would you want to go with Maia to get a swimsuit while I get the boat ready?" I asked.
"Oh, yeah," she said. "There's a shop not too far, Maia. I got my last one there. They have dope stuff."
Maia was looking at me oddly. "What?" I asked.
"I... I just... I'll be really careful, Rogers, and take really good care of her, I promise. I just can't believe you trust..." she started crying.
"Hey, none of that," I told her. "This is happy day. I do trust you, Maia, so let's forget about that, okay?"
She nodded and dried her eyes. I walked them out to the garage and Maia gasped. "I... I can't drive that," she stammered. "Noo, Rogers. I might have an accident or scratch it or something. Please, let me take the truck."
"That," was my 2010 Lexus LFA, and it was beautiful, sitting there under the lights, the bright yellow gleaming.
"Umm... Maia, we drive it all the time," Talley said. "It's really cool. You'll love it."
"It's too expensive, I just know something bad will happen." She was practically in tears.
"Maia, I have insurance," I assured her. "Nothing is going to happen, and if it does, we'll just fix it, okay? Really, sweetheart. I need the truck to move the boat. Remember, I trust you." I handed her the keys and my money clip.
She looked at the clip and again she looked at me with anguish in her eyes. "It's... It's too much," she said.
"Bring me back the change," I told her. I turned her around, swatted her butt and she laughed.
"Oh, my God, I can't believe I'm doing this."
I closed her door and watched as they buckled in; I raised the door and Maia backed carefully out. She eased down the driveway and I was smiling, both on the outside and on the inside. There went my baby, and another girl who was rapidly winning a spot in my heart. I hooked up to the boat, launched it, pulling into the dock slip, tied it off and pulled the truck back up to the house where I dropped the trailer. I went in and changed, packed a bag with sunscreen, towels and sunglasses, then grabbed straw hats. I didn't think Maia would need one, but I got her one, just in case.
I heard the garage door, and they came in, chattering away at each other. Maia ran to me and gave me a hug and a kiss. "Oh, my God, Rogers. I can't believe you let me drive that fire car! Thank you. I didn't have an accident or anything, and we parked way away from all the other cars."
I laughed. "I'm glad you had fun. Go. Change."
She ran up the stairs, carrying a bag, and Talley scampered off to her room, also carrying a bag. "Hey," I called after her. "I see you took advantage of old Dad and bought you something."
She pretended to be shocked. "What? Where?"
I laughed and she disappeared. They both came outside where I was waiting on the back patio in a few minutes. They grabbed sunglasses, and it turned out Maia wanted the hat. We boarded the boat and we were off.
We had one of those jet boats with the reinforced slick hulls so we could navigate really shallow water, and we ran down the fiver for a couple of miles at speed. Talley was an old hand, but Maia was glowing, the wind whipping all those curls, one hand holding her hat on and her eyes shining with excitement. We ran a rapid into a large pool and I eased the boat onto the bank. Talley had blankets and we spread them under a big cottonwood tree. It was hot as fuck, and it wasn't long before Talley wanted to swim.
She took off her outer clothes and waited for Maia. Maia was a little hesitant, but Talley's urging soon had her pulling off her top, then her shorts. I was a little stunned. Good God she was gorgeous. She had on a bikini that matched Talley's one-piece. It wasn't bleeding edge, but it was clear that this was a smoking hot girl. She was thin, very thin, and had obviously not been eating well, but that was going to change. She had lots of bones showing, looking a little like one of those anorexic models you see. I hadn't really thought about it, with her wearing baggy clothes, but damn. She was willowy perfection, acres of gorgeous brown skin, slender, but definitely female, gentle curves that I suspected would be dramatic as she got to an ideal weight for her. I would see about her working out with me.
She glanced at me and saw me watching, blushed and crossed her arms in front of her defensively. I pulled off my tank, ending the awkward moment, and ran into the water, picking Talley up and carrying her, shrieking, into the water until the cool liquid embraced us. I let her go and she swam back until she could touch.
"Come in, Maia," she demanded.
Maia came slowly toward us, sinking down as she got about waist deep. She had put her hair up in two big knots on top of her head, and she looked hilarious with just her head and all that hair out of the water.
"Oooh, it feels nice," she said.
I grabbed them pool noodles out of the boat and they floated around, relaxing in the cool water. I swam across the river and back, getting a little exercise. We got out after about half an hour, relaxed in the shade until we were hot again, then played in the water some more.
It turned out that Maia had never skipped rocks, and we taught her how. We had sandwiches, chips and drinks, lounged around until late afternoon and headed back. Maia became comfortable in her bikini in front of me, and she and Talley had the time of their lives.
I told them Mom and Dad were coming for dinner, which Talley knew but Maia didn't. She looked at me. "Rogers, can I cook dinner?" she asked.
"Yeah, I guess, if you want to," I said. "Are you sure?"
She nodded excitedly. "Yes. I like cooking. Mom taught me and I know a bunch of recipes. I want to cook for you guys."
We showered, and Maia wanted to start dinner. I became her assistant. I knew where everything was, and she didn't. She kept me busy. She had me run to the store for some things, while she cooked meat. She had both chicken and ground beef, and when I got back, she took the tortillas I got her and rolled them up, making two dishes, one with the beef and one with the chicken.
It was interesting watching her as she bustled around, almost at a jog, and by the time Mom and Dad arrived, the house was filled with delicious odors. Dad hadn't met Maia, so I introduced them.
My dad was a character. He was an old lecher, always had a joke, some pithy saying, and completely harmless. He flirted with every woman he met, and would have been horrified if any of them had ever taken him seriously. He was completely devoted to Mom, and she tolerated him with amusement.
He hugged everyone, and Maia was no exception. "Something smells awesome," he said. "It's obviously not Rogers. When did you learn how to cook, Rogers?"
"I didn't," I said. "This is all Maia."
She was blushing, and Dad wouldn't let her go. "Beautiful, AND you can cook," he said. "We just have to figure out how to get rid of Kristen and Rogers, then you and Talley can move in with me."
"Pay no attention to him, honey," Mom said. "He would have a heart attack in a week with you and Talley around."
We all laughed, even Dad, and he let Maia get back to her cooking. We sat around the bar, watching her and talking, and I got up to help her from time to time. She didn't want to eat at the bar, and insisted we eat at the table. Mom and Talley set the table and Dad and Maia carried in the food while I poured drinks.
"Do you want a glass of wine?" I asked.
She looked at me. "I don't know. I've never had any."
I poured her a bit, and she tasted it, wrinkling up her cute little nose. "Yuck," she said. "No, I don't want that."
I poured the glass for me, and got her Dr. Pepper.
The enchiladas were delicious; she had made a tomatillo sauce to cover them and they were smothered in cheese. They were pretty spicy, and just amazing.
"How old did you say you were?" Dad asked her.
"I'm 17," she said. "I'll be 18 next month."
"Well, any woman who can cook like this will be married before she's 20. You are the total package," he said.
She blushed and got all shy again. When we finished, we had ice cream and Talley and I cleaned up the dishes while Dad and Mom got better acquainted with Maia. I gave Talley a little squeeze. "How's my baby doing?" I asked in a low voice.
"So good," she said. "Maia is so fire, Dad. I love her. She loves me, too, I can tell."
"Of course. You're very lovable," I told her. "Everyone loves you. You wanna play some board games?"
"Oh, yes," she said. I knew she'd be down for that, and Mom and Dad were always fun.
I got the dishwasher started. "Anyone want a margarita?" I asked.
Mom and Dad both did, and I made one without alcohol for Talley. Maia came to stand beside me. "Can I really have one?"
"Maia, as far as I'm concerned, in this house, you're an adult," I told her. "Jesus, sweetheart, you've been taking care of yourself for a while. Do you like margaritas?"
"I don't know," she said. "I've never had one."
I gave her a sip of mine. She had an interesting reaction, both seeming to like it and maybe not, at the same time. She cocked her head to one side in a cute little "I'm thinking" gesture. "I'll take one," she finally decided.
We played games and with the encouragement of my whole family, she just blossomed, all that sparkling personality I was getting to know coming out, and Dad was totally in love with her. I could see Mom getting that warm caring look she had when she looked at Talley, too, as she interacted with Maia.
They left about 11, and I sat on the sofa while the girls put away the games. Talley came and snuggled up against me, and I could tell I'd be carrying her to bed in a few minutes. Maia came and stood in front of us. She looked at the sofa on the other side of me, hesitantly.
"Is it okay?" she asked.
I patted the cushion, and she sat close, snuggling me on the opposite side of Talley. I put my arms around each of them, and Maia and I spoke in quiet voices as Talley's eyes closed and she was asleep.
Maia reached her hand across me to smooth a wisp of Talley's ash-blonde hair behind her ear. "She's so beautiful, Rogers. I love her."
"Yes, she is, and I love her with all my heart," I said. "You're beautiful, too, Maia."
"Thank you," she said. "I... I don't feel very beautiful. I've thought there must be something wrong with me, like I would never find a place... find someone to love me." She snuggled in tighter against me. "Thank you, Rogers. You make me feel so good. You let me in your life, made me feel like I'm part of something. You didn't have to do that, but you did, just because you could. I'll never forget."
"It makes me happy for you to be happy," I told her. "That's what matters. We all deserve to be happy."
She kissed my cheek and climbed the stairs, giving me a little wave at the top. I carried Talley to bed and tucked her in before I fell into my own bed. This had been a good day, I thought.
*****
We soon worked out a routine. Talley had a sitter, or she stayed with Mom when I worked, but Maia insisted that we didn't need a sitter, that she was perfectly capable of watching Talley, who really didn't need much watching, anyway. Talley stayed with Maia, or they both went to Mom's.
Sarah finally came home, and we got her and Maia acquainted. They immediately became besties, and Sarah and I had a talk.
"I don't want her going to foster care or some shit," I told her. "God, Sarah, you know how awful that is."
"Yes, I do. There are plenty of unhoused kids around, Rogers. I try to help them, be their advocate, but it's overwhelming."
"I know you do," I said. My little sister was a special kind of caring person. "What do you think I should do?"
"Well, no one is looking for her, obviously," she said. "Why change anything? It seems like you have a perfect arrangement. Unless you don't want her. If you don't, I do."
"Oh, no," I said. "You aren't getting her. You'd corrupt her in a week."
She laughed. "Right, bring her over to the dark side." It was a joke between us. Sarah was gay, and we were cool with each other about it.
"So just go along and wait for her to turn 18?" I asked.
"That's my advice," she said. "You might want to have a talk with Talley, so she doesn't spill any tea to Anna. She might start some shit."
I hadn't thought about that. I'd have to mention it. We had that talk the next morning. It was Talley's weekend to spend with her mom, and I figured I'd better put a bug in her ear.
"Baby, you know that Maia is 17, right?" I said.
"Yes, so what?"
"Well, people have rules, laws. Kids aren't supposed to live by themselves when they're 17," I explained.
"Why not?" she asked.
"Well, you're considered a child until you're 18," I said. "Your parents are supposed to take care of you."
"But Maia doesn't have any parents," she said, "and we take care of her. She lives with us, and not by herself."
"Yes, baby, I know, but other people wouldn't understand," I told her. "That's why we tell your grandparents' neighbors she's your babysitter. If someone found out she's only 17 and lives with us instead of her parents, they might tell the people who would take her away from us and make her go somewhere people wouldn't love her and would be mean to her. That's why we don't ever tell anyone she lives with us. She's just your babysitter. Do you understand?"
"Oh," she said. "Oh! I get it. You don't want me to tell Mom about Maia."
"You are so smart," I told her. "You can tell your mother anything you want after Maia's birthday, okay? I don't like secrets, but this isn't our secret to tell, okay? It would be bad for Maia."
"I won't say anything, Dad. I love Maia, and I would feel so bad if something happened to her."
*****
I was careful to make arrangements to drop Talley off Friday evening, rather than have Anna pick her up. Anna, of course, tried to "talk" to me, but I told her I was in a hurry. I actually was. I was taking Maia to dinner. She had been out shopping with Sarah, and Sarah had told me on the down-low that she'd bought Maia a new dress, and that Maia was dying to show it off to me.
I was going to give her the occasion; I had reservations at Cocina Madrigal, and I thought she'd like it. I had only been there once, with Talley, but I was impressed.
I got home and heard the shower running in Maia's room. I showered, put on a pair of black slacks with a pink dress shirt, and waited for her. I was idly scrolling through memes on my phone, and I heard a noise. I looked up and Maia was at the top of the stairs, just taking her first step down. God, she took my breath away.
She had on a dark plum-colored number that just made her a spectacular vision. Her dusky skin just glowed, and she had new shoes, as well: black heels, not too high, but they accentuated the line of her legs perfectly. The dress was short, showing off those legs, and she was long, slender elegance. She had her hair up, showing her graceful neck and as she came closer, I could see she had made her little baby hairs into the cutest little curls, carefully arranged on her forehead. God, she was gorgeous. She had begun to fill out a little, getting enough to eat putting some weight back on her. She was still very thin, but she was getting there.
I just watched her, and I could tell she wanted me to. She had that little peachy blush she got when she was feeling shy or embarrassed, and she came to stand in front of me. She was wearing makeup. She really didn't need any; her skin was beautiful, but she had just accentuated it; she had on a pale-yellow eye shadow and lipstick that matched. Her nails were yellow, as were her toenails in the open-toed shoes.
Her face was something out of a magazine. She had high cheekbones, a little declivity below, a broad, high forehead and her little pointed chin gave her face an elfin quality.
"My God, Maia, you are gorgeous!" I exclaimed.
Her blush deepened. "Thanks." It was almost a whisper. "Sarah helped me. I wanted to look pretty." She looked me over. "You look very nice, too, Rogers."
"'Pretty' doesn't begin to describe you," I said. "You are a beautiful woman, Maia. Never doubt it. You're the star of this show. I'm just a supporting actor. Still a little skinny, though. Let's go and do something about that."
She giggled, I stood, offered her my arm and we walked out to the Lexus. I opened her door and she got gracefully in, flashing a mile of gorgeous brown leg as she did.



We had a wonderful dinner, and I didn't want the night to end. I asked her if she would like to prowl around, and she was all for it. I took her to the Melrose District, we drove through Copper Star Coffee, got a cup and a pastry and we window shopped, going in if something interested us.
We were at one art shop, and Maia was fascinated with this one painting. It was of a little black girl, standing in front of a store, looking in the window at the dresses inside. It did have a pathos to it, like the little girl was wistful, wishing she could have one of the dresses. Maia dragged me back three times to look at it again. I was going to remember.
She also loved a gold necklace at a jewelry store with a ruby on it. "That's my birthstone," she told me. I was going to remember that, too.
The district had a large LBGTQ presence, and Maia remarked on it. "Pride is a thing here, huh?" she said.
"Yeah, I like to support them when I can," I said. "Umm... Maia, you know Sarah is gay, right?"
She giggled. "Yeah, she told me. It doesn't matter to me. What do you think?"
"It doesn't matter to me, either," I said. "I love her, and I'd love her no matter what. She's my sister. She's a human. She is who she is, and it's none of my business who she loves. Well, as long as she loves you, me and Talley."
She giggled. "I don't think that's a problem. She's a very loving person. She's very pretty, Rogers. Does she have a girlfriend?"
"I'm sure she does," I said. "She always does, but she only introduces me to the ones she intends to be with a while."
We strolled along, hand in hand, and I enjoyed being with her more than I could have ever imagined. We got a lot of looks. Well, Maia got a lot of looks. We were in a kind of "beautiful people" area, but she was something special. Who would have guessed? I certainly didn't when I saw that waif outside that Quick Mart. I hadn't even looked twice at her, until I noticed the cops harassing her. That made me feel kind of bad about myself. I shook it off. I'd try to be more aware. It was impossible to feel bad around Maia, anyway.
I took her fishing on Saturday. She had never fished before, but once she caught her first fish, she was hooked (pun intended). It was a largemouth bass, and she shrieked and laughed the whole time she was reeling it in.
"Can we eat it?" she asked, as I was showing her how to release it.
"Yes, we could if it was big enough," I said. "There's a length limit, and this one isn't long enough. Are you hungry for fish?"
She smiled up at me, her little dimples making her as cute as a month-old kitten. "Always. I love fish. Can we have the potatoes and hush-puppies like we did the night when you... found me?"
"We can," I promised. "We should fish for something besides bass, though, if we want to eat them."
I set her up with a light spinning outfit, maneuvered the boat around brush and debris and she begin catching fat bluegill nearly every time she cast. I cheered her on, and we soon had two-dozen in the live-well. I told her we had enough, and we went back to bass fishing, catching 10 before she wanted to stop.
"Rogers, I'm boutta to have a heat stroke," she declared. "I'm going to jump in."
She pulled off her shorts and top, displaying all that bikini-clad beauty, grabbed her pool noodle and jumped, shrieking, into the water. She played like a sleek little otter while I fished, and climbed back aboard when we were ready to go.
When we got back, I filleted the bluegill while she watched. She wrinkled her cute little nose at the smell, but she offered to help. I gave her a knife, showed her how to remove the ribs from the fillet and she worked alongside me.
"I'm sorry, Rogers, but they smell disgusting," she said.
I laughed. "I know. This is the no-fun part of fishing. Either you release them or do this."
"Maybe we should just buy fish at the store, and release the ones we catch," she suggested.
"Good plan," I said. "Remember, this was your idea, though."
"Yeah, well, it was a bad idea," she said. "Don't listen to me if I have any more ideas."
She was adorable, and I kissed the top of her head. She shot me one of those flashing smiles, we cleaned up and took the fish to the house. She helped me cook, and we were chilling on the sofa, me scrolling through my phone and her watching some sitcom on Netflix, her warm little body snuggled up against me.
"Rogers, I'll never forget that first night," she told me. "This just reminds me of it, and I just want you to know how thankful I am for you. I pray every night and thank God for letting me find you."
My eyes were watering. I squeezed her. "Hey, I'm thankful for you. You've brought a lot of happiness to me and my whole family."
She looked up at me, her huge eyes glistening black pools. "I love you," she whispered.
I pulled her close with both arms. "I love you, too, Maia."
She kissed me good night and went up to her room. She stopped and looked down at me over the railing. "What are we going to do tomorrow?"
"Well, I don't have any plans," I said. "Pick Talley up at five, though."
"I have some stuff I want to talk to you about," she said. "Can we just hang here?"
"You got it," I said. "Anything I need to be worried about?"
"No, just me stuff," she said. "Night, Rogers."
*****
We both slept in and had brunch about noon. She cleaned up, and I was in my office when she came to find me. She had a glass of juice and a cup of coffee, for me. Talley had a chair in there at her computer, and Maia pulled it up beside me, putting her cute little feet up on my legs and leaning back.
"Rogers, next Wednesday is my birthday," she said.
"I know. Eighteen! Maia all grown up!"
She giggled. "Well, you told me you'd give me a job when I turned 18. Are you still gonna?"
"Are you sure?" I asked.
She nodded. "Yes. Very sure. I want to earn money, Rogers, be able to buy my own stuff."
That hurt my feelings a little. "I give you money, Maia. Is it not enough? You know if you need something, I'll get if for you."
"No, no, that's not it, at all," she hurried to reassure me. "It's just... It's hard to explain."
"I'm not going anywhere," I said.
"I love you, Rogers. I told you that last night. Do you know why?"
"Because I take care of you? Because you're grateful? Because I love you and I'm nice to you?
"No," she said. "You do take care of me, I am grateful, I know you love me; you told me, and you are nice to me, but that's not why."
I waited while she gathered her thoughts. "It's because you're the kind of person who would help a stranger you met at a convenience store, take care of her, love her and be nice to her. Do you see the difference?"
"Yeah, I guess I do. I'm not all that, though, Maia. I'm just as dumb and flawed as the next guy."
"I know that," she said. "I also know where I am right now. All this," she waved her hand around vaguely, "this is yours. You let me use it, and I love you for that. The clothes I'm wearing, you gave them to me. I can't live like this, Rogers. Not when I could make it different."
"Talley does," I said.
"Yes, but Talley's your daughter," she said. "I'm not your daughter, Rogers. Don't get that mixed up. Talley is little, and that's the way it's supposed to be. You buy me things. I want to buy you things, give you birthday presents, Christmas presents, that I buy with my own money I earn. I want to buy myself things I can look at and feel proud about, knowing I bought it with my own money. I want to take you out to eat sometimes, instead of you always taking me. Do you understand? I need to be my own person." There was a pleading for my understanding in her voice.
"Yes, I guess I do, Maia. I'll give you a job. It'll be up to you to keep it, okay? I won't interfere unless someone is treating you wrong."
She threw her arms around my neck and kissed me. "Thank you. I promise I won't let you down."
"I believe you."
"When school starts in the fall, can I work after school and be part-time?" she asked.
"You can, but I don't want you to," I said. "School is hard enough without working. I don't want your grades suffering because you're working."
"They won't," she promised. "If they do, I'll quit working while school is going. Okay?"
"Deal," I said. "You know, Talley will be spending the winter at her mom's during the week," I said. "It will just be you and me, except every other weekend."
She cocked her head to one side in that little gesture she had. "Do you think we can stand each other?"
I laughed. "I know I can stand you. I worry about whether you can stand me."
"I'll kill you and eat you if I can't," she promised.
"My God! I'm in danger!"
*****
Her birthday rolled around, and Mom, Dad, Talley, Sarah and I went all out. I had Sarah take her out for lunch, then shopping, and we decorated the place. Balloons were everywhere, Mom baked a cake, Dad and I put up streamers and arranged a bag of confetti in the rafters. Talley was everywhere, nearly unable to contain her excitement and anticipation. We had a big pile of presents we arranged on the coffee table, everything was set, and we waited for them to come home.
Talley ran to the door at every sound, and after about a half hour, she squealed and came running back. "They're here!" she squeaked. "She's gonna love it, I just know."
Sarah came in first, carrying a couple of bags, and then Maia, carrying a shoebox. Talley leaped out of the entry closet, shrieking, "Happy Birthday!" causing Maia to give a little shriek of her own and drop her shoebox. Tally picked it up and dragged her over to the center of the living room. Dad pulled the string on the confetti and the big bag dumped all over her.
Her eyes where shining, she was laughing and crying at the same time, and we all gathered around to give her hugs. Confetti was all in her hair, her beautiful face was glowing and she kissed us all. "Oh, my God! I can't believe this. You went to so much trouble. Thank you, I'll never forget this."
"Gram baked a cake, and we have ice cream," Talley gushed. "You get the first piece. The birthday person always gets the first piece."
Talley dragged her off to the bar, and Mom and Sarah dished up the cake and ice cream. We all sat around eating cake, laughing and talking. Maia kept picking confetti out of her hair.
"I'm never going to get this all out, you know," she complained.
"Hey, you'll be the birthday girl until you do," Sarah said.
Talley hurried eating her cake and ice cream, and tried to rush the rest of us along. "Hurry up, guys, so Maia can open her presents!"
"Hey, you'll make us freeze our heads, eating ice cream so fast," I said.
"I didn't freeze my head," she said. "I can't wait!"
We hurried, couldn't keep the exuberant one waiting. Maia knelt at the coffee table and looked at Talley, cocking her head like she did. "Wanna help me?" she asked Talley.
"Oh, can I? Yes, I do!"
They tore the wrapping off the first present, selected by Talley, of course. Maia's eyes shot to my face as she held up the painting she'd loved so much at the gallery. "Oh, my God," she said. "I can't believe you remembered and got me this!" She clutched it in her arms, and Talley jumped up and down.
"It's from Dad and me," she said. "We went and got it together. I helped him wrap it. Do you like it, Maia? Dad said you would."
Maia carefully sat it down on the table and gathered Talley in for a hug and a kiss. "I love it," she said. "Thank you, Talley." She looked at me. "Can I hang it in my room?"
"It's your room," I said. "You can do anything you want in there."
She jumped up and came to give me a hug. "Thank you, Rogers. I'll always keep it and remember."
She took it and put it carefully beside the stairs before returning to open her other presents. She got clothes, shoes, a laptop from Mom and Dad, some nice blue-tooth speakers from Sarah, perfume from Talley and finally she was down to a last small box. Talley tore the paper off and handed it to her, along with a card.
She read the card, and tears welled up in those amazing eyes. She looked around at all of us. We'd all signed it. "Read it," Talley urged. "Out loud, I mean. Dad and Aunt Sarah wrote it for you. I helped."
"I... I can't," Maia whispered hoarsely. "I... I'll start crying. You read it for me, Talley."
The sweet little voice of Talley began, and I don't think any of us had dry eyes.
"Maia,
"We are so happy you're part of our family. You've brought love and joy to us all, and we hope that you will want to be part of our family for the rest of your life. Family doesn't always happen genetically, Maia. You were sent to us from heaven, a gift of God. We didn't expect you, you just burst into our lives like a sunrise. We didn't rescue you, you rescued us. We love you, always."
She burst into tears as Talley finished, gasping out words. "I love you guys so much. I know I don't have anything to give you... to show you how much. I..."
Dad moved, tears running down his face. He held her as she sobbed. "You have so much to give, Maia. You give us love, and that's all we want. You are amazing, young lady. Don't you ever forget it."
Sarah handed her the tissue box, and she composed herself. "Open the box, Maia," Talley urged. "This is from me and Dad, too. Wait till you see!"
Maia opened the box and gasped. "Really? You remembered? Her eyes were locked on my face. I stood, walked behind where she was kneeling and said, "Can I put it on you?" It was the necklace she'd loved so much.
She gathered her hair and I slipped it around her long graceful neck. She bowed her head and I fastened the clasp.
"It looks so beautiful on you," Mom said.
She got up and ran to the mirror on Talley's bedroom door so she could see, then ran back to hug Talley and me. "Thank you so much. I love it. I don't think I'll ever take it off. I've never had any jewelry before."
"Oh, my God," Sarah said. "Well, we're going to fix that, sweetheart. I'll take you to some of the places I know. It isn't expensive, just gaudy junk, but you'll love it, I promise."
We played party games, and Dad and I had hung a pinata on the back patio. Maia knew about those, as we suspected from her mother, and she and Talley got a kick out of beating it with one of my fighting sticks while blindfolded. The candy spilled out and they hurried around, picking it up.
Mom, Dad and Sarah went home, and Talley was worn out, soon falling asleep on the sofa. I carried her to her bed, and Maia went with me. We tucked Talley in, kissed our little angel and went back to the sofa for a cuddle.
Maia's head was on my chest, and she looked up at me. "This was the best birthday ever, Rogers. Thank you. I love you."
I petted that mass of curls, picking out a couple of strings of confetti. "You're welcome. It made me happy to make you happy."
She sighed and relaxed. "When can I start my job?" she said after a minute.
I laughed. "You aren't about to let me forget that, are you?"
"Noo, I want that job. Do I have to like, apply, or something?"
"You'll have to go through HR to get all your paperwork, but I promise you'll be hired, okay?"
"What will I be doing?" she asked.
"What are you good at?" I asked. "Driving a truck?"
"What? No, I can't do that," she said. "I'm more like good at math and writing stuff."
She was quiet for a minute. "Do you think I could drive a truck?"
I laughed. "I think you could do anything you set your mind to," I said. "I was joking, but we are short a couple of drivers."
"Don't you need like a special license?"
"Well, if you're going to drive one of the big trucks, yes," I explained. "We have a lot of local deliveries, and those drivers pull a trailer with a truck just like ours. The weight has to be a certain amount before you need a commercial driver's license."
"Oh. I might like driving a truck then," she said.
"You could also work in the office," I said. "Answer phones, emails, do bookwork, things like that."
"Would I be with you?" she asked.
"Not much. I'm not in the office that much. Sometimes I am, but I'm mostly out in the warehouses or out visiting clients. You don't need to decide right away," I said. "Look at our website. You have a computer now."
"Oh, I almost forgot! I love computers."
I fluffed up her hair. "You love everything," I said.
She smiled up at me. "Check the job listings, pick the one you want, and tell Linda. That's our HR person. I gotta tell you, though, if you suck at the job, she'll fire you. I won't interfere. I'll get you a different job, but you gotta work, you know?"
She nodded against my chest. "I won't suck," she said. "I'll work hard, do whatever I needa do."
It took her a week to make up her mind, and I was surprised when she told me she wanted to drive a truck.
"Really? You're sure?"
"Yes, positive," she said. "I'm not really that comfortable around people, Rogers, besides our family, I mean. Like in an office."
A thrill shot through me when she said "our family."
"I get it," I said. "You'll have to be around the guys who load you and the customers where you deliver, though."
"I can do that," she said.
I hooked onto a trailer at work the next day and dragged it home for her to practice. Talley and I went with her, and she drove it up and down the dirt roads along the river while I coached her. Backing it was tricky for her to learn, but she quickly mastered it, and could back the trailer into our garage.
She started the following Monday, and Talley got her sitter back. We dropped her on the way to work, and Maia was assigned a truck and a trailer. I put her with Brandon, one of my younger guys who'd been around a while, watched from a distance while he walked her through a load. It looked like they had three stops loaded, and he was explaining that the first load to drop would be at the back of the trailer. They seemed to be getting along great, and Brandon seemed to be in awe of this dusky goddess. As long as they were talking about work, he was fine, but he was kind of awkward. He was a good guy, though.
I saw them jump in the truck, Maia behind the wheel, and they pulled out onto the street. I watched them, a little wistfully. She was growing up, had her first job, and I was just getting to know and love her. I felt cheated that I hadn't been able to know her all her life. I shrugged and went to meet a big installer for lunch.
I was around the warehouse most of the day, and I saw them come back and load up again three times. She came into my office at five and told me she was done.
I got her a soda and we sat and talked. "How did you like it? Have a good first day?"
"I did, and I like it very much. I like Brandon."
"I figured you would," I said. "I'll have him ride with you the rest of the week, then you'll be on your own. Think you can handle it?"
She nodded. "Yes. Brandon said I need a better phone, or a GPS," she said. "I wouldn't be able to find paces without him using his phone."
"I never thought of that," I said. "I have you assigned an iPhone, tomorrow. You can use it like it's your personal phone, but the company will pay for it. Go get Talley and I'll meet you guys at home, okay? We'll go out for dinner and celebrate your first day on the job."
She looked confused. "Oh, I forgot to tell you, that's your truck, now. I mean, it belongs to the company, but you get to drive it. Drop your trailer and drive it like you own it."
She squealed and jumped up. "Really?"
"Really."
"Wow. I like the truck," she said. "I like trucks. I mean, I like the Lexus, too, maybe more, but trucks are so handy."
"You can drive it anywhere you need to go," I said. "We are going to kind of have to drive one of the trucks when it's all three of us. Not enough seats in the Lexus."



"Yeah, but it's fun to drive!"
I laughed. "I know, right? Go get Talley."
She kissed me and she was off.
By the time I got cleaned up, they were home. Maia was showering, and Talley chattered at me, all about her day. Maia appeared at the top of the stairs, wrapped in a towel and asked what she should wear.
"Just casual. Jeans and a top," I said
I took them to Monroe's Hot Chicken, and they both loved it. It was a little spicy for Talley, but not Maia. We giggled at Talley drinking glass after glass of lemonade, and had a great time.
We soon fell into a routine, and the summer passed quickly. It was getting close to time for school to start, and we moved Talley back to her mom's. Talley insisted that Maia was going with us. I knew that was going to be awkward as fuck, but we didn't have anything to hide. Talley reminded me that I'd said she could tell Anna whatever she wanted, once Maia was 18, and she wanted to tell her mom that she had a "sister."
It went as badly as I thought it would. We pulled up and got boxes of Talley's stuff to carry in. Talley opened the door and called for her mom. "We're here, Mom."
"Be down in a sec," Anna called down from upstairs. "You know where stuff goes."
We carried the boxes into Talley's room and went back for another load. How had the girl accumulated so much stuff over the summer? We started unpacking and putting stuff away, and Anna walked in.
She still looked as good as she always had. She was a beautiful woman, no doubt about that. A little blonde pixie, like Talley was going to be. She had those looks that were always going to be cute, even when she was 70.
Talley grabbed Maia's hand and led her over to Anna. "This is Maia," she said. "She's helping us."
"Hi," Anna said. "Thanks for helping."
"You're welcome." Maia's voice was that barely audible tone she took on when she was uncomfortable.
"How do you know Rogers and Talley?" she asked.
"Umm... Mom, she lives with us," Talley blurted out.
"What? What do you mean, 'she lives with you?"
"She lives with us," I said. "How is that confusing?"
"She... How old are you?" she snapped at Maia.
"She's 18," Talley said.
"You mean she's like a nanny? She's your housekeeper?"
"What the hell? When did you become a damn racist, Anna?" I shot off. "Because she's black, she's like some kind of menial?"
"No... I didn't mean..." she was on the defensive, now. "I don't understand why she lives with you."
"She's part of our family," Talley said. "We all love her, Gram and Grandpa, Aunt Sarah, everyone. She's my big sister!"
Anna glared at me, her eyes full of suspicion. "What does this mean, Rogers? Are you sleeping with this..."
Maia was looking very pale and embarrassed. I needed to end this. "You should stop right there," I told Anna. "How dare you? I'm not the one who sleeps... No, we're not going there. I don't owe you an explanation, Anna. Not for anything. You gave up the right to question anything I do. Maia came over here because Talley wanted to introduce her to her mother, and then you act like..."
I kneeled and hugged Talley, who was also looking horrified. "I'm so sorry, baby," I said. "I didn't mean to upset you. Everything is fine. I just need to talk to your mother for a second. Show Maia around your room.
I walked into the kitchen and Anna followed me. "She shouldn't be..."
I interrupted her. "Who are you to be telling anyone what they should or shouldn't do? Don't act like you have some moral standing to criticize anyone."
"She's 18, and you're..."
"I'm nothing," I hissed. "She has the bedroom upstairs in the back. She works for me. She was living on the streets and we helped her. Talley loves her like a sister. You better not say one bad thing about her to Talley, or give Talley a hard time, either. I let you live in this house, which I don't have to do, because of Talley, because you're her mother, and you've been a good one. You're about to fuck that up if you say one more negative thing about Maia. You feel me?"
She looked nervous. "She loves you," she said. "It's written all over her."
"Yes, she does," I said. "I love her, too, but I'm like a father figure she never had. Don't start making this out to be some nasty shit you're imagining in your mind. Just because you have no morals... No. Stop, Anna. Remember what I said? One negative thing to Talley, and you'll regret it."
I left her standing there and went to get Maia. We hugged and kissed Talley, telling her we'd pick her up in two weeks for our weekend with her, and I took Maia's hand and led her out. When we got in the truck, I just sat there for a minute, letting the adrenaline ebb. "Fuck!" I pounded the steering wheel with my fist, making Maia jump.
"I'm so sorry, sweetheart," I said. "I knew this was a bad idea."
I felt her cool little hand on my forearm, her long slender fingers caressing me. "It's okay, Rogers," she said. "Yeah, that wasn't fun, but what did you expect? She's still in love with you. Anyone can see it."
I couldn't help it. I burst out laughing. "What?" she asked.
"She just told me the same thing about you." I chuckled.
Maia never made a sound. She just sat there doing that blushing thing. "Let's go get a piece of pie," I said. "You like pie?"
"Oh, yes, I do. Apple, with vanilla ice cream."
We got our pie and talked. "How long will it be before your divorce is final?" she asked.
"Ten more days," I told her.
"Do you think you'll ever get back together with her?"
I shook my head. "No, Maia. That ship has sailed. That would be ideal for Talley, of course, and that's the only reason I ever considered it. You see me now, almost a year after all this went down. I don't think about it much now, but for those first few days, weeks, months, it filled my head every time I wasn't occupied doing something else. She ripped my heart out. It was all so casual, like it didn't mean anything to her. She just cheated, blatantly, in front of friends of ours we knew for years growing up, then acted like it was no big deal."
"I think cheating is a big deal," she said. "I can imagine how you felt. I don't understand how anyone could do that."
"Neither do I."
Maia was pensive for a minute, just eating her pie. "You know, I have kind of an idea of myself, like inside. I think about what kind of a person I am, and I have this image of who I am and who I want to be. Cheating would destroy me, Rogers. It would be so against everything I am, everything I want to be."
I put my arm around her and squeezed her. "You are amazing, Maia. How did you get to be so smart? And you're only 18."
"I got a big-ass head," she said. "Room for lots of brains in there."
I laughed. "Well, you don't have a 'big-ass head,' but you obviously have a big brain. We gotta get you enrolled in school this week, so we can fill up that big brain."
Sarah did some of her magic with the state, and we got Maia's school records, birth certificate and all her papers. She had to get some vaccinations, but she was up and off to school on the Thursday it started.
That district didn't have school on Mondays, and she worked Monday and delivered one load after school every day. She was ecstatic and so proud when she got her first paycheck.
"Oh, my God! It's so much," she danced around my office. "How much do I make an hour?"
"You make $32 an hour, just like all the other new drivers," I said. "I think they top out around $40."
"It's so much! I can't believe it," she pumped her fist. "How do I cash it?"
"Do you want to have a bank account?" I asked.
"I do. Can I get like a debit card?"
"You can," I said. "If you get up early in the morning, we can get to the bank before noon and get you set up."
She was up by eight, which was unusual for her on a Saturday, and I took her to the bank I used. She showed them her driver's license and social security card, they took her check, she got $200 in cash and deposited the rest. They thought it would take 3-5 days for her to get her debit card, and she was so excited.
"I can't believe I have a bank account!" she exclaimed.
"Well, do you think you'll be the kind of girl who spends all her money""
"Noo, Imma save it so I can go to college," she said.
We were on our way home, and I pulled into Mary Coyle, we got ice cream, and talked.
"About that, Maia..."
"What?" she asked.
"Paying for college," I said.
"Oh, no. Don't you even start," she commanded. "Yes, I know what you're going to say, and I'm grateful you feel that way, but hell no."
I laughed. "You read my mind. That's not all I have to say, though. You don't have any parents, Maia. You're an 18-year-old minority woman with no parents, and your income isn't that high. I'm sure there are scholarships, grants, loans you could get."
"I don't want any loans," she insisted. "I'll talk to the school counselor about the grants and scholarships, though."
"Smart girl," I said. "I pay huge taxes, and you should take advantage of every opportunity to get some of it back."
"Oh, yeah. I will."
"How are you liking school?"
"Well, it's kinda school," she said. "I'm not having a hard time with any of my classes, though, and people are nice to me. I have a new friend."
"I figured you'd have dozens," I said. "I mean, you're gorgeous, funny, smart. Any boys sniffing around I need to worry about?"
She blushed. "No. Well, they ask me out, but Ion wanna go."
"Are you going to hang out with your new friend?" I asked.
"Yes, I want to invite her over so she can meet you and Talley next Saturday. Would that be okay?"
"Of course," I said. "I'd love to meet her. What's her name?"
"It's Elica," she said. "She's really cute. You'll love her."
"If you do, I know I will," I said.
"Can we take out the jet skis?"
"Absolutely. I'll make sure they're ready to go," I assured her.
*****
Elica turned out to be a charmer. She was a tall brunette, just gorgeous, she was from London, and she had this wonderful, precise, English accent. She was as smart and funny as Maia, but it was a very dry wit. She would say things that had us in stitches, and Talley loved her, too.
I sat on the dock and watched them fly up and down the river, Talley clinging to one or the other of them, and just chilled. Sarah came over to hang with us, and she was just as charmed by Elica as we were. She, Maia and Elica made surreptitious plans to do girl shit after they were done on the water, and I watched them, smiling at their antics. Sarah really wasn't much older than they were, at 27, and I remembered well her being just like them. Hell, she still was.
*****
I finally got the final divorce papers in the mail. It was a bit sad, traumatic and a relief, all at the same time. You don't watch 10 years of your life go up in smoke without feeling some way about it. I was a little depressed for a few hours, and I think Maia sensed it. She came and sat beside me, curling her legs up in that impossible way she had, as if she had no bones.
"Is that it?" she asked, looking at the papers.
"It is," I told her.
"Are you okay? Are you sad?"
"A little. I didn't ever expect to be here. I imagined in my mind that Anna and I would grow old together, watch Talley grow up, look forward to grandkids someday. Then it all went to hell in a day."
She wrapped her arms around me. "I'm so sorry, Rogers. I wish there was something I could do."
I played with one of her curls, twisting it around my finger. "You're doing something now," I said. "You make me feel good. I've realized that relationships aren't about who you've known the longest. They're about who walked into your life, said "I'm here for you," then proved it."
"That's you, for me," she said.
"That's you, for me," I echoed. "You're here for me, right now."
She snuggled a little closer. "I plan always to be here for you."
"Same, sweetheart," I said.
*****
She sailed right through the school year. It was an experience watching her. Our weekends with Talley were a little oasis every two weeks, and she spent Christmas week with us. Anna got her for Thanksgiving, and there was an empty place in our hearts as we sat around the table at Mom and Dad's.
Christmas was wonderful, though, and we hosted the dinner. Elica came over in the afternoon, and we opened our presents.
Maia had perfect grades, and she proudly showed everyone her grade report on her phone. "See, I told you I could work and keep my grades up."
"You did," I admitted. "I should never have doubted you. You are Supergirl."
She gave me an impish grin. "I am, and don't you forget it, buster."
She graduated the last day of May, and we were all in attendance as she marched proudly across the stage. She turned to look at us and gave us a thumbs up. We all screamed, or whooped, depending on our sex, and she bounced back to her chair. After some long boring speeches, it was over and they all threw their caps in the air. Maia was quick to rescue hers, though, and she made her way through congratulatory people. I saw the counselor stop her and they talked for a minute. Maia made a little dance step, pumped her fist and gave the counselor a high five. I wondered what that was about.
She finally made her way back to us, and we all hugged her and congratulated her. She was full of excitement, and I could tell there was something she wanted to say.
"I have some news," she said "I just want you all to know, I could never have done it without you. Thank you for being there for me. The counselor just told me something. Guess what? I have a full-ride scholarship to Arizona State."
That had a fresh round of congratulations and hugs all around. "I went to Arizona State, you know," Sarah told her. "It's a good school, and you can make it whatever you want it to be."
"Oh, I know what I want it to be," she said.
"What?" Talley asked.
"I want to get a degree in construction engineering," she explained. "I think that would be good for our business, don't you, Rogers?"
I loved that she considered it "our" business. "You're too smart for me, kiddo," I said. "Poor old Rogers has a business degree. I think you'll be good for any business."
"Oh, I'm going to work for you," she said.
I noticed Mom and Sarah looking at her oddly, but I didn't pay any attention at the time.
"Hey, I'm taking everyone out to the Arrowhead Grill to celebrate," Dad said.
"Is it good?" Maia asked.
"Best steaks in town," Dad assured her.
"It's really good," Talley said. "Grandpa has taken me there a few times. Let's go."
Talley went with Sarah, since she was spending the night with her, and Maia and I were in the Lexus. We walked out where we were parked, and I chirped the locks. "Wanna drive?" I asked Maia.
"Oh, yeah," she said. "Pop the trunk. I wanna yeet my stuff in the back." She took off her graduation robes, hat and the shoes she'd been wearing, and tossed them back there, getting out another pair to wear to the restaurant.
I raised one eyebrow. "Okay, those weren't exactly my best purchase," she said with a giggle. "Yes, I know, you told me. They're hella cute, though."
I had to admit they were, but I couldn't imagine walking in them. "Hey, if you want to tower over everyone like a tree, who am I to object," I said. "They make your legs look amazing, though."
She blushed, as she always did when anyone complimented her. "Thanks," her voice was almost a whisper.
I handed her the keys and held her door.
The steaks were every bit as good as Dad had promised, and we had a regular party up in there.
Elica was going to Arizona State, as well, it turned out, and they carpooled. Maia wanted no part of living on campus. "Noo," she objected when I mentioned it. "How would that work? I'm going to work in the afternoons. You know that, Rogers."
She did, too. She got out of school about one, and she was always loading up by two. I rode along with her a couple of times on deliveries, and I was both amazed and not surprised. When we pulled in, work stopped at that location. The workers fell all over themselves helping her unload, and even the head honchos would come around and chat her up. She was a star, and I could see why.
That skinny little waif was gone. She'd put on at least 20 needed pounds, and she worked out with me, three days a week. She was still slender, slim hipped, broad shouldered, but she was becoming muscular, too.
Her clothes fit tightly, and what was under them was spectacular. Her boobs had grown, becoming full, if not large, mounds of femininity under whatever she was wearing. We had company polo shirts for all the workers, and they looked better on her than anyone else.
When the first college semester ended, she had a perfect 4.0. I was impressed. I knew how smart she was, of course, but she had an unbelievable work ethic, too. She threw herself into every assignment, and Elica told me all her professors loved her.
One thing I noticed was she never went on any dates, and my curiosity got the better of me. "Any of the college guys looking like potential boyfriends?" I asked her one night.
She blushed. "Noo," she said. "I guess I should tell you, Rogers, I'm gay."
She laughed herself into hysterics at the look on my face when she said that. "Oh, my God. That was everything I hoped for," she gasped. "I was just kidding. I'm not gay, Rogers. I mean, if everything was just right, I might try a girlfriend. I do think women are pretty."
"Me too," I said, and that set her off again.
"I don't have time for a boyfriend, anyway. Between school and work, I'm busy. I get asked out a lot, but I'm not interested. I know I'm pretty, but I'm more than that, and the guys who ask me out are only interested in one thing." She waggled her eyebrows up and down at me.
I laughed. "Yeah, I know. Hey, they're wired that way. They'll grow up."
"Well, they'll do it without me," she said. "I don't want to date immature jerks. It would be a waste of my time. When I'm not in class, I want to be working, or here with you and Talley. Isn't it our weekend?"
"It is," I said. "Anything special you want to do?"
"Nah, it doesn't matter," she said. "As long as we do it together, I'm good. I miss her, Rogers."
"I know," I said with a sigh. "Me too."
She surprised me one evening, just after the end of her second semester. We were sitting on the dock in the camp chairs, her feet on my legs as she always liked them.
"Rogers, I have something to tell you."
"Oh, my God. You're pregnant. Who's the father?"
She laughed. "No, dummy. I'm on the pill. You took me, so you outta know."
"Yeah, there is that."
"Did you know Sarah and Elica are dating?" she asked.
I had no idea. "Really? I didn't know Elica rolled like that. Didn't she have a boyfriend like last week?"
She laughed. "If a year ago is last week, then yeah. She's bi, Rogers."
"Oh. Are they serious?"
"I don't know," she said. "I mean, they hang out together all the time, and I know they really like each other. They don't tell me if they're lovers. It's none of my business," she said.
"No, mine either. I love both of them, and I hope they make each other happy."
She looked at me and did that little head cocking thing. "How come you don't have a girlfriend, Rogers?"
I nearly choked on my beer. "Well, after I found out about Anna, I had kind of a crispy heart there for a while," I said. "I really had no interest in having a girlfriend."
Her cool little hand stroked my arm. "I know. I'm sorry, Rogers. Aren't you pretty much over that?"
"I guess," I said. "As much as you ever get over something like that. I haven't really met anyone I wanted to be my girlfriend. I want to spend as much time as possible with Talley. Besides, I've got you," I teased her.
She blushed furiously. Her eyes fell, and she said, so softly I almost didn't catch it. "Yeah, you do."



I felt her little hand slip into mine, and we sat there in a content silence for a couple of minutes. She chattered at me constantly, but we could also have comfortable silences. I was thinking.
"Maia, do you ever think about your father?" I asked.
She sighed. "Not often," she said. "He was never part of my life and although I've sometimes wondered what kind of person could abandon his pregnant girlfriend, it rarely crosses my mind."
"I understand," I said.
"I wish you could have known Mom," she said after a minute. "She was a really great mother, Rogers. We didn't have a lot, but she loved me. Her life was hard, but she did her best to make sure mine wasn't."
I put my arm over her shoulders and fluffed her hair. "I know you must have loved her. If you could find your father, would you want to?"
"No," she didn't hesitate. "He never cared about me, and I don't care about him. He was an asshole."
"He was a stupid asshole," I said. "He missed out on the chance to have you in his life."
She looked at me with misty eyes, a look in them I had been noticing lately, something mysterious, pulled me up and we hugged for a minute. We walked back to the house, hand in hand, and she got her computer, showing me the classes she'd be taking the next semester.
The next day was Saturday, Mom and Sarah showed up about 10 and Maia went off somewhere with them. I went grocery shopping, rode the stationary bike, showered and fell asleep on the sofa watching baseball.
I woke to some confusion, and noticed they were home. They conspired together in the kitchen for a while, then Mom and Sarah spent a long time hugging her before they left. Sarah gave her a thumbs up as she walked out.
Maia came and sat beside me. I got up and made popcorn after a while, and we watched several episodes of "Stranger Things" on Netflix. "Imma get ready for bed," she announced.
"Yeah, me too. It's been a lazy day, but I'm still ready," I said.
I brushed my teeth, got undressed and lay on my back, enjoying the air from the ceiling fan blowing over me. I closed my eyes for a minute, and then I heard a noise from my bedroom door. It opened, and Maia stood there.
God, she just stood there, one shoulder against the door jamb, hip shot, the hand away from the door on her hip, her elbow cocked. That was a vision enough to wake the dead, as she was backlit by the light we always left on in the kitchen, but it was what she was wearing that took my breath away.
I knew she was gorgeous, of course, you would have to be blind not to know that, but I swear to God, until that moment, I never really saw her. It was as if scales had fallen from my eyes and revealed this little sorceress, this dusky goddess of the moonlight.
She had on those "uncomfortable" heels, and her legs were encased in red thigh-high stockings, garters fastening to a tiny pair of red lace panties I could see beneath the red semi-transparent cover-up she was wearing. Under that, I could see a red lace corset, pushing her breasts up into some cleavage that was both surprising and very exciting. She stood there for a moment, just letting me look.
"May I come in?" Her low husky little voice had a note in it I'd never heard before. I seemed to be paralyzed, unable to speak.
Finally, I was able to form a coherent word. "Jesus, Maia. What..."
"I'm gonna take that as a yes," she said.
She walked across the room to stand beside my bed. "Do you like me?" she asked, running her hands sensuously down over her breasts, down her sides and over the swell of her hips.
A croak was all I was able to manage in response. She giggled. "Kristen and Sarah thought you would."
"Mom..." I managed.
"They helped me pick it out," she said. "You have a very perceptive mother and sister, Rogers."
"I..." I sounded like an idiot, but she had me floundering.
"They've known I'm in love with you for a while," she said. "They weren't sure how you felt about me until recently. Do you remember when you told me that Anna said I was in love with you?"
I was incapable of rational thought, unable to tear my eyes away from this vision, this gorgeous little dark elf, this queen of the night. "Yes, we thought it was funny," I said.
"YOU thought it was funny," she said. "I didn't. I knew she was right."
"How long... I mean, Jesus, Maia."
"For a while," she said. "Look at me, Rogers."
She raised her arms, tangling her fingers in that mop of curls, accentuating her breasts, and slowly did a little turn, her back to me and looking back over her shoulder.
My God, that ass. Her panties didn't have much lace back there, and were basically see through, anyway. Her butt was tight, small, but very rounded and muscular, the workouts we'd been doing were paying dividends. It was maddening and I wanted to sink my fingers into it.
She continued her turn until she was facing me again, her arms moving down until her hands cupped her breasts. "Do you think I'm pretty, sexy?" she asked.
"Damn, Maia, you don't need me to tell you that," I said.
"Yes, I do," she said. "Your opinion is the only one that matters to me. I wanna hear you say it, right now, tomorrow, the rest of our lives."
"You are absolutely the most beautiful, sexiest and amazing woman I've ever met or seen," I confessed. "Maia, I'm... I'm kinda like a father figure to you."
"Yes, but you're not my father," she told me. "I told you once not to get that mixed up, Rogers."
"I remember," I said.
"Kirsten and Sarah told me you're in love with me," she said. "Are you?"
"God, baby, I love you so much," I said. I was feeling... I don't know what. My heart was full of every emotion I could imagine.
"Scoot over," she said.
I scooted and she sat down beside me. "I'm in love with you, Rogers. I always have been. At first, I didn't realize what it was. It was just like this euphoric feeling I would have whenever you touched me, like my whole body was happy. When you play with my hair, put your arm around me, it's like a drug is injected into me. I thought I was too young, at first, and you were still married. I wasn't sure you weren't going to get back together with Anna for a while. Now I am. How long have we been together?"
"Umm... two years?"
"Have you been happy?"
"Extremely happy. I love having you, Maia. I've been happy before. When I first got married, when things were good and Talley was born, watching her grow. It's been like that with you. I'm scared, Maia. I don't want to lose you, risk anything about us."
"Every change is a risk," she said. "You took a risk when you found me and brought me home with you. You took a risk when you hired me at work. Nothing worth having is without a risk."
I marveled at the maturity of this woman/girl. "Yes, I guess it is."
She stood up and pulled the covers off me, sitting back down and removing her shoes before crawling over to lie on top of me. She took my face between her little hands and moved her face down until our noses were touching and I was drowning in those obsidian pools. "I love you, Rogers," she whispered. "Are you going to love me back?"
She kissed me. We had kissed hundreds of times, but this was something different. Her lips, full, soft, plush, were alive, moving in a dance of their own, and I felt her squirmy little pointed tongue move out to play with mine. Her hands went behind my head and time stopped. The kiss went on forever, and I was floating in a sea of bliss.
My arms went around her and I held her to me. As my hands caressed her, I realized that the skinny little waif was gone. This was a substantial woman. She was still slender, and I supposed she always would be, but she was packed with muscles that flexed beneath her skin. I felt her legs move, up on the outside of mine, and she sat up and undid the single button on the wrap, tossing it to the floor beside the bed.
"Do you wanna take this off, or you want me to?" she asked.
"Me. Definitely me," I said. She flashed me a smile and arched her back, taking my breath away as her breasts pushed forward. "How does it work?" I asked.
"String, tied in the back," she said.
I reached around behind her and felt the bow. It was a set of strings, holding the front lacy part together, joining into one, and I tugged at it. The front sagged, giving me a hint of the milk chocolate of her areola. I had to see more. I moved my hands to the front, and slowly pulled the wispy garment away.
There they were: the most beautiful breasts I had ever imagined. Creamy brown, set high and proud, areola a shade darker, little fat nipples erect and a shade darker, still. God they were beautiful and I had to feel them. I raised my hands and she took them in hers, pressing them against that firm suppleness. I squeezed, sinking my fingers in, then finding her little nipples with my fingertips. She gasped as I squeezed them and made a little mewing sound.
"God, Maia. You are so beautiful, baby. I knew, but... not like this."
She smiled and blushed again, falling forward to crush her breasts against my chest and kissing me. It was another of those scorcher kisses, and this time, I let my hands wander over the silky skin of her back, stroking down over it to the little declivity above her butt, stroking there as she shivered, further down under her panties and onto that ass. God it was glorious, her cheeks filling my hands, steel under satin. She flexed it and giggled.
"Somebody like my butt," she said.
"Everyone likes your butt. I see people watching you all the time," I said.
She giggled again. "Yeah, I feel their eyes. There's only one set of eyes I'm interested in."
"Are you sure about this, Maia?" I asked. A thought struck me. "God, what will Talley think?"
"She loves the idea," she said. "We've been talking about it for a while. She knows tonight's the night."
"What?" I was stunned.
"Well, I didn't go into any details." She made a naughty little giggle. "She knows I'm in love with you, and I have her seal of approval."
"My own daughter, conspiring against me," I lamented. "She never breathed a word, the little minx."
"It's for your own good," she said. "I'm going to be so good for you, Rogers."
"You always have been," I told her.
"You talk too much," she informed me. "Shut up and make love to me."
I went with that. Well, at first, it was more like she made love to me. The kisses she gave me had me unable to think, just acting on instinct. She wanted to explore, and kissed her way down to my nipples. I had really not ever thought of men's nipples as being erogenous zones, but she plainly disagreed, and she made a believer out of me, playing with mine, her little pointy tongue working on me, making me crave more.
She moved downward, across my belly to the waistband of my underwear. She giggled a little at the Rick and Morty boxer briefs, before tugging at them. "Help me," she said.
I lifted my hips and she slid them down, exposing me and gasping when my cock sprang free. I was as erect and hard as I could ever remember being. The sight, sounds, smell, feel of this queen driving my excitement. Most of all, it was thought of her. I knew her so well, every intimate detail of her personality. I knew how cute she was, as a person, how sweet she was, how warm and caring, and that, combined with her physical beauty made her so attractive to me. I was immersed in the experience that was Maia.
She discarded my underwear and lay across me as she played with me. She seemed to want to absorb every detail, taking my cock in her hot little hands, moving it from side to side, seeming to weigh it in her hand, exploring my balls, delicate fingers searching out every tactile sensation, memorizing every detail. She looked up at me, her eyes full of mischief and lust. "Imma taste him," she said. "Damn, you have a big dick, Rogers!"
I had to smile. I was no porn star, but she seemed very impressed. Those luscious lips planted a kiss on the head, and her tongue swiped me, like she was licking an ice cream cone. "Mmm," she made a little moaning sound. Plush lips enveloped me, and she slid down, taking about a third of my cock into volcanic heat, moist liquid loving, her tongue continuing to work its magic spell.
She spun around so that she could look up at me, those dark pools fixed on my face as she bobbed, all those curls spreading over me. She pulled her hair back with one hand, gathering it over one shoulder as a few curls escaped to hang over her face, an erotic picture I would never forget.
God, it was an image that burned its way into my mind. This girl, woman, who filled my heart and home with joy, love, in love with me and obviously loving the pleasure she was giving me. The look of contentment on her face as she saw my reactions to her loving gift was obviously just what she desired.
It had been a long time since I had felt like that with a woman. I corrected my thoughts. I had NEVER felt this way about a woman. I doubted it was possible to feel as I did about her without the experiences we'd had together. This was something new. The sensations rose and I groaned.
"Maia, baby... I'm going to come..."
Her motions took on an urgency, one hand holding my cock in the ideal position for her as she sucked, the other cupping my balls, gently teasing, tickling, and the moment became one of overwhelming ecstasy as I exploded. She gagged at the first pulse, but she didn't let that deter her, her mouth continuing to slide, her wicked tongue teasing, making extremely erotic sounds as she took all I had to offer. The sensation was agonizing ecstasy, soon becoming an over sensitizing, and I pulled her up.
Her eyes were shining and she had a look of profound satisfaction as she slid up to kiss me. "Was that good?" she whispered.
"Oh, my God, Maia. Thank you, baby. That was nothing like I've ever experienced before. It was all you, everything is about you, how much I love you, how much you mean to me."
She lay with her head on my chest and I held her to me, nuzzling my face into her mop. I squeezed her tightly, rolling so that I was on top. She giggled, making her breasts do amazing things, and I had to love her, love this woman who owned my heart, taste every inch of her spectacular body.
I kissed her lips, never would I get enough of those lips. All over her gorgeous face, her eyes, her tiny little ears, slightly pointed at the top like some erotic elf, pushing my tongue into the little hollow behind her earlobes, making her shiver. The smooth column of her neck was very sensitive and she moved and signed beneath me. The little hollow of her collarbone was ticklish, and I kissed my way down to her breasts.
I could hardly believe their perfection: silky skin, firm softness, plush, maddeningly exciting, standing full and proud, so firm they retained their shape, even with her lying on her back, a little up-turned, her areolae forming little separate peaks on the peaks, her cute little nipples an extension capping the miniature peaks.
She was making little purring, moaning sounds as I loved on those breasts. Her nipples and areolae were very sensitive, and she cried out my name when I enveloped them, hands tangling in my hair as she writhed beneath me, plainly having her first orgasm. "God, oh my God, Rogers! I... I'm running away..."
She throbbed and shook, pressing her mons into me, bringing my cock throbbing back to life, and she rubbed herself against it, finally falling back into slow movements.
She tugged at my hair, pulling me up. "Stop... I... wait, Rogers. Let me stop a minute... rest..."
I let her pull me up and she kissed me, almost desperately, and she was sobbing, her emotions plainly running wild.
"It's okay, baby." I held her close, feeling her shaking against me.
"No, I'm... I'm so in love with you," she gasped out the words. "I... you made me..." her sobs choked off her words.
"Shh, I know," I said. "It's okay, Maia, I promise.
It seemed like she was having a little panic attack. "You don't know..." she gasped. "I've never felt anything like that. I love you so much. Please... I'm so afraid. Please don't hurt me, Rogers. Don't ever leave me, make me go away..."
"That is never going to happen. I promise, never," I assured her. "You belong to me. You're mine. I promise that I'll always be yours, always."
She was breaking my heart. I could only imagine the deep-seated trauma she had experienced in her short life, and I thought she was in a good place, handling it all very well, her life together, and then, it all came bubbling up in her emotional state and in the middle of what should have been the most exciting experience of her life, those insecurities came tumbling out. I would have to make sure she felt only love.
"Maia, baby, I can't tell you what this means to me, you opening up to me like this, giving yourself to me. It would be impossible for me to tell you how much I love you. I can only show you. Can I show you?"
She calmed down, her sobbing slowing and trailing away, her breath catching every now and then, the pounding of her heart I could feel against me slowing. "I love you, always," I whispered.
"I love you," she whispered back. Suddenly her lips were seeking mine, all the fear turning to passion. "Yes, show me, Rogers."
Her nipples were still erect, rubbing against my chest, and I made gentle love to them, soothing her, building her passions again. As I left them, my lips nibbling over the flat plane of her belly, my tongue dipping into the elongated oval of her navel, I could feel her building a tension, a little trembling. I reached the little red lace panties and nibbled my way across the top, moving them a little lower, bit by bit.
I could hardly believe how gorgeous she was, how stunningly sexy she looked as they moved lower and lower, as if I was uncovering some piece of erotic artwork. The thought that there were more treasures to uncover had me in a fever of anticipation. I found only smooth silkiness, all the way until her panties slipped down, uncovering the V where her little pussy began.
She giggled. "I shaved for you. Do you like it?"
"Let me see." I tugged at those panties and she raised up a bit so I could slide them down smooth muscular thighs, and she was bare and beautiful before my eyes. My breath caught and I needed to worship this goddess.
I moved to her cute little feet, kissing each precious toe, up over the high arch of her foot, finding a sensitive place in the little hollow behind her slender ankle, moving up over her calves, finding another in the bend of her knee, causing her to jolt with the sensation.
Her slow writhe began again when I reached the inside of her thighs, kissing and nibbling my way over smooth brown skin up to the juncture of her thighs, the skin darkening until I reached what I knew to be the ultimate in feminine perfection.
She was perfect, as I knew she would be, perfectly symmetrical lips forming a line up to the little nub of her clitoris, dusky, with a hint of pink. I used my tongue to part those lips, and she was slick and moist inside, the dusky hue fading into pink, within. She cried out when my tongue touched her, and her trembling became pronounced. I spread the slickness with my tongue, easing up to probe her little pleasure nub and her whole body spasmed.
"Rogers... oh my God!" Her cry rose, and I enveloped that little nub with my lips, caressing her with my finger and all that tension built, I could feel her muscles flexing, feel her bridging up toward me and she came, a hoarse little squeal escaping as her entire body throbbed.
I used everything I had learned about pleasing a woman, everything I had ever heard, read, seen, to keep this woman who owned my heart at the peak, take her there again and again, push her over the precipice and follow her down.
She came, again and again, that same little squeal, the building and breaking of the tension, and I felt her tiring, her motions becoming an effort of escape. "Rogers! Oh, my God, Rogers! I needa... I can't... please..."



"One more," I whispered.
"No... I can't... stop... oh my God! Coming!" She went off again, becoming frantic to escape, tugging painfully at my hair.
Giving that little pussy one last kiss, I let her pull me up until she was gasping, her breath hot on my face, her lips seeking mine. We kissed until she needed to pant, then her little fists were beating on my back.
"You are so mean!" she accused. "God, I nearly died, Rogers!"
I chuckled and kissed away her words. "But what a way to go," I said.
She giggled. "I don't wanna 'go!' I'm just getting started."
She gasped as she felt me move, the head of my cock pressing into her heat and wetness. "Oh, God, I'm not sure..."
I silenced her with a kiss, and slipped between her slippery, sticky, gooey lips. She gasped. "Rogers, oh my God!" Her voice rose as I pressed into her. "Something... something... I'm stuck."
I kissed her and pinched her nipples, causing her to gasp at the sensation, and in one quick motion, my head slipped inside.
She froze, eyes wide, looking up at me accusingly. "Owwee!" she exclaimed. "What's wrong with you? That hurt!"
I held her tightly, not moving, just loving her, kissing her. "I'm sorry, Maia. It was going to hurt. I won't do that again, but it had to happen, baby. You know..."
"Yes." She took my face between her hands. "I know, but damn." I saw the realization dawn in her obsidian eyes. "I'm a woman."
"Yes, baby, you are. My woman."
I moved a little, and she winced. "Slow," she cautioned.
"Glacial," I promised.
It was slow, a gradual joining, a loving taking of territory, a loving giving, everything an immersion into something unimaginable to both of us, impossible without the other. We made slow sweet love, her passion building in an ascending staircase of small orgasms, growing in intensity until we were in full sync, her moving under me, against me, point and counterpoint in the dance of a lifetime.
This girl, this woman, this place, forever etched into my memory, holding a place in my heart no one else would ever touch. She was the ultimate experience, and I never wanted to be anywhere else, inside her, our very souls joined, and when we came, it was together, all the love I had for her, all the tenderness, the desire to have her, protect her, keep her for the rest of time, poured out.
We rested, my weight over her and in her, and she cried. They were tears of happiness. "This is how much I love you," I whispered.
"I love you," she said. "I have nothing left to give you."
"I don't want anything else," I said.
"Umm... Rogers, you're crushing me," she complained, then giggled. "I needa breathe."
I laughed and grabbed her, rolling to the side, taking her with me until she was half over me, her cheek pillowed on my chest, her hair tickling my chin. We stayed like that for a long while, just whispering and laughing about nothing and everything.
"I think I'm leaking," she whispered. "I needa pee, too."
I laughed. "Well, the wet spot is your side."
She pushed herself away, stood, took one step and looked back at me, accusingly. "You broke me," she said.
I jumped up, picked my brown angel up and carried her into the bathroom. She did her thing and I went to the fridge for bottles of water. She came padding back to bed, a vision of naked beauty crossing our bedroom floor. She had a warm washcloth, and she cleaned me.
"I kinda bled a little," she said. "Was that supposed to happen?"
I chuckled. "It's normal for your first time."
"Yeah, that's what I thought," she said. "How about the second time?"
"No, not then."
"We'll find out," she promised.
She crawled in and I snuggled my little spoon. She pulled my arm under her head, bending my arm until one hand was cupping one of those lush titties, pulling my other arm down until that hand was between her thighs, cupping her hot little pussy. "Like that," she sighed. "Imma spend the rest of my life right here."
That seemed like a good plan, to me.
Waking up was a bit of a shock. I had grown somewhat used to being by myself in bed, and waking up holding Maia in my arms disoriented me for a second. Her warm little body against mine, her hair tickling my face, the feel of that hot little ass pressing against me, my dead arm she was using for a pillow, every sensation was fresh and new.
I needed to pee, so I slipped a pillow gently under her head and extricated my arm as gently as I could. She murmured a little protest in her sleep as I eased out of bed. I did my morning business, took a quick shower, and when I came out of the bathroom, she opened her eyes a little.
"Come back," she said. "I needa be snuggled."
I chuckled. "You always need to be snuggled."
She murmured her assent, and I was happy to snuggle her. She drifted off again, and I just held her for about 20 minutes. She stirred, stretched like a sleepy kitten, and eased away, getting out of bed.
She took a step and winced. "Owwee. Damn, Rogers, I'm sore. You wore me out."
I laughed. "Hey, this was your idea. Not that it wasn't a great idea."
She flashed me a smile. "Yeah, this was one of my good ones. Get up, lazy, and feed me. I want eggs, bacon and hash browns."
"Yes, your majesty," I answered. "Right away."
"Imma shower, so you got plenty of time."
I watched her as she walked, still amazed at the sight of that naked goddess. The thought that she was mine, that she had given herself to me, filled my heart, and I watched until she closed the door.
I got up, dressed, and made her breakfast.
We spent a leisurely day, just hanging around the house. I couldn't seem to keep my hands off her. The idea that I could touch her, anywhere, hold her in my arms as my lover, that she wanted me to, was a dream come true. Over the course of a couple of hours, I gradually undressed her. She refused to let me remove her panties, but she ran around the house all day just in those, and the sight of her was enough to wake the dead.
That night, she came in and climbed in bed with me as if it was the most natural thing in the world. "This is my bed, too, from now one," she answered my questioning look. "Imma move my stuff in here."
There was plenty of room in my closet, I had drawers that were empty and she gradually filled them.
I was nervous about Talley being there that weekend, and considered asking Maia to sleep in her room, but I never quite worked up the nerve. It really didn't matter, in any case, because Talley was asleep before we went to bed. She did get up early on Sunday morning and came into my bedroom.
"Everything okay, sweetheart?" I asked.
"Very okay," she said. "Can I get in with you guys?"
I patted the bed, and she ran and threw herself on Maia, before rolling toward me and snuggling between us.
"This makes me so happy," she said.
"I'm glad," I told her. "I don't want anything to upset you, Talley."
"Noo, I'm not upset," she insisted. "I love you, and Maia. This way, I'll get to be with you both all the time. Well, you know, and Maia is never gonna like get a boyfriend or anything and leave us."
Maia rolled toward us and we made a Talley sandwich. "I was never, ever gonna not have you in my life, no matter what," she said.
My life changed dramatically on that weekend. I had always felt close to Maia, she fascinated me and I hated the part of my day when we weren't together. I felt similarly about Talley, but with Maia, that all ratcheted up about five notches.
I could hardly wait for her to get out of her class so I could see her. She came to my office and kissed me if I was there, or made it a point to come and find me wherever I was.
She'd give me that flashing brilliant Maia smile and a hug if we were where someone might be watching. If I was in the office, she'd close the door and light me up. I'd feel her up, she'd giggle madly, then she was off on her routes. I resented her driving away, because I just want to look at her, share some secret joke, watch her walk and marvel that she was mine.
We both rushed home after work to be together and we didn't spend a minute apart that wasn't necessary. She still went places with Elica, with Talley or Sarah, and she and Mom were pals. She met Dad a couple of times a week for coffee, a piece of pie, or something. I was happy to see her happy.
I still played the occasional round of golf, fished, went for a beer with friends, but I always discovered that I was waiting for when I could go home and be with Maia.
I was desperately in love with her, couldn't get enough of her, and she made it plain every day that she felt the same way. She was my lover, my best friend, my confidante, and that just grew.
It was never going to change. She had invaded every aspect of my life, and I loved everything about her. She was silly, completely unselfconsciously goofy, said the most outrageous things, did anything that she felt like doing, whenever the mood struck her. She was completely spontaneous, led me a merry dance, and I reveled in it.
She was also a totally sensuous creature. I had sex more in the first six months we were together than I think I had all the time I was married to Anna, and I thought we had been tearing up the sheets.
She was on fire, and the only thing that satisfied her was me. She was playing a video game one evening when I came in from watering the lawn.
"You winning?" I asked.
She shot me a smile and a look. "Umm... this not a game you really 'win' at," she said. "It's one of those long-ass adventure games."
"Ah, well, I'm going to shower," I told her. She waved her controller at me and I went off to clean up.
When I came out into the bedroom, wrapped in my towel, she jumped on me from the side, scaring me shitless. She wrapped me up like a python, and she was naked. "Damn, Maia..." I managed to say.
"Imma suck that dick," she said, dropping to her knees and engulfing me. I had never met a woman who loved giving head like she did.
We had made love twice that day, already, and I complained that she was wearing my dick to a nub.
"Yeah, but it's my nub," she grinned up at me. "You got a nice nub. I love my nub."
I had to laugh, then moan as she did incredible things with that mouth.
It never changed.
*****
School was getting out, and we were moving Talley back to our house. I was looking forward to having the summer with my baby, Maia was getting back into the swing of driving again, and she brought her trailer and truck to get Talley's stuff.
When we got there, Anna was home. Talley's things seemed to be packed up, but the whole place looked like it was being packed.
"Hey, Anna, what's going on?" I asked when I found her upstairs.
"I need to talk to you," she said. "Talley knows what's happening, but I asked her to let me talk to you."
"Okay," I said. "Is this a good time?"
She sighed. "As good as any. Let's get a cup of coffee down on the corner."
I let Maia and Talley know we were going for coffee. Maia wanted us to bring her a latte, and they kept packing while we walked down to the corner. We got our coffee and the latte and sat at a little table.
"Rogers, there's no good way to say this," she said, "so I'm just going to blurt it out. I've come to realize that you've moved on. We're never getting back together, and I'm moving on, too."
"Good," I said. "There's no reason for acrimony. I don't have any ill will, Anna."
"Well, the only thing keeping me here was you and Talley," she said. "Talley wants to be with you. She regards me as kind of keeping her from you and... that girl."
"Careful," I warned her. "She loves Maia, and the feeling is mutual."
"I'm not stupid, Rogers," she said. "I can see how that girl looks at you. It's written all over her. She's in love with you, and I can also tell the feeling is mutual."
I just sipped my coffee. It was none of her business. "I'm moving back to Colorado Springs," she blurted out. "I'm giving you custody of Talley. That's what she wants, and I'm not going to fight it."
"I'm sure she wants you in her life," I said.
"Yes, but not if it keeps her away from you and... that girl."
"She has a name, Anna," I said. "Do you want her to refer to you as "that woman?"
She looked like her coffee was straight lemon juice. "Okay, Maia then, are you happy?"
"Very," I said. "Are you going to stay in Talley's life?"
"Yes, I'll want holidays, a weekend here and there, we'll work it out, okay?"
"You've explained all this to her?" I asked.
"Yes, we've been talking about it for a couple of months," she said. "I think this is best for everyone. You can keep or sell the house, whatever you want. I've accepted a job. The paperwork giving you full custody will be ready Tuesday. You're not going to be a dick about me seeing her, are you?"
"I'm not, and I resent you asking that," I said.
She sniffed. "I'm sorry. I'm just not feeling very happy, okay? This isn't easy, Rogers."
"No, I don't imagine it is," I said. "I'll make sure she knows you're her mother, and I know she loves you. Hell, I want her to love you, Anna. A girl needs a mother. I think you're right; this is for the best."
We walked back to the house, and Anna was even cordial to Maia. We got Talley's things packed, and started home. It was a little melancholy, I had to admit. One thing was done. Fortunately, something else had begun. I looked over at Talley and Maia. They were my life, and they were with me. I didn't think it could get any better. There were no waifs in sight, only gorgeous girls, who both looked at me with love in their eyes.
"Dad, when do you think you might want to give me a little brother or sister?" Talley asked.
I choked, and looked over at Maia. She was looking out the window with a little smile on her face. Her hand came up, and her ring finger wiggled at me. I laughed. I had plans for that finger.
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Somebody That I Used to Know
By blackrandl1958
I was feeling LW, so here I am, back on my bullshit. This is one of those hybrid LW/romances. If that isn't your deal, you've been warned. Les suspects habituels n'ont pas besoin de se donner la peine de commenter. Tu sais ce que je vais faire. Tu vas juste perdre ton temps. Tu sais qui tu es. Shoutout to Gotye for the inspiration. I must thank my team. Harddaysknight is my mentor and gives me critical review. My editors and readers are SBrooks103x, Cagivagurl, Stev2244, GeorgeAnderson and Hale1. I thank you all. Randi.
This is a preview story for my December event, "When a Man Loves a Woman." If you enjoy it, I hope you tune in December 5 for stories by great writers on the theme.
It was difficult for me to imagine that I'd ever be in this position. I had no good explanation, didn't see it coming and couldn't see any way out. I sat on the barstool and nursed my drink, trying to imagine what my life was going to be like.
Two hours before, I had been on a service call. I'm a network troubleshooter, and own my own company, providing companies with network engineers on contract. When people have computer problems, they get a repairman. When every computer at a major business has problems all at once, they call me. I still keep my skills sharp by going out in the field occasionally. It's high stress, high intensity and high pay. People are going crazy, everything comes to a standstill and they think I should be able to just wave a magic wand and everything is back to normal. Sometimes I can do that. This wasn't one of those times. Oddly enough, this was the brokerage firm where my wife worked. She didn't work in the building I was at; she had her own office across town, but I knew she came there occasionally. They had over 200 computers and not one of them could get on the network. They were hemorrhaging money and hovering over me like my mother used to.
I got the network up and made them leave. Now I just needed to figure out what had caused the crash. It was totally accidental. I was just looking for tracks, hackers, viruses or any explanation I could come up with, running diagnostics. The files for that sort of thing are usually hidden so I looked for hidden files. There are quite a lot of them. Most of them are system files that are hidden because you aren't supposed to fuck with them. They're hidden so that morons don't accidently screw the pooch and destroy their system. I looked for files that weren't system files and there were several of those, too. One folder was in a very strange place. It was in the system folder, about three levels deep, and it was labeled "Christmas Party." It was the third week in February, so I doubted that anyone was planning a guest list. There were three MP4 files in it. I ran a scan on them and the first one came up with a quarantine. It had a nasty little worm in it. I made sure it was quarantined and checked the second. It had the same problem. The third one was clean, and I ran it. It showed an office scene. It was kind of dark, but four people came in and turned on the lights. They were in various stages of inebriation and there were three guys and one gal.
It took them about three minutes to get her naked, and they fucked her like a cheap whore. It was like watching a home movie, except it was porn. I wasn't interested after about the second minute, so I just moved it to a flash drive and deleted it off the system. It took me a while to get the other two scrubbed clean and I opened the first one. It wasn't much different. There were five men and two women. I repeated the process.
The third one was a little different. This was a different looking office. It had some nice furniture, leather sofas, big comfortable looking chairs and a bar. A tall, distinguished looking gentleman was sitting at the desk sipping a drink. After a minute, the door opened and a younger man and an older man came in. They were escorting a young woman who appeared to be intoxicated. She had long blonde hair and I couldn't see her face in the video.
"I've waited a long time for this," the older man said. "We're going to have quite a party." I recognized this guy from somewhere. I tried to think of where I might have seen him. Then I remembered. We had been at a convention and Argent had introduced had introduced him to me. He was the senior manager at the main office of the parent firm of her brokerage franchise. I thought he was a twat, but she seemed to like him. I didn't think any more about him until I saw her dancing with him. I didn't like the way they were dancing; his leg was between her thighs and it looked like she was grinding on him. I don't like my wife dancing with other men without my permission, and definitely not like that, so I cut in. She was mad at me, but I didn't give a damn.
"Argent, I'm leaving now," I told her. "You can come with me or catch a cab, your choice."
"What the hell is wrong with you?" she asked.
I turned and walked away. She followed me and she was sputtering mad when we got in the elevator. "You didn't ask me if you could dance," I told her.
"You jealous prick," she yelled. "I need to be here for networking. I told you that when we came. You don't own me! I don't have to ask your permission."
"You're wrong," I told her. "I do own you and you own me. I own your body. I don't own your mind. You're free to do whatever you want. As long as we're married, I own your body. If you decide I don't, we'll just have to live with the consequences."
"Are you threatening me?" She was incredulous. "Stop this elevator right now! I'm going back."
I pushed the button for the next floor. The door opened and she stalked down the corridor to the stairs. I watched her until the doors closed. Argent was a gorgeous woman, no question about it. She was perfection in miniature: silky blonde hair that swirled around like it was alive, tiny little perky titties with nipples made for love, slender, but with curves in all the right places and an ass that would give a zombie wood.
She could have anyone she wanted, and I always felt extremely lucky that she'd picked me. I wasn't feeling lucky as I rode the elevator down. I left the hotel, got the car and drove home. I was fuming all the way.
I poured two fingers of rum and took it upstairs, where I changed into shorts and a t-shirt, then went down, outside, and sat by the pool, watching the lights rippling with the slight motions of the water.
I hadn't been there long when I heard a car in the driveway. I suspected it was Argent, but I didn't move. The car pulled back out and there was silence. She came and found me. She stood in the doorway that opened onto the deck for a minute, looking out at me, I figured, then went back inside. Five minutes later, she came outside, also changed and with a drink.
She pulled a chair over by me and sat down. We sat in silence for a few minutes. "How angry are you, Julian?" she asked.
I sighed. "I was pretty steamed. I'm just disappointed, now."
"I'm sorry," she said. "I reacted badly. I apologize."
"No, you didn't 'react' badly," I said. "You ACTED badly."
"I'm not trying to piss you off here," she said, "but please explain what I did that triggered you like that."
"Argent, we have a rule," I said. "We have it for good reasons. I don't mind you dancing, I even enjoy watching you. The rules are that if we're asked to dance, we always ask each other if we mind. If I don't like the man or you don't like the woman, we have agreed that we can say no without any reason, right?"
"Yes," she said. "You weren't there when Dean asked."
"Then you should have waited until I got back or came and found me," I said. "We also have that rule so that if either of us don't like the person asking us, we can give the other one a look and they can say no."
"I get that, but he's my boss. I wanted to dance with him and you weren't there."
"See objection "A," above," I said. "That's not all. It was the way you were dancing."
"It was just a dance," she said, but she looked down, like she was embarrassed.
"Do you usually grind on the leg of the person with whom you're dancing?" I asked.
She turned red and couldn't look me in the eye. "Sorry, I had a few drinks. No, I don't, to answer your question. I apologize for my actions, and reactions."
"We'll forget about it, okay?"
"That's what I want," she said.
We went inside and she proceeded to destroy me. Her sexual appetite had always amazed me. Her hunger and desire knew no bounds, especially that night.
I hadn't thought a thing about it after that. Watching the video in that office brought the episode into crystal clear focus. Now, I was looking back, wondering if that party was the continuing of something deeper, wondering if it was the tip of the iceberg, wondering... I looked closer. The woman in the video was Argent. It was around Christmas, because she'd cut her hair after the first of the year. I watched, and she was plainly drunk or high, but still able to navigate.
What happened next left me in shock. They got Argent dancing, sandwiched her between two of them, and over the course of the next 15 minutes by the time counter, got her naked and used her in every imaginable way. I sat there for a while, trying to decide what I was going to do.
I copied the files, saved them to my flash drive, cleaned up two more infected files and got everyone an email that the network was back up. I spoke with the division head and told him he should keep his employees from surfing for porn.
He asked me who it was, but I told him I couldn't tell. I was so damned angry, hurt, depressed, every possible emotion sweeping through me in waves, my mind was in turmoil, nothing made sense. It was hopeless; I needed to escape the feeling of walls closing in. I called my PA and told her I was going home.
I got there about 30 minutes before Argent was due home. That gave me a minute to compose myself. It gave me a chance to figure out how to approach her. I needed a drink to try and calm my nerves. I just couldn't get my head to stop spinning. How do you process information like that? My wife, fucking not just another guy, but three of them. That didn't seem like a first time, one of a kind, event. I sat and thought about what I was going to do. When she came in, she put down her stuff and came to sit on my lap. I looked at her. She didn't look any different than usual. I guess I was expecting to be able to see some difference in her, some guilt, shame, or something.
That told me something. She was good at this. I had detected not a single change in her. She was exactly the same, no difference in the way she acted or treated me. How could that be?
She snuggled in. "Have a good day, baby?" she asked.
"No, the worst day of my life," I said.
She squeezed me. "I'm so sorry. Want to talk about it?"
"Well, I got a call from Milligan and Wright," I said. "Their network was down."
"I got an alert," she said. "Was it hard to fix?"
"No, a virus," I said. "I had to dig around in the files."
She didn't seem to be worried about that, so I figured she didn't know about the recording. "Want to see the file?" I asked.
"Umm... I wouldn't know a virus if I saw one," she said.
"You might recognize this one," I said.
I had my laptop on the little table beside my chair. I picked it up, stuck the flash drive in and pulled up the first video I'd seen.
It started playing, and she stiffened. "Recognize anyone?" I asked.
"Yes, that's Maria. She's in sales," she said. "One of the guys is a broker."
"I wonder if she knows she's being recorded?" I asked.
She sat up suddenly and looked at me. I could see the fear in her eyes. "Is that... is that the only file?" she asked.
"No, there are two more," I said. "Wanna watch?"
She was trembling, now. "No, I don't," she said.
"I know, Argent," I said, trying to keep the anger, the hurt, all those emotions out of my voice.
"Oh, my God!" She jumped up. "Julian... I..." She burst into tears and fled, running up the stairs. I heard the bedroom door slam, and I sat there, waiting, lost inside my head.
Fifteen minutes later, I heard a bumping sound, and she was coming down the stairs, carrying one suitcase and dragging a larger one. She stopped at the foot of the stairs. "Julian... I'm... I'm so sorry."
"Yeah, me too," I said.
She was crying as she went to the door, looking very small and alone. I had no emotion. That morning I would have been horrified. At that moment, I was just numb. She was gone, and I was alone.
I had questions, of course, but the answers would likely not bring any peace of mind, just more pain. I had no idea what I was going to do. How is it possible for your life to go from 100 miles an hour on a closed track to into the ditch in less than a day?
I went to the bar and poured a shot of bourbon. I knocked it back and poured another. I picked up the shot glass, then set it back down. No sense in this, I told myself. I'd just feel rotten in the morning. Instead, I went to my box and looked through the labels. I found a Banana Frosting, and I was feeling an Indica, so I sparked it up.
I was soon floating, and it didn't take me long to become drowsy. I went to bed, and didn't remember any nightmares when I awakened the next morning. Now, I just had to figure out what I was going to do the rest of the day. My carefully ordered existence was obviously a mess. Maybe it was time to get spontaneous.
I called Marcie. My big sister had been there for me all my life, and this was no exception. I told her I needed her, and she said she was on the way. I called in to my business and told Olivia she was in charge until further notice. She was better at everything I did than I was, anyway. We wouldn't miss a step. It's good to be the owner with a protegee who was more talented than you were.
Marcie came in and I gave her a hug. We sat on the sofa, she cuddled me and I told her the tale of woe.
"What are you going to do?" she asked.
"I have no idea," I said. "I'm thinking I'm going to pack, get in the car and head west."
"Where west?" she asked.
"I have no idea," I said. "Will you help me?"
"I might if I knew what you wanted," she said. "This is so unlike you, Julian. You have the next 99 years planned in minute detail."
I laughed. "Well, look where that got me."
She smiled. "What about Argent?" she asked. "What are you thinking?"
"I'm not," I said. "Let her think. Why should I have to think?"
She giggled. "I have no idea. I'm not married, remember?"
"Yes. Why is that?" I asked. "I always wondered."
It was odd. She was drop-dead gorgeous and had a string of boyfriends and girlfriends as long as my arm.
She laughed. "I'm a slut, Julian. I thought you knew. I couldn't be tied down to one partner. I'm not looking for that. I'm perfectly happy single. I like options. Hell, I am the option."
I grinned. "Yeah, I know. I'm not going to worry about Argent. She was obviously not worried about me. Maybe she's a slut, too, but without the decency to admit it. If she wanted to stay around, she would have."
"Yeah, I guess you're right. So what do you want me to do?"
"Find me a property manager," I said. "Lease this place. Do your thing. You're a big shot attorney. You know all the moves."
"I'm not a divorce lawyer," she said. "I know shit about that. Are you going for a divorce?"
"I'm not doing anything," I said. "Let her do whatever she wants. If she doesn't and I want to get married again, you can hook me up with one of your associates who does know about divorces."
"I can do that," she said. "Are you going to keep me up to date?"
I hugged her. "Of course. I love you so much, Marcie. We're family. Maybe I'll become a slut like my big sister."
She laughed. "I don't think you've got the temperament for it, Bruh, but knock yourself out. Make me proud."
*****
It took me five days to get free, during which I never heard a word from Argent. Of course, I made no effort to get in touch with her, either. I got my shit together, packed the essentials and I was ready. I was going to drive and see where I landed. My baby was loaded to the gills.
She was a 2013 Viper SRT10, in yellow and black. Not much of a cargo space, but I made do. I didn't need much: clothes, laptop, and that was about it. I was off.
It was 444 miles from St. Augustine to Mobile, and that's where I stopped for the night. I wasn't in any hurry, just enjoying being on the road, the rumble of the V10 soothing to my soul. My thoughts were full of what had gone down, of course. You don't spend seven years in love with someone and that doesn't occupy your mind when it ends. Really, I could think of little else, and I suspected that was going to be the case for a long time to come.
I played scenarios over in my mind: Argent coming up with some explanation I could accept and getting back to where we were. I played with that fantasy. I also plotted devious plans of retribution and ruin. I was definitely going to visit some wrath on the three sons of bitches who I could identify. I had no idea if that was the extent of it, but I could only deal with what I knew.
I was up and on my way early. I booked a hotel for a week in New Orleans. I had never been there, and I was going to explore. I figured that would keep my mind occupied. It did. It was only in the hotel at night, by myself, that the demons came, tormenting me with visions of what was and what might have been.
I went out and prowled around, visiting the famous locations, staying out late at night, listening to live music. I asked women who caught my eye to dance, enjoyed their company and went back to my room where it all closed in again. I was getting frustrated. Every time I wasn't doing something to occupy my mind, reality came crashing in and I was getting nowhere fast.
I waited for that text or snap that never came, checked my email obsessively, rolled over in the night to snuggle my wife and woke up to a seemingly infinite sadness. I called Marcie, and she kept me up on things. She was sort of my lifeline, and I was grateful.
A week of frustration had me on the road again, and I spent two days in Houston, went to a baseball game and had fun. San Antonio and the Riverwalk were cool. I liked the town and thought of staying a while, but in the end, I was just too restless. Something was pulling me west, I hit interstate 8 at Tucson, prowled around and did all the tourist things, and a week later, I stopped in Yuma for the night.
It was late when I got checked in, about 11PM, and I could hear music coming from the pool area. It was an outdoor pool, and I had seen a sign that it closed at 11. I carried in my bag and laptop, plugged the computer in, then realized I had forgotten my phone.
I went back down to the Viper, and there was a bit of a commotion coming from the pool. The guy who had checked me in was trying to close the pool. There were five, obviously inebriated, guests who wanted to party on. There appeared to be two couples and a girl by herself. They were arguing with the desk guy, and he called the cops. I went back up and watched from my window.
Three of the guys thought it would be a good idea to fight the two cops. That worked out for them as expected, and they arrested everyone but the girl by herself, who left when the desk guy first told them to leave. She passed in front of the window and noticed me there, acting startled.
She continued past and I heard her muttering as she was at the door. She went back down to the pool area and appeared to be searching for something after the cops hauled off her friends. I stepped outside and leaned over the rail. She went into the office and I could see her talking to the guy. Evidently, she was frustrated there, and she came stalking up the stairs.



She stopped about ten feet away from me, hard to see in the shadows. "Get a good show?" she asked.
I chuckled. "Hey, it's the most exciting thing I've seen in close to a month."
She seemed to relax a little. "You must lead a hella dull life," she said.
"That's me," I said. "The epitome of dull. What were you looking for down at the pool?"
"The room key," she said.
"Any luck?"
"No, and the asshole at the desk won't give me a new one, either."
"Where's the key card?" I asked.
"One of the dipshits I was with probably has it," she said.
"Close friends of yours?" I asked.
"No," she said. "I just met them three days ago."
"I see. How badly do you need to get into the room?" I asked.
"Well, I need to pee," she said. "Aside from that, all my shit is in there. Do you think the police will release them soon?"
"No," I said. "Not tonight, anyway. I can get you in. Do you think they left a card inside?"
"Yes, mine is in there. Are you some kind of burglar?" she asked.
I laughed. "No, I'm a computer guy with an Arduino microcontroller."
"Well, I have no idea what that is, but I'd be grateful if you let me in," she said.
I went in and got my board, and she stood in the doorway. "Umm... can I use your bathroom?" she asked.
"Sure," I said.
She came inside into the light, and I was stunned. God, she was gorgeous. She had a dark complexion, and at first, I thought she was black, but then I noticed her eyes, and she had different features. "What?" She noticed I was staring at her.
"Umm... nothing. I'll just unlock your door," I said.
"Thanks," she sent me a smile, white teeth flashing, lighting up her face as she closed the bathroom door. I heard the lock click, and smiled to myself.
I went down to her door, unplugged the DC power and plugged in my board. In a second, it read the code, and the lock clicked. I pushed it open and took off my slide, using it to hold the door open. I went back to my room and she came out after a minute.
"When will you open it?" she asked.
I laughed. "All done," I said.
"Really? Oh, my God. Thanks... I don't know your name."
"Julian," I told her.
"I'm Tana," she said. She had a delightful little accent, and I loved her voice. It was low-pitched for a woman, a little husky, and as sexy as fuck.
"I have to ask, where are you from, Tana?"
She laughed, a very thrilling sound. "The Federated States of Micronesia," she said. "I'm from the Chuuk Atoll."
"Well then. I've never heard of that. What are you doing in the US?"
"I'm backpacking across the country," she said. "Yes, I know, people don't do that here, but my people do it all over the world. When I'm done, I'll go back and finish college."
"How did you hook up with the dumb-asses down there?" I asked.
She shrugged. "We were picking oranges. We decided to come and look at the dunes. Listen, Julian, thanks for opening the door for me. I'm going to crash and get out of here tomorrow."
"What about your friends?" I asked.
"They are on their own," she said. "If they're dumb enough to fight the police, I don't want to be with them."
"Where will you go?" I asked.
"Don't know yet," she said. "Away from here. Night, Julian, and thanks again."
I walked her to her door, reclaimed my slide and went back to my room. I lay in bed and for the first time, I thought about something other than the shitty end of my marriage. Tana was fascinating, and the thinking about her kept my thoughts from falling into that awful groove. I slept soundly for the first time since I'd left Florida.
I got breakfast and got back to the interstate. I had just started up the entrance ramp, and there she was, off to the side of the road a bit, but definitely looking for a ride. I wondered if she knew how dangerous hitchhiking was.
Her eyes never left the Viper. She had a backpack, and that was it. I pulled over and she peered at me. "Oh, my God, is that you, Julian?"
"It is, in the flesh," I said. "Is that you, Tana?"
She laughed. "Where are you going, Julian?"
"I have no destination in mind," I said. "West. It looks like you're going my way. Wanna ride with me?"
"Yes, can I?"
"Absolutely." We managed to get her backpack stowed away in the trunk, got in, buckled up and we were on our way.
I pulled out, and she was obviously in love with the Viper. "This is the coolest car I've ever seen," she said.
"I'm in love with it," I told her. "I've had it for seven years, but I've never had it out on a road trip like this. It's as much fun as I always knew it would be."
"Is it fast?" she asked.
I pinned us back in our seats and ran it up to 100 before pulling back to the speed limit. She was laughing and those sparkling black exotic eyes were full of excitement. "Oh, my God."
We settled in. "Where do you think you want to go, Tana?" I asked.
"I'm not sure," she said. "I need to work sometimes. I work, save up some money, then I move along to a new place. I might get a job in California, picking fruit, vegetables, something like that. Sometimes I tend bar or get a job serving or cooking food."
"Are you a good bartender?" I asked.
"Not really." She giggled. "I have to look up recipes for everything, and I'm kind of slow. I learn, but then I forget if I don't do it for a while."
We rolled along, chatting companionably. That ended when she said, "Where's your wife, Julian?"
It immediately all came flooding back, so strongly that I had to pull over. Luckily, we were just passing a rest stop, and I pulled in. "I need some air," I said.
She went in and used the facilities, and I went and sat under a tree at a picnic table. After a few minutes she came and sat by me, handing me one of the sodas she'd bought. "I'm sorry, Julian. It's none of my business."
"It's not you," I said. "It's still kinda fresh, Tana. It's okay, really."
"Well, I don't know what 'it' is," she said. "Something bad, I take it. How long has it been since 'it' happened?"
"Less than a month," I said. "It actually happened last Christmas, but I didn't know until about a month ago."
"Did she cheat on you?" she asked. "Tell me you didn't cheat on her."
I smiled grimly. "No, I didn't cheat on her. You don't know me very well, Tana, but I don't have that in me. God knows I have plenty of flaws and issues. Loyalty isn't one of my issues. I have a different self-image than that. If I were going to screw around, I'd be up front and honest about it."
"I'm sorry," she said. "How did you find out?"
"Completely by accident," I said. I told her what happened.
"Wow, talk about a coincidence," she said. "I think cheaters always get caught. I know that's not the case, but there are so many ways to get busted. My face would give me away."
"Yeah, me too. I'd feel so guilty I wouldn't be able to act normally. That's what really puzzles me about my wife. I didn't have a clue, and she never acted a bit differently."
"Why would you suspect? You trusted her. That's what you do when you're in love. Maybe it didn't bother her," she said. "What did she tell you?"
"She said she was sorry as she was walking out the door."
"That's it?"
"Yes, I haven't heard a word from her since."
"You haven't tried to get in touch?"
I shrugged. "Why would I? As I told my sister, I'm not going to lift a finger. If she wants to make some sort of effort, she has my number. I didn't fuck it up. At least not like that."
"I understand," she said. "Sorry to step on the vibe like that."
"How did you know I was married?" I asked.
"Umm... you have that ring thing going on," she said.
I looked at my finger, and there it was. I wasn't wearing my wedding ring, but there was a pale depressed area where it had been.
"I gotta get some sun on there." I grinned at her and she patted my hand.
"Maybe when we get to California," she said. "Lie on the beach and soak up some sun."
"I need to ask you something," I said.
"Shoot," she said.
"I'll give you a ride wherever you want to go," I said. "Do you need to camp? I mean, do you have enough money for hotels?"
She wrinkled her cute little nose. "Staying in hotels will tap me out pretty quickly. I mostly camp."
"Do you know how dangerous hitchhiking is? I don't know about camping, but if I were a woman, I think I'd be very cautious."
"Oh, I am," she assured me. Like a flash, she had me by the throat and a taser was in my face. I was shocked, and she laughed and let me go.
I choked around for a few seconds. "Jesus, Tana! What was that?"
She laughed again. "I'm fierce," she said. "I know what I'm doing. No one is going to catch me by surprise."
"Well, damn. I guess they won't. Please don't tase me, Tana."
"No, I like you," she said. "You're nice to me."
"Yes, I am. I'm going to go and pee now. Tasers have that effect on me."
She giggled. "Okay. Meet you back at the car."
We cruised along and she made me stop at a convenience store for snacks. The girl ate constantly, I discovered, and we damn near bought the place out. My card took a hit, and she giggled about that, too, since I had promised to buy the snacks.
She wanted to pull over every time she saw something she was interested in, and our progress was a crawl. Since I had nowhere to be, I was happy to play along. She chattered at me constantly, filling the car with the happy sound of her voice.
She was the happiest person I'd ever met, in love with life, and her enthusiasm was contagious. We had an argument about what we were going to do that night. I insisted on staying in a hotel, and she was adamant about finding a campground.
I won that argument, and got us rooms at a Holiday Inn Express. I had to promise to camp with her, but I had no intention of doing that. I lied my ass off, and figured we'd have another argument the next evening. I planned to win that one, too.
We had dinner and went for a walk down the main street area of the town, looking in the windows of the closed shops as we walked. When we got back, I told her I was going to hit the workout area they had. She wanted to join me, and we changed and went down.
When she came out, she had on a sports bra thing and the most immodest shorts I'd ever seen. They were spandex, clung to her like a second skin, and she might as well have had her ass bare, for all the good the shorts did. They cupped the most amazing ass I'd ever seen. She didn't have an ounce of fat on her, and she had abs that were more defined than mine. She was just stunning. Her breasts were full, round, high, and she made my tongue hard just looking at her.
She laughed when she saw the look on my face. "I'm kind of a gym rat when I'm at home," she said.
"I can tell," I said. "You are a beautiful woman, Tana."
She blushed, a little peachy tint spread over her face, made her look as gorgeous as fuck and she got a little shy. "Thanks," she said. "I see you work out pretty often, yourself."
"I lift four days a week and do cardio five," I said. "I struggle with liking food."
She laughed. "Yeah, me too."
She was tall, I realized as we stood side by side in the elevator, probably close to six feet. We stood close together, and I felt her cool little hand slip into mine. I looked down. Her hands were very elegant, long slender fingers and a slender hand, too. Her nails were white, and very long.
She looked up at me, and those huge, tilted up black eyes were dark pools. "Is it okay?" she asked.
I nodded, not really trusting myself to speak. This girl was casting a spell over me. When we got to the workout room, they had plenty of cardio machines, but they only had dumbbell free weights and a couple of machines. We made do, and I quickly found out that she was very strong. I'd been in gyms all my life, and she was right up there with the strongest women I'd seen. This was one impressive lady.
She ran on the treadmill and I used an elliptical trainer. After we finished, we went back to our rooms. I showered and got another good night's sleep.
I had a text on my phone from Marcie the next morning. "Call me." I wanted breakfast, so I went down to where they were serving, filled my plate, got coffee, sat at an isolated table and called her. We caught up a little and Tana came in, got food and sat down across from me.
"My sister," I mouthed, and she nodded, all those waves and curls of her hair bouncing in a fascinating way. Her hair was as black as a raven's wing, and very curly, full and down to the middle of her back.
"Argent called me last night," Marcie said.
"Oh? What did she want?" I asked.
"It was a hell of a long story," she said. "I'm not going to repeat it. I think she wants to tell you, herself."
"Do I want to hear it?" I asked.
She laughed. "Probably not. If you want the story, talk to her. If you're done, move on."
"Does she expect me to call her or something, because that's not happening."
"I think she was planning to text you and ask if it was okay if she called. I'm not really sure. She talked about meeting you."
"Well, that is a bit of a problem," I said. "Not that I would do it, but I'm in El Centro, California, and I'm heading north after I check out San Diego, not back east."
"I have no idea what to tell you," she said. "You do you, Bruh."
"Thanks for telling me," I said. "Love my sis."
"Love you. Byee."
I put my phone on the table and looked over at Tana. She was eating a banana, and she raised one immaculate dark eyebrow. "Everything okay?" she asked.
"Yeah. My sister, her name is Marcie, told me my wife talked to her. She wants to talk to me."
"Shit. Sorry, Julian. What are you going to do?"
"Nothing," I said.
"You mean... do you want to talk to her?"
"I'm not sure," I said.
"Do you think you might get back together?" she asked.
"I can't answer that, at the moment. I think I have no idea who she is," I said. I thought for a minute. "Imagine you were married and you saw your husband, on video, banging three women from work. What are you thinking?"
She took a bite of a muffin and was quiet for a minute. "I'm not sure. I would be shocked at one. Three seems kind of like this is a progression. Does someone go from being completely faithful to doing three guys?"
"Doesn't seem like it, does it?"
"No. If you want to know, ask her. If not, you're with me," she said. "I'll distract you."
I laughed. "You're pretty distracting. You're a fun road trip buddy, Tana."
"I know, right?" She giggled. "Where we going today?"
"I was thinking San Diego," I said. "Ever been there?"
She shook her head, all those curls swirling. "No. I came in from New York."
"How long have you been here?" I asked.
She thought a minute. "Seventeen months."
"I hear San Diego has a great zoo," I said. "We could go to Sea World."
"Oh, yeah, that sounds fun," she said. "How much does it cost?"
"I have no idea," I said. "I'll buy the tickets; you be Tana and distract me."
She laughed. "Deal. We need to find someplace to camp, though."
I sighed. "What's with you and camping? It's fucking uncomfortable. I mean, I get why you do it, but we don't need to camp when you're with me."
"Okay, but I want you to see what it's like to be free, Julian. Just forget the world, get back to the basics and live life."
"I don't like bugs, being hot while I sleep or sleeping on the ground," I said.
She laughed. "Okay, I get that. I'm not crazy about that shit, either. Get you some gear so you'll be comfortable."
"I tell you what. I'll make a deal with you," I said.
"Shoot." She leaned her face in her hands, elbows on the table and looked at me expectantly. God, she was cute.
"We stay in a hotel in San Diego. We'll drive up and hit San Francisco, then I'll go camping with you at the Redwoods National Park. Deal?"
She looked hesitant. "I... that will kind of break the bank, Julian."
"Do you mind if I ask you how much money you have?" I asked.
She looked like she didn't want to tell me. Her eyes fell away from mine and she seemed embarrassed. "Hey, it's okay," I said. "Look, I have been crossing the country, stopping at really cool places, seeing the sights, and I've been miserable. All I could think about is what happened with... Argent. That was sucking the life out of me. Since I met you, I'm having fun. I'm hardly thinking about any of that shit, at all, and it's because of you. I want to keep having fun, as long as we can hang, okay? I'll pay for your rooms. Seriously, Tana, I won't miss the money, at all. You'll be doing me a huge favor, not the other way around. Please?"
She thought for a minute. "Yeah, what the hell. I like you; I like being with you. You're a great guy, and it's always more fun if you have someone to do shit with. I'm in."
I breathed a sigh of relief. "Thanks, Tana. You're a great girl. Are we friends?"
"Oh, yeah," she said. "Are you ready to get going?"
*****
San Diego zoo was dope, and I'd been to Sea World in Florida, but it was just as entertaining, and Tana made every minute wonderful. She was so... innocent, in a unique way. It was like every second was new and exciting, she drew energy from some infinite well and she was completely in love with living.
She was completely unpredictable and spontaneous, and I had a blast just being around her. As we strolled through the zoo, she started holding my hand, and that became something we did. She was a very physical girl, always touching me, pressing against me, bumping her hip against mine as we walked. We ate every possible new treat, and she loved them all, no matter how disgustingly unhealthy they were.
In my room after Sea World, I got a text from Argent. I almost deleted it, but I finally opened it. "Can we get together and talk? I have a lot I need to tell you."
I thought about not answering, but I finally sighed and bit the bullet. "Not happening. I'm in San Diego."
"When are you coming back?"
"I'm not sure," I sent. "Maybe never."
"Can I call you?"
"Yes. One time, Argent. If I want to talk to you after that, I'll call you. Understand?"
"Yes. I'd really like to talk to you in person."
"Not happening in the foreseeable future."
That got me a sad face emoji, but my phone buzzed. It was her number.
I accepted the call.
"Hello, Julian. Do you mind telling me what you're doing in San Diego?" she asked.
I hadn't expected that would be the first thing she asked.
"Well, my life sort of fell apart recently," I said, "and I thought it would be good for my mental health to get away for a while."
I heard her gasp. It took her a second to get her composure. "I understand. My life has done the same."
"I've heard when you cheat on your husband, pull trains at the office, that's not all fun and games when he finds out," I had promised myself I wouldn't be vulnerable, I would let her know how much it hurt, but I couldn't help myself. It just spilled out, all the bitterness, anger and pain pouring out in a scathing sarcasm.
She was shocked into silence again. What the fuck did she expect? That I would be all sympathetic?
"Okay, I guess I deserve this," she finally said. I heard the sniffles as she tried to regain her composure. "Can I talk to you without all these histrionics? I know you're hurting, Julian, and I'm sorry I caused that. Beating me up might make you feel good, but can I just tell you what's on my mind without you attacking me at every sentence?"
I sighed. I was suddenly bone weary, and tired of the drama. "What is it you want to say, Argent?"
She paused for a moment. "First, I want to apologize to you. I realize that is completely inadequate, but I am sorry, Julian."
"What, exactly, is it for which you're apologizing?" I asked.
"For... everything I've done. I'm sorry for stabbing you in the back, I'm sorry for hurting you, for your pain. You're a good man, Julian, and I regret what I did to you, every minute of every day."



"Okay, anything else?" I asked.
"Yes. I hope that someday you'll forgive me and not think about me with hate in your heart," she said.
"So do I."
"I feel like I owe you an explanation," she said. "I want you to know that I love you and would be ecstatic if I could be your wife and spend the rest of our lives together."
"Well, I don't want to engage in histrionics, but that seems a little incompatible with your little... video and the extracurricular activity on it," I said.
She made a little sobbing sound. "Yes, I know, but it's true, nonetheless."
"What were you doing, Argent? Do you mind telling me that?"
"Yes, I do mind, but I'm going to, anyway," she said. "This is very hard for me to say. It was the combination of a lot of things. One of them was I was sleeping my way to the top, Julian. It was partially about my career, and partly about who I am, as a person."
"I guess you're going to have to explain the 'who I am as a person' thing," I said.
"Julian, you know I wasn't a virgin when we met," she said. "You never asked me about that, and I never volunteered. I didn't ask you, either."
"Okay."
"Don't get me wrong, here. I have never experienced anything so fulfilling as making love with you. It's still the best sex I've ever had."
"Comforting, that," I said.
"Stop being so sarcastic. I'm telling you the truth. I never told you, because I didn't think it mattered, but I love sex, Julian. It is just something physical, for me. Before I met you, if I was attracted to someone, wanted to fuck them, I did. There were no emotions involved, just physical desire. When we got together, I realized there was a psychic aspect, a spiritual side. I love that, and I love you. You gave me something that I'd never experienced. The thing is, I missed the thrill of a new partner, multiple partners, just letting go for the pure physical sensation. I thought I could have both. I regret not trying to get you involved. Maybe..."
"Sorry, that was never going to happen," I said. "I would have appreciated a heads up, though."
"I know. I was stupid. I wasn't going to stop, though, so it would have eventually come to this, anyway."
"Is that all you wanted to say?" I asked.
"No, I want to say a million things, beg you, make you understand, reassure you it could still be good, but it's all fucked up now. I wish you well, Julian. I love you, and I guess I always will. I have my demons, and they're not yours. If you feel like talking sometime, give me a call. When, and if, you get back, let me know and I'll give you your shot at beating me up, okay?"
I had to chuckle. "I'll look forward to it."
Surprisingly, when I disconnected, I felt better. Not good, but better. Sometimes the things you don't want to hear can be exactly what you need to hear, I thought. I'd see what Tana thought in the morning. The thought of that brown goddess put a smile on my face, and kept it there until I fell asleep.
I texted Tana when I got up and told her I wanted to take her out for breakfast instead of sampling the hotel buffet. She sent me a snap when she was ready, and seeing her smile was the right way to start the day, I decided. We packed up and hit the road, stopping at a place that advertised all-day breakfast.
"I can tell you have something you want to say to me," she said after our food arrived.
"I forgot to wear my tinfoil hat," I said in mock dismay. "You're reading my mind!"
She giggled. "Yeah, I have powers like that."
"I can well imagine you do. You're a little sorceress," I told her. "I do have something to tell you. Argent texted me last night, then called me."
"Oh? What did she have to say, or do you not want to talk about it?"
"No, I do want to say. We talked for a while. Apparently, she just likes sex with different people. She apologized for not being honest with me, told me she still loves me, she just doesn't see giving up banging other people. We agreed that moving on is the best for both of us."
She gave me one of those raised eyebrow looks. God she was cute. "How do you feel about that?" she asked.
"Relieved, mostly," I admitted. "I was feeling pretty damn inadequate, Tana. Like there is something missing in me, something I couldn't give her because I'm just not good enough, emotionally, mentally, I guess, even physically."
"And now?"
I laughed. "Well, I guess there is something I couldn't give her, because I'm only one person."
She grinned at me. "What about the voices?"
I had to chuckle. "They've been pretty quiet lately. Right now, they're telling me we should see what kind of mischief we can get up to today. I think we need to sample Los Angeles. What are your voices saying?"
"Same," she said. "Can we go to Hollywood?"
"We can."
*****
We spent two weeks in and around Los Angeles. We decided it would take ten years to actually see all the places, go everywhere we wanted and do all the things there are to do there. Tana was getting restless feet by the time we decided to move on.
I had more fun in those two weeks than I'd had in the previous two years, I felt. It was awesome not to have to worry about work, household chores, and in fact, I didn't have a worry in the world. It couldn't last, of course, I'd have to do something eventually, but it felt good just to drift along, let whatever happened come, and Tana was a totally free spirit.
We left Los Angeles behind with some regret, and made our way up the coast toward San Francisco. We were old friends, by that time, and I felt totally comfortable with Tana. She obviously felt the same way, and I began to realize this girl, this woman, was someone I wanted in my life, permanently.
We had silly conversations, just teasing each other, and deep philosophical ones, as well. We were driving along, music blasting, and when I glanced over at her, her eyes were closed and her head leaning back against the seat.
I was a little startled when she suddenly reached up to turn down the music. She leaned over against me, her head on my arm and all those curls covering us like a curtain. "Julian, can I ask you something?"
"Of course," I said. "This sounds serious."
"No, just a question. I was reminded by that song we were listening too, and I got to thinking. This is personal, so get ready."
I laughed, put my arm around her and squeezed. "Shoot."
"Well, I don't exactly have clear thoughts here, and I might sound kind of... random, okay?"
I gave her another squeeze. "I understand."
"Do you still love Argent?" she asked.
I sighed. "I don't love what she did. It's hard to love deceitful people, Tana. I have a lot of residual feelings about her, yes."
"Well, you said she told you she still loves you and wants to be married to you, right?"
"That's what she said."
"Well, I guess I was kinda wondering, why don't you want to be married to her?"
I didn't say anything for a minute, and she looked up at me, those exotic tilted-up obsidian eyes piercing my soul. "Are you mad?" she asked.
"No, just organizing my thoughts," I said. "Think about it like this: suppose you and I were business partners. Let's say we make and sell gadgets. Let's say we have been selling gadgets for ten years. Then one day, you discover I've made a deal with a company to sell them widgets."
She giggled. "Oh, my favorite things: gadgets and widgets."
I laughed. "Yeah, right? But I've been doing it for five years, and I never told you about it. You're my partner, but I've been in this deal for five years, and kept you out. How do you feel about that?"
"Betrayed? I get what you're saying, though, and I'd probably feel like you do."
There was a moment of silence, and she rubbed her cheek on my arm. "I'm sorry, Julian."
"Thanks."
"Let me ask you something else. Reverse the scenario you said, but what if I was the widget person, I brought you in, right from the beginning, and we sold widgets together?"
"That's a whole different ball game," I said. "I might want to sell widgets with you, or I might have no interest in widgets, but either way, you were honest and not sneaking around behind my back."
She was quiet for a minute. "Yeah, I think honesty is everything."
"It might not be everything, but it's a big thing," I said.
"If she had told you she was into... that from the beginning, would you have married her?" she asked.
"No, I don't think so," I said. "What would be the point? If you're going to live like you're single, why get married?"
"I don't know," she said. "I'm sure I'll think of something."
I laughed. "Well, be sure to let me know when you do."
"I will. I'm pretty smart."
"I know you are. Cute as hell, too," I said.
She got that little blush thing going. "Thanks."
I thought to myself that she really had no idea. She was really unconscious about her appearance. She just regarded herself as Tana, and never gave it another thought.
*****
We prowled around San Francisco, went to Chinatown, ate unknown but delicious food, toured Fisherman's Warf, went to two dinner theaters and had a blast. We were eating dinner and watching the show, and I could tell she was thinking about something.
"What?" I asked.
"When are we going camping?" she asked.
"Oh, my God. You're not going to let me forget about that, are you?"
She giggled. "No. You promised."
"I don't have any gear," I said.
"Get some."
"Where would I possibly put it? We're not exactly driving a truck," I said.
"Let's put the Viper in a parking garage and rent a Jeep, or something," she said. "I'll help pay."
There was plainly no escape, and I capitulated. We parked the Viper, rented a little Jeep Renegade and made a visit to Dick's Sporting Goods.
"Wow, this is a big Dick's" she said when we pulled up, then laughed herself into hysterics when she realized what she'd said. It was contagious, and we could hardly walk inside. I wasn't going to be roughing it, exactly. I got a tent, foam pads to sleep on, sleeping bags, a little propane stove, some pans to cook in, good coolers and a power inverter.
We were both pushing a cart when we left, and she was all big-eyed at the stuff. "We might as well be comfortable," I said. "Well, as comfortable as barbarians can be."
She laughed. "We might as well take a hotel room with us."
We stopped at a grocery store, stocked up and she reserved us a back country camping site on her phone while I bought the food and drinks. We iced everything down in the coolers, and were off on our adventure.
It took us five trips from the Jeep to the camp site to transport our gear, and she declared that would just be a base, that we'd hike out further into the forest and spend one night "raw-dogging it."
There was a little fire pit, and as darkness approached, we cooked dinner and built us a nice fire. I poured tequila in tin cups and we sat by the fire on a log, sipping and talking. "Do you smoke?" I asked.
"Ew, no," she said. "Have you seen me smoke?"
I laughed. "No, not like tobacco."
"Oh, oh! You mean like weed. Yeah, you got some?"
"I have a dab pen and some Raw Garden extract. Want to give it a hit?"
"I do," she said.
We floated on a mellow haze. "I want to put down our bags and look at the stars," she said.
I put down the pads and the bags next to each other, and we lay there, looking up at the night sky through the redwoods. "This is so good, huh, Julian?" she said.
I had to admit it was. There wasn't a sound other than nature, no people, and it seemed like the universe contained only Tana and Julian. I could feel her, warm against my side, and her hot little hand slipped into mine.
After a long while, she rolled until her cheek was in the hollow of my shoulder, lying half over me, her left arm and leg draped over me, pressing herself against me. I idly toyed with one of her curls, twisting it around my finger, my other arm under and around her, lightly massaging her back.
We fell asleep in that position, and I don't know how long we slept. Maybe an hour or more. I felt her shifting around in my sleep-fogged awareness. She wiggled for a minute, then got up. I didn't move. She returned to her former position, but I felt her pull a blanket over us. I sleepily stroked the smooth velvet skin of her back. Something seemed odd about that, and slowly swam to coherent thought. She didn't have on her shirt. It took a minute for that to sink in, and I felt her move further over me, her hot breath on my neck, then she was nibbling, licking my ear.
I came fully awake, and tightened my arm around her. "Tana..."
"Shh," she shushed me. "I'm horny, Julian. Make love to me."
"Are... are you sure?"
"Oh, yeah," she said. "You're so big, hot, gentle; I want you. I've been wanting you for a while. I love you, Julian. I know you're not ready for that, and I don't mean it like maybe you think. I love being with you, talking to you, touching you, the way you look at me, touch me, play with my hair, take care of me."
"I love you, too, Tana, like you mean it. I like you more than anyone I've ever met, I want you in my life, and I don't want to fuck anything up, you know?"
"Don't overthink it, Julian. Just make love to me. Sit up."
I did, and she pulled my t-shirt over my head, slid down under the blanket and tugged at my shorts. This was stunning, and I was unresisting. I moved to help her, and she slid back up, her body rubbing against mine, and as my hands slid down to rest on her butt, I realized she was completely naked. Oh, my God, I thought, she was naked. I had to see this!
I pushed the blanket down, then up over the swell of her ass, as her lips touched mine. We had kissed several times over the weeks we'd been together, but she had never kissed me like this. Her lips were luscious, greedy, full and all over mine, juicy, and her little squirmy tongue invaded my mouth, tangling with mine, the kiss starting my heart beating wildly.
She pulled back, panting, her eyes shining. "Tana, let me... I wanna see you," I gasped.
Her teeth flashed, and she sat up, astride me, and her body was bathed in the flickering flames of our fire, still burning happily. She took my breath away. Argent was tiny, perfection in miniature. Tana was something else. There was nothing miniature about her. Her shape was enough to stop hearts, a perfect hourglass, full high breasts, heavy, but firm with the resilience of the tone of her whole body. God, she was fit. Her waist was tiny, her hips flowing out in the dramatic curves of a woman.
I could dimly see her doing her blushing thing. I reached up, caressing her cheeks, sliding my hands down over the silk of her neck, her shoulders, onto her breasts, and she gasped, then moaned as I splayed my fingers across them, capturing her fat little nipples between two finders and squeezing them.
I had to taste them, and I pulled her down, our hungry mouths together as I rolled, taking her with me until I was on top. I nibbled, licked, made my way down to those luscious tits, capturing one of her nipples and laving it with my tongue, scraping it with my teeth, sucking on it, stretching it and letting it snap back. She was making low moaning sounds now, almost a purr, like she was a big cat.
I sank my fingers into those full mounds, testing the weight and resilience. They were so firm that they retained their shape, even with her lying on her back. I loved tits, any kind, being a normal man. Tiny little cones, big round ones, anything but saggy or fake. Tana's were just spectacular, and they were evidently quite sensitive, because as I played with them, she gave a little gasp, her feet pressed against my thighs and she came. Nothing earth shattering, but she thrust against me. I started to slide down, wanting to see more of her, but she stopped me.
"I want you inside me, Julian. We'll play later. Oh, God, am I looking forward to playing, for hours, but I'm on fire. I want you in me!"
She was writhing, thrusting up, her hands on my ass, trying to pull me to her. I adjusted, and there it was, slick, juicy, she was very wet and the head of my cock slipped in easily. She froze and I didn't move for a minute.
"Oh, my God!" she gasped. "Jesus Christ, you have a big dick, Julian. Easy... I'm... stretching me..."
I chuckled to myself. I was flattered, of course, but I wasn't some porn star. I figured she wasn't very experienced, and she was very tight, gripping me like a hand. I rested for a minute, just bathing the head of my cock in her heat, and she relaxed, beginning to make those motions again.
I moved forward, slowly, gently, and she gasped and moaned until I was fully immersed in the experience that was Tana in one smooth long motion.
"Oh, my God," she moaned. "Oh, my God, Julian. I'm... so full... so good."
She pulled my lips to hers, and I drew back, then returned as our lips slid, tongues dueling, her hot kisses driving me. We quickly found a rhythm, and she was wild, bucking up under me, feet against my thighs, hands on my ass, pulling me into her, leaving to run up and down my body, and the sounds she made, that purring, moaning sound, little gasps, squeaks of surprise as I changed angles and speed, every ounce of energy she had thrown into making love, just as it was with everything else she did.
I had never had a more active sexual partner. Her moans got louder and more frequent, becoming hoarse little groans and she exploded under me, bridging up against me, her orgasm heralded with a hoarse little cry of ecstasy. God, she was good.
I was fighting for control, wanting to fuck her until she couldn't take any more, and I just held inside her as she pulsed around me. Deep inside, short little motions until she came back to earth a little. I resumed my motions and she held on.
"More? Oh, God, Julian."
"Much more," I said.
I pushed up on my hands and gave her long rapid strokes and she went off again. There was no holding back this time, and I came with her, pulsing inside her. She went wild when she felt me come, sobbing, calling my name, pushing against me until I moved to kiss her, stroke that fantastic body, murmur sweet words in her ear, telling her what a fantastic girl she was, how much I loved making love to her.
I never went soft, and I could feel her contracting around me as aftershocks pulsed through her body. I started moving again, and she was shocked, I think.
"Julian... I don't think..."
I silenced her with a kiss and continued to move inside her. I pulled out, flipped her over, moved back between her legs and entered her as she lay supine beneath me.
There it was: the most fantastic ass I had ever seen or imagined. I'd seen in in her workout outfits, and knew how spectacular it was, but in its naked glory, it was the stuff of fantasy. Full, round, bouncy and oh so silky, I wanted to look at it, lick it, but not right then.
She groaned as I slid back inside. "My God, Julian. It's so deep, baby. I don't know if I..."
Her words became a moan as I thrust up into her as deep as I could go, the cheeks of that glorious ass slapping against me. I moved slowly, at first and she came, then again. I could feel her tiring. "One more time," I whispered in her ear.
"No, I can't... please... Oh, my God" she gave that hoarse little squeak again as I pounded into her. I put my hand around her throat, squeezing a little and she exploded again. I went with her, and we both collapsed, exhausted. I rolled us, my cock still inside her, spooning her, wrapping her in my arms, one arm under her head, the elbow crooked so I could reach up and cup one of those lush titties, the other moving down over her to cup her little pussy as I deflated and slipped free.
She cried a little. "Are you okay, baby girl?" I asked.
She nodded. "Yes, I just... God, I'm so emotional. That was... beyond things, Julian. Jesus you're a good lover."



"Well, you are the fuck of the century, Tana. Jesus, girl, I've never been with anyone like you. Do you know what makes it even better? Knowing you, knowing how sweet you are, how smart, how funny, that you're so in love with life. And you're the hottest woman I've ever seen."
She giggled. "Thanks, Julian. You destroyed me. Hey, remember that waterfall?"
"Yes."
"Let's slip on our flip-flops, walk back down there naked and take a bath. I've got soap."
I laughed. "Deal. I don't think we wanna sleep in the wet spot, anyway."
The moon was bright enough to see easily, and watching her ass jiggle, the sway of her hips tilting as she walked in front of me, was one of the most beautiful and natural things I'd ever experienced. Walking along a trail in the moonlight, a naked sylph moving in front of me through the towering forest, it was like we were in a fantasy realm.
In a true fantasy realm, the water wouldn't have been icy cold, but we shivered and laughed, she squealed, enjoying the moment. Soaping up that gorgeous body, that gorgeous girl, was enough to get me hard again, and she sat me on a rock and gave me the most erotic blowjob I'd ever had. She loved giving head. She told me, and showed me.
I returned the favor, diving into that little pussy until she begged me to stop. She was tapping out, but I made her come one more time, anyway.
We walked back up the trail, pulled our stuff back inside the tent, and I went to sleep with a naked brown goddess in my arms.
It was late morning when we woke up, and I never wanted to move again. Having Tana in my arms was heaven, but I needed to pee. I got up, did my business, and started breakfast. We had eggs and bacon, and fried toast in the bacon grease. There was strawberry jam, and I kissed some off her lips.
We cleaned the area, packed up what we were taking, chained and locked all the stuff we were leaving and went hiking off up the trails. I'd always hated camping while I was doing it. I'd done it, and had fond memories about it later, but nothing like this. I decided that it was the company that made it special.
When we got back that evening, she asked me to set up a hotspot on my phone so she could use my laptop. We walked back and got it, and she got online.
"What are you looking for?" I asked.
"A job," she said.
"Really? What kind of job?"
"I'll have to see," she said. "This is how I can afford to stay in the US. I get a job."
"I get that," I said.
I watched her, a cute little frown creasing her brows as she worked.
"I kind of like the sound of this one," she finally said.
"What is it?" I asked.
"Picking almonds," she said. "It's in the Central Valley. I like almonds."
"Yeah, me too," I said. "Do you know anything about it?"
"No, not really. I've picked apples, citrus and peaches, though. It's hard work, but outside and they give you a place to stay. Like a little cabin."
She looked over at me. "Come with me, Julian."
I laughed. "Hey, I don't need a job."
She looked sad. "I was hoping..." Her voice trailed off and stopped.
"What?" I asked.
"Well, did last night mean anything to you?" she asked. "Are we just friends, or is there something else, Julian?"
"It meant sooo much to me," I told her. "Don't think for a minute it didn't. I have no idea what, right now, but something, I know that. I don't want you out of my sight; I also know that."
She smiled a happy smile, closed the laptop and came and sat between my legs on the pad, leaning back against me. "It meant something to me," she said. "I couldn't make love with someone I don't love, Julian."
"I figured," I said. "I love you, too, Tana, I'm just figuring it out, you know?"
"Same," she said. "If I get a job and you don't come with me, though..."
"I never said I wouldn't come with you. I said I don't need a job."
"But you have to be working there to stay there," she said.
"Let me think for a minute," I said.
"Okay, I'll be as quiet as a mouse," she said. "How long will you be thinking, do you think?"
I had to laugh. "You said you were going to be quiet!"
She giggled and made a zipping motion across those luscious lips.
I plunged into my imagination, wondered what I wanted, settled some things in my mind, did some quick planning and I was interrupted from my reverie by her hand sliding up the leg of my shorts and gripping my cock. I jumped, and she giggled, turned around and looked up at me mischievously as she wiggled to her belly between my legs."
"I want that dick," she said, pulling down my shorts and engulfing me in the volcanic heat of her mouth. I had no power of coherent thought or speech, and I surrendered to her will.
I made her stop for a second as I pulled her shirt over her head, giving me access to those glorious tits, and she worked on me, her eyes never leaving mine until I emptied myself into her hot juicy mouth.
She rested with her head on my thigh, idly playing with my deflating cock. "You might as well get used to that, because I'm going to want it a lot," she said. "I love your cum, Julian."
My God! This was definitely a dream girl. "Now, tell me what you were thinking about."
"I have no memory," I told her, "You destroyed my brain and I now have the dumb," She laughed hysterically.
"Sorry, I just had an overpowering urge," she said.
"Ah, it's coming back," I said. "Here's what I was thinking. I need to know some things from you."
She crawled back to me, leaning back against me again, and I wrapped my arms around her, both hands on those amazing tits, and she sighed with contentment. "What did you want to know?"
"How long were you planning to stay in the US?"
"Well, I don't really have, like, a plan, Julian. I just do shit, you know?"
I chuckled. "Yes, I do know. I mean, years, months, what?"
"Months, for sure," she said. "Maybe years. Why?"
"Do you have family back in... wherever you said you're from?"
"Yeah, I have my mom and my brother."
"So you will be going back, for sure?"
"Yeah, I love them, Julian. That's my home. When I'm ready, and I don't know when that will be, I'll want to see them."
"Okay, let's say you're going to stay a year. Is that possible?"
"Yes, I'd say probable. Are you going to be with me?"
"If this works, yes."
"I can't wait to hear 'this' then."
"Okay, we'll go to the valley and pick almonds. I'll work with you, but you have to agree to something, too."
"What?"
"When we get done picking the almonds, you go back to Florida with me," I said.
She leaned her head back so she could look into my eyes, and she was so beautiful it took my breath. "Okay, but why, and what would we do?"
"We live together."
She giggled. "We've kind of been doing that for a while."
I smiled down at her. "Yeah, but making love is a new part of that. I love being with you, Tana, but I'm still kind of raw about the way... it all ended with Argent. You understand?"
"Yes."
"I do love you, very much, and I'd like to see where that goes, would you?"
She nodded. "Yes, but explain how that would work."
"What's your major in college?" I asked.
"I'm working on becoming a nurse practitioner," she said.
"So, I have an idea," I said. "We live together. You enroll at the University of Florida, and we see what happens."
"I need money, though," she objected.
I sighed. "Yeah. I understand. Here's the deal: if you live with me, you don't have to worry about rent, food, that kind of shit. It's just tuition, books, fees and pocket money, right?"
She nodded. "You know there are jobs in Florida, too, right?" I asked.
"Yeah, but picking citrus or bartending doesn't exactly pay tuition," she said. "I'd need a better job. I can live pretty cheap just backpacking around, but I'd need a good job to go back to school."
"Would you work for me?" I asked.
"Noo, that might get... complicated," she objected. "Besides, what would I do?"
"I don't know," I said. "Could you manage an office?"
"Yes, I think so. I've never done that, but I'm smart and I work hard."
I squeezed her, giving her some physical reassurance. "I know you are, and you do. I would hire you to be a regional office manager."
"But when would I go to school?"
I sighed. "Yeah. How far are you along?"
"I have my bachelor's degree in nursing. It would take me four semesters to get my master's, then I could work while I got a doctoral degree," she said.
"Why are we picking almonds if you have a bachelor's degree in nursing?" I asked.
"I don't have the certifications for the US," she said.
"Ah, I see. Would you let me loan you money?" I asked.
"Noo, I don't want a bunch of debt," she said.
I laughed. "I get that, for sure, but I'd be a very kind creditor, I promise."
She put her hands over mine and squeezed them. "Yes, I know you would. Can we just go pick almonds and see what happens?"
"We can. When do we need to go?"
"Two weeks," she said.
We spent a week and a half camping, and I have to admit, I never thought I'd enjoy it as much as I did. It was Tana. She was an enchanting little sorceress, and just watching her was an experience, in itself. She was completely uninhibited, and she nearly fucked me to death. I'd never had sex so often in my life. She wanted to make love two and three times a day, and I had also never had such satisfying sex. Every time was a total immersion with her, and it just got better every time. She was easily aroused, and she came so easily and so often, she was so gorgeous and loving that she almost never failed to take me with her.
I found it difficult to comprehend that she was with me, that she wanted me and was giving herself to me like that, but I definitely wasn't complaining. She was a wild ride, and I was going to hold on and enjoy every second.
*****
We packed up, drove back to San Francisco, turned in the Jeep and got the Viper back, donated our camping gear to charity, and headed for the valley.
Picking almonds was an experience. It was hard work, for one thing, and the rest of the pickers were quite an experience, as well. The owner of the orchard was a genial guy, and in spite of our lack of experience, he was glad to have us.
He set us up in a little two-room cabin with a kitchen and bedroom. The bathrooms and showers were communal, and there was a common kitchen, as well. It was primitive, but clean, and Tana seemed to think it was perfect.
I, of course, was far less sanguine, but it wasn't bad. Jim, the owner, trained me on a shaker machine. I drove it down the rows of trees, and it had a device that reached out and shook each tree, the almonds falling like rain. It was tedious after the initial experience wore off, and shaking 2500 trees a day became something I could do mindlessly.
The almonds lay on the ground, drying, for a while, then sweeper machines made them into a windrow between the rows of trees. Tana drove a tractor, pulling a machine that picked up the windrows and loaded them into trucks.
There were a dozen different jobs, and we learned them all. It was exhausting, long days, and at night there was usually a party going on around the common kitchen. We sometimes joined the party, and sometimes fell into bed, barely having the energy to make love before we fell asleep.
The other workers were a mix of white and Hispanic itinerate laborers who followed the harvest, moving up and down the coast, harvesting whatever was in season. We enjoyed hearing their stories, and they looked out for each other. We were outsiders, at first, but they adopted us quickly, especially Tana. Everyone loved her, and she was soon everyone's little sister.
The only discordant note was the second week after we arrived. A van pulled up with the words "Yahweh Is King" on the side in foot high letters. A tall, gaunt man with a large bushy beard and wearing a yarmulke got out. Jim introduced us to him as Claude Moore. He shook my hand, ignoring Tana, and said, "I'm Claude Moore. Yahweh is my king, and Yeshua is my savior."
"Cool, dude. I'm Julian and this is Tana," I said.
He didn't even look at her. A very subdued looking tall redheaded woman got out of the van, and four small children. "That your family?" I asked.
"It is," he said. "You'd be welcome to join us in prayer this evening."
"Thanks," I said.
I took Tana's hand and we went to our cabin. "Well, then, that was an... eccentric dude," I said.
She laughed. "He's creepy as fuck," she said. "He wouldn't look at me, but he was checking me out on the sly. He looked at my tits like ten times in two minutes."
"Really? I didn't see that."
"Trust me, I know," she said. "Women always know when men are looking at their boobs."
"Did I look at them, like before we..."
She laughed. "Yes, but you tried not to. It wasn't creepy like that dude."
"I want to look at them now," I said.
She giggled, and her t-shirt and bra were on the floor almost before I got the words out of my mouth.
Mr. Moore was quite... aggressive with his faith. We never "joined" him in prayer, and he thought we should be obliged. After a week, I tried to avoid him. He caught us coming out of the common kitchen and started in on us.
"Are you aware that sexual immorality is a sin?" he said.
"Mind your business," Tana said.
"Rebuking sin is my business," he said. He still wouldn't look directly at Tana, but I realized she was right, and he was shooting brief glances at her.
"Look, Mr. Moore," I said. "We don't want any trouble. Just leave us alone. We don't approach you. We just do our jobs and don't bother anyone."
"Harlots will be cast into the lake of fire," he said.
Now he was pissing me off. "You want me to punch you in the mouth?" I asked. "Speak about Tana like that again, and you'll be spitting out teeth."
"Men of God don't fear the godless," he said.
"I'm pretty sure men of God don't leer at women's boobs, either," Tana pointed out.
"Immodest dress tempts even the righteous," he said.
I'd had enough. "Come on, Tana." We started to walk away, and he made the mistake of following us.
"The works of the flesh are manifest, fornication and adultery."
I turned back and grabbed him by the throat, shoving him back against the building. "Shut your fucking mouth," I said. "Or do you want me to shut it for you."
"Julian, he isn't worth it." She tugged on my arm.
"You have no power to harm me," he said. "I am one of the two witnesses prophesied in Revelations 11 who will be slain in the streets of Jerusalem, and be raised up after three and a half days. God will protect the two witnesses and destroy their adversaries with the fire of their testimony."
"The fuck? You're bat-shit crazy, Moore. Stay the fuck away from us or you won't make it to Jerusalem."
I let Tana drag me away, and I was fuming.
"Don't let him get to you, Julian. I've seen his type before," she said.
"Really?"
"Yeah, religion is a big thing at home," she said. "There are always self-righteous assholes like him around, telling everyone else they're going to be 'cast into the lake of fire.'"
"I've known religious people," I said. "I respect them, even if I don't agree. I've never met anyone like that bastard."
Three days later, Raul caught him beating one of his kids out behind the storage bins, and he and Dave stomped the shit out of him. Jim fired him and he was gone within the hour. I was glad I hadn't been involved.
"I just feel sorry for that woman and the kids," Tana said, with tears in her eyes.
"Yeah, there are a lot of unfortunate situations in the world. You are a doll, you know that, Tana? I love how big your heart is."
She sniffed around for a minute, but it wasn't her nature to stay upset.
*****
Almond harvesting season was drawing to a close, but Jim offered us a job pruning the trees. We worked for another month, and I liked that job. I got to work close to Tana, and we made it a party. If trees could blush, those would have been, because we made love all over that orchard.
It was an interesting life, and I could see the attraction. The money was shit, but you didn't spend much, either. It was the freedom: no big things to worry about, just the satisfaction of a job well done, and being with someone as fun and exciting as Tana made it something I wouldn't forget.
At the end of the month, we said regretful goodbyes to Jim, and started for Florida. We continued our footloose ways, and it took us a month to drive coast to coast. I was looking forward to introducing Tana to Marcie, and they bonded within hours. They both loved me, and took great delight in demolishing my character.
Marcie told her embarrassing stories about us growing up, and Tana told her stories about our time together.
Marcie and I were alone in the kitchen, and she said in a low voice, "Damn, Bruh. How lucky can you get?"
"I know, right?" She had echoed a thought I had ten times a day.
"You landed on your feet. God, she's the total package, Julian. She's gorgeous, as sweet as honey and smart, too. You're going to have to stay on your game. That girl could be a star."
"She could," I agreed. "I don't think she has that kind of thought in her, though."
She agreed. "No, but she could. Do you love her?"
"I do. I wasn't sure, at first. I mean, she's obviously so damn loveable, but we were just friends, first, then sort of fuck-buddies, but the more time I spend with her, it's like she's cast a spell on me. Every time she touches me this euphoric feeling sweeps over me. It's hard to explain."
"I think you said it perfectly," she said. "You're in love, Julian, and she worships you. It's written all over her."
"I hope," I said, "because I don't ever want to be without her."
We rented a place in Ocala, and Tana enrolled in the graduate nursing program at UF. I went up there and paid her tuition, and she never asked me any questions. I took her in and introduced her to Olivia, who also fell in love with her. I think Olivia invented a position for her, but she worked online and handled scheduling, contracts and purchasing orders.
She filed for an extension on her work visa, and applied for citizenship. The company sponsored her. She wasn't getting rich, but she was earning a nice little salary, working after she got home from classes. I had a little fully restored Triumph Spitfire, and she fell in love with it. That was her daily driver, and seeing her pull up in the afternoon at our place in it always gave me a thrill. I drove my truck, and started working again.
If Tana missed her family and island paradise, she never showed it. We were cuddled up on the sofa one night, watching something inane on TV. My feet were up on the ottoman and her legs were resting on top of mine.
"Tana, are you happy?" I asked her.
"Ecstatic," she said. "Why?"
Well, you've got one more semester to get your master's. Are you going on, or going to work?"
"I'm going to get my doctorate," she said.
"Do you intend to go back to Micronesia?"
"Yes, I wanna go back when I get done with my master's," she said.
"For good?" I asked.
"Good God, Julian, why would you even ask me that?" She looked hurt.
"Tana, we never talk about this. I know how you are. You just like to live a day at a time. I get that, and I love how spontaneous you are, but I need you to understand me, too. I need to know things."
"No, I'm not 'staying' there. I'm with you. Do you not know that?"
"I don't want to make assumptions," I told her. "God, Tana, I love you so much. I'm hopelessly, desperately in love with you."
She snuggled up against me. "I love you, for always," she said.
I squeezed her. "That makes me so happy, gorgeous."
She looked up at me. "Julian, why are you still married?" she asked. "Why haven't you filed for divorce?"
That shocked me a little. I hadn't really thought about it. "Just inertia, I guess. I should file. Why do you ask that?"



"You want me to make plans, let you know where my head is, but I'm living with you, we're together, and you are keeping me in limbo."
"Are you saying you want to get married? God, I'd like nothing better. I didn't know you'd want that. I wasn't sure how you'd react. You kind of roll a little different, Tana."
"You haven't asked me, and you can't." she said.
"Wow. Well, I don't know what to say. I guess I have some work to do. I wasn't bothering because I figured if Argent wanted to remarry, she could do it. We have to learn to communicate a little better here, Tana."
"We do just fine," she said. "I tell you everything, but you bottle shit up, don't tell me what you're feeling. I know you love me, but you're afraid you'll scare me off if you ask for commitments, what my vision for the future is."
I had to admit there was truth to that. I didn't want to push her, make her uncomfortable, but that was because she didn't bring it up and I wasn't sure she wanted me to. She was such a free spirit, and although she talked to me constantly, it was "in the moment" conversation. That was going to change, I decided.
I made an appointment to see an attorney the next day. A week later, Argent was served. That got me a text. "Really, Julian? Just out of the blue, no warning, not even a text?"
"Sorry, that was rude," I replied.
"Where are you?" she asked.
"Ocala."
"Can you meet me and we can talk about this?"
"I'll have to check."
"With who?"
I didn't answer. I told Tana what I'd done. "Do you want to meet her?"
"Not really. I guess I've got it to do, though."
"Tell her you'll meet her for lunch on Friday, in Gainesville. I'm going with you," she said.
"That sounds like a bad idea to me," I said. "Are you gonna beat her ass, or something?"
She laughed. "No, but I want to meet her. She was part of your life, and I want to see for myself. I also think you deserve a little payback. I think you being with me... she won't like that. Why haven't you fucked up her lovers, or anything?"
"To tell you the truth, I intended to," I said. "Then I met you and sort of forgot about her."
She lit me up with one of her juicy hot kisses. "Aww. That is so good for my ego. I still think you should fuck them up."
I laughed. "Tana is fierce!"
"I am. Let's find them and crush their nuts, or some shit."
I couldn't stop laughing. "You're killing me."
"Put them in the penis flattening machine," she said.
"How about fucking up their computers?" I asked.
"Ooh, yeah, can we?"
"I have access to their network," I said. "Hey, I need to text Argent, though. Then we'll fuck them up."
I arranged to meet her for lunch, neglecting to mention that Tana would be with me, and we got started with the revenge.
Tana took an unholy delight in the whole process, giggling malevolently the whole time. Every new problem I gave them set her off again. None of them could possibly keep their jobs, and the two I knew about who were married sent their wives videos by "accident."
Tana's thirst for revenge slaked, she dragged me off to the bedroom and destroyed me. Cuddling together afterward, she kept giggling. "Being evil makes me horny," she whispered.
She stayed horny over the next two days, and I was a walking zombie when we met Argent. She was fashionably late, as usual, and when the host brought her to the booth, she looked a little shocked at seeing Tana.
I introduced them. Tana wasted no time. "You're a bitch," she said.
Argent sighed. "Yes, I know. How did you know?"
"I saw what you did to him," Tana said.
"I've regretted it every minute," Argent told her.
"I haven't," Tana said. "He's mine now, and I'm so glad you did it, except for how much it hurt Julian."
"Yours?" Argent asked. "She's a little young for you, Julian."
"Yeah, but she's loyal," I said.
"Yeah, I am," Tana said.
They sized each other up for a minute. "God, you're beautiful," Argent told her.
"Thanks. I think you're cute as fuck," Tana said. "You're always going to be cute, I think."
"Are you attracted to women?" Argent asked her.
"Yes, some women," Tana said.
I looked at her, and she shot me a mischievous smile "What? Women are beautiful. I like beautiful things," Tana said.
"I had no idea," I said.
"Ah, he only became yours recently?" Argent asked.
"No, we've been together for almost two years," Tana said. "The subject hasn't come up. I'm attracted to Julian, and no one else, at the moment, so we never really talked about it."
"I see. Do you think the three of us..."
"No," Tana said. "Never with you. You don't deserve it."
"No, I guess I don't. Can't blame a girl for trying, though. I still love Julian, you know. I always will. You, him, me, we'd make quite a team."
"I don't see much of a 'team' there," I mentioned. "You play for the opposition too much."
She sighed. "See, you've never really understood. I was never on any 'opposition' team. You don't get that sex is sex, love is love. I never had a shred of feeling for anyone other than you. Do you understand what I'm saying, Tana?"
"Kind of," she said. "I had sex with couple I didn't have any feelings for, once. I was into it while it lasted, but I just felt kind of... cheap, afterward. I don't think you understand, Argent. The sex was one thing. I get that some people have, like, open marriages, and shit. I don't judge them. That's not for me, but they can do what they want. I do judge things like going behind the back of people who love you, fucking around, sneaking and doing treacherous shit to them."
"Okay, I know that was wrong," Argent said. "I've apologized for that, and I'll apologize a thousand more times. I... just got caught up in it. I didn't see any possibility that I could get Julian on board. Maybe if I... no. I fucked up. I can't go back and unfuck anyone."
"No, you can't," I said. "We aren't here to pass recriminations back and forth, are we? What are you here for, Argent? You wanted to talk. What are you doing?"
"I'm fighting," she said. "Not with you or Tana. I can see what you have. I'm fighting for a piece of you, Julian. Nothing I did was because I didn't love you." She shot Tana a look. "I'd love a piece of you, too. I know you must be special, or Julian wouldn't be with you. What can I do?"
"Move on," Tana said. "You're very attractive, Argent. I like you, but it's going to be just Julian and me."
Argent looked at her for a long moment. "I still love him."
"Yes, I know. I can see it. You just love yourself more," Tana said.
There was no point in going over it again and again. Nothing would change. "I need you to sign the divorce papers," I told Argent. "We can keep it simple. No need to fight over anything. Sound good?"
She sighed again. "I don't want a divorce. I want to come back where I belong. We can make this work, the three of us. We're smart."
Tana shook her head. "You no longer 'belong.' I do."
"What about a mediator, a counselor?"
"Argent, that isn't going to happen," I said. "Let it go."
She sighed. "I'm not letting it go. I'll sign the papers, but I'll always hope. I know you're a good man, Julian. You won't be evil about a settlement. I trust you."
"Too bad I can't trust... no, I won't go there."
"There are some... peculiar things happening at work," Argent said.
Tana got the giggles. "I see that causes you some amusement," Argent said.
The giggles expanded, and got me started, then Argent. "Yeah, I guess I should say thank you that you didn't involve me?"
"Yes, you should," Tana said.
We finished our meal, and Argent stood up to leave. "Will I ever see you again?" she asked us?
"No," we both said simultaneously.
She sighed, turned away and left. We watched her go.
"She has a nice ass," Tana said.
"Who?" I asked.
"That woman,' she said. "Do you know her?"
"Yeah, she's somebody that I used to know," I said.
I turned back to my little lover. "Tana, I want you to know, I'm going to ask you to marry me as soon as the divorce is final. I'm thinking while we're in Micronesia."
"You're coming with?" She made a little squeal of delight. "I can't wait," she said, lighting me up with the hottest kiss of my life.
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I saw them come in out of the corner of my eye. There she was, just as gorgeous as the day I met her. She was unsettling enough, on her own, but what really disturbed me was that Celia was with her. I would have preferred that Celia had been with a man, or a snake, for that matter.
They came up to the booth where I was scrolling through memes, drinking my mango margarita, waiting on Celia. "Hey, Mac." Celia slid in beside me, giving me a kiss on the cheek. "Can I have one?" she nodded to the margarita. "Look who I found."
"MacLaine." Ithaca slid into the other seat. "Nice to see you."
"Found?" I turned to Celia. "Is there any way to lose her again?"
I heard Ithaca's hissed intake of air.
"Don't be rude, Mac," Celia said.
"Rude? Rude was 'finding' her and then bringing her to this booth," I said.
"Jesus, MacLaine," Ithaca interjected. "Would it hurt you to be civil?"
I turned to her. "We aren't friends, Ithaca. What fantasy in your deluded imagination would cause you to think that even seeing you at a distance, much less being in any close proximity, would be anything other than horrifying to me?"
I turned to Celia. "Let me out."
"Fuck, Mac, it wouldn't hurt..."
"Let me out or I'm going to push you out on the floor," I said.
"No, I'm not moving." She had that stubborn look I knew very well. "Push me; I dare you."
Well, never one to refuse a dare, I scooted over, pushing my body against hers. Since I weighed 230 and she weighed 110, physics became the deciding factor and she began sliding off the bench.
She jumped up before she fell and gave me an evil stare. She started to say something, but I was already walking, out the door and down the block. I summoned a Lyft and went home. I had just gotten comfortable, made my own mango margarita and was immersing myself in my book when Celia came in. Severe weather erupted in my living room. Lightning flashed from her eyes and thunder rolled from her lips.
It really was hilarious. When a five-foot-nothing woman gets salty, it's like you're being attacked by a kitten. I didn't let her get far.
"Celia, shut the fuck up. Sit down, get a grip and speak to me in a normal and respectful voice, or I'll put you on top of the refrigerator and you can stay up there until you calm down," I said.
She glared at me, then she cracked up. "Put me on top of the refrigerator... oh my God. You... You..." she giggled insanely.
She came and sat down. "Why you be like this?" she asked.
"Like what?" I asked.
"You know I'm friends with Ithaca," she said.
"See, I don't understand that. I never have," I pointed out.
"I like her. I've known her a lot longer than I've known you. She moved away and I went to Belize. She met you, you got married. After you were divorced, you moved back here. So did I. I met you, fell in love with you, then she moved back. You never mentioned her. That was a closed book and you refused to talk about it. I had no idea she was your ex until I happened to mention I was meeting her for lunch and you blew up. We had reconnected by then, and I still liked her. I still do."
"I don't," I said. "She's a cast-iron bitch. You know what she did. Has she ever denied it?"
"No, she knows she fucked up," Celia said. "She's sorry. She regrets it every day. She wants to apologize to you, be your friend, hang out with us."
"Sorry, not happening," I said.
"Why not? Why do you hold on to all that anger? Are you going to carry that grudge all your life?"
"I'm not angry and I'm not carrying a grudge," I told her. "Cutting toxic people out of your life has nothing to do with anger or holding grudges. It's about setting boundaries."
"How would it hurt you to be friendly to her?" she asked.
"It kills my vibe to be in the company of a creature I find disgusting," I said. "It's also causing problems between you and me."
She glared at me. "Only because you have this attitude."
"No, it's because you won't stop harassing me about it," I said. "It also causes me to question your judgment and feelings about me."
I could tell that pissed her off. I was fine with that. She was pissing me off, and I had a reason. "I love you, Mac. You know I do. I also love Mom, my sister and Ithaca."
I shrugged. "I never said you didn't. You're free to feel however you feel. So am I. What I really wish you'd do is say, "Fuck you, Ithaca. Eat shit and die. I hate what you did to Mac and never want to see you again." That seems like what I would do to someone who fucked you over like she did me. I've never said that, until now. You're the one pushing this, not me."
She jumped up and ran into the bedroom, slamming the door. Well, that was interesting. I picked up my book and started reading. I heard the shower running, and after about an hour she came out and went to the refrigerator. I thought about going in there and putting her on top of it, but I went in and showered.
She was in bed when I came out, and I got in bed. Not a word was spoken. We lay in silence for about ten minutes, then she scooted over against me, laying her head on my chest and snuggling in, all that ash-blonde hair covering us like a blanket. After a minute, I felt her shake a little, and liquid dropped on my chest. I put my arm around her and gave her a squeeze. She sobbed a little.
"I don't like it when we fight," she said.
"Neither do I. I'm not budging on this, though, Celia. I want nothing to do with her."
"I know, I'll stop. I do love you, Mac. I got you a new book." She gave another little sob.
"What is it?" I asked.
"I found a leather-bound copy of The Great Book of Amber. I know that's your favorite series. You wanna see it?"
"Oh, my God, Celia. Yes."
She jumped up and went padding away to get it, a little naked sprite who inhabited my house. She was the polar opposite of Ithaca. Ithaca was tall, dark, curvy; Celia was tiny, blonde and slender. She complained about looking like a boy, but no boy had that spectacular ass or that curtain of white-blonde hair, swirling around, floating like a mist around her. Her tiny little titties were the most erotic things I'd ever seen, and she had the face and voice of an angel. If I could just separate her from Ithaca...
She came back with the book and a box of tissues. I admired the book as she wiped her eyes and blew her nose. It was a beautiful book, the leather binding, the smell, the feel; there was nothing like it. I grabbed her, pulling her over on top of me, squeezing her little warm body.
"I love it, Celia. You are a doll. Thank you so much."
"I looked for a long time," she said. "I like giving you things you want, Mac."
"I don't want anything but you," I said. "Well, and this book."
She giggled. "I just want you."
Her hot, wet, delicious, squishy and plush lips crushed mine. She was on fire. She always had this energy about her, like there was too much to contain inside, bursting out at the slightest provocation. She sat up, pulling the lacy camisole she had on over her head and throwing it in the direction of a chair. I held her up for a minute so I could look at her, my hands nearly spanning her waist. God she was gorgeous: a little blonde elf, tiny tits almost all puffy nipples and areolae, perpetually erect and suckable. She fed me one and I let my lips and tongue pull at it, twisting the little silver bars of her piercings. She loved that, and I loved doing it. She was naked, all firm girl and she was a total smoke show.
Her little hands worked, tugging at my briefs, and I let her pull them off. She nibbled her way down my body, finally swiping at my raging cock before plunging it into the volcanic heat of her mouth, I pulled on her butt until she swung her leg over me and I had access to that hot little pussy. She was very aroused, delicious juices already there for me, and I worked on her until I could tell she wanted me to stop.
She loved a 69, but at some point she always wanted me to stop so she could concentrate on me, then she wanted me to concentrate on her. She could tell I was close, and she increased the intensity of an already fantastic blow job. I shot off while she made lewd gulping sounds.
When I came back to earth, I attacked that sweet little pussy until she exploded, writhing in my arms as I held her hips, that hoarse little whimpering sound she always made during orgasm one of the more erotic things I'd ever experienced. I continued until she exploded again, then struggled to escape, turning around and giving me a smoldering kiss.
I could feel the heat and moisture on the head of my cock, and she pushed, the head popping in while she froze. She was tiny, everywhere, and it always took her a minute to adjust to having my cock inside her.
She groaned and panted as she continued, impaling herself until we were fully joined, then she sat up and rode me like a pony. She was a fantastic lover, energetic, she came easily and often, and her little body was so athletic and flexible she could do amazing things. She came, then spun on my cock, giving me a view of one of the most spectacular asses on the planet. I could see her pussy, the lips forming a perfect erotic cheerio, pushing in, coming back out as she pumped herself on me. We exploded together, that hoarse little cry again, before she spun back around, moved up so she could kiss me and I held my little angel in my arms as we drifted off.
*****
I was working in the garden a week later. I loved growing vegetables, and I was good at it. My tomatoes were six feet tall, and the fruit was huge, just beginning to turn on the earlier variety. I was pruning off the suckers and I heard that voice.
"Hi, MacLaine."
I didn't turn around. "Ithaca. Just in the neighborhood and thought you'd come by and turn the knife?"
I heard her sigh. "You haven't changed a bit," she said. "Still out in your humongous garden. Still angry with me."
I turned. "No, Ithaca, I haven't changed, but I'm not angry. You just disgust me. You're a vile person, and I don't like knowing you breathe the same air as I do."
"How can I convince you I'm not a vile person?" she asked.
"Go away and leave me alone. That would be a start."
"Explain to me what it is that I did to convince you of my vileness," she said.
"Well, there is the bisexual thing you never told me about," I said.
"I agree that I should have told you," she said. "Would you have still married me?"
"Bi and cheater are completely different things," I said. "I don't respect that you didn't tell me, and I don't respect cheating."
"Celia is bi," she pointed out.
"I am very well aware of that," I said. "I'm also aware that she told me that before we were even dating. The thing is, she's monogamous. You aren't, and you never informed me of that, either."
"The day I finally told you, you didn't seem all that upset," she said. "You were kind of mad about me not telling you, but you got over it. What happened?"
"Okay, let's go sit in the shade, since you want to have this conversation again, Ithaca." We walked up under the garden gazebo and sat in the chairs there. It was nice and shady, the bougainvillea vines trailing down the open sides.
"This is nice," she said.
"We like it. You tell me, Ithaca. When did you decide you could talk me into you having sex with Landreth?"
"I have a question, first. Why didn't you want to bang her? She's gorgeous, and she was as hot for you as she was for me."
"What makes you think I didn't want to 'bang' her?"
"You had a shit fit when I suggested bringing her to bed with us."
"That has nothing to do with me not wanting to bang her," I said. "I want all kinds of shit I can't, or shouldn't, have. I want to eat a whole chocolate cake by myself. I don't, for reasons that are obvious."
She laughed. "They aren't obvious to me, You're an adult. If you want to eat a whole chocolate cake, no one can stop you."
"I stop myself," I said. "I don't want to weigh 300 pounds, that would be dangerous to my health, I don't want diabetes, so I limit myself. That's what you do when you're an adult."
"Okay, I get that, but limiting yourself doesn't mean NO cake."
"This is a stupid discussion. I'm done with it," I said. "You wanted to fuck Landreth, I told you I wouldn't be okay with that. You didn't accept my answer, you set it up so I would walk in on the two of you, and you took the chance I'd lose my mind and join you. You were wrong."
"Yes, I know. Why weren't you turned on, MacLaine?"
"My horny factor was drowned out by that fact that my wife tried to coerce me into doing shit I didn't want to do. Oh, by the way, you're still doing it, and you've involved Celia."
"I'm not..."
"You are. You're causing problems between us."
"What do you want me to do? Stop being friends with her? Not talk to her?"
"Yes, that's exactly what I'd like. I'd really prefer that you move. I hear California is nice."
"I can't believe..."
"Oh ye of little faith," I said. "Believe, Ithaca, then fuck off. I think we're done here. Go away. If you come back, I'll have you trespassed."
"I know I fucked up. I've apologized. I'm sorry. I did something stupid. Why can't you accept my apology?" she asked.
"Because your apology doesn't change anything," I said. "It's not about that."
"What is it about?"
"It's about consequences," I said. "What I do has consequences. It's the same for everyone. The dildo of consequences rarely comes lubed."
She gaped at me. "Well, that's crude. And deep. Quite an image, MacLaine."
She was crying when she left, but I didn't give a damn.
*****
Of course, that wasn't the end of it. About three weeks later, I was skimming the pool and Celia came outside, stood there with her hands on her hips glaring at me, then came stalking over.
"Did you tell Ithaca we couldn't be friends anymore?"
"I did not," I said.
"That's not what she said. I called her and asked her why she hasn't talked to me in weeks and I haven't seen her. She told me you said she needed to stay away."
"She misrepresented the facts."
"Okay, what happened?"
"She asked me what I wanted her to do. I told her. I didn't tell her to do shit. I answered her question."
"When was this?" she asked.
"A couple of weeks ago. She came over here, I was pruning my tomatoes and she talked to me."
"And you didn't feel a need to mention this to me?" She was quite indignant.
"Do you tell me every time you talk to her?"
"No, but that's because you hate her and it would just piss you off."
I sighed. "I don't hate her. I don't have enough time or energy to hate her. I just want nothing to do with her. Do you not understand that?"
"I do understand, but I don't agree."
"It doesn't matter whether you agree," I said. "She's gone from my life and she's staying gone. Do you understand that, Celia?"
"No, I don't." She was getting stubborn and I knew exactly how stubborn she could become. She was also getting mad. "She's my friend, she's in my life, therefore, de facto, she's in yours."
"You're wrong," I said. "And wrong-headed in the bargain."
"What does that mean?"
"If the price for not being around that bitch is not being around you, I'm going to hate it, but that's the way it's going to be."
"What the fuck? That better not mean what it sounds like," she challenged me.
"I'm sorry, but it means exactly that," I said. "I don't get it, Celia. How can you possibly be okay with her after what she did? I've never understood that, and now I've had enough of it. I've had enough of the arguments, of you trying to talk me into shit, of you constantly mentioning her and setting me up like you did Christ, Celia. I was a wreck, It ate at me, every day, every hour, for months before I was a fully functioning human again. I'm starting to believe that you must be like her, if you are good with her after what she did do me."
"I...you... you prick!" she yelled. "I am not and never was good with her doing that. How can you say that to me?"
That did it for me. I was just as pissed off as she was, but I had a reason to be. She didn't. I turned on my heel, went to the basement, got two suitcases and a garment bag, came back up and went to our bedroom. I started packing what I thought I'd need for two weeks.
Celia came in after a bit and saw what I was doing. "You've got to be kidding me," she said.
"I don't recall saying anything, much less kidding," I said.
"You're really going to leave and go somewhere else like a five-year-old kid running away from home?"
"I would remind you that this is my home," I said. "You live here, but it's mine. I'm being remarkably restrained. Have you noticed? I'm not demanding that you go somewhere else. It's my choice, so I'm going. It won't be permanent. I'll stay in one of the empty condos on Belaire. I'll stay two weeks, giving you time to decide what you want to do. At the end of two weeks, I'm coming back to my home. You'll either be here or you won't. Make no mistake, Celia. It's her or me. If you decide it's her, be gone in two weeks."
It takes a minute to pack for two weeks, and she never stopped raging the whole time. She stood in my way, trying to stop me, and I just lifted her out of the way while she beat on me with her tiny fists.
I owned condos. They were nice ones, and they were furnished. I picked the empty one I liked best and settled in. I never heard a word from Celia for three days. When I came home from the office on the third day, I got out of the truck and started grabbing my computer and briefcase. I heard a car door close nearby, and when I turned around, Celia was standing there. She didn't look that good.
"Mac, can we talk?" She spoke very quietly and looked very shy and nervous.
"What were you wanting to talk about?" I asked.
"You and me," she said.
"Just you and me?" I asked.
She shook her head. "There's more to it than that."
I sighed. "Come on, then."
She looked into my face for the first time. I'm not sure what she saw there, but she dropped her eyes immediately.
I opened the door and let her in before putting my things in their usual place. "Would you like something to drink?"
"Klarbrunn?" she asked.
I had to laugh. That was her favorite sparkling water brand, and the only one I could stand. She'd persuaded me to try others, and I hated them. "Why would I buy that shit if you weren't going to be around?" I asked.
She looked up at me and giggled. "You did, though. I've got you hooked."
I trudged off to the kitchen and came back with two glasses on ice. She sipped hers and sighed. "Mac, I've been miserable."
"Good. Maybe now you know how I've felt," I said.
She scrunched up her cute little freckled nose. "Yeah, sorry about that. I've kinda been thinking. I don't like all the people you know, either, Mac. I've told you I hate Eric. You stopped inviting him for barbecues."
"Why do you hate him, anyway?" I asked.
"He's a fat greasy pig who leers at me," she said. "He makes me shiver and feel like I need a shower after he looks at me."
I had to chuckle. "Well, a lot of people seem to feel like you do about him, especially women. You were saying..."
"I was saying that I can't tell you who your friends can be, but I don't have to like them," she said.



"Okay, I guess I see where this is going."
"No, you don't, because I'm not finished," she hurried to say. "I guess it's hard for me to feel like you do because what happened to you didn't happen to me."
"Okay, I get that. It did happen to me, though. Maybe I'm not like everyone else, but when someone does evil shit to one of my friends, I want nothing to do with that person. If they would do it to my friend, they would do it to me in the right circumstances. You get that?"
"Yes. I'm not as cut and dried about shit as you, Mac. I do understand you, though. I've thought about this for three days. I love you. There is no doubt about that in my mind. I want to spend the rest of our lives together, get married, have babies. Ithaca is my friend. I've decided she's a shitty person, though. That was some shady shit she did to you. I would feel the same as you do if someone did to me what she did to you."
I grunted in acknowledgement of her statement.
"You are necessary to me, Mac. I need you. I don't need her. I've decided she is relegated to the status of acquaintance. If I ever mention her to you again, it will be something like, "I ran into Ithaca at Target" or some shit like that. I'm sorry I was stupid. You gave me a choice; I choose you, never her. Do you forgive me?"
"Come over here, munchkin." I pulled her into my lap and we had a mutual demonstration of being back on firm ground.
She kept her word, too. Ithaca was in the rear-view mirror, and I didn't hear a word about her or see her until our second child's fifth birthday. It was at one of those dreadful children's casino/pizza places, and she was there, evidently, with her son, for the same purpose. We spoke, exchanged the usual banalities, and went our separate ways.
On the way home, Celia put her hand on my leg. "Ithaca looked good,"
"Yeah, she was always beautiful," I said. "Nothing like you, though."
Those huge blue eyes sparkling up at me told me I'd said the right thing.
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Every step the cattle took sent a puff of dust into the heatwaves rising shimmering from the mirage of water-covered plains, combining into a dust cloud that made Sinclair thankful for the bright red handkerchief covering his nose and mouth. It also reminded him how thirsty he was.
Thankfully, El Paso was just over the horizon, and the drive would be done. He took a drink from the tepid water in his canteen and poured a little over his face. The dusty gritty feeling vanished, temporarily, and he felt better. He would sell his small herd, and he would finally have enough to get that shorthorn bull he had been coveting.
Evening was coming on when he got them into the corral, he paid off his two trail riders and headed for the hotel. He knew the man working the desk, and arranged for a hot bath. Stowing his gear in his room, he went to the tubs and felt a great sense of relief at washing away the grime of the trail. Squeaky clean, he dressed in his "town" clothes and went to look for food.
The small restaurant was one of his favorites, and he had steak and eggs. Eggs were a commodity in short supply, and he was thrilled to get them. A drink was next on his agenda, and he wandered down the street, stopping at the first saloon and ordering whiskey. It was awful, and he grimaced at the taste. Having paid for it, he finished, but decided to move on.
Music was coming from a little cantina down the street, and someone was playing a Spanish guitar. He passed through the doors and it was cool inside the adobe building. He noticed the sign over the door said, "Rosa's."
He went to the bar and got another drink, wincing in anticipation of the burn as he sipped. To his surprise, this was good, tequila, and he looked around. There were card games going at two tables, and one had an empty chair. He walked over.
"Gentlemen, mind if I sit in?" he asked.
The men at the table glanced up, and waved him to a seat. The hand played out and they dealt him in. They were playing seven-card stud, and he checked his cards. It looked good: pocket sevens, a club and a diamond.
The player to his right, a cowboy Sinclair had seen before, raised aggressively, and Sinclair called. The Jack of spades didn't help his hand, but he called again when the cowboy raised. At that point, he would have preferred to check and almost folded, but he decided to call at the last minute. He figured the cowboy had a high pocket pair, and unless he got some help, he would throw in on the next card.
His next card was the seven of diamonds. The cowboy bet again, and feeling good about his three sevens, Sinclair raised. The cowboy called, and the hand played out. Sinclair had been right. The cowboy flopped a pair of kings, but Sinclair's three sevens were good.
Sinclair had enjoyed the hand, and he played for about an hour, winning some and losing some, while drinking just enough to feel mellow. There was a little stir, and the guitar player picked up the volume a bit, playing something a little faster.
The doors at the back of the bar opened, and Sinclair was a little stunned. A vision came through those doors, long black hair flowing in billowing waves down her back, a white blouse and a bright red Spanish style wrap-around skirt flowing down to trim ankles and pretty black shoes.
The blouse was tied up in a knot, showing the slenderness of her waist, brown skin looking incredibly soft as it showed above the dramatic swell of her hips as they moved inside the skirt. She danced her way among the tables, hands, arms, body and feet moving gracefully among the tables.
She swayed closer, and Sinclair realized this was a real beauty. Her features were finely formed, huge very dark eyes, high cheekbones, cheeks a little hollow, a thin little elegant nose, full luscious red lips and a little pointed chin. He watched as she danced closer, and it seemed she felt his eyes on her, because she met his look with one of her own, sending him a flashing smile, the whiteness of her teeth lighting up her dusky features.
He held up a dollar bill, and she shot him a grateful smile, dancing over to him and allowing him to tuck it into the band of her skirt. She raised her arms, her alluring curves swaying, turning to bounce a firm round butt inside that skirt in front of him, shooting a sultry glance back over her shoulder at him before dancing away to another table.
He exhaled the breath he didn't know he'd been holding, and the man to his left slapped his shoulder.
"Now you see why we come in here," he said with a laugh. "Feleena. She dances every night. She'll tease anyone who'll tip her, but we all go away with broken hearts. She's a good girl with a body that says she isn't."
Sinclair moved back to the bar, sipping his drink and watching Feleena. She danced for maybe fifteen minutes and came to the bar, sitting two seats down from him.
He got the bartender's attention and nodded at Feleena. "Give the lady what she wants," he said.
She shot him a grateful smile. "Thank you," she said. Her voice was soft, low pitched for a woman, and he wanted to hear more.
"I'm Sinclair Davis," he said.
"Me, I am Feleena Mendez," she replied. "Are you from El Paso, Mr. Davis? I have never seen you before."
"No, I have a place out toward Santa Teresa," he said. "I drove in a little herd and just wandered in here."
"Ah, on the river," she said. "Feleena was born in Las Palomas."
"I've been there," he said. "Quaint little town."
"Yes, but very dull and sleepy," she said. "I came here to El Paso. Feleena does not admire boring."
Sinclair chuckled. "No, I can imagine you don't. I doubt anything around you is boring for very long."
She smiled again. "No, I liven it up. It was very pleasant to meet you, Mr. Davis. I must dance, lest people find Rosa's boring."
She was away with a giggle, and Sinclair finished his drink and went back to his hotel. He was enchanted with Feleena. She was a little gypsy, and very nice to look at. He thought he'd stop in and watch her dance again before he left for home.
It was another hot dusty day in El Paso, and Sinclair went to the stockman's office to see what he could get in the way of an offer on his cattle. He kept up on the prices pretty well, and he met with Miles Calhoun. He was a stocky fellow, always with the stump of an unlit cigar clenched between his teeth.
They walked down to where Sinclair's steers were being held and Calhoun looked them over. "Well, they're fat, Davis. You got some good grass out there. What are you thinking they weigh?"
"I'm just guessing, but I'd say they'll average somewhere around 1000 to 1100 pounds," Sinclair said.
"I'd guess that's close," Calhoun said. "I'll be making a drive to Abilene next week. These steers will probably bring $40 per head. I have to pay drovers and rail costs. I can give you $18."
Sinclair was thinking. He could make the drive himself, but he'd have to hire a hand. "I'll take $19," he said. "If you find me a good young shorthorn bull I can buy, I'll take $18.50."
"Deal," Calhoun stuck out his hand. "I know a man who raises shorthorns over at Odessa. I'll see what he's got."
They negotiated what Sinclair was willing to pay for the bull, and Calhoun took him back to his office to pay him off on the steers. With his saddlebag full of money, Sinclair felt like giving himself a treat.
He went back to the hotel, pocketed two double eagles and locked the saddlebag in the hotel safe. He went down the street to the clothing store, looked over their suit selection, picked a grey flannel and the tailor altered it to fit his broad shoulders, slim waist and long legs. Going back to the hotel, he passed a barber shop, and went in for a haircut and a shave. They also offered hot baths, so he paid for one, donned his new suit and dropped his clothes at the hotel.
As he exited the hotel, he nearly collided with a woman who was passing by. Pulling up short, he noticed that it was Feleena, the dancer from Rosa's. "Feleena? Excuse me. I just came barging out there. I should have been watching where I was going."
"Dios mio," she said. "Is that you, Sinclair? You look very handsome! And here I thought you were just a cowboy."
He laughed. "Well, I guess I am. I was just going out to look for dinner."
"Feleena, also, is going for dinner," she said, shooting him a sultry look from those black eyes.
"Did you have a place in mind?" he asked.
"Yes, I am going to Café Central," she said.
"Will you allow me to buy you dinner? I would love having such a beautiful lady as my dinner companion."
"Oh, yes. I would like that very much," she said.
He offered her his arm, she tucked her little brown hand into it, and he escorted her down the boardwalk. She was dressed much differently than she had been at Rosa's the night before. More... modestly, with a beautiful dull yellow dress that was a beautiful contrast to her brown complexion. There was quite a show of cleavage, smooth brown mounds swelling, but the rest of her was covered. She had on a little white hat, and her ebony curls cascaded around her shoulders.
They got a table at the restaurant, ordered drinks, and she chattered away happily, telling him about her childhood in New Mexico, her adventures as a dancer in Santa Fe, and her move to El Paso.
He found himself drawn to this enchanting little gypsy. She was gorgeous, of course, but she bubbled with enthusiasm, full of life, laughing easily and often. She touched his arm when she spoke to him, and he felt a strange wave of euphoria sweep over him every time that hot little hand lingered on his arm.
"Tell me of Sinclair," she said. "Is there, or has there been a Mrs. Davis?"
He laughed. "No. I was engaged once."
"She broke your heart?"
I had to laugh again. "Well, yes, and no."
"Ah, there is something mysterious in this answer: 'yes and no,'" she said.
"Not that mysterious," he answered. "I was conscripted into the army. After the war, by the time I mustered out, she had married someone else."
"Ella era una perra," she said. "Sinclair is fortunate he did not marry this woman. On which side of the war were you?"
"I was born and raised in Illinois," he said. "The Union army. I am completely opposed to slavery, Feleena. I wouldn't have served the Confederacy."
"Yes, I too very much dislike slavery," she said. "Did you fight many battles?"
"A few," he said. "More than I wanted to fight."
"Yes, I can imagine it would have been quite dreadful," she said. "We will not speak of the awfulness."
Sinclair chuckled at the quaint way of speaking she had. Her little accent was delightful, as well, and she rolled her Rs, even when speaking English. He had noticed two men sitting over at a table on the other side of the room when he walked in. The younger one was slight, seemed on a hair trigger and his legs bounced constantly, as if he was full of nervous energy. The older man looked like a grizzly bear from the high country, as if he'd seen it all more than once, fought off packs of wolves with a stick. That was a dangerous man, Sinclair realized.
The younger man kept watching them, a weird light in his eyes, and Sinclair wondered if he had something in his head that had jumped the tracks.
Their meal finished, he and Feleena conversed, sipped at the tequila they were drinking, and enjoyed the company.
"Sinclair would walk me home?" she asked. "I must change for my time at Rosa's." She gave him one of those incredibly alluring glances from the corner of those huge black eyes. "You could come to Rosa's. I would dance with you after my dances for the cantina are finished."
"I will. This is my last night in town for a while," he said. "I'll be back to pick up a bull I'm purchasing soon, though. Would you have dinner with me again when I come back?"
"Oh, yes, I will," she said. "You are very handsome and charming, Sinclair."
He could feel himself blushing, and to cover his embarrassment, he stood and helped her from her chair. "A gentleman, tambien," she said.
He paid for the dinner and they stepped outside. He heard boots on the boardwalk behind them, and a high-pitched voice spoke. "Hey, stranger. You're poaching on my territory there."
Sinclair didn't answer, and he felt Feleena clutch his arm a little tighter, as if to hurry him along.
"Hey, I'm talking to you," the voice came again.
"Do not listen, Sinclair," Feleena murmured. "Let us go faster. He will try to goad you into a fight."
"He won't succeed," Sinclair said. "It's okay, Feleena."
He stopped and turned back. It was the slender gentleman from the restaurant, accompanied by the older man. Sinclair saw the older man's eyes narrow as he got a good look at Sinclair.
"Sir," Sinclair addressed the young man, "I believe you have mistaken me for someone else. This young lady agreed to have dinner with me, and I'm escorting her home. We don't wish to be disturbed."
"If anyone is escorting her home, it'll be me," the young man said. "Maybe you don't know who I am?"
"No, I'm afraid I don't," Sinclair replied. "I feel certain you're about to enlighten me."
"I'm Hardy Clinton. My father is Captain Clinton. We own the biggest place around here. I've killed nine men in gunfights."
"I offer my compliments," Sinclair said. He could feel it rising up in him, that cold black wave, everything coming into crystal clarity, the movement of the grizzled veteran up close behind the slender young man, a horse swishing the flies away at the hitching rail, the smell of the dust in the street. He fought it down, realizing this wasn't the time or place, Feleena beside him, holding his arm, trusting him.
The older man spoke in a low voice. "Hardy, that's Sinclair Davis."
Clinton stiffened, shooting his companion a look. "Are you sure?"
The older man nodded and spat in the dust. "Yeah, I saw him over at Adobe Wells."
Sinclair made a gesture from his lips toward the pair. "Gentlemen, if you'll excuse us, we have somewhere to be."
He and Feleena continued down the sidewalk. He could hear words behind them, but couldn't make them out.
"I haven't seen any of his graveyards, Boykin," Clinton said to the older man.
"I have," Boykin said. "He's hell-on-wheels, Hardy. If you want to start something, do it when I'm not around. I like living."
Sinclair could feel Feleena's eyes on him. "That man knew you," she said. "'That is Sinclair Davis,' he said. Why does he know you, Sinclair? I feel there is a story here. What is Adobe Wells?"
"A little town in Arizona," he said.
"What happened there that the fierce man has seen?" she asked.
"Are you sure you want to know?" he asked. "It's kind of a long story."
She laughed. "You will tell me this story while I am changing, then we will go to Rosa's."
He chuckled. "Okay. I don't really like to talk about it, Feleena, but you've got me under your spell, you little sorceress."
She smiled and lit him up with those flashing eyes. "Si. Feleena has many powers."
Sinclair laughed again. "Yes, I can imagine you do."
Her house was a small adobe structure, cool and inviting inside. Sinclair could see there were two bedrooms. "Do you live with someone?" he asked.
"Yes, Rosa and I share this house. We are best friends," she said. "There is a bottle of very good whiskey over there on the table. Pour you some and speak to me while I get ready. Tell me of Sinclair and Adobe Wells."
Sinclair poured a finger, and sipped. It was very good, as she'd promised. She disappeared behind a painted screen in the corner, and he heard the rustling of cloth, then her dress was thrown over the top of the screen. The thought of her naked behind that screen was nearly enough to make him lose his presence of mind, but he shook his head and began.
"I was working for a sheepherder over in Arizona," he said. "The owner was from an old Castilian family that migrated to Mexico and then to Arizona. He got his land in one of those old land grants, and some rough bunch out of Texas was trying to move their herd onto his land. He wasn't a fighter, but he hired people who were. He had a wife and two daughters, almost as pretty as you."
He heard her giggle from behind the screen. "Anyway, there was a bar in Adobe Wells. I had a weekend off, and I was playing cards. Two of the Texas crew were there in the bar, and there were two more outside, but I didn't know it.
"One of the Texans was in the card game, and accused me of cheating. I hadn't even won the pot, but I was the dealer. Everyone at the table knew it was just an excuse to start a fight.
"The guy stood up, called me a cheat and went for his gun. His buddy at the bar drew, too, the third guy outside broke the window with a rifle barrel and the fourth stepped through the door. They were going to kill me, Feleena. I was in the way and they were going to take me out."
"Madre de Dios," she exclaimed, peeking around the screen. "What did you do, Sinclair?"
"I killed them," he said.
"But... how?"
"The two inside were slow," he said, some hesitation at the memory coming over him. "I shot the guy who called me a cheat and the guy at the bar, I rolled to the right, came up and got the guy at the door. He shot where I had been. The guy at the window had trouble lining up his rifle, and I got him as he shot me in the leg."
"But this is horrifying," she said, then disappeared again. "Sinclair was badly injured?"
"No. The bullet passed through the fleshy part of my thigh. I've got a scar, but in three months, I was up and around, and in six months, I was as good as ever."
"So the evil men, they knew this story?" her voice came from behind the screen, accompanied by more rustling sounds.
"The older guy said he was there," Sinclair said. "I don't remember him, though."
Feleena emerged from behind the screen, and Sinclair felt his breath catch in his chest. God, she was stunning. The low-cut white blouse, mid-riff bare, deep plunging neckline showing the rising mounds of her luscious breasts, red flowing skirt, tied in a knot at the side, showed an expanse of smooth brown leg, muscular above a dainty ankle and tiny feet in a black ballet flat.
She saw him looking and blushed a little, a peachy tint over her face. "Sinclair approves?"
"He does. You are a beautiful woman, Feleena. You don't need me to tell you that."
"Noo, all beautiful women need to hear this," she said, flashing him her white teeth in her beautiful smile. "Have you had other such encounters?"
"Yes. Too many," he replied. "They're not something I'm proud of or want to brag about, Feleena."
She swayed toward him. "I understand. I am sorry I spoke of it, Sinclair."
"Nothing to apologize for," he said. "You couldn't know."
"But you are... notorious," she said, making him laugh. "This is not the word?"



"No, I guess it is. Where rough men gather, stories are told. They grow with every telling. I try to keep my head down, not attract attention. Sometimes people recognize me. It was a while back and far away, Feleena. Mostly Arizona and California."
She slid a smooth arm over his shoulders where he sat. "Sinclair has traveled far. I wish to travel someday. Perhaps when I earn enough money, I will board the train for California or New York. See all those exciting places."
"I have no doubt you will," he said. "I'd like to watch you see them. You'd be a star wherever you were, I'm sure."
That earned him a kiss on the cheek, and he felt a charge exchange between them. She stepped back, her hand to her ruby lips, a look of shock in her eyes. "Sinclair... I..."
"Yes, I know," he said. "Should we be going?"
"Yes, we should. I shall grab my bag and we will depart. I will be dancing for you tonight, Sinclair."
They walked down to Rosa's, Feleena's little hand tucked into the crook of Sinclair's arm, and he felt about ten feet tall. She took him to the back door, opened it and took him to a little dressing room.
"Go find a seat, and I will be out soon," she promised. "You are the first man to have ever been in this room."
"Really? God, Feleena. I feel honored," he said.
She kissed his cheek, and he felt it again, as if some part of him connected to her is a way he had no name for and couldn't understand. He was half in a daze as he stepped through the curtain into the main room. He went to the bar and ordered, then surveyed the room.
He saw one of the men he had played poker with at a table, playing again, and he asked to join the game. The group invited him to pull up a chair, and he played idly, just talking to the men and waiting.
He had been there maybe 30 minutes, listening to the guitar music and speaking quietly, when he heard the music change. He looked to the curtain and saw Feleena peeking out. Her hand waved to him, and he lifted one eyebrow, nodding his head.
She came out, the silk of her skirt flowing like watercolor in the rain. She was on fire, the tilt of her hips, her flashing eyes, white teeth in her smile lighting up her dusky features, and Sinclair felt unable to move. Someone said something to him, jolting him out of his trance.
"You going to play or sit there catching flies with your mouth?" the player to his right asked, grinning at Sinclair's obvious enchantment.
Sinclair checked his cards and folded. "Eat your heart out, mister," a miner across the table said, obviously enjoying Sinclair's reaction. "A hundred cowboys have made a run at that little filly. The floor is littered with their broken hearts."
Sinclair believed every word as she worked the tables, coming closer to where he sat. She got plenty of tips, but she never allowed anyone to touch her. When she got to the table, she reached inside her blouse and stopped moving for a moment, doing something with her hands. When she began dancing again, she had zills on her fingers, and she wove a web of motion, the zills a counterpoint to the Spanish guitar.
The song finished and she leaned forward, her lips brushing Sinclair's cheek as he held up two silver dollars. She moved closer and allowed him to tuck them into the top of her skirt before moving to the next table.
Sinclair turned to the table with a triumphant grin on his face. His companions seemed to be in shock, and he felt pretty good about turning their kidding back on them.
"Damn, mister. You must have some serious charm for the ladies going," the man from the previous night mentioned. "She looks like she's dancing just for you, and it wasn't much different last night."
"You got a good horse?" the miner asked.
"I do," Sinclair replied. "Do you think I need one?"
"If she's got her eye set on you, it might come in handy."
Another player spoke up. "Never marry the most beautiful woman in town," he said. "There'll always be someone trying to take her away from you."
Sinclair laughed easily. "No danger of that. I've only laid eyes on her twice. I know my limitations. Should I saddle up my horse now?"
The men laughed, and the card play began again. Feleena took a short break, danced another round of the tables, then came by Sinclair's table. "Back door," she whispered as she passed.
Sinclair bid his companions a good evening, made his way out the front and around to the back of the building. Feleena was waiting for him. "You're ashamed to be seen with me," he said.
"Oh, noo, but if I would be seen leaving with you, there would be trouble for me," she said. "Other men would think they might have a chance to leave with me, and if I seemed to favor you more than I did, they would not tip as well. It is a... cómo se dice, balance."
He grinned. "I can see that. I was joking."
Her midnight eyes twinkled up at him. "Sinclair is not ashamed to be seen with Feleena?"
He laughed. "I would shout it from the rooftops. She's with me!"
He noticed that the knot was untied in her skirt, and her top was no longer a bare midriff. "Let us go to the Rocking Chair," she said. "We can dance together there."
It wasn't far, and the music was different, but Feleena was no less spectacular, and she stayed close to Sinclair, dancing twice with someone who asked her, but always only one dance, and interspacing several with Sinclair between them.
"You are a very gracious dancer," she said.
"I picked it up in the Army," he said. "The last six months I was in the capital, and there were social occasions where the officers were expected to dance with the ladies."
"You were an officer?" she asked.
"A very junior one, I promise," he said.
"You were very dashing in your uniform, I imagine."
They sat for a while, sipping whiskey, and Sinclair felt he should be getting her home. They walked toward her house, and he felt her warm little hand slip into his. It affected him powerfully, and she looked up at him, a question written on her gorgeous features. "It is permitted?" she asked.
He nodded, words failing. It became comfortable after a moment, and her constant chatter filled his ears and his mind. He realized he had never had so much fun in his life, or felt so alive. When they reached her door, she stopped and stood in front of him, very close. He imagined he could feel heat coming from her.
"Feleena... I... I'd like to see you again," he stammered. "When I come back, will you have dinner with me?"
"I will," she said. "I would like that very much. When do you feel you will return?"
"I'm not sure," he explained. "I'm hoping to pick up a shorthorn bull, and I also hope it will be in the next two weeks. If not, I'm coming back anyway, just to see you."
"I will be waiting," she said. She lifted her face to him, and he sensed she wanted to be kissed. He wanted to kiss her, badly, and he took her in his arms, kissing those plush red lips, never wanting the kiss to end.
It continued for an eternity, it seemed to him, and at last, she pulled away, breathless and flushed. "That... I feel... something... something happens when I touch you, Sinclair."
"I know," he replied. "I feel it, too. You are a special woman, Feleena. Two weeks from today, come hell or high water, I'll be standing here at five, waiting."
She reached up and caressed his cheek, her soft fingers trailing fire, it seemed, and she was gone, the door closing softly.
He stood there for a moment, unwilling to break the spell, end the moment. Finally, with a sigh, he turned and walked back to his hotel.
*****
The ride home seemed long, but Sinclair was in no hurry. His thoughts were full of the night before and the beautiful woman with whom he had spent it. He camped that night and made it to his place early in the afternoon. He spent the afternoon cleaning out one of the springs, building a wooden tank for overflow. Water was a precious resource, and the farther his cattle had to walk to drink, the more weight they walked off in the process.
He stayed busy for the next two weeks, just the normal upkeep of his house and the cattle occupying more time than he cared to think about. He was planning an addition to his house, and he cut and dragged the logs he would need to the site.
He would let them season for a while, then cut them square. As he was rolling the logs up off the ground so they wouldn't rot, he heard the sound of a horse approaching.
He looked up to see someone he'd met in Abilene, Kansas a few years before. He leaned on his cant hook and watched. The rider drew rein and looked around. "Nice place, Sinclair. You've done well for yourself."
"I'd heard you'd moved to Florida with your wife," Sinclair said. "Get down and stay for dinner, John."
John Wesley Hardin dismounted, and they took his horse to the stable. "I did," Hardin said. "I'm back to take care of a little business."
"With me?" Sinclair asked in some alarm.
Hardin chuckled. "No. My brother-in-law is in jail over in Gonzales County. I'm aiming to get him out."
"Are you getting him out with dynamite, or lawyers?" Sinclair asked.
"I'll try the lawyers first," Hardin said. "If I had been after you, I'd have laid out in the hills somewhere and bushwhacked you. Hell, even Hickok wanted no trouble with you when we were in Abilene."
Sinclair chuckled. "He let me keep my guns in town."
Hardin smiled. "Only three men I ever heard that about, and two of them are right here."
They had dinner and Sinclair invited Hardin to stay for the night. "You don't snore, do you? " Hardin asked. Both men chuckled about that, as Hardin had been accused of killing a man in Abilene for snoring.
"I might, but you'll be in the bunkhouse and I'll be in my bedroom," Sinclair said. "I doubt my lullaby will bother you."
Hardin left the next morning, trading Sinclair a .38-caliber, nickel-plated, blued hammer, trigger, and screws mother-of-pearl handled Colt Lightning for the hospitality, some supplies and a fresh horse.
Every day seemed like an eternity that week, but they passed, and before Sinclair realized, he was on his way back to El Paso.
The ride took forever, it seemed, but he had time to check into the hotel, get a bath and dress in his town clothes. At five, he was standing at Feleena's front door, a bouquet of wild flowers he'd stopped and picked in his hand. He felt very nervous, for some reason, but he squared his shoulders and knocked.
He heard movement inside, and in a minute, the door opened and he was looking at that dusky angel. Her face lit up with a beautiful smile, "Sinclair!"
He felt himself wrapped in her arms, her hair in his face and the jasmine scent of her filling his mind. She raised her face, which had been nuzzling into his chest, and he could tell she wanted to be kissed. He wanted to kiss her, in the worst way, so he tasted those full juicy lips, his heart beating wildly.
Feleena was hardly able to contain her excitement at seeing him again. She had been thinking of him since he left, hourly, it seemed, and she felt completely at home in his arms.
"I... I brought you some flowers," he managed to stutter.
She looked. "Oh, they are very beautiful," she said. "We must put them in a vase." She led him inside and found a small glass vase, dipping some water into in from a large olla by the door of her kitchen. She placed it on the table in the entry. "They will brighten up the room every time I enter," she said. "Sinclair is hungry? Shall we go?"
The dinner was pleasant, and the company better, Sinclair thought. Feleena was quite entertained, as well. This handsome quiet man was outside her experience. She knew he owned a ranch, but he was far from the usual cowboy and ranch owner she knew. He had manners she knew weren't learned around a campfire, he held her chair for her, opened doors and was solicitous of her comfort and feelings. He spoke English in an enunciated and correct way and he was always neatly dressed when she saw him.
Truthfully, he made her heart pound a little. Feleena had been the object many men had desired, but she rarely felt any way about the numerous men who swirled around her. She knew she was beautiful and desirable, but she desired very few men she had met. Sinclair was different. She found herself wanting to impress him, very much, and when they kissed... her body reacted in a way she had never experienced. There was a stirring in her loins for something...
Sinclair, in turn, had never experienced anything quite like the impact Feleena had on him. Back in Washington and New York, dancing attendance on the wives and daughters of generals and senators, he had been impressed with their grace and beauty, but he always felt they were acting. Feleena had a gentility that was unconscious, just part of who she was.
He almost felt he had known her before in some other place or time. They were completely comfortable with each other, both feeling the attraction, the ease, talking and laughing the night away. Feleena was not working, but she was happy to devote herself to Sinclair, taking him to a small festival at another place and dancing only with and for him.
*****
Over the next six months, Sinclair spent more time in El Paso than he did at his place. They became an established couple, and people nodded and smiled at this beautiful young pair, so obviously in love. Sinclair was deeply in love, and it was obvious that Feleena felt the same. The only bone of contention between them was Feleena's dancing.
"How can you feel this way," she asked after he brought it up. "This is how we met. You knew I was a dancer before we ever spoke."
He chuckled. "Yes, I'm very well aware of that. It is, however, one thing to admire a beautiful dancer, and quite another to admire the eyes of other men on your girl."
She smiled up at him. "I am your girl? Somehow, you have neglected to ask or inform me."
"Feleena, will you be my girl?"
She snuggled against him. "Oh, yes, may I?"
"I want nothing more."
"Well, dancing is how I live, Sinclair. There are few occupations available for women. How should I live if I don't dance?"
"I don't have any answers about that, and I'm not trying to dictate what you do," he said. "Can we both think about that? Maybe we'll come up with something."
"Yes, I will contemplate. You do the same. Now, I wish to do something outside."
Sinclair laughed, stood and took her hand, pulling her to her feet and kissing her luscious lips. She molded herself against him for a continuation of that kiss, then danced away to find her shoes. After banging them against a support beam to ensure there were no scorpions inside, she was ready to go.
They strolled down the boardwalk, she went into the general store and he smiled as she haggled with the shopkeeper over a blot of material she wanted. The rapid-fire Spanish had him struggling to follow, but Feleena evidently got the price she wanted, because she bought it. They spent a pleasant day and she wanted to go home for a nap before her shift at Rosa's that evening.
Sinclair walked her home, then went to run errands himself. He stopped at the grain elevator and arranged for a wagon-load of grain for his horses and the two steers he was fattening. He would drive in and pick it up the next time he came.
As he made his way back to the hotel, he recognized Hardy Clinton approaching. He was with another man, older and much larger. He had a military demeanor, and looked as if he were quite impressed with himself.
He said something to Hardy, and Hardy nodded and answered. As they drew close, Sinclair moved close to the street on the boardwalk so they could pass. Instead, they stopped a few feet away. The older man looked Sinclair up and down.
Sinclair stopped. "May I help you gentlemen?" he asked.
The older man spoke. "I hear you've been seeing a certain young lady here. Do you know who I am?"
Sinclair sighed. "My ignorance is appalling. Do you want to tell me who you are, because I didn't ask."
"I'm Captain Clinton," he said.
"Unusual first name," Sinclair said. "My compliments."
"It's a military rank," Clinton said.
"You seem to be out of uniform, Mr. Clinton," Sinclair remarked.
"The army of the Confederacy no longer exists," Clinton said.
"I see. Yes, I heard about the surrender at Appomattox, Mr. Clinton."
Clinton's face turned red. "Captain Clinton," he insisted.
"I'm not in the military, and as you aren't either, I believe that makes you Mr. Clinton," Sinclair said, "and who I'm 'seeing' is none of your affair."
"You talk brave with that gun on your hip," Clinton said. "I wonder how brave you'd be if you took it off? I've heard you're a gunfighter."
"No, just a simple rancher," Sinclair said. "I see you're wearing a gun, as well, as is your son." Sinclair was feeling it, his senses took on that preternatural sharpness and he became aware of everything around him in sharp focus, time slowing and every sound magnified. "If you are interested in how brave I am, we can walk back to the elevator, leave our guns with Edward there and step around back. How brave are you, CAPTAIN?" He put a sarcastic emphasis on that last word.
He saw it in the man's eyes. He was huge, probably six-four and must have weighed 250 pounds. There was a little extra weight around Clinton's middle, but he was plainly a strong man, and confident in his size.
"It would be my pleasure to teach you a lesson," Clinton said.
"Dad..." Hardy started.
His father shot him a glance. "Stay out of this, Hardy," he said.
They walked back to the elevator without speaking, and Sinclair explained the situation to Edward. "I'm being taught a lesson in manners," he said.
Edward chuckled. "Good, you've always needed a lesson or two. I'll hold your guns."
Sinclair bought a thin pair of leather gloves, then looked at Clinton. He gestured at the back door. "After you."
Once outside, Hardy stood waiting. Clinton took up a fighting stance, and Sinclair smiled inwardly. He knew if Clinton was an experienced fighter, he was in trouble. He was two inches shorter than Clinton and probably sixty pounds lighter. He knew there was a reason pugilists were divided into weight classes, but he did have an advantage.
It was unlikely the good Captain had ever been in many fights. His sheer size would dissuade most men. The few he'd had; he would likely have just quickly overpowered his adversaries by size and strength. Sinclair was very strong, deceptively so, light on his feet, and he'd been in dozens of fights.
He drew on his gloves and stepped forward. "You can walk away, you know," he said. "You're going to regret this."
He saw a hint of doubt in Clinton's eyes. He was too confident, and it shook the big man a little, but he laughed it off. "I've never lost a fight," he said.
Sinclair shrugged. "Start when you're ready."
Clinton reached back somewhere into Mexico and shot out a looping right hand that would have decapitated a mule. It was badly telegraphed, and Sinclair ducked, shooting out a left jab that caught Clinton in the mouth, bloodying his lips and making him stagger.
Sinclair stepped quickly forward, delivering a left hook to the liver that froze Clinton in his tracks for a moment before he crumpled to the ground, writhing in pain.
Sinclair stepped back. Hardy gaped at his father, plainly stunned to see his invincibility crumble to dust. "You can walk away," Sinclair said to the man on the ground.
Clinton staggered to his feet. "Like hell!" he bellowed, and rushed Sinclair, trying to get his hands on him. Sinclair stood his ground, and as Clinton reached out, seized his left arm, spinning and using the big man's momentum to throw him over his hip. Clinton thudded into the dirt, flat on his back, every hint of breath expelling in an explosive gasp.
Sinclair dropped on Clinton, his right elbow finding that same spot, driving home that viscous liver shot again. Clinton wailed with what little breath he was able to draw in, again writhing in pain like a worm on a hot sidewalk.



Hardy stood there aghast with his mouth open, staring down at his father while Sinclair took off his gloves, dusted off his clothes and went back inside. He collected his gun and walked away, back to his hotel.
That night at Rosa's, Feleena put a little extra smoke in her dancing, and Sinclair felt that every bit of that heat was directed at him. She danced for him and let him slip the two silver dollars into the elastic of her brightly colored skirt.
When she was done for the night, he met her around back and they walked toward her house, his arm over her bare shoulders and hers around her waist.
"I heard there was a fight down at the grain elevator," she said, glancing up at him shyly.
"So I heard," he said.
"No one said who the victor was, but the defeated one was Captain Clinton," she said. "I was under the impression he was a very dangerous opponent."
"Lots of people are dangerous in their own minds," he said. "Clinton thought he was dangerous. I guess the danger leaked out of him."
She laughed, the sound sending the usual thrill through him. "Did you fight over me?"
"You'd like that, you little firebrand, wouldn't you?" He laughed.
"Well, no, for I do not wish for you to be damaged," she said, her obsidian eyes glittering up at him. They arrived at her door, and he prepared to give her a goodnight kiss. She clung to him. "Please come inside," she said. "I have something to give you."
"I do admire gifts," he said. "Any hints as to what it might be?"
"Noo," she shook her head. "It is a surprise."
She escorted him inside and to a chair, giving him a drink before disappearing into her room. He could hear the rustle of cloth. "Rosa is visiting her mother tonight," she said.
"Ah, I thought she just might be late," he said.
He heard a noise from her doorway and turned to look. His breath caught in his throat as a vision stood framed in the door.
Since Feleena had first heard rumors of the fight that had taken place, her thoughts had been disturbed. Hardy Clinton had been persistent in his pursuit of her for the last 18 months. He was often in Rosa's as she danced, and although she gave him absolutely no encouragement to suppose she was romantically interested in him, he had been behaving more and more erratically, even frightening her a little.
The defeat of the Captain gave her some sense of relief and she supposed that Hardy would be much more cautious. She was also becoming more and more attracted to Sinclair. His quiet strength, dignity, the respectful way in which he always treated her, aroused something in her.
It was difficult to explain, or even think clearly about, but she was entirely comfortable with him, like with a friend she had known all her life. Feleena was a passionate girl, and she felt that her heart belonged to Sinclair. She wanted him, the fire in her heart spread through her body, leaving an ache for him in her loins. She wanted to belong to Sinclair, heart, mind and body, and she wanted him to belong to her. His glacial pace in advancing their relationship made her impatient, and she decided to escalate the passion she felt for him.
Leading him inside with the promise of a gift was part of her plan. Her excitement rose as she removed her dancing costume, washed herself and dabbed jasmine scent in strategic places. Feleena collected pretty undergarments and she sorted through her collection. She had a red lace corset that laced up the back, accentuating the swell of her breasts, the narrowness of her waist, the dramatic flair of her hips. It stopped at that point, and she slid on a light silky garment, so short that the bottoms of her firm round cheeks were exposed.
She did a little turn in front of her mirror, giggling at her own narcissism. She posed in the doorway, her left arm stretching up, resting on the frame, her right crossed with one slender finger touching her lower lip, standing hip-shot until Sinclair noticed her. She almost broke character and giggled again at the look of shock and awe on his face.
She sauntered across to stand in front of him where he sat, doing a slow turn so he could see and he released the breath he hadn't been aware he was holding.
"My God, Feleena," he managed to croak. "You... You goddess, you enchantress."
"Sinclair admires what he sees?" she asked.
"Admire? Dear lord, you... Can I touch?"
"You may do anything you like." She giggled, then grew serious. "This is my gift to you, Sinclair. I wish to belong to you, you only, your woman."
Sinclair nearly cried, emotion swirling through his mind. This beauty, this sweet, innocent devil, was offering herself to him, freely and without reservation.
He reached out his hand and she took it as he pulled, moving like flowing water into his lap. He kissed her, a moment that lasted a lifetime, his hands sliding over the satin softness of her dusky exposed flesh, causing her to shiver with joy, her plush lips clinging to him.
She broke away, extending her hand, this time, pulling him to his feet, leading him to her bed, clever little fingers making short work of his clothes until he was naked. She went to her washbasin, retrieving her washcloth, pushing him down on the bed and washing, exploring every inch of him, marveling at his chiseled muscularity. The cloth was thrown in the direction of the basin, and she knelt before him, her hand grasping his maleness, bending forward to place her luscious lips in a kiss on the helmet and giving it a swipe with her tongue. Her eyes locked on his and he fell back with a groan as she crawled up beside him, engulfing him in the liquid heat of her mouth.
He wanted to see her, feel her, and he tugged at the strings of her corset, momentarily stumped by the lacing. "Feleena, help me," he groaned. She sat up with a giggle and they worked the garment up over her head as she raised her arms.
Sinclair groaned again as her breast were exposed to his greedy eyes. Never had he seen such beauty, such femineity. Those glorious mounds of brown lushness stood high and proud, slightly darker areola and little erect nipples, dark chocolate kisses capping each proud peak.
A longing rose within Sinclair, matched in Feleena, a desire to love, cherish, never be or do anything else. He tugged and she wiggled, the undergarment hiding her secrets drawn away and discarded, and she was gloriously and beautifully naked before his eyes.
She moved, again swallowing his erection, and he lifted and moved her until her core was over him, poised for his hunger. He teased her with his tongue, causing her to jolt and shudder against him, faltering for a moment in her concentration on his erection. She bucked and shivered, trembling softness, giving herself to this man who owned her heart. She would belong to him in body, or no one.
Her head snapped back, the wine-dark waves of her hair covering her back, and he gripped the firmness of her cheeks, pulling her to him as she moaned out her ecstasy. She spun, her lips seeking his and her pulsating hotness pressed against every inch of him.
"I need... need you," she gasped.
She reached back, grasping his wet manhood, positioning him against the slick lips and pushed back, the head entering her with a popping sensation. She froze. "Madre de Dios," she gasped. "You are huge, Sinclair. Very slow, my love, very gentle."
Sinclair smiled to himself. He made no study of men's equipment, believing himself to be fairly normal, but the hot wetness surrounding him felt like being gripped by a slippery gooey hand.
"You are in control, my queen," he said.
She laughed down at him, then their lips locked together. Her hips shifted, moved in a circular motion, working just the head inside her until her yearning to be filled overcame her discomfort and she pushed slowly, enveloping him in an agonizingly incremental way until at last he felt his member touch lightly against the end of her depths.
They fit as if they were made for each other, and the dance of love began. Feleena was so athletic, so flexible, her breasts crushed against his chest, she could pump her hips, working herself into a frenzy, the liquid sounds of his member entering her dripping heat, the aroma of aroused clean girl overwhelming his senses.
She felt a rising excitement, fulfillment, she had never known or experienced, a flood, threatening to carry her away into some realm where there would be no Feleena, no Sinclair, only one soul, intertwined for an eternity, as it seemed to them both they had always been.
Her climax burst over her, a little mewling scream escaping as she shook and shuddered over him, going on until she feared for her sanity. She collapsed on him, and he rolled, pinning her beneath him and thrusting to hold deep inside her as she continued to pulse around him.
Her breathing slowed and he began to thrust again. "There is more?" she groaned. "Jesu Cristo, Sinclair, I am... I am... Oh God!" Another shuddering climax swept through her, threatening to take away her consciousness of anything other than Sinclair, his weigh over her and in her. Her lush body seemed on fire, and this time, Sinclair matched her climax. She felt him pulse, his seed soothing her inflamed clasping glove, and they coasted to motionlessness, both spent, content to be immersed in the moment.
*****
Sinclair was driving his wagon, on his way to the grain elevator to pick up his cattle feed, and Feleena. She was distressed by not being with him, and had agreed to spend two weeks on the ranch with him. His proposal had caught her off guard and produced a flood of emotion in both of them. The circuit-riding preacher would be back in two weeks, and she did not care to spend a moment between apart from Sinclair. He was as reluctant as she to be parted, and she had decided her dancing days were over.
"It would not be seemly for the wife of Sinclair to be a dancer," she explained. "I will be, instead, a wife, and perhaps mother." She glanced up at him shyly with those obsidian eyes.
"There is nothing on earth I want more than that," he assured her.
Feleena was deliriously happy, happier than she could ever remember, but she had a strange feeling that she had been in that exact same position before. Even the sparkling of the beautiful ring on her finger, passed down through generations of his family, felt like it belonged on her finger.
Sinclair had promised to drop his wagon to be loaded, and they were going to meet at Rosa's for lunch with Rosa, collect her bags and walk to the elevator together.
Feleena dressed in a soft grey traveling dress and walked to Rosa's. Rosa was over the moon happy for her best friend, and they sat at a corner table, laughing together, waiting for Sinclair to join them.
A shadow passed over the table, and Feleena glanced up, all lightness passing as she saw Hardy Clinton.
"Aren't you going to ask me to join you lovely ladies?" he asked.
"No, we are not," Feleena said. "You are not welcome here."
He reached out, grabbing Feleena cruelly by the wrist, pulling her to her feet and into his arms. "One dance," he said.
She struggled wildly, slapping him as she fought, Rosa joining her. Hardy backhanded Rosa, sending her stumbling away, and grabbed Feleena's hair, pulling her face toward his, plainly intending to kiss her.
"Clinton!" The voice rang out across the room like the crack of a whip. "Take your hands off my fiancée," Sinclair's voice was clear, low and menacing.
Clinton shoved Feleena, causing her to fall under the table. He crouched, his hand hanging near his gun like a claw.
"This filly just needs to be broken by a man's touch," he said.
"A pity you're not a man," Sinclair said. "I'll give you a chance to walk away.
The moment stretched out, each breath Feleena took lasting an eternity. Sinclair stood casually, seeming unconcerned, and Clinton's hand flashed for the gun low on his hip.
Sinclair hardly seemed to move, but the gun in his hand spoke as Clinton's was coming up, and Clinton collapsed in a heap, a gaping hole where his right eye had been.
Rosa screamed, and Feleena rushed to Sinclair, her hands all over him, ensuring that he wasn't hurt. "My God, Sinclair. He is dead! You must go, my love. I have seen a dozen cowboys from his father's ranch in town this morning."
Rosa rushed up. "Quickly, Sinclair. Out the back. My mare is there. She is swift. Go with God, my friend."
Giving Feleena a last embrace and a kiss, he promised, "I'll be back." He moved quickly out the back, found Rosa's bay mare hitched there, leaped on it's back and he was away, riding west. He dared not return for his wagon or return to his place. That was the first place Captain Clinton's boys would look for him.
*****
Three days later, in the badlands of New Mexico, Sinclair sat by an open fire, cooking chunks of the peccary he had killed earlier. He had returned to his ranch long enough to gather gear, trade Rosa's mare for one of his own horses and had rode for New Mexico. He lost himself in the maze of the Potrillo volcanic field at a small natural tank of water.
He had found a shaded area, grass growing abundantly around the tank, and his horse was grazing contentedly. Sinclair was at a loss. He felt he had acted in self-defense, and the law would back him up, but he had no illusions that the Clinton clan would care at all. They would hunt him like a dog.
One man would stand little chance against the firepower they could bring to bear. He had money, and his only plan was to go back, get Feleena and head east. Living in the cities surrounded by people and police, he would have nothing to fear from small-town cowboy mobs. Slipping in and out of El Paso undetected would be the problem. He knew he had it to do. There was no other option.
It was dangerous, but he packed up his gear and headed back down the dusty trail to El Paso. He came to the hill on the west, overlooking the town and got out his glasses. He could see people going about their business, horses and riders coming and going, and he waited, concealed over the ridge, until darkness fell. The moon was a waning half, and there was just enough light to see as he rode toward the lights of the town.
He was planning to ride to Rosa's, enter through the back and see if Feleena was there. In case Feleena wasn't there, he would catch Rosa's eye and send her to alert Feleena to meet him outside town. Sinclair was not sanguine about his chances. It felt like he had been in this very situation before, and some premonition caused him to flinch as a muzzle flash off to his left appeared and pain exploded in his side. The horse was running, Sinclair bending low, and he could see four riders off to his left, running parallel to his course. The pain was excruciating, and glancing off to his right, he saw another group of cowboys, maybe a dozen riding in his direction.
Rifles spoke and Sinclair could hear bullets whining around him as he rode. He prayed they wouldn't hit his horse. He felt another shock in his lower back, and he lost his grip on the saddle horn. He rode, his only though now to make it to Rosa's back door.
He felt himself slumping to one side, but couldn't find the strength to right himself. He leaned further, and the sand came up to strike his face. He lay for a moment, gathering the remains of his strength. His determination drove him. This was no time to rest, he thought. Feleena would be waiting.
He rose to his feet and staggered forward, lurching toward the lights in Rosa's windows. A hail of bullets struck him, and he fell, unable to rise. From the darkness a figure appeared. She had found him. She sat beside him in the sand, cradling his head in her lap. "Shh, my love," her voice soothed his pain. "I am here. I will always be here. In another life, I will find you, or you will find me."
He felt her lips press to his, the salt of her tears tasting oddly sweet, and the soft blackness folded around him. He was with her.
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Christopher Booker, in his "Why We Tell Stories," lists seven basic story plots, and declares that all others are variations of the seven:
* Overcoming the Monster
* Rags to Riches
* The Quest
* Voyage and Return
* Rebirth
* Comedy
* Tragedy.
Don't know if I believe that, but it sounds reasonable. Certainly, there are favorite plot devices, and one of those is written endlessly: "Boy meets girl, boy loses girl, boy finds girl again." There will be certain elements of those seven plot types in this story, especially the "boy meets girl..." one. If that seems like something you would enjoy, read on. If not, this would be a good time to click the back button. I am putting this in LW because the site moderator has ruled that fiancées count. If you have a problem with that, take it up with her, not me. If you complain in the comments after my warnings, I'll just delete that shit. Randi.
This is my entry in the "When A Man Loves a Woman" writing event. I must thank my team. Harddaysknight is my mentor and gives me critical review. My readers and editors are Cagivagurl, Hooked1957, SBrooks103x, Stev2244 and Hale1. I thank you all.
When she walked into the room, there was a momentary silence, a hiccup in the normally raucous din that was Professor Wade's class before he arrived. He was a huge hairy man, and although he was a great teacher, funny, kind, there was a certain "You don't want to fuck with this man" air about him. He wasn't there yet, and the basketball players at the back were talking to each other in their too loud tones, trying to impress their hommies and whatever girls thought they were hot.
When I looked around at the sudden hush, supposing Wade had come in, this was something different. She was tall, nearly six feet, I guessed, long dark hair with auburn tints that hung down past her butt in soft heavy waves. Her face could have easily launched the legendary thousand ships. Her jeans were strategically ripped, showing the smooth tanned skin of her legs inside. She had on a T-shirt that said "Thunderbolts and lightning, very, very frightening, me!" on the front. It was signed "Galileo," and had a picture of the astronomer on it.
I loved the shirt, and what was inside was spectacular. God, she was gorgeous. The jeans were filled out to perfection, too. She looked around the room, and one of the douchebags in the back shot off his mouth. "Hey, hotness, we got a chair back here."
The look she shot him froze him in mid-word, as it were, and she walked toward the front. Toward me! I always sat in the front so I wouldn't be distracted. The chair beside me was empty, and the goddess pulled off her backpack, set it carefully on the floor and sat down. As she moved past me, I caught a subtle wafting of her perfume.
It was Creed, Wind Flowers. I knew that scent because my sister wore it, and I knew how much it cost from buying gifts for Allie. She looked over at me and the dark tan of her complexion lit up in a brilliant, blinding smile.
"Hi, I'm Donovan," she said. "Don't call me Donna."
I tried to speak, but a really stupid sounding croak was all that emerged from my paralyzed vocal cords. She laughed.
I cleared my throat and tried again. "No, I won't," I said. "I'm Shaw. You can call me Shaw."
She laughed, stuck out her hand and long slender cool fingers clasped mine. I just couldn't believe how lucky my day had just become. Professor Wade came in just then, and she whispered, "Umm, Shaw, I'm gonna need that hand to take notes."
I suddenly realized I was still holding her hand, and it was hideously embarrassing, then suddenly hilarious as we laughed together. Wade shot us a look as he put down his bag. "You okay over there, Shaw?"
I calmed down. "Yeah, I'm good."
He looked at Donovan and did a double-take. "Yes, I can see that you are," he said.
He started his lecture and we had a little debate. It was a Western Civ class, and there was a dozen or so of us who had a blast in Wade's classes. To my surprise, Donovan joined right in, and she was quick! She knew what she thought and wasn't shy at all about saying it.
She used her iPad to take notes and I saw that she was recording the lecture. We were putting away our shit after class and she said, "Shaw, do you not take notes?"
"Umm... no, I listen."
"Never take notes?"
"No, I don't really need them, Donovan."
"What's your GPA?" she asked.
I laughed. "Gee, you sure ask a lot of questions, Donovan. Is there some reason you need to know my GPA?"
She blushed a little, and it did amazing things to her complexion. "Sorry, I just transferred here and I'm scouting for study buddies."
"It's 3.84," I said.
"What did you get the B in?" she asked.
It was my turn to be embarrassed. "Well, I hate to tell you, but it was Human Sexuality. How did you know it was just one?"
"I did the math," she said, then she burst into laughter. I joined her after a minute, then she tucked her hand into my arm and walked me out. "Stick with me, tiger," she said. "We'll work on that sexuality thing. I'm really good at it."
I could easily believe she was. She was the embodiment of sexuality, and sensuality, screaming out in foot-high neon letters, "I am a goddess."
"Where are we going?" she asked.
"Well, this is my last class," I said. "I was going over to the student union to play ping-pong. They have a table tennis tournament every semester, and I'm playing."
"Are you any good?" she asked.
"I haven't lost a game in seven years," I said. "Do you play?"
"I do," she said. "I've lost in the last seven years, though. Let's go. I'll be your cheering section."
On the way over I learned that her last name was Mace, that her father was some sort of big shot with the university, that he had an endowed chair in humanities and that they'd moved from San Diego, where she grew up.
"Have you lived here all your life?" she asked.
"All of it I remember," I told her. "I was born in Portland, but we moved here when I was like two. My dad works for Raytheon Missile Systems."
"What's your major?" she asked.
"It's electronic engineering. I have a minor in philosophy. Since my first dream of majoring in human sexuality has been shattered, engineering seemed like the only choice."
She laughed. "You have a great sense of humor," she said. She leaned in and whispered confidingly, "You're kinda hot, too."
I was struck dumb by that, and searched desperately for some witty remark. She saved me. "I'm a biochemistry major. I want to do drug research."
"Well, that does sound interesting, and I'm sure you'll be amazing at it," I said.
"Tell me about not taking notes."
"Well, I have a very good memory," I said. "I tried taking notes, but it just seemed to distract me from the lecture and I do better just listening. If there's something like lists or terms, I get those, but I kinda have my system down."
"Will you study with me?" she asked.
"I'll do anything with you you'll let me," I assured her.
She smiled adoringly up at me and I decided if she needed anyone killed, I was her hookup.
I knew the other players in the tournament pretty well. We all played together and joked around together. I think they were a little shocked when I came in with Donovan on my arm. I introduced her around and we played to get me warmed up.
She was a very good player. I figured she could beat most of the guys in the tournament. She used a shallow shakehand grip, and I used a penhold grip I had learned from a Chinese roommate I'd once had.
She got me sweating, and it was time for my first game. I won easily, and we got drinks and watched some of the other games. Celia Langford asked Donovan if she wanted to play a game, and I watched as Donovan demolished her.
I got a friend of mine, Curtis, in the second round and he was the second-best player in the tournament. It was a shame, really, because he probably would have made the final if he had been luckier in the draw.
It was close, as it always was when I played him, but I also won, as always.
The third game was pretty easy, and I won the $100 prize. Donovan came up, molded all that hotness against me and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Hey, now you can afford to take me out to dinner," she said.
"I would be happy to take the lady out to dinner," I said. "What time, and where would you like me to pick you up?"
She gave me her details and we agreed to eat at 7, which meant I'd be picking her up at 6:30. She kissed my cheek again and she was gone, the faint scent of the Wind Flowers the only reminder that she left behind.
I went home in a daze. I could think of nothing but that glorious woman, girl, enchantress. I had no idea why she'd chosen me, but she obviously had. I wasn't a total loser. I knew I looked okay and had never had any trouble getting dates. I was tall, so even as tall as she was, that wasn't going to be an issue. I worked out, and had since I was in the eighth grade. I lifted heavy, had some muscles going on and maybe she liked that. Whatever it was, I was seriously smitten and felt like the king of the world.
She had been gorgeous in her school clothes, but dressed to go out, she was just stunning. She had on a creamy tan sweater dress with both shoulders bare. It crossed on a line across her amazing breasts, sculpting her stunning body, showing off her round luscious ass. What an ass it was, too. God, it drove me mad, made me want to walk behind her just so I could watch it.
She knew what she looked like; she wasn't as conceited about it as most beautiful women of my acquaintance, but she showed what she had. I didn't know anyone who looked like she did, though.
I helped her in. I had one of the new Ford Broncos, the Black Diamond with the Sasquatch package, it was a little high and I got a good look at about a mile of tan muscular incredible legs. She got settled in, and I went around and climbed in. "Nice," she said. "Do you have a job, Shaw? How did you afford this?"
"No job," I said. "I had one all lined up, but my father got involved. I told you he works at Raytheon, and he's a big deal over there. He told me he wanted me to concentrate on my education and 'being a kid.' He offered me any car I wanted, within reason, and this was what I wanted. I like prowling around out in the desert, and this baby is the ticket. He also pays my rent and gives me spending money, again, within reason. I like this baby." I patted the dash.
"What about you?"
"Well, I don't actually have a 'job,' but I get paid."
"For?"
"I attend social functions with Dad. I'm kinda like the hostess, and they pay me well."
"Ah, does your mom not like schmoozing?"
"I have no idea," she said. "I haven't seen her in like 10 years."
"Oh... sorry. I guess I put my foot in it."
She laughed. "Not a deal. You couldn't know."
"My mom and dad are divorced," I said. "I lived with Mom until last year, but Dad is still around and I see a good bit of him. They kind of just drifted apart. They aren't like enemies, or anything."
"Where do you live now?" she asked.
"I have an apartment and a roommate. Keith is a computer geek. He's a good guy, just kinda awkward."
I knew she must live with her father, because I'd picked her up at a nice house, and it wasn't a place where a student would live by herself.
I took her to The Grill at Hacienda Del Sol. I had reservations and we were right on time. "Umm... Donovan, are you old enough for drinks?" I asked.
She giggled. "Yes, I'm 23. You?"
"Yeah, 24," I said.
The meal was great and the company was even better. I had to ask. "Donovan, are we just gonna be study buddies, or can I ask you out on dates? Do you have a boyfriend?"
She took my hand and squeezed it. "No boyfriend. Are you applying for the position?"
I laughed. "Hell yes. I mean, God, Donovan, who wouldn't?"
She smiled and blushed a little. "That's very sweet. I'd love to go on dates with you, and be study buddies, but I'm not ready to be like in a serious relationship, you know? I'm 23, I am going to finish my degree, apply to graduate school, start my career before I'm ready for anything like that. Do you understand that, I mean, are you cool with it?"
"I do," I said. "I kind of have the same plans."
When I took her home, I got the first kiss on my lips, the first taste of those lusciously plush sweet lips. I would remember it for the rest of my life, I was sure.
I saw her every Monday, Wednesday and Friday in Wade's class, and she always made it a point to sit with me. We met at my apartment to study on Thursdays, and we usually went on dates on Friday and Saturday nights.
She occasionally had some university function to attend with her father on one of the weekend nights. I wondered what those were like, but since I wasn't in that circle, I never knew. I met her father, and although I liked him well enough, and he seemed okay with me, I knew the first time I met him we were never going to be close.
He was one of those guys who were impressed with their own credentials, everyone had to call him Dr. Mace and he was pompous and pretentious. I constantly wondered how such a self-important ass ever raised a daughter like Donovan. She seemed to love him and got along with him, and he and I tolerated each other.
She was hard to read, sometimes. We spent quite a bit of time together, but I really knew very little about how she spent her time when we weren't together. That bothered me a little, but she was completely devoted to me when we were. She had a way about her when she focused on you that made you feel like you were the only person on earth.
There was very little talk between us about what, exactly, we were. Were we boyfriend and girlfriend? Were we just friends who hung out, or was there more? Everyone who knew us both seemed to be under the impression that we were a couple, but I wondered, so I brought it out in the open.
"Donovan, are you my girlfriend?" I asked one day in the car on the way home from a movie.
"Do you want me to be?" she asked.
"Am I nuts? Of course I do."
"Well, you do have to ask people if you want to know shit," she said.
"I think I just did."
"No, you didn't," she insisted. "You asked me if I am. If you want me to be your girlfriend, you have to ask me to be your girlfriend."
"Donovan, will you be my girlfriend?"
She slipped her hand into my free one. "I thought I already was," she said, shooting me a side-eye look.
"Oh, my God!" I had to laugh. "You are the most infuriating person!"
She giggled. "Yes. You know that's what a relationship is, right?"
"What?" I asked.
"When you're having a conversation and suddenly you find yourself sighing in regret. I mean, you still love them, and shit, but they just said something so bat-shit crazy that you regret you know them. Then they giggle like a crazed gremlin and think of the next totally weirded-out thing they're going to say when you finally come up with a clap back."
"You are a nut," I said. "Something is seriously wrong with you. But since I'm holding you captive in the car, that gives me a chance to ask you again, do you want to be my girlfriend, Donovan?"
"Oh, yes, can I?"
I nodded. "It's official."
"What will we do now that it's official?" she asked.
"Anything we want," I said.
"Can I pick something?" she asked.
"Your wish is my command."
"Okay, how long have we known each other, Shaw?"
"Years," I said.
She laughed. "No, really."
"Hmm... four months and 19 days," I said.
"Wow, Shaw, impressive! You know to the day. I think that's long enough," she said. "I want to spend the night with you."
"Are you serious?"
She shot me one of her looks, one eyebrow raised. "Have you not even thought about it? Look at me. I'm cute!"
I had to laugh. "Yes, I know. You are way more than cute, Donovan. You're the hottest woman I've ever seen. Hell yes, I've thought about it. Christ, I think of little else. I just... I didn't know you would want to go there right now."
"Listen, clueless, what the fuck would I have to do? I spend most of my time with you. I make out with you every time you take me home. Jesus, Shaw, I rub my tiddies on you constantly and I was beginning to think you were gay."
I laughed. "Well, I'm not. I just... you're not like any other girl I've ever met, Donovan. I was going to wait however long it took. You're special to me and I didn't want to do anything to... pressure you or scare you off."
"Aww, that's so sweet," she said. "You aren't going to scare me off. I think you're special, too. That's why I want to spend the night with you. I think I love you, Shaw. I'm not a slut. I only make love to people I think there is a possibility of loving."
I was dumbstruck. Jesus! She thought she loved me? Well, I was certain I loved her, and I felt like the luckiest guy on the planet at that moment.
"Take me home," she said. "I gotta get my stuff and tell Dad."
That one threw me. "Really? You're going to tell him... you're spending the night with me?"
"No, not you, specifically, although he'll know. I'll be getting into your car. I'm a grown-ass woman. I don't need to tell him everything I'm doing, but I do need to tell him I won't be home. That's just respect."
"Yes, I agree," I said. "Is he going to be pissed at me?"
"I have no idea," she said. "I don't care, do you?"
"Well, I don't want to be kicked out of school or anything," I said.
She laughed. "He's not going to be that pissed. Forget about him."
I didn't want to go in and discover just how pissed off he was, so I stayed in the Bronco while she ran in. It took her about 15 minutes, and I got out my phone and put Van Halen's "When It's Love," on.
Donovan came out with her bag, threw it in the back seat and closed the door just as the synth opening ended, Eddie Van Halen kicked off the guitar and Sammy Hagar started singing.
"Oh, my God! This my jam," she said, reaching over and cranking the volume. We rocked along to that classic and she sang, her sweet little voice a perfect counterpoint. "Sing with me!" she demanded.
A singer, I was not, but I did my best. We pulled into the driveway and let the song play. She had tears in her eyes as it finished. "Shaw, this is our song," she said. "When it's love. Do you think it is? How do you know when it's love?"
"It's just something you feel together," I said.
She burst out laughing. "I guess that's the answer," she said. She leaned across and her huge eyes were so close it was hard to focus. "Do you feel it?" she whispered.
"I think I do." I slipped my fingers into the mane of her hair and kissed her. I let her out, grabbed her bag and we headed up. Keith was home, playing a game on the PS5. She squealed as she saw he was playing the new "Forespoken" game.
"How did you get this?" she asked.
"I have sources," he said. She sat down beside him and watched while I put her bag in my bedroom.
I opened two IPAs, and joined them. They had become buddies, and Keith had lost his usual paralysis around women with her. He actually talked to her, which was rare for him.
"I need to run to the grocery store," I said. "You wanna come, or stay, Donovan?"
"Stay," she said. "Keith might let me play."
"Oh, yeah. Let me clear this, then you can go," he said.
"You need anything, Keith?" I asked.
"Nah, I'm good."
I made my run, and when I got back Donovan was playing while he gave her instructions. I smiled and started dinner. I could hear them while I worked, squabbling like they were little kids about what they should do next.
I had it nearly finished when she came into the kitchen. "Smells yummy," she said. "What can I do?"
"Pour wine," I told her. "The bottle's over there breathing. Yell at Keith and tell him five minutes."



She let him know. He always needed just five more minutes, but I could hear him saving the game. He listened to Donovan.
We ate and Keith slowly became aware that Donovan was staying. When the realization fully dawned, he got a little uncomfortable and told us he was going down to the local gaming spot. "I'm going over to Abe's after," he said. "We'll probably play all night and I'll just crash over there."
He did have a few social skills, after all. Donovan and I chilled on the sofa, watching a cheesy horror movie before she stood, pulled me up and took me to the bedroom. I told her I was going to shower, and she said she wanted one, too. "You go first," she said.
I had shampoo in my hair when I heard the door open and felt a draft of cool air. I felt wet skin against my back as I rinsed the shampoo out. "That better not be Keith," I said.
I heard her giggle behind me. "Just little old me," she murmured in my ear.
I turned around and there she was. I felt like I'd been punched in the gut. She was spectacular. I had no words. Donovan in her clothes had a stunning visual impact. Without them, she was something out of a dream. She moved into my arms and we kissed. It was eternal, leaving me breathless and her sagging against me. I nibbled on her ear, the side of her neck, across the top of her smooth shoulder and she shuddered. The warm water streamed over us and I reached around her to get the shower gel off the shelf, squeezing a blob into my other hand.
I used it to slide over her shoulders, grabbing a washcloth to run over that stunning body. I scrubbed her and the washcloth was abandoned. I had to have her in my bare hands. Her body was like nothing I'd ever felt, a little slick from the gel, silky smooth, a seeming layer of softness over steel. We worked out together all the time, and I knew she was very strong, but she had definition in her abs, her shoulders, her back, and I stroked and kissed every wet inch.
She washed me, and her journey of discovery was no less thorough than mine. She gasped when she got to my cock, standing out like a crowbar. "Jesus, Shaw. Is this for me? Damn, dude, you have a big dick!"
I laughed. It seemed pretty normal to me. "Yeah, right? Me and the porn stars."
She giggled, causing her breasts to do incredible things. "My own personal porn star," she said.
She lathered me up, rinsed and surprising me, knelt in the shower, her little hand holding my cock, the other braced on my thigh and took me into the volcanic heat of her mouth. She took the hand on my thigh and used it to move all that long wet hair over her back and out of her face. Her eyes locked on mine and with the water streaming over us both, she went to work on my cock.
She was as fantastic at sucking cock as she was at everything else, and most of the excitement was that she obviously loved doing it. She watched my face intently, absorbing every expression. The suction she used was intense, and her little tongue squirmed around like a serpent, tickling the underside of my head, moving over the top on that sensitive area just below.
It had been a while for me, and with this gorgeous woman, it didn't take long until I was groaning at the point of no return. "Babe, I'm... about to come," I warned her. I expected her to pull away, but she really intensified her movements, using her hand to gently massage my balls, tickling the sensitive spot just below and I came with a groaning, "Oh, my God!"
She gagged a little before recovering and working on me with an intensity that just had me nearly collapsing, the ecstasy quickly turning to over-sensitivity, and I pulled her up. She stuck her face into the spray, mouth open and filling with water, before swishing it around and spitting it out.
She attacked me, kissing all over my face. "Did you like me?" she murmured.
"I have no words," I said, barely able to speak. "God, Donovan, you... you..."
She laughed. "I'm glad."
"My turn," I said, attempting to sink to my knees.
"Noo." She took my face in her hands, pulling me back up. "Water getting colder. Bed."
We stepped out, I grabbed a towel and dried her off, kneeling in front of her to do her legs and cute little feet. While I was there, I grabbed her hips and pulled her toward me, giving her pussy a swipe with my tongue. She jolted in reaction, giggled and pulled me up. She dried me and I scooped her up, carrying her in and depositing her on my bed. My sheets were a burgundy silk, and she scooted up, placing her head on the pillows. I just had to stop and drink in the sight.
She was a goddess. I'd never seen a more beautiful, sexy, alluring woman. I'd seen actresses, Playboy centerfolds, sexy strippers and porn stars. Nothing like Donovan. She was younger, fitter, more wholesome, while just exuding sensuality. I had no idea I would ever have a chance to be with someone like her.
"What?" she asked.
"God, Donovan, I just... you're so beautiful, babe."
"Stop, you're embarrassing me," she said.
"I'm just thinking, you have it all going on. You could be with anyone. I mean anyone. You can earn millions, just on your looks alone."
She giggled. "Thanks, but I'm not interested in 'anyone,' and I have no intention of ever capitalizing on the way I look. I want to be loved for me, not how I look." She held out her arms to me. "I just want you, Shaw."
I sank down beside her. "I know what you mean. I just want you, too. I do love you for you, believe me. You're scary smart, funny, caring, warm, but you're also the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. I love every part of you."
She rolled up on top of me. "Show me," she said, and I drowned in her eyes, her juicy lips against mine, that succulent body rubbing against mine, immersing me in the total experience that was Donovan.
*****
We were seldom apart. She didn't exactly live with me; she still kept things at her dad's place and spent time there, but most of her clothes and personal items now occupied space in my closet, drawers and bathroom counter. She liked Keith as much as I did, but I did feel like we were cramping his style and he sort of felt the same.
I talked to Dad and told him I wanted another place. "Are you sure?" he asked.
"I am," I said. "Donovan is living with me, for all intents and purposes, and we embarrass Keith."
He had met Donovan and loved her. "Can you wait a week?" he asked.
"What's happening in a week?"
"Well, you know that rental I own out on Placita Meseta Dorada?"
"Yeah, what about it?"
"Well, the couple who were leasing it is moving to Seattle. It will be vacant next week. Let's make an appointment and we can take Donovan over to see if she likes it."
"Hey, what am I, chopped liver?" I asked.
He laughed. "Listen, bud, we both know it's the women who matter. You'd live in a tent with her, sleep out in the rain if she asked you to."
I had to laugh. "When did you get so smart? Five years ago, you were dumb as fuck."
He chuckled. "I'm still dumb as fuck. Ask your mother. I do know a couple of things."
"Dad, how much is the rent on that place?" I asked. "You have to be making a killing there. Is that going to run you short?"
"None of your business," he said. "Seriously, Shaw, I'm fine. You're going to inherit a chunk when I kick the bucket. You and your sister are going to make out like bandits. I told you I want you focused on your education. When you get your degrees and get a job, get your feet under you, you can start paying your way. That's my job, getting you a start in life. I'm your father."
"Don't think I'm not grateful," I told him. "I am. I just..."
"Don't worry about it. Just don't be having me whacked so you can inherit."
I laughed. "I don't know any hit men, yet."
I talked to Donovan and told her I was thinking about moving.
"Where?" she asked.
I told her. "I don't think I know where that is," she said.
I got a time when she could go, texted Dad and he set it up with the people who leased the house for us to go look.
As we drove, I saw her looking around. "Jesus, Shaw, these are some hella nice places!"
"Well, I hope you like it," I said. "It will definitely be a change from my apartment. No Keith, for one thing."
She giggled. "Poor Keith. He's losing both his gaming buddies AND his roommate."
"He'll be relieved," I said. "He can sit around in his boxers and have three-day-old pizza boxes with two pieces of pizza in them to snack on."
We pulled up and her eyes got big. Dad was already there, and he came and opened her door.
"Hi, sweetheart. They aren't here, so we can just go in and look around."
"Jesus, Oliver, this is the place?" She was a little incredulous.
He chuckled. "Yeah, I bought this property about 20 years ago and got it for a song. Five years later I was sitting on a gold mine, I sold off lots and used the money to build this place. I thought I would live here, but I got a chance to buy my place, and I've been leasing this out ever since."
We went to the door and Dad used his key to open it, standing aside so we could go in. It was spectacular, and I heard Donovan's intake of breath as she took it in.
"Oliver, are you... are you kidding me?"
He chuckled. "No. Of course, this furniture belongs to them, so you'll have to get your own."
"How... how will we afford it?" she wondered.
"Shaw's mother has that covered," Dad informed her. "She does furniture import/export. She's been planning him getting married for years. I happen to know there are pieces she has in storage, things she's acquired, she was always planning for him and his sister to have."
"But... we aren't getting married..." Her voice trailed off.
"I know, but are you going to be living together, or not?"
She looked helplessly at me. "Not exactly, Oliver. I still kinda live with my father. I mean, yeah, we sorta live together, but I'm a hell of a long way from getting married or that kind of commitment, and I think Shaw is, too."
"I have an idea," I said.
"What?" It came from both of them.
"Why don't we not sweat this? I'm not going to stress over if we 'live together,' and I'm not asking for any commitment. Mom won't care. This won't be any different than what we do now, except no Keith, and it's way bigger."
Donovan shot me one of those blinding smiles. "I like the way you think. Imma look around. Give us the tour, Oliver."
He did. I sort of knew the layout: I had been there when Dad was building the place, but Donovan couldn't get over the house.
"I can't believe it, Shaw," she said on the way home. "Dad's place would fit twice on the first floor!"
"Right?" I said. "Does it intimidate you?"
"Sorta, yeah. I mean, it's dope that Oliver would even think about it, but damn."
We drove over and talked to Mom, and she took us to her warehouse. It was unbelievable. There was a bunch of stuff under covers, and as she began to pull off the covers, Donovan was over the moon.
"Jesus, Lydia, where did you get all this stuff?"
Mom laughed. "Mostly South America," she said. "Some from Africa and Asia, and a little from Eastern Europe. It isn't as expensive as you think. I've been going to shows for years, and if I see something I think is unique and special, I've been picking it up and squirreling it away. This isn't all yours. Some of it is Tobin's."
"Well, I love it," Donovan said.
Mom hugged me. "Shaw, would you trust me to decorate the place?"
She did that sort of thing, professionally, so yeah, I did. "You know more about that than I do, or Donovan," I said.
She had a triumphant smile on her face. "Good, it's settled then."
The tenants were out the following week, and Mom went to work. A week later, she told me it was ready. We met her and Dad for dinner, and they took us to scope out what they'd done.
Mom and Dad weren't exactly hostile to each other. They were friends, in fact, and I'd always thought they loved each other, just had separate lives. It was good to see them together, and Tobin showed up after a bit with champagne.
"Hey, Sis," I went to hug her. She and Donovan were pals and hung out together a good bit.
"Hey, Bub." That's what she'd called me since she was a tiny little thing. "I thought we should celebrate and have a house warming!"
Mom came up with champagne flutes, and we had a toast. The place looked great. The furniture was a little sparse, but I figured we'd fill it in as we found time and money. It was functional, for sure.
Donovan's dad showed up, and he had an absolutely hideous epergne for our dining room table. I pretended to admire it, but damn. The thought of eating with a crouching tiger looking like it was getting ready to spring on me was too much. I appreciated the gesture.
He unbent enough for Donovan to take him on a tour, and I think he was impressed, in spite of himself. Keith had borrowed his dad's truck and trailer, and he pulled up with our boxes of stuff. Even Dr. Mace got his hands dirty, helping us carry in boxes to the appropriately labeled rooms.
We got everything in the approximate place it was supposed to be, and everyone left, leaving Donovan and me in a little bit of awkwardness, all by ourselves in a new place. That didn't last long. "Take a shower with me?" she asked.
I was always gonna be up for that.
*****
Our arrangement didn't change. Six out of seven nights, Donovan would be with me, every day when classes were over, we were together. About once a week she'd spend the night at her dad's place.
We'd both applied to and been accepted into the graduate program, and we were both in our last semester. I was going into the aerospace program, and she was going into the bioengineering department.
We were both a little restless, thinking money and jobs. Dad and Mom both put money in my account, and Donovan earned some from her university hosting stuff, but neither of us were really satisfied with what we were doing.
I was looking into internships and she started stepping up the number of events she did. One of the IT guys was working in our office, and happened to mention attending a university fund-raiser. I was half listening. "I'll tell you, there was the hottest girl there I've ever seen," he was telling me. That got my attention.
"Oh yeah?" I encouraged him.
"Yeah, she was like part of the university, or something, but I'd never seen her before. You wouldn't believe it," he said. "The alumni were like lining up to get a dance with her. I just wish I could have got a dance and God, to take her home. I'd die a happy man."
"Did someone take her home?" I asked.
"I don't know. There were plenty trying, I can tell you that."
That got my antenna up. I decided to ask Donovan what was going on without really seeming like I was concerned. She was working an event that night.
"Hey, babes, I've never really asked you this before, but what exactly do you do at these things?"
"Well, it depends on the 'things,'" she said. "Sometimes it's like a dinner party and we just eat and network. I'm really just there to make sure everything runs smoothly, the caterers are doing their job, I walk around with Dad and schmooze donors, alumni, introduce people, that sort of thing."
"Sounds awful," I said.
She laughed. "It isn't fun, I promise. It's work, Shaw. It's not supposed to be fun. Most of the people are like Dad's age, but I have to look like and act like the person I'm talking to is the most interesting person on the planet."
"My God, I had no idea. Are they all like that?"
"Umm... no. Sometimes there's like bands, orchestras and there's dinner, then dancing."
"What's this one going to be?" I asked.
She turned from the mirror where she was putting on her eye makeup. "What's up, Shaw? You giving me the third degree here?"
I laughed. "No, I was just curious. I have no idea why; I was just asking."
She turned back to the mirror. "It's just work," she said. "Boring shit. You would hate it."
I wandered off and was scrolling through TikTok when she came and gave me a kiss. She went into the kitchen and came out with a bottle of water. "See you in a couple of hours." She kissed me again and she was gone.
I turned on the TV and watched a little boxing. I couldn't get the conversation with the IT guy out of my mind. I got up to get me a beer. When I got into the kitchen, I noticed Donovan's phone on the bar. Evidently, she'd set it down to get her bottle of water and forgotten it. I wondered if she'd want it. I got to thinking that she might, that I wanted her to have it in case she needed something, her car broke down or some shit, and I decided to take it to her. That would also give me a pretext to be there, albeit a flimsy one.
They were having the event at Lodge on the Desert, and I kind of knew the place. I'd been there once or twice. When I went inside, it looked like the event pretty much had the whole place booked, at least the event rooms. I looked in a couple, but didn't see any sign of Donovan.
There was music coming from the Palm room, so I poked my head in for a quick look. They had a little ensemble playing jazz, and there were probably 50 couples dancing and twice that many watching or out on the lawn. It was a big party.
One of the staff came up with a tray of champagne glasses and offered me one. "No, thanks," I said. "Say, do you know any of the guests?"
"Some," he said. "The university uses the event rooms to host occasions quite a bit."
"Do you know who Donovan Mace is?" I asked.
"Yes, Dr. Mace's daughter," he said.
"You happen to have seen her around?"
"I have," he said, pointing across to the other side of the room. "Isn't that her?"
I moved so I could see where he was pointing. It was. She was dancing over by the wall with someone I recognized. He'd been a Heisman Trophy candidate a few years back, a quarterback, and he'd had a brief career in the NFL. Another alumnus.
"Thanks, dude," I said, and started around the room, circling to stay out of the way of the dancers.
As I got closer, I became more perturbed at every step. That dancing they were doing was something I'd expect her to do with me, but not anyone else. He was holding her much too closely to suit me, his hands were too low, his leg was between hers, pulling her forward onto it and he was grinding into her. I stopped, stunned, and watched for maybe a minute.
I was pissed, hurt beyond belief and in shock, all at the same time. This was what she did at these "functions?" Well, fuck that. I shook off my frozen status and walked up to them. Her eyes were closed when I approached, and her partner, seeing me, and maybe noticing the look on my face, turned her half away from me.
"It's cool, dude," I said. "I'm just here to deliver her phone."
Her eyes shot open as she heard my voice, her mouth came open in what would have been a cute little Cheerio shape under other circumstances and I pushed her phone into her hand. I heard it hit the floor as I walked away, and she called out after me, "Shaw!"
I kept walking, out the door and to my car, started it up and drove away. I saw her at the entrance, looking for me, and she spotted me as I pulled onto the street. She took a step forward and I saw her mouth move, then I turned the corner.
I just drove, almost unaware of where I was. My brain seemed incapable of thought, and I was just a robot. I stopped at a traffic light, and suddenly I was mad, a red explosion of rage, and I screamed "Fuck!" and pounded my fist on the steering wheel.
I was vaguely aware of something trying to reach my consciousness, and realized it was my phone vibrating on the passenger seat. I looked at it and it was her. "The Dark Enchantress," my screen said. I would have to change that. I wasn't feeling at all enchanted. I tossed it back in the seat.
Now I had to figure out where I was going. I didn't want to go home. She'd come there, and I was in no mood for her. I pulled into a Circle K, went inside and got me a big Dr. Pepper in a Styrofoam cup. I sat and absently took a drink. Suddenly I knew.



I drove quickly home, packed up my tent and camping gear and left. I stopped at the supermarket and stocked my coolers with food and drinks, filled them with ice and I was on my way.
One of my favorite places on the planet was the Pusch Ridge Wilderness. I hadn't been in half the places I wanted to go there, and I was going to immerse myself in the wilderness, get my head right and think about what I was going to do.
I figured I should let Dad and Mom know I was safe and going to be out of touch, so I texted them before I drove out of signal range.
Dad texted me back. "Okay, have fun."
I pulled into the parking area, found a good place for my camp about a quarter mile away and found a ranger to let him know where I was camping. I got my tent set up and the area the way I wanted it, built me a little fire and sipped at the tequila I'd bought at the store.
A million thoughts buzzed through my brain. Was what I saw something Donovan commonly did at those things? Did she do more? Was it some sort of escort shit? What I had seen didn't pass my girlfriend test, but what else did she do? That certainly crossed my mind. When she told me she was staying at her dad's place after an event, was she really staying at her dad's place, or was that a convenient lie to keep me clueless?
I had no idea, and the only way to find out was ask her, but would she lie? I didn't think she ever lied to me, and the Donovan I knew didn't seem to have a lie in her, but I never dreamed I'd see her grinding on some dude's leg, either. I was at sea without a compass. I was feeling the tequila, and I fell into an uneasy sleep, nightmares of Donovan doing shit and hiding it from me.
I was a little hung over in the morning, but breakfast and some ibuprofen soon cured that. I put together my pack and started down the trail. It was beautiful. It was high enough to be cool, and when I dropped off into a canyon, it was hot enough that when I jumped into the stream, that felt great, too. I dug out my Wilderness Wash and bathed in the stream.
That night was a repeat of the night before, and I felt no more clarity about anything than I had the previous night.
I hiked up toward Mt. Lemmon the next day, climbed a rock face and kept my mind occupied. It was nearly dark when I got back, and as I stepped into the little clearing, there was Donovan, sitting on a rock, her face in her hands, slumped over and it looked like she was crying. Shit.
I must have made some noise, because she looked up and saw me. She sprang to her feet and ran across the camp, throwing herself on me and nearly knocking me down. "Damn you, Shaw," she yelled in my face, then hugged me like an anaconda before yelling at me again.
"What the fuck is wrong with you? You don't get to just run off like that! You don't get to just throw me away!" She beat on my chest with her little fists. "I... I needed to talk... why did you do that?"
"How did you find me?" I asked.
"Your dad told me you were up here," she yelled. "I was scared, and I made him tell me. When I got here the ranger told me where you were, except you weren't here." She burst out sobbing and clung to me again, burying her face in my chest. "Where were you?"
"I was out hiking," I said. "I didn't want to see you, Donovan, that's why I came here."
"Fuck that," she yelled. "I needed to see you! Why didn't you..."
"Donovan, stop," I said. "Stop yelling. Let me get a fire started. I'm hungry. Have you eaten?"
She clung to me for another minute, getting herself under control. "No, and I'm not hungry. I haven't been able to eat for two days. Why did you..."
"Stop," I said. "I'm not going to get into this until you're under control and can talk like a rational person. Now, I'm going to cook something to eat, you're going to eat it with me, we'll have a drink, sit by the fire and talk. Okay?"
She sniffed, wiped her eyes, and nodded, all that mane of hair bobbing. "Okay."
I fried bacon and we had scrambled eggs and bacon. She picked at her food, at first, then she ate it ravenously and cooked herself two more eggs and some more bacon.
"I guess I was hungrier than I thought," she said.
"I can imagine if you haven't eaten for two days," I said.
"I couldn't eat," she said. "I felt sick at my stomach, all the time."
I didn't know what to say to that, so I held my peace. "Well, I didn't plan for two," I said. "I'll run out of food pretty quickly."
"I'll get more," she said.
We finished eating and I got out the tequila bottle and poured her a couple of fingers in a tin cup, pouring myself some, too. There was a big flat rock by the fire, and I went and sat on it. She came to stand in front of me. "Scoot back," she said.
I did, she spread my legs and sat between them, leaning back on me and we stared into the dancing flames for a minute in silence.
It was awkward, and I started. "Donovan..."
"Let me talk," she said. "Then you can go, okay?"
"Okay," I said. "Don't feed me any bullshit, Donovan. I'm not in the mood for it."
"I won't," she said. "First, I want to tell you, Shaw. I have never been with anyone besides you since the first day I met you." She leaned back and looked up at me. "Do you believe me?"
She felt my hesitation, and her eyes filled with tears. "You don't, do you?"
"I'm not saying I don't believe you," I said. "I didn't say that. Let's just say that I believe you, provisionally, okay?"
"What does that mean?" There was some heat in her voice.
"It means I accept what you said and I want to hear what else you say," I told her. "Whatever else you say might cause me to go back and say I don't believe you, or it might make me go back and say I absolutely believe you."
"If you're not going to believe me, I don't guess I have anything to say," she said bitterly. "What would be the use?"
"That's up to you," I said.
She stood up and walked to the edge of the circle of firelight, then stopped and looked back. "I'm sorry, Shaw. I love you and I thought you were the one. I can't be with someone who doesn't trust me."
"I trusted you," I said. "You're the one who created the doubt."
She bowed her head, seemingly in defeat, and disappeared into the gathering darkness.
I stayed in the wilderness five days, then went home. I could tell she was gone right away. The little things she had, pictures, little lacey cloth things, the chargers she always left in plug-ins all over the house, were gone. Her clothes, all her books and papers, the cosmetics that were always all over the vanities and dresser tops, all gone.
Christ, it was depressing. You can't be with someone for two years and not feel like a chunk of you is missing when they're gone. I didn't feel it was my fault, but that didn't make the house any less lonely. I had been willing to listen to her, but I couldn't just operate on blind faith when I had other evidence telling me that things were different than I had thought they were.
I existed in a sort of limbo. I did all the things I did before she dropped into my life like a bomb, but they seemed a little hollow. It was like my world had been in living color, and suddenly, everything was shades of grey.
I would see something, hear something, do something and think Donovan would get a kick out of it. Then I'd realize there was no Donovan. It was depressing as hell. The only thing that kept me sane was school, my family and Tobin. I had always been close to my little sister, and we became even closer.
She hung out with me constantly. I knew she was close friends with Donovan, but she never mentioned a word. I could tell Dad was disappointed the way things turned out, and Mom was much more direct. "Shaw, you're an idiot," she told me about a week after Donovan was gone.
"No doubt, but is there some particular idiocy you have in mind?" I asked.
"That girl loves you," she said. "I had lunch with her, Shaw. It isn't what you think, but she's not going to beg. That's not in her. You're letting something that is a deal, but not a big deal, destroy something beautiful in your life. You need to fix this."
"Why is it me who needs to fix it?" I asked. "I didn't break it."
"I'm not saying you're to blame, or at least mostly to blame," she said. "What I'm telling you is that it's worth fixing, even if you have to take the first step."
"I know you want the best for me, Mom," I told her.
"Yes, I do. I won't mention this again."
I got that paid internship I had been hoping for with Honeywell. It wasn't like huge money, but it was more than I'd ever had and they liked me. In six months, I had a job offer when I got my masters.
We went to the same school and in the same buildings, so I occasionally saw Donovan, mostly at a distance. If she noticed me, she'd wave, and I always gave her a smile and a thumbs up.
Mom and Tobin let me know, very low key, that Donovan was no longer working for her father doing the hostess thing. She was doing an internship with NuvOx, working on some specialized oxygen delivery system. Good for her. I was proud of her.
We didn't talk, but I did see her around. Every time I did, I realized how much I missed her and it felt like I was in a constant state of pain. It had been 18 months, and the first time we actually spoke was at hooding. There were just over 100 of us getting our hoods in engineering, and I was sitting in my chair when someone sat beside me.
I turned and it was Donovan. God, she still took my breath away. If anything, she was even more spectacular than the day we met. She shot me a flashing smile.
"Hi, Shaw. Congratulations. You did it."
"So did you. Thanks, and congratulations to you. That internship turning into a job offer?"
"They did offer me a job," she said. "I turned them down. Protein Technologies made me a better offer and it's a much more challenging field. What about you?"
"Sticking with Honeywell," I said.
The ceremony got started and we couldn't talk anymore. I left afterward, and didn't see her again until commencement. She came and sat by me again. This one was long as fuck, equally boring, but we were both back in our chairs when it ended.
Mom, Dad and Tobin all were there, and they swarmed both of us, offering their congratulations. Dad insisted he was taking us all out to dinner. Donovan gave me an inquisitive arched eyebrow. I nodded as unobtrusively as I could.
We had a great time, got a little smashed going through three bottles of wine between us, and Donovan said she needed to get going. "I need to walk a little before I drive," she said. "Shaw, come with?"
I, too, was not quite ready to drive, so I agreed. We were close to the campus, and we walked down there. We strolled along together and it was awkward. We made a few inane comments and she stopped at the fountain and sat down on a bench, patting the seat beside her.
I sat down, nervously.
She laughed. "Feeling a little trepidation there, big boy?"
I chuckled. "Yeah, a little, I guess."
"I won't eat you," she said.
I looked at her dubiously. "Are you sure?"
"I'd like to," she said. "I have a feeling you'd be a pretty tough bite to chew, at the moment."
"That's a metaphor?" I asked.
She nodded. "Yeah. Christ, you're a stubborn man, Shaw."
I chuckled. "Yeah, so I hear. Is there any particular stubbornness you have in mind, or just a general indictment of my character?"
She smiled. "Both. Do you miss me, Shaw?"
"Every damn day," I said.
"I miss you," she said. "Jesus, Shaw, You're my best friend. We were friends before... you know. You were my best friend. We hung out, constantly. I miss my friend. Do you not?"
"I do," I assured her.
"Then why the fuck haven't you called me, made the slightest effort to talk to me?"
"I could ask you the same," I said.
"Shaw, I tried. I hunted you down, tried to throw myself at your feet. It ended badly, and I was embarrassed to call you, try to talk to you."
"Okay, can you tell me why you were embarrassed?" I asked.
"Well, I felt like I let you down, let myself down. I know I... hid some things from you."
"Like what you did at those university functions?"
"Yes." An awkward silence ensued.
"I wonder if you understand my feelings when I walked in and..."
"I'd like to talk about that, but there's a little bit of an issue," she said.
"Okay, what's the issue?"
"Do you think I'm going to lie to you?" she asked. "Do you really believe that? Look at me, Shaw."
I turned a little sideways and looked into those huge brown eyes. There were tears swimming in them, the setting sun turning them to a honey gold. I knew she wouldn't lie.
"It's not that I think you will tell me a direct lie," I said. "I have a little history here, though. Will you omit things, things that might not leave you in a flattering light? You did that, Donovan. I never had a single doubt about you. I never would have. I have to tell you, I wasn't totally honest with you, or even myself."
I told her about the conversation I'd had with my coworker.
"Oh, my God. Why didn't you say something?"
"Well, it seemed paranoid. I was embarrassed, I thought it would piss you off, and I kind of felt like you would be right to be pissed off, so when I saw you forgot your phone, I used it as an excuse to go. I didn't expect to find..."
I didn't finish the thought, and she sat there for a minute, obviously thinking about what to say. I had another thought.
"When you ask if I think you'll lie to me, no, I don't think you will. My problem is, I never doubted you for a second, but I never had any idea about what your role was at those 'events,' and you never told me. It wasn't exactly a lie, but it wasn't exactly the truth, either. I still don't really know."
She bit her lip and I could see her hands trembling as she wrung them together. She sighed. "I won't omit anything. I won't lie. I'll tell you everything. Do you want to do this here?"
"What would you suggest?" I asked.
"Shaw, I want my best friend back," she said. "Whether we're lovers or not will happen, or it won't. Can we hang out like we used to? I want to come to our... your house, just hang out and talk to you, be with you. I want to tell you everything, but I'd like for it to be in an organic setting. Can I come over tomorrow and bring dinner?"
"Yeah, that works for me," I said. "Donovan..."
"What?" She looked up at me.
"I just wanted you to know that I have missed you. I've been thinking that I've been a fool. I'd do anything to have you, ignore all sorts of shit, move to a shack in the wilderness. I love you."
She was in my lap in a flash, lips locked to mine, her arms around me like twin pythons. "Noo, Shaw. You shouldn't feel that way. I would do those things to be with you. I know that now, but I need to clear this up: make it right."
"Let's do that," I said. She pulled me up and I walked her to her car. I opened her door and she turned and looked up at me from under those incredibly long and thick lashes.
"Shaw, can I have my key back?"
I laughed, pulled my keys out of my pocket and gave her the house key. "Remember the security code?"
"I do," she said. "I'll see you tomorrow evening."
She stood on tip-toe, gave me a quick kiss and she was gone.
When I got off work, I stopped and bought her favorite cabernet, picked up a cheesecake and a yellow rose. Her car was in the driveway and the smell of something cooking filled the house. It smelled delicious, garlic and oregano making quite the aroma.
I walked in and put away my bag, then went into the kitchen. I knew she was aware I was there; she'd have heard me disarming the security system, but she was busy. She took my breath away. She had on a little yellow dress, her hair was up in a messy bun, exposing her graceful neck and her shoulders were bare. The dress barely covered that fantastic ass, and she had on strappy platform sandals, a mile of gorgeous leg on display.
I eased up behind her, wrapping her in my arms, kissing the side of her neck, bringing the rose I had up to slide it against her cheek. She looked up and back, a little shyly, gave me a tenuous smile. "Hi, Shaw. The rose is beautiful. Dinner will be ready in 30. Do you needa clean up?"
"Hi, gorgeous," I said. "Yeah, let me grab a quick shower. Smells delicious, by the way." I squeezed her and went to clean up.
Dinner was as delicious as it smelled, but a little awkward. We talked inanities and when we were finished, I cleaned up while she poured wine and took our glasses in to the sofa.
I sat beside her and she snuggled in against me. I put my arm around her, feeling the warmth of her skin under my fingers like hot silk.
She sighed. "Shaw, this feels so good. God, I have missed this. Just being able to touch you, talk to you, knowing that you want to..."
"Me too," I said. "I've always wanted this. I've been fucking miserable, Donovan."
"So have I. The only question is, are we going to stay miserable?"
"I'm open to suggestions to avoid that," I said.
"Do you have any suggestions?" she asked.
"Maybe. Do you?"
"Yes. I'm going to tell you everything. You might not like some of it."
I put my feet up on the ottoman and she leaned back, resting her head on my arm behind her and putting her legs up on mine. I remembered this was one of her favorite things to do.
"Shoot," I said.
"First, I need to tell you that I'm not going to lie or conceal anything, okay?"
I nodded. "I believe you."
"Okay. Shaw, when I was like 18, I started being the hostess at university fund-raisers where Dad was the administrator. The university needed donations from alumni, you know that, right?"
"I don't know much about it," I said. "I know things like that happen, obviously, but I have no idea how much of a university's budget comes from tuition, public funding and shit like that, and how much comes from donations."
"Seven percent of the university budget comes from donations," she said. "That doesn't sound like much, but it's a 2.3-billion-dollar budget."
"Wow, I had no idea."
"Most people don't. So anyway, fund-raising is a big deal."
"I understand."
"My job was to make sure the fund-raisers went smoothly. I tried to talk people into writing checks."
"It didn't seem to me like 'talking' was what you were doing," I said.
"No, it wasn't. I swear to you, Shaw, dancing was all I ever did. Okay, it was kinda dirty dancing, and... God, this is humiliating, I kinda led some of the donors to believe there was a possibility of more. It makes me feel like a hoe, telling you this, but I swear, it was never going to happen. There is no one else for me. There was no possibility it was ever going to be more than an impression."
"Well, it's sorta... unsavory, you have to admit, Donovan."
"Yes, it is. I never really thought about it, Shaw, I swear, until I looked up and saw the expression on your face."
"Now I'm going to have to doubt what you're saying. I don't think you're being honest with me. If you never thought about it, why would you let me believe you were just overseeing the wait staff?"
She sighed. "I'm not being dishonest with you." She was silent for a minute. "I guess I was being dishonest with myself. I didn't tell you because I was lying to myself, telling myself I was doing a good thing, helping my father, bringing in money for the university. I guess I knew it was sketchy, so I hid it from myself, and you."
I nodded. "Yes, I understand. I try to hide my faults from people, including myself."
"I quit doing it that night, Shaw. I'm not very proud of myself that I ever went beyond 'overseeing the wait staff,' as you put it."
"When that dude you worked with told you that story, why didn't you confront me, have it out with me?" she asked.
"That's easy," I said. "I'm in love with you, Donovan. I told myself I was being paranoid, nuts, you couldn't possibly do anything wrong in my eyes. God, you were perfect. I wanted to punch that guy in the mouth for even making me think you might be doing shady shit."



Suddenly, she was sobbing her heart out, anguish convulsing her, and I wrapped her up, pulling her against me and she let out her anguish. It went on for what seemed like an hour, and my emotions were nearly as raw as hers.
"I'm sorry I wasn't perfect," she finally choked out. "I'm sorry I destroyed that image of me in your mind."
I pulled her up and into my lap, holding her warm little body to mine, reaching over to the box of tissues and handing them to her.
"Fuck, Donovan. I'm far from perfect, myself. I've been a fool. I don't like what happened. Still, I was stupid, and you weren't much better. We let this nearly destroy something beautiful. Trust me, I still think you're perfect. You're human, that's all. Humans do stupid shit. If they didn't, there would never be a single book written, never a single movie made."
"I know," she whispered. "I've been so wretched without you, Shaw. What can I do to get back, what can we do?"
"What we're doing," I said. "I was an idiot not to do this months ago. I'm not very good at confrontation. I need to work on that."
"So do I," she said. "I was an even bigger idiot. You have no idea how many times I dialed your number, but didn't hit call. I have pulled up text conversations we had, just so I could hear your voice in my mind."
I squeezed her. "Well, we are going to have millions of conversations, in person."
She gave me a watery little giggle. "Imma keep the texts, anyway."
*****
It was a bump in the road. We resumed the friendship we'd had before the first time we made love, proceeded slowly along the road, went out constantly, hung out together and that easy familiarity returned.
I was a little wary, realizing I'd been clueless, but she worked to overcome my hesitancy. She was as intoxicating as always, the headiness of just being in her company was like someone slowly casting a spell on you.
The euphoric feeling that washed over me when she touched me, pressed all that hotness against me was overwhelming, and she was the same provocative, sweet and gentle girl I'd met the first day in Professor Wade's class. She was very physical with me, touching me, snuggling into me, rubbing her tits on me, just being her usual smoke show, and obviously for me. I was sure she was ready to make love long before I was, and she was driving me wild, wanting to be with her.
She dressed, or failed to dress I should say, to show me what she wanted. When she was with me, she never wore a bra and the sight of those sweet nipples poking through every thin top she wore, her lush breasts swinging freely, bouncing with every step, the swimsuits she wore, the tiny little tight skirts and shorts she wore, all let me know in foot high neon, "I am sexy, gorgeous and available."
Our jobs were working out, though we both spent more time working than we wanted. Once she got me in bed again, it was like she was making up for lost time.
Every man says they love sex, but only our minds are a match for a horny woman. We made love two and three times a day, and I felt like she would do it half a dozen times if I could have kept up. My dick was constantly tender, the way it was, and even she used lube to keep from being sore.
She moved back into our house, this time with no reservations and no leaving any of her shit at her dad's place.
Eighteen months after she moved back in, I took a knee at a very nice restaurant, put a ring on her finger and asked her to marry me.
She squealed and did a little dance to the applause of our fellow diners. "Oh, my God, yes," she squealed. "I want to marry you, so badly, Shaw."
She got serious and sat back down, admiring her ring. "I want a long engagement," she said. "I don't want you just to be in love with me. I mean, I want that, but I want you to trust me, like a rock, and I'm still working on that, okay?"
"If you want a long engagement, I'm fine with that, but not for that reason, Donovan. I do trust you, like a rock, like you said. I always did, I guess. I thought some weird shit, but I think I always knew. How does six months sound?"
"I think 18 months," she said.
We compromised on a year. Eight years later, we have two tiny clones of Donovan. One is four and the other is two. We bought the house from Dad, and I now come home to two tiny girls waiting for Daddy on the front porch every day. In a minute, their mother will arrive, and I know the sight of her will take my breath away, just like the first time I saw her.
The girls and I were sitting in the restaurant. It was packed and loud. There was a momentary silence, a hiccup in the raucous din. I turned to look toward the door. I knew what caused it, and there she was. She walked to our booth and when she sat, the conversation started again.
She kissed me and turned to the munchkins. "Mama's babies have a wonderful day?"
Everything was right with the world. When it's love, everything is always right.
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Thanks to those who gave my little essay a pre-post read. One asked me if I enjoyed "tilting at windmills." Yes, I do. I have no particular person in mind with this essay, but it the shoe fits, wear that bitch, Cinderella. Randi
I think I'll make a philosophical essay. People who hurl insults at writers and other readers are an interesting phenomenon. It's a way of life, especially on Literotica. There are certain people who haunt the site just for the purpose of arguing and leaving nastygrams on stories. After you're around a while, you soon recognize the username, or the ubiquitous "Anonymous," henceforward referred to as "Annie."
Imagine this: you are a person whose primary hobby is insulting people on the internet. What sort of person does this? I will discuss one insult, in particular, and insults in general.
I never insult someone with terms I don't feel are insulting. For example, I am comfortable with my body, in whatever shape it happens to be in. If I wasn't, I would change it. Consequently, I would never call another woman "fat," as an insult. I don't view it as an insult. I can't be body shamed, so I don't body shame as an insult. I don't see it as effective.
Men who insult other men about the size of their dick demonstrate they think dick size is something about which to be proud, or ashamed.
There is a phenomenon on Literotica where one group of people attempt to insult another group of people by calling them a "cuck." I had never heard that word until I began to read stories on Literotica. It has since become popular on many social media platforms.
It's an interesting word. Its cultural roots have their foundation in racism. In porn, the wife of the "cuck," is nearly always white, while her lover is almost always black. This is intended as an additional layer of humiliation, and is racist to the core. The reason is that black people are "other." They are only sort of human, not fully so. White people are seen as inherently "superior," so the white husband is not only humiliated by his wife having sex with another man, she is having sex with someone he regards as "inferior."
Humiliation is an erotic element, and cuckold pornography adds that in an appeal to the viewer or reader's innate racism. It's as old as Shakespeare and "Othello."
As if this were not enough, today, the word "cuck" resonates with angry white men, white nationalists who see their previously privileged position threatened by women, minorities and other white men they feel are not "manly." The "cuck," insult is born out of insecurity: a fear that they are inadequate, sexually or otherwise, and that inadequacy will lead to the loss of the status that is important to them.
It is apparent, and becomes more obvious every day, that these angry men have lost. Social culture, what they term as "woke" culture (you know instantly that everyone who uses that term is a racist, sexist homophobe), has run amuck, and their racist, sexist and homophobic views and thoughts are no longer acceptable in public. This only increases their rage. They view themselves as "real" men and believe in their privilege. Women, minorities, LBGTQ people, have more and more equality with them, and while none of their rights are taken away, they resent the privileged position they have being stripped: their rights to abuse and disrespect other humans.
They have adopted the word "cuck" to apply to everyone who does not agree with them. Those who call others a "cuck" do so in the desperate hope that shreds of their own masculine and racial prominence can be protected. What is a "cuck," after all, but someone who has been humiliated by a woman? The cuckolded man is at the mercy of a woman who could choose to be with him, and then chooses someone else; she chooses someone else as a punishment for his sexual inadequacy.
I have often been informed that I "support cuck writers." Nothing could be further from the truth. I find one human humiliating and degrading another obscene and disgusting. It is the definition of the word "cuck" that is confusing. To these ugly mad white men, all women are always suspect. If a woman so much as looks at another man, she should be assaulted, murdered, her lover's nuts should be crushed, and all violence and mayhem is acceptable so that "justice" can be served. It is laughable, and the proponents are clown shoes. All those who do not hue to their "righteous" line are considered, and named, "cucks."
If our insults represent our own fears, and they do, else we would not use them, those who call others a cuck do so because that is the very thing that threatens their masculinity the most: women will prefer someone other than them as a sexual partner, heaping humiliation on them.
Conversely, there is another group of people who hurl their "involuntary celibate," "incel," insult at other groups of people. These are the same people, except on the other side. They hate the other group as fervently as they are hated. Anyone who does not love and embrace their particular kink is an "incel."
If they enjoy the humiliation fetish, BDSM, rape or racist fetishes, everyone who does not embrace those fetishes is an "incel."
Both groups are so threatened in their cultural acceptance they feel it necessary to visit social media platforms or Literotica, and spew their insult of choice on all those who threaten them. This can be extended to almost any other slur you can imagine.
This, I have never understood. I am only threatened by things that physically threaten me. Those who have different kinks, different preferences than mine, do not threaten me, until they threaten me physically. I seem to be perfectly happy for them to enjoy what they enjoy without interference from me. It's simply none of my business, costs me nothing and damages me in no conceivable way. I may not enjoy a single one of their preferences, but I feel perfectly content that they enjoy them. I don't want to hear about them, so make the conscious choice not to talk or read about them. It seems sane to me to allow all others to make same choices I have, without feeling a shred of rage against them.
Insults come from a place of fear. While those who hurl insults claim to be pointing out flaws and defects, that is not the case, at all. They are pointing out differences between what they know and understand, and what others do. Insults are a status maneuver.
By insulting someone else, I attempt to raise my status by lowering theirs. In Literotica terms, I see a story that contains things I don't enjoy, it has 100,000 views, 100 comments and a high score. Many of the comments express admiration for the story and the writer.
The writer is perceived as someone with a high status. My last story has a miserable score, no one commented or gave it a favorite. In order to raise my own status, I give the story a one bomb, and leave a nastygram in the comments, pointing out that the writer is a "cuck" or an "incel," mentioning their grammar flaws, the factual errors, and disparaging their intellectual capacity and character.
I title my comment "A Mighty Thundering of Wisdom, Not One Word of Which Can Be Gainsaid: An Examination of the Failings, Ethical, Moral, Literary, Historical, Grammatical, Intellectual, Philosophical and Otherwise of the Work and Person of... (insert writer's name). The aim is to reduce the status of that writer, while elevating my own, at least in my own mind. I hope the misguided souls who have been unfortunate enough to delude themselves into thinking they enjoyed the writing of my insult target will, upon reading my insult, stand dumbfounded, the scales fallen from their eyes, determined to eschew such dubious pleasures in the future.
Ah well, such is life. Insults have little power to harm, in reality, and they certainly say more about the insulter than the insulted. What's your insult?
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Welcome to the "Surfing with the Alien" writing event. We hope you enjoy our stories. You can expect to find stories about aliens from the outer nebulae, ghost stories, sexy fantasy creatures and just about anything you can imagine. I thank all the writers for flexing their literary muscles. I must thank my team who read my story and caught the errors that made me look stupid. Well, any stupider than I already am. Harddaysknight is my mentor and gives me critical review. My readers and editors are Cagivagurl, Stev2244, Hale1, SBrooks103x, and Hooked1957. Love y'all. Randi.
The whole building rocked and shook. Everything on my desk jumped and dust fell from the ceiling at that almighty thump. My first thought was that there was an earthquake, but we were Mountain View, not San Andreas, and I'd heard no chatter about an earthquake. I began to wonder if maybe there had been an explosion. People were scrambling around, rescuing things that had fallen, and She walked in.
I had never seen her before and had no idea who she was. She definitely didn't work there. She strode in like a queen. I was the boss, so I guess everyone thought I should be the spokesman.
"Excuse me, ma'am," I began. "Did you just come from the roof?"
"Yes," her voice sounded... tight, as if she wasn't accustomed to using it. She cleared her throat and spoke again. "I saw the stairwell. Was coming in like that... rude?" Her voice was low-pitched and husky. Magic dripped when she spoke.
"Well, most people come in the front door," I mentioned.
"I apologize," she said. "I shall certainly use the front door next time."
There would be a next time? I suddenly realized I wanted very badly for there to be a next time. God, she was gorgeous! She was very dark complected, I had thought of African descent, at first, but she looked... different. I couldn't quite place it. Her hair was as black as a raven's wing, flowing down in her back in waves to the middle of her thighs. It looked very thick and... almost heavy. She was very tall, probably over six feet, but it looked like nothing else was possible for her. She was slender, but oh so female: her hips swelling in a sensual curve, her breasts large and high. Her legs were about a mile long and she was wearing some sort of shimmering scaled bodysuit, hugging her like a second skin.
She appeared to have on very high heeled platform black boots that came up past her knees, as tightly formed to muscular calves as her bodysuit was to the rest of her.
I shook my head to clear the fog looking at her was creating. I ignored the way she was dressed and concentrated on her face. That was just as disconcerting. I thought I had never seen such a beautiful face. It was an elongated oval, wider at the top, a broad high forehead, very light eyes and dark eyebrows. Her lashes were the longest I'd ever seen, her cheekbones high and there was a little hollow to her cheeks. Her small ears appeared to be slightly pointed at the top. She didn't appear to be wearing any makeup, but her skin was flawless. I knew I needed to say something.
"Umm... I'm Rawlins, Rawlins Murphy."
"I am very pleased to meet you, Rawlins," she said. "My name is Ember."
"Would you like to come into my office, Ember?" I asked. "Can I get you something to drink?"
She raised one immaculate eyebrow. "What do you have?" she asked.
"Well, water, tea, coffee, pop, energy drinks..."
"I shall have an energy drink," she said.
"Wait right here," I said. I rushed away and got her a Monster. I stopped and asked Herbert, our maintenance guy, if he would mind checking the roof for damage.
She looked puzzled when I handed it to her, and just held it awkwardly. "I wish to speak to whoever is in charge of this building, then to you, personally," she said.
"Well, that would be me in both cases," I said. "Please, let's go sit in my office."
I escorted her in and pulled up a chair in front of my desk for her. She sat and looked at her Monster. "Have you a knife?" she asked.
"I have a pocket knife," I said. "Why do you need a knife?"
"To open this," she said. "I could grow claws, but it would be... messy."
The fuck? What did that mean, "grow claws?"
"No need for either." I was improvising. "Let me show you." I took her can and popped the top, handing it to her.
"An interesting device," she commented. She took a drink and it looked like she was a little shocked, but liked it. "Very good," she said.
"Umm... Ember, I hate to be inquisitive, but how did you get on the roof, and why are you here?" I asked. "It sounded like there was an explosion up there. Are you hurt?"
She giggled, and it did... interesting things, temporarily making me bereft of the power of speech.
"I am unharmed," she said. "I landed on the roof. I apologize for startling you."
"Do you have an aircraft up there? A helicopter or something?" I was floundering.
"No, I am an 'aircraft,' I suppose," she said.
She was bonkers. I had the most gorgeous crazy woman I had ever seen sitting in my office. Not that I had much experience with crazy women, gorgeous or otherwise. I would have to proceed carefully.
"I don't understand," I said.
"In my other form, I can fly," she said.
"I'm sorry, other form?"
"Yes, I am a dragon," she said. "THE dragon, you might say."
Okay, then. This was worse than I thought.
"Umm, Ember, how long have you been a dragon?" I asked, very diplomatically and indulgently, I thought.
She raised that eyebrow again, thinking for a moment, it seemed. "Well, 12,563 years," she finally said. "That is my hatching date."
"Wow, so you are an ancient dragon," I mentioned, barely holding it together.
I got the eyebrow again. "I sense that you are skeptical," she said.
"Well, I've never met a dragon before," I said.
She laughed. "No, I suppose not. I am the last dragon. Would you like me to demonstrate?"
"Well, are you going to breathe fire and burn the place down?" I asked.
She giggled again. It was very distracting. How could she be so utterly, breath-takingly, spectacularly gorgeous, cute as hell and bat-shit crazy at the same time? I suddenly had a thought.
"Oh! Ember, is this a publicity stunt? Are you shooting for a movie?"
"I am uncertain," she said. "What is a 'movie?'"
She drank the last of her Monster and her hand... changed, her fingers suddenly grew eight-inch glittering obsidian knives and she tossed the can into the air. The claws flashed faster than I could see and the can fell to the floor in two pieces, sliced cleanly.
I shot to my feet. "Please... are you going to hurt us? Please, Ember, don't hurt anyone," I begged.
She looked shocked, and hurt. "Noo, I would never hurt you or the rest of my family here," she promised.
"Your family? I'm sorry, I think I'm losing my mind here, Ember. Will you please explain to me what is going on?"
"I have... lost my clutch." Suddenly she was sobbing, tears streaming down her gorgeous face, her body shaking. "They were... I'm..."
I hurried to her chair, knelt beside her and held her shaking form, hugging her, trying to console her obviously shattering grief. I grabbed the box of tissues off my desk, patting her face, drying her tears, but they just kept coming.
"I don't understand, Ember. Please don't cry." She was breaking my heart. "You have to explain to me. Make me understand.
She grabbed some tissues, and sobbed into them for another long minute. "I apologize," she finally managed. "My clutch..." she sobbed again, burying her face in my shoulder. "They... they perished. It was an accident. I... I lost them. They were the last hope for our race. I was desolate. I wandered far, through time and space, madness nearly taking me. I passed this place and sensed you... you... had my heart, and I sensed that your clutch loves and respects you."
"My... clutch?" I asked.
"These," she gestured vaguely around. "The other humans here. I knew, you would be my people, my family. I will watch over you, care for you, Rawlins. Protect you. You will be my clutch."
"I..." I had no idea what to say. Jesus Christ! This was like waking up in some fantasy shit. Hell, it WAS some fantasy shit. What the fuck?
"You must introduce me to the rest of our people," she said. "I will protect them, as well."
"Well, I hardly know what to say, Ember," I said hesitantly. "What do you expect from me... from us."
"Love, loyalty," she said. "I will love you and be faithful to you, in return."
"You realize this is going to be quite a shock," I mentioned. "None of us believe that dragons are real. We've never seen a dragon. No one has ever seen a dragon. Everyone believes them to be fantasy creatures."
She looked puzzled. "But I have encountered humans before, when I was a hatchling," she said. "Surely there would be... records."
"Twelve-thousand-year-old records? No, Ember, we don't have any records that old. There are myths, fantasy stories. No one will believe you are a dragon. Hell, I wouldn't have believed it myself if I hadn't seen... that." I gestured toward the remains of the Monster can.
"I see. We could arrange a demonstration," she said. "Can we gather the clutch outdoors, and I will show them my dragon form?"
I had to chuckle. "Well, we can, but I expect the 'clutch' will be quite shocked by such a demonstration."
"Can you gather them?" she asked. "Where is the front door?"
"Front door?" I asked.
"Yes, you indicated this was the proper entrance and egress," she said.
"Oh, right. Let me make an announcement," I said.
I got on the intercom. "All personnel please report to the back parking lot,"
We waited for a minute, then I led her out. Walking beside me, we were about the same height, and I felt a hot little hand slip into mine. I glanced at her and she smiled. "Is it okay?"
"Yes. How is it that you speak English, Ember?"
"I don't," she said. "I am speaking the dragon tongue, which all species understand as their own language. It is the original language, and you understand it, instinctively. I am uncertain of the mechanism by which I understand you. I seem to understand the language of all living things. Even beasts."
That was weird and magical shit, but then, she was a dragon. We walked out the door and around the building to the back lot. The 15 of us who worked at the observatory on our shift were standing there talking.
"Sup, Rawlins?" my PA, Elana, asked.
"Hey, guys, this is Ember," I said. "She has something she wants to show us. Now, this is going to be weird as fuck. You're going to be shocked, but please don't be afraid. She has something to show us, and tell us. You wouldn't believe the telling part until after the showing part, okay? Just don't panic. Nothing dangerous is going to happen, it's just going to shock the hell out of you. You're all calm?"
They all assured me they were. They may have been, but they sure as hell didn't stay that way. I turned to Ember. "Do your thing."
There was a shimmering, a shifting of space/time, it seemed, and she was hidden in what looked like heat waves rising off a desert. When I could see, Ember was gone, but not gone. She was huge! I would have guessed 50 feet long, including her tail and neck, and at least 15 feet tall. It was definitely her, though. She was the same shimmering blue color as her body suit had been and there was a sense of... Ember about her, and her wings...
Several women screamed, maybe a man or two, as well, and Bill, our security guy, drew his gun.
"Stop, please!" I yelled. "Bill, put that away. Ember isn't going to hurt anyone. You all told me you were calm! Everyone settle down and let me explain."
"Explain? There's a fucking dinosaur in our parking lot!" Sarah exclaimed.
"She's not a dinosaur; she's a dragon," I said. "Everyone stay calm and we'll talk about this. Ember, will you... change back and we can go inside?"
That warping of our vision happened again, and she was back to being that gorgeous creature we had first seen. Everyone started talking at once, and there was a cacophony as we went back inside and down to the big meeting room. Everyone was asking Ember questions at once, and she looked confused.
I got everyone seated and sent Alicia and Elan to get everyone a drink. Everyone was still talking at once and when we all had a drink, I stood and got their attention.
"Please, everyone be quiet. I know this is a shock. Listen, people, you know what we do. We have been listening to and watching the sky, for years, searching for some extra-terrestrial life. We are professionals who look for alien life. Maybe we never expected to actually find any, but we have."
"I am not an extra-terrestrial," Ember said.
"Yes, I understand, but what I'm saying is that you are the first intelligent being we have ever found who isn't... human."
"Ember, you're a... dragon?" Scott was incredulous.
"I am," she said. "THE dragon."
There was a hubbub again. "Quiet!" I scolded them. "We can ask all the questions we want after we figure out what's going on and what we're going to do. We need to focus here."
"Why are you here?" Debbie asked.
"You are my clutch," Ember said. "I... lost my clutch. I have adopted you. I will watch over you all, care for you, protect you."
"Ember," Dale began. "Your grace... I mean, your majesty..." She interrupted him.
"Mama," she stated firmly.
He laughed. "Okay, Mama, then, what do you mean 'watch over us, protect us."
"We will live here, I will provide for you, make sure you are happy and safe," she said.
"Umm... that is a problem," I said. "We don't live here. We come for two weeks, finish our shifts and go to our homes." She looked confused.
"I have a wife and three children," Dale said.
Ember beamed, her whole face lighting up and the shimmering of her body suit glowing. "Grandbabies!" she exclaimed.
Everyone was now as under the spell of her charm as I was, and began pulling up pictures on their phones of their families to show her. She cooed over the pictures and complimented everyone on their husbands or wives. I had to get some things clear.
"Listen, people, I don't know what's going to happen, but we have to keep Ember a secret, okay? I have no idea how, but I also have no idea how people will react to a dragon. The government might try to take her, or something. We can't tell anyone until we figure out a plan, okay?"
"What about next week when the other shift comes?" Elana asked.
"I have no idea," I said. "I'm making this up as we go. Maybe she could come and stay with me, or one of you."
"I will stay with Rawlins," she said. "How will I watch over the others if I cannot see them?"
"Umm... do you need to see them all the time?" I asked.
"Well, no," she said.
"We can do a Skype or a Zoom meeting," I said. "Maybe Facetime."
She looked confused. "Probably stuff I'll have to explain," I said.
She shot me a grateful smile.
The discussion went on until dinner, and continued while we ate. Everyone wanted to see her dragon form again, and after dinner, we went back to the parking lot. It was just as impressive as the first time, and something else kind of shocking happened. Well, several somethings.
The first was discovering that in dragon form, Ember was telepathic. She could speak to all of us, or anyone, individually. It was weird as fuck, but her voice in my mind "sounded" just like when she was in her... more human form and spoke.
She actually could breathe fire, too. We got her to burn up a bush, and it was like a giant flame thrower. She walked around and gave two of the girls a ride on her back. She could fly, and gave us a little demonstration. The blasts of air from her wings nearly knocked us down when she took off. Gliding, she was poetry in motion.
She swooped low over our heads and I heard her voice in my head. "Would you like to fly with me, Rawlins?"
"Really? You could carry me?"
"Easily," she said.
"Umm... I'm kind of afraid of heights," I thought at her.
"It is glorious," she said.
"Maybe another time."
She landed and became human Ember again. We all had rooms we stayed in while we were at the observatory, and there were three extras. We got her set up in a room with bed linens and personal items.
Everyone went to their own rooms, and I asked her if she needed anything. "Not that I can think of," she said.
"What about clothes?" I asked. "Maybe we can find something to fit."
"Clothes? I do not wear clothes," she said.
"What do you have on, then?" I asked.
She looked down at herself. "Where?"
"You have on like... a body suit," I said.
"No," she answered. "I have no clothes on."
"Can I touch you?" I asked.
"Of course," she said.
I reached out and stroked her arm. I didn't know what I was expecting, but it felt a little like when I had once held a boa constrictor at a zoo. There were differences. She was warm, for one thing, and very soft. I pinched her a little, and got the sense that her... skin, was very strong and tough.
"I had no idea," I said. "Is this always how you look when you're... human?"
"No," she said. "I can make the rest of me like I have made my face and hands." As I watched, what I had thought was a body suit began to change to the same brown shade as her face.
"No, stop!" I hurried to say.
She raised her eyebrow at me. "Why?"
"I... we... we wear clothes around other people, Ember."
"Why?" she asked.
"Well... It's hard to explain," I stammered. "It's just something we kind of like have a custom about."
"Always?" she asked.
"Well, no, but unless we're in private, bathing, with our partners, in our houses or some private place."
"This is not private?" she asked, gesturing around her room.
"Yes, but I'm here," I said. "You can't be naked... like your face and hands... shit, you know what I mean, around members of the opposite sex." Jesus, this was harder to explain than I thought.
"Do you know about, like, sex?" I asked.
"Sex? You mean like male and female?"
"Umm, no, not exactly. Like mating?"
"Ah, I see. Yes, I know about dragon mating. I have never mated as a human."
"Anyway," I hurried along, "Humans take off their clothes with their partners when they sleep or are going to have sex... mate. Hell, Ember, this is hard to explain, okay? You can only be naked when no one can see you, okay? I'll try to explain other stuff as it comes up."
"Yes, I will keep my 'body suit' except when you tell me it is acceptable," she said.
I breathed an inward sigh of relief. "Do you sleep?" I asked.
She giggled. "Yes. I know of no creatures who do not. If I am in dragon form, I do not sleep often. Maybe once a month, but then I may sleep for days."
"Oh, well, what about when you're in this form?"
"I will sleep during the darkness," she said.
"Oh, well, good," I said. "That's when we sleep, too. There are a couple of people who are on call in case anything happens during the dark. Is there anything you need?"
"I am content," she said.
"Okay, well, I'll see you in the morning," I said.
I lay awake for a couple of hours, trying to think, sort out this preposterous craziness, figure out some why to handle this situation. I got up and made some notes. I finally dropped off to sleep. My alarm woke me; it was my turn to cook breakfast.
I hadn't been in the kitchen more than five minutes when I saw Ember pass the door. "Good morning," I called.
She came back. "There you are," she said. "I was looking for you, or someone who would tell me where you were. Have you rested, Rawlins? Did you have beautiful sleep?"
I had to laugh. "I could have used a little more," I said.
"You are preparing food," she said. "May I assist?"
"If you want to," I said. "You could just sit at the bar and entertain me while I make breakfast. The others will be here in about 15 minutes."



"How do you wish to be entertained?" she asked. "Shall I sing? Dance?"
I laughed. "I would love to hear you sing or watch you dance. You can just talk to me. Tell me about being Ember."
"Ah, but I am very boring," she said. "Why did you not get enough sleep, Rawlins?"
"I was thinking," I said.
"Oh? Of what were you thinking?" she asked.
"Well, I was thinking about you," I told her.
She smiled, her white teeth flashing in her dusky complexion. I noticed she had little fangs. "I like for you to think about me," she said. "Did you reach any conclusions?"
"Yes, but can we wait until the others are here? I would like their input, and that way I can only say it once."
"Of course," she said.
"Can I ask you something?"
"Of course," she repeated.
"You said you would provide for us and protect us," I said. "What did you mean, exactly.
"I am very... wealthy," she said.
"You mean, like money?"
"Yes, but other things, too. I have treasures, gems, art and much gold. I have a hoard, and I will share this with the clutch."
I had to laugh. "I'm sure 'the clutch' will be happy to hear that. You know we all work here and earn money, right?" I asked.
"No, I know little of human commerce," she said. "It pleases me that my children are industrious. I know people sell their time for money, but I was not aware of your purpose for being here. I thought you lived here."
"We do, for two weeks at a time, then we're off for two weeks and we go home. To the places we actually live."
"Ah, I see. Where do you live, Rawlins?"
"I have a place about 20 miles away," I said. "Do you know what a mile is?"
"Yes, in a way. Distance means little to a flyer," she said. "I am also able to shift dimensions and arrive at my destination almost instantly."
"Wow! That must be convenient."
"Yes. I have failed to answer your question, though. The last part. I am a dragon, Rawlins. Few can stand before my wrath. I will protect you from your enemies."
I had to laugh. There were people, no doubt, who didn't like me, but I couldn't imagine having "enemies." "How tough are you?" I asked.
"In dragon form, I am nearly invulnerable," she said. "I cannot be harmed by fire, I can withstand any conceivable blow and I am also able to be undetectable if I wish."
"Do you know what a gun is?"
"I have seen them," she said. "I cannot be harmed by the ones I have seen."
"What about a really big one," I asked.
"Well, I am unsure. I would feel the impact, it is just physics, but they would not penetrate my body."
"What about your human form?" I asked.
"A large gun might damage me," she said.
The rest of the crew started wandering in, and Ember helped me get the food in the steam table. She hugged everyone who came in and remembered them all by name. We sat around the big round table, and talked as we ate.
"I've come up with a bit of a plan," I told them.
"Spill," Elana said.
"Ember is going to stay with me while we're off," I said. "I think she'll want to know you're all okay at home, right?" I turned to her.
"Yes, she said. "I also wish to meet the husbands and wives of the clutch, and the grandbabies. I will cherish them and love them."
"Ember," Carl started, "I don't think you realize what a shock you are to... humans. I still wonder if I'm going to wake up and this will be a dream. I wouldn't have believed this if someone told me. Neither will anyone else."
"That's what I think we can use to our advantage," I said. "Listen, we have to keep Ember a secret."
"How will this be possible?" she asked. "I must meet the grandbabies."
"I don't mean from them," I said. "I mean, outside this group, you work here, okay? Elana will hire you, and so far as anyone outside this group is concerned, you are just another employee, okay?"
She nodded. "Yes, I understand."
"Guys, you can't tell anyone about this," I said to the group. "For one thing, people will think you're wack and lock you up. For another, do any of you really want some weird alphabet agency to come in here and try to abduct her?"
"I will not permit anyone to 'abduct' me," she said.
"We don't want a fight, Ember," Elana said. Ember shot her a look. "Sorry... Mama," Elana said. Ember beamed.
"No, I do not wish to fight, either," Ember said. "I will do as the clutch suggests."
"Here's my plan," I said. "Friday night, next week, I'll have a barbecue at the house. You're all invited, and you can bring your significant others. Not boyfriends or girlfriends, I'm sorry. We can't risk a breakup and reveal, okay? Those of you who have kids can bring them. We'll introduce Ember to everyone. Sound good?"
There was a chorus of assent, and we all went to work. Ember came with me. I ran the shift at the Alien Telescope Array, and was the on-site director. Most of my work was administrative, but I was an astronomer. I began to explain to Ember what we did. I took her out to show her the array.
"These devices search the sky for alien transmissions?" she asked after listening carefully to my explanation.
"Yes. We're talking advanced life-forms," I told her. "They will be broadcasting some sort of waves, communicating, and that's what we're looking for."
"I see," she said. "Rawlins, I am able to "see" and "hear" in spectrums that human's cannot."
"I don't understand," I said.
"I do not have the... terminology to explain," she said. "From my human interactions in the past, I know I can see and hear things you cannot."
"Would you mind if I did some test?" I asked.
"I am uncertain," she said. "It makes me feel... uncomfortable."
"It's okay," I said. "I don't want you feeling uncomfortable. We'll forget about it."
"There are... intelligent extraterrestrials," she said. "I have encountered them."
I was agog. "Oh, my God, Ember. Where? How? What were they like? Where are they? Do you think they can be contacted?"
"You wish to touch them?" She seemed confused.
"What? No. Well, maybe. Why would you ask that?"
"You said you wished to 'contact' them. Is this not the meaning of contact?"
I laughed. "Well, touch is one meaning of contact. I meant like speak to them, exchange information, communicate with them."
"I see." She looked thoughtful. "I do not believe it is possible for you to exchange information. They are not that sort of intelligence, at least the ones I have encountered. Do you have a name for a tiny organism that infects its host, makes the host sick, perhaps kills them?"
"You mean like a virus or a parasite?"
"Yes, like a virus," she said. "They are what I consider evil, Rawlins. They exist only to expand, devour, exploit. They are the reason I am the last dragon. The rest of my race perished in overcoming them. You do not wish to 'contact' them, I assure you."
"Oh. My God, Ember. How did you survive?"
"I am THE dragon," she said. "I burned them. You have no conception of the brightness of my wrath, Rawlins. They did not survive it, those who came here. They exist, out there." She made a sweeping gesture toward the skies. "There are others. I have never made any effort to... contact them after my experience with the virus."
I stared at her, my mouth open. "Well, that sort of puts a damper on my work," I finally managed. "I had no idea you were so dangerous."
She must have sensed my trepidation. She took my hands and turned me to face her, her glittering black eyes reading my soul. "You need not fear me, Rawlins. I will never harm you or any of the clutch. I will defend you with my life. I do not harm those I love."
Looking into those alien eyes, I found nothing but truth, and I was a little shocked. "Those you love?"
"I studied and watched you, hidden from detection. Yes, love. I know your heart. I have watched the clutch. They are good, as are you."
I swallowed nervously. "Well, thanks, Ember. I think you're good, too."
She laughed. "Good talk," she said. "Extraterrestrial intelligence is very rare, and nearly incomprehensible, even to me. Your search may one day be successful in the way you hope."
She let me go with one hand, and pulled me toward the path down with the other. "Let us go to your office and I will discover how you work."
She drank Monsters like they were soda, and sat beside me as I worked, asking questions, even helping me. Computers and phones were a mystery to her, but she was supernaturally smart, I soon discovered, never forgetting anything I said or did, and she was soon lost in the internet, flashing through page after page, soaking up information like a sponge.
She also sat very... close to me. She seemed to want to be touching me all the time, and it was very distracting. She was very warm, for one thing, and had she been human, I would have suspected she was running a high fever. She was also very soft and... feminine. She smelled good, too. I felt sure it was just part of her, because she had no perfume or scents. We simply didn't have those among our meager stocks of personal items. I also never got used to how gorgeous she was. I didn't think I would ever get over looking over at her and being stunned.
We got her on the payroll, blatantly lying about things like social security numbers, work history and shit like that. She took over meal preparation, and she did wonders in the kitchen. She fed us like she was fattening us for slaughter, and nothing made her glow more than the staff complimenting her.
Everyone got used to calling her "Mama," as she insisted. Everyone except for me, that is. I called her Ember, and she never corrected me like she did the others. I never quite understood why, and when I asked her, she was evasive.
"You are different," she said, and refused to elaborate.
We worked together, became very familiar with each other, and I felt that she was quickly becoming my best friend. I was a bit of an introvert, had been all my life, despite taking on several leadership roles in my career. She broke through all that, confiding in me in ways that made me reciprocate without even thinking about it.
By the time we reached the end of shift, we had things organized. She was going with me to my place and we had a big barbeque organized for the following Friday evening, when all the staff would come to my place.
Ember had done the laundry for everyone, had us all packed up and ready to go when the other shift arrived. I introduced her, told them who she was and we sold them on the idea that she had a PhD in Atmospheric Science and Astrophysics.
The truth was, she could have. Her mind was like an encyclopedia. I was sure she would be able to converse intelligently with anyone who was curious.
She was waiting for me at the front door when I was ready. As soon as we were around the corner from the door, she was holding my hand. I had warned her about appearances. She hugged every person on staff as they got in their cars, telling them how much she was going to miss them, as if we were parting forever instead of two weeks, one if you counted the barbecue.
I had one of the Durango SRTs, and she was enchanted with "automobiles." Once we got out of the curves and on the highway, she wanted to "go fast." I had to explain cops to her, and she was not enthused.
"But this is horrible, Rawlins! Who would do such things to other persons?"
"Assholes," I told her. "It's just the way it is, Ember."
She remained disgusted, but was mollified when I "went fast" on a stretch with no visible cops. She wanted the windows down, the sunroof open, and her hair blew in billows over both of us while she laughed in delight.
My place was over on Stinson Beach. It was on a little hill, and you could see the ocean out the front view. I thought she was going to love that, since she had lost her breath at her first sight of the ocean. Ember was unbelievably excited as I drove her along, seeing the surfers catching the break.
"We must do this, Rawlins," she gasped. "When can we do this?"
I laughed. "Soon, I promise. Do you surf?"
"I have never tried," she confided. "I am very athletic, though. I can fly, Rawlins."
"Well, I don't have a surfboard big enough for flying Ember," I said.
She laughed and I had to smile. Here was a 12,000-year-old being, and she was as excited as a small child at everything in life. She was enchanting, and I reflected on how she made me feel. I was shocked to discover there were deep-seated emotions inside me about her, how mundane my life had been before she landed on the roof, and what a change she'd made in my life in only two weeks. I realized that I would have hated spending two weeks apart from her and would have been anxiously waiting to go back to work had that meant seeing her again. I became aware that she was saying something.
"Sorry, what?" I asked.
"Were you not attending?" she asked.
"No, sorry, I was lost in my head," I told her.
"Ah, Rawlins is thinking deep thoughts?" she asked.
I had to laugh at the quaint way she spoke. "Yes."
"Of what were you thinking?" she asked.
"Well, I was thinking about you," I said.
She glowed. "What about me?"
"I don't tell you everything I'm thinking," I said.
"But why not? I tell you everything I am thinking," she said.
"Yes, but I'm not a gabster like you," I teased.
She swept her hair back and laughed. "Yes, but I have not had anyone to talk to like this for ages."
That made me a little sad. "I love that you tell me everything and talk to me," I told her. "Don't ever stop."
"No, I won't," she promised. "Being with you also allows one to pose questions a second time, too. How much farther to our lair?"
'Our lair.' I had to laugh about the lair part, but the 'our' part rang in my mind. I liked the sound of that. "Not far. Five more minutes."
My driveway was kind of long and winding, and I stopped in front of the garage doors. "Push that button," I told her, indicating the garage door opener clipped to her visor. She did, and clapped her hands as the door started up.
She saw the two jet-skis in the other bay. "What are those?" she asked.
"Small watercraft," I told her. "They're powered by something like powers our cars."
"Do they go fast?" she asked.
I laughed. "You are obsessed with speed, aren't you?"
"But of course," she said. "Who isn't?"
"Old people," I told her.
She looked at me solemnly. "Is that a joke about my age?"
I laughed. "Yes. I'm sorry if I offended you."
She winked at me. "I am not offended. I like jokes."
"Tell me a joke," I said.
"No, let us go in and survey the lair," she said.
We went in and I gave her the tour. She danced her way through the house, admired every fixture and piece of furniture. I got her a Monster, and we sat on the sofa while I drank a glass of iced tea.
"May I ask you something?" I enquired.
"Yes, anything."
"Would you like wearing clothes? I mean, if we go out somewhere, surfing, riding the jet skis, to dinner, to a club, the "body suit" might not be a good look."
She frowned, her cute little black eyebrows drawing together. "You do not like it, or it would be socially unacceptable? This is how I have always appeared to humans."
"I love it, personally," I assured her. "More along the socially acceptable line."
"I will wear clothes, so as not to embarrass you," she said. She scooted up against me, snuggling into my side. "I want you and the clutch to be proud of me."
"Trust me, I'm very proud of you," I said. "You are the kindest, most amazing creature I've ever encountered. I think the others feel the same way. I just want you to be comfortable with us, with me. Will you be able to wear clothes without looking like you have the body suit on underneath?"
"Yes. I once told you I can make the rest of me like my hands and face. I have three basic body forms, but I can make... modifications within those forms."
"What is your other form, besides dragon and human, I mean," I asked.
"I can become a firefly," she said. "I don't often assume that form. I rarely find it... useful."
I laughed. "No, I don't expect you would. Maybe at night sometime you can show me."
"Yes, I will. If I am to wear clothes, Rawlins, do you have an extensive wardrobe?"
"Well, not of women's clothes. I may have a few of my ex-wife's things somewhere, but I'm afraid that's all. We'll have to go shopping."
"Oh, that sounds fun." She seemed quite female, in regard to shopping, at least. "You said, 'ex-wife.' Explain this to me."
"Do you know what marriage is?" I asked.
"I know of the custom among humans. I thought it was a permanent joining."
"It's supposed to be," I said. "Sometimes it's not. If the two married people aren't getting along, sometimes they get divorced, which means they are no longer married."
"Did you not wish to remain together?" she asked.
"Not exactly," I said. "Her name was Sybil, and she found out she didn't like being alone for two weeks out of every month. She said she needed more stability, more attention, so she divorced me. She married another guy about a year later."
"Shall we find her and punish her?" she asked.
I laughed. "No, she's really very nice. We're friends and her husband is a good dude. We just got married too young and I understood why she wanted out."
"I do not," she said. "Why would anyone not wish to be with you. Luckily, we work together and so this will not be an issue for us."
This made me uneasy, so I mustered up my courage and asked, "Umm... Ember, how long are you going to be staying here?"
She looked up at me, her nearly black eyes shimmering. "I do not plan to ever not stay here," she declared. "You have my heart, Rawlins. I must watch over the clutch." She seemed startled by my question.
"Not that I don't want you to stay here forever, but we have never really talked about it, you know."
"Ah, yes. I understand. You wish to know my intentions. This is wise. We will have many discussions, I am certain. Are you hungry, Rawlins?"
I laughed. "You're telling me you are, right?"
She giggled. "You see right through me."
"How about I make you a sandwich, we go clothes shopping and I'll take you out for dinner?" I asked.
"This is a delightful plan," she decided. "When will we begin?"
We went to the kitchen. I was going to have to buy groceries. I did have peanut butter and jelly, and she loved that. I had chips and drinks, so we just made it a little snack to tide her over.
Shopping with Ember was quite an experience. She had hellishly expensive tastes, and I knew my credit card was going to take quite a hit. She insisted on trying on every item, and giving me a show. She wanted my approval for everything, and I thought she looked stunning in everything she tried. Evidently, she "changed" in the changing rooms in more ways than one. When she came out after the first place, the "body suit" was gone and the short red dress showed only a mile of muscular brown legs and more brown skin up top.
She was barefoot, and I asked what happened to her boots. "Boots? I have no boots." She seemed puzzled.
"Oh. Never mind," I said. Evidently, what appeared to be six-inch heeled and platform boots were part of the other form. "We have to get you some shoes."
That was another extended shopping thing. By the time we made it back to the house so she could change for dinner, I was exhausted and she was a ball of energy. I changed and when she came out of the bedroom she had chosen, I found myself unable to speak or move.
She laughed at the drooling idiot she'd created, took me by the arm and we went out for steaks. She ate like she was starving, and I was to discover, she ate constantly. Meals were consumed with enthusiasm, and she snacked non-stop. I would have weighed 300 pounds in a month if I ate like she did.
I took her to a club and we had a couple of drinks. I quickly discovered she hated alcohol, wouldn't touch it after the first try. "It is poison, Rawlins," she said. "Dilute poison, but poison, nonetheless."



"Well, I like being slightly poisoned," I told her. "We'll get you virgin drinks." She enjoyed those, and dancing with her was... well, something out of fantasy.
She was, as she had said, extremely athletic, she caught on to steps like she'd been dancing all her life and she smelled and felt delicious in my arms. She was swarmed with guys, and even a couple of women, who asked her to dance. She was taken aback by the first guy who asked her.
"What?" She seemed like she took it as an insult. "No, of course not. I dance only with Rawlins."
The dude went away crushed. "You okay?" I asked.
"How dare he?" she asked. "I am The Dragon. I choose my companions."
"Ease up, dragon," I smiled at her. "He wasn't trying to insult you. It's complimentary. You are the most gorgeous thing anyone here tonight has ever seen. They just want to get close to you, hoping something will rub off on them. I don't mind if you dance with them, but if you don't want to, just tell them no, okay?"
"Yes. I was surprised. I apologize for being rude. I wish to dance only with you, though."
I didn't mind that a bit, and she let the rest of the horde down gently. She told me she was ready to "return to the lair," and we walked out with me chuckling inside.
Ember had her own suite on the second floor, and I heard her shower running as I made breakfast for us the next morning. She was back to the usual appearance, and she kissed me good morning.
"Rawlins, I must go away for a while today," she said.
"Okay, is there something I can help you with?" I asked.
"No, I must travel to my old lair," she said. "There are items I must retrieve because I need them here."
"I see. Do you mind me asking where your old lair is?"
"No, I don't mind," she said.
I waited, but she just kept eating. I laughed. "Okay, where is it?"
"It is in the place humans call Chile," she said. "They have named it Ojos del Salado. Rawlins knows of it?"
"I know about Chile, but not the 'tears of the salty,' I said. "Sounds like the ocean."
"No, it is a mountain," she said. "We dragons tend to live in high places, remote from humans."
"Sounds like this 'going away' is going to take a while," I said. "How long will it take you to fly there?"
She chuckled. "It would take long to fly. I mentioned that I am able to move out of time and space, right?"
"Yes, but I really didn't understand that," I said.
"I can move in the spaces between. I do not really know how to explain it. I will fly to a great height, then move between. No time will elapse except for the climb and descent once I get to Ojos del Salado. I will be back before dark."
"I see. Well, I guess I can just say be safe out there."
"Yes, I will." She shot me a brilliant smile. "Rawlins, are you able to supply transport from some remote area near here?"
"I can pick you up anywhere," I said.
"No, I mean are you able to transport bulky items?"
"How bulky?" I asked.
"What measurements do you use?" she asked.
"Well, pounds? Tons?"
"Yes." She thought for a minute. "Our current lair does not have room for everything, so I estimate a ton."
"Good God, Ember. No, I can't transport a ton. Hey, I can borrow the neighbor's trailer, though. How's that?"
"Perfect," she said.
We arranged a time and place to meet and she said she was ready to go. We walked down to the park and found an isolated place. She began to shimmer in those waves and I expected to see the dragon. Instead, what I saw was nothing.
"Umm... Ember?"
I heard her laugh in my head. "I am undetectable," she said. "You should walk away. I am going to take off and the wind might be... too much."
I walked away a hundred feet or so, and I heard the sound and saw the wind effects.
"I will return to this place anon, and call to you. Oh, bring a tarp, please," she said in my mind.
"Yes, until anon," I thought back at her, chuckling to myself. Knowing a dragon was turning into quite the experience.
I went home and arranged to borrow the trailer, mowed the lawn, weeded the flowerbeds, had a beer and was watching a basketball game when I became aware that she was calling me. I went next door and hooked up the trailer.
When I got there, I saw her standing near a skateboarding place, and she waved excitedly at me. I parked and she led me back into a little forested area. There was a huge bag there, looking like it was made out of some thick canvas, and she told me we needed to load it onto the trailer.
I realized I was woefully unprepared. "Ember, we can't move this bag. I would need a machine, a fork-lift or something."
"I shall move it," she said.
"How?"
"I am a dragon," she said.
I laughed. "Yes, I know. THE dragon."
"I am."
She grabbed the bag and started dragging it toward the trailer. "Do you want me to help?" I asked. "Jesus, Ember, how strong are you?"
"I do not require assistance," she said. "It is heavy, but not beyond my ability. Rawlins need not help."
She dragged it onto the trailer and we drove back to the house. She had me back the trailer inside the garage, and we got out.
She stood there for a minute, apparently thinking. "Where shall we put this?" she finally asked."
There's a room in the basement I just put things in I'm not using right now," I said. "Remember, I showed it to you."
She flashed me a smile. "That will be perfect," she said.
There was a stairway leading down in the garage and she dragged the back down and into the room.
"What's in there," I asked.
"Treasures," she said. "A portion of my hoard. We spent a great deal getting my things. Rawlins may replenish his hoard from it. The clutch may have need of money for things they need. It is my responsibility to provide for them. Come and see."
She untied the rope holding the top of the bag, and I peered inside. "Oh, my fucking God," I exclaimed. She smiled.
"You approve?"
"Yes... What... I mean... Jesus, Ember. Where did you get all this?"
"I have been collecting it for ages," she said. "It is not enough?"
"Enough? I imagine some of these things are priceless! I mean, just the sheer weight in precious metals and gems would be staggering."
I could hardly believe the sight that met my eyes. It was staggering, and I couldn't get my mind around it.
"Would you like to take things from it?" she asked. "Rawlins should be repaid for the wealth he used when we went shopping."
I laughed. "No, that was a gift to you, Ember. I don't want to be 'repaid.'"
The look she gave me nearly melted me. She came to me and embraced me. "Thank you for my gift," she said. "Should you need more wealth, I share freely with you. If the clutch is in need, we will supply treasure to them."
"You're very generous, Ember."
She laughed. "You would not have thought so when I was a hatchling and building my hoard. I was very greedy. I still am about some things. What shall we do today, Rawlins?"
"What would you like to do?" I asked.
"Hmm..." she thought for a minute. "Can you teach me about modern things? Cell phones, computers, how to work the... television?"
I chuckled. "Okay then. Move Ember into the 21st century. We can do that."
We started with my phone, and her intelligence and memory were astounding. If I showed her something once, she could duplicate it perfectly. There were going to be gaps in what she knew that only experience could fill in, but she had the basics.
She was fascinated with the internet, and she scrolled through pages at lightning speed. I left her sitting with my laptop and cooked dinner. She came in after a bit and helped me. I noticed that she was standing very close to me, tossing a salad as I was making spaghetti. She bumped her hip against me, we were shoulder to shoulder and she felt... warm, like she was radiating heat. Mysterious dragon heat, I thought.
I looked at her and she smiled at me, white teeth flashing, her dusky complexion a contrast. She took my breath away and I suspected that would never change. "What?" she asked.
"Nothing, I was just thinking how gorgeous you are," I said.
Her eyes dropped and a peachy blush stole over her features. "Thank you," she whispered. I couldn't believe she was actually shy at being complimented. It just made her more charming.
We decided to watch a movie. I made popcorn and poured wine while she went away and showered. When she came back, I noticed that she was normal... human. The shimmering scaled look was gone and she was all brown smoothness. She had on a long t-shirt with a cartoon character on it, a mile of gorgeous legs showing underneath. She scrolled through what we could stream and picked a movie. It was forgettable, some star-crossed lovers, but she sat completely enthralled. I guess it was her first movie.
She curled her legs up under her in a way that would have left me paralyzed and snuggled up against me. I put my arm around her and gave her a squeeze. That got me a glance and a smile, and she wiggled a little closer.
She liked popcorn and devoured most of it, and declared the wine a superior vintage. When the movie ended, she never moved and we talked until three in the morning. She wanted to know all about my life, and she told me about hers. I don't know if she felt my life was as strange, dramatic and interesting as I thought hers was, but she hung on every word I said.
Our replies came further and further between, and we both fell asleep. I came to an awareness of sorts. It was still dark; I was lying on the sofa with Ember in my arms. There was a blanket over us, and I assumed she had pulled one off the back of the sofa where I always had a couple and pulled it over us.
She was my little spoon, and I could feel the warmth of her against me. One curl had fallen over her face and it moved with her breathing. I tucked it behind her little pointed ear and she stirred in her sleep, gave a little sigh of contentment and wiggled closer to me, if that was possible. Her profile nearly brought me to tears as I thought about her, almost drowsing. What an amazing creature she was: the last of her kind, beautiful and alone in the universe, yet here she was and she was becoming precious to me. Experiencing Ember was unique. She had an innocence about her, along with the maturity and wisdom of ages spent living. I was determined to keep her in my life, I discovered.
I drifted off and the next time I was conscious, the sun was beginning to rise and I couldn't feel my left arm. Ember's head rested on it and I needed to move. I tried to extract it without waking her, but her eyes opened as I was moving away.
"No, stay," she whispered.
"My arm is dead," I whispered back. "I have an idea."
"What?" she asked.
I got up, and kneeling beside her, I slid my arms under here and picked her up, carrying her like a baby. She was heavy! I managed it, and carried her into my bedroom, laying her down and pulling the covers over her. I climbed in, and she snuggled back into her position. I put my arm under her pillow and she murmured, "Rawlins has wonderful ideas."
I chuckled and she giggled. We slept again, and it was noon before either of us stirred. I was lying on my back when I woke, and her head was on my chest, heavy waves of her hair covered us like a curtain and she had one arm and leg over me.
She must have sensed that I was awake, because her head tilted back so that she could look up at me. Her eyes were a light grey, spectacular, sleepy, and they gazed at me with what looked like love. I thought about what those eyes had seen, thousands of years of history, yet here she was, in my bed.
"Good morning, beautiful," I whispered, wrapping my arms around her.
She smiled, showing she had an adorable little dimple. I knew I adored her, anyway. "Good morning, Rawlins, although I sense it is no longer morning."
I chuckled. "No, I suspect it isn't. Do you have plans for today?"
"I do," she said. "I intend to remain here."
"Right here? In this bed?"
"Yes. I am far too comfortable and content to ever move again." She wiggled, finding her most comfortable spot. "I belong here, Rawlins. May I?"
"May you what?" I was confused.
"Stay here," she said.
"Well, I am going to need to get up and pee in a minute," I said. "I was also starting to think about something to eat and drink."
She frowned. "And then we come back here?"
I laughed. "Yes, if that's what you want, that's what we'll do."
I extracted myself from her and went to the bathroom. I showered and wandered off to the kitchen. I scrambled eggs and made bacon, and I hear the shower running. I got a tray, made toast and carried it into the bedroom. She was there, wearing my robe, fluffing all that hair with a towel.
"Breakfast in bed," I told her.
"Oohh! Yes, that will be perfect," she said.
She climbed back in bed and I handed her the tray while I started to get in. Then I remembered. "Be right back," I told her. I went and got orange juice.
She was eating when I got back. "Hey, piggy," I said. "You started without me."
She laughed. "It smelled so good, and I didn't realize how hungry I was."
We devoured the breakfast and I carried the tray back to the kitchen. When I got back, she patted the bed beside her and I got in. She rolled me onto my back and took up her position half lying on me. Something was on the edge of my mind, and as I held her, it came to me. I was holding a naked Ember!
I reached down and tilted her chin up with one finger. Those grey eyes had flecks of green in them when she raised them to meet mine.
"Ember..." I was nearly unable to speak. "You're... what..."
"Do you find me desirable, Rawlins?" she said, her words barely audible.
"God, yes. You're a complete smoke show, but... What are you thinking?"
"I love you," she said. "I know you, feel you with my heart. I want you to be mine, for me to be yours. Can we?"
"You told me you had never... mated in your human form. Can you?"
"I have all the necessary... things," she said.
"Can you have children?" I asked.
"It has happened," she said. "Not to me, but others."
"Are they human, or dragon?" I asked.
"A bit of both, I believe," she said. "They would be unable to fully assume dragon form or the third option, but they would be a drake, if male, and a wyvern, if female."
"I had no idea," I said.
She giggled, which made... things happen.
I wrapped her in my arms, moving my hands up and down her muscular back, feeling the softness, silky smooth and exciting. I let my hands roam, and she moved fully on top of me as my hands settled on that spectacular ass. She flexed it and giggled again as I caressed, kneaded, sinking my fingers into the roundness of that pliable flesh. I needed to see her, but she was kissing me, hands on my head, fingers tangled in my hair.
That kiss was incandescent, melting me as her little squirmy tongue probed. My head was swimming at the thought of what we were doing, and I stroked all her body I could reach. She broke the kiss, pushing up off me a little so she could look in my eyes.
"Ember, I need to see you, look at you," I said. "God, you're so beautiful." I rolled, taking her with me, moving on top of her and pushing up on my hands.
I took in the sight, and I had never seen anything so visually stunning. Every inch of her was perfection, beauty, wildly feminine and enchanting. She was a painters dream in cream and brown.
Her breasts... God, those incredible breasts. They stood proudly, high and with a firmness that only some surgery could perform on women over 30, but it was completely natural for her. I had to tase them.
I kissed her, her hot juicy lips, little squirmy tongue dueling with mine, and although she seemed a little... inexperienced, she quickly mastered that little game. I could have kissed those puffy lips forever, but I wanted more of her.
My lips moved over her cheek to the delicate little pointed ear, teasing her, finding that little sensitive spot behind her earlobe, moving down, finding another little spot at the hollow of her collar bone. She made little gasping sounds, little squeaks when I found one of those spots, and her entire body was doing a slow writhe beneath me.
Down, nibbling across her upper chest, I felt the swelling of her breast. I bathed it with my tongue, all around that plush mountain, feeling the little peak formed by her areola, avoiding the puffy nipple for the moment. Her areola were a milk chocolate shade, the nipples a shade darker, and I moved to the other breast, lavishing it with my attention.
She squirmed, trying to get me to take the nipple, but I continued to avoid it. She made a little frustrated sound and her hands seized my head, holding it in place as she moved to feed me one fat little nipple. She groaned and shuddered as I sucked it in.
"Oh, my God, Rawlins. Something... what you are doing..." She shook and made a husky, hoarse little scream, thrusting herself against my thigh between her legs. I realized that she was having an orgasm, and I switched to that other little brown nub. I wondered if she'd ever experienced one before.
She'd mentioned never "mating" as a human before. I was completely ignorant of the mating rituals of dragons, but I was familiar with human sex, and I was going to make this special for Ember, or die trying.
When she came down from her climax, I stoked the fires again, working my way down over her muscular abs, descending, sticking my tongue into the declivity of her cute little navel, making her gasp and giggle. She was completely smooth, not a trace of body hair, and I wondered if that was natural.
As I neared the V between her legs, I could smell her arousal, clean, excited woman with a hint of muskiness, heady and intoxicating. I lay between her wide-spread thighs and there it was, the most perfect sight I'd ever seen. Her lips were dusky, the same milk chocolate as her nipples, forming a perfectly sealed line up to the little brown nub above, becoming more pink on the inside.
I started at her feet. She had very small feet for her height, and the cutest little toes with a toe-ring on one. I kissed each of them, nibbled, and found a sensitive spot in the little hollow between her Achilles tendon and her ankle bone. There was another behind her knee, as I moved my way up. Her inner thighs were another, and I marveled at the shape of her legs, muscular thighs and calves, but perfection. God, she had beautiful legs. I reached the juncture, and she jolted as I gave her pussy a swipe with my tongue.
She raised her head and looked at me, green fire in her eyes. "Rawlins... that... are you sure?"
I didn't answer, parting her sealed lips with my tongue and plunging into her molten core. She was slippery inside, her juices flowing, and I devoured her like the candy she was. She was moving so much I slipped my hands under her ass, holding her in place, working on that sweet pussy with my lips, my tongue.
She was moaning continuously, the sound of her passion driving me. I took her button between my lips, pulling on it, feeling it grow firm, and she exploded, crying words I couldn't understand, pumping her hips, tossing her head from side to side, all that hair flying.
She began to come down and I slipped a finger in, curling it up, searching for that nerve bundle inside. I knew when I found it, because she reacted like she'd been shocked. Her legs began to tremble, she bridged up and that little hoarse scream sounded as she gave tongue to her extasy. I kept her coming as long as I could, using everything I'd learned in my life, everything I'd heard, seen or read to give my lover something she would never forget.
As her climax passed, her movements became more about escape than about seeking. "Please, Rawlins... I can't... Please..." She pulled at my hair, twisting her hips to escape my mouth.



I let her pull me up, and she was on fire, kissing me with a passion I'd never experienced. "My God, Rawlins," she gasped. "That was... beyond things. Is it always like that for humans?"
"I can only speak for myself," I said, "but I think it's the most pleasurable thing in life. Is it not like this for dragons?"
She shook her head. "No, nothing like this. Is there more?"
I laughed. "We're just getting started."
I moved until I felt the moist heat of her pussy against the head of my dick, finding her entrance and sliding up and down, coating the head in her moisture. When I popped in, her eyes widened with shock and her hands pushed at my hips.
"Oh, my God," she exclaimed. "Wait. Don't move."
I froze in place. "I don't... Are you... You feel huge, Rawlins." She raised her head to look down between us at our joining. "I don't think it fits."
I laughed. "Trust me, it does. Women give birth to whole big-headed babies. You're stretchy. It just takes a minute, especially if it's your first time." I had to chuckle inwardly. I wasn't some porn star and she had nothing with which to compare.
I kissed her, bowed my head until I could reach one of those delicious nipples and she soon forgot about me being "huge" and was actually thrusting toward me, moving her hips in a circular motion. I kissed her again and she never noticed me pushing deeper until I felt my nuts against her ass.
I broke the kiss, and pushed up a bit, not moving. She tried to keep moving. "What? Why did you stop?"
"I want to remember this moment for the rest of my life," I said. I moved out a fraction and back into her hot depths.
"Oh..." she made a little sound and looked into my eyes with almost worship. "You are making me feel... do that again."
I did, and repeated it, moving farther, faster, gradually increasing the tempo and range of motion, and she suddenly went stiff. I held at full penetration as her entire body began to shake, tremble, and she made the most erotic little moan that went on and on, then crying out my name, bucking under me, wrapping those long legs around my hips, her ankles locking together as she pulled me in, pumping and shuddering as her orgasm swept over her.
She collapsed back on the bed and I kissed her, beginning to thrust into her again, her molten heat surrounding me.
"More? Rawlins... you are making me... I can't..." But she could, and did. "Oh my God, I'm going to do it again!"
It was too much for me to bear, and I came with her, pumping her full of what seemed like the most cum I had ever unloaded. It just kept going as she shook under me. We coasted to a stop, and I remained inside, feeling her vaginal muscles contract around me in aftershocks, each time drawing a moan from her.
"That was..." she gasped. "That was beyond, Rawlins." She looked into my soul. "I love you beyond reason."
She pulled me down to her lips, and we rolled until she was on top, all that firm/soft sexy spread across me, her hair hanging over us like a curtain.
"We should get a washcloth and a towel," I said. "Either that or we will be sleeping on a wet spot."
She giggled. "I never wish to move from this place." She gave me a peck on the lips and got up, walking into the bathroom, giving me a sultry look over her shoulder to make sure I was watching.
She would make a colorblind man see a rainbow. Walking away, that ass was on full display, and it was spectacular, round, jutting like she spent thousands of hours in the gym. When she saw I was watching, she gave a little smile just before she disappeared. I got up and joined her, slipping in behind her as she cleaned herself, cupping that ass in my hands and squeezing, sinking my fingers is, and she flexed. She turned and kissed me before given me a quick wash.
She then went to her knees in front of me, taking my cock into the volcanic heat of her mouth. I had thought I was done, wasted for hours, but what she was doing, the sight of my cock disappearing into her angelic face, lips forming a tight seal as she bobbed her head, hair swinging, and the love I had in my heart for her had me rock solid in about two minutes.
She pulled away and stood, wrapping me in an embrace. "Can we do it again?" she asked.
We could, and we did. Four times that night and early the next morning. She was insatiable, and the sheer force of this sultry woman, dragon, kept me wanting her, inspired me to go beyond anything I'd ever been able to do before.
We slept in, and waking with her in my arms, my little spoon, was what I wanted to do with the rest of my life.
*****
The "clutch" showed up for our barbecue on Saturday, and Ember was in her element. She took great delight in the "grandbabies," spoiling them rotten, utterly charming them until they flocked around her like baby chickens. Those of us who were married were treated to her full charm and attention, and she was quickly the queen of our little bunch.
Of course, she had to do her dragon change for them, and they were in awe of her, especially the kids. She took each of them to the "hoard," gave them something: an ancient coin, a gold cup, a piece of jewelry, and promised each of them unrestricted access should they need anything.
Over the time we were off, she researched everyone in the group, talked to them on the phone, Face Timed them, went to lunch, took them shopping, and paid off two of their mortgages.
She discovered eBay, and sold things to convert some of her hoard to US dollars, a great many US dollars.
When the shift change happened, we went back to work and she moved into my room. She learned how the place operated and became our de facto manager. All the paperwork was her domain, and she had us more organized than we'd ever been.
She seemed to be settling into her "human" mode, and my life became full of Ember. She was an incredibly sensuous creature, and I'd never had sex so frequently in my life, even when I was married.
She also became a surf bum. She would wake up in the morning when we were home, get her gear, ask me if I was going with her, then we'd either be off to catch a break or she'd go by herself. She became a fixture with the other surfers, and there was a parade of them through our house.
I was sitting in my office one evening, just chilling after a day at work, and she came in, sat in the chair she insisted on having in there and put her feet up in my lap. I could tell she wanted to tell me something, but was having a difficult time knowing where to begin. She wasn't usually at all reticent, so I figured this was something she wasn't sure I'd like.
"Rawlins," she finally said, "I wish to speak to you."
"Well, you speak to me all the time," I said. "Anything special?"
"Yes. I was going to speak to you of human customs."
"I'll do my best to give you an answer," I told her.
"How do you feel about me?" she asked.
"I love you. I'm in love with you."
She blushed, that peachy tint suffusing her dusky complexion. "I love you," she said quietly. "I am in love with you. I have never been in love before, Rawlins. I have cared for others, other dragons back when there were others, the clutch, my friends from surfing, but you are my life.
"When I came here, I was broken, full of despair, not seeing what the future held or how I could fulfil my life."
I stroked her legs in my lap, played with her cute little toes, gave her those intimate touched she seemed to crave. "I was sort of just drifting, myself," I said.
"Since I have found you, I am whole again," she said. "Rawlins, is it not the human custom for two lovers to wed?"
"Yes. It isn't necessarily always the case, but that is certainly the norm," I said. "Do you want to get married, Ember?"
"I do," she said. "I wish for you and I to be married. I want babies, Rawlins."
"With me? Wow, Ember, that..." I was overcome by emotion.
"Do you not like the idea?" she asked.
"No, I do like it. It's just... I never dreamed I'd find anyone..."
"Can we?" she asked.
"Yes, I mean... yes, but there are some... issues."
"Like what?"
"Well, for one thing, I'm a human. You're a dragon. You're sort of... immortal. I'm not."
"Yes, I know," she looked at me closely. "Maybe we can do something about that. I have... heard of things."
"Babies work between our species?" I asked.
"Yes. I told you before, they will share both heritages."
"When do you want to do all this?" I asked.
"Almost immediately. I have been willing myself to be infertile," she said. "I will stop once we are married."
I gulped. "Well, okay then. I need to do a couple of things."
"Like what?" she asked.
"Nothing I'm going to tell you," I said. "It will have to be a surprise."
She made a little snort. "I will become dragon and you cannot keep secrets from me."
I laughed. "Don't you dare! You'll be happy, Ember. Trust me."
She got up and knelt by my chair. "I do trust you. With my heart."
*****
I went and bought her a ring, two days later. We were invited to a party at Elana's place, and she lived on the beach. After we ate, had a bonfire going and music was playing, I found Ember, dancing with Dale and reclaimed her. I had prearranged with Elana to kill the music, and I took a knee in front of Ember.
Her hand covered her mouth, and I said my piece. "Ember, will you marry me and make me the happiest man on earth?"
She made a little squeal when she saw the ring and held out her hand. I slipped the ring on and she pulled me to my feet. "Oh, yes, I will. Thank you, Rawlins. I am going to make you deliriously happy; I swear."
There was general applause, and everyone came by to congratulate us. We were married at the observatory, on the roof. I thought that was apropos, since that was where she had first landed and came into my life.
Two years later, Cardin was born, a perfect little guy with his mother's coloring and my blue eyes. Another two years and Harper joined us, a beautiful baby who stole my heart the first time I held her.
It turned out they could both change forms, and we spent a good bit of time in wilderness areas where Cardin became a clumsy little drake and Harper a gorgeous little wyvern. She could fly, but Cardin didn't have wings. He did have that dragon ability to instantly move between one place and another, though.
They both had the flame thrower thing, and Ember was the consummate mother, teaching them about their heritage.
We bought the property that joined the observatory and built a new house there so that we went home every night.
I was in my office when I heard an almighty thump on the roof. I looked over at Scott, who rolled his eyes. She came in, looking just as gorgeous as the first time I saw her. She came over and lit me up with a smoldering kiss.
"I have come to take you home," she said.
We mounted the stairs, she did her thing and I climbed aboard. I'd overcome my fear of heights, and flying with Ember was one of our favorite things. Right after surfing.
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Welcome to the "Lie to Me" party. Just some friends getting together to post stories about lies. We hope you enjoy them. Thanks to Laurel and Literotica for hosting our stories. I wish to thank the Spirit Initiatives team for all the work. Love you all. This is just a little something that was on my mind. Short, and hopefully, sweet. Back on my bullshit. Randi.
There I stood, barbecue sauce on my tiddies, wondering what I would say once I recovered the power of speech.
My husband of 14 years had just said some of the most shocking things I had ever heard in my life. I had no idea he felt that way. I had no clue. Either this was a new revelation, or he'd suddenly, in some introspective moment, come to an epiphany.
"What do you want me to say?" I asked.
"I'm not sure," he said, looking like he was in a bit of shock, as well.
I thought for a minute. "Lie to me," I said.
"What? What does that mean?"
"According to what you just said, you've been lying to me since the day we met," I said. "Why stop now?"
*****
I was at the gym. It was about 8:30 PM, and all the lights were out except the two over the basket. It was a small college, and I was by myself, just shooting three-pointers. The echo of the basketball bouncing in the empty gym, the squeak of my shoes on the floor, that was soothing to my soul. I had permission to shoot, any time I wanted.
"Pretty good, aren't you," I heard from the shadows. A guy came out of the shadows, carrying a basketball. "Mind if I shoot with you?" he asked.
"Hey, it's a free country and I don't own the gym," I said.
"Thanks." He was also carrying his shoes. They were the dope new Jordans, and I'd been trying to get a pair for a month.
I hit three in a row from the wing and moved down to the baseline corner. He shot for the first time, and it was an airball. He laughed, and I giggled a bit. "That wasn't how I saw this going," he said.
"You envisioned nothing but net?" I asked.
"Yeah, there's this smoking hot girl in here draining three-pointers and I was hoping to be a little more impressive," he said. He retrieved his ball, dribbled over to me and shot. It was money.
"You're dialed in now," I said. I got a closer look at him. He was, well, white, but very good looking, I thought. I guessed he was maybe ten years older than me.
He held out his fist and I bumped it. "Sheldon," he said.
"Peyton," I said. I shot, and missed. He chuckled.
"I've infected you with my bad shot."
I ran off to chase my ball, and we just shot around for a while. "Play horse?" he asked.
"Yeah, okay, but I getta go first," I said.
He agreed, and we both made two three-pointers in a row before he missed and picked up his H. He had HOR before I missed, and he started making the stupidest junk shots I had ever imagined in my life. Bouncing them in off the floor, over the backboard, left-handed. We were tied before he missed, and I finished him.
He laughed. "I was destined to lose."
"Yeah, you were. You pulled some tricks out, Sheldon."
"I grew up playing against two older brothers," he said. "The only way to stay in the game was tricks."
I was ready to leave, so I told him thanks for the game and went on my way. I saw him twice more over the next two weeks, and we played one on one, the second time. He was taller than me and I had to work at it, but I was quicker. I got enough steals and rebounds to win, but it was competitive. I think he went easy on me because I was a girl, and didn't bang me around much.
After we finished the game, he asked me if I'd like to get a drink. "You mean like club get a drink, or grab a Gatorade?" I asked.
"Well, I'd love the club idea," he said. "Didn't figure I stood a chance on that, so I was going to offer to buy you a bottle of something out in the lobby."
I laughed. "Yeah, kinda sweaty for a club, anyway."
"Would you go to a club with me?" he asked. "I mean, when we're not sweaty."
I looked him over. "Is there someone who thinks they are in a relationship with you who would be disappointed in you taking me to a club?"
He grinned. "Good question," he said. "No, there isn't. I'm divorced, Peyton. For about nine months."
"Why?" I asked.
He looked a little shocked. "Why am I divorced?"
I nodded. "Yeah."
"Well, my ex decided Wichita was too small a market for her talents," he said. "She may be right. If we see her on the anchor desk of some national news show, I'll agree."
"You decided not to make the move?" I asked.
"She decided," he said. "Her life was changing, and I wasn't part of the change."
"I see. Sorry, but it pays to ask questions," I said.
"Oh, trust me, I understand. I don't have the experience, but I'm glad you do ask questions."
I laughed. "Okay, dude. You got all the right answers."
"Yeah, somewhere in there. I am really out of practice coming up with them, though."
"Is that something recent, or you always struggled with that?" I asked.
He grinned at me, and it was seriously charming. "No, I think I was once pretty good at it. I haven't practiced much lately."
"Well, you picking it up pretty good," I said. "Now, if you could just shoot a mid-range jumper."
"Hey, that's the best part of my game," he objected.
"Right?" I said.
He laughed. "Okay, you're better than me at basketball. Probably everything. I'm still in there fighting, though."
"Yeah, props for that," I raised my blue POWERADE.
"I gotta get going, Peyton," he said.
"Hot date?" I asked.
"The hottest. I have a four-year-old daughter. I've never missed on reading her a story at night yet."
I was a little stunned. "She doesn't live with her mom? I'm not saying she should, she's just so little... I don't know what I'm saying" I was extremely impressed and touched by how much he obviously loved his daughter.
He chuckled. "Small children and being a star don't go well together."
"Well, your ex sound like a real bitch," I said. "What's her name?"
"My ex?"
"No, silly your daughter."
"Oh. Right. Her name is Blake."
"Ooh, I love that name," I said.
"Well, I need to pick her up from my parent's place," he said. "Say, Peyton, would you like to go to a club sometime?"
"Sure, hit me up. Give me your digits," I said. He gave me his phone and I sent myself a text. "Call me anytime," I said.
He didn't. The bastard. He was just too out of the game, I guess. I did see him at the gym, and roasted him about it. His face flamed and he stammered around.
"Sorry, Peyton. I had my phone out a dozen times and your number selected."
"Just couldn't pull the trigger," I asked.
"Well... I wanted to, trust me. It just felt so awkward and you might not realize this, but you're kinda... intimidating, Peyton?"
"The fuck? How I'm intimidating?"
"Umm... because you're young, gorgeous and you regularly beat me at basketball," he said. "Why don't you have a boyfriend?"
"I have standards," I said.
"Go to dinner with me and explain them to me," he said.
"I will if you'll bring your daughter," I said.
"Really? I... I'd love that. I didn't figure you would."
"I seem like the type who hates kids?" I asked.
He laughed. "No, sorry, I just meant you're obviously an undergraduate, you're the hottest girl on campus, hell, in the state, and I really have no idea why you would want to have dinner with me, much less meet my daughter."
"You got game, dude. Well, not basketball, but other stuff."
He laughed. "You are a riot, Peyton."
I shot him my best smile and we arranged to go to dinner on Friday evening. I never answered him about the boyfriend thing. I dated, but with my current selection consisting of frat boys, jocks and nerds, there was no one I was about to get serious about dating. Well, maybe him.
He picked me up at my dorm on Friday. I was watching, and I saw him get out of a new Subaru BRZ, and I went out to meet him, since he didn't know my room number.
The look on his face when he saw me was exactly what I'd been hoping for when I got dressed. "Wow!" he said. "I've never seen you in anything other than sportswear. God, you are gorgeous, Peyton."
I laughed. "You clean up pretty good, too, Sheldon. Where is Blake?"
"She's waiting for us in the car," he said.
We went out and he opened my door. As I peered into the back seat, there was the cutest little baby doll sitting there in her little car seat. She was swinging her feet, smiling up at me and I wanted to get her out and squeeze her. Her hair was very blonde, almost white, and she had the most amazing looking huge violet eyes. I swear, they were the most beautiful eyes I'd ever seen.
"Hi," she said. "Are you Peyton? Daddy told me about you. He said you're really good at basketball."
"Well, I'm good at lots of things," I told her. "Yes, I'm Peyton, and you must be Blake."
She nodded vigorously. "Yes, we're going to Uncle Dale's res... res..."
"Restaurant?" I prompted.
The smile she gave me for helping her melted me into a puddle. "You are so cute!" I told her. Sheldon was listening to the exchange, silently shaking with laughter over there. He knew exactly what he had in that car seat, the bastard. You could tell he was proud of her, like, "yes, this little angel belongs to me."
"Uncle Dale's, huh? Where you taking me, Sheldon?"
He laughed. "It isn't as bad as it seems. The name of it isn't 'Uncle Dale's', by the way, it's Irish/Mexican food, and it happens to be one of three owned by my brother-in-law."
"Ooh, you related to the owner. We get the VIP treatment?"
"What's a VIP?" Blake's little voice piped up from the back seat.
"A very important person," I said. "Do you know what that means?"
"Kinda," she said. "It's like your dad, or something."
Oh, my God. She was beyond adorable. "Yes, exactly, sweetheart."
He was plainly finding all this vastly entertaining. To be honest, I was, too. He thought I was being played, but I had this in mind from the minute he told me he had her. I loved kids, and this was no ordinary kid. Sheldon was like ten times as attractive because of Blake, and he was already pretty attractive.
We rode along, Blake chattering to me about making a house out of popsicle sticks at day care, and I felt a tug on my hair. When I looked, I saw that she had leaned forward until she could reach me, and her little chubby fingers were playing with one of my curls. She looked up at me and the look in her gorgeous eyes was mind altering. "I like you hair," she said.
Oh, my God. I have hair; lots and lots of hair. It was kinda my trademark. If a black girl takes care of her hair, it can be on fleek. I took care of mine. Blake had her hair in a cute little braid, and I tugged on it. "I like your braid, too, Blake. Maybe sometime we can do each other's hair."
"I would like that, but I'm not very good at it," she explained. "Daddy fixes my hair, mostly."
I gave him a side-eye look. "Sheldon got hidden talents," I said.
He laughed. "Sheldon is a slave and does whatever his daughter wants," he said. "Someday she'll be looking at old pictures and ask me why I did her hair like that."
"I can imagine," I said. "What do you think you'll tell her?"
"She wanted it like that." He chuckled.
We got to the restaurant and I helped Blake out of her car seat. She was so tiny and adorable, and the first thing she did was fasten onto my hand and lead me inside. I lost my heart to her that day, and I never got it back.
Her father was pretty charming, too. "Uncle Dale" was at the restaurant and took care of us personally. I think he was under instructions to impress me, and he did. The food was delicious and the service was impeccable, but it was the company that made my evening.
Blake insisted on going to my room and checking it out when we got back, so we never really got a chance to be alone, although Sheldon did kiss my cheek as he was leaving. Blake wanted me to hold her for "her kiss" and clutching that tiny little warm thing, kissing her on both cheeks, was good enough for the highlight reel.
It wasn't until Sheldon met me to play racquetball on Tuesday evening that we spent any time together alone. He asked me out again, and Blake informed me that this was "a grownup date" when I arrived at their house.
It was impressive, one of those Cape Cod homes, built on the lake shore, and I loved it right away. "Does that mean you aren't coming?" I asked her.
"Yes, Gram is coming to stay with me. We're gonna make cookies," she confided.
"Ooh, that does sound like fun," I said. "Do I get one of the cookies?"
"Oh, yes. We making them for you," she said. "Daddy and me thought you might like cookies."
"Oh, I do, love-bug."
Sheldon finally took me to that club for the drink, and he turned out to be a competent dancer. He was white and stiff, but he relaxed fairly quickly and I was good enough to make him look even better.
"I feel old," he said when we took our first break.
I laughed. "Why would you say that?"
"Well, because it's been so long since I did this, and you're so young," he said.
"Dude, I'm 24," I said. "You're what, 30? Trust me, you aren't old."
He chuckled. "I'm 34, Peyton. Probably the oldest guy who ever asked you out."
"You'd be surprised, Sheldon. I get hit on by men from 70 to 18."
"What's your oldest date?" he asked.
"I don't ask people's age, so I'm not sure," I told him. "Maybe 60?"
"Really?"
"Yeah, he was hella fit and good looking," I said. "Not as hot as you, though. He wanted to be my sugar daddy."
"Can I be your sugar daddy?" he asked.
I had to laugh. "We'll see. You doing good, so far. Let's dance."
Our pace was glacial. Every time we were together, I liked him better. By the time I graduated, we were a firm item, we were lovers and having him and Blake attend my graduation was the highlight of the night. I got to introduce him to my father.
Mack, my father, thought he was sus, at first. "You dating a white man, baby? You sure about that?"
"You didn't have any issue with dating a white woman when you married Mom," I said. "You some sort of racist all of a sudden?"
He laughed. "No, you're just my baby and I don't want you to make mistakes."
"The fuck, Dad? You making some real nasty assumptions here. I love him. You met Blake. How is it possible that this man has a daughter like her and you think he's a 'mistake'?"
"Woah, there, tiger. I didn't say he was a mistake. I don't know him. I just love you and want you to be happy. Your mother would want that for you, too."
I was still a little pissed. "I think she would, but she would have found a hell of a lot better way to say it than you."
"I'm sorry, Kitten. I apologize for my tone. Do you forgive me?"
Being swept up into his huge arms and squeezed until I couldn't breathe helped.
"Yeah, just give him a chance, Dad. Okay?"
"I promise. Are we still volunteering at the Child Advocacy Center Saturday?"
"Always," I said. "I'll pick you up."
Sheldon's parents were a little nervous with me the first time I met them, but they were wonderful people and his mother, Anne, was one of the sweetest people I'd ever met. His father, Mike, set it up for me to meet him for breakfast once a week, and I got to know him. He was very like Sheldon, or maybe the other way around. In any case, I got a speech from him the first time we were together.
"Do you love Sheldon?" he asked.
It was after we had been dating three months, but I hadn't really thought about it too much at that point. I considered for a minute.
"I'm still developing what I feel about him," I said. "I do have romantic feelings for him."
"Well, I know he has them about you," he said.
I winked at him. "Good to know. You invite me here for an interrogation, Mike?"
He laughed. "I know it must seem like that. No, not really. After Blake's mom left, he was very... depressed. I don't want to see him like that again. Getting dumped is never a confidence building thing, and he seems to have just gotten his back. I mean, asking someone out who is as beautiful as you are..."
"Thanks, Mike, but you don't need to worry about me breaking anyone's heart. I don't have that in me. He may figure out that I'm too weird to tolerate and be glad to get away from me, but I promise it won't be because of me."
"Tell me something weird," he said.
"Hmm... well, I have these social media personas. They're me, but none of them have anything real in them. I just play around with them as a hobby. Some people think that's weird."
He laughed. "Yeah, that's kind of weird, Peyton, but it doesn't surprise me; even the little bit I know about you. Why do you do that?"
I shrugged. "I dunno. It's fun. You make up some outrageous shit about the person you're presenting, and watch how people react to them. It's not really you, but people act like it is, even though everyone knows it's not. It's like playing a role, except everyone pretends to take it seriously."
"Sounds fake, to me," he said.
"It is, but do you like watching movies, even though you know they're fake?"
"Yes. I never really thought about any of this, Peyton. I can see why Sheldon is fascinated with you."
I patted his hand. "And I see where he got his charm. I'm really cute, too."
He snorted. "Yeah, I noticed."
Parents won over; mission accomplished. The roadblocks were cleared to see if we really had something. It turned out, we did. The man was hugely romantic, and he had me worshipping him in a year. The sex was life-changing.
It was better than I even wanted it to be. There is something life-changing about sex that makes you lose your mind. The ecstasy that just keeps on going and makes you morn, a little, first that you never knew this before, and second for what you used to be before this. That girl is gone, and you're never going back. This is what you deserve, and the chemical paths are changed in your brain so that your expectations will always be this.
That was what our first time was like, and it never changed. This was my man, and no one else would ever do. He wasn't my first, but this was beyond things. It wasn't even that he was bigger or better, it was that it was him, in a way I had never felt or even imagined before. I was utterly and totally in love with the man.
It wasn't that everything he did pleased me; we had fights, fierce ones. It was what happened during and after the fights that made the difference. I always felt crushing guilt if it was my fault, as it often was, and he obviously felt the same. I couldn't stay mad at him, because he would always do or say something that reminded me this was my man.
My life was what I'd dreamed, and when I got my masters degree, we got married. It wasn't a big change, because we'd been living together for two years.
The only person it made a big difference to was Blake. We'd been a mutual admiration society ever since we met, but after our simple ceremony, just Blake and our parents there, she came and pulled me to my knees, wrapped her arms around me, and said, "I love you, Mom. All my dreams came true."
That drove me to become a blubbering wreck. I was "Mom" after that, and I tried to be the best one on the planet.
I think I succeeded. Eleven years later, a little clone of me just starting school, shit got a little ragged.
I could tell Sheldon had been worried about something. I was waiting on him. He'd tell me what it was, eventually, he always did.
We were having Dad and Sheldon's parents over for a barbecue. I had my ribs sitting on the foil, slow cooked and ready for the barbecue sauce. I made my own, and put it in quart jars. I was getting one out of the cabinet, he was standing beside me and he hit me with it.
I was dressed in panties and nothing else, well, because that's what I always wore around the house. When he said it, I dropped the jar, it broke, and yeah, barbecue sauce on the tiddies.



"Peyton, I've been lying to you the whole time I've known you," he said. The jar...
"The fuck? What is wrong with you, Shell? Fuck! Look at this!"
He hurried around, got cloths and cleaned me up, then the mess, while I sat and fumed for a minute. I got up and put on some shorts and a top. I was too vulnerable feeling to be naked.
When I got back, he was done with the cleanup and had me a glass of wine poured. I got another jar, fixed up my ribs and got them back on the Trigger. Finally, I sat down across the bar from him. "Okay, spill, dude. This better be good."
"I'm sorry, Peyton, but it isn't."
"What you mean?" I asked.
"Well, you know I was up for that promotion at work?"
"Yes, are you telling me you didn't get it?"
"It's obvious I'm not, or it wouldn't have taken so long. I'm just not there, Peyton. I'm beginning to feel that way about a lot of things. You deserve better than me. I'm beginning to wonder if I'll ever be the man you need me to be. I feel like I've been lying to you this whole time, telling you that I am that man."
I was fucking horrified. How had I let this happen? I didn't have time to think about that. My man was hurting. I went around and wrapped myself around him from the back like an anaconda. I wasn't about to let go.
"Bae, I don't know what made you feel like that. Was it something I did? If so, tell me and let me apologize, because I want you to know I don't feel like that, at all. Neither do Blake and Elica. We think you're you. That's all we want."
I turned his head and kissed him fiercely. He returned it, half-heartedly. I wasn't going to let this stand. I swiveled him around on his stool and stood between his legs, my arms around his neck, and looked directly into his kind blue eyes.
"Lie to me," I said.
"What?"
"I said, Lie to me, dumbass. If our life has been a lie, lie to me some more. Tell me everything is all right. Tell me you love me. Lie to me, Shell."
He sat there and stared at me. "Has this promotion thing crushed you that badly, Bae? I'm sorry I didn't see that. Sheldon, I loved you yesterday, I love you today. That promotion would be nice, yeah, but you don't have it now and I love you. Do you understand that?"
"Yes, but it's been nearly two weeks since I interviewed, and..."
"Bullshit," I said. "I don't care if it's been two months. I don't care if they give it to some dickweed. Do you understand that, Shell? It doesn't matter. I'm pulling for you to get it, because you want it, not because of me."
I found his arms moving slowly up to hold me. He cleared his throat. "I just... I thought I could... If I could just meet you halfway, be as close to as strangely perfect as you are..."
I laughed. "Yeah, I'm that, all right. Jesus, Sheldon. Just fucking lie to me. I want you to know it isn't a lie, at all. I know who you are. You can tell yourself and me it's a lie, but I know. Are you going to lie to me, Shell?
"No.... he started. He looked up at my face. "I mean... yes. Don't I?"
"You do," I said. "When are you going to start?"
He looked up at me again, reading my face. "Now?"
"Right," I said. "But not until after this."
I tried to swallow his tongue, felt his hands on my tiddies, and we were off.
As I was trying to get my breath, he pulled me over on him. "Thanks, Peyton. I was feeling pretty bummed about the whole job thing, and I just let it spill over into a lot of other shit.
"I saw Charles making his move on you the other night. That, along with the job thing, how busy we are, how hard it is to live up to everyone's expectations, it just got to me. I started thinking you could do better."
"Don't let fucking Charles get in your head, Bae," I said. "He doesn't mine. Okay, he's young and fit. He's pleasant enough, and yeah, he's famous and shit. Do you imagine I'd ever get with him? Jesus Christ, Shell, the dude is a child."
"I know, but you're so hot, he's... all that, and..."
"You're all that," I told him. "Your daughters worship you, dude. Hell, I worship you. We gotta communicate better, love. The only expectations you're failing to meet are your own. The girls and me, we expect you to have a job. We don't care if it's CFO or custodian. Seriously, I want you to be CFO if you can and you want it. If you don't get it, or you don't want it, I am happy. The girls are happy. Besides, I make hella money, Shell. You can retire tomorrow if you want and spend your time spoiling us."
He laughed. "I might," he said. "I can't think of a better job than that."
"Right? There you go. I snuggled my man, he drifted off and I got up after a bit and went to check on my ribs.
They were perfect and had a killer smoke ring going. They were perfection, just having enough body not to fall off the bone. I was feeling pretty introspective. What is it, I wondered, that makes us miss our partner's clues? I was going to be more alert. How had I let the man I loved get to that point without easing his fears?
I realized something about when you love. You do shit to stroke each other's egos. You accept that they need that stroking, and that's your job. I was going to do a better job. Dude was a hell of a basketball player, even at his age. I laughed at my own joke. I was better, but who's keeping track?
I heard a noise behind me and two huge arms wrapped me up. "Peyton, I am as in love with you as the day I realized I was. More," he said. "Thanks for being there, not judging me."
I turned in his arms and snuggled my cheek into his chest. "You'd do the same for me, and more," I said. I lit him up with my best kiss.
"Ew." It was Elica. "Why y'all gotta do that in front of me?" Dad was with her, and he gave her a little spank, making her squeal in mock outrage.
"You ought to be cheering them on," he said.
She pumped her fist in the air. "Yay," she said in the most desultory way possible.
"What are we yaying?" Blake came out, followed by Sheldon's parents.
"Mom and Dad are in love," Elica explained.
"Umm... that's news?" Mike asked.
Blake came up and embraced us. My baby was tall! How did that happen. Elica wanted her share, and we also grabbed the rents and squeezed them. "I needa yeet some roasting ears on here, I said. The disaster in the making averted, we sat down and enjoyed our barbecue. Sheldon caught my eye and winked. "I'll be lying, from now on," he whispered in my ear.
I slid my arm around him and got barbecue sauce on his shirt. He didn't seem to mind.
He got the job, and I've never heard anything but a lie out his mouth since.
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Chapter One
The small brown form hurried down the path under the overhanging rock face, glancing back over his shoulder nervously as he fled. The horror that he had witnessed lent wings to his feet as ran. Only a few hundred yards ahead was safety. A distant howl behind him sent him scrambling wildly along. His breath was ragged in his throat when he reached the hewn tree trunk leaning against the face of the cliff.
He shouted up as climbed the steps notched in the trunk and three faces appeared over the ledge above. He indicated that they should draw the trunk up as soon as he reached the ledge. At last, he reached the top and threw himself on the ground hauling at the ladder. His companions caught his urgency and began to haul with a will. They had the trunk 20 feet from the ground when the howling figures rounded the shoulder of the rock and sped toward the disappearing ladder. The four companions threw themselves into their task and collapsed panting as the tree rolled free on the ledge.
Howls of rage and frustration rose from the group below. They attempted to scale the sheer face of the cliff, fingers and toes turning red and bloody as the rock repulsed their efforts. One managed to gain foot and hand holds, and climbed up some dozen feet before falling to the ground with a shriek. Its head struck a sharp rock. It spasmed and blood flowed from a wide gash in its forehead. In an instant, its fellows were upon it and unearthly shrieks of agony rose from its throat as it was devoured alive.
Its shrieks were abruptly cut off into a gurgling moan as one of its companions tore into the exposed veins of its neck. As the four companions above watched in horror its struggles ceased and the group fed, thought of the escaped quarry above momentarily forgotten in a frenzy of cannibalism. They fought over the scraps among themselves until the last vestiges of anything edible were gone. They crouched, sated for a moment until movement on the ledge drew their attention. They arose, 15 emaciated figures, hardly seeming human to the four crouched above, and prowled about the bottom of the cliff searching for a way up. One of the men on the ledge timed the passing of a figure and dropped a large rock on it. Bones snapped and the figure, a female, was crushed to the ground with a cry.
The orgy of feeding began again but this time the four watchers saw the group stop in the middle of the grizzly feast and look down the ledge toward the direction from which they had come. A slight but sturdy figure wearing a hideous mask rounded the corner and at once the group below slunk to the ground and retreated before the advance of the figure in the mask.
It walked purposefully forward to the remains of the feast and prodded the bloody figure with its toe. It turned its fearsome visage toward the ledge where the four companions crouched and laughed. They saw that it was female. Large, full breasts were bare and a leather girdle clung to the obvious hips of a woman. She backed away and stood with her hands on her hips, staring upward at the four people on the ledge. She nodded as if a decision had been made and turned to the group below. They shrunk away from her gaze, obviously terrified and one, a teenage boy by appearance, crawled forward, belly to the earth.
The woman drew a stone knife from her girdle, dragged his head back by the long, lank hair and slowly drew the knife across his throat. He flopped and gurgled as blood spurted over her breasts. She cupped a hand under the flow down her body until the hollow of her hand was filled. She stepped to a flat rock and dipped her finger into the blood, tracing a symbol on the face of the stone. The four watchers heard her speaking and when she stepped back, she clutched a stone around her neck on a leather string and pointed upward.
With a shriek, one of the four watchers sprang on the man who had given warning, knocking him from the cliff to the ledge below. Horrified, the other two attempted to flee but they were no match for the howling fury of their companion. The last survived to the door of the adobe house under the cliff before a rock crushed his skull. The survivor made his way to the tree trunk and lowered it to the ledge below. The woman climbed up and inspected her handiwork. She gave a signal and the two remaining bodies were thrown from the ledge and her followers began to feast as she sat cross-legged on the ledge and watched in amusement. Her interest waned and she went inside the house. She washed the blood away with water from a stone jar and made her way back down the ladder. Those who had fled her worship had been punished and she was satisfied. Tomorrow she would return to her temple and learn the location of more of the rebels.
****
Tobin Draper rose from the crouch that was killing her knees and wiped the sweat from her forehead with the red bandanna around her neck. She returned the brush she had been using to the backpack lying on the ground beside the half-buried rock she was excavating and got out a canteen. She drank deeply and allowed the canteen to spill its cool contents across her face. The coolness soaked the collar of her shirt and she felt it drip inside. She lifted the long, coal black hair that hung down her back and wrapped it on top of her head. She got a pin from her pack and stuck it into the knot. The weight of the knot threatened to overwhelm the pin and she inserted two more. She shook her head a little and the knot held. She laughed to herself and got a hoody out of her bag with Stony Brook University written across the front and knelt on it.
The symbol that was being revealed appeared to have been drawn in a reddish or brown paint. It was badly faded and she took several pictures. She had seen several petroglyphs in this section of New Mexico but not one like this. She covered the rock with a drop cloth and staked it down. It was early afternoon but she had a long hike ahead of her. She picked up her backpack and walked along the ledge leading back to the canyon. The sound of rushing water grew into a roar ahead of her and she soon caught sight of the waterfall. She planned to stop and bathe and soak her clothes for the trip back, so she stopped at the head of the rock fall down to the pool below the waterfall and set her pack down. She took off her boots, shirt and shorts and clad only in her panties she rounded the big rock at the head of the pool.
She gave a shriek of dismay as she nearly ran into the man with the fly rod standing in the edge of the pool. She crossed her arms over her breasts and ran back behind the rock, her face flaming. She quickly put her clothes back on and picked up her pack. She was very embarrassed and dreaded going back around the rock but there was nothing to be done. She walked back around the rock and saw that he had moved around the pool some 20 feet and was battling a large fish. He landed a nice rainbow trout and slipped it onto a stringer hanging from the belt loop of his shorts.
He smiled at her and she felt a little better. He looked like he was in his early 20's and his floppy cloth hat shaded a fair complexion. He removed his hat and shoulder length flame red hair tumbled out from underneath. He tied the stringer to a branch and climbed up the rocks toward her. As he approached, she realized that he dwarfed her. He must be at least six five and he looked nearly as broad as he was tall. His arms were like tree trunks and his brown eyes smiled at her.
"Hello," he called. He spoke loudly over the noise of the falls and his voice was a deep bass rumble. "You've got quite a way of introducing yourself." He laughed and it was infectious. "I'm Marley Dolan and I'm sorry I startled you like that. I didn't expect to see a mermaid up here."
She laughed. "Pleased to meet you Marley. I don't usually introduce myself to people in the nude. Only the ones I want to be really embarrassed around for the rest of my life. I didn't expect anyone to be here. We're a hundred miles from town and I was going to go swimming before I started back to the truck."
"Well, it's not a hundred miles to my house," he told her, "and you're welcome to swim. I'll just sit over here on this rock and watch." He laughed again. "What's your name and what are you doing out here?"
"I'm doing research for my Ph. D in anthropology and I was studying some symbols on the rocks up by the cliff houses. I'm Tobin Draper. I'd like to swim but I think I'll keep my clothes on this time," she chuckled. "Won't I disturb your fishing?"
"No, I won't take any more fish out of this hole. I've got four already, two from here and two from downstream. I was just getting ready to head back."
"Well, apparently there are a lot more people around than I thought," she joked. "You want to watch my backpack?"
"I'd still rather watch you, and I think the backpack is safe. Are you going downstream?"
"Yes, why do you ask?"
"I'm going that way, too, for about half a mile. I'll get wet and walk that far with you."
He dove into the pool and swam up under the waterfall. She dropped her things and followed. The roar of the water was very loud and they swam for about ten minutes without talking. She pointed to the shore and he climbed out. He reached out one huge hand and she took it. He pulled and she was on the rock beside him. He turned away as she followed and she sat on a rock, drying her feet with a small towel before putting her socks and boots back on. She put on her backpack while he retrieved his trout, and they walked down the stream together.
"If we cross here there's a trail on the other side," he told her.
She sat down and reached for her boot strings again.
"I've got on sneakers and I'll carry you if you don't want to take your boots off," he told her.
She hesitated and he quickly reassured her. "I'm not trying to hit on you or anything; just being helpful. I'll carry you piggy-back if you'll hold my fish."
"Okay, it's a deal." He crouched and she jumped up, wrapping her legs around him. He pretended to stagger and held on to her behind one knee to keep her astride.
"You got rocks in that backpack?" he joked as he handed her the stringer. He reached around and held her other knee.
"You big clown," she laughed. "You could carry ten of me."
"Yeah, you're pretty light," he laughed. He waded through the shallow water. When they crossed, he turned his back to a flat rock and let her down. He took his fish back and they climbed the five feet up the bank to the trail.
They walked along and he chattered to her as they walked. "I live just about five miles from here. I'm a fifth year senior at the University of New Mexico. I wrestled for the Lobo's until my eligibility ran out last semester. I got a knee twisted toward the end of my junior year and missed a lot of classes and they let me make it up once it healed up. I'll graduate next semester. Where are you from, Tobin?"
"I was raised in Buffalo, New York," she told him. "My parents still live there. Were you raised here?"
"Yep, I've lived here all my life. My dad owned a big ranch over east of here. After he died, Mom sold off most of the land and we only have about 1,000 acres now. We run a few cows and horses. There's just Mom and my little sister and me. I guess she's not so little any more. She's going to New Mexico State but she's home for the summer."
Tobin heard a strange sound off to her right up a small ravine and she turned to look. There was an odd shimmering in the air of the draw. A small human figure peered around a rock and she screamed and jumped back. A rock turned under her foot and she fell. Sparks exploded in her head as it struck the ground and the world spun around her. She felt nauseous. Marley was kneeling beside her.
"You okay, Tobin? Jesus, you're bleeding. What happened?"
"I saw someone in the ravine," she told him.
He turned to look. "There's no one there now. Are you sure?"
"Yes, well no, maybe it was my imagination. Damn, my head hurts Marley. What kind of a name is Marley?"
"Dad was a big fan of Bob Marley and the Wailers. He named me after him. Let me look at you, Tobin."
He cleaned the blood off her face with his handkerchief and some water from his canteen. He held her cheeks between his hands and looked into her eyes. Her soft gray orbs appeared normal but he was concerned with the question about his name in the circumstances.
"I think you have a concussion, Tobin. Can you sit up?"
She sat up and a wave of dizziness swept over her. She turned quickly away and he held her head as she emptied her stomach. He took off her bandanna, wet it with his canteen and cleaned her up. He got in her backpack, took out the towel she had used to dry her feet and poured water over it. He sat cross-legged behind her, laid her back against his chest and bathed her face with the cool towel. Her nausea passed but she feared that if she tried to stand up it would return.
"Where's your truck, Tobin?"
"It's down at the end of the road," she told him.
"That's probably six miles. You aren't going to get there. It's about a mile to mine. I drove down to the edge of the canyon across my land. I can carry you that far, but I'm afraid six miles might as well be on the moon. Will you let me take you to my truck? I'll take you home with me and we can decide what to do from there. My mother is a doctor. She's a cardiologist, but she'll know what to do. Is that okay?"
"Yes, I'm sorry to be such a bother, Marley. I don't know what I'd have done if you hadn't been here. I'll make it up to you somehow."
"Now I know your brains are scrambled," he told her. "I get to carry a mermaid in my arms for a mile and you think it's a bother?"
She laughed and then winced. He picked her up and carried her to her backpack. He managed to pick it and his fish up while holding her and started down the canyon. He turned left in a quarter mile and climbed up a ravine out of the canyon. He was breathing heavily when he reached the top. He set her backpack and the fish down, then sat down on a rock and rested, holding her on his lap.
She rested her cheek against his chest and she could hear the pounding of his heart as it struggled to pump oxygen to his depleted body. Her head throbbed to its rhythm and her eyes grew heavy as she started to drift into a comfortable dream when he noticed.
"Tobin, don't go to sleep," he told her. "I heard somewhere that you aren't supposed to sleep when you hit your head."
"Just for a minute," she murmured. "I'm so tired."
"No," he told her. "Wake up, Tobin. I'm afraid to shake you. Remember when you came around that rock and all you had on were your panties? I remember what color they were."
Her eyes snapped open and her face flamed.
"There, that's better," he laughed. "I'm sorry, I can't let you sleep. If you go to sleep I'm going to look at them again."
"I can't believe you'd use a dirty trick like that," she giggled. "Okay, I'll stay awake and protect myself."
He picked up her bag and the fish and climbed the slope of the canyon. In ten minutes, they saw a yellow Jeep and he soon had her inside. He put the top up and started it, turning the air-conditioning on high before throwing her bag in the back and putting his fish in a cooler of ice.
"I can't believe you hung on to the fish," she told him.
"I can't stand to kill something and not eat it," he told her. "It doesn't seem right."
"I agree," she told him. "It was just a lot of trouble."
He drove slowly east and Tobin moaned occasionally as the rough ride made pain shoot through her head. Before long, they hit a track and he drove faster. It was joined by other tracks and soon became a gravel road. They were climbing steadily and the road wound up toward the mountain ahead. Soon pines began to line the road.
She was feeling very sleepy but the thought of her panties kept her awake until they pulled up in front of a huge log structure. It appeared too large for a house. She thought it must be some sort of lodge. Marley parked in front, went around and opened her door. He reached in and picked her up, then carried her up the front steps and into the house. He kicked the door closed and she found herself in a huge room. It was all wood. The floors were a satin dark wood of some sort and the walls were rough logs. Flights of stairs made of half logs went up each wall to lofts on each either side, and another flight led up to a third level. He carried her to a large sofa and laid her down. He got a pillow and put it under her head.
"Mom, could you come in here please?" he called. "It's kind of an emergency."
A door opened and a tall, willowy woman with dark hair wearing a dark gray dress with her feet bare came sweeping in.
"What's wrong, baby?" she said. Her voice was low and husky and Tobin thought she was beautiful.
"This is Tobin," he told her. "She fell and hit her head on a rock. She threw up, she's been talking a little oddly and she's very sleepy. I was afraid to let her go to sleep."
"I haven't been talking oddly," she protested. "You were the one talking about what color my panties are."
He blushed, "See what I mean?"
His mother glanced at him sharply. "Let me take a look at her."
She pushed him out of the way and looked into Tobin's eyes. She felt the bump on her head and asked Marley to get her a flashlight. She flicked it into Tobin's eyes and seemed satisfied.
"I think you have a concussion, honey. I don't think you have a skull fracture and your eyes react normally. It's okay if you sleep. That's a myth, but we still hear it all the time. Marley should know better. We'll wake you up and check on you every couple of hours, but I think you should rest. Do you need to call someone? I think you shouldn't be moved until you're feeling a lot better. Are you in pain?"
"If you could call the hotel, I told them where I was going and when I'd be back," she said. "The number is in my backpack. My head is throbbing and I think it's making me feel sick. I may need to puke again."
Marley ran and came back with a dishpan and she was sick again. He took the pan away and cleaned it. He came back with an ice pack. He broke it and put it on her head. His mother went back through the door she had come out of and soon returned with a syringe.
"This will make you feel better," she said.
She injected it into Tobin's arm and she felt an immediate rush of relief flood through her.
"Thank you so much, Dr. Dolan. I'm sorry to bother you like this."
"Nonsense; you aren't a bother. You can call me Lila. Do you need a bath before I put you to bed?"
"No, we went swimming. That's when Marley saw my panties," her tongue was growing very thick.
"He's a very bad boy," Lila told her. "I won't let him do it again. Is it okay if he carries you to bed?"
"Yes, he's not really bad. He's been so nice to me. It was my fault and he carried me for miles. I'll just rest my eyes for a minute."
"Take her to the autumn room, Marley."
Tobin felt herself lifted in strong arms and she felt that she was rising through the air. She floated on heavenly softness and she felt her clothes being removed. "No, Marley, don't look," she murmured.
"He isn't here, honey, it's just me. I'm a doctor, remember?"
She smiled as the covers were pulled over her. "Could he come and hold my hand while I go to sleep?"
His mother called him and when he came in, Tobin lifted her heavy lids and smiled at him. She raised her hand to him and he came and sat beside her as she tucked her little hand into his. She pulled him down beside her and rolled onto her side with her arm across him.



He looked up at his mother and she nodded. "Stay here until she lets you go," she told him. "Then we're going to have a talk about panties."
He smiled ruefully and closed his eyes. After a few minutes, Tobin's breath was deep and regular and he slipped off the bed, then went outside and cleaned his fish. He went inside, showered and changed his clothes.
When he emerged, dinner was ready and he sat with his mother and sister and watched a movie while they ate. Aden was a younger copy of their mother with the same tall thin frame and dark hair. She adored her big brother and they were very close.
"Where did you find that beautiful girl, and why did you traumatize her like that?" Lila asked him.
"Hey, I was down in the canyon fishing the pool below the waterfall and all of a sudden she comes out from behind a rock naked. It wasn't my fault. Well, she wasn't naked; she had her panties on. I didn't want her to go to sleep so I told her I remembered what color they were and that I was going to look at them again if she went to sleep. She was embarrassed and it kept her awake. I didn't do anything, honest."
His mother laughed. "I believe you. She must have been very embarrassed. What color were they, by the way?"
"I have no idea," he laughed. "I just said that to keep her awake. I was too busy looking at her boobs to notice what color her panties were."
His mother and sister hooted with laughter.
Chapter Two
Lila set her alarm to wake her every two hours and checked on Tobin through the night. She was sleeping deeply and normally and when Lila left for work the next morning, she was still asleep. Her children were also still asleep and she set Marley's alarm and left him a note to continue to check on Tobin. If she woke up by noon, he was to feed her, bring her down to the sofa and talk to her. If she seemed normal, she should be allowed to take a bath. If she was in pain Lila had left a prescription for her but she was to take aspirin or ibuprophen under no circumstances. Tylenol was okay. She loved him and would see him in the afternoon.
Tobin slept until noon and so did Aden. Marley woke her up with some difficulty and asked her if she was okay. She complained of a headache and he gave her an oxycodone and a glass of water. He woke her up again in half an hour and she felt much better. He told her that he was supposed to carry her down to the sofa and talk to her. She started to turn the covers back and discovered to her intense embarrassment that she was naked.
Marley couldn't contain himself. He laughed until he collapsed on her bed. "We've got to stop meeting like this," he gasped. She beat him with a pillow, which caused her covers to slip again and sent him into further convulsions.
"Get out of here and get me some clothes, you big oaf," she said. "I'm sick and you're making fun of me." She began to cry.
He was instantly contrite. "No, no, don't cry. I'm so sorry, Tobin. Here," he scooted up beside her and wrapped her covers around her and hugged her close. "I'm sorry, I'm an idiot. I wasn't thinking about you feeling so bad. I've always had a weird sense of humor." He turned her face up to look at him. "Do you forgive me?" He wiped a tear off her cheek with his thumb.
"Yes; it's me that should be sorry. I don't know what's the matter with me. I'm all weepy feeling. I usually have a weird sense of humor too." She looked up at him from under long wet lashes.
He couldn't help himself, "Tobin, would you mind if I kissed you?"
She burst into tears again and he was shocked.
"No, no, I won't do it then. Please don't cry, Tobin."
"I don't know what's wrong with me," she sobbed. "I want you to kiss me, but I'm all weird today."
"It must be the drugs," he told her.
"I think that's it," she said. "I almost never cry. When do you think you might want to kiss me, Marley?"
He laughed. "I've wanted to kiss you ever since I met you. I'm going to do it now."
She raised her lips and he kissed them. They were incredibly full and soft and he tasted the salt of her tears. He kissed her for a long time and when he drew away, he gently captured her full lower lip between his teeth and stretched it, allowing it to slip slowly away.
Her eyes fluttered and she snuggled into him as he squeezed her.
"I'm going to get my sister to find you something to wear and help you dress," he told her. "Her name is Aden and you'll love her. She's my best friend and I know she's going to love you."
He got up and went to his sister's room. She was sitting at her mirror putting the finishing touches on her makeup. "Hey, Addy, would you mind finding something for Tobin to wear? Mom wants me to carry her down to the living room and get her something to eat. I'll get you something too, ok?"
"Sure thing, bro. Her panties are going to be purple, by the way." They both laughed and he went away to the kitchen.
By the time Tobin was dressed he had breakfast burritos ready and he went up and carried her downstairs. She was dressed in a big fluffy white bathrobe and she looked beautiful.
She wasn't very hungry but he persuaded her to eat a burrito and drink a glass of milk. Aden ate three and he took the dishes away. When he got back, the two girls were talking about college and he gave them glasses of juice and joined the conversation. They talked for an hour and Tobin grew sleepy again. He laid her head in his lap and Aden covered her up with a throw. The siblings watched a horror movie on Netflix while she napped.
She woke up around three. He carried her out to the deck and Aden gave her a bathing suit. He came back with swimming trunks and they all got in the hot tub and soaked. They got out periodically and cooled off in the pool. She was feeling her headache returning so Aden got her another pill and Marley carried her back in to the sofa. They left her napping while they cooked dinner. Lila returned around 5:30. They woke Tobin up and she felt well enough to walk to the table for dinner. Aden held her arm and she discovered that Marley had cooked the trout he had caught yesterday. She declared them well worth the trouble they had been
Lila had stopped by the hotel and picked up her things. "How would you feel about staying here while you do your work?" she asked Tobin. "We have much better access to the canyon and I could keep an eye on you. I think Marley should go with you for a while anyway just to make sure you're recovered and okay."
"I don't know how to thank you," Tobin said. "You've all been so kind and I feel like I'm imposing on you."
"I'm sending your insurance company a hefty bill," Lila laughed. "But really, we'd love to have you. My children aren't the lonely type, but I'm sure they'd love the company. How long were you planning to stay at the hotel?"
"I don't have a set time. I've just discovered what I think is an unknown cliff house in the canyon. It's on private land and it's nearly unreachable. I was going to try to get permission from the landowner to make a climb. It could take weeks for me to thoroughly examine the site."
"Well, it isn't exactly unknown," Lila told her, "and I don't think you'll have any trouble with the landowner."
"Do you know who the land owner is? What do you mean it isn't unknown? It isn't mentioned in any literature I could find."
"Well, my family knows about it and maybe some of the locals do too. As far as the landowner goes, she's giving you an examination right now."
"You own it? You'll let me climb up and look at it?"
"Yes, and yes; Marley knows more about it than I do. What do you think about climbing, Marley?"
"I think it's easier to climb down than up," he said. "It's kind of a dangerous place, Tobin. There's no way to climb up without inserting pins in the rock and it's loose and dangerous. We could rappel down from the top a lot more safely. My dad died there."
"Oh, my God; I didn't know. I'm so sorry. Do you mind telling me what happened?"
"It's been ten years, Tobin," Lila patted her arm. "Don't be sorry. There's no way you could have known. I don't mind talking about it. We don't know what happened. He could have had a heart attack and fallen or just took a wrong step. We don't know. He loved to poke around the place and he always said there was something odd about it. It was like there was something just at the corner of your eye, but when you turned to look it was gone. Marley found him after two days and the wild animals found him first. It was pretty gruesome and it took us a while to get over it, but nature's like that. He died in a place he loved, doing something he loved. However, I don't think it's a place you should go alone."
"I'll go with you, Tobin, if that's okay. Addy, you want to go? We could pack lunch; maybe swim at the waterfall while Tobin works?"
"Sure, it's not like I have a big party planned. What do you think, Tobin?"
"I'd love for you guys to go with me."
"Well, you're not going anywhere beyond walking distance from this house for a couple of days," Lila told her. "Doctor's orders and I don't think you should go there first. Do something easy the first day and then if you feel okay I'll release you and you can do anything you feel like doing. Deal?"
"It's a deal. Right now I feel my head starting to pound and I want some Tylenol and a bed."
In two days, she was feeling no effects from her fall except for the receding bump on her head and Lila cleared her to go back to the canyon. Marley and Aden had retrieved her truck and parked it in front of the house. She wanted to take it because it had all her equipment in it so they packed a lunch and swimsuits and drove to the canyon.
It was chilly when they left but the sun soon had the temperature skyrocketing and the heat was oppressive in the canyon. Heat waves caused the air to shimmer and Tobin found her drop cloth had worked loose. She folded it and packed it away. The petroglyph was gone.
"Aden, did it rain while I was sick?" she asked.
"No, it hardly ever rains this time of year. Why?"
"There was a symbol painted on this rock the last time I was here. Now it's gone and it almost seems like it's been washed off. I had it covered up, but somehow the covering came off."
"Take a look at this," Marley said.
In the dust about six feet from the rock there was a clearly outlined bare footprint. It was very small, appearing to be the footprint of a small woman or child.
"Were you walking around here barefooted?" he asked Tobin.
"No, I took off my boots down at the waterfall," she blushed and looked away from his eyes. "I don't have tough enough feet to walk around on the rocks barefooted. Besides, my feet are bigger than that."
She compared her foot to the track and Aden did the same. They had similarly sized feet, but they were clearly at least an inch longer than the track.
"Do you think whoever left the footprint took off your tarp and erased the symbol?" Aden asked.
"Maybe, but why would they do that? Who would want to erase a thousand year old petroglyph? I don't know. It's okay, I've got pictures. Let's look around and see if we can find anything else."
Near the edge of the rock, Tobin discovered what looked like a bone protruding from debris that had fallen from above. They removed the rubble and discovered several more bones. Marley swept the area with a broom while Tobin took pictures.
"These look like human bones," Aden shivered. "Should we be disturbing them?"
"We shouldn't move them," Tobin said. "We can brush away the dirt. This isn't a burial mound; it looks like these people died in a fight."
She pointed out that one of the skulls had been crushed. "That happened while they were alive," she said. The skeletons weren't intact and the bones were scattered over an area a dozen feet square. "It's almost like they were dismembered." She felt the small hairs rise on the back of her neck as if someone were watching her.
She spun quickly around and thought she saw movement out of the corned of her eye. She looked but there were only the shimmering heat waves.
"This is kind of creeping me out," she said. "Let's get out of here and go swimming."
The Dolans were agreeable and they made their way back to the waterfall. Marley jumped in right away since he already had shorts on and the two girls went behind the familiar rock and changed.
Marley spotted them when they came around the rock carrying their clothes. "I liked the other suit better," he called.
Tobin blushed furiously and threw a small rock at him. He yelped as it bounced off his shoulder. "You throw like a girl," he called.
"Let's dunk him," Aden said.
They ran splashing into the pool and leaped on him, struggling to push his head under. This proved no easy task since he was half a foot taller and they soon found the tables turned as he pushed their heads under the water.
They came up sputtering and attacked him again. He was weak with laughter and allowed them to have their way, ducking his head under. Their vengeance satisfied he slipped an arm around them and pulled their water slick bodies against him.
"If only my buddies could see me now," he mused. "Alone in the wilderness in a pool below a waterfall with the two most beautiful girls in the world in my arms, they'd cut off their right arms to be me."
"One of whom happens to be your sister," Aden told him.
"The sexiest sister alive," he agreed, sliding his hand down to squeeze her butt.
She shrieked and splashed him. "You are so bad. Stay away from him, Tobin. He'll corrupt you."
"Oh, I guess I don't mind a little corruption," she kissed his cheek. "I'm hungry; let's eat."
They spread a blanket on a large, flat rock and unpacked their cooler. They had sandwiches and chips and cookies and beer to drink.
"Addy's not old enough to drink beer. Don't tell Mom, Tobin," he said.
"No, I won't say anything."
They packed up the trash and the girls lay on the rock, soaking up the sun.
Marley put his t-shirt back on and got out his floppy hat. He rubbed sunscreen on his legs.
"We gingers aren't genetically blessed in the exposure department," he told them. "If I lay like that I'll burn in about ten minutes. See this freckle here?" he pointed to his huge bicep. "That's your soul, Addy. I stole it while we were in the water. Tobin's next."
They laughed. "I wouldn't mind some of that sunscreen myself," Aden said. "Later in the summer I won't have to worry about it, but I'm still working on my tan."
Tobin's arms, face and neck and lower legs were very brown, but she had definite tan lines going on and her borrowed swim suit exposed a lot of skin.
"Well, as the owner of the sunscreen, I get to apply it," he told them.
"See, I told you he's nasty," Aden complained. "I'll do you, Tobin and then you do me."
There was a battle for the sunscreen and Marley soon wrestled them into submission, catching Tobin in a leg scissor around her belly and locking Aden into a kimura. He squeezed Tobin until she could hardly breathe and twisted Aden's arm until she yelped in pain.
"Okay, okay, you big lunk, get off us. You can put on the sunscreen."
"I am your master," he crowed. "Say it."
They struggled a little more and he clamped down.
"Okay," Tobin gasped. "You're my master."
"Stop Marley, you're my master," Aden admitted.
He turned them loose and Aden immediately attacked him again. He pinned her down on her stomach and sat astride her while he squeezed the sunscreen on her back. She surrendered and allowed him to work it into her skin. He untied her bikini string, spread the lotion evenly across her back and got off her to apply it to her legs. He ran his hands under her bikini bottoms and squeezed her firm cheeks and she squealed and kicked at him.
"Stop that bro." She rolled over. "Do my front."
"Aden?" Tobin was a little shocked when the younger girl exposed her breasts to her brother.
"It's okay, Tobin. We've been going naked around one another since we were kids. Mom and Dad were always cool with it. I guess it might seem weird but we don't have sex or anything. We just like going without clothes sometimes. We don't have any secrets. I'll put my top back on if it weirds you out."
"No, it's okay. I just didn't know where this was going. I know you guys are kind of free spirits. I actually think it's kind of cool. I've never known a brother and a sister that seem so close. I envy you. I hate my sister. She's three years older than I am and she's been a bitch her whole life. Mom and Dad are miserable around her and I pity her husband and kids. It's cool to see you guys love each other so much."
"Marley's been by hero since my first day of school," Aden said. "He beat the snot out of an older guy that pulled my hair. He's always been there for me and I love him to death."
"Please; stop," he protested. "I'm going to weep." He finished covering Aden with the lotion and gave her nipples a tweak, making her squeak. "Your turn, Tobin."
He moved astride her and kneeled down, resting lightly on her butt. "How is your bump feeling?" he asked her as he worked the sunscreen into her neck and shoulders.
"It's still a little sore, but I'm not having headaches anymore."
She sighed as he massaged her back and reached around to untie her string. He continued down her back to the top of her swimsuit. He pushed it down a little and the top of cleft between the two rising mounds came into view. She shivered as he worked the sunscreen into it. He moved to her feet and tickled her a little. She giggled and he moved up her calves and thighs, running his fingers under the edge of her bottoms as she began to squirm a little.
He rose so she could roll over and his breath caught in his chest as she left her top behind. He hadn't known she would do that but seeing Aden expose herself without embarrassment had given Tobin confidence and made her comfortable.
Her breasts were magnificent. Full and firm, they stood out proudly, not losing their shape even lying on her back. Her nipples were erect and throbbing, very pale areolae were nearly invisible except where they stood out thicker, forming small pink cones on the tips of her breasts, capped by slightly darker pink nubs.
He avoided them for the moment, beginning with her ankles again. He worked up her legs to the V between, fascinated by a stray dark curl that had escaped. Again he ran his fingers just under the leg openings and tugged gently at the curl. She giggled again and he worked his way up across the flat plane of her stomach and across the rise of her ribs. He bent and captured one firm nubbin between his lips and stretched it a little as she gasped.
He worked the oil into the delightful mounds, rolling the nipples between his fingers until she moaned.
"Stop torturing the girl, Marley. I'm right here, you know." Aden told him. "Jesus, get a room."
Tobin blushed furiously and Marley sat up with a laugh. "Sorry Addy, I just got carried away. Have you ever seen such a sexy body?"
Aden leaned up on one elbow and looked at Tobin. "No, I don't think I have." She reached out and tested the weight of one big breast.
Tobin gasped and pressed her hand over Aden's for a moment. "Aden?"
"Yes, you're smoking hot, and you know it, Tobin. Don't tell me a lot of girls haven't made passes at you."
"Well, yes they have but they weren't like you. Are you gay, Aden?"
"No, but I like beautiful things and you're beautiful. Beautiful feels good."
"Oh, I guess you're right. Do you mind if I touch you?"
"I was hoping you would, but Marley is going to break something. Another time."
Marley dove back into the chilly water to regain some measure of control and the two girls giggled and relaxed on the rock.
Applying the sunscreen was hot work and Marley was grateful for the water. He dove to the bottom and noticed a small opening in the face of the rock behind the waterfall and just below the surface. He reached his arm in but he couldn't feel anything. He decided to bring a snorkel with him the next time he came.



When he surfaced, the girls were back in the water and they played until the chill drove them back to their clothes.
They walked back to Tobin's truck with Marley between them and his arms over their shoulders. They loaded their gear and began the drive home.
"That was the most fun I've had in years," Tobin told them. She was sitting between them and she put an arm around them both. "Thanks guys. You're fun to be around."
"We like you, too," Aden told her. "I'm glad you're staying with us, Tobin. This is going to be an interesting summer."
When they returned to the house, Lila was in the hot tub and Tobin discovered that the lack of a taboo against nudity extended to their mother as well as she walked naked into the house, drying herself with a towel. She dressed for dinner and they popped popcorn and watched another cheesy horror flick before going to bed.
Chapter Three
Tobin worked on her computer all the next day, uploading her pictures and sending the symbol to everyone she could discover that might know something about it. She had used Photoshop to touch it up and complete some of the broken places. She researched the petroglyphs found in the area and found some similar symbols but nothing that matched exactly.
E-mails began popping up late in the afternoon as researchers had the opportunity to evaluate the symbol.
Around ten people had seen it before. According to them, all but one sighting had been drawn in paint. Five had taken samples and reported that it was not paint at all but human blood. She shivered when she heard that. One reported that she had found the symbol carved into a rock near Cowboy Wash in Colorado.
She forwarded the image to Tobin and she compared it to her symbol.
The symbols were very similar. Research into the Cowboy Wash dig site was very controversial. The initial team had decided that the population had shown signs of cannibalism and abandonment after the cannibalism began. Later comments had objected to these findings. It appeared to Tobin that it was politically incorrect to attribute cannibalism to the pueblo tribes of that era and that the original findings were correct. The discovery of dismembered bodies found at Cowboy Wash matched their discovery and she forwarded her pictures of the bones they had found.
Lila had the day off and Tobin shared her research with the older woman. "It sounds pretty gruesome to me," Lila said. "Did they really eat one another?"
"That's the way it looks. Maybe I'll find out more when we climb down to the cliff houses."
"I want you kids to be very careful out there. I've given enough to that place. The path is very treacherous and you have to crouch down to get under the cliff in a couple of places. You're right out on the edge. Promise me you'll stay roped together and tie off on the rocks in the narrow places."
"We will, Lila. Don't worry about us."
"That's my job."
"I know, but I'll take care of them, or they'll take care of me."
"I know you will, honey. When are you going?"
"If I get done here, maybe we'll go tomorrow. I've got some writing to do and then I'll be ready."
Tomorrow turned out not to be a propitious day as thunder rumbled over the mountain and a light rain was falling when they woke up. They decided to postpone to the following day and Tobin again spent the day on her computer. She was well into her first draft and had incorporated many of the new details into her dissertation. She read it to Marley and Aden in the afternoon.
Her thesis stated that the disappearance of the ancient pueblo people was triggered by a religious upheaval in their society. Their astronomical ancestral religion was abandoned, first in the larger cities and spreading rapidly through the communities. Those loyal to the old gods fled to the mesa tops and then to the inaccessible sides of cliffs. Somehow even those impregnable fortresses had fallen, and the remnants fled south before a rising plague of ritual murder, war, pestilence, famine and cannibalism. The people self-destructed leaving behind only the haunted dwellings and a name, "the people who are our enemies, or "the ancestors of those who are not us," depending on the translation.
Sparking the religious revolution was the attainment of some tremendous leap in power. According to those who fled and passed the legends on to their dependents, the new religious order attained spiritual power beyond anything previously imagined and gained control over the natural forces. They tampered with things beyond their comprehension with catastrophic results. They built religious structures to enhance their powers and worshipped a being depicted as a horned demon in murderous rites. It was unclear where the new religion originated but it rang a death knell over the culture.
A counter revolution began, too late to save their civilization. The revolution dismantled many of the buildings, wiped the cult out and left the ruins of their once great civilization to the wind. They carried warning to the cultures to the south and assimilated with them, disappearing into the dustbin of history. Only the warning and the ruins remained.
"That's a pretty bleak tale," Aden said. "I feel so sorry for those people. It seems like they went from a culture of peaceful farmers growing their corn, beans and squash in irrigated fields to a debased, degraded and suicidal gathering of mad men."
"What would people say 1000 years from now if we go down the tubes tomorrow?" Marley asked. "They'd probably say the same thing about us."
"Yes, but even when cultures break down now you seldom see religious murder cults or cannibalism today," Tobin objected. "Maybe if there was starvation along with the cultural collapse you might see it, and maybe that's what's going on here. However, they survived famine before, even worse than they were experiencing when the new religion came crashing down. I think the evidence points to ritual murder and cannibalism."
Lila came home early and the four of them drove into town to eat. Several of the Dolan's friends from high school joined them and they all went to a club. No one questioned Aden's presence and although she didn't drink, they spent several hours in dancing and conversation with old friends. Aden danced with anyone who asked her and Tobin danced mostly with Marley. He led his mother out once and she accepted an invitation from a young man who claimed to be an old friend of the family and the son of the local sheriff.
He was very much in awe of Tobin and was very careful not to offend her. "Marley could break my neck with one hand," he told her. "Not that he ever would, but I remember when Addy was in the first grade and Marley was in the third. This fifth grader knocked her off the swings and cut her lip. I thought Marley was going to beat him to death. We had to pull him off and the kid's parents threw a fit. Luckily, there were a lot of witnesses that saw the kid start the fight. Nobody ever messed with either of them after that. When we were in high school all I ever had to say was I was a friend of Marley's and bullies backed off right away."
"He seems like a big teddy bear to me," Tobin said.
"Yes, but he has a temper to go along with that red hair. It takes a lot to get him going, but I wouldn't want him mad at me. Even the coaches didn't talk to him like they talked to the rest of us. I think they were afraid of him. Well, that and they needed him on their teams. He used to just crush people on the football field. He didn't like football much though. He always liked wrestling."
"What's he majoring in at school?" she asked.
"He hasn't told you? He's majoring in philosophy. His parents are obscenely wealthy and he doesn't need to work. His dad inherited the largest ranch west of Texas and he expanded it constantly until he had the accident. Lila sold most of it off, but they bought heavily into telecommunications just before cell phones got big and I would hate to guess how much they're worth."
"I had no idea. They don't seem at all snooty about it."
"Have you seen their house? I don't know how you met them, but they pretty much keep to themselves up there. You must be someone pretty important for them to take you in like that. I've never been in the house. Marley lets me hunt up there, but not many people have ever been inside the house."
Tobin rolled the conversation over in her mind for a while. On the way home, she was quiet for a long time.
"Are you okay, Tobin?" Lila asked. "Is your head bothering you? We shouldn't have come this soon. I'm sorry, honey."
"No, I feel fine," she said. "I was just wondering about something someone asked me back at the club. He said you guys don't mix much with the locals. He said he'd never been to your house and I must be someone important for you to take me in."
Lila laughed. "I suppose it must seem like that to them. The thing is, I don't care much for many of the people here. They're nice enough in their way, but I've never really needed anyone much except my children. I loved their father deeply and I never wanted to waste a minute away from him and my children. I never practiced after we got married until after he died and the kids went away to college. Do you know I offer free medicine to anyone in this county that doesn't have health insurance? Did they tell you that we donated land for a sports complex, a huge community center and two parks in town? It just seems like the more you do the more they expect. I have five friends in town that visit our house regularly and I go to theirs."
"You are someone special, Tobin," Aden told her. "You're special to us."
Tobin smiled. "Well, I didn't believe any of it anyway. It just made me sad that they don't know you like I do. I've never met anyone like your family. I didn't know anyone existed like you. What does a philosophy major do, Marley?"
"That's what Mom and Addy wonder," he laughed. "We sit around and talk about beautiful women."
"I can believe that," Aden said. "What do beautiful women have to do with philosophy?"
"See, that's a philosophical question. What is a beautiful woman? What is beautiful and what is ugly? Do you think Tobin is beautiful?"
"No, I think she's smoking hot and so do you."
"Is she attractive?"
"What do you mean? Attractive how?"
"Exactly, take it any way you want."
"Well, if you mean sexually attractive, I'm not usually attracted to women, but if I was I'd sure pick her. I think most men would think she is very attractive."
"What makes her attractive?"
"Well, she has all that hair. It's a beautiful, blue/black color and it's so long. I think long hair is attractive. She has those tilted up grey eyes and a cute little nose. Her lips are all puffy and beautiful. She has a bubbly personality and she's so, I don't know, squishy."
"Hey," Tobin objected, "is that a fat joke?"
Aden laughed. "No, I meant like fun to squeeze. I guess I do find her attractive."
"Aden!" Tobin exclaimed.
"What? I think you're beautiful and I like beautiful things. When you see a beautiful statue, don't you want to run your hand across it? If you see a cute kitten don't you want to hold it and squeeze it?"
We've strayed from our subject," Lila said. "You were telling us how beauty is a philosophical idea."
"Have you ever seen old paintings of beautiful women?" Marley asked.
"Yes, but I don't think they're very beautiful," Aden said.
"Why not?"
"They just look like fat women with big noses. They look like me if I gained 75 pounds. They've got fat bellies and butts but little boobs. They look kind of gross."
"The men who painted them obviously thought they were quite beautiful. I guess standards have changed. That's what philosophy decides: important questions about what's real and what's cultural. Beautiful is cultural. Is someone beautiful because they have symmetrical features, because they have a certain body type, or because some fashion guru says they are? No, someone is beautiful when they look in the eyes of their lover and see desire. That's what philosophy is about. We talk about why things are the way they are. It's the greatest science in the world."
"Well, it's interesting, but it's not the greatest science," Aden told him.
"Enlighten us, oh wise one."
"It's agriculture, that's why I'm majoring in it. We feed the world."
"I think that's where you're wrong. I think the invention of agriculture is humanity's greatest mistake."
"You're such a hypocrite," she told him. "What do you call ranching? That's agriculture and you're doing it."
"I never said I wasn't doing it. In fact, you're the one that manages the ranch. I help you any way I can because I love you, but it's still a mistake."
"Go on," Lila said. "This is one I want to hear."
"Well, let's think about it like this: Suppose we have a nomadic hunter thousands of years ago. He hunts game, he picks wild fruit and eats wild grain. He digs for wild roots and catches fish. Studies show that he would have spent from two to 6 hours a day looking for food. His tools are dangerous and sharp and everyone leaves him alone. The group of raiders in the area are afraid to mess with him. One day he's out hunting and he thinks that if he grew some of the wild grain he could us it as bait to get the animals to come to him instead of chasing them. He scratches up a field close to his house and plants the grain. He starts feeding animals and when they come to eat the grain, he kills them. Eventually the animals become used to him and he builds a pen and domesticates them. Now he's raising grain and feeding it to his animals and he raises a surplus. He stores his surplus in jars he learns how to make because he needs to store grain. He's doing very well for himself."
"How is that a bad idea?" Tobin asked.
"So far it's not. However, there's that group of raiders in the area and they come riding by one day. They see he has a pretty sweet deal. They make him a proposal that for some of his surplus they'll protect him from other groups of raiders in the area and he won't have to protect himself and can spend his time growing things instead of worrying about raiders. So he makes a deal with the devil. He can now spend all his energy on agriculture and he gets even richer. The raiders make the same deal with other farmers in the area, and because of the agricultural surplus, a parasite class is born. They don't produce anything of their own; they live off of the labor of the farmers."
"That sounds like a government," Lila said.
"It is a government," he said. "That's what governments do. Pretty soon, the raiders go to the farmers and tell them that they need roads from their headquarters to the farms so that they can get to them quicker and protect them better. Since it's for the farmer's protection, he should donate some of their surplus to hire people to build roads."
"Don't the roads help the farmers?" Aden asked.
"Yes they do. But their surplus is smaller because they're now supporting the road building crew and the road maintenance crew. Soon the raiders need to recruit more protectors so they go to the farmers and ask for more. Since they have a bigger force, they need a bigger barracks. They also need someone to supervise the surplus gathering and some priests to bless their protection efforts and the growth of the crops. These all are for the farmer's benefit. Because he has a big surplus, he gets married and has children and the population swells. Soon it's so large that hunting and gathering can no longer support it. This requires a larger protection force and soon the farmer's surplus is melting away through his fingers. Are you with me so far and do you agree that this is what has happened?"
"I suppose," Tobin said. "Are you sure that's what happened?"
"Give me another explanation. Since he's no longer making a profit, he thinks for a while and he invents a plow that can be used to grow more grain. He breeds better animals, maybe ones that have twins. The raiders see how this is useful. They come to him and tell him that they need scientists that can invent things like plows and that for a little of his new production they will hire people to invent better plows."
The farmer is displeased with this, but he has a crop in the ground and animals to think about so he agrees. He has a family to think about now. His neighbor doesn't agree. The raiders arrest him and put him in prison. If he fights, he is no longer as dangerous as he once was because he just can't afford to take the time to be proficient with his old tools like a spear or a bow. He knows how to plow, not fight. So, they kill him and all the other farmers are afraid to resist and the business of the raiders and the parasite class becomes protecting the farmer out of all his surplus. Since he's tied to the land, he can't just vote with his feet and leave. Pretty soon he can't afford to eat his animals. They're too important as draft animals or they provide clothing, milk or offspring. He's reduced to eating grain. It's usually a single staple crop and if it fails, he starves. He's working far longer hours than when he hunted and with far less nutrition. He does bone deforming labor from dawn until dark while the raiders take the produce of most of his effort. They eat meat and have good nutrition and they are soon far larger and more intelligent than the poor farmer class. That's what happened to your pueblo people, Tobin. Their population grew to an unsustainable size and when the parasite class went mad, the whole civilization crumbled. It was all due to the invention of agriculture."
"Everything you say might be true, but if the raiders had left him alone the invention of agriculture would have made him better off," Aden said.
"Maybe so, but it's debatable. The problem is that the raiders never leave anyone alone. There are always those who want to live at the expense of everyone else. Besides, farming is against our nature."
"How is that?" Lila asked him.
"Take a look at your teeth. Is that the dental hardware of a grain eater or a killer ape? We were hunter/gathers for all of human history until about five minutes ago on the cosmological scale. Thousands of years of historical trend were laid aside and we became something else. Are we as happy and successful as we would be if there were about a third as many of us as there are and we followed our nature?"
"I don't know," she admitted. "I just know the way things are. The raiders are in charge and there's nowhere we can go to get away from them."
"Sometimes the farmers have risen up and thrown off their yokes. It may happen again. The problem is that they became the raiders as soon as they could and oppressed the other farmers. Maybe someday people will wake up and it will become a crime to live off other people. That's what I'm hoping for. Someday we may become rational."
"That's the most depressing account of history I've ever heard," Tobin told him. "Now I feel like a helpless farmer."
"Well, I'm not depressed," he told her. "I'm actually quite happy. I have Mom and Addy, and that smoking hot woman of Addy's is sitting across the car from me. I think that makes me the luckiest guy alive."
She slid across the seat and laid her head on his shoulder and he put his free arm around her and pulled her closer. He turned on the stereo and they listened to music until they reached home.
Chapter Four
The next morning they got up early, and the Dolans got climbing equipment and loaded it into Tobin's truck. Marley got a snorkel and a mask and some fins and packed them as well. Aden packed lunch and they drove to the canyon.
They pulled the truck to the edge of the cliff and tied their ropes off to it. Marley lowered the girls over the edge and they dropped 70 feet down to the ledge. He lowered their gear and dropped down himself. When he arrived, the girls were using string to mark off a grid. They would systematically map the ledge and tag anything they found with the grid coordinates. It didn't take them long to figure out how the inhabitants had reached the ledge from below. Several tall poles, notched to form ladders stood under the overhang and Marley believed they could still be used. They lowered one down and he descended, his harness clipped to lines they belayed as he descended. The pole was sturdy and he soon climbed back up.



They swept the area and began to discover artifacts almost immediately. It seemed that the inhabitants had left everything behind when they disappeared. They found tools, jewelry and jars full of grain in the houses. Pottery was unmolested and still stood on tables. There were a couple of sealed doors that they decided not to open yet. They began to grow hungry and they took their lunch and swimsuits, descended the pole and went to the pool to their lunch spot.
They lay around for a little while and then Marley donned his gear and made a dive to the opening in the rocks. There was a little current coming out and he had to swim against it to peer into the opening with a waterproof light. He caught the glint of something green and shiny inside but he couldn't get to it. He was too wide and thick. He surfaced and called to the girls. They swam over and he gave Aden his gear and adjusted it for her smaller size. He dove down with her and braced himself against the rocks. She kicked into the opening and he saw her hand grasp the object. He pulled her back out by the legs and they swam back to their blanket.
She laid the object in her hand on the blanket and they gasped. It was a small, humanoid figure with horns and a stubby tail, seemingly made from a single, large piece of turquoise.
"This is the same figure from the symbol on the rock," Tobin told them.
It had bits of leather string around its neck as if it had been a pendent at some point in the past.
"What do you think it's a symbol of?" Aden asked.
"I have no idea. I'd like to talk about it to some people. I may need to take a trip for a while. Right now I'm going to lay on that rock and get my dose of vitamin D."
"I'm going topless," Aden announced. She took off her bikini top and Tobin was a little embarrassed. She couldn't help looking. Aden was very slender but very muscular at the same time. Her breasts were little inverted teacups; small and so firm they appeared almost hard. Her nipples were erect and they were little pink nubs, virginal and very cute. Tobin had mixed emotions. She had never really been sexually attracted to a girl before but their talk on the way home from town ran through her thoughts. Aden had said she like beautiful things and she was very beautiful herself, Tobin thought. Her own nipples hardened as she watched Aden out of the corner of her eyes. She liked this very frank girl and she decided to do something she felt was very out of character.
"I'll put the sunscreen on you, if you want, Addy," she said.
Aden glanced at her. "Okay," she said. "Don't miss anything."
"I won't." She took off her own top and saw both Aden's and Marley's eyes drawn to her breasts. Her nipples ached and she blushed. She slid onto Aden's legs and worked the sunscreen onto her firm back. When she reached the dimple just over her butt she hesitated and then slid her fingers just under the bikini bottoms. She couldn't help herself. Those tight little buns were right there and she gave them a squeeze. Aden flexed them under her hands and they both giggled. Marley watched, transfixed as she stroked Aden's smooth thighs, again running her fingers just under the leg bands. When she finished, Aden rolled over and Tobin smoothed the lotion onto her firm belly, slowly working upward to those small mounds and cupping them in her hands. Aden opened her eyes and watched as Tobin squeezed her breasts into points, rolling her nipples between thumbs and forefingers before bending to give each one a kiss.
Shen she finished Aden was a little flushed and Tobin allowed her to apply it to her. It had become more of a mutual, sensual massage by the time they were finished and both girls were very horny. Marley could hardly believe how sexy that had been and he needed to get a grip on himself. He dove into the water to regain some measure of control. He swam around in the chilly water for a while and then climbed out.
"Put some clothes on and let's go home," he said.
They gathered up their things and walked back to the cliff house. The girls climbed up while Marley held the pole steady. He had the odd feeling someone was watching him. He glanced around but saw nothing. When the girls reached the ledge, they turned to lower the rope for their things and Tobin screamed.
"Behind you, Marley!"
He spun around and a man was springing at him with a stone knife raised to plunge it into his back. He only had time to throw up an arm and the knife slashed into his forearm, the tip grating on bone. He swore and grabbed the knife hand in both of his. The two men grappled for a moment and his assailant howled and sunk his teeth into Marley's wounded arm. He swore again and did a quick pivot, sending his attacker crashing face first into the wall of the cliff. He bounced off dazed and Marley leaped onto his back, crushing him to the ground. He worked his uninjured arm under the man's chin and cranked it tight. He got his legs hooked in a body scissor and cranked the chokehold tighter. In seconds the man went limp and Marley held the choke tightly for another minute.
"Marley, you're killing him," Aden called down.
He released his hold and the man crumpled to the ground. "He was trying to kill me," he said. "What are we going to do with him?"
"Tie him up and give him to the sheriff," Tobin said.
The man appeared to be one of the local Native Americans. He was dressed very strangely with only a leather rag covering his genitals. The stone knife appeared to be his only weapon and Marley slipped it into Tobin's backpack. He tied the man's arms and legs tightly and stuffed a rag into his mouth, securing it with a piece of rope.
"Let's see you bite someone now," he told the unconscious form.
With a great deal of trouble, they lifted him to the canyon rim and loaded him into the back of the truck. He was awake and struggling furiously as they loaded him into the truck.
The two girls hugged Marley and he felt them trembling. "It's okay," he told them.
"No, it's not," Aden told him. "Jesus Marley, you're bleeding all over me."
"It hurts like hell," he told them. "He got me pretty deep. I figured it was better to be stabbed in the arm than in the neck. You got a first aid kit, Tobin?"
She rummaged around behind the seat and came up with one. They cleaned up the knife wound and the place where he had been bitten. He sucked in his breath when they poured disinfectant into the wound and they bound it tightly.
"I think you need stitches," Aden told him. "We should go let Mom look at this."
"No, let's get rid of our prisoner and then I'll check and see if she's at the office."
They took the turn toward town and in 40 minutes, they pulled up in front of the sheriff's office. They went inside and explained the situation to him.
He followed them outside to Tobin's truck and looked their prisoner over. "Take the gag out and let's see what he has to say."
"Keep away from him," Marley advised the sheriff; "he bites."
He cut the rope and the man pushed the rag out of his mouth with his tongue. He began to rave in a language none of them understood.
"What is he saying?" the sheriff asked.
"I have no idea," Tobin said. "I know a few words of a lot of Native American dialects but this is new to me. It sounds a little like a Numic dialect of some sort. I doubt there are a hundred people alive that could understand him. Surely, he speaks English. There aren't any young people that speak the language I know of. Most of the people that remember are well up into their eighties and when they die the language is dead."
The sheriff leaned closer and spoke to the man. "What's your name? Why did you attack these people?"
He leaped back as the man lunged at him, teeth snapping in an attempt to bite him. He went back inside and came back with leg irons and a leather mask that would prevent him from being bitten. He cuffed the man's wrists and ankles and cut the ropes off. The prisoner kicked out at him wildly and raved, spittle dripping from the mask.
"Marley, you're bleeding like a stuck hog," he pointed out.
Blood was streaming down Marley's arm and dripping off his fingers on the ground. The girls were very alarmed at the amount.
"He needs another bandage, sheriff," Aden said. "Do you mind if we use your kit?"
He led them inside and opened up the first aid box on the wall. They took Marley to a sink and they girls began to take off his bandage while the sheriff locked the prisoner in a cell.
Blood began to pump as soon as they took the bandage off. "The knife must have nicked an artery or a big vein and it's opened up with all the exertion," he said. "Girls, I need to sit down."
They pressed a large wad of gauze over his wound and quickly taped it off. He took one step toward a chair and began to slump to the floor. The girls sprang to help but his weight was too much for them to support and they only managed to keep him from falling by easing him to the floor.
"Sheriff, help us," Tobin called.
He came running in and called for help from the front of the office. Two deputies came running in and they carried Marley to the truck while Aden applied heavy pressure to the wound.
"Put him in the back," she told them," and I'll ride back there with him. Could you follow us to Mom's office and help me get him out?"
"Sure, he weighs a ton," one of the deputies said. "There's no way you'll be able to get him out."
Tobin drove quickly to Lila's office and she was in. They carried him inside and put him on a table. Lila wrapped a rubber tube around his forearm and removed the bandage. "Pull on this tubing," she told her nurse.
She probed the wound and got forceps and reached inside. She was forced to cut the wound wider so she could see and she removed a piece of stone from inside. She found the cut in his artery and stitched it closed. She cleaned it thoroughly, stitched inside the wound and closed it with more stitches on the outside. It continued to bleed and she became worried.
"Has he been taking a lot of aspirin?" she asked the girls.
"Not that I know of," Aden said. "Why do you ask?"
"He's still bleeding. Clancy," she told her nurse. "Take that piece of stone down to Tim in the lab and have him test it for heparin or an anticlotting agent."
She continued to apply pressure to the wound. "He's lost quite a bit of blood, but if we get the bleeding stopped he should be okay," she reassured them. "We'll give him a transfusion if we need to."
In ten minutes, Clancy returned carrying a paper in her hand. "The piece of stone tested positive for Brodifacoum," she said.
"What is that?" Tobin asked.
"Something bad," Lila said. "Clancy, we need to give him a vitamin K injection and I need injections to take home. We'll start him on massive doses of pills tomorrow. Make sure they are in my bag."
Clancy quickly returned with a syringe and Lila injected it into Marley's other arm.
"Brodifacoum is a powerful anticoagulant," she told them. "It isn't used in medicine but it's used to poison rodents. It disrupts the vitamin K transformation and prevents the blood from clotting. Where did this piece of stone come from and how did he get hurt?"
They quickly filled her in on the events at the canyon and followed the narrative until they reached her office. "The piece of stone must have broken off that knife, but I have no idea where the poison could have come from." Tobin told her.
"Obviously the knife was treated with Brodifacoum to cause bleeding. How a man in a loincloth with a stone knife had access to a second generation anticoagulant, I have no idea," Lila said.
"Where does that poison come from?" Aden asked.
"I believe it was first discovered on moldy clover hay," Lila said. "I suppose that it might be possible that some local tribes might have known about it and used it as a poison."
"Not that I've ever heard of," Tobin objected. "I never heard of any Native American tribe using poison of any kind. They used some for medicinal purposes or in ritual magic, but not as a poison."
"Well, someone did. You should have come here first."
"We wanted to, but Marley wouldn't hear of it. He said he was fine."
"I'm not blaming you girls; but it was a bad call. Oh, well, it's done now. He's going to be fine. I'm going to give him some blood. Aden, do you mind giving him some?"
"No, I don't mind. I want him to have mine."
"What is his blood type?" Tobin asked.
"He's a B positive. That was his father's type. So is Aden. I won't give him blood out of a bank when I can get it from her. I know she's clean. Are you a donor, Tobin?"
"Yes, for myself. I have an exotic O negative type. I don't know what it means but I don't have D, C or E factors."
"It means you have a very rare blood type. I doubt there are 100 people in the country with that type."
"What did Marley do with the artifact we found?" Tobin asked Aden.
"I think he put it in his backpack. Do you want to show it to Mom?"
"Do you want to see it, Lila?"
"Maybe when I get home. I'm going to see a couple more patients while Clancy gives him the transfusion. He'll probably wake up in a minute. You girls go on home. Marley can ride with me."
He woke up when the nurse inserted the needle in his arm for the transfusion. He was a little disoriented, not knowing how he came to be in his mother's office, but Clancy managed to calm him and let him know that his mother had fixed his arm and would take him home as soon as the transfusion was complete.
He rested comfortably for perhaps half an hour and Lila was ready to go. The drive home was full of speculation about where the man who attacked him came from and what the artifact might be about.
When they arrived home, the girls rushed out and made a fuss over Marley. "Stop," he fended them off, "I'm really fine. My arm hurts like hell, but I'm fine. I want to thank you for taking care of me, but I really don't need fussed over."
"What's the use of being injured if you don't let beautiful women fuss over you?" his mother told him. "Take advantage of it while you can."
Marley really hadn't thought of it that way and became a docile patient for two days. He took large doses of vitamin K and mostly rested while the girls revolved around him. Tobin announced that she was going to Boulder, Colorado to speak with a team of researchers at the University of Colorado. A team there had presented a paper detailing the collapse of the Chaco Canyon culture. She felt that they had a lot of insight into the religious dynamic and wanted them to take a look at the turquoise figure. She had remembered that Chaco Canyon had apparently been a clearinghouse for turquoise and hoped that they might have some idea as to the date and purpose the horned figure might represent.
She invited Aden and Marley to go with her and Marley quickly agreed. Aden had ranch business that she had been putting off and reluctantly declined. Marley couldn't get enough of Tobin. She fascinated him in a way that he had never experienced with another girl. She was so competent, self-assured and yet so vulnerable and innocent at the same time. She trusted him completely and without reservation and he realized that he was falling in love with her.
For her part, Tobin was confused. She had led a sheltered life. She had always enjoyed a special place in her parents' life. Their constant battle in coping with her sister's nearly psychotic personality had focused their parental urges on her and she had reveled in it. Her grades at school had been at or near the top of her class throughout high school and academics had been her focus. She wasn't much interested in the adolescent games of her fellows. Dating pimply faced teenagers had never appealed to her and between schoolwork and swimming on the school team; she had little social life outside her parents.
College hadn't changed that much, although she had a brief relationship with a graduate student who had taken a group on a couple of digs. It never went anywhere and when she discovered that he was using the work of his students as his own research, she moved on. Marley was a whole new ball game. He was the most thoughtful and insightful young man she had ever met. His free and easy lifestyle appealed to her a great deal and already she felt that she was becoming a part of something in his family that she didn't fully understand. It was as if they were a single entity that had opened up and enveloped her.
His rescue when she was hurt in the canyon and the intertwining of their lives since had made such an impression on her mind that she found she had difficulty thinking of her life without him in it. She was very attracted to him. Sitting on the sofa with his huge arm around her made her feel like a little girl, very safe and warm and not wanting to move. His laughter was infectious and she loved hearing him talk. It was as if a grizzly bear could speak, low and rumbling. She wanted to snuggle and press herself against him all the time. Physical contact with him made her heart beat faster and she spent every moment she could reveling in that contact. She wanted more, but she was afraid. It would be so easy to lose control and just be with him and that was not how she had her life planned. That plan seemed sillier the more she thought about it. It was sterile and although she loved anthropology, she had discovered there was more to life than old bones. There was Marley.
Aden was a fascinating complication. Tobin felt about her much the same way she did about Marley. She had her parents and now Marley, and then Addy had also occupied a place in her life. She was realizing that she had something special here and she decided that she was going to take advantage of the total package. She was going to love this new family to whatever extent they would allow. Even Lila was now a precious new addition to her life and she was happy as she had never been before.
The marvelous series of accidents had opened up a completely new opportunity for her to be part of something she had been longing for her whole life but never knew she was missing.
She called the researchers she wanted to talk to, a couple that had published several papers and discussed with Marley the logistics. He insisted that she leave travel plans to him and she surrendered her normally detail meticulous schedule to him.
Chapter Five
The morning came, fair and promising beautiful weather for traveling. Tobin came downstairs with two suitcases and Marley immediately sent her back up to combine them. He explained that he didn't have enough room for two suitcases. She was very surprised and complained that he was being silly. He told her that she didn't know what she was talking about and that he had a surprise for her.
When she came back down, he made her wear a blindfold until they were outside. He led her carefully down the front steps and she felt the sidewalk give way to the asphalt of the driveway under her feet. He stopped her and took her suitcase. She was surprised when he then took her in his arms and kissed her thoroughly.
"Marley? What are you doing?" she asked.
"You just looked too cute in your blindfold not to kiss," he told her. "You can look now."
She pushed up the bandanna and gasped. The most beautiful, midnight blue, car she had ever seen was sitting in front of her. "Marley, I love it! Is it yours?"
"Yep, Mom bought it for me as a graduation present. I don't drive it much, but I thought it would be fun for us to take it to Boulder."
"What is it?" she asked.
"It's a 2006 Ford GT," he told her. "It will do 0-150 in 17 seconds. We don't have the roads for that around here but once we get on the interstate we can let the ponies gallop a little. Would you like to drive it?"
"I'd love to, but why don't you let me ride in it first and watch you. I see now why I could only take one suitcase. I thought we would take your jeep or my truck. Let's get in, I can hardly wait."



He opened the hood and instead of seeing the engine as she expected, there was a small trunk. He put their luggage in and they climbed in. He cranked down the windows and they eased down the long driveway to the highway. He attacked the curves aggressively and the supercharged V8 quickly snarled through the gears. Tobin was exhilarated and let down her hair. It billowed in the wind and Marley could hardly keep his eyes on the road.
"God you're beautiful, Tobin," he told her. "I can hardly believe I've got you here in the car with me. You should be on a movie set somewhere."
She blushed and leaned across the console to kiss his cheek. "I don't want to be anywhere else," she told him. "I love this car, Marley. How much did it cost?"
"Mom wouldn't tell me, but I've seen them go for $250,000."
"Jesus, Marley, that's more than most houses."
"I know, right? She's a great mom."
He drove for an hour and they stopped at a convenience store and bought gas and bottles of water. He opened the door for her and she climbed behind the wheel. She felt like she was flying as they hit the entrance ramp and she fed throttle to the supercharger. She was laughing with excitement and couldn't help running the speed up to over 100 for a mile or so. She drove until lunchtime and they stopped at Culvers to eat. They parked and got out to stretch their legs. A truck full of teenagers was sitting next to their parking place and the boys got out to admire the GT and stayed to admire Tobin.
The waves of wind tossed, blue/black hair hanging to mid-thigh and her startling grey eyes made her look like a pagan goddess. The boys were enchanted and they talked for about five minutes while Tobin and Marley walked around a little. They said goodbye and they went inside to use the restroom and get a burger.
Tobin continued to drive and Marley was content to watch her enjoyment of the sports car. Her cheeks were flushed and with her hair streaming and her eyes sparkling he thought he could watch her forever. She felt his eyes on her and it deepened her excitement. She arched her back a little and smiled over at him as his breath caught in his chest. He leaned over and nibbled on her earlobe and she purred a little.
They pulled into a Hilton in Pueblo to spend the night and checked into their rooms. Marley took her out to eat wings for dinner and they drank beer and watched a baseball game for a while. They sat together in a booth and she stayed tight against him as he kept one arm around her. The GT had collected a crowd when they came out and Marley answered some questions, They talked for a few minute and drove back to the hotel. He walked her to her door and when she opened it, she took his hand and pulled him inside. They sat on the sofa for a while, watched TV and drank another beer. They kissed and cuddled until the show was over.
She leaned into him and whispered in his ear. "Marley, would you like to spend the night with me?"
"I'd like that very much, but I don't think I will," he kissed her.
"Why not?" she asked.
"Because I think you're very special and I want to spend a lot more than one night," he said.
She burst into tears and he sat, shocked for a moment.
"What's wrong, Tobin? Don't cry, I'm just telling you that I don't want to screw this up. I think I love you and I want to do everything right."
"It's okay, just let me cry and hold me here. I think I'm in love with you too, and I was so afraid you didn't feel like that about me. I'm just so happy; I've never had anyone like you before."
She climbed astride him and kissed him fiercely, the salty taste of her tears on her lips. He crushed her to him her as sobs gradually faded and she curled up and rested quietly in his lap.
He held her for 30 minutes, whispering quietly and combing her hair with his fingers. She wrapped it around his neck and tickled his chin with the ends. She rested her cheek against his chest and drifted in his warmth. She felt herself falling asleep and whispered to him. "Put me in bed, Marley."
He stood with some effort, holding her to him and carried her to her bed. He laid her down and pulled off her sandals. She unbuttoned her jeans and he peeled them off her hips and down the smooth, muscular thighs. He pulled them off her feet and lifted the bottom of her t-shirt and pulled it over her head. She lifted her arms and laid back, white, lacy bra and panties in contrast against the brown skin. He kissed the straps down from her shoulders and she rolled on her side so he could unhook it. She rolled back and he turned down her covers and she slid in. He started to stand up, but she took his hand.
"Stay, Marley, and just hold me," she begged.
He stood up and pulled his shirt off. He dropped the shorts he was wearing and she saw he had on red and yellow flowered boxers.
He climbed in with her and she scooted over enough to let him lie on his back beside her. She rolled half on top of him and put one arm and one leg across him, her cheek on his chest and one big breast crushed against his side. He stroked the silky skin of her back and she wiggled into comfort and closed her eyes. Marley couldn't imagine a better place to be and he too fell asleep with the feeling of her firm back under his fingers.
He awoke a little disoriented about where he was but a soft, warm body spooned up in his arms soon brought him fully awake. He slipped out of bed and showered. He pulled on his shorts and went to his room, brushed his teeth and packed and carried his bag back to her room. She was still asleep and he climbed back in bed with her. He slipped his arm under her head and turned her face toward him and kissed her lips. Her eyes fluttered and he felt her lips begin to move under his. She looked like a sleepy angel as her eyes opened a little.
"Good morning, beautiful," he whispered.
She turned around in his arms to face him and pulled his head down to her breasts. She found his lips with one rubbery tip and he closed his lips over it, sucking it into his mouth and teasing it into erection with his tongue. She moaned and pulled him more tightly into the resilience then she groaned as he grazed it with his teeth.
"I've never seen you without a shirt before," she told him. "You're beautiful, Marley. You have so many muscles."
He kissed her breath away. "You're incredible, Tobin," he told her. He nuzzled and licked at her breasts until she was writhing on the bed and worked his way lower, across the flat plane of her belly. He pulled at the waistband of her panties and she raised her hips and helped him discard them.
She was bare and smooth and he kissed his way down as she spread her thighs for him. She could feel his lips like a brand, heating her flesh and he passed over her pussy and nibbled at the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs, causing her to shiver and jump as his teeth nipped at the silky skin. He nibbled back up and she gasped as she felt him place a kiss on her pussy. She felt his tongue part her folds and the sensation was driving her wild. She tangled one hand in his hair and squeezed her nipples in excitement with the other. His tongue tickled her labia and she felt herself tense and begin to tremble as her rising excitement began to approach a crest. The sensations coursing through her were like nothing she had ever experienced. When his lips closed firmly around her swollen clitoris it felt like she had received an electric shock and she bridged up off the bed, seeking his contact as she exploded; her orgasm shaking her to the core as she came repeatedly. He continued to assault her emotions and body as she shuddered under him.
She came easily and often and when her toes curled in ecstasy she collapsed in exhaustion with his heavy weight on her. He slid off her and they cuddled and napped until housekeeping knocked on the door. They leaped up, giggling and showered together, packed her things and walked, hand in hand to the car.
He opened her door and she kissed him before sliding in. She put on her sunglasses and looked up at him. He was standing and watching her. She punched his leg. "Get in and take me somewhere I can get breakfast," she told him. "I'm starving. You've worn me out, Marley and I need eggs and bacon."
He laughed and drove to IHOP and bought her breakfast. They couldn't stop touching each other and their waitress smiled indulgently as she brought them their breakfast. They slouched in their booth and whispered to each other over coffee. "Let's go back to the Hotel and check back in and make love all day," she told him.
"As tempting as that is we have an appointment this afternoon," he told her.
She sighed. "I know," she said, "we better get going."
He laughed and kissed her. "There's always tonight."
They got in the car and drove up the interstate and Tobin quickly became disgusted with the console between them. She climbed across it and lay in his lap with her head resting on the door and her legs across it, resting her feet in her seat. He was happy to have her there and slid one hand under her shirt and caressed her belly. He slid it up and was delighted to discover that she had worn no bra. The honk of a truck they were passing brought her to her senses and she pulled his hand away. They drove to Boulder and she was pleasantly surprised to find that the Hobson's were a delightful young couple in their late twenties that were very happy and fun to be around. She had expected some iron-grey professor types, but they were anything but that. They were delighted with the turquoise figurine and read her thesis with interest. James Hobson knew quite a bit about the horned symbol and Shelly was an expert on Chaco Canyon.
"This is the primary symbol of the religion that supplanted the ancient astronomical religion the pueblo people had practiced for centuries," he told her. "No one is quite sure where it started or what it was about, but it brought on a kind of cultural madness that destroyed them."
Shelly spoke up. "In forty years they abandoned the central structures at Chaco and fled up on the mesas. They built there for about 40 years and the new religion began to spring up there as well. Jim and I think that the cliff houses were a last ditch effort to get away from the new religion by building in places they thought it could never reach."
"They abandoned those too after a few years and there was a mass migration south," James said. "The tales those people carried were all about demons and demon worship; cannibalism and ritual blood baths to gain demonic powers. It scared the people they assimilated with to death and they avoided those areas for centuries. The pioneers tell that the natives wouldn't go near any of those sites and wouldn't sleep where they knew the ancient people built. They wouldn't even walk on any of the roads or paths they made. It's impossible to tell what really went on but there was a lot of slicing and dicing going on there toward the end."
"I think this is a summoning totem," Shelly told them. "I would have to do tests but I'd guess it was soaked in blood and used to summon the demonic powers. That's what they thought they were doing. They were trying to gain control of the weather and nature. Human sacrifice was the way they did that. Ritual cannibalism was thought to give them control of the spirits of the people they consumed so that they could have the power to summon the demons."
"So we're talking black magic and ritual murder," Marley said.
"I'm afraid so. At this point it's difficult to know exactly what the rituals were, but the evidence is clear from the dismembered bodies that it took place."
They showed Tobin around, shared field notes and papers with her and promised to keep her abreast of their research. They all went out to eat together and the two researchers promised to take her with them on a visit to Chaco in three weeks when they had a trip planned.
They drove back to Pueblo and spent the night again at the Hilton. Marley asked for two rooms at the desk and Tobin intervened, telling the lady at the desk that they needed only one.
"Call your mom and tell her we're staying an extra day," she told him. "You still owe me that day when we stay in bed and make love."
He was happy to oblige and told the lady they would be staying two nights. Tobin sat at her computer late that night, pouring over the notes the Hobson's had e-mailed to her.
She finally closed her computer and saw that Marley had fallen asleep watching TV in bed after his shower. She climbed in the shower herself and came to bed wrapped only in a towel. She dropped it and pulled the covers off him. He was awakened by her mouth on him and let her continue for a few moments. The heat and moisture of her mouth were incredible and she could feel the rising excitement in his body. He pulled her up and rolled her onto her back. He mounted her and she could feel the steel bar of his erection between her pussy lips. He eased it up and down, not penetrating her and she could feel the head rubbing against her distended clitoris as his lips pulled at her aching nipples. He teased her for a long time and she could feel how wet she had become.
"Stop teasing me," she told him. "Make love with me, Marley."
She felt the head of his cock at her entrance and then he was slipping inside. It felt huge, parting her nearly virginal passage. She had only done this twice and it had been a long time ago. He was very slow and gentle and she was grateful. There was some pain and she winced several times as she felt her cleft opening for him. He advanced deeper and stretched her wider than anything she had ever felt. Just when she felt she could take no more she felt his pelvic bone bump against her clit. She wrapped her arms firmly, holding him buried inside as she tried to accustom herself to this big invader inside her tight little pussy. The discomfort began to fade and her excitement began to build. She squeezed him with her inner muscles and he took that as her indication she was ready to move.
He drew back a few inches and thrust back into her creamy depths and she moaned at the feeling of being so full. A dozen such motions and she was moving, thrusting back at his motions and it was beginning to feel incredible. They found a rhythm and their bodies began to slap together. Neither of them were going to last long and as her climax crested she felt him tense and tremble. He cried out and her voice joined his as she felt his hot cum splash inside her. The sensation overwhelmed her senses and she bucked and groaned as paroxysms of pleasure wracked her slender frame. They came together for what seemed like minutes and she went limp as he collapsed on top of her, a great weight, on her and in her; delicious lassitude filling her.
She kissed him fiercely until his weight became uncomfortable.
"God you're heavy, Marley," she complained. "Let me be on top."
He laughed and rolled, holding her clutched to him and his cock remaining inside her. She lay on top of him and snuggled her cheek into his chest. She squeezed him repeatedly with her inner muscles and to her surprise she felt him begin to expand inside her.
She sat up, her smoky gray eyes smoldering. "Can you do it again?"
"You make me so horny," he told her. "I think with you I can do it all night. God, you're hot, Tobin!"
She lifted her butt and he reached down to cup it in his hands before she plunged back down, taking his cock into her steamy little pussy. She lay on him and her butt pumped as she fucked him wildly. After a few minutes, she felt the need to go faster and harder and she sat back up, riding him as her ecstasy build and she came again. He was nowhere close and he rolled her onto her side, raising her leg across his chest as he pumped inside her. This position was new to her and she couldn't get enough, cumming so strongly that she began to whimper with the sensation. She felt him pounding into her and she rolled from one orgasm to another as she built higher and higher. She felt herself spiraling out of control and she was becoming delirious with pleasure.
"Please, Marley! Cum baby! I... I need... Oh God, Marley; I can't stand it! Please, I need... I need to stop. Cum, Marley!"
She was growing frantic when she felt him tense and fill her with scalding cum. She was physically and emotionally exhausted and her muscles were limp and drained. They lay together, locked in embrace as they kissed gently, whispering love words to each other until they slept. Three more times during the night they made love until Tobin was sore and drained. They slept late in the morning and when they awoke he took her again, fucking her to mindless orgasms before sleeping again.
She lost count of the hours as they left the room only twice to eat the next day. They talked together in bed the next afternoon.
"What are we going to do when we get home?" he asked her.
"You mean what are we going to tell your mother and Aden?"
"Yes, we don't have to tell mom right away but I don't have any secrets from Addy," he told her.
"We'll just have to see what happens. I don't think I'll be comfortable sleeping with you there," she said.
"Why not? It's not like Addy or Mom would be shocked. I've never slept with a girl at home but I want to be with you Tobin. Are you planning to leave and go back to New York soon?"
"Not soon, but I do need to go back sometime. This was only supposed to be for a few months. I don't know what I'm going to do, Marley. I never intended for any of this to happen. Do you think I planned to have a concussion and be rescued by a knight in shining armor? Do you think I planned to fall in love with you? I don't have a plan for what happens next," she started to cry.
"Now don't start crying," he pulled her to him. "I don't have a plan either but I'm going to make one. We just need to make it together. I'm going to have to go back to school in the fall too. I'm not going to be satisfied with a bachelor's degree either."
She continued to sob. "Well, I did have a plan. I was going to write my thesis, get my doctorate and travel the world doing anthropology research."
"I don't see how having a relationship with me changes any of that. Why can't you still do all that? I'll be your biggest fan while you do. The only thing is; do you think you can do all that with me tagging along? I want to write books on political philosophy. I don't have to be anywhere special to do that. If you go to the armpit of the earth, I can write there just as easily as anywhere else."
She looked up at him through her long, wet lashes. "Really? If that's true then I don't see any problems. Marley, that makes me so happy."
"You know, Tobin, I don't really have to even sell a book. We can live comfortably all our lives and never do a day's work. I'm really not worried about that angle. I want to do something productive with my life, but Dad and Mom made sure that I don't have to."
"Do you really have that much money?"
"I have more than we'll ever be able to count."
"Well, that makes things a lot easier. It gives us the freedom to decide what we're going to do and plenty of time to come up with that plan."
They packed up and Tobin wanted to drive again. Marley didn't mind since it gave him the opportunity to just sit and look at her. She was positively glowing with that just loved look and he couldn't keep his hands off her. He unbuttoned one of her buttons and slipped his hand inside her shirt. He ran his fingers across the top of her lacy bra and caressed the tops of her breasts.
She let him take her bra off and he played with her breasts until the honk of a truck they were passing embarrassed her. "Stop, Marley," she told him. "Jesus, that truck driver saw my boobs! You're driving me crazy."
He laughed and buttoned her shirt back up. "I just can't believe how beautiful you are and that you let me play with you," he told her. "Your boobs look even sexier with your shirt closed. I can see them bounce and jiggle every time we hit a bump."



"Talking like that makes me nearly as horny as you playing with them," she told him. "Change the subject, please."
"Okay, what's this trip to Choco you're talking about taking?"
"I'd just like a chance to look at things for myself. You can go with me if you'd like."
"Count on it," he told her.
When they arrived home there was no one at the house and they unpacked and went for a walk under the pine trees, working the out the stiffness of the long ride. They went back to the house and Aden had returned. She was very glad to see them and caught Marley up on what she had been doing on the ranch.
They all changed into workout clothes and spent an hour lifting weights. Marley had been Addy's trainer for years and took Tobin under his wing as well. Addy had begun learning how to wrestle four years earlier and Marley had taught her the basics of Greco/Roman style and they had moved on into jujitsu and Muay Thai. Marley had been training in wrestling since he was 10 and in the other two since he was fifteen. He had become very dangerous in hand to hand fighting and had been teaching Aden since she was fifteen.
He believed that Tobin would be a natural. She was much stronger than most girls he knew and could even lift more than Addy who had been strength training for years. He put Addy and Tobin on the mat and it was an interesting struggle. Tobin's superior strength and greater weight against Aden's better technique and flexibility made for an interesting struggle. Addy was finally able to catch her in an omaplata and make her tap out.
"That's not fair," she complained. "I don't know how to do those things."
"What do you mean, 'fair?'" he asked. "If this is a sport or a contest where we have rules, then I understand. If this is a fight, there are no rules and everything's fair. I don't recall you two agreeing to any rules."
"We didn't, but if there are no rules why couldn't I just bite her leg when she was twisting my arm?"
"If this were a real fight I hope you would. Since it's friendly, you didn't. The truth is that even though you're a little stronger and heavier than Addy, you could never beat her in a fight right now because she's a better fighter than you are. You would have to be a lot bigger and stronger than her to make much difference."
"What do you mean? I don't understand," Tobin asked.
"Well, neither one of you would ever be able to beat me in a fight. I'm six or seven inches taller than you are. I outweigh you by at least 150 pounds and I am three times as strong as you are. It would be like me fighting a ten-year-old boy. If you got that omaplata hooked in you might be able to tap me out, Addy, because both your legs are probably stronger than one of my arms."
"What if I knew karate?" Tobin asked.
"Do you mean karate or is that a term for martial arts?" he asked.
"It's a term for martial arts."
"Well, things like karate are generally useless in a fight. Fighting isn't like in the movies where you jump up and kick someone. If Addy tried to kick me, my arm is longer than her leg and I would punch her in the face and the fight would be over. You see all the kicks and spinning around and it's just stupid. Why would you turn your back to anyone? That just gives them a free shot at the back of your head. Most of the popular kung fu type stuff is just aerobic exercise. It isn't fighting, it's just dancing."
"I didn't know that either," Aden said. "It looks so cool when they jump up in the air and kick people. I always wondered why you didn't teach me how to do that."
"The reason I didn't is because when you jump up in the air you've basically committed suicide in a fight with anyone who knows what he's doing. If you tornado kick someone it's likely that he won't go down, you'll just piss him off and he'll beat your ass."
"Teach me some stuff, Marley," Tobin begged.
"Okay, I'll teach you how to take somebody to the ground and I'll teach you how to clinch. Most fights you'll ever be in wind up on the ground or in a clinch."
He showed her how to get a double under hook on someone she was grappling with and execute a belly to back throw. She used Addy for a crash dummy and threw her a couple of times. He showed her a Muay Thai clench and a single and double leg takedown."
The two girls wrestled again, and Tobin managed to catch Addy in a double under hook and pulling the smaller girl close, she twisted her body, slamming Addy to the mat and landing on top of her, driving the air from her. She gasped for air for a moment then pulled Tobin's head down and kissed her on the lips. She gasped and sat up and Addy swung her legs up and around her, pulling her over backwards and swiveled into a full mount. Tobin grasped the top of the sports bra Aden was wearing and pulled it down, exposing her breasts. She rolled off laughing and they lay side-by-side, laughing and catching their breath.
"Good, you're both learning to fight dirty," Marley laughed. "Let's hit the pool."
They swam laps for half an hour and the girls climbed into the hot tub while Marley continued to swim. He had found that if he didn't religiously stick to a cardio routine he quickly got pudgy around the middle. His genetics allowed for huge muscles but also for a fat belly. He swam for another half hour and then they showered and dressed to go back to the canyon.
A phone call from Lila interrupted that plan. She told them that she had received a call from the sheriff informing her that the man who had attacked them in the canyon was dead. The man had somehow got his hands in front of him and torn open his own veins with his teeth. He had bled to death before anyone noticed. There was still no information about who he was or where he came from. They had recorded some of his speech and sent it off to the university but no one there was any more familiar with it than Tobin had been. The expert's opinion was that it was some branch of the Numic languages, just as Tobin had suspected but there was no hint of where he had come from. Equally mysterious was the source of where he had obtained the Brodifacoum. The sheriff suspected it was from some commercial source of rat poison but had no evidence that was actually the case.
Marley and the girls sat around discussing the suicide of their attacker until it was too late to go to the canyon. They decided to go into town and catch a movie. They watched Interstellar and were very satisfied with the movie. They decided to go out for Mongolian Barbecue afterward, and they drank beer with Aden sitting on the inside of the booth and sharing Tobin's glass so no one would see her.
Tobin wanted to tell her that she and Marley were lovers and he agreed that was best. Tobin didn't know quite how to broach the subject to her so she just finally put her arm around her and blurted it out.
"Aden, I think I'm in love with your brother."
Addy was quiet for a minute, then she slipped her hand into Tobin's and squeezed.
"I'm glad. He deserves to have someone like you in his life. I haven't known you very long but I see what he sees in you. I love you too, Tobin, and I wouldn't want you to disappear from our lives. We've been through a lot together over the last month or two and it's been great getting to know you. I don't like having to share Marley. I've had him all to myself all my life."
"You still have him," Tobin hugged her. "I promise I'll never take him away from you. I know you two are special to each other and I'll never try to come between you."
Addy kissed her cheek. "Thanks, Tobin. If I have to share him I'm glad it's with you."
"When are you going to Chaco?" Marley asked.
"I'm going Monday. The Hobson's are going to pick me up in the afternoon and we're going to stay until Friday. Why do you ask?"
"Well, I've got a schedule problem at school and I need to go down there and figure it out. I think I'll go while you're at Chaco."
Marley carried her bags out when the Hobson' arrived and kissed her goodbye. She was excited about going but she cried a little at leaving him behind. She hadn't realized how much she was going to miss him until she looked back and saw him standing in the driveway waving.
She soon felt better and she talked to the Hobson's about what they were going to do at Chaco. They intended to explore some new discoveries and try to discover more clearly at what point the city had been abandoned. Tobin had brought her figurine and intended to try to match it to some turquoise samples in the area to see if she could identify its origin.
When they arrived they set up camp and unpacked their gear. The Hobson's went to survey their dig area and Tobin took her figurine and began to explore around one of the sealed rooms. The air felt very humid and tense, almost as if there was a thunderstorm brewing, but the sky was clear. She felt goose bumps rise on the back of her neck and she was inexplicably nervous. She went inside and noticed that there was more illumination than she had expected.
As soon as she noticed the source, she gasped in surprise. There was a faint glow coming from the sealed door, as if a blueish fire was burning inside. It shone through the cracks around the masonry work that blocked the door. She backed out into the sunshine and hurried off to find the Hobsons.
They were using surveying equipment to lay out a grid and she quickly told them what had happened. They dropped their tools and followed her back to the building housing the khiva. The blue glow had faded, but as she entered, she noticed that it grew stronger. The Hobsons had no idea what it was. They had never seen anything like this and Shelly had an idea.
She sent Tobin outside and as she left the building the glow began to diminish. She explained that she believed it was responding to Tobin's presence in some way.
Tobin made the connection and she gave the statue to James and had him carry it back outside. As she expected, the glow began to fade as soon as he left the building.
"It's the statue," she told them. "Somehow, when the statue is close the glow starts."
They explored some of the other ruins with sealed doors and some of them displayed the same blue light they had seen in the first. Tobin suspected that they could now open those doors, but they didn't have permits for that. She thought about the sealed doors at the cliff house on the Dolan's property. She wouldn't need a permit to open those doors. She felt a little reluctant to share that with the Hobsons. She felt like she should talk to the Dolans before she said anything.
That was really the only exciting discovery she made. She compared the statue with local turquoise and found that it was identical. Evidently, it had originated here and been carried north for some reason. She stayed with the Hobsons for three days and they dropped her off at Lila's office on their way back to Colorado.
She sat in Lila's office until she was through with her last two patients. They talked for a while before leaving for home and Tobin told her about what had happened when they took the idol into the khiva room. Lila was very interested and suggested that they make the trip to the cliff house and investigate. She wanted to go along, but she wouldn't be able to go until Saturday.
"Do you think you can wait two days?" she asked.
"Hey, I've waited all my life; I don't see what difference two more days makes. It will take me weeks more to finish anyway."
"Tobin, are you dragging your feet about finishing this research for some reason?"
Tobin felt her cheeks turning red. "Why do you ask that?"
"It's okay, honey. I didn't mean to make you feel defensive. We love having you here. As far as I'm concerned, you can stay with us the rest of your life. I was just wondering if a certain red headed boy has anything to do with you staying."
Tobin's face flamed. "How did you know?"
"Well, let's see; there's a certain glow about a girl that's spent two days making love and you had it when you came back from Boulder, Marley can't keep his hands off you when he thinks I'm not looking, you rub up against him every chance you get and you and Addy seem to have something going on too. You don't talk about it, but I can tell. It's okay with me, Tobin. If you and Marley want to sleep together, I approve. I love my kids, Tobin, and I've come to love you too. I just don't want it to be awkward. I thought if I just told you that I know and that I approve, it would be less stressful on all of us. You can trust me, honey. I want what's best for you kids. Even if I disapproved, I would still support whatever you kids decided to do. You can tell me anything. I think they know that, but you don't. I'm trying to earn your trust here."
Tobin rose to her feet and walked around Lila's desk. She pulled the older woman up and embraced her. She held her close and cried a little.
"I do trust you, Lila. I just don't want to disappoint you and I didn't know how you would feel about Marley and I. I think I'm in love with him and I think I want to spend the rest of my life with him. I love Addy too. I don't know where that's going but I want to find out."
"I understand completely. Just go slow, feel your way, be totally honest with both of them and follow your heart. Nothing needs to happen in a hurry. Why don't you just move into Marley's room if that's what you want?"
"I do want to sleep with him. It's been driving me crazy ever since we got back from Boulder. Thank you, Lila. I don't feel embarrassed about it anymore, but I want to keep my own room. You probably think I'm a slut, but I'm really not. Making love with Marley was only my second time with a man. I was only with the other guy twice."
"No, honey; I don't think that. I know you're sweet and kind. You're too smart to be a slut. Marley is a special man. I'm biased, but not so blind I can't see that. You match him perfectly. You're the most beautiful girl I've ever met, inside too. If I were younger I'd make a play for you myself."
"Well, don't let a year or two hold you back," Tobin laughed. "Seriously though, I'm glad you made me tell you. Can we go home now? I can't wait to tell Marley."
Chapter Seven
When they got home, Marley and Aden were thrilled that Tobin was back. She told them about her experiences at Chaco Canyon and they were eager to try the sealed doors at the cliff house. She told them Lila wanted to go and that they were going to wait until Saturday.
Marley told her that the sheriff had called and asked him if he wanted to see the autopsy report on their strange assailant. He had taken a copy and it was very strange. The contents of the man's stomach had shown that he had recently consumed human flesh and a type of corn that hadn't existed for centuries. It was a progenitor of modern corn types but had only been grown in the American Southwest hundreds of years previously. He also showed evidence of having survived the Hunta virus. There had been no outbreaks of that virus in the world for more than forty years and this man's age had been estimated in the early twenties.
They didn't know what to make of that, and it remained a mystery. Tobin spent the rest of the day working on her paper and Lila and her children did ranch work until dinner. They watched a movie afterward and Lila went to bed. Tobin told Marley and Aden that she wanted to talk to both of them, but one at a time. She went to Aden's bedroom with her and they sat on her bed.
"What's up, Tobin? You seem like you have something important to say."
"I do. I'm in love with your brother; you know that. It turns out that your mother knows too. She confronted me about it this afternoon. It was sort of awkward for a while, but she told me if I want to sleep with him, she approves."
"That's great, Tobin. I knew she was cool with it. She's never been someone you had to worry about not having your back. Marley and I don't tell her everything, but we could. She's very loyal. So what's the problem?"
"You're the problem, Addy. I don't know how you feel about me.
"I love you, Tobin. You know that. I hope you marry Marley. I'd love for you to be my sister. What do you mean, 'I don't know how you feel about me?'"
"That's not what I mean. I love you too, but I don't want you to feel like I'm taking Marley away from you."
"I don't feel like that. I'm happy you will share him with me. I'm not jealous of you Tobin. I know Marley loves you and I love you too. You're not jealous of people you love."
"Well, that's not all," Tobin said. "I don't want to weird you out, but I'm... I'm... "
"Just spit it out," Addy laughed.
"I think I might want to make love to you," Tobin blushed furiously.
"Oh, my God," Adddy breathed. "Really, Tobin? Oh, my God; that makes me so happy. I didn't think you would! I want to, Tobin. You have to tell Marley though. How do you think he'd feel about that?"
"He's a man!" Tobin laughed. "He'd think it was so hot! I need to ask you something else, Aden. Have you ever thought about, you know, fucking him?"
"Yes, ever since I was old enough to know what it meant," Addy confessed. "We've danced around it for years. I don't think either one of us would ever do anything about it, but I know he likes to look at me. I tease him and flash him all the time."
"I noticed," Tobin giggled. "If I got the two of you together, do you think you'd be up for the three of us together?"
"Jesus, Tobin, you really swing for the fences, don't you?" Aden smiled. "If you can talk him into it, I'll fuck both of you until you can't walk. Talk to him about it and let me know."
Tobin was very relieved and she hugged Aden and went downstairs. Marley was still there and she went down to where he sat on the sofa. She straddled him and lay against his huge frame, snuggling in. She felt his heart beating in his chest and she kissed one nipple. He had on only gym shorts and she ran her fingers across his pecs. He flexed one and made it jump up and down. She laughed delightedly.
"Marley, I've never known anyone with big enough muscles to do that. You've amazing."
"Yeah, I've got lots of tricks you haven't seen yet," he told her.
"I can only imagine. Marley, I talked to your mom about us sleeping together."
"What did she say?"
"She was fine with it. She even told me that she approved."
"I knew she would," he laughed. "Come and visit me tonight."
"Marley, I have a confession to make."
"You're not really from New York. You're from Olympus. I already know," he said.
She giggled. "No, noting so tame I'm afraid. I want to fuck Aden, Marley."
"I sort of knew that too," he told her. "Are you asking my permission? If you are, it's good with me. I'd like to fuck her myself. I understand. She's very fuckable."
"If you really want to, she said she'd fuck both of us," Tobin said.
"Really? Oh, my God, Tobin. I can't believe you asked her! I can't believe she'd do it. Oh, my God."
Tobin laughed. "That's exactly what she said. I'm going to sleep with you alone first."
At two AM Tobin padded naked down the walkway to Marley's room. He awoke with her lips moving over him and he rolled her over and took her. They made love three times and the last time wrung every drop of energy from Tobin as she lay face down on the bed while he took her from behind, her groans filling the room with erotic sounds.
Tobin slept until the afternoon. When she awoke, Marley and Aden were sitting on the end of the bed, talking quietly.
"Rip Van Winkle is awake," Aden laughed.
"Hey, you'd be just like me. Marley wore me out last night. I see we're all cool, right? This isn't going to get awkward?"
They laughed. "We've decided to make you our love slave," Marley said. "We're just talking about the little outfits we're going to make you wear."
He slid his hands over her breasts and she moaned and pushed them away.



"The love slave needs a shower and something to eat. Get away from me."
She jumped up and left them in the bed while she stood under the hot water and let it wash away her sleep. She dried and dressed before returning to the bed. They lay together and talked about their plan for tomorrow. Talk turned to touch and clothes were discarded until all three were naked in bed. Tobin had never made love to a girl before and she found Aden's tight little body a garden of delights.
They made love gently and the two girls found the taste and smell of each other intoxicating. They paid little attention to Marley for a while until they both came several times, licking and kissing at each other until they exploded together. When they turned to him they found him watching, wide eyed in fascination as these two gorgeous girls put on a show. His cock was iron hard and Tobin pushed him onto his back. They shared his cock like an ice cream cone until he was panting.
Tobin pulled at Aden, drawing her on top of her brother. "Fuck him, Aden," she said. "I'm kind of sore from last night. I had a turn, I want to watch you fuck."
"You're going to help me," Aden told her. "I've never had anything that big inside me."
"Hey, I'm right here," Marley laughed. "God, you're sexy, Addy. Climb on, baby; I'm going to give you the ride of your life."
Aden positioned herself and slowly sank down on his cock with a gasp. Tobin fastened her lips onto one hard little breast and teased the younger girls clit as she began to rise and fall on her brother. Aden rode him until she was exhausted and he flipped her over, burying her face in Tobin's wetness as he fucked her doggy style until she couldn't take any more before filling her tight little pussy with his cum.
Lila knocked on the door and came in as they scrambled for covers. She laughed. "Stop it you delightful children. I don't care. I love you all. I may join you next time. I'm just here to tell you dinner's ready."
Chapter Eight
After breakfast the next day, Lila herded them out to the Jeep for their excursion. Tobin noticed that they were all armed.
"Where's mine?" she asked.
"Can you shoot?" Marley asked her.
"Yes, I own three pistols, two rifles and a shotgun. I spend time at the range every week and I hunt upland game birds."
"I had no idea that my girl was so fierce," he laughed.
"We love slaves must add to our accomplishments," she told him.
Marley and Aden laughed hysterically and Lila didn't get the joke.
"You'll have to tell me about that sometime. What are you comfortable with?"
"Have you got a wheel gun? .357, .38, or 9mm would suit me."
"I have a .45 ACP revolver," Aden said. "Why do you want a revolver?"
"They never jam," Tobin told her. "I know, I'm just an old fashioned girl. The .45 would be fine."
"Hey, you like what you like," Lila said. "Go get her the weapon, Addy."
She ran into the house and came back with the .45 in a shoulder holster and a box of shells.
"Why are we going in packing?" Tobin wanted to know.
"Well, let's see," Lila said. "The last time you went there you were attacked and Marley nearly bled to death. You saw someone there before you fell and hit your head. My husband died there under mysterious circumstances and you're about to open doors to I don't know what that has been sealed for hundreds of years. Other than that, I guess I'm just paranoid."
"Just because you're paranoid doesn't mean they're not out to get you," Marley laughed. "I think we'll all breathe easier if we could shoot a man with a knife instead of fighting him hand to hand."
"Do you think we're going to be attacked by knife wielding men?" Aden asked.
"I hope not, but I plan to shoot them if we are," Lila said.
Tobin loaded her revolver and slipped into the harness. She had the horned demon statue wrapped in bubble wrap in her backpack and they drove to the canyon.
The air distortion as they looked down into the canyon was even more distinct than usual. Heat waves, rising from the rocks, made it seem as though the bottom of the canyon was filled with water.
Aden and Marley secured the ropes to the pipe on the front of the jeep and they were ready to begin their rappel. Tobin and Lila went first and when they touched down Marley lowered packs of equipment down to them. He and Aden followed and they strapped on equipment for the trek to the cliff house. They roped together to pass the dangerously narrow trail where the face of the cliff hugged the narrow trail. When they came to the ledge the cliff house occupied they untied and Tobin unpacked the idol.
They made their way into the dimness of the interior and immediately noticed the blue glow that Tobin had described coming from behind one of the sealed doors. They scrabbled at the doorway with crowbars for a few minutes, chipping away at the ancient cement that formed the seal. When they reached the point of diminishing returns, Tobin and Aden began to push at the door. Nothing was happening and they recruited Marley to help.
He moved them aside, stood back and studied the door for a moment. It was a massive stone slab that appeared to slide back in a groove toward the right. He dug his crowbar into the left side and found purchase.
"You want to open it, Tobin? This is your find."
She pulled with all her considerable strength, but the door refused to budge.
"I can't, Marley," she gasped; giving up in disgust. "You do it."
He took hold of the crowbar and pulled. Huge traps bulged and his shirt ripped with his effort as his head sunk down into the swelling of his shoulders. The crowbar began to creak and bend. He threw all his effort into a mighty heave and with a grating groan; the door slid a foot to the side.
Tobin peered inside at the unearthly blue glow. It came from the fire pit and it was an awe-inspiring sight. It appeared to be an elongated oval perhaps seven feet in height. The blue glow deepened to a dark indigo as it neared the center and there was a nimbus of blue light surrounding it. The others crowded close for a look and they were no less startled than Tobin was.
"What in hell is that?" Aden asked.
"I have no idea," Tobin said. "If I were crazy I'd say it's a portal."
"A portal to where?" Lila asked.
"Again, I have no idea: Hell maybe, another planet, the twilight zone; I don't know. Get this door open, Marley, so we can go inside."
He wedged himself into the opening as far as he could and pushed. The door slid more easily now, the sealing material sloughing away and they could enter the chamber. Their flashlights were no longer necessary and they explored the room, staying away from the portal. It appeared to be identical, no matter the angle it was seen from. Aden suggested throwing a stone at it to see what happened.
Lila wouldn't hear of it. "What if it explodes or something? We have no idea what this is."
Marley convinced her that she and the girls should exit the chamber. He would follow them and throw the stone from outside, ducking back behind the thick, stone wall in case something blew up. They followed this plan, but nothing unusual happened. They went back inside. According to Marley's calculations, the stone should have encountered the portal with enough force to pass completely through. They searched the ground on the side of the portal opposite the door but they found no sign of the stone. It was as if the portal had swallowed it up.
They began to hear a particular crackling sound, almost like electricity being discharged. They hurried back to the door and watched as the portal took on a slightly reddish cast. They drew in their breath in gasps as a small foot emerged from the portal, followed by a brown, distinctly feminine leg and then a small woman emerged. She was dressed in leather from the waist down; tight leggings reaching to her knees and she was bare above. She had large, firm brown breasts and long black hair. Her eyes were almost black. She had a tiara in her hair that appeared to be made of silver, inset with turquoise.
They drew their weapons and leveled them at the woman. She was quite young, appearing to be about Tobin and Aden's age. She looked around and noticed them. She drew a knife from her leggings. It appeared to be made from obsidian or some other black glass.
She spoke to them and made elaborate gestures in sheathing the knife. The language was unfamiliar. She seemed to be trying to reassure them and she drew and put away the knife repeatedly. They lowered their pistols and she smiled.
She tried what seemed like several dialects and Tobin started at the third. "I know that language," she said. "It's Navajo, but some of the words are strange."
She spoke to the young woman and she replied. She seemed to be introducing herself. Tobin translated. "Her name is Kai and she says she is the guardian of this Chooli. I think that means mountain. She says we're speaking the slave language."
She spoke to the woman again and they heard their names mentioned as Tobin indicated them. She bowed to each of them in turn and repeated their names. "Kai," she said each time.
Marley stepped forward and extended his hand. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Kai."
She looked at his hand uncertainly and then bowed and kissed it. He laughed and she looked up at him with a smile. He reached out and took her hand. He shook it and she seemed to get the idea. This close to her, he realized how small she was. She couldn't have been more than five-feet-tall. Her hand felt like that of a small child. She stepped forward with a smile and shook Lila and Aden's hands.
She turned and spoke to Tobin. They talked brokenly for a few minutes and Tobin turned to the others.
"She wants to go home with us. She has very important things to tell us, but I can hardly understand her. I'm not good enough at Navajo. I can tell that she wants to go to our 'cliff house.'"
"Do you think we should let her? What if she attacks us? Ask her if she knows the other guy," Lila said.
Tobin spoke at some length and the girl nodded. She went into a pantomime, gesturing and making horns on her head with her fingers. Finally, Tobin got the message.
"She says that she does know of his people. She calls them the 'demon people.' She says that they're the enemies of her people."
"Ask her where she came from," Marley said.
Tobin spoke to Kai again and she attempted to explain. She drew a solar system in the dirt on the floor. She drew another side by side and pointed toward the portal.
"I think she's saying that she comes from a parallel universe. It's just like this one, but a little different. The portal is the access point. Should we take her with us? It seems like she's saying she wants to make something like a covenant or an agreement. Maybe she means a treaty."
"Well, we aren't the ones to do that with, but I think she can come," Lila said.
She took Kai by the hand and led her out. She was very impressed with their flashlights, marveled at the ropes and when Marley pulled her up and she saw the Jeep, she drew her knife.
They laughed and she looked at them and smiled. She put up her knife and she cautiously got in next to Lila. The older woman held her hand as she shivered when the Jeep started. She laughed the whole ride home and she was in awe of their house. She was interested in everything and even things like forks and can openers were fascinating to her. Tobin and Aden took her under their wings and began teaching her the English names of things. She was very quick and rarely got the names wrong once she heard them.
Marley found her fascinating and Tobin had to warn him several times to quit staring at her boobs. He wouldn't stop, and she got Kai a shirt to wear. She never really got the hang of that and she never put one on in the morning.
The girls dressed her and she was soon comfortable in gym shorts and a t-shirt. She stayed five weeks and she was becoming fluent in English. She was incredibly smart and seemed to have a knack for languages. Tobin thought she must speak at least a dozen. As she became more fluent in English and Tobin in Navajo, her story began to piece together.
According to her, their world was divided in two warring nations. There were "the people," and the "demon people." The demon people had appeared in their world approximately a thousand years ago. The people had attempted to assimilate them but they were implacable. They displayed a murderous lust for power, which they obtained through ritual cannibalism and murder. Blood sacrifices were offered in their temples daily and they used their ritual magic to gain powers over the elemental forces. They sent tremendous storm sweeping over the land, blighted crops and devastated their enemies. Kai's people believed these abilities were gained from demonic influence. They had nearly been exterminated until one of their shamans had managed to come up with a counteractive power that protected them. He activated an ancient talisman that shielded his people from the effects of the powers displayed by the demon people.
He had extended this shield over the entire continent and they had gradually pushed the demon people into the sea. They controlled the rest of the world, and periodic invasions were carried out. The demon people had created these portals and used them to invade the world where Kai's new friends lived and her people had been unable to close them. They established watches over them to detect if they were used. They were unable to activate the portals themselves. It required a powerful demon totem and they refused to use them. If something passed from the world they called Eru to their own, a reciprocal thing could pass back. The portals could not be activated from their side without blood rituals and Kai's people wouldn't use that. The stone they threw through the portal had activated it and that was how Kai had been able to come through.
It turned out that she was a high priestess of some sort and had been carefully selected and trained should such an event occur. When Marley tossed the stone through, the portal had opened for a short time and she had been able to come through to Eru.
Her people feared that the demon people had opened portals they didn't know about and would invade Eru, using that as a base to pop up inside their shields. She very much wanted to establish some sort of watch on this side and hoped her new friends could help her.
They were very skeptical about doing that. Marley and the girls agreed that contacting the government was a horrible idea.
"I'm afraid they might do anything to get their hands on this power you're talking about. They would be more likely to side with the demon people than your people if they thought it would gain them power," Marley said.
Aden agreed. "I don't know what kind of set up you've got over there. You don't have the technology we do, but I'm afraid that our governments will just colonize your world and take over. They'll even use the demon power to do it and unleash that here too."
Tobin thought it wasn't a problem. "If they can shield themselves from the demon people, they can probably shield themselves from anything we could do. I think we don't have any choice here. We can't deal with this ourselves. I suppose we could just seal the portals and hope nothing happens. I think we know that they're sending people through. That man that stabbed Marley is proof of that. I know I saw someone in the canyon that day I hit my head. I think your father was right. It does feel like someone is watching us while we're there and I think it's because they are. Maybe they're afraid of us right now or something. What if they send an invasion force through?"
Marley disagreed. "I don't think they're that tough. The people who built the cliff houses got away and the ancient Native Americans wiped them out. They're still using stone-age tools. They have poisons, but unless these demonic powers are more than we know, I don't think they're much of a threat. You may be right about contacting someone in the government though. Who would we talk to?"
"I may know someone," Aden said. "I dated a guy for a while at school. His father is an FBI agent. I've met him several times. I could give him a call."
"That's a good idea," Lila said, "but what would you tell him? We're being invaded by aliens from another dimension? He'll think you're a nut. We've got to think of some way to get him here."
"What if we uncovered evidence of an international drug smuggling operation?" Marley asked. "Do you think you could talk him into coming here and checking out our evidence?"
"Well, that's an idea," Aden said. "I'll give it a try."
She got him on the phone and fed him the line. He wouldn't come alone but he agreed to bring his partner and do some investigating. It was going to take a week for him to get there and they spent the time planning.
Kai was becoming very close to these people. She wasn't at all shy and she decided to talk to Tobin. She walked into her bedroom one morning and Tobin wasn't there. She went looking and peeked into Marley's bedroom. To her surprise, she found not only Tobin and Marley, but Aden as well. The three were entangled in a sleeping knot and Kai walked to the bed. She didn't have on a shirt, as usual, and she saw that they were naked. She quickly dropped her shorts and climbed in beside Tobin. She moved close and kissed Tobin's lips. The gray eyes opened and she was looking into Kai's obsidian orbs.
"Good morning, Kai," she whispered. "What are you doing?"
"I want to be loved," Kai whispered. "Is it permitted for me to love you? May I love Marley and Aden too? I have never been loved. This was not permitted to shamans but I am not now bound by those rules. I wish to know love before I return.
"I don't know, Kai. I don't speak for them. If they want to, I'll love you too, but I won't unless Marley says it's okay. Why are you returning? Why can't you stay here?"
"Perhaps I will. It is uncertain and I do not wish to miss my chance. May we wake them and ask?"
Tobin shook Marley awake and they talked in whispers for a minute. He looked over at Kai and she smiled brightly. He reached across Tobin and cupped one of Kai's full breasts in his hand, strumming her very erect chocolate colored nipple with his thumb. She gasped and felt Tobin's hand slide down her stomach to cup her pussy. Tobin was fascinated with the lush curls between Kai's thighs. Both she and Aden were shaven smooth and this felt so different and so sexy.
I love your bush," she told Kai. "God you're a sexy little thing. Marley, wake up Aden and see if she wants to fuck."
Marley had a surprising way of waking up his sister. He pulled the sheet down off of her gently and worked one finger inside her. She was very slippery from the night's activities and he pressed on her clit with his thumb. As he rubbed it around, sliding his finger in and out, her hips began to move and her breathing changed.
Her big green eyes opened and she gasped when she realized what was happening. "Jesus, Marley; give a girl some warning."
She looked across at Tobin and gasped again when she saw her lips wrapped around one of Kai's dusky nipples.
Kai looked across at her happily. "Good morning, Aden," she said. "We are making love."
"So I see," Aden laughed. "Am I invited?"
"Oh, yes; we want you to love us as well," Kai answered. "May I kiss you, Addy?"
Aden crawled across Marley and Tobin so that she could taste Kai's luscious lips. She held the girl's face cupped in her hands and they kissed passionately while Tobin slid down to taste the little pink lips between Kai's dusky thighs. Marley was running his hands over the portion of her skin that was not covered by another girl. The sensations soon had Kai giving tongue to her pleasure as orgasms began to sweep over her. She felt as if she were being devoured as her three lovers kept her cuming uncontrollably. The feelings became so intense that she grew a little frightened and began to cry.



Immediately, she was held securely as they reassured her and petted her while she regained control of her emotions. Tobin and Aden pulled Marley next to her and he eased on top of her, feeling her curls tickling the head of his cock. Tobin held him, positioning him at Kai's opening and the girl cried out as he slid through the curls and between her dripping labia. She was very tight and the pressure was intense before she began to part and his head popped into her. Immediately, he felt her barrier and he probed it gently.
"Jesus, Kai; you're a virgin," he said.
"I do not know this word," she moaned.
"You've never made love," Aden said.
"Only with women," Kai told them. "Men were not permitted in the temple. I am ready for a man. I am burning inside, Marley."
"Hold on then," he told her. "This is going to hurt a bit."
He rocked the head of his cock back and forth in her opening until he felt her hips begin to move in excitement and pushed through with a sharp thrust. Kai cried out and he froze in place. He felt Aden's hand push between them and rub Kai's little clit vigorously while Tobin kissed her lips, their tongues visibly dueling. When Kai's body began to move again, Marley slid into her with one slow, long push until their bodies were fully joined. Kai was still wincing a little as he began to stroke into her but the pleasure his cock was causing inside her quickly drove any thought of pain away. Her moans grew louder and longer until her small body shook and writhed beneath them, orgasms sweeping her away until she began to lose consciousness. There was a roaring in her ears and she felt a sudden heat in her loins as Marley continued to stroke into her. Her eyes began to roll up in her head and Tobin was alarmed.
"Stop, Marley; she's about to pass out. You can't come in her, anyway. I doubt she's on birth control. She probably doesn't even know what that is."
Marley pulled out and Aden quickly engulfed him while Tobin stroked him to orgasm. Aden took the first burst inside her mouth and then aimed him at Kai's heaving brown breasts. Ropes of white cum streaked her breasts and she watched, fascinated as the fluid crept down her breasts. She was recovering and she dipped her finger in Marley's cum. It rose tentatively to her lips and she tasted it.
Tobin kissed her deeply and looked into those black pools. "Was that what you wanted, Kai?"
"Oh, yes. It was everything I dreamed, and more," she breathed. "We must do this again, many times!"
Aden laughed. "We've created a monster. You're going to be fun, Kai. Let's go get in the hot tub."
This is part one of book three in the "Eye in the Sky" trilogy. I hope you enjoyed it and will read part II when it is posted. Randi."
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"Stamp? Is that you, girl?"
I didn't recognize the voice, so I kept walking. I could hear the footsteps closing behind me. I had my hand in my bag, and this motherfucker was finna get pepper sprayed.
"Stamp, wait up. It's Jeremiah, from college."
I stopped, turned and he was all up in my personal space. Oh, fuck no. I didn't have time to deal with this. I was meeting my man somewhere toward the mall entrance, and this was the last damn thing I needed.
I put my hand in his chest and gave him a shove, then took a step back, myself. "Jeremiah, if you ever see me again, don't speak, don't stop me; in fact, you should go the other way right now, and if you ever see me again. Do you see that man down there?" I nodded toward the mall entrance about 50 feet away.
He looked, then did a double-take. "What about him?"
"That's my man. I think I can kick your ass, Jeremiah. I'd be afraid of him. How should that make you feel?"
"I wonder if he knows about you?" The dude actually thought he could play me.
. "Trust me, he knows. Much more than you do. Do you want to walk down and ask him? Are you a real man, Jeremiah? Let's walk down there like you're a man. Walk, Jeremiah, one way or the other, now." I turned and walked down the aisle to Kaplan. His eyes were on me the entire walk.
"My man. God, you looked gorgeous standing down here waiting for me." I turned him and we left the store, my arm around his waist and his tree-trunk of an arm over my shoulders.
"Friend of yours?" The deep bass rumble of his voice always made me shiver a little.
"No. Just someone I used to know. I'm ashamed I ever knew him. His name is Jeremiah, Bae. I can tell you the story if you want me to, but it will humiliate me, and you won't know anything more than you already know. Do you wanna know?"
He squeezed me. "I'll decide later. After I've had time to think about it. I'm not as smart or quick as you are. Where are we headed?"
"Vintage Stock," I said. "I wanna look at the vinyls and games, then tj maxx. How you holding up, big guy?"
He chuckled. "More vinyls? I'm enjoying myself, babe. I'm with you, right?"
"You are," I said. "By the way, I gotta tell you something. Sit over here with me." We sat beside each other on a bench and I snuggled up against him.
"That guy, Jeremiah, he kind of threatened me."
I felt him stiffen. "Do you want me to go after him?"
"No, I think I handled it. Just wanted you to be aware that shit like that can happen. Someone may come up to you someday and try to coerce us into something by using my past."
He sat there for a minute, then relaxed. "Yeah, I got you. We agreed the past is the past, right?"
"We did," I said. "What will you do when that time happens?"
"Kick his ass?"
"Good man." I patted his arm and laid my head on his shoulder. "I knew I could count on you. The vinyls await!" I pulled him up and we browsed our way down the storefronts. As we passed the eyewear store, I heard a low voice behind me speak in my ear. "Hey, oblivious ones." I jumped, startled. It was Monnasha, and she had some dope new glasses on.
*****
There were things Kaplan didn't know about me, Monnasha either, but I wasn't deliberately keeping them from them. They had honestly never come up. Jeremiah, for example. That story was no different than a million others everyday people can tell. It was just part of my life about which I no longer cared and it didn't hold the slightest interest to me. No fond memories of the "good old days," just boredom and a certain amount of repulsion.
I was a wild child. There is no way out. I partied like there was no tomorrow from the time I was 16 until I was a sophomore in college. No one wants a catalog of my high crimes and misdemeanors. I was lucky to be alive. It was about then I figured out it was self-destructive and got serious about education. Hey, I was a kid; smart and dumb as fuck, all at the same time. I grew up. I planned to earn enough money to finance any ratchet shit I was going to keep in my life, and I had quite a head start: a mommy and daddy, the highest of high society, who were quite disappointed in their daughter at that time, but never quite able to believe their angel was no longer the virgin princess, and I owned the third largest real estate law firm in Florida that I started with a trust fund from my grandparents.
I had some nasty habits, gave fucks about no one and nothing. Like I said, I grew up. My parents were now convinced that they had been right about me all along, and I was the star in the drama called my life.
This was all due, of course, to the fact that I was now with Kaplan and Monnasha, and they had the world's two most perfect granddaughters. I sighed inwardly. You reap what you sow.
*****
I was just browsing in Nordstrom, smelling the perfume, when I saw him walk by. I could tell he was an employee, because he was wearing a store nametag. He walked on down the aisle and I saw him talking to a girl behind one of the counters. I had to get a better look.
I walked over and just looked at him. I could have done that for years. The girl he was talking to noticed me. "May I help you?" she asked. I ignored her. Not intentionally, I was just in another space.
"May I help you find something?" he asked.
I came to my senses. A little. "No, I just saw you walking past and I suddenly realized I had to hear what your voice sounds like."
"Oh, my God, Kaplan," the girl said. "If you do something stupid right here, I'm done with you."
I looked and her name tag said "Macy." His said "Kaplan," but it also said, "Manager" below it.
"I'd like to speak to the manager," I said, winging it. Macy laughed.
"You have the wrong haircut," she said.
We all laughed. We were all obviously into memes and recognized the "Karen" cliché. He cleared his throat. "Well, I'm A manager," he said, "not necessarily THE Manager."
His voice sounded just like I had imagined: deep, resonant, calm, bass as fuck and oh so sexy. I decided I could listen to that voice the rest of my life.
I thought about which bottle of perfume I had that was closest to empty. "May I have a sniff of that Maison Francis Kurkdjian Baccarat Rouge 540?" I asked.
He looked at me with a renewed appreciation, and Macy got me the sample bottle. I knew what it smelled like, but I was planning to milk this.
I saw him looking me over. I knew what he saw. I was dressed nicely, nice skirt and low heels to show my legs to advantage, five feet one, 102 pounds, long ash-blonde hair down to my waist, and I was slender, just enough curve to keep them interested long enough to see my face. I have these huge brown eyes, a little sprinkle of freckles on a cute little nose, and I have lips.
"I don't really need the perfume," I confided in him. "I just wanted to introduce myself to you. My name is Stamp Fairtax. My friends call me Stamp; you can call me Stamp." I held out my hand.
"Kaplan Davis," he said, his huge hand engulfing mine. "That's an unusual name."
"I have unusual parents," I said. "Good ones, but... unusual is a descriptive word."
"What were you going to say in this introduction?" he asked.
"Well, so far, I've got 'Hi,'" I told him.
We both laughed. "That's a good start," he said. When he took my hand, his felt enormous, warm, firm. I felt a wave of almost euphoria sweep over me. I looked up and he had a kind of dumbfounded expression on his face.
"Can I buy you a cup of coffee?" His voice had a little rough velvet to it that gave me goosebumps."
"Can you?" I asked.
"I'm the manager," he said. "I can do whatever I want. So, yes."
He rang up my perfume, and we walked out the front door and headed down the way to Starbucks. I walked very close to him and held his arm. We probably looked hilarious, because he was well over six feet and just huge all over. What I had first seen under a rack of tops, were those tree-trunk thighs in a pair of nice dress pants. He was ripped. The man was just ridiculously attractive, and you could tell by looking at him he didn't have a clue.
His hair was pretty long, probably shoulder length when it was down, and he had it in a pony tail, looking as if he'd just stepped off the cover of a romance novel. He obviously worked out, and that voice...
"I knew I would never forgive myself if I just walked away without finding out how your voice sounded," I said.
He seemed at a loss for words, and I had to laugh. "A little choked up there, big boy?"
He chuckled, a deep rumble that made me shiver, but you could tell he was nervous. "Well, yeah, kinda." He rumbled again. "You're a little bit... out front there, Stamp."
I laughed. "I know. Sorry, but you're gonna find out that when I feel something, I let you know."
"I am?" He seemed surprised, but delighted at the same time. "What... when..." He laughed. "Okay, Stamp, what's going on?"
"Look at me, Kaplan. Do you want this to be the last time you see me?"
He actually looked. I had kind of been half joking, but he took a minute and looked me over. The fuck? He had to have already seen plenty, so I figured out he was giving me some sort of little test. I giggled.
One dark eyebrow rose. "What?"
"I didn't think you'd actually do it," I said.
"I know." We both laughed ourselves silly. The woman seated next to us gave us a look. I propped my middle finger up against my cup. She saw it and stiffened, but I was talking to Kaplan and she couldn't be sure it was deliberate. Kaplan saw it, though, and chuckled.
"I noticed you before," he said. "I just did that to give you back a little of what you're giving me. You're a very accomplished flirt, Stamp."
"I know, right?" I had to admit I was good. "You aren't doing too bad yourself, Kaplan."
"No, I recognize the dark enchantress," he said. "Well, I guess that doesn't fit. More like the fae queen."
"I went to the best schools," I said.
"Would I recognize the names?" he asked.
I laughed. "Are you asking me seriously where I went to college?"
"Yeah, if you're going to practice your flirting on me, I better know a little about you."
Ohh, I liked this man. "You ever heard of Murray Edwards College?"
"No, I don't think so," he said. "Is it local?"
I giggled. "No. What about you? Where you went?"
"Carnegie Mellon," he said. "I'm in finance."
"Ooh, Kaplan one of those big brains," I admired him.
He laughed. "Do you live close to here, Stamp?"
"Mmm, like 25 minutes. I was just down here between appointments. You?"
"Pretty close. You could walk in like 10 minutes, which is probably faster than driving by car. I'm just working here because my boss, my real boss, thinks I could use some experience in retail. Get more comfortable in hectic situations. He said there's nothing more hectic than an irate housewife asking to see the manager."
I laughed. "I agree that's terrifying, but I think I could give them a run for their money if I was pissed off enough."
He looked at me and raised that eyebrow. Good God! It was ridiculous how attractive he was; it was so ridiculous that I burst out laughing.
"What?"
"Kaplan, I couldn't explain it to you in a million years. You are such a man-child; I am constantly looking around to see if I can spot the horde of women who must be flooding toward this place even as we speak to warn you about me and take you away for themselves."
He laughed. Okay, I expected that to get to him. He had some defenses. I knew how to break those, too. "I can see you'd be a match for anything," he said. "Tell me you're an only child, Stamp. I don't think the world can take more than one of you."
"I do happen to be an only child," I told him. "Not voluntarily, I promise. I would have loved having a little brother or sister to initiate into the ways of iniquity."
"Small children everywhere are giving thanks to the gods that you weren't their sister," he said.
Dude was a riot. "Kaplan, would you go out with me?" I asked.
He looked shocked and I laughed. "I know very well that I'm not the first woman who has asked you out."
He looked embarrassed. Oh, my God. "Well, you kinda are," he said, "and as flattering as that is, I have a girlfriend."
"Really? Dope," I said. "What's her name?"
"It's Monnasha," he said.
I had to laugh. "And here you were telling me I have an unusual name."
He chuckled. "Yeah, but you're an American, right? I call her Nasha, and she's from Africa."
"Ohh, when can I meet her?" I asked.
He looked shocked. "You want to meet my girlfriend?"
"Why not?" I asked.
"Well, you were asking me out, and..."
I laughed. "Hey, I like you, Kaplan. I get that you can't go out with me, but that doesn't mean I don't like you. I don't fuck all my friends, you know. We'll be that kind of friends, and as such, it's appropriate for me to meet your girlfriend. Ask her if it's okay if you give me her number or Snapchat.
"Now?" He seemed stunned.
"Well, any time," I said, "but you gotta tell me after you do it so I know I can message her."
We exchanged details and I hugged him goodbye. God, what a delicious man. He was such a fascinating contradiction. I hoped Monnasha liked me and wasn't some weak-ass bitch who would feel threatened by me. I got that a lot. I found that few people understood my life.
When you're born with a silver spoon in your mouth, then you have been genetically blessed and have worked to make your advantages pop, you draw attention. I'd always been aware of that, peripherally, but really, I never gave a damn what anyone else thought except the people and experiences I wanted in my life. I was good enough to be all things to all people, usually. Sadly, or fortunately, Monnasha turned out to be one of those exceptions. She saw right through me.
*****
I got a text from Kaplan, and he sent me Monnasha's Snapchat. I friended her when I noticed the text, and she friended me back.
She had a cute little Bitmoji character. Kaplan had said she was from Africa, so it wasn't a total surprise that her avatar was black. We snapped back and forth and kind of introduced ourselves. I invited her over for tea, and she accepted.
Security notified me she was on the way up, and I went out in the hall and waited for the elevator to arrive. Since my place took up the whole floor, you could only get off there if security accessed that floor for you.
The hissing sound of the elevator arriving came to my ears, and the door opened. A goddess got off. Oh, my fucking God, she was gorgeous. I groped for thoughts to describe her. She really was a goddess, but it was like the goddess of math geeks or librarians. Don't get me wrong, everything about her was beautiful/nerd. From the impeccably tailored suit, I mean, it looked like wool or some shit, but the skirt was tight, ending about mid-thigh and she had incredible legs. Her shoes were heels, but like two inches, not my usual four or more.
God she was tall. Maybe that explained the low heels, but she just seemed like the type who wouldn't wear uncomfortable shoes. Her hair was a glossy black, pulled back into a knot on the back of her head, and from the size of the knot, she had more hair than a human should. The glasses completed the look. I mean, they were cute, but again, nerdy.
You could tell she was a little self-conscious, maybe even shy, but God she was gorgeous. I went to meet her and she hugged me. She towered over me like a tree and my face was in her tiddies. I began to shake with laughter, and I felt her shake with a little giggle before she released me.
"You're so tall and elegant, Monnasha," I told her. "I love it, but as tiny as I am, it's gonna make for some awkward hugs." We both laughed, I took her arm and led her down the hall, the ice broken, and hoping this tall amazing woman would like me.
Seriously, she was the female equivalent of Kaplan. Totally and completely unaware of what stunning humans they were.
"I'm so glad to finally meet you, Monnasha," I told her.
"You may call me Nasha," she said in the most profoundly beautiful liquid silk voice I had ever heard. She definitely had an accent and spoke very precise English. The gorgeous nerd thing, again. It was that tone, though: low, a little husky and velvet smooth.
"It's a deal," I said. "I try not to shorten people's names unless they tell me that's what they like."
"Well, I find it is not important what people call me," she said. "It is how they feel about me that matters."
I nodded. "Yes, I suppose that's true. We stepping off into the deep shit here, Nasha, and I haven't even poured the tea yet!"
She laughed, and a thrill went through my body. I was going to make her do that a lot. We took our tea and some homemade chocolate chip cookies to the sun room. We sat together on the sofa and she took it all in.
"You have a very beautiful home, Stamp," she said.
"Thanks." I leaned toward her conspiratorially and whispered. "I got it hella cheap. An equity company that owned it was disgorged for bank fraud, and I knew about it."
She smiled. "I guess you are a big deal?"
"Nah, I'm a little deal. You're the big deal." I held up my hands to reflect our relative heights.
She laughed, took a bite of cookie and sipped her tea. She seemed to find some resolve. "Stamp, Kaplan told me you asked him out," she said. "He explained to you that we are in a relationship, and you seemed... reconciled. You just want to be friends. I do not mind you being his friend, my friend, our friend. He told me you were "an experience," and I see he did not exaggerate. Kaplan is mine, Stamp. Do you understand this? Do you agree? Do not lie to me, please. I am a person, Stamp, I deserve honesty and so do you. Please promise me that you are not going to try to take him away from me. He is my life, Stamp, and I will fight to keep him."
She looked like she was about to cry, and I was horrified. Yeah, Imma bad bitch, but this goddess was the real deal. What sort of person abuses the innocent? Not me. These people were on a different level than I was, and I now felt like a villain. I didn't like that feeling.
I scooted over and hugged her. "Noo, sweetheart, I will never harm you, or Kaplan. I'm not a very nice person sometimes, Nasha, but I'm never up for being something bad in anyone's life. I promise, honey. I promise. I'm sorry I even asked him out. I wouldn't have if I'd known about you."
I felt her arm go around me and hug me. "I was afraid when I saw how beautiful you are," she said.
"Good God, Nasha, you're a fucking goddess," I told her. "I couldn't take Kaplan away from you if I tried. I won't try. If he wasn't yours, yeah, I would be all over him and he wouldn't stand a chance. You are obviously exactly what he needs, and vice versa. I am thinking about taking you away from him, though." I gave her a side-eye. I know how my eyes flash when I do that.
She looked shocked. "Really?"
I laughed. "No, babe, I was kidding. Same goes for you, though, as with him. If you weren't involved, I'd have already asked you out."
"Oh, my God!" She covered her mouth with her hand and giggled.



"Yeah, that's right, trust me. Nasha and Stamp would make a hell of a team."
She took on a peachy blush and she was adorable. A goddess, yeah.
*****
I had an excursion planned the next week. I knew the beautiful people. They weren't really beautiful, except on the outside. Still, they were part of my life, my career, my set, and there were a few who were harmless. I gravitated toward them and used their more unsavory contacts to conduct social interactions and business.
I was a real estate attorney, and I had some huge clients. I did what I could to keep them and add more. I enjoyed the game, and I was very good at it. This was a week on a Greek island, and I intended to have a great experience. I did, and waking up the final morning sandwiched between ebony and ivory made me think of Kaplan and Nasha. Something went through me. I realized that I would be ashamed for them to see me. I had been just reliving the high of the previous night. Now, I had an overpowering urge to go scrub myself clean in the hottest shower I could stand.
I got up without disturbing my companions, took a shower, packed my shit and headed for the airport. I never looked back. I was disgusted with myself, for the first time in my life, because of my appetites. I flew around the world on airplanes, sailed on yachts, rode in limousines, all financed by some rich man's greed and lust. What was I? I was tired of being the bad bitch, the exclusive arm-candy of some egomaniac, just another of the golden set I was using for my own ends.
I got home and threw myself into therapy. I also found my best friend: Nasha. The first time we got together after my epiphany, I emptied myself to her, tears were shed, and I think my vulnerability touched something in her. She confided in me, gave me emotional hostages, and I gave them back. Her life had been anything but Disney, nearly starving when she was a child, scraping to find enough money and food to live, all while working her way into a scholarship to Boston College, where she got her bachelor's, master's and was now working on a PhD in English.
A beautiful, warm, loving nerd. That was her, but she had steel in her, too. Anyone who had accomplished as much as she had with the meager tools she was given, you gotta give them their props. That's also where she met Kaplan.
My therapist was giving me insights. Nasha became my best friend, and Kaplan... he was my buddy, too. There was a sexual undercurrent with both of them, but they weren't like me. Or, at least the me they got to know. I had never been into anyone. I always had a flock of admirers, I used them all without remorse, and they used me the same way. My parents were the only people I really loved, and I had always been a little proud of my detachment.
Nasha and Kaplan didn't play. Would they be called unsophisticated? Naive? Maybe, but they were sure real. What you saw was what you got, and I loved what I saw.
I worked out with Nasha four days a week, and played tennis with Kaplan. She was like three times stronger than I was, and for my size, I was strong as hell. She was just... more. Kaplan hit the wickedest serves in tennis I had ever seen, but get him running, changing direction, and he was very beatable. What impressed me the most was that every time we sat on the bench together, him sweating and panting like an enraged bull, he was never once embarrassed by losing to a girl.
They both let me snuggle them, but Kaplan was only comfortable with that if Nasha was around, although she was always down for a cuddle. I invited them over, constantly, took them out on my boat, invited them to parties, took them on vacation to Mexico, and we hung out all the time.
Kaplan didn't actually work at Nordstrom. Well, he did, but it was a secondment from his real job, which seemed to be an apprenticeship for one of the major equity firms in the country. He was evidently quite an employment catch, because his boss paid him extravagantly and seemed to have like a ten-year plan for him to be CFO.
I had invited Nasha over for lunch on a Wednesday, and we decided to go for a bicycle ride. She always had trouble keeping up with me, even though she was incredibly strong and fit. I was just lighter, but also more experienced. We were finna work off some of what felt like pounds we had gained from lunch.
We got back and chilled on the back balcony for a while, drinking tall glasses of sweet tea. "Nasha, do you smoke?" I asked.
"Ew. No," she said. "Do you?"
I laughed. "No, I mean like weed."
She laughed. "Kush... the Lord's lettuce," she said.
"Oh my God, you do?" I was a little stunned.
"Well, I have not since coming to your country," she said. "In Africa, many times. Why are you so surprised?"
"Because, babe, you're a fucking English major," I said.
She snorted. "Some of the world's greatest poets wrote from opium dreams."
"Noo, you're my sweet little librarian girl," I teased her.
"Bah, I am steeped in wickedness." She looked at me and those impossibly huge black eyes were sparkling."
"I've got some ice cream cake," I said.
"I am far too full to eat any cake," she said. "Even after that ride."
I laughed. "No, Bae, kush, called "Ice Cream Cake."
"Does it taste like ice cream cake?" she asked.
She was killing me. "No, I'm afraid not. It tastes pretty much like weed, but it's a hella nice high," I told her. "We'll feel so energetic we'll be cleaning this place and go over and clean yours, after," I assured her. "Would Kaplan hate it?"
"I have no idea," she said. "We have never had this conversation."
"We better not, then," I said.
"Why can we not ask him?" she wondered.
"Really? You'd get high with me?"
"Will you keep me safe?" she asked.
"Babe, I would never let anything bad happen to you."
She squeezed me. "I trust you, Stamp."
"Well, I'm not someone you should trust," I told her. "But in this case, you can."
She got out her phone, started Facetime, and Kaplan soon appeared. "You know I'm working, right?" he said.
"We wish to speak to the manager," Nasha said, then giggled insanely.
"Are you alone?" I asked.
"Hold on a sec." We could see him step into an office. "What's up?"
"Kaplan, do you mind if Nasha gets high with me?" I asked.
"What the hell? You mean like smoke cannabis?"
"Yes. I would like it, love," she said.
"Where are you?' he asked. "Oh, never mind. I can see. Are you going to stay there?" he asked her.
She looked at me. "She is," I said. "You can come over for dinner tonight, and pick her up. You good with that?"
"This is kinda... sudden," he said. "What the hell, go for it. I get off at 5:30. Is six okay for dinner?"
Nasha and I boarded our spaceship and I was transfixed with her. She got even softer, gentler, more loving and opened up in a way I had never experienced with her before. She giggled constantly, and it was like having this high dusky angel goddess snuggled up to me on my sofa.
When Kaplan came in, dinner was almost ready, and we were wrapped up around each other on the sofa, giggling like small children. He eyed us suspiciously, like he was looking for a mine-field to avoid.
"Looks like you two had quite a party." He smiled and it was like someone turned on the music in the room. We both jumped up and smothered him in girl. He didn't seem to mind.
He absolutely refused to spark up with us, but he did unbend enough to drink two beers, which, featherweight that he was, got him mellow and happy. Some people are stupid shits to begin with, and getting high, however they were before just gets magnified and they become insufferable. Others are loving, gentle people, and they just become more like that. They both lost a little of that awkwardness they had, like they'd been homeschooled all their lives, or some shit. That can produce some awesome results, if it's the right home, but it also produces some social dweebs, for sure. They were the right kind, but also had some of the hesitation at interactions with other people, like they were scared they'd say the wrong thing and someone would laugh at them.
I realized early on they needed to be protected. There were sharks in the pool, and they were like peaceful whales, just doing their thing and ignoring everything else. You also had the feeling that although neither of them would ever start shit, they could tell you how it ends.
I was at my therapist, telling her something amazing Nasha had done the day before. "I tell you, Lauren, she quoted like 100 lines of some English poet dude, straight from memory."
"How do you feel about them?" she asked. "I mean, you talk about them often. They seem to be one of the good part of your life."
"The fuck? You think you're a psychologist, or something? How do I feel about them, Ms. Jung? Are you serious?"
"I am. In fact, I'm going to take notes." She picked up her pencil and a pad and started her recorder.
"Damn. Well, this is why I pay you the big bucks," I told her. "Let me think a minute."
"Okay, but first tell me how long you've known them."
I thought a minute. "Almost two years," I said.
"Okay, back to thinking," she said.
How did I feel about them? I mean, they were my best friends. Fuck, they were my ONLY friends. I knew tons of people, but no one like them. Kaplan was like one of those huge teddy bears you see at the county fair in some town with five streets, hanging there in the back, as if you can win him. What you don't realize is, but by the time you've won, you've spent enough to buy three better ones on Amazon. I wanted him, but the price was hurting Nasha.
I found that I'd never cared who got hurt before. If I saw something I wanted, I took it. Fuck those people; I didn't care about them. Why should I? If I could take it away, it wasn't really theirs to begin with, they just hadn't found out yet. I also realized that it was somewhat disgusting of me to want something that could be taken away. I mean, obviously, if they can be, they're trash. Wow.
Lauren kicked my chair. "Hey. I do have other clients, you know."
I laughed. "Sorry, I just had an epiphany."
"See, I am a psychologist. Do you want to explain your epiphany?"
"No, because it has nothing to do with what you asked me."
She sighed. "Okay, are you going to tell me what you think about the question?"
"Yes. Sorry. I love them, Lauren..." My voice trailed away, and I kind of went numb. Those words... Things I'd never felt except in a more abstract way about my parents, emotions, they were a physical wave sweeping over me.
I'd been high so many times, done everything you could eat, drink, smoke or rub into your belly, I'd been briefly addicted, spent three months in rehab, but I'd never felt anything that gave me the flood of endorphins I got at that moment, and I'd no idea, before that, what addiction was like. I could feel myself shaking, like I was outside my body, and suddenly I was sobbing out my disillusionment with my life, with who I was, as a person, what I had become and was becoming. I loved Kaplan and Nasha. But they were like another level of human.
I had no idea why they even liked me, but they did, obviously. I mean, I knew very well how to attract people, but I had done very little of that with them. It seemed... dishonest, like I was giving them the shine. It had nothing to do with me, and everything to do with them. They were just too beautiful for anything but the truth, I felt, without ever even acknowledging my feelings. I loved them, and I was a villain.
It took me a while to gain control. Lauren moved onto the sofa with me, held me and dried my eyes with her tissues. It was awkward as fuck when I finally got a grip, but she knelt on the floor in front of me and held my hands.
"Stamp, you don't need me anymore," she said. "Not for this, anyway. You're not a villain, Stamp. You're a super-villain. A lot of heroes take a dark turn."
I took a deep breath. "Yeah, I am. Okay, Skeletor will return with more interesting catastrophes later." I squared my shoulder and marched my cute little ass to the door. I opened it, paused, and looked back. "Thanks, babe. You deserve the big bucks."
"I know, right? Go forth."
I shot her the finger and she was laughing when I closed the door. It hit me again in the elevator, but I managed to control myself. There was some creeper in there who leered at me the whole way down. Any sign of weakness could have proven fatal. He might have touched me. I allowed him to proceed off first, and followed him out. At a distance.
That afternoon at about three, I got a text from Kaplan, asking me if I could come over for dinner. I had some trepidation about that: whether I would be okay or like, a maniac, but I agreed. I forgot all about that when I got there.
Dinner was forgotten, as well. The were sitting on their thrift store sofa, Kaplan was holding Nasha, and she was crying. I rushed over and snuggled her from the other side. "What happened, babe? Did someone die, get hurt?"
She crushed me, and that gorgeous silky voice dripped an infinite sadness. "No, Stamp. Nothing like that. Thank you for coming."
"Aww, Bae, don't be like that. I love hanging with you and I do every time I get the chance. You just tell Stamp what's got you all upset like this."
"Oh, it's my stupid dissertation." Her sadness was tangible in her voice. "There is one person who keeps dragging his feet, has told others he is sure I have stolen my research and he's seen it before."
"What's his name and what position does he hold?" I asked her.
She looked up at me with those exotic eyes, her head on my shoulder, all those pounds of glossy curls covering me like a blanket, Kaplan a solid presence against her on the other side. "Why do you want to know that, Stamp?"
"Imma fuck him up," I told her.
"What? What does that mean? I don't know what that means," she said, seeming scared, or something.
"I know, but it's okay," I told her. "I know what it means."
Kaplan was looking at me with that one raised eyebrow thing he did, and I was going to act like the maniac I'd thought of earlier if he didn't stop. "Are you talking about breaking his legs, or something, Stamp?"
I laughed. "Well, no. Do you want his legs broken, Nasha?"
She looked horrified. "No, I most certainly do not."
"That's what I thought. I've done a lot of shit that now sort of disgust me in my life, and if y'all think you need to hear it for your own peace of mind, I'll tell you. I won't like telling you, and you may well hate me for it, but I know people, have social connections, can find things out. Everybody has secrets, loveys, and some people have embarrassing secrets."
They were hanging on my every word, seemingly stunned. "Speak, oh silent ones," I demanded, feeling extremely vulnerable and uncertain.
Kaplan kind of did this double-take thing, and Nasha squeezed me. "Noo, Stamp. I don't want you to do bad things," she said. "He is who he is."
"I get that, babe. I knew that was how you'd feel, but I'm not like that. I don't get sad, I get revenge."
"Vigilante Shit," Kaplan said, and rumbled his adorable awkward laugh.
"What?" Nasha was bewildered.
"It's a song," I explained.
"By Taylor Swift," Kaplan told her. So sue me. I'm a Swiftie.
"Ah, we must hear it." She looked at me expectantly.
"Now?"
"Yes. If Stamp is going to do vigilante shit, I want to know what that is."
We listened to it, and Nasha was delighted. "Why have you not shown me this before?" she asked.
I laughed. "You like tribal beats. I like them, too, so we listen to that. This isn't that."
She tilted her head to one side the way she did when she was thinking and flashed me those eyes. She had the most expressive eyes, and she communicated in a very physical way, her face, hands, body, talking to you as much as her words, but especially those eyes. The nearly black center contrasted with the extreme whiteness of those huge eyes, in that dark and mysterious complexion, she was just stunning, and she flirted with those eyes, not intentionally, but letting you see the playful spirit inside her.
"No, I think this is tribal beats," she finally said. "A different tribe. Women."
I marveled. "Yeah, you're right. Don't tell Kaplan, he'll think we're weird." They both laughed and I felt Kaplan's arm, which had been around Nasha, stretch, move across my shoulder, his huge hand cupping the back of my neck, his fingers sliding up, tangling in my hair, soothing touch.
"No one wants you to do any vigilante shit, Stamp," he said. "I don't think Nasha wants that. Do you?"
She hesitated. "I hate him," she finally said. "I have done nothing wrong, have not offended him in any way."
"Is anything he said true?" I asked.
"No, it is not," she said.
"Vigilante shit, it is, then. Listen, I'm not doing anything illegal unless you think stalking him in a way he will never know is sketchy. I mean, it is, but he deserves it. He's making my lovey sad, standing in her way, just out of spite. What kind of person does that? Someone I should fuck up, that's who."
"Do you think I should kick his ass?" Kaplan asked.
Nasha shot him a look. "Noo," she said. "You would be charged with a crime and go to jail."
I laughed. "I agree, Kaplan. I think it's cool that you would, and can, though."
"Yes," She was quick to agree. "Thank you, Kaplan. I didn't know..."
"You'd be surprised what I would do for you," he said.
She leaned over and kissed him. "What are you going to do, Stamp?"
"I have no idea," I said. "I know shit about him. You get me his details and I'll look into him. Once I got him, I'll let you know. Y'all want some egg rolls? Kaplan, go down and get us some egg rolls."
He gave the back of my head a last gentle pet, and stood. "I'm off, then. Wait, one of you give me some money. I'm tapped."
I gave him cash and he was off. We had a great night and I went to bed feeling as at peace as I had when I was ten.
*****
It took me a minute to figure out how to approach this. I'd taken people down before, but this was different. When I'd done it before, I'd known the victims well. They deserved what they got. I was a nice girl, so if I was being evil to someone, they deserved it. I didn't want anyone to know who took this dude down.
Nasha got his info for me from the university. When you are in real property law, you sometimes need shit investigated, and I knew the good ones. I had the money, they knew me and they were happy to investigate Professor Adam Tracy.
It turned out he was into coke and parties with the undergrads. I bided my time until I found a way to be at one of the same parties. I snapped Kaplan and met him for lunch, instructing him not to breathe a word to Nasha.
We got good cheesesteak sandwiches from Ninth Street Deli, and sat at a sidewalk table. We just talked for a while, but I could tell he was thinking something was afoot. He was like a big kid, couldn't contain his curiosity any longer and he leaned close. He smelled delicious.
"Are you doing some sketchy shit you don't want Nasha to know about?" he half whispered, conspiratorially. It was all I could do to keep from tasting him. He laughed at his use of "sketchy shit."
"I hang out with you too much," he said.
I pretended to be shocked and hurt, and he pretended to believe me. I loved these little games we played. It was how I knew they loved me, he and Nasha. They knew I loved those little emotional dramas, and they loved playing them with me.
"I mean... sorry, you know, how you talk... I don't hang out with you enough, really..."
"No, you don't," I told him. "You and Nasha really needa get rid of that dumpy apartment and move in with me. I'll never get a chance to fully corrupt you when you refuse to put yourself in my power."
"First time I've ever heard you underestimate yourself." He laughed at the side-eye look I shot him.



"Yeah, well, put that big brain to work and figure out how you can take me to a party tonight without telling Nasha," I told him. "Can you take pictures and video on your phone? I mean, you know how?"
He looked offended. "Umm, duh? I'm a gamer, remember? I know all kinds of tech stuff."
I snorted. "Right. This the man who doesn't even have TikTok or Insta on his phone."
He laughed. "I know how to use the camera."
"Good man." I admired him, and had to taste him. I kissed his huge hand I'd been holding. He looked extremely uncomfortable and I had to laugh. "Don't worry, it was just a little taste, Big Boy. So, can you get out the house?"
"Yes. Nasha is going to a book reading with my sister. I'll just tell her I'm going to game with a friend. I just won't tell her it's you or what kind of game. I do sense the game is afoot, right?"
"You do. Kaplan, I am going to be shady tonight. Not with you. More like for you. For Nasha, really. You may not like what you see. Remember, this is something I'll never play on you and Nasha. I want you to tell me you believe me, and I'm going to want you to tell me again when it's over. I'm showing you something about me that I'm ashamed of, but I'm very, very good at."
He enveloped my little hand in both his huge ones. "I trust you, Stamp. I... we, both love you. We have talked about you, so much. You are such a different experience for us. Neither of us have ever met anyone like you. I don't think there is anyone else like you. I don't have to "see" anything to know, Stamp. Anyone who knows you can see, but I don't think you let anyone else know you, do you? Everyone sees what you want them to see. We, you, me, Nasha, we don't talk too much about it, but she tells me everything you tell her, and she and I have talked about you."
Uh-oh. This didn't sound good. Had I fucked up? "What you mean?" I asked.
"We both know you're like, controlled chaos, Stamp, and the only thing that keeps you from burning down the world is something you don't show anyone."
Damn. The man was deep, for sure. "You have a very honest face," I said.
He nearly choked on his Coke. "How should I dress?" he asked.
"Like you're still in college," I said. "You can pull it off, babyface."
"So can you," he said. He was right. I absolutely could. People tended to underestimate my age because I'm petite. I had used that to my advantage many times.
*****
We met outside the place they were having the party. Kaplan escorted me in, got us drinks and he moved away to do his thing. "What's my thing?" he'd asked outside.
"Talk to young women, drink something, SLOWLY, mingle, but most of all, don't lose sight of me. I'm counting on you, Kaplan. Don't lose sight of me."
"This is terrifying," he said. "Okay, I know what to do."
Professor Adam Tracy was already there, and he was doing lines, and in the course of the evening, crossing all of mine. It ended when Kaplan stepped into the room where we'd gone for "a little privacy."
"Time to go," he said, holding out his hand for me. I pulled my dress back up where it belonged, chopped the good professor in the throat with the edge of my hands, slipped on my shoes, took Kaplan's arm, and we were gone while he gagged around, holding this throat.
When we got in the Uber, Kaplan finally relaxed. "Did you get the footage?" I asked.
He patted his pocket. "Here and on the cloud. Are... are you okay, Stamp?"
I smiled. "I am. I'm high as fuck, though. Can I come home with you? I kinda feel like you hate me now."
He pulled me up against him on the seat and squeezed me. "I don't hate you," he said. "I had no idea you could get anyone that fascinated, though. He thought he was going to be the luckiest man on the planet."
"Yeah. His luck just ran out," I said.
"What are you going to do?" he asked.
"Talk to his wife," I said. "Send a little footage to the university, law enforcement, make it go viral at school."
Nasha was home when we got there, and was confused about why we were together. They sat on either side of me on the sofa and Kaplan told her the story.
I could see the shock on her face, but there was something else, too. When she looked at me, she glowed different. Her huge tilted-up exotic brown eyes got all soft and warm, she moved closer to me and pressed against me more. Then she would get distracted by what Kaplan was saying for a minute before giving me that look again.
When he wound down from the big adventure story, she took my face between those long elegant fingers and kissed me. It was fire, everything I had imagined and it went on a while.
I glanced at Kaplan and he was like mesmerized, watching us. I winked at him, and he sort of blinked, then wrapped us both in those huge arms.
"I can't believe it," Nasha kept saying.
"I don't think his academic reputation will survive," I told her. "Soon, we're gonna start calling you Doctor Nasha."
The coke was wearing off and I felt a huge crash coming. It had been a while for me, and although I'd felt pretty sparkly there for a while, I was now beginning to remember why I no longer did shit like that. Nasha drove me home.
"Stamp, I wish to thank you, from the bottom of my heart," she assured me. "I am so grateful. May I be permitted to ask why you did that?"
"Two reasons, I guess," I explained. "The first one is I love you, and that is really the only one that matters. The other one is he was throwing shade on you, you didn't deserve it and I hate that. God, Nasha, how anyone who meets you can do anything but love you is beyond me."
"I love you, too," she said. "So does Kaplan."
"I know, babydoll," I told her. "Right now, Stamp is crashing hard and needs her bed."
She insisted on coming up and tucking me in. I was barely coherent and she got me a bottle of water, kissed me and she was gone.
It took another month for the fallout to settle, then we attended the ceremony to anoint Dr. Nasha as the next wunderkind in economics. She really was brilliant. I took her, Kaplan and her mother, who had flown in from Africa, out to celebrate.
Napita, Nasha's mom, stayed with me and she was an older version of her daughter. She was very much in the tradition of the wise woman, and talking to her was like listening to a thousand years of African history. She was one of the sweetest persons I'd ever met. I wondered what my parents would think of her.
I'd introduced them to Nasha, and she instantly charmed them to such a degree that it became impossible for me to visit them without bringing her if I expected to have any peace. My cute little Mom constantly did things with her, and Dad finally explained how he'd changed his name to "Fairtax" in his rebellious youth, and named me Stamp in honor of his favorite subjects, stamps (he collected) and taxes (he was a protester)."
They discussed arcane economic subjects and Mom and I looked on indulgently.
Nasha and Kaplan finally set a date, and Nasha wanted to come over and talk to me about their wedding. We sparked up, had snacks and she called Kaplan to tell him we were high and needed a ride home. He promised to pick her up after he got off work.
He had gone back to his firm, downtown, and was working as personal assistant to the COO. It would be a few hours. We were lying in my living room floor, listening to "the essential Taylor" on Apple Music, a nest of pillows and blankets formed around us, drinking Sprite and cranberry juice, giggling, snuggling and talking about her wedding arrangements.
"Stamp will be my maid of honor," she promised.
"Stamp is very proud to be Nasha's maid of honor," I said. "She may even be able to refer to herself in first person."
We giggled like banshees, and she collapsed half over me, breathless. I squirmed out from under her. She was heavy! I rolled her over and rested my head on her impressive tiddies, looking up into that gorgeous face. I scooted up so that our faces were on a level. "I'm so happy for you, babe. You deserve only good things, and Kaplan is a good thing."
"He is," she agreed. "You are a good thing, too, Stamp. I am very happy with Kaplan, but I need you, too."
"You got me," I assured her. I moved our faces close together, my nose touching her, our hair mingling in black gold and pale fire, drowning in the dark mysterious pools of her eyes. Our lips touched, and suddenly she was kissing me with all the intensity that burned just below the surface of that delicious beauty.
Her fingers tangled in my hair and she held me fiercely, letting me feel her strength. I felt the fingers of her free hand trailing down my arm, her hand moving over my breast, wringing a moan from me as she firmly squeezed my nipple. I was on fire, and I needed to stop. I broke free from the kiss.
"Noo, babe. We gotta stop," I gasped. "Kaplan..."
She gave me one of her blinding smiles, lighting her face like a flame. "I have permission," she said.
"What? Wait... what?"
She nodded. "You have no idea, Stamp. You are another part of us, a naughty, willful, dangerous part, but I think you are not dangerous to me or Kaplan. We know you, your heart."
That made me blubber around like a baby, and she just held me and told me how much she loved me. "I wish to show you, make love to you," she whispered.
"But... Kaplan," I demurred.
"Yes, Kaplan..." she sighed. "Tell me of him. Do you not love him?"
"I do," I assured her, "but I promised. I would never..."
"Would you kiss him like this?" she asked. "Make love to him?"
I sat up, suddenly quite serious. "Nasha, are you suggesting..."
"I am suggesting nothing," she said. "I am being quite plain. We want you, Stamp. You have no idea how much, do you? You don't know how much we have talked about this, he and I."
Oh, my God. This was the last thing I ever would have expected. I could have imagined getting with either of them, individually, but how the fuck would any of this work?
"Babe, noo, this is a really bad idea, trust me."
She pulled me back down and wrapped me up like a python, nuzzling her face into my hair and whispering in my ear. "Stamp must explain."
God, she made it hard. Almost impossible. "You and Kaplan, you got a thing," I told her. "It's perfect, you are made for each other. I'm something else, Nasha. I love what you two have and I would fuck it up."
"You would not fuck it up." There was a determination in her voice I hadn't heard before with her very often. She could be fierce, quite different from her usual warm squishy self. "We do know you, Stamp. Yes, you are everything you think you are, but more."
"What you mean?" I asked.
She caught my earlobe between flashing white teeth and nibbled on it, melting me into a puddle. "I mean, you're a bad bitch. I know it, you know it, everyone knows it." She giggled a little.
"How many friends do you have, Stamp?"
"I have no idea," I said. "None like you."
She made a purring sound. "I have none like you, either," she confided. "But that's what I mean. You don't have any friends like me, because you don't care about anyone else. I don't think you ever have."
I nodded. "Yeah, babe, you got me there. I've never met anyone like you before. Well, Kaplan..."
"I know." Her hand cupped my cheek and she turned my face toward her. "I've never felt this way before with anyone besides you and Kaplan."
"Oh, my God, Nasha. You are wicked," I told her.
"Yes, I know." She giggled again. "We are winning the game with you, Stamp. We are making you fall in love with us."
I was struck: She was exactly right. They had flipped the script on me, not in any deliberate way, but they had done it nonetheless. I was the predator, the huntress, the heartbreaker. I took what I wanted, but without even doing anything other than being themselves, they had made me feel ways I didn't even want to feel. I didn't want to fall in love, especially not with beautiful nerds.
I contemplated the future while she petted me. My lot would be living up to their expectation, trying to be a person worthy of being loved by them. I dreamed about them at night and I couldn't imagine my life without them in it any longer.
"Have you two really talked this through?" I asked. "My God, how did you even begin that conversation?"
She laughed, her low throaty chuckle. "It was... quite awkward, I promise."
"I can only imagine."
Her hand snaked its way up inside the back of my top, long cool fingers stroking my spine, the little hollow in the small of my back, making me shiver.
"You were leaving one night, and Kaplan had walked you to the door. You know what you look like, Stamp. I watched the two of you, how you interact. You want each other. Anyone who knows both of you can see it. Then I realized you look at me in exactly the same way, and it's also exactly the same way Kaplan looks at me."
"Like he wants to eat you up?" I played with one of the stray curls dangling across her face.
"Exactly," she said. "When he came back and sat down, I told him, 'I want her.' He didn't get it, at first."
"You gave him all the salacious details of your deepest thoughts?"
She laughed. "I did. I discovered he had some salacious details, as well. Stamp, Kaplan and I are getting married. We would like to have our own ceremony with you, just the three of us, right afterward."
I burst into tears. I had no idea what in the hell was wrong with me, but I was terrified, and as I peered at Nasha through my tears, she had a horrified look on her face. I had to do something.
"Babe, I'm afraid," I told her. "I don't know how to love anyone. I know I'll fuck it up, hurt you, and believe me, that is the last thing on earth I want to do."
"Yes, you will fuck it up," she said. "So will I. So will Kaplan. You enjoy being outrageous, Stamp, and I get that. You are so much braver than I am."
"Bullshit," I said. "I am brave enough in some situations, but you have more in your little finger than I do in my whole body."
"Thank you for saying so, but my point was, I believe with all my heart that you're much different than you think you are. This is going to happen, Stamp. You should accustom yourself to the idea."
I squirmed on top of her, mingling our eyelashes. "Are you sure?" I asked.
Her fingers tangled in my hair and we were kissing. God knows I'd kissed enough princes and frogs in my life, but this was spiritual, a life-changing kiss, I could feel her, and not just in a physical way. Time became a thing without meaning, and I wrapped her in my emotion, as she enveloped me in euphoria.
I seemed to exist only in that universe where Nasha and Stamp were the only beings that existed. I felt an intrusion, heat, firm flesh against my back. "Hello, Kaplan," I murmured.
"She told you."
I nodded. "It's a good thing you got here. We had started without you."
"I noticed. I have some catching up to do. Hey, beautiful." He reached out to stroke Nasha's face.
"I see you wasted no time losing your clothes," she said.
"I didn't want to be the only one dressed," he said.
I was sandwiched between my two lovers. Well, they were going to be. I was kissing the lips, so luscious and juicy, of a dusky goddess, and there was a cock entering me from behind, and what a feeling that was.
The night became a series of strobes, flashes of Kaplan, Nasha, me, all frozen in black and white, and an ecstasy that just went on and on, burning new pathways in my brain, my body, my life. This was a new game, and I was planning to win.
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I woke up alone. That was pretty rare for me. One of my two lovers was usually with me, a majority of the time, both. I loved them both very much and I was completely committed to both of them, although I wasn't married to either of them, and neither of them were married. I used to be married, and it wasn't to either of them. I wasn't necessarily opposed to the idea, and in the best of all possible worlds, I wondered what it would feel like to have what I thought I had while I was married.
I didn't have what I thought I did. I thought I was living the dream. I was dark-skinned, pretty face, slim waist and big old bang, straight teeth, dope hair, my world. Not that dark: some white people were darker, but the features, you know. I worked out like a ravening beast, and it showed, but more importantly, I had a gorgeous man I adored and two little clones of myself. Then I didn't. The man part, anyway. He worked for a large and influential law firm. Most people don't really understand how big some law firms are. They don't do shit like celebrity lawsuits and trials, and most people have no idea how much money pours through those firms.
They can make shit happen, and they do. Lots of people do shady shit; those people do it on levels that are almost unbelievable, unless you've seen it in operation. If you're that good and that connected, they'll bring you into the fold. If you tell them to fuck off, take their persons for the offense they are, and walk away, they really can't do shit. People do it all the time. Some don't. They see fame and fortune, even though they are more like mob bosses of criminal countries. Minor ones, but yeah. Martin Sobel was one of them.
"No, I don't think I will," I said to Mr. Sobel. I felt certain he didn't hear "no" all that much. People like him were under the impression they moved on different levels than the "ordinary." He had no clue. They never do. They think money, influence, power, are untouchable. Ordinarily, he would be pretty much correct.
"You know you won't win," he mentioned.
"Keep on believing that," I said. I got up, retrieved my bag and walked out of his office. He really didn't know, but he'd learn.
There are different sorts of circles in the world. He knew the rich and powerful, had served in the cabinet of two governors of California, knew people on the national political scene and headed a huge law firm.
He demonstrated his power the next day at my first divorce hearing. "I'm not inclined to grant this petition," Judge Thomas said. "I see indications that this can be resolved with some hard work in counseling. I believe it would be in the best interests of the children and the state."
What Thomas failed to think we knew was that he owed his appointment to the governor, who, in turn, was a former partner at Sobel, Johnson and Banks, where my husband was a money train.
I had a good attorney, but I didn't plan to unleash her quite yet. We knew this was coming; well, she did and told me. We had it rehearsed. "Your honor, there is no possibility of my client reconciling with her husband," she said. "My client would like this matter resolved as soon as possible."
The judge shook his head. "I'm ordering 12 counseling sessions. I will allow Ms. Nash to select from a list of reputable family specialists."
That was it. I had it to do. Sorta. I wasn't ready. Few people are. When you find out your husband has been fucking his boss for four months, it's usually a surprise. If you have no clue, it's always a surprise.
I had no doubts about Blake. Why would I? I was in love, and I had no doubt that he loved me; even after Julia Reins, I still had no doubt. What had become apparent was that we had very different basic philosophies. He loved me, but he loved me not. He thought I wouldn't find out; it would be good for the two of us if he made partner and Martin Sobel knew he had a rising star. Sobel also knew what Julia Reins was. He tolerated her because she was a rainmaker. She was also completely amoral, and he knew that, too.
Hell, Blake knew her, and he'd complained a million times to me. She was also hella sexy in that mature way: immaculately tailored, slender, big tiddies, not a hair out of place, make-up always perfect and that supremely confident air that she knew who she was and she could take what she wanted. Those eyes were dark and mysterious and contained no soul.
I guess Blake didn't stand a chance. I now realized he'd always regarded me as the junior partner in our marriage. He would do the heavy lifting, make all that bank, gain all that influence. He was wrong about all that. It was interesting.
I knew exactly what he did at work, what he made and mostly, what he did with his money. He knew nothing about me, not because I wasn't an open book; he just never believed I did anything important. That pissed me off, and I never enlightened him. He did seem devoted to me, and that made the difference. I loved the man with all the worship I had in me, until I didn't.
I was meeting him after work for dinner. The restaurant was only a block from his office, I was shopping in the area and I found a seat at the bar, ordered me a mimosa and I was scrolling through TikTok on my phone, just killing the half-hour until he got there for our reservations.
A man sat beside me and engaged me in conversation for about five minutes, when I noticed Julia come in. I didn't know her well, just having chatted briefly at a party when she was recruited about a year earlier to run mergers and acquisitions at Blake's firm. I knew her, though, after about ten sentences. Not my type of people.
She didn't look at me, but they were seated at a table just behind me. She was with another woman I didn't know, but I gleaned from the conversation I couldn't help overhearing she must have a similar position as Julia in another department at the same firm.
They were talking shop. I really wasn't interested and I was distracted by the guy talking to me. My ears perked up when I heard the word "Nash."
"He's delicious," Julia said to her companion.
"Nash? I always imagined he would be. I also thought he was too wrapped up in that mysterious wife of his to be seducible."
"Yes, he kind of is," Julia said. "It's not like I'm trying to take him away from her. We're just playing a game. He fucks me, I promote him. One of these days, he says, he's going to get that smoke show involved with us. Can you imagine?"
Her companion laughed. "No. I mean, I can imagine you or me wanting that, but she knows what she has going on. I have the feeling she won't put up with anything she doesn't like. At all."
"I can see that," Julia said. "We also both know why she's got Nash. I can only compete in the "forbidden" area and by doing things she probably wouldn't."
The fuck? I stopped paying attention to them, my erstwhile drinking buddy and everything else. All I could hear was my pulse, roaring in my ears, causing a shadow on my vision, casting a shroud over everything I thought I knew. I sat there for a moment in abject misery. It didn't last long, I grew resolve, although it felt like the shroud would never vanish.
Embers, long dormant, sprang up in my heart; anger, then rage, all blunted by sadness. I noticed my bag was slipping off my shoulder. That brought me back to life and I shrugged it back into place. I took one more drink of my mimosa, stood, turned around and poured the remnants, about half, down Julia's back.
That produced a little screech, she jumped up and turned to look at me. I saw the lightbulb go on. "Got anything to say, bitch?" I asked.
Her mouth opened and shut. No sound came out. I turned and walked out. I was still ten minutes ahead of our reservation. I had the thought that it would be interesting to know if the two women would stay until Blake got there, and of what that conversation would consist if they did.
They brought my car and I saw Blake's Caddy at the light as I turned right out the exit. I hoped he wouldn't notice me. The blue and white of my 1970 Chevelle SS is hard to miss, but then Blake wasn't the most observant dude, I realized.
I wondered again if they were still there or they had left to get Julia out her ruined dress. Oh, well, I'd find out soon. It didn't take long. When I was five minutes late, I got a text. "Where u @?"
I had voice to text, and used it. "Suck my dick," I sent. I turned my phone off. Yeah, petty, but that's just how I roll.
I didn't remember driving home, I realized, as I pulled into the garage. Damn. I needed to get it together. I went in and changed, cleaned up, got some snacks and a 4x espresso, cut one of my 50mg gummies in fourths and ate one.
I grimaced a bit and looked at the package. "Orange Creme," it said. I guess it did taste a little like some kind of citrus flavor some dude who had never tasted an orange would dream up in a laboratory somewhere. Mostly, it tasted like weed. And sugar.
I chuckled a bit at the mundane things I was thinking. I was definitely off my game. It took Blake maybe an hour to figure it out and get home. I loved the feeling of dread I imagined he was feeling on the drive home. What would really suck was if he just didn't give a fuck. Oh well, I really couldn't imagine that, either.
I heard him come in from the garage and drop his keys in the tray. I was listening to Taylor Swift's "Tortured Poets Department," just lost in my thoughts until I heard the door. I suspected this would be the most unpleasant moment in my life. I wasn't wrong.
He came in looking... green. "You finna puke, dude?" I asked.
"I may," he said. "I need to sit down." I was occupying the sofa, all of it, so he had to sit in his chair. I had been strategic. I was feeling the gummy pretty good. In fact, I felt like I was unflappable. We'd see. He slumped there for a minute.
"I can't imagine how you're feeling," he finally said. "I regret that so much."
"Yeah. Well, shit happens," I said.
"That's what you want to say?" he asked.
"What's to say?" I asked. "There was a hell of a bunch YOU should have said. At this point, there's just what? Sorry, dude, that bird has flown. I don't have shit to say to you."
"I know you're upset, hurt, angry. I'm sorry I caused that. You're absolutely right. Can I tell you something?"
"You have the ability," I said. "You can certainly speak words. Whether I listen to them will be up to me, how I'm feeling at the moment. Get used to it, dude. That's the way it's going to be from now on. I'm no longer interested in how you feel. Understand that. Act accordingly."
He winced. "Okay, I deserve that. Believe it or not, Kavanaugh, I would have said something long ago, but I love you."
There was a long silence. I guess he was waiting for me to say something. "Do you want me to come over there and kick you in the nuts?" I asked. He made an involuntary move to protect those bits, and I almost giggled. This wasn't the time for it. "If not, you should never mention that again. I will never believe anything you say, ever again. I'm not that stupid, Blake. Do you think I'm stupid?"
"No, of course not. Everyone knows... anyway, not stupid, but K, you're sort of... super-intimidating. You must know that, right?"
I knew I could be. If I wanted to be. I hadn't been with him. Ever.
"It starts with how you look. Everyone wants to approach you, be close to you, but they just know, almost instinctively, that you're something else, beyond their experience. When we walk down the street, everyone turns and looks at you. It's because you are just that spectacular. You know it, and it affects everything about you. You don't have to do anything, and you ride on that. You also have things you believe, feel, and you are always 100 percent exactly the same about those things. I even know why you are, because you've explained it to me. I agree that if everyone could be like that, it would be an ideal world. The thing is, K, no one is like that. Except you. You always know the right thing to do for you and you always do it. I'm not like that." I could feel him trying to understand whether I was listening.
"I do things I have no idea are in the best interests of anyone. I view it as part of being human. We do spontaneous things that make no sense to anyone but us, and to us, they just feel right in the moment. It gives a spark to our lives."
"Okay, Blake, you really wanna have this convo? It will be even more unpleasant to you than it is to me. Don't think I don't understand what you're saying. I get it. You're insinuating that I have no 'spark' in my life." I held up my hand as he tried to say something. "Maybe not deliberately, but you are. Then you took passive/aggressive to a whole new level. Damn, dude. I set an impossible standard for you to meet. Things like basic decency and honesty are beyond you, right?"
"No, I..."
"Shut the fuck up. I'm not done," I barked. "That's what it is: just basic honesty and respect. That's the standard, and it's pretty fucking low. Millions of people exceed it every day. Furthermore, I do shit all the time I am very well aware I shouldn't. It's selfish shit, but I do it anyway. I know every one of my faults, because they slap me in the face every day. I've told lies, Blake, but never to you. Never to anyone I gave a fuck about. Do you lie to everyone?"
He looked like he wanted to get angry, but he reeled it in. "I'm helplessly... (he didn't forget the kick in the nuts) bonded to you, Kavanaugh. The day I met you I knew I wanted to be around you the rest of my life, have you in my life. The problem was, if I told you about my life, my ideas, you would have never given me the time of day. I thought... if I could just be with you, eventually you'd..."
"Become a hoe?" I asked. "You fucking disgust me. So your great idea was you'd act some way, get me to fall in love with a character in a play, then say, "Surprise! It's me, but not really. That was just a character, but wasn't I really good at the suspension of disbelief?"
"Why do you have to be... That's not what I was saying, at all."
"I give zero fucks about what you say," I informed him. "I know what you did."
"Everything is always black and white to you, isn't it?"
"So now you wanna make it some racist shit?" I knew, but I was just that pissed off.
He withered over there. "What? No! I meant, you only see good and bad."
"Bullshit," I said. "There was nothing inherently good or bad about you unlocking the door, dropping your keys in the tray, coming in here and sitting down. There are millions of things that could be good or bad, depending on the circumstances, or just things, neutral. What made your actions of that immediate past "bad" is because they are being done by a piece-of-shit human."
He sighed and pulled at his hair in frustration. "Kavanaugh, listen to me. No matter what you've learned, been taught, conditioned to be by society, listen to me. It doesn't have to be like that."
"What you mean?" I asked.
He rubbed his eyes and took a long shuddering breath. "I'm talking about the endless possibilities for combinations between men and women," he began. "You know this, but there's a difference between sex and love. You can have either without the correspondence. Do you imagine I love Julia?"
"You should stop talking," I said. "Every word out your mouth just gets more condescending. You think you're smarter than I am. You believe that because you have an alternative explanation, you're so smug underneath the charming exterior. Not a thing wrong with having an alternative explanation. You do you. You're not smarter than me. I don't usually care; I've got nothing to prove; I'm smarter than you."
"Nice." That was his tactic. He always played it like that.
"I figured all this shit out when I was like 15. You think it's never occurred to me, because you've always underestimated me. Yeah, don't tell me about fucking 'intimidation.' Your ego is too big to be intimidated. It can be charming; I like confident guys, so I let you get away with it and loved you for being you. I know what I think about everything you're going to say. I've heard it, weighed it, and was like, "No."
He really didn't know what to say. I could tell it was dawning on him that he wouldn't be "enlightening" me. He had to try.
"Do you believe I love you?" he asked. I could see him tense and move his legs together, just in case he'd violated the spirit, if not the letter, of our kick to the nuts understanding.
"Oh, I have no doubt," I said. "I am hella loveable. It's the way you treat people you love that is shady as fuck. You also are aware that I don't go back, aren't you? I'll give you a million excuses, make them myself if I love you, but when I'm done, I won't look back."
"I'm aware you have a list of people who are persona non grata," he said.
"Yass. I kept you around to check on them, see if I still hate them."
"It wasn't a compliment," he said.
"I know you think it wasn't. I think it was." I was done. "You should go get your shit out my room," I said. "Either that, or I'll get my shit out your room. One of us will be gone within the week, Blake. I'll start now, just in case you wanna be an even bigger asshole than you already are."
"This is exactly why I never told you anything," he complained.
"Right," I said. "You just sneaked around and did shit. Remember my text, Blake? Repeat it to yourself. Are you moving your shit?"
"No, I'm not. I don't want this," he said.
"I don't give a fuck what you want," I reminded him. "Sweet, I'll get started."
I went up and looked at my closet. Damn. I wasn't feeling it. I was distracted by my new dress. It was designed to look like a white satin slip. It had a floral semi-transparent wrap. I made up my mind, got down a garment bag and put my dope dress and a few other things in, packed my suitcase and my favorite backpack and looked around. He was still sitting there when I came down.
"Where are you going?" he asked.
"Somewhere nice," I said. "Take it easy, Blake. Hope not to see you again."
I went out to the airport, checked into the hotel and called a charter. I booked them for Sunday, and after two miserable nights, I was on my way to Funafuti. My father was waiting for me. I'd filled him in.
*****
"Hi, baby." He opened his arms and I wrapped myself around that man who'd always been my rock while I sobbed out my misery and he petted me. When I stopped shaking and he realized I was done, he tilted my chin up so he could see my face.
"You good now?"
I laughed. "Yeah, Dad. Thank you. It was gonna happen; you knew that."
I heard and felt the rumble. "Yeah, I know you. I have the weekend off. What you wanna do?"
"I'll think about it," I said. My father was a big dog in the military, attached to the 7th Air Force. We collected my luggage and caught a taxi. "Heard from Ben lately?" I asked. He stiffened, as he always did when my brother was mentioned.
"No. He was in Canada, the last time he said anything to me."
"He's in Mexico now," I said. "I called him last night."
"I figured you would. You know I don't like to talk about him, K. It hurts my heart."
I sighed. "Yeah, sorry. I don't like him, Dad, but I love him. It makes me sad that I can't save him, but I still love him."



"I know, Kitten. It's how you are. Your mother was like that. Girls doing okay?"
"Yeah. They're off in Scotland for two weeks with Danielle."
"They've been sending me pictures and telling me funny Scottish stories. Have you heard the one about "Me lamb?"
I laughed. "Yes. They were pretty shocked about the beans for breakfast, too."
"Have you told them?" he asked.
I sighed. "No, but I've got it to do. I almost always put off things I know I'm going to hate."
"They do love their father." He sighed with me. "You want to bring them over and be with me while you do it?"
"I might. It's a good idea. I need Mom."
He twisted one of my curls around his finger. "I know, Kitten. Me too."
"Why haven't you gotten married again?" I asked him.
"I don't know, honestly. I've got Sarah, you know that, and I love her more than I ever imagined I would, but it always seems like I'd be... I don't know. Dishonoring your mother, K."
"I get that. Mom would have wanted you to be happy, though. I think you are, aren't you?"
"I've been happier," he said. "My baby is sad. My granddaughters are going to be sad. It's an issue."
"I know. I've got family therapy lined up. Not with dickhead, but me and them. You, if you wanna come."
"I might. Do you want me to take a month's leave?"
"Can you?" I asked.
"It would be hard, but hey, I'm important. Yes, to answer your question. I can."
"I'd love you hanging out with us for a month, any time you can," I told him. "We've kinda got a housing crisis, right now."
"I have quarters assigned to me, and it's old, has seven bedrooms and lots of old wood," he mentioned. "I could be there for that month, then I'm TAD to South Korea for six months. You could live here. Think about it. You never told me what you want to do this weekend."
"I wanna lie on the beach, hang out with my old man, go dancing, do some day drinking. You down, or too old?"
He laughed. "You are a serious lightweight, K. You'll be begging for mercy."
He was right about that. Dude had seen and been in it all.
We did exactly what he suggested, and I got the girls flights to Tuvalu. Bianca and Monica were those two little clones of their mother, nine and seven, and they were always ecstatic at the chance of spending time with their grandfather. They got off the plane and came running to hug us. I could see them looking around expectantly.
"Dad isn't here?" Monica asked.
"No, I'll catch y'all up, I promise," I assured her. Fuck, this was going to be hard.
I never saw the utility of lying to your kids, so when we got to Dad's place, I sat them down and told them my tale of woe. At first, they were incredulous and demanded to speak with Blake. I told them they could text.
"Are you gonna read it?" Bianca asked.
"Do you want me to?"
She looked to Monica, who nodded, tears streaking the face of that living doll. "Yeah. I'm not saying you're lying, Mom. I just needa ask him, okay?"
She didn't want to appear even slightly disloyal. It was her way, my way, our way.
"Dad, Mom told us what happened. Is it true?"
He answered right away. "Yes, but it's not the whole story, Bianca. I'm not sure you're even old enough to understand."
She thought for a minute, then sent, "How old do you need to be to understand stabbing people in the back who love you is just no, Dad? We don't want to talk to you anymore right now."
She dropped my phone on the sofa and she and Monica sobbed their little hearts out. Dad and I both grabbed one of them, and I wound up with a very sad little Monica.
"Why, Mom?" she wailed. "Why would he do that to us?"
"It really doesn't matter, baby," I said. "People do things, bad things, hurt people who don't deserve it. I try to teach you that good things happen to good people, but it isn't always like that. They know exactly what they're doing, they know it's wrong, but they have like these compulsions for destructive behavior. It's toxic, and when it happens, all you can do is leave the toxicity behind and find something healthy to replace it."
"You girls are going to be okay," Dad assured them. "Your mother and Grandpa are going to make sure of it, I promise." There were tears on his own cheeks. I hadn't seen him cry a dozen times in my life.
"We do have to go back," I told them. "Mom will have to do some things. After that, we'll come back here, okay?"
That distracted them from their misery. "You mean, like, for good? Live here?" Monica asked.
"Would you like that?" I asked.
"Yeet!" Bianca said. "That would be so dope. We could see you like, every day, Grandpa!"
He groaned. "I don't think I will survive it. You two wear me out!"
She gave him a poke. "Nuh-uh. We good for you, old man. You can take us to the beach every day. Maybe find us a grandma."
"Oh, my God. It's already starting."
That got them giggling and I think everyone felt like the air was cleared and we were going to make it.
"Dad, who do you know in DC?" I asked him after the girls were in bed.
"A bunch," he said. "You're going to have to be specific."
"Like someone who can kick up a fuss on the legal end," I said.
"I'll look into it," he said. I trusted him. There are different circles, and the military is its own deal. I loathed the fact that my father was in the military, and let him know from the time I was a tiny, but he had a different set of ideas. Time to use those 20 years and three stars.
*****
We flew out a week later when I got a place leased for us to live. Blake had been burning up my phone, and I read all his shit, but I never responded. Leaving him on read was quite satisfying.
I also snapped Ben on the way to the airport. "Where u @?"
"Honduras," he sent back, almost immediately. That was unusual.
"Come to DC. I need my brother," I told him.
"Trouble? Something happen to Dad?"
"I'm divorcing Blake. I need your help."
"I'll be there soon," he promised. "Are you at your place?"
I let him know our new living arrangements and I thought I was set. Time would tell. I had my own circles.
*****
He was there when I got up. I glanced out the window and there was a black Mercedes parked in the driveway. When I drew back the front curtain, I saw James get out, take a look around, walk around and open the back door. Ben got out and the car left. He stood there for a minute, looking like a thug in a suit, then came to the door.
I flung it open and hugged him forever. He just held me and let me get comfortable. He smelled nice, I noticed.
"Hey, Sis, I'm here. I'm not going anywhere." He smiled down at me. "Let's go sit down. I could use a cup of coffee. You got any?"
I did, and was in dire need of one, myself. I took him in the kitchen, sat him down at the bar and we talked while I made us coffee.
Ben was my brother, three years older than me, but we weren't really related. Mom and Dad had adopted us both. I couldn't remember when I wasn't with them, and they already had Ben as early as I can remember.
After I explained the situation, he asked me what I wanted him to do. "I don't want to fuck around," I said. "I'm not interested in counseling. I just want to move on. My life just got set back like 10 years. I don't want to be bothered by a bunch of legal shit. I want him to accept that we're getting divorced, he should get on with his business and let me get on with mine."
"What about the girls?" he asked.
"That will be up to them."
"So I'm taking it you don't want him to be... extremely unfortunate?"
"I give zero fucks if his misfortune comes through natural channels," I said. "I don't want you to be the reason. He hasn't done anything violent, Ben."
He looked at me with that quizzical expression he had. "He made my little sister and my nieces unhappy. Do you imagine I care about him being violent? There is more than one kind of violence, Sis. He was emotionally violent."
"Well, I want it to be another kind," I said. "The kind that makes him go away, but doesn't end up with either of us going to jail."
"Do you want to explain it to him?" he asked.
I didn't, but I thought it might be best. "Yeah, I guess I should. Will you make sure he listens?"
"Leave it to me," he said. "I'll let you know. Have you talked to Dad?"
"I have. He's on the legal shit," I said. "Hopefully, between the two of you, we can get this judge off my back and then we'll be good. You should call him, Ben."
He sighed. "Why do we always have this conversation, Sis? He hates me. Always has."
"No, he doesn't," I said. "He loves you. He just hates what you do."
"I hate what he does," he said.
"So do I, but he does legal shit," I told him. "So do I. You don't."
He laughed. "Most of the 'shit' I do is legal, or at least isn't exactly illegal."
"Yeah, but it's immoral," I said.
"Fortunately, you're my little sister and not my boss," he said. "Please don't get on a crusade, K. I love you and I'd hate not having you."
I gave him his coffee, wrapped my arms around him from behind. "Thank you for loving me."
He had a little catch in his voice when he said, "Thank you for loving me. The difference is that everyone who meets you loves you. You're the only person I've ever known who just loved me because I'm me, even when you disapprove of me."
"Mom did," I said. "So does Dad, whether you believe that or not."
He kissed my forearm. "Don't ever change, Kavanaugh. You be you."
I sighed. "That's my plan."
"When will my babydolls get up?" he wondered.
"Hey, they're on summer break," I said. "Remember how late we stayed up and how late we slept? They'll sleep until noon, prolly. How long you staying?"
"I have no plans," he said. "As long as you need me."
"Really? No warlords to prop up, weapons of mass destruction to peddle?"
He laughed. "My henchmen are hard at work fomenting revolution at this very minute. I leave it in their capable hands. You and the girls are the only people I couldn't live without, I'm at your disposal."
I flipped the garbage disposal on and off and he laughed. "Let's wake them up and make them go to breakfast."
After they got their eyes open and realized that the cause of their sleep deprivation was their Uncle Ben, they became positively energetic, and whirled around like miniature tornadoes, sweeping us out the door and off to Gailey's for breakfast. They ordered the "English Breakfast," and were devastated because there were no beans.
*****
I knew Sobel wouldn't go without a struggle. Our senator was slightly famous. Mostly for being a tool, I thought, but I had met him on two occasions. God knows I had met enough politicians through Dad, and had been forced into a modicum of non-hostility, I guess. I still felt pretty hostile, and I think it was that very distasteful interaction that drove the wedge between Ben and Dad. Ben just wasn't strong enough to fake it. Dad could never have the slightest empathy for that, and the result was bitter fights and near estrangement. I think I was the only thing they had in common.
In the course of doing shit with Dad, I'd met this dipshit twice. Despite having a beautiful wife and two adorable looking kids, the mofo let me know I could get some "access." Logical thinking was not his strong suit, and he never realized I knew more people there than he did. There are different circles, and some of them form one of those overlapping diagrams.
One thing every one of them have in common is the military. There are people who practically worship the military, and they live in every district in the country. Yeah, "access," I thought to myself.
I never got it. Why would I want "access" to him or anyone like him? I preferred my guys a little less... psychopathic. I mean, confident in themselves and in you, but holy fuck. You hadda wonder, who raised these bastards? Good God, their mothers must be horror shows.
It didn't matter that they had staked out some particular side or the other; they gave two shits about anything but how to use other people like pawns on a chessboard. That's where I argued with Dad.
My view was, "Why you fuck around with those people?" His was, "This is how it is. It's better than anything else, and there are a lot worse. I want to keep it as good as it can be." I would be like, "Yeah, but being slightly less psychopathic and murderous thugs than a bunch of total psychopathic murderous thugs still isn't being "good," by any stretch of the imagination. There's a bunch of other shit that still sucks ass, and you know it. I can't support it."
Seriously, if you know thugs, I mean the real bad motherfuckers of the criminal type, you also know the ones in the power circles. They are just like king thugs, so good at thuggery they declared it legal and practice it on a worldwide scale.
I knew both kinds. The real bad motherfuckers never showed anyone that side unless they needed to make an example.
They were usually quite normal, had relationships, were good to those who were loyal to them and very much like the politicians who imitated them.
Being on the inside, Ben and I knew how bad it sucked. I never did any sketchy shit about it, but I was sure doing all I could without falling into criminal shit. Ben took it a step too far: actively working against everything. He called himself an anarchist. I told him he was addicted to chaos. There is a difference. But there I was, right at the center of another of those diagrams, and I wasn't going anywhere.
The good senator, of course, knew nothing about me, just that I might be available to provide incentives to so many important things he was doing. They were less than unimportant, to me. Of course, he, and many others, disagreed. I could live with that.
I got a personal invitation to his office. Out of curiosity, I went. He was exactly as I remembered: a bit shorter than me, looked fit, for a guy his age. "What can I do for you, Senator?" I asked. He sat forward in his chair.
"Would you like something to drink?" he asked.
"Are we going to be here that long?"
"Fifteen minutes?" he asked. "Long enough to have a splash. I just want you to feel comfortable."
"Come into my parlor, Senator? I need to warn you, I'm not a fly. I'm one of those big scary-looking motherfuckers you see hunting spiders, suck them dry and feed their children with their living bodies."
He looked... uncomfortable. It was hilarious, but this was no time for maniacal laughter. Or, maybe it was. I did. He didn't.
"You need to calm down."
Wow. This motherfucker... "You need to suck my dick," I said.
He just stared at me. "You have no idea. You're not here for me to antagonize you. I asked you to come here to ask you a favor, and to offer any favor in return that is possible for me to accomplish. You tell me what it is, it's yours. I'll owe you. If you don't think that matters, you're not as smart as you seem to be."
"Oh, we understand each other perfectly, Senator. I'm just saying, I don't care. It's yours, you own it. Don't try putting it on me. Or, bring it, it doesn't matter to me."
I saw some trepidation in his face, for the first time. "I know who you are," he said. "Your brother is..."
"So go arrest him. I don't want to hear your bullshit. You know you can't, or you would have already. Jesus, dude, have you no shame? Do you really believe your own bullshit? I don't. Goodbye, Senator, I doubt I'll be hearing from you again."
As I stood, I pulled my phone out my bag and started recording a TikTok. He didn't dare say anything. Well, that was some shit, I thought as I got on the elevator and walked down the steps. I dialed and got my ride coming, letting him track me.
Ben took one look at me and burst out laughing. "Oh, my God, you would not believe the look on your face. How long did you practice that?"
"Hella long," I said, "all my life. I got a whole pocket full of them."
"Why do you talk like that?" he asked. "You have a better education than anyone I know."
"Because," I said. "None of your business. Do I ask you personal questions?"
"I believe you just did."
I looked at him in horror. "Dude, what up doe? Why you giving me shit? I just had a grueling fucking experience in there."
He scoffed. "You've never been in an experience over which you weren't in total control; you pull the strings and we dance. Such is the force of your personality."
"The fuck? You weird, dude. And this ain't the way home. Where are you taking me?" I asked.
"Big Al's," he said. "You'll fit right in. He and you speak the same language. And he had delicious barbecue." There was a reason I loved him.
"Be at your house at 6:30 PM tomorrow night," he said. "I hear Jesus is coming."
I had to laugh at the joke, but I felt a little scared. I'd always had a little stage fright, but hey, you live with it for the applause. My crowd would be one. Two, at the most, because I didn't want to diminish myself in Ben's eyes, either.
Blake was sitting in his chair, looking a little under the weather. Ben sat across from him on the sofa, and I seated myself beside him.
"Hello, Kavanaugh. Did you have to go to these lengths?" Blake asked.
"I don't know," I said. "I don't care, either. I did. Deal with it. You shouldn't fuck with me, Blake. Just because I never showed it with you, didn't mean I didn't have it. What did you think was going to happen when you decided to fuck with me?"
"I never decided, never changed," he said. "I told you I don't want this. You're the light in my life, Kavanaugh."
"Dude, you took a hammer and went all around the room, smashing out the bulbs, and now you wanna talk shit? I don't care what you think, Blake. I'm doing what I'm doing and I don't give a fuck about you. I will speak to you only when I want to. I don't want to hear from some fucking senator, lawyer or anyone else. I have an attorney. Have yours call mine. I'll pay you cash value on half of anything I wanna keep. You can have the rest or I'll get rid of it. I won't keep you from seeing the girls if they want to see you, I'll set that up with you if they want me to. That's the way it is, Blake. Don't fuck with me again."
"Will you at least listen to me?"
I sighed. "I know what you're going to say. I don't want to hear it."
"K..." he quailed as I nodded at Ben.
"You don't get to call me that," I said.
"I... I'm nothing without you." He sobbed brokenly. "Ever since I met you, my life has been all about you. I know you don't believe that, you can't see it, but I have always loved and needed you, always, and I never felt any other way, not even for a minute. It's... you don't understand, it's just not a deal anymore. People are free, we don't have to live by what anyone else expects. What I feel about you is the real thing, it's just a different thing. You just went nuclear, blew up the world."
"Ah, I see now. You were loving and needing me while you were buried up inside your MILF, right?"
"I'm telling you, that was a moment. Like stopping at McDonald's to get some fries. I'd bring some home to share with you."
"Ew. The fuck, dude? That's what you say. I say something different. What I say is all that matters. Move on, Blake, I am. I want what I thought I had, not you. I think I'll find it."
I didn't know what would happen. Life is full of turns.
Oddly enough, it was Sobel who gave me problems. Not on the divorce, that was in process. He became obsessed with me. I doubt anyone had ever spoken to him like I had. The good senator was drumming up a committee to investigate "arms trafficking."
He was looking for the appointment of a "special counsel," and the candidate to whom he was looking was Martin Sobel. They're such an incestuous bunch. Of course, they were after Ben, who was long gone by then. The wheels of "justice" do grind slowly.
*****
"Mom, we're leaving!" Bianca stuck her head in my door. "Wow, you look hot! Big date?"



I laughed. "Sylvia talked me into doing a shoot. The designer gave me the dress to wear to the shoot. You like?" I did a sweeping turn for her.
"Where is the shoot?" she wanted to know.
"One of the stores that sells her stuff," I said. "I might be late."
"Hey, we told you we're staying with Stephanie tonight."
I smacked myself on the forehead. "Yeah, I was forgetting." Monica stuck her head in and I went and gave them a good squeeze. They were so tall! Five years will do that. "Love my babies," I told them. They kissed me and they were gone. Driving! Next thing, they'd be wanting to vote!
The driver dropped us and we walked a block to the store. We were throwing down some drip. There were people on the sidewalk, and everyone was looking at me as I walked, Sylvia about 20 feet behind me so the eyes could easily switch to her. The cameras following us made quite a spectacle.
We strutted around the store and made quite an impression. It was fun for the first 30 minutes, then it got hectic as they tried to turn us into quick-change artists. That got old in a hurry. I remembered why I quit modeling.
Dior had a rep there, and they tried to set up an interview. I politely declined. I did get all the clothing I'd worn, and there were a couple of fits I'd wear again. A good bit of it was tasteless and weird.
I wore one of the tasteless and weird ones for my meeting with Sobel, just to set the tone. He came to my office, as he had the last five times.
My assistant ushered him in and I offered him a drink. He accepted and it looked like he was settling in for a good chat.
"I see my research staff was... inadequate for the task," he started.
"How so?" I asked.
"They didn't make the connection between you and your father. You don't have the same name."
"I was adopted," I said.
"Yes, I know that, now. They also didn't tell me you're an attorney. What is it you do, exactly?"
"I'm a first amendment litigation specialist," I said.
He laughed. "I should have known. Something unusual happened to me last week."
"Oh? I suppose you're going to tell me about it?"
"I got a call from the senator."
"What about him?" I asked.
He laughed. "I know it must seem normal to you, but it's not every day that I get a call from an angry senator."
I smiled. "He found a hair in his soup?" I asked.
"He found a Kavanaugh Marks in his office. Later, he had a meeting in the Armed Services Committee and discovered three bases in his state were being considered for closing. I think he would have preferred the hair."
"No doubt," I said. "Why did you think this would be of interest to me?"
He laughed. "Nothing rattles you, does it?"
"I was kinda in a funk when I discovered my husband was banging his boss," I mentioned.
"How is it possible you're that naïve?" he asked.
"I believe we've established the naïveté was on you, not me," I mentioned.
He chuckled. "Yes, but your naïveté is just as visible, only in another area."
I sighed. "Why does everyone seem to think I am interested in their opinion of my character? I'm not, by the way, just so you know. I'm especially not interested in yours."
"I'm not a bad guy once you get to know me," he said. "I've been married to the same woman longer than you've been alive, and neither of us has ever been unfaithful. Maybe you'd care to give me your opinion of my character? I assure you, I am intensely interested."
"No."
"No?"
"I'm not in the habit of repeating myself, Mr. Sobel."
"I think you are absolutely stunning," he said. "A lot of people underestimate you, don't they? Just by looking at you. They can tell you're that bitch, and though they envy you, they never know you. You don't let them, do you? But the people who do know you are scared shitless that they'll disappoint you."
"Okay, you think you got me. Don't imagine I don't got you," I said. "You think using some modern phrases and cursing is showing me "I'm like you." You're not, Mr. Sobel, and we both know it, so quit fucking around, tell me what you want or get out."
He sighed. "Do you hate me?"
"No. You bore me," I said. "You don't matter enough to me for me to hate you. I dislike you because you're boring. Of course, that's before I mention I do sometimes wonder what makes people like you go on living. That might be interesting in a morbid way, I guess."
He actually looked hurt for a minute there. "I don't have to justify myself to you," he said.
"No, you don't, but then, neither do I have to justify myself to you."
"No, you don't." He looked around. "You have a very nice office."
"I do," I acknowledged. "It also happens to be my home while I'm in the US. Everything is comfortable, and I like looking at it. Yours looked like it was designed by a 167-year-old white man."
He chuckled. "I'm 73."
"Why you still do it?" I asked.
"What else is there to do that would be better?" He hesitated for a moment. "How many other things are there to do at which I would get to meet and be insulted by you?"
"I gave it to you, no cap, but it was facts," I said.
"Oh, I realize that. I am one of the many who have underestimated you. You have been in complete control this whole time. I came in here for one reason, and you never let me get to it, did you?"
"See, you can think," I said.
He shrugged and smiled. "Yes, I can. I had almost forgotten what it was like to be completely unprepared."
"Right? Imagine my surprise when I was in your position, only it was with someone you are supposed to be able to be vulnerable with, because they tell you they love you."
"Yes, that." A silence fell.
"You are fundamentally different than I am, Mr. Sobel. My life revolves around relationships. I don't understand your life. Seriously. I think you must be miserable. How could you not be? I mean, damn, man, you're shady as fuck. I see you. You see me. I'll never be you. You'll never be me."
"No, but you have a blind spot," he said. "You don't understand how much having you and being without you has affected Blake. I'm attempting to take care of someone who has been loyal to me."
"The fuck, dude? How can you not know that any loyalty you have from anyone is bought and paid for? You're sitting here and trying to sell me on some bullshit. Some dude who isn't loyal to the woman who was loyal to him, is so broke because she's missing, is the dude you're believing is loyal to you? He gives zero fucks about you. Are you stupid?"
He laughed. "There you go again. God, you're brilliant. I'd offer you a job, but you'd tell me to go fuck myself, wouldn't you?"
"Are you done?" I asked.
"I don't want to be," he said.
"God, give it a rest."
"Do you believe it's possible to have sex with someone you don't love?" he asked.
"I believe it's possible for some people," I said. "I have to see the possibility of loving someone to even think about having sex with them. Sex is mental, for me. I won't even get horny if the vibe is off."
"Oh, I understand," he said. "I feel the same way. Society has conditioned us..."
"Oh, please." I interrupted him. "Spare me the bromides. Did I mention that you bore me?"
He smiled. "Yes, and I won't bore you much longer. People like Blake, Julia Reins, millions of others, they don't look at it like we do."
"Listen, dude, I don't care. People free to do their own shit. I'm free to do mine. You'll dance around, make me an offer that you know by now I'll never accept, I'll insult you some more, then you'll leave."
"Yes, I can see that," he said. "I won't try. Kavanaugh, I would like to know you better. You're a fascinating young woman. My wife would love you. You don't want anything to do with me, though, do you?"
"Hey, you're smarter than I even thought," I told him.
"I'll see myself out,"
I stood. "Bye, Felicia," I said.
When he was gone, I sat for a minute, playing over in my mind what I should have said, but also feeling pretty satisfied. There was a tapping at the window. Rick, my starling, wanted in.
"Hey, buddy!" I greeted him as I opened the window. He flew to the back of my chair, making sounds like a dinosaur, then clicks and trills as he moved to my shoulder as I sat down. He loved to cuddle, and he made little contented chirps. He could talk, but he needed to be in the right mood.
He rode my shoulder out into the garden. "What that?" he said.
"That," turned out to be a guy at the top of the utility pole just outside the garden wall. I walked over to the wall and he flew off to do Rick shit.
"Interesting job," I said.
He looked down and smiled at me. Damn, this guy was seriously hot! Well, for a white boy.
"Hi. Not as interesting as you think. Your street light here has an issue."
"Yeah, I've noticed. I called about it. Sorry you had to be the one to fix it, although I've always wanted to try those cool climbing thingies. It comes on, stays on for like five minutes, then goes off again."
"I replaced it. As soon as I reconnect it, you should be good."
"Sick nasty," I said. I watched as he connected one wire, then a shower of sparks erupted as he connected the other wire. He yelled and began sliding down the pole until he thumped on the ground, tearing at his shirt. A piece of metal dropped out of his shirt on the ground and he danced around while I stood there, shocked. Yeah, a bad pun.
"You okay?" I asked.
"Damn, that was hot. I have a burn on my belly, but not life threatening or anything."
I took his arm and hustled him into the house. "Take off your shirt and let me look at it," I ordered.
There was an angry red welt on the left side of his stomach. "Wait right there," I said. I went to the medicine cabinet in the bathroom and got some Lidocaine. I sprayed it on him and put a non-adhesive bandage on it. Dude had some serious muscles going on under that shirt, and his abs were incredibly defined, I noticed.
"Thank you," he said. "That was... unpleasant."
I laughed. "I can only imagine. I'm Kavanaugh Marks." I offered him my hand.
He took it and I realized the size of the man for the first time. He towered over my nearly six feet like a tree. "Oh, my God!" He seemed very excited. "Kavanaugh? Is that you? I can't believe this. Oh, my God. You don't remember me, do you?"
"Well, I know a lot of people, and I've met a hella big bunch I don't remember, so it isn't a deal, but no."
"Wilson Lee," he said. "Thanks for fixing me up. Why is there a starling in your house?"
"He lives here," I said. "That's Rick. We're buddies."
He laughed. "Unusual pet you got there. And an unusual name you got, too."
"He isn't exactly a 'pet,'" I said. "We're friends and he's lived with me since I found him on the ground under his nest about five years ago. He's free. He comes and goes as he pleases, but he does spend most of his time with me. He can talk if he wants to."
"I had no idea starlings could talk," he said. "I thought they were pests."
"They can be. He can be, too, when he steals your jewelry, money or food."
"I can only imagine," he said. "Thanks for taking care of me."
I noticed how deep his voice was, and felt a little... something.
"I better get that light hooked up," he said. "It won't fix itself."
"No, I imagine not," I said. "Do you work for the city?"
"No, I have a contract with them, though," he said.
"Umm, Wilson, Mr. Lee, whatever the fuck you want me to call you, where do you think you know me from?"
"Oh, yeah, we were in the same class from the first to the fourth grade. You moved away and I never saw you again. I sat across the aisle from you in the fourth grade."
"Oh, my God, Wilson? Yes, I do remember now. We were like, nine, and you were like, a monster at basketball. Yeah, we moved to Japan. God, dude, this is amazing."
He gave me this goofy grin that was so ridiculously attractive I had to laugh. "Right?" he said. "I never forgot your name, and I sorta never forgot you, either. I don't think anyone in our class ever forgot you."
"Spare my blushes," I said. "I didn't remember you until you brought it back. I went to like 20 different schools, Wilson. They just became a blur after a while. I still have some impressions that come to mind sometimes."
"I can imagine," he said. "I went to the same one all my life and I don't remember much about it. It was pretty important at the time, but not now. I remember you, though."
"It's a hella long way from North Edwards to DC, Wilson."
"Right? That's why I was so shocked. How did you end up here, Kavanaugh?"
"Well, damn, that's a hella long story, Wilson. Do you have time for that? I'm not sure I do."
He grinned ruefully again, and it did something to me. "Would you like to come over for dinner and we can compare notes?" I asked.
"Umm... won't your husband be... uncomfortable with that?"
"I expect he would be if I actually possessed such a creature," I said. "What about you? Is there anyone in your life who is in a relationship with you who would be disappointed in you having dinner with me?"
"I'm not in an exclusive relationship with anyone," he said. "I date, but no. Well, I imagine every man on the eastern seaboard will be disappointed that they aren't having dinner with you. I will have dinner with you, by the way. Should I bring something?"
"No, I got it," I assured him. "How hungry will you be?"
"I'm not sure," he said. "I can't get over this. I'll probably forget to take a single bite."
"I know my way around a kitchen. Go get my light fixed, go home, clean up, pick up one of those Caesar salad packages and we'll be good. You can help me cook."
"Well, I suck at cooking, but I can follow directions," he said.
We set the time, he went back out and climbed the pole and fixed my light. I still wanted to try those climbing thingies. Maybe if I fed him up good, he'd let me try them.
I finished what I was doing and the girls came home. I let them know we were having a dinner guest.
"Is it a man?" Bianca wanted to know.
"Is this like a date?" Monica asked.
"It is a man, it's not a date, and you two terrors better not start any shit," I told them.
"Us?" Monica asked, clutching her pearls. "I can't believe you'd say that."
"Pfftt. Anyway, have some clothes on when you come down," I warned them. "Clothes! Not those rags you call clothes."
They wondered off after giving me shit for half an hour, and I washed up and started cooking. I actually loved it, just not all the time. Alicia, the daughter of a friend, came in and cooked for us three days a week.
I checked my refrigerator and pantry. I had a pork tenderloin and potatoes and there was a bag with corn on the cob. That would do.
I sliced the tenderloin into thick chops, seasoned my flour and the doorbell rang. It was Wilson. He had two bags of salad, the kind with everything in one bag, and I took him to the kitchen. I seated him at the bar and made him peel potatoes. He got a kick out of that.
I seasoned some flour, got the oil in my iron skillet hot, coated the chops and started frying them. Wilson got the potatoes cubed up and I put them on to boil while he found a bowl, mixed his salad and put it in the refrigerator.
I got a bottle of wine out to breathe and made gravy in the skillet with the chop drippings, while he whipped the potatoes.
We had a constant stream of conversation, and it seemed like no time had elapsed since the fourth grade. He was very easy to talk to, and he said several things that made me laugh.
The girls came in, and after introducing them to Wilson, telling them how we knew each other, we put them to work setting the table. I put Wilson next to me on my right, we began to eat and the interrogation began.
The girls both went right after him. I didn't say a word. I quickly became aware that Wilson was enjoying himself immensely. He gave them deliberately provocative answers and they were getting mad annoyed.
Monica caught us giving each other a look. She nudged Bianca with her elbow. "You're shining us on, aren't you?" she asked him.
His low laugh was a rumble, filled with bass. "Yes. Sorry, but you gotta admit you deserved it."
Bianca looked at him in admiration. "You got game, dude," she admitted. "You may get my seal of approval yet."
"Let me tell you girls something. Your mother was the same kind of girl as she is a woman. She moved to our school about halfway through the first grade. I thought she was the most beautiful person I'd ever seen. Remember, I was in the first grade and thought girls were weird. Not her. She was perfect. I wasn't the only kid in our class who thought so, either."
"We've seen pictures," Monica said.
"You don't need pictures," he told them. "All you two have to do is look in the mirror. You look just like she did, except a little older than when she moved to Japan."
Monica's mouth made a little round O. "Game. Yeah. That," she said.
"Seriously, every girl wanted to be her friend, hoping some of what she had would rub off on them, and every boy was too scared to talk to her. Except one."
Okay, time to put an end to this. "I'm sure we don't want to hear whatever fable you finna make up here," I said. "We're still waiting to hear how a small-town California boy wound up in DC."
"Oh, no," he said. "I'm sure you two want to hear about Eddy Penney, don't you?"
"Yeah, especially since Mom doesn't want you to tell us," Bianca said.
"No, Ion want him telling it," I said. "He is full of lies. I remember Eddy. He was a bully. He did a bunch of mean shit to all the other kids, but he tried to suck up to me. He tried to hold my hand on the playground and I punched him in the face. He fell into a mud puddle and had to wear some ridiculous clothes the nurse had around the rest of the day. He never recovered."
They were all big-eyed and giggling. "Mom is fierce," Monica said. "But if she loves you, it's all the way, too."
"I used to think about where she was," he said. "What she was doing, what she looked like. In my wildest dreams I met her again, and I think we should all go out and let me buy everyone lottery tickets, because here we are."
The girls looked at me, a little stunned. Bianca cleared her throat. "Well... either you're a creepy stalker or the most romantic person on the planet. Let's find out."
"Wait, what? You are so full of shit, Wilson."
"Let's see," he said. "Where's the nearest place to buy lottery tickets?"
I laughed, but he was serious. We cleaned up and we all trouped out to his truck to seek out the purveyors of poverty. He had a hella nice truck, too. It was big, but not one of those dick-size compensation things. It was just a big truck. It was nice, tho. It was immaculately clean, had an extended cab, and was obviously a diesel when he started it. It automatically synched with his phone and it had a very nice sound system. He was listening to Dinosaur Pileup, and we jammed out to "Back Foot" until we got to the convenience store. We picked out our tickets, he bought both of the girls a Dr. Pepper slurpee, and we went home.
The girls disappeared and it was just Wilson and me. It felt comfortable. We caught up on our lives since grade school. He'd had a bad breakup with a long-term girlfriend who he thought of as a future wife. He had some money left from a grandparent, had a chance to buy a business in his field, and he claimed to be making big money.
I told him about the life of a military family, finally escaping after high school, getting my undergraduate degree from the University of Maryland, my law degree from Georgetown, starting my practice, that we lived in Tuvalu and only came back to the US for business.
"Where is Tuvalu? I never heard of it."
"Oceania," I said. "It's an island. Several, actually."
"Is that a city, or a country?"
"Country," I said.
"How often do you come back here?"



"We don't just come and go that often," I said. "We come back for a couple of months, go home for a while, come back. I spend enough time here to own this place and one there."
"How long are you here for now?" he asked.
"Mmm, another few weeks. Maybe another month."
"So would you have time for me to ask you for a date?" he asked.
"I thought this was a date," I said. "Are you just fucking with me, Wilson?"
He got a horrified look on his face. "What? No, I..." He recovered quickly. "I meant another date. I'll think of something fun to do."
"Wilson, I thought this was fun," I told him. "Did you not?"
"God no, I mean yes. I don't know what I mean. Yes, I had a blast. It was triple the fun because Monica and Bianca are exactly like you. You are a house full of trouble for some lucky guy."
"Aww, that's a very sweet thing to say, Wilson. So, I have an idea. Why don't we do this again on Friday? This time, we'll break out the games, have us a party up in here. Sound good?"
"It sounds exactly what I'd love to do. Yes, hell yes. I have a new game. It has lots of rules and it's kinda long, tho. Do you guys like those kinds of games?
I took him by the hand and led him to our game collection. "Oh, my God. I have a bunch of the same ones!"
I walked him to the door, and he stopped in the threshold and turned back toward me. "Kavanaugh, I thought I'd never see you again," he said. "My mind is still blown. I am so glad I got that job and didn't send one of my men out on it. This is just an incredible coincidence, or it's something else."
"Spiritual shit?" I asked.
He laughed. "God, I love how you deal with everything. You're kinda making fun of me, but you mean it, too."
"Smart boy," I said. "Go forth and conquer."
He reached out and grabbed me, pulling me in for a hug. I didn't mind. In fact, I discovered, I wouldn't mind if he kissed me. I turned his intended hug into what I wanted and left him unable to breathe. I blew him another one. "Call me," I said.
He seemed to come out of his daze. "Yes, yes, I will. Good night, Kavanaugh."
I realized about 10 minutes after he was gone that neither of us had the other's details. Fuck!
I got a text from him the next morning. It was a cute little meme. "How u got my number?" I asked.
"From the invoice for the repair," he sent back. "Did you not want me to have it?"
I had to laugh. "No, I wanted you to have it and I was kicking myself last night for not giving it to you. Wilson like the FBI over there."
That got me a string of emojis. "If you want me to respond in a reasonable amount of time, send me a Snapchat," I told him. I texted him my Snapchat and it took him a while to send me a request. We hooked up and he said, "Sorry, had to download the app." I sent him some emojis and got on with my day.
Julie asked me to get a drink with her after work. She wanted to go to a new club; it was supposedly the new fire, and I was acquainted enough to get us in without standing in the queue. We had a blast, danced our asses off and I was pretty lit. I went to the ladies' room and stopped, leaning against a column on the way back to our table.
"I've been waiting to introduce myself all night." Her voice was just enough that I could hear it. I glanced to my right, and there she was. Who, I had no idea, but That Bitch, for sure.
She fluttered her eyelashes at me. "Is this love?" she said.
I had to laugh. "A meme? You needa work on your game, little sista."
She pretended to pout. "How old are you?" I asked.
"Old enough," she said. "I'm 22."
"Well, you're a gorgeous baby," I told her. "I'm certain it will be your world, if you want it."
"I won't want it if you're not going to be in it," she said.
Oh, my God. "Are you hitting on me, gorgeous baby?"
"Yes, I am," she stepped up close and she was nearly my height. "Do I have a shot?"
"What's your name?" I asked.
"It is Anok," she said. "I am from South Sudan."
"Come and meet my friend," I told her.
"Will she not be jealous?" she asked.
I laughed, and she flashed me a blinding smile. "We're not that kind of friends," I said. "She may already have someone with her."
"Will I be with you?" she asked.
"We'll see," I said. "Yeah, for the evening."
She slipped her arm around my waist and mine felt natural around her slender frame. Julie wasn't at the table when we got there. Anok took her seat beside me and leaned toward me. "I just want to look at you for a minute," I told her.
"Same," she said.
God, she was gorgeous. She was very dark skinned, slender, almost skinny, but that face... broad high forehead, exotic almond-shaped eyes, tilted up toward the outside corner, widely spaced, an adorably cute little nose, full pouty lips, high cheekbones and a little pointed chin. She looked like an exotic doll.
"Well?" she asked after a minute of mutual inspection.
"Oh, babydoll, you don't need me to tell you," I said, "but you are absolute perfection. Tell me you're a model."
She smiled, lighting up her face like a flame. "I am a model," she said.
"See, Kavanaugh knows shit."
"Is that your name?" she asked. "I love it. It fits you so well."
"Anok is pretty dope, too," I said. "You look like an Anok."
"You have met many?" she asked.
I laughed. She was really delightful. "Only you, so far," I said. "Is it a common name in South Sudan?"
"I know several girls," she said.
Julie came back from wherever she had been, and I introduced them. "Oh, my God. You are so beautiful," she said. "Honey, how old are you?"
Anok laughed, and it was like crystal chimes. "I am a baby, according to Kavanaugh. I am 22."
"Kavanaugh isn't wrong," Julie said. "What brought you here?"
"You mean to this city, or this club? Do you want to know, Kavanaugh?"
"I just want to watch you talk," I said. I really did. She was possibly the most beautiful woman/child I had ever seen.
She peeked at me from under impossibly long lashes. "I am working here," she said. "I am one of the lucky ones who escaped Sudan to London. I was recruited there, sent here for a magazine layout, then I'm off to New York. I came here with one of the other models from the shoot. Then I saw Kavanaugh."
"Are you gay, honey?" Julie asked. "Because if you are, I get it, trust me. I guess I get it even if you're not." She laughed. "I'm here with her, after all."
"No, not gay," Anok said. "I don't like labels. Kavanaugh is beautiful, but so much more. I could just tell."
"Okay, you two. Enough with the flattery. Can I get y'all a drink? I'm going."
They both wanted one, and after we finished them, some dude asked Julie to dance and it was just Anok and me. "Do you wish to dance?" she asked.
"I do. Are you an expert dancer?" I asked.
"I have taken many lessons," she said.
"Same," I said. "I wanted to do ballet when I was a tiny. When it became apparent I was going to be a giraffe, those aspirations went out the window."
She laughed. "Yes, I know how you feel. There are many tall women in my country, but yes."
I stood and offered her my hand. She was a very good dancer, slender as a willow, incredibly flexible and athletic, and she floated like a feather around me. We lit the place up, and danced our asses off.
Julie came by and danced with us for a bit, then she left with the guy she'd been dancing with.
"Where are you staying?" I asked.
"At the Four Seasons," she said. "The agency has a whole floor."
"Oohh, Anok running with the big dogs."
She smiled. "That's my plan. You wanna go back to my room?"
"I was thinking more like I'd take you out for a 2AM breakfast, then back to my house," I said. "How does that sound?"
"I am starving," she said. "I am always starving."
"You stick with me, babe," I said. "I'll have you looking like a plus-sized model in a month."
She laughed, and I was again struck by her total grace and beauty. "Well, is there good money in plus-sized modeling?" she asked. "I hope so, because I'm sticking with you. And somehow, you've managed to stay fit."
She had come in an Uber, and when we walked out, arm in arm, she squealed like one of my kids when she saw the Chevelle. "Oh, my God. I should have known."
I laughed. "What can I say? I love old cars."
"You do not have to explain to me," she said. "I love them, too. Especially this one. What is it?"
"It's a 1970 Chevelle Super Sport LS6 454," I said.
"Is it fast?" she asked.
"It is. Not like today's high-tech shit, but for what it was, yeah. You wanna find out?"
"I do. Can we?"
"That would be a yes." I opened her door for her, and she shot me a look that would have melted steel.
"Thank you," she said.
"Fast," doesn't really do justice to 336 kW smoking the tires as we shot away from the first stop light. Anok grabbed my arm and laughed hysterically the whole time. After that initial blast, I drove the speed limit. Nothing good ever really comes of attracting the attention of the police.
I took her to PostScript at the Madison, and we ordered huge breakfasts, eggs, hash browns, bacon, the works, and we drank a pot of mediocre coffee.
It was almost three by the time we stopped by her hotel, she collected the essentials for the next day and we pulled into the garage. As we went inside, I warned her that the girls were asleep, so we should keep the noise to a minimum.
"Are they light sleepers?" she asked.
I laughed. "No, not really. It would prolly take a bomb blast to wake them up, and they have ambient noise machines. They're also up there." I pointed to the second story. "Just saying..."
She held one long slender finger up to those lips in a shushing motion. God she was luscious. And funny. "Babe, are you going to sleep with me, or in your own room?" I asked.
She looked at me speculatively. "May I sleep with you?"
I couldn't help myself. I took her in my arms. She felt almost slight, like she weighed nothing, but she was also almost vibrant, like vibrating, as if there was an electric current running through her. "Yes, you can, but I have no expectations, Anok."
She gave me a side-eye look, huge brilliant eyes flashing. "I would like that very much."
We went to my room and she got in her bag. I was brushing my teeth when she joined me. She had on gold silk pajamas and looked absolutely stunning. We shared the sink, took off our makeup, and I asked her if she wanted to shower with me. She nodded shyly.
I watched my hand reach out and flip open the first button on her pajama top. She watched as I opened one after the other, her puffy lower lip caught between her teeth.
I eased it off her shoulders, her skin feeling so smooth, warm, soft under my fingers. I caught my breath as I slipped it off, hanging it on a hook. "Let me look at you," I whispered.
"Noo, I'm embarrassed," she whispered back.
"You're a model," I told her. "Imagine I'm your audience."
She flashed me those amazing white teeth. "You are far more beautiful than my usual audience," she said, but she let me hold her upper arms while I eased her back. I found it hard to breathe.
She was painfully thin, for sure, but it was Anok. She could be nothing else. There were muscles there, but that rich mahogany, her tiny little tiddies, nipples and areolae crinkled and firm, broad shoulders and just sheer gorgeousness, flat belly with a little naval piercing. She had hip-dips, but when the bottoms of her pajamas fell, she moved to hang them up, she was a dream in motion, her ass was spectacular, small, tight and perfectly rounded. God she was beautiful.
She stepped up to me and slipped off my robe, her hands, warm and dry, moved over me like a breeze, caressing my skin, cupping my breasts and giving my nipples a tweak. I shivered and she giggled.
Playing with that wet living doll, soaping her up, running the soapy floof thingy over her skin, discarding it because I had to feel her skin with mine, it was all surreal.
She'd said she didn't like labels, and I got it, trust me. I hadn't been celibate since my marriage crashed and burned. I'd had lovers, male and female, and I'd discovered some things about myself.
I liked beautiful things. Beautiful men, beautiful women, who cares? They were beautiful. I don't mean just their physical appearance. Some people become beautiful because of what's inside them shining through. Anok was both. She knew, but it wasn't an act with her. She was who she was, and she was beautiful, nearly unreal, but all Anok.
Making love to her, and anyone who wouldn't add a love element to any experience with that ebony angel had something wrong with them, was an experience of a long, slow rise to passion that became something from which you never recover. When she cried as she was leaving the next day, I knew she felt it, too.
"Kavanaugh, may I call you, see you again, come here?" she asked.
"Anok, I will spend time with you whenever I can," I told her. "I should tell you, we, the girls and me, live in Tuvalu. We spend most of our time there."
"I have not heard of this place," she said. "Is it remote?"
"Very," I said. "It's an island in the Pacific. Would you like to visit us there?"
"I would like this very much," she said. "I have a five-day assignment in New York City, then I will have a break."
"We'll still be here," I told her. "Call me anytime."
She was gone, the taste of her lips lingering on mine, and I thought what a turn my life had taken in the past week: first Wilson, then Anok. That was going to take some thought and introspection.
*****
My "date" with Wilson was spectacular. The girls loved him, they argued and fussed with him about game rules, he gave them as good as they gave him, and they were wicked. It seemed more like they had a date with him than I did, but that's what I wanted. Get a person comfortable and they will usually show their true colors. Wilson's colors seemed to be pure gold.
He asked me for another date, and Friday was his night to entertain both me and the girls. He proved adept. I was rapidly coming to love this huge, gorgeous, funny, kind man. I was struggling with my feelings, because there was also Anok.
I had already stayed longer than I'd planned, but this was some fascinating shit that was going on in my life. The girls weren't complaining and I was just riding the wave.
Anok was spending an incredible amount of time with me. Bianca and Monica worshiped her, and she was just as gentle and loving with them as she was with everyone else. She took them around to her assignments, they made daily excursions shopping and she spoiled them rotten.
She did the same to me, and I found myself on the horns of a dilemma: I loved Anok, and I loved Wilson. I kept the two of them apart, and I had to find a way forward. I had no idea how, but I was going to find a way. It started with a conversation with Anok.
We were lying together by the pool on our mats, just soaking up the sun. She was oiled and the water droplets beaded up on that glowing ebony body. "God you are gorgeous, Bae," I said.
She giggled. "I know. Still, everyone looks at you."
"I have bigger tiddies," I told her, cupping them and bouncing them at her.
"Mmm, yes." Her soft hand cupped one and she gave my nipple bar a tweak.
"Anok, can I ask you something serious?" I asked.
She rolled me onto my back and draped herself half over me, her head resting between my breasts, looking up at me with those huge dark eyes. "Yes, I will answer if I can," she said.
"Okay, here goes. What are we, Anok? I mean, lovers, yes, friends, is there more?"
She was silent for a moment. "I want there to be more," she finally said. "I want to be with you, always."
"You mean like married?" I asked.
"I care nothing for that," she said. "I do not need permission to love you."
"We've never really talked about it," I mentioned. "Are we... do you want to be exclusive?"
"If you want me to be," she said. "Is it necessary to be exclusive to love you? I think not. Still, I am not interested in anyone besides you. Do you wish to be exclusive?"
"Well, I have been," I said. "I've been dating a guy, though. I really like him, Anok. I think I want to fuck him, have a relationship with him. Not leaving you out, in any way, but I have to know what you think."
Her incredibly long lashes closed over those dark pools for a moment, then looked deeply into my heart. "Is he hot?" she asked.
I laughed. "I should have known. Yes, he's gorgeous. Like you, but a man? Dude is huge, he's got all this hair... You know how those guys look on the cover of trashy romance books? That's him."
"Mmm," she murmured. "Can I fuck him too?"
"Would you?"
"Maybe," she said. "If he's hot and a great guy. I know he must be special, or you wouldn't be interested in him. Will you introduce me?"
"I will, but that wasn't exactly what I was thinking."
"What were you thinking?" she asked.
"I was thinking about having the same conversation with him I'm having with you," I said. "This might actually work better. You're not going to take him away from me, are you?"
She looked horrified. "Noo, I would never..."
"I was joking, Bae. I know you aren't like that."
"As if I could," she said.
"Bet. God, Anok, you can have anyone you want."
She snuggled in and gave one of my nipples a swipe with her wicked little pointed pink tongue. I jolted and she giggled. "I mostly want only you, but I'll give your romance model a shot. I like dick," she confided.
I spanked that hard little ass. "I have an assortment of dicks any time you want one."
She squealed in mock outrage, and I rolled on top of her, pinning her to the mat. She was strong, but I was stronger and weighed more. She soon gave up the struggle and we made love in the sun.
I was worn, trying to regain my mind that had been scattered to the far-flung corners. Not to mention that I had no bones and couldn't move. Anok nuzzled my ear. "What are you thinking?"
"Are you really sure you wanna do this, Bae?" I asked.
"No, not at all sure," she whispered. "I need to meet him. If he's half what you say he is, yes, I'm in."
"We're assuming he won't run for the hills as soon as he sees us."
She laughed. "He is a man. If we want him, he's ours."
"Oh, I should mention, he's kinda... white, lovey."
"Oh my God." She seemed taken aback. Then she sent both of us into convulsions. "Do you think it will rub off?"
I had no idea where this would lead, but I guessed I'd find out soon.
It took some planning on my part, but I thought I had it set. I asked Wilson out to dinner. He accepted, and I asked if he would mind if I invited a third party.
"You mean like one of the girls, or like a man?" he asked.
"A girl, not one of THE girls, and she's definitely not a man."
"Who is she?" His curiosity was eating him alive.
"You'll find out at the restaurant. Be charming as fuck, okay? She's my best friend. That's all I'm telling you."
"Prince Charming, that's me," he said. "Should I mention how charming I'm being? Just so she notices, you know."
I laughed. "You're an idiot, Wilson. Don't ever change."
My closets were... large. Seriously. I kept my bedroom one pretty well stocked, but Anok was on a whole different level. She packed mine, the one in the hall and one of the guest bedrooms. Even though she spent as much time on the road, and she had a flat in London, she brought bag after bag into my house every time she was there.
She always looked dope, but when she came down for our date with destiny, she was absolutely stunning, a leopard pattern off the shoulder top with her midriff showing and the tiniest little gold skirt I'd ever seen. There was a mile of sleek ebony leg exposed, and more threatened to become visible at the slightest miscue.
It would have looked slutty on most women. Anok was all elegance and class, though, and she looked like the queen she was. She got all googley-eyed when she saw me, and made me spin around so she could see "everything."



I felt sure Wilson was in for a shock, and I wasn't wrong. He was sitting at the bar when we got there, and, as usual, he was gorgeous. There is something about a man with long curly hair. He was nearly a match for me, and my hair was down to my butt, if I stretched it straight.
He was watching hockey on the TV over the bar, and I slipped up behind him, wrapping my arms around his back from behind. He started a bit until I whispered in his ear, "Sup, bruh?"
His face lit up in that glorious smile. "Hi, K," he said without turning around. "Fashionably late, as usual."
He spun around on his stool and froze. I was dying laughing inside. "Kavanaugh, is..." his brain froze, "is... is this the friend you wanted me to meet?"
"Bingo," I said. "Damn, you smart, dude."
Anok held out one slender hand and he took it. "I am Anok," she said. "You are Wilson and it is very nice to meet you. Kavanaugh speaks highly of you."
"I know who you are," he said.
Anok's midnight eyes flashed and glittered. She liked him. I could tell. "Who am I?" she asked.
"You're Anok Dau, the model."
"See, Bae, you're famous," I said. I pulled him to his feet and we followed our host to our table. "Wilson is a follower of fashion?" I asked.
"Hah. No, I do go grocery shopping, though, and Anok was on the cover of one of those "World's 25 Most Beautiful Women" things. No one would forget that face."
"How come you never mentioned this to me?" I asked her.
"It is both unimportant and embarrassing," she said.
Wilson laughed. "I don't think it's either, but I like your attitude about it." He liked her, I could tell.
We fell into companionable conversation and I watched these two people I realized I loved very much. It's funny: you're going along, just living your life, being happy, not looking to start shit, and suddenly these people come into your life and you be like, "This one. I wanna do life with this one." Then there are two, and shit gets complicated.
"What's on the agenda, K?" he asked as we finished dinner.
"Well, the girls are in Canada with their uncle. I was hoping we'd go back to my place," I mentioned. "I got some good bud, good wine, snacks, no lines at the bathrooms, music and there's all these streaming services."
"Sounds like a party, but I got plans," he said.
We both gaped at him and he burst out laughing. "I was just roasting you," he said. "Am I nuts? I get to spend time with not one of the world's most beautiful women, but two of them?"
"Spare our blushes, please. Let's blow this bitch."
He had come in an Uber, and we made him sit in the back of the Chevelle. It was hilarious watching this small giant try to fold himself into this tiny place. He moaned and groaned and we laughed.
"Why the hell didn't you bring the Mercedes if you knew there were three of us?" he complained. "Hell, I could have brought my truck."
"Ooh, I do admire a man with a truck," Anok said. "Why do you have a truck, Wilson?"
"I like them," he said. "Also, I use it for work and it doesn't make sense for me to have a vehicle I can't throw something in and haul it around."
"I see," she said. "Wilson is a truck driver." She shot me a side-eye look and he laughed.
"I'm actually an electrical contractor," he said.
"He fixes street lights," I told her. "He's really good at it, though. Say, Anok, you ever wanted to climb an electric pole with those spikey things on your feet? Wilson is our hookup."
He laughed. "That would be an insurance nightmare if you fell, but yeah, I'll show you. Anok, you as fascinated by climbing spurs as Kavanaugh?"
She shook her head. "Noo, I am afraid of heights." I still wanted to do it, although heights weren't my favorite thing, either.
We never got to the movie part. Well, a movie played, but we didn't watch any of it. We snuggled up on my sofa with our feet up, I broke out my bong and we each had two bowls of "Garlic Butter." It didn't taste like garlic butter, but somewhere between my first bowl and the second, none of us cared anymore. We cuddled, whispered, laughed and got hungry. I made us grilled cheese sandwiches and they declared it the best thing they'd ever tasted.
Grilled cheese was, according to Anok, the secret of life. We moved back to the sofa and both of us were all over Wilson. Not blatantly sexual, but just being very tactile, admiring that huge man, natural touches, running our hands over him while he watched through half-closed eyes, an arm draped across each of us, idly playing with our hair.
I caught Anok's eye and looked a question at her. She nodded and began to unbutton his shirt.
"Anok... Kavanaugh? What..."
"Shh..." I put my finger on his lips. "Let us talk." He nodded.
"I met Anok the night you fixed my light," I said. "I've kind been dating both of you."
"Really? I..."
"You are supposed to be listening," I told him. He made a zipping motion across his lips."
"You're my boyfriend, Wilson. You know that, right?"
He unzipped his mouth and made us all go into fits of laughter. When we caught our breath, he said, "I had hopes, K. I want to be your boyfriend. What about Anok?"
"She's my girlfriend," I said. "I'll share her with you if you'll share me with her."
He looked at her. "Anok?"
"I love Kavanaugh," she said. "None of us have made any commitments. I have an idea. How about we have fun, hang out, maybe fall in love and see where it goes?"
"Okay, no man in his right mind would say no to either of you, much less both. I'm not in my right mind, but..."
She silenced him with a kiss that looked like she was taking his soul. I knew. I had lost mine to her months before. It made me incredibly horny and I wanted some. Of both.
I stuck my face in there and they noticed me. When they met my eyes, there was a smoldering lust in there, but something else: when they looked at me there was love. It was like one of those "before my girlfriend sees me and after she sees me" TikToks. They glowed up different, and I knew they saw the same thing in me.
Anok turned my face toward Wilson, and I got lit up by that man, no cap. The fact that a goddess was sticking her little pointed tongue in my ear was a distraction, but not much.
I had wanted to fuck Wilson for a while now, but the vibe had never been exactly right. Some of us gotta feel something, like "this is the time." When your relationship has moved to a certain place, you just know it. This was different, because Anok was part of it. What it would be, I didn't know, but I knew it would be something very good.
*****
They were out there dancing, Anok and Wilson. It was quite a party. My new son-in-law sat on one side of me, with Dad on the other. Bianca came back from wherever she'd been, accepting congratulations, no doubt, and pulled Matt up for a dance.
She had invited her father, and Blake showed up at the wedding. I wasn't forced to speak to him, and that suited me just fine. Dad had given away the bride. Bianca and Blake didn't have that kind of relationship. She was polite to him, but that's about it. Monica would occasionally do something with him, but his lack of interest in them was something they accepted, and even insisted on.
Dad put his arm around me. "You happy, Baby?"
I snuggled in. "Oh, yeah. We all love Matt, and he makes my baby happy."
"Me too," he said. "Are your partners making you happy?"
"I'm happy with them, if that's what you mean," I said. "They don't make me happy. I'm happy by myself. When I'm with them, we're happy together."
"I get it," he said. "You ever think you might like to marry one of them?" He nodded to Anok and Wilson.
I laughed. "No. Why would I? We're together. I tried that, Dad. It didn't mean anything to anyone but me. Blake, his lovers, the rest of the world, they gave zero fucks that we were married. Only me. Now? I give zero fucks what they think. Since it only matters to me... them, we, us? We're together, for better or for worse. Call it what you want. It doesn't matter to us."
He nodded. "Yeah, you got burnt pretty badly."
"Yes, but it's not really about that. I like my life. They like my life, and theirs. If I wanna change it, I will. They may want to change. We're living, Dad, being alive. It's a glorious thing. Do NOT eat that piece of cake. I'm watching you."
He laughed. "Yeah, I know. I've always known."
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She always reminded me of a big cat, the way she moved: graceful, sleek powerful, always independent and self-assured. She sank onto my lap, her arms around my neck, wiggling and getting comfortable, her back against the arm of the sofa as she leaned back to look up at me, her exquisite features carefully arranged to show her loving side, and she was an extremely loving person.
"Cedric, Tom Ambrose asked me out for Friday night."
"Out to what?" I asked.
"He's getting an award for broadcasting," she said. "He asked me to go to the awards ceremony, then out for dinner and dancing."
"Ah, well, what did you say?" I asked.
Her eyes dropped. "I told him I would ask if you would be okay with it."
"Did you think I would be?" I asked.
She looked down, not meeting my eye. "No. I thought I'd ask, though."
"Is this something you want to do?" I asked.
"Sorta, if you wouldn't be mad," she said. "He's a different sort of guy."
"Well, you're a grown-ass woman," I said. "I don't make decisions for you."
"So you're good if I go?"
"I don't know how you could possibly have understood that from what I said," I told her.
"You said 'You're a grown-ass woman.' That kinda seems like you're saying it's up to me."
"It is," I said. "I don't own you; I'm married to you."
"I know," she murmured. "Would you be upset if I did?"
"Again, Calaney, is it what you want to do?"
"Yes, it is," she said. "Look, Cedric, I love you and we're well into the process of growing old together. Would you understand there would be no love involved between Tom and me? It's just a date. He's married, too, and his wife is good with him going on the occasional date."
"I hardly think we're in advanced old age," I mentioned.
"Middle age is 38," she said. "The average life-span is 76."
"I plan to live forever," I said.
She smiled. "Yeah, me too. It makes me feel so sexy that a guy like him wants me. You wanna find out just how sexy I'm feeling?"
"Maybe later," I said. "How do you envision this happening?"
"Well, I'll go out Friday night. You can do whatever you want. Saturday morning, I'll come home and we can talk about it. It will be so hot, Cedric."
"I think I'll go on a date, too," I said.
She sat up and looked at me as if she'd had an electric shock. "Can you get a date that quickly?" she asked.
"I can," I said.
"With who?" she asked.
"Marni Ambrose," I said.
She jumped up off my lap and stood with her hands on her hips, glaring down at me. "What have you done, Cedric?"
"Well, it turns out he may have exaggerated his wife's complacency about him dating other women," I said. "In fact, she was looking for evidence that he was dating other women. That's what she told me, anyway. She had a hunch. Guess what, she was right."
"Oh, my God! He lied?"
I shrugged. "Dude asked out a married woman. Seems like a pretty shady thing to be doing. I'm not surprised that he's also a liar to go along with the trying to fuck a married woman."
"Well, of course I'm not going now," she declared.
"Why not?" I asked.
"The fuck, Cedric? He lied to me! Are you sure his wife didn't know?"
"Would you like to call and ask her? I have her number," I mentioned.
She shot me a look. "No, I wouldn't."
"So the idea of banging some dude who isn't me seems okay to you, but not said dude lying to you. Is that it?"
"God, why do you make it sound like that?" she complained.
"'Sound?' I don't have to make it 'sound' any way. I just gave you the facts."
"Well, I thought he was on the level," she said.
"Sorry to burst your bubble," I said.
"How did you get this information?" she asked.
"Marni called me," I said. "Apparently, she has transcripts of his calls and texts. I've seen a couple of conversations."
She flushed bright red. "Oh, my God, Cedric. No one was supposed to see those."
"Right? Information crops up at the most inconvenient times and in the most unexpected ways."
"Maybe the two of us could just go out Friday night," she suggested.
"Well, that would have been nice, but I have a date," I said.
She stood there for a moment. "Okay, you got me. Do you really have a date, or are you just rattling my cage?"
"Both," I said.
"Well, I guess I really can't complain, can I?" she said. "Are you permanently mad, Cedric?"
"No. I was just sad, at first. Then I got mad. Seriously, Calaney, I'm a man of peace, but had you been home two hours after that phone call, you would have been lucky to survive. I guess I'm just resigned, now."
She took a step back and looked a little frightened. "What does that mean, 'resigned?'" she asked.
"Resigned to the idea that you and I are fundamentally different: to the idea that my wife wants to go on 'dates' with other men. Why am I using your euphemisms, anyway? You want to fuck Ambrose. When you feel a way, that's the way you feel."
There was some trepidation in her voice when she spoke. "What are you going to do, Cedric?"
"Make adjustments, adapt, survive, thrive," I said.
"Could you be a little more specific?" she asked.
"Okay. I thought we were good. I loved my life. Obviously, something is missing for you. What I feel for you isn't the same thing you feel for me. I'm not stupid, Calaney. I know it's stupid to love someone more than they love you. I'll just adjust and be like you."
"What the fuck are you talking about? I love you. You know I do," she protested.
"Oh, I believe you," I assured her. "I'll still love you, but like you love me. I just won't consider myself bound to any particular standards. So far as being married is concerned, I mean. That's not a thing we have anymore. In fact, I believe we should get divorced."
"Oh, my God!" she exclaimed. "You're going crazy here, Cedric. Nothing even happened."
"Who is it, exactly, who is responsible for 'nothing happening,' anyway? Ambrose? You? No, I'm responsible, and Marni. Did you bother to find out anything about your date?"
She was silent for a while. "No," she said softly. "Just what is publicly known. I can see that I made a bunch of mistakes. He's just so... extra, Cedric. You know that. You've met him, seen him on TV. He's just..."
"Yes, I know," I said. "He is. You've forgotten, Calaney. So are you. Look at me. Am I just... whatever word you were thinking about?"
"Of course you are," she hurried to assure me. "This was not about you, Cedric. I love you and I love being your wife. Stop talking about divorce. That's just ridiculous."
"But is it really?" I asked. "Think about it, Calaney. Next time you meet somebody who's 'just...' you wouldn't even have to ask if I'd be mad. You could just go for it."
"How many times has that happened in the last 17 years?" she asked.
"Well, just this once," I said. "As far as I know."
"The fuck? You think I'd lie, cheat?" She looked angry.
"Well, as of yesterday, I never thought you would ask me if I'd be okay with you 'dating' another man. I was obviously wrong about that. Do you not think it's now reasonable for me to doubt many of my other preconceptions? I realize I've made unwarranted assumptions, and that has me a little uncertain," I explained.
"Well, I haven't lied and I haven't cheated," she said.
"You have to realize that if you were a liar and a cheat, that's exactly what you would say," I said.
She snorted. "Well, since I'm neither, I don't realize shit. I'm still the same person you've been married to for 17 years."
"I guess I never knew you." It was really the only reply.
I'd always wondered about people who had been married for years and suddenly, next thing you heard, they were on their way to divorce. I realized I'd been quite a superficial person. We had serious conversations, but I had made monumentally naïve assumptions, definitely about Calaney, but maybe on the world, in general. I felt that colossally stupid.
I asked myself some questions I'd never even considered. Does everyone assume that other people are fundamentally like they are? Do we put our cultural values on other people, assuming they share those ideas? I had certainly done that.
I guess I was a happy optimist: believing, without ever actually getting that information, that Calaney and I shared the same basic views about marriage, fidelity, loyalty, the whole moral and ethical landscape. That was obviously wrong. I thought it was an understandable mistake, because she'd never show any indication that wasn't the case, but there we were.
I was 23 when we got married, and she was 20. We were kids, and I guess, blinded by love and youthful exuberance, we just went with the flow. I'd been rudely awakened.
"How long have you felt like this was something it would be okay to do?" I asked.
She frowned. "I don't understand the question."
"Have you always felt like banging other people you aren't married to while you're married is a thing we should do?"
"Not 'people,'" she said, "and not 'should.' It wasn't something I planned planed on doing, it was just the perfect storm. It's like a one-of-a-kind situation."
"How does being married fit into your calculation?" I asked.
"I love being married to you and I never intend, or intended, to change that," she said.
"No. I mean, what made you think it would be okay to approach me with this, do this?"
She sighed. "Cedric, I know how you think. I've never disputed it, but I've never agreed. I don't think marriage means you can only have sex with one person for the rest of your life. It means I love you and I'll always put you first, but exclusive relationships are taught to us. We're not like that by nature."
"No, I suppose not," I said. "But then, we're murderous, by nature. How many violent deaths have occurred in the history of the world? Just because we're some way by nature, doesn't mean it's not destructive. What we did was, we figured out murdering our neighbor tends to cause a ruckus. Society works better when we aren't firing howitzers over the back fence."
"You're being absurd," she said.
"Am I?" I asked. "We figured out that most people just thrive when they're in a loving relationship with another person. That's what I want. That's where I thrive."
"That's what I want, too," she said. "This has nothing to do with love. I love you and no one else. This is about excitement, lotus eating."
"I see. Well, you want what you want. I want what I want; what I thought I had."
"You do have that," she said. "Stop, Cedric, you're making this harder than it needs to be. Nothing even happened."
"Okay. I understand your position," I said.
"I don't understand yours," she said.
"That's okay. I do." This was going nowhere.
"What are you going to do?" she asked.
"Contemplate," I said.
"Contemplate with me," she said.
"You're too distracting," I said. "I think I'm going for a little trip."
"I'll come with," she said.
"No, I'm going alone," I told her.
"I thought you had a date," she said.
"I'm going to cancel," I said. "I may reschedule, but she'll understand."
"Yes, I suppose she will."
"Okay, I'm off to pack a few things."
She followed along, keeping up a stream of words, assuring me of her undying devotion. I packed a suitcase, my toiletries, and when I got my fishing tackle, I could tell she thought she knew where I was going.
We owned a place on the Bolivar Peninsula, and she would figure I was going there. I wasn't. I was looking for blue water. Something you couldn't find in the Gulf.
She tried to kiss me as I went out the door, but I wasn't having it. I checked into a room down at the Holiday Inn Express at the airport, and started planning. Three days later, I was on my way to Pohnpei, in the Federated States of Micronesia.
I hadn't answered any of Calaney's calls or texts, but I did tell her where I was going, that I was safe and had some contemplation to do. She tried to talk me out of it, or into taking her with me, but I just ignored her. I could work from wherever I was as long as I had an internet connection, and she made plenty without any input from me. I was due a long vacation
*****
This was just what I needed, I thought, sitting on my patio, looking out at the waves coming in, those sounds of the surf soothing my soul. I was in an introspective mood. The last months on the beach had my hair bleached out and I had a serious tan going. I worked in the tiki bar down at the surf camp half a day on Tuesdays and Thursdays, just to meet people, I had a wide circle of acquaintances and life seemed good.
I heard from Calaney and our kids regularly. Drew, our daughter, had flown over to stay with me twice; she loved it, and our son, Dominic, had visited once. Drew was talking about becoming a permanent resident as soon as she finished high school.
I even talked to Calaney on the phone when she called about once a week. The first words out of her mouth every time were when was I coming home. I think, by that time, both of us were aware that I was home. She still kept asking.
It was Tuesday, and I slipped on my bar-tending attire: shorts and a light linen/cotton blend cream shirt. My good shades and best sandals, and I was ready. There was a crowd, and I got in the swing right away. I was just working my station, chatting with Jude, who worked the next station. I wasn't really paying attention to my customers, just exchanging a few words while I was making their drinks.
"What do you recommend?" I would have known that voice anywhere.
"Calaney, imagine running into you here," I said without turning around.
"I finally realized you weren't coming to me," she said. "I realized I would have to come to you."
"Ambrose was busy?" I turned and faced her. "I'll make you a good frozen daiquiri," I said.
"Yum. Sounds good. And I have no idea if he is busy. He is no longer employed in our fair city," she said. "I don't give a fuck about him. I never did."
"Fair enough," I said. "Just feeling down for a little stalking?"
She laughed. "Get used to it. I love you, Cedric. I'm not going to stop."
"What are you going to do?" I asked.
"Whatever it takes," she said. "Can I stay with you?"
"Of course," I said. This was going to be wondrous. "When you finish your drink, I'll take off and we can go."
I didn't tell her, but I was quite aware of the disposition of Ambrose. I wasn't totally without influence, and Ambrose was now their liaison in Coventry.
We chatted a little, she finished her drink and we started walking. It was less than a mile to my place, and I walked everywhere. When we got there, she was crazy about the place. "Oh my God, Cedric, what a view."
I turned from where I was prepping dinner and looked out to sea. The back wall was all glass, and it was stunning. "Yes, I'll confess to being impressed every time I look out," I said.
I heard the key in the front door, and Meilani came in, I heard her put her bag on the hall table and she came looking for me, as she usually did. She also took my breath away, as she always did. "I am home," she said, as she came into the kitchen. She noticed Calaney and did a double-take.
"This is Calaney," I told her. "She arrived... unannounced. Calaney, Meilani."
Mei giggled. "I see." She walked over and offered her hand to Calaney. "I am very glad to meet you," she said. "Anyone who is part of the Cedric's life is important, I know."
Calaney shook her hand. "How are you acquainted with him?" she asked.
"Oh, he is my favorite bartender," Meilani said. "I met him one night when I was just a little bit high. He was very gallant and offered to walk me home. Instead, I came home with him and I've never left."
"You live here?" Calaney asked.
"Well, I have my own place, but for all intents and purposes, yes. Do I live here, Cedric?"
"Yes," I said. "You go other places, but yes."
Calaney looked from one to the other of us. "Do you mind me asking how old you are?" she asked Meilani.
"No, I don't mind," she said. "I'm 24. Is that a problem?"
Calaney looked at me reproachfully, before turning back to Meilani. "No problem. You just look like a baby."
Mei laughed. "Yeah, I get that a lot. I have a baby face. I needa run and take a shower. Be back in a flash." She kissed me and went into the bedroom. Calaney gave me a death stare.
"She's gorgeous," she said. "And 24."
She was gorgeous, too. The day we met I thought I had never seen a woman who made such a visual impact. Her curly and glossy black hair hung around her in carefully studied disarray, and that face... It was a baby face, and she was a babe.
She had on a short, sleeveless olive-colored dress with a belt. It showed her... attributes, and she had plenty of those. She was long, muscular, creamy brown, eyes so dark they looked black, having that exotic island tilt toward the outside corners, huge, with the longest lashes I'd ever seen that weren't fake. She was slender, with hip-dips, until she turned sideways or you saw her from the back.
Then, there was no mistaking that this woman worked out. Her back was broad and muscular, and that ass...
Oddly enough, she too asked me what I recommended.
"Are you into fine spirits, or do you want something fruity and delicious?" I asked. Mostly, I wanted to hear her talk some more.
She decided on fruity, and when I got off shift, she ran into me at the door, literally. She was a bit unsteady and giggly, and she took my arm as we walked down the boardwalk leading from the bar to the beach sidewalk. I asked her if she would like a cup of coffee, and she never left.
"Well, I guess that puts a damper on my plans," Calaney said.
"How so?" I asked.
"I was planning to come here and reclaim my husband," she said.
"Reclaim me from what?"
"From your self-imposed exile," she said.
"I'm not in exile," I said. "I'm on vacation."
"How long do you think you'll be vacationing?"
"I have no idea."
She sighed. "That's what I was afraid of. Cedric, you said I could stay with you."
"You can," I said. "Plenty of room."
"Where will I sleep?" she asked.
Meilani came in, fluffing all those damp curls with a towel. "With us," she said.
"The fuck?" I think that got out before Calaney could engage her brain.
"You don't wish to?" Mei asked.
"I'm... I don't... Cedric?"
"Don't 'Cedric' me," I said. "May I remind you that you're a grown-ass woman?"
She flushed. "Meilani... I... Can I just talk to Cedric for a minute?"
"Of course," Mei said. "I'll be in there selecting some dinner music."
As soon as she was out the door, Calaney was talking. "Cedric, you said you needed some time to think. Well, what are you thinking?"
"My position is unchanged," I said.
"I guess I need you to clarify that. Do you even want me here?"
"'Want' might be too strong a word," I said. "I don't mind you being here."
"But you're okay if I'm not? Are you going to divorce me, Cedric? Are you with Meilani? God, she's half our age? What are you doing with her?"
"I'm having fun, lotus eating," I told her. "I hope she's having fun, too. She seems to be having fun."



She winced. "I'm never going to get past that, am I? I feel like I'm losing you, Cedric."
"Calaney, that ship has sailed," I said. "Whatever we had is gone. You're responsible for that. I don't know what we have now, if anything."
"I don't want it to be past," she said. "Can we have something different?"
That was a good question. Because you don't have what you thought you did, do you have nothing, or something different?
"Maybe," I said. "I don't hate you, Calaney. You didn't just go out and cheat. I would have hated you for that. There was some extreme disrespect, but hey, maybe I was in some way responsible. You have to be respectable if you want people to respect you. Maybe I didn't earn that. Whatever, I can live with it."
"Noo, don't ever say that." She ran over and wrapped her arms around me. "I do respect you, Cedric. I'm sorry I gave you the impression I don't. We don't see things exactly alike, but I love and respect you so much. I just... I fucked it all up. It was never about you."
"I'm afraid your actions speak louder than your words," I said.
"I have more actions, and words," she said. "Different ones."
"What do you see happening?" I asked.
"I want to stay here. Win you back." She was crying. "How can I do that with Meilani here?"
"You started all this, Calaney. I told you I'd probably still love you, but more along the lines of how you love me."
"What did Mei mean, 'Do I want to sleep with you?' Both of you?"
"I have no idea," I said. "Let's ask her."
"Wait... I'm not gay... I have... Cedric, I've never seen you like this. You have up a shell I can't get through. You've never been like this. Don't you feel anything?"
I sighed. "Calaney, I'm not like you. I don't express myself very well sometimes, and I feel like, as a man, I should be stoic and just eat whatever I'm feeling. I guess that's a product of my upbringing and age."
"I can see that, but this is different," she said.
"Yes, I suppose it is. Trust me, just because I'm not weeping, having a hissy-cow or going on an opium binge doesn't mean I'm not feeling it. Christ, Calaney. I've loved you since we were basically kids. My whole life is built around you."
"My life is built around you," she said.
"Did you not think about that when you came up with the 'Ambrose asked me out' plan?"
"I'm afraid my thinking was broken when I came up with that plan," she said.
"What did you expect was going to happen?" I asked.
She stood in silence for a moment. "We shouldn't keep Mei waiting," she said. "Let's get her and eat. I don't mind talking in front of her. She seems very warm and sweet."
"She is," I said. I called her and we talked while we ate.
"Cedric asked me what was going through my head when I made the big announcement," she said. "I take it you know about that?"
"Yes, Cedric told me all about it the night we met," Meilani said. "Do you believe he... embellished his account?"
"I have no idea," Calaney said. "No. He wouldn't, but he would tell it from his vantage, of course. I haven't asked him what he told you. You may understand what I'm about to say, or not. You may be completely disgusted with me. I'm going to tell you, anyway."
"I am all ears," Mei said. "Well, I have some other parts, too."
That made both of us laugh, then Calaney got serious. "I fell completely in love with Cedric when I was like 15. On our first date, I told him I was going to marry him and have his children."
"Wow." Mei was impressed.
"I've never loved anyone else, in a romantic sense," Calaney continued. "For 17 years, I've been so in love and in lust with Cedric that I was completely focused on our life, our children I had made with him,"
"What happened?" I asked.
"Nothing. I still feel the same way," she stated emphatically. She looked me in the eye when she said it, and there was no trace of a lie that I could see.
"Cedric, Mei, I just don't feel about sex the same way Cedric does. It never came up in 17 years. I don't think either of us realized we had different ideas, simply because we were so involved with each other there wasn't a shred left over."
"I get that," Meilani said. "So your idea is that when you meet someone you're feeling it with, you just see what happens?"
"Yes, I never really formalized any specific idea about it. I never even wanted to, before."
"Cedric, how are you feeling?" Mei asked.
"Awkward," I said. "I never knew. I'm finding it hard to get my head around all this."
"Cedric is demisexual," Mei explained to Calaney.
"I am? Are you sure? What even is that?" I asked.
"It's someone who needs to have a deep romantic attachment before they feel sexual attraction," she said. "I learned that in college."
"I didn't know the word, but I knew that," Calaney said. "I'm not. I guess I'm some kind of other sexual. I only love Cedric, and that wouldn't be different, no matter what. Either of us having sex with someone else shouldn't change that."
"Well, I want to be married to someone who doesn't want to fuck other people," I said. "That's not you, Calaney."
"It has been for 17 years," she said. "I think I have a pretty good track record."
"Yeah, but you kinda lost that zero," Mei said. "Kinda. Not judging, just saying."
"Fair point," Calaney acknowledged. "However, I have shown I can do it if I want to do it."
"But you don't want to," I said.
"That's where you're mistaken," she said. "I never wanted to do anything that would destroy our marriage. I decided to go with what I went with. I could tell right away it was a major fuck-up, I just didn't understand the scale."
"Did you not even consider that a possibility?" Mie asked.
"No, not really," Calaney said. "I knew he would be unhappy. I'm not dumb, just an idiot."
"If you knew..." Meilani's voice trailed off.
"Why did I do it? I thought Cedric would be sort of... stunned. By the time he recovered, I'd be back in his arms and loving his doubts away."
"Good plan," I said.
Calaney and Mei both laughed. "Since that didn't work out as you hoped, do you have a new plan?" Meilani asked.
"I did, but the first contact with the enemy showed me the folly of that plan, too," Calaney said.
"Who is 'the enemy?'" Mei asked.
Calaney shot her a side-eye glance. "Well... you."
"Me? But I am not at all hostile," Meilani objected. "I am not your enemy."
Calaney hastened to reassure her. "No, honey, you seem very sweet. My plan was, I was coming down here to lay siege to Cedric's castle."
"How long were you intending to spend doing this?" I asked.
"Oh, forever," she said. "I am working here, sold the house, Drew is moving here and I rented a place for Dominic, at school."
"The fuck? Why did you do that?" I asked.
"I was going to show you I'm serious," she said. "If this is where you want to be, I want to be here with you."
I was feeling some anxiety in this situation. I'd been avoiding every thought of any sort of resolution for my life, just living in the moment, and here I was in all this drama. I hated drama.
Well, I hated to be involved in drama. Other people's drama? Big fan. This was mine, and I hated it.
"Mei, what are you feeling?" Calaney asked.
"Entertained," Mei said, then giggled at the look on our faces. "Oh, come on. This is better than a movie. It's like I'm right in it."
Calaney looked horrified, and that made Meilani completely lose it. It was infectious, and soon Calaney was laughing helplessly, and I had to laugh.
"Hey, I got some good bud," Mei said. "You want to spark up?"
"You mean smoke some weed?" Calaney asked. "Oh, my God. Are you smoking weed, Cedric?"
"You are hardly the angel of purity and light, here," I informed her. "She spent our entire college years stoned out of her mind, and it was illegal then," I told Mei.
"Why did you stop?" Mei asked.
"Well, the kids were born and anyone who is getting high around kids they're taking care of needs to be evaluated," Calaney explained. "After they got old enough, we just never did, even though it was legal by then."
"Do you want to try again?" Mei asked.
Calaney looked at me; her question plain to see in her eyes. "Go ahead if you want," I said.
"Are you?"
"Sure. No pressure, though."
"No, I want to. I think I could use some... lubrication in the gears."
I laughed, and we watched as Mei prepared her ritual. She would only smoke from a bong, and she explained the mechanics as she ground up a bud and handed the bong to Calaney.
"Fill it up with smoke, then take the bowl off like this and pull in the smoke."
Calaney did a credible job, then coughed her lungs out for a minute. She took a drink and looked at us, her eyes watering and looking a little distressed.
"Damn," she said. "That was fucking intense. I am already feeling it. Umm... I think things have changed in the last 20 years."
That turned out to be exactly what Calaney had said it was: "lubrication in the gears." It was odd, because Mei was right there. We were sitting on the floor, leaning back with our backs against the sofa, legs stretched out, chill as fuck, and we talked. Maybe for the first time, Calaney and I talked. About the subject we talked about, anyway.
We had always talked about important things, careers, finances, the kids, our health, and we talked about spiritual and emotional things, too, but not this.
There was a beautiful giggly woman sitting on each side of me, my arms around them, and I felt very relaxed for the first time in a while.
"Cedric, can I ask you something," Calaney said.
"Shoot."
"Well, you're here, you're with Mei, and you are obviously lovers, you're smoking weed, tending bar in the middle of the ocean, sleeping with a 24-year-old."
"I am," I said.
"He is, and we are," Mei said.
"This is a side of you I've never seen," Calaney said. "Is this something you've always had inside you?"
"Calaney, I have no idea what you're talking about 'a side of you I've never seen.' Of course you have. What was I doing the night we met?"
"Yes, I remember. I guess I just thought you kind of like... grew up. Not really that, but you never showed the slightest interest in..."
"I never knew you would be interested," I said. "We obviously had a communication problem. I loved my life, and I loved doing things I did think were in your interest range. I just never dreamed banging other dudes was in that range."
"It never was," she said.
"What changed," Mei asked.
"Nothing, really," Calaney said. "There was just this physical specimen... It was stupid, really, and not worth all this. The guy is an asshole, but something you just wanted to try on; there is just this charisma, and I let it get twisted. Do you understand what I'm talking about, Meilani?"
"Yes. Like Cedric, but add the asshole bit," she said.
Calaney laughed. "Yes, exactly. You tend to forget when you look at him all the time. It's like you have a delicious gourmet meal waiting at home, but you walk by that cheesecake display and you want a bite. Cedric reminded me of that. He reminded me that he's special, and so am I, but I didn't listen."
"Why not?" Mei asked.
"It's hard to explain," Calaney said. "All my life I knew I was hot. It never mattered, because I was with Cedric, but once in a while you meet this person, you know they're toxic, but because of that there's this "bad boy" chemical attraction. Two things run through your mind: one, that this will be an experience you won't forget, but there's a challenge to your ego, too."
"What challenge?" I asked.
"I'm not sure you will understand it, Cedric. You're not competitive. Everyone loves that about you, but it makes you a little... kind of... not hard. The challenge is that you know you can have nearly anyone you want, because you're all that. Here's a guy who is on that level, and you know you can take him, break him, and he'll live the rest of his life knowing you did that, living with regret. It will never be that good for him again. Do you understand that?"
"I do," Meilani said. "I don't feel that, but I get it."
"I decided I deserved it and he deserved it," Calaney said. "I just didn't factor how offensive Cedric would find the whole idea. I didn't imagine he would be happy, but I also thought before he had a chance to recover, it would all be over and I could convince him it meant nothing to our relationship."
"How is that working out for you?" Meilani asked.
Calaney grimaced. "Not that well. Here we are. My husband has basically left me, I had to track him down at the ass-end of the world, and he's with you." A tear or two trickled down her cheeks.
"Fuck around and find out, literally," I said.
"I didn't," Calaney said.
"And we both know why," I said.
"Yes, you saved me from making a horrible blunder," she said. "Thank you."
"You're welcome," I said.
"Do you hate me?" she asked.
"No. I just don't want to be married to you," I said.
She made a little wailing sound and curled into a little ball. Meilani looked at me reproachfully as she cuddled Calaney. "What?" I said. "Do you want me to lie?"
"No, but could we be a little less blunt?' she asked. "A little less negativity, please."
"What do you want, Calaney?" Mei asked.
Calaney took a long shuddering breath. "I want Cedric to love me, come home, get back to our lives."
"This is home," I told her. "I love you, Calaney. I told you; I'm not expunging you from my life."
"Can I stay here for a while?" She looked from one to the other of us.
"Won't the world go to hell in a handbasket?" I asked.
Mei looked confused. "Calaney is a spy," I told her.
Calaney laughed. "I'm not a spy," she said. "I work for a company that contracts intelligence gathering, and I am seconded to the NSA."
"Oh..." Clearly Mei had no idea what any of that meant.
"I'm not a spy," Calaney said. "Cedric just likes to say that to shock people. It's hard to explain, but... just trust me."
"Noo, you are a spy. I think that's like the first rule: "Never trust a spy."
Calaney sat up and embraced Meilani. "You are so funny and sweet," she said. "I would hate you if I was in your position. Wait, I kinda am!"
They both giggled insanely. I thought it was insane, anyway. I had expected them to explode at the sight of each other. I had never thought of either of them as more reasonable than I was, but I would have hated everything they were seemingly on the same page about.
"May I ask you something?" Calaney said.
"Shoot," I told her.
"You were so upset about me asking to go out with Ambrose that you blew up the world," she said. "I'm not trying to start any shit, but you're here with Meilani..."
"So you're asking what?" Mei asked.
"This seems like a much bigger deal," Calaney said.
"I think that might be true." Mei looked up at me.
"What makes it okay for you to be with me, but not for me to be with you?" I asked.
"Well, Calaney," she said. "I'm not married."
"Neither am I," I said. "Calaney decided that wasn't important, and I went along with her."
This brought a wail from Calaney, and it took Meilani a minute to get her calmed down. When she could speak, she said, "I didn't decide any such thing."
"Calaney, just stop," I said. "You know what you did was beyond what any reasonable person would tolerate. That was not part of our marriage. You thought you could just unilaterally decide shit for me. You set that rule, and the rule was you were going to fuck Ambrose. Now you're telling me you don't like playing by those rules when the shoe is on the other foot?"
"Okay, fair," Mei said. "It is, right, Calaney?"
Calaney didn't look happy. "Yes, I suppose it is. That doesn't mean I like it."
Meilani laughed. "No, I imagine not. I'm going over to my sister's for a minute. She just lives five doors down. You two going to be safe?"
We both pledged not to murder each other, and she was on her merry way. It was merry, too. She was the happiest person I had ever met, and she seemed to suffer not a twinge of anxiety about this whole nightmare, going off as blithely as if Calaney was of no importance. I could never have just left her with an ex. Good God.
An uncomfortable silence fell. Calaney just stared out at the waves, seemingly lost in thought.
"You okay over there?" I thought I'd check. She sighed.
"No. I guess I will be. Are you okay?"
"I'm not quite back to pre-announcement status. I have a lot of unresolved... I don't know what to call it, even. I felt like we had the world by the tail. Then I didn't, and I just sort of drifted. It's sort of like you wake up from a dream, a really good one you wanted to continue, but it's gone."
"It doesn't have to be gone," she said. "It could be continued."
"You didn't let me finish," I said. "You lie there in the dark for a minute, the details fade and you fall back asleep. You find yourself in a different dream, and this one is amazing, too. It's not the first one, and you feel nostalgic about that, but this one is... new, and you realize all the possibilities, because dreaming didn't end."
She looked up at me, a different glow in her eyes. "Wow. I don't know what to say, Cedric. You didn't lie when you said you had some thinking to do. May I ask you about something else?"
I sat down beside her. "Shoot. I'll answer if I can."
"What's with you and Meilani?"
"That may be one of those I can't answer," I said. "She's not like me in so many ways. She's not like you, either. She has no interest in putting a label on anything. I've asked her, and she'll just say, "I'm with you, you're with me."
"I kinda got that vibe," Calaney said. "Are you thinking long-term relationship?"
"Do you really want to know this shit, Calaney?"
"Well, no, but I need information so I can stabilize my own life."
"Well, we've talked briefly about that once," I said. "Mei isn't the sort of person who takes conversations like that very seriously."
"What did she say?" she asked.
"She said, 'Why don't we just hang out, maybe fall in love and see what happens?"
"And you're good with that?"
"Why wouldn't I be?" I asked.
"It's... that's just not you."
"Is it you?" I asked.
"More me than you," she said. "I don't seem to have any place in that plan."
"Tough shit," I said. "Make one."
"How?" she asked.
"How did you get me to fall in love with you the first time?" I asked.
"I have no idea; you just did," she said. "You let me know you liked me, and I let you know I liked you."
"Sounds like you have a plan," I said.
"Haven't we already established that?" she asked.
"I'm happy if you are," I said.
"I'm not happy at all," she said. "I want our marriage back."
"I don't," I told her. "I don't want to be married to you. I'm going to divorce you."
"Good God, Cedric, why? You're just destroying the world over something that didn't even happen."
"Just stop, Calaney. You wanted to fuck Ambrose. There's no use hiding from that. It sounds to me as if you don't want to be in a traditional marriage at all. If that's the case, why do you even want to be married? Just go bang people."
"It may make no sense at all to you, but I love you, no one else, and I never will. Even if you divorce me, I'm still going to love you. Going out with someone else for an encounter wouldn't change that, at all."
"The fact that you want to changes everything," I told her. "That's not what I signed on for."
Meilani appeared outside the patio door and came inside. "I'm back," she said. "I see you two have not murdered each other."
I laughed. "No. It's not like that, Mei."
"Where are your things?" she asked Calaney.
"At my hotel," she said. "But Cedric said I could stay here. Can I still?"
"Let's go get them," Meilani said, and she took Calaney by the arm, leading her out the front door.



I felt drained. It was all just as fucked up as I feared it would be. Mei getting all cozy with Calaney was a little unsettling. I had no idea what to make of that. I had expected an explosion.
I drank a bottle of water and I heard their voices outside. They came in, dragging Calaney's 10-ton suitcases. "How about one more bong rip?" Mei asked.
That put us in orbit again. Mei leaned over and whispered in my ear. "Can we fuck her? Would it be weird?"
"Let's ask her," I whispered back. This would be interesting.
"Hey, I'm right here," Calaney said. "Don't be rude."
"No, I apologize," Meilani said. "Calaney, will you sleep with us? I was asking Cedric if he was okay with that."
"You mean..."
"Yes, I do mean..." Mei giggled. "Do you think I'm sexy? Look at me. I'm cute!"
Calaney laughed. "Yes, you are, sweetheart. You're gorgeous, sweet and I... I've never..."
"Loved a woman?" Mei asked.
Calaney blushed. "Yes."
"Do you find the idea repulsive?" Meilani asked.
"Well... not 'repulsive.' Just... not my thing."
"Do you ever get yourself off?" Meilani asked.
Calaney blushed. "Yeah. Doesn't everyone? I've become very good at it since Cedric dumped me."
"So you're a woman and you get yourself off? What would be different if I got you off? I'm a woman, too. You're gorgeous and I'd fuck you if Cedric was okay with it."
"Oh my God. Cedric... I... I can't believe this."
I shrugged my shoulders. "Shit happens." My left arm, which had been around her, slid down to cup one of those gorgeous tits. She gasped when I found her nipple through the thin material separating it from my fingers and gave it a little tweak.
I pulled both of them together, bringing their faces close, and God it was a sight. Two dark-haired beauties, all that gorgeousness flowing down, one dusky and mysterious, the other fair-skinned and just as mysterious in her own way.
Calaney was very high, I could tell, and we'd moved through the happy and hungry stages of the Indica, and she was definitely feeling the horny stage. Meilani was always horny, and even my old body, worn down by a constant effort to keep up with Mei, was feeling quite... interested. I had no idea where it would go.
Meilani reached over with her left hand, pulled Calaney half across me and met her somewhere near the center of my chest. She put her hands on each side of Calaney's face, looked deeply into her eyes and kissed her.
Good God. I had never seen anything more erotic. Two of the most beautiful women I'd ever seen, making out right there on top of me. Mei pushed Calaney's face toward me, and she kissed me. It was still magical. I felt Calaney gasp, and noticed that Mei's hand had slipped inside Calaney's top. Mei was plainly feeling her up.
I wanted some of that, so I kissed my way down until I could run my tongue over the tops and into the deep valley between her breasts. Her fingers were tangling in my hair, and I could hear them kissing.
Calaney was sinking down on the floor until she was lying there, all those glorious waves of hair making a halo effect. I put a throw pillow under her head, and we stripped her.
By the time we eased her pretty little panties down, she was writhing under our hands, our lips, our caresses.
As Meilani's little pink tongue teased her very erect clit, she came, explosively, for the first time. When she was begging for mercy, I pulled Mei up and began to give her the same treatment from behind.
They turned to a 69, and Calaney stopped for just a moment. "Fuck her, Cedric," she said. "I want to put it in."
What a kinky bitch! Who knew? The night became a thing of ecstasy, pleasure strobing across us, the combinations ever changing until the darkness closed over me. I slept the sleep of the utterly satisfied.
The girls were still deep in dreamland when I started needing to pee so badly it pried open my eyes and took me stumbling into the bathroom. I did my business, showered, pulled on shorts and a t-shirt, made my way to the kitchen and looked in the refrigerator. I had all sorts of good shit to eat for breakfast, but I was damned if I was going to cook. I was worn.
I had fruit, some of which I'd never tasted before I moved there. I doubted Calaney had, either. Mei had introduced me to them: naus, sweet sop, melons, nakatambol and ningauvung. I cut them and put them on a plate, made coffee for me, tea for Mei and chocolate for Calaney.
I heard them talking before they came out: lots of giggling, low voices, not any stress that I could tell.
Calaney must have gotten first dibs on the shower, because she came out first, dressed only in one of my button-up shirts, and all but two of them were open. She kissed me, hugged me for an uncomfortably time and got her mug of cocoa. She found the fruit to her liking, and we sat companionably.
"I want to stay here," she said.
"You mean in this house 'here,' or like in this country 'here?" I asked.
"Yes," she said.
"I see. Well, you can do whatever you please, I guess."
"What do you want me to do?" she asked.
"Calaney, I'm just going to say it; you didn't give a fuck about what I wanted you to do. Why do you now?"
"That's just not true, Cedric," she complained. "I asked you what you thought. I did care."
"Okay, yes, you're technically accurate, but you said you knew what my reaction would be."
"I knew you wouldn't be happy, yes, but I also asked you how you felt about it. I didn't just go out and do it. When I realized the full extent of how much you hated the idea, it was too late."
"Do you not find your partner's desire to sleep with someone other than you to be extremely disrespectful? Would that not make you feel inadequate in some way?"
"Well, you're with Meilani," she said. "I seem to be handling it okay."
"We included you," I said.
"You haven't been for however long you've been... together."
"You changed the rules," I said. "You don't get to do that, and then complain about the scores."
"You ever done something stupid then complain about the consequences?"
I had to smile. "More times than I can count. Not that, though."
"Oh, I get it," she said. "What's my path, Cedric?"
"I'm not the path guru," I told her. "I never wandered off. You're making your own path."
Meilani came in, looking for all the world like a beautiful rumpled kitten. Her hair was as wild as it usually was in the morning, she just had on panties and she pushed all that hotness up against me for her kiss, gave Calaney the same, then devoured all the rest of the fruit like she had been starving for months.
"Sup, gloomy ones?" she said.
I laughed, and Calaney gave a rueful smile. "Cedric and I just keep going over the same ground without getting anywhere."
"Why do you feel you need to 'get' somewhere?" Mei asked.
Since I didn't know the answer to that question either, I waited for Calaney to answer. "I don't understand," Calaney said.
"I just don't get why some people think there has to be some grand scheme for living," Mei said. "Why can't you just do the things that make you happy and let the rest take care of itself?"
"Some of us enjoy structure in our lives, a plan, some clue, something we can sink our teeth into," I said.
"Cedric always has a plan," Calaney said. "From getting a table at a crowded restaurant to retiring at 50."
"I wanna retire," Mei complained.
"You need to actually have a job to retire from one," I told her.
"Hey, I have a job," she said. "I'm in college."
"She's going to be a perpetual student," I told Calaney.
They both laughed. "You seem, or seemed, to have a bit of a plan," Meilani said. "Spill."
"I want my life back," Calaney said. "I get that I fucked it up, but that's what I want. Cedric and I back together."
Meilani made a little pouty face and it was so adorable I had to squeeze her, which led to some kissing. "I don't wanna be a buzz kill, here, Calaney, but I kinda have an interest here," she said.
I could tell Calaney was going to cry. "I know..." she said, her eyes beginning to fill with tears. "I fucked everything up."
"Cedric?" Meilani looked up at me.
"What?" I asked.
"Has she fucked everything up?"
"Well, that thing, for sure. Calaney, that is gone. Once that cat is out of the bag, there's no stuffing it back in. That's gone. I've been asking myself, because you don't have what you thought you had, do you have nothing? Is it something different?"
"Are you asking me?" Calaney spoke.
"If you have an answer, yeah. It was kind of rhetorical, but yeah."
"I'm not sure what you thought you had," she said. "Did you think you had a wife who loved you? Did you think you had a woman who would never be attracted to another person? Do you know how close to accurate that is: that I would never be attracted to another person?"
"No, I thought you loved me. I guess I believe you still do. You're here, and that says a lot. I don't know what to say about the other. I'm not trying to hurt your feelings or make you mad, but I'm attracted to every beautiful woman I see."
"Are you attracted to me?" Meilani asked.
"Stop it," Calaney scolded her. "Everyone is attracted to you, bitch."
Mei laughed. "So, what are you saying, Cedric?"
"I'm telling you that although I'm attracted to them, I never even dream of doing anything about that attraction. I like looking at art on the wall. I never take it home with me, unless I'm at an art shop."
"I've learned my lesson. No stealing the art," Calaney said.
"I'll tell you what I can tolerate," Meilani said. "Cedric is with me. If you wanna be with us, and Cedric is good with it, so am I. You pushed him out, Calaney. That was some ratchet shit. You got some work to do. With both of us."
*****
Drew walked in, my first granddaughter, Amber on her hip. That little doll squealed when she saw Grandpa, and demanded to be put down. She came tottering across the floor, but a brown blur intercepted her before she could get to me. That would be my youngest daughter, who adored her little niece beyond reason or calmness.
Meilani peeked out of the bedroom to check where Laniakea had got to. "Hi, beautiful children. I'm so glad to see you. Where's your mother?"
"She's getting our Christmas presents for you guys. Benji is helping her." That was her Amber's father and Drew's partner. "We had them dropped," Drew said. "Watch Amber and I'll go help her."
I wrestled my little love bug away from my other little love bug. I squeezed her and held her high in the air while she squealed with delight.
Calaney and Drew came in and put their packages under the tree. Calaney came and lit me up with a kiss. "Merry Christmas, Cedric."
"Merry Christmas, Babe. It is, isn't it?"
Meilani came over and we shared. Calaney sighed in contentment. "Yes, it is. Thank you two for making it like this."
"We're dumping you after the first of the year," Mei told her.
Calaney laughed. "Just try. You'd have better luck dumping one of your legs."
I looked around at my family. The boy couldn't make it, but this was good. Maybe not what I thought I had, but I had never expected to be this happy in my wildest dreams.
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Hello, lovely readers. Welcome to Legends' Day/a>, a concept that started on St. Patrick's Day, ``March 17, 2017, and ends here today. It's been a fun trip, and I hope you have enjoyed our little anthologies. Thanks to the wonderful writers who contributed stories. I must thank my team over at Spectral Investigations, as well as my father, Harddaysknight, who has been my strongest ally in my quest to rule the world. So, back on my bullshit. I hope you enjoy. Randi.
There was a smell in that "interview" room: stale sweat, mold, urine, cold terror. The stench of fear, almost palpable in its oppression. I heard the door open behind me.
"I recognized the moves," he said.
"Cool. They had it coming," I replied.
"Yeah, I saw the video."
"Is this where you pull out the rubber hoses?" I asked. "Inject me with the drugs?"
"I'm the police," he said. "That's not what we do."
"I'm Santa Claus," I said.
He laughed. "I always wondered what happened to you," he said. "I heard stories from time to time. I want you to know I never believed them."
"Gratifying, that," I said. "I wish to speak to an attorney."
"Why? I'm here to cut you loose. They had it coming."
"Do you have the key to these shackles?"
"I do, indeed. While I'm taking them off, care to tell me what brings Parker Faulkner back to these provincial parts?"
"Business," I told him. He knelt and unlocked the shackles, also taking care of the cuffs and the belt chain.
"Any that would involve the police department?" he asked.
"Not if you don't know about it," I said. He knelt there in the floor in front of me, looking up at me.
"I always wondered," he said. "You're even more gorgeous than I expected. You grew up nice, Parker."
"Spare my blushes, and give me some space so I can stand up," I told him. "I'm leaving, if Tulsa's finest can do without my company."
"I don't know about the rest of them, but I'd like some more of your company," he said. "Can I buy you a cup of coffee?"
I sighed. "No thanks. Your presence here tells me all I need to know about you."
"Still stuck on that? I'm a good cop, Parker."
"Right," I said. "That's what all cops say, just before they violate your civil rights. All your blue-line buddies good cops too?"
He spread his hands in a gesture. "Why don't you get it, Dre? I don't fuck with people who fuck with people I don't fuck with."
He threw back his head and laughed. "Still exactly the same. Still that potty-mouth and the attitude."
I walked to the door and stood, waiting. He didn't move and I arched my left eyebrow. "Oh, my God. You still do that," he said.
I pointed to the door, and he came and opened it, following me down the corridor. "Your stuff is this way," he said as the corridor branched. I turned left and found myself at the property counter. I signed some shit and got my bag back.
I looked inside and inventoried it. "Where is my pepper spray?" I asked the dude on the desk.
"Do you think you'll need it?" Dre asked from behind me.
"Well, I could have crushed the larynx of those two punks," I said. "Or, I could pepper spray them. Which would you prefer?"
"Give her the spray," he told the dude.
"At least you didn't steal my money. I want my phone, too."
"It's evidence," the desk dude said.
"Download the video and give it to her," Dre told him. He went away in the back somewhere and I was left alone with Dre again.
"I saw Harrison the other day," he said. "He had the kids with him. They are getting big."
"I don't care to discuss my brother with you," I said.
"What are your plans while you're here?" he asked.
"I don't care to discuss my day with you," I said.
"Ohh, hostile," he said.
"No, just aware that everything I say can and will be used against me in a court of law," I told him. "Number one rule in talking to the police, you know?"
"What?"
"Say you want to speak to an attorney and shut the fuck up," I said.
He laughed again. "Good advice. I know where Jasmine is," he said.
Now I was interested.
"Good to know," I said. "In case I need to beat that information out of someone."
"Maybe a shot of pepper spray would persuade me," he said.
"Dre, do you really think I need the pepper spray?" I asked.
He chuckled. "No, but a cup of coffee might loosen my tongue, and you wouldn't be forced to use such... draconian measures."
I sighed. I really didn't have time for this. We'd been over this ground before and reached mutually incompatible terms. He was The Man. I hated The Man. He never understood.
It started when we were juniors in high school. He had been my boyfriend since the fifth grade. We were having one of those days in school where all the college recruiters come around. Dre told me he talked to the people at Tulsa Community College, and he felt they were his best value for a criminal justice degree.
"The fuck, Dre," I said. "What does that even mean? The name alone ought to let you know it's bullshit."
"What are you talking about?"
"Dude, it's 'criminal,'" I said.
"It means bringing justice to criminals," he said.
"It's a nice sounding euphemism for cop," I said. "You wanna be a fucking narc."
"Why are you always like this?" he asked. "Every time..."
"Me?" I interjected. "I did shit. I talked to the University of Tulsa about the psychology department. It's called a career that helps people, not being a fucking narc."
He let me know he didn't appreciate my thoughts on the subject. I told him I didn't appreciate having a boyfriend who was a narc. I got up and left. I had rarely spoken to him since. He wanted to be a fucking narc. I left him to it. We passed each other in the halls, and he tried to talk to me a few times. I wasn't having it.
I left Tulsa behind for graduate school at UCLA. While there, I met people. With my PhD in hand, I moved to DC, got a job working in trauma therapy, published a few research papers on trauma informed therapy. I doubt many folks are aware of the sheer number of people with trauma disorders, many happening before they were five years old.
Most become criminals, some briefly, some for life. Something is changed in them. They're still in there, just so far away. They had to go there, you see. Not the type to end the pain, maybe too far away, maybe all courage crushed. You never know until you've seen them.
I also saw some deeply troubled people made so by military or law enforcement of one kind or another. Hey, I had published papers, and these people were useful psychopaths. They just needed to be relatively in the grip for short periods of time to do their psychopath shit, then okay enough not to do psychopath shit for a while.
I didn't actually do that for long. I consulted and told other people how to do it. They came to me. Along the way, the places I went, the people I saw, I got tough, mentally and physically. I was in Tulsa on a training. Why they had picked that particular place, I had no idea. There I was.
I was sitting in a courtyard café, and was accosted by two... persons, who laid hands on me. Right there in front of the security cameras. Hence, the pepper spray and my former state of incarceration. Now, if I could get Dre to drop whatever he had on Jasmine in the least number of words, I could get on with my business.
He met me at Starbucks, and the coffee was what you would expect. He probably considered it upscale. I got a triple espresso, and he got something with froth. Who am I to judge? Some people like drinking corn syrup and frothed milk in their coffee.
We sat and just looked at each other for a minute. He looked good. His hair was very long and curly. He looked snatched, if I was being honest with myself, but then he always had. That was the first thing that attracted me to him, back in the day. He was cute, fit, had that scruffy facial hair thing going and that mustache. I had always admired a man with a nice set of whiskers.
"God you are gorgeous," he said. "Everyone could tell from the time you were a little girl you were going to be special."
"Don't you have a cute little cop girlfriend you should be telling this shit?" I asked.
He laughed easily. "Not at the moment," he said. "How about you? Married?"
I fluttered my eyelashes at him. "No, I've been pining away for you."
He snorted. "Yeah, I've noticed."
"You still hang with the people from high school?" I asked. I thought that might remind him of Jasmine.
"Not really," he said. "Most of them liked you better than me, so when you dumped me, they stuck with you. Until you disappeared, at least."
"Well, one of the drawbacks of being a fucking narc is nobody likes you," I said.
"Oh, my God. You haven't changed a bit."
"Oh, no, I have, I promise," I assured him. "Just not about that."
"Where are you living?" he asked.
"I don't care to discuss my situation with you," I said.
"Jesus, Parker, forget the cop shit, okay? I'm not interrogating you. You aren't a person of interest in any crime."
"What if I was?" I asked. "See, that's what people like you never understand. You have no loyalty."
"I'm loyal to the law," he said.
"'The Law.'" I made a scoffing sound. "Fuck the law, I'm loyal to people I love. You see, the difference between you and me is that you're willing to murder me to enforce 'the law.' I'm not willing to murder you except to defend myself. We are not the same."
He was getting offended. Good. "I'm loyal to the people I love, too."
"Yeah, unless they're a 'person of interest' in a crime."
He sighed. "So what do you do when you come home and find your front door kicked open? You call the police, right?"
"You might call the police," I said. "I wouldn't. It's never good to have untrained idiots with guns around. They'd prolly shoot me, and never catch whoever kicked down the door. It was probably one of them."
"Oh my God. Why are you so hostile?"
"I handle my own shit," I told him. "Brown people don't call the cops, dude. Any encounter with the police puts our life in danger, even if we're the victim of the crime."
He sighed again. "Do you still smoke weed, Dre?"
He looked guilty. "How many people's lives have you changed in the last ten years? But when it comes to you keeping 'the law,' you don't do it either."
"I've never busted anyone for smoking weed," he said.
"Yeah, but if those two assholes hadn't been stupid and there was no video, I'd still be sitting back there in my shackles, right?"
He shrugged. He seemed very unhappy with the direction of our conversation. "I did see Benson last week," he said. "He told me he heard some news about Jasmine and tracked her down."
"Where?" I asked.
"She's in Rio," he said.
"Okay, I'm going to want to know how Benson knows that," I said.
"According to him, she talks to her stepsister. He got the information from Pam."
"Interesting," I said. "Well, thanks for the walk down memory lane. Try not to violate anyone's civil rights today. Thanks for the coffee. Byee."
I was at the door when he caught up. "Hey, how long are you going to be in town? I could call a few of the old gang, maybe get together for a beer."
"Do I seem like I drink beer?" I asked. "And I never want to see any of those assholes again."
He looked shocked. "I thought they were your friends."
"I was friendly," I said. "I prefer to choose my friends based on liking them, not being confined together involuntarily in a classroom. Seriously, Dre, I have zero interest in this town, you or any of the people you know."
"You always thought you were better than the rest of us," he said. "What makes you so special?"
I signed. "Why is it always people with no magic who question your abracadabra, Dre? Take care, now." He was definitely offended. I didn't give a fuck. I was thinking about Jasmine. Rio was a big place. I knew some people with Advanced Composite Solutions. I'd put them to work. They had the third largest private army in the world, and most of the Brazilians had been in my care at one time or another. They owed me.
*****
The last time I'd seen Jasmine was six years earlier. We'd been living together for six months and had a huge fight. I'd stormed out of the apartment, and when I came home, she was gone. She dropped off the face of the earth. I was going to Rio, I decided. She wasn't going to get away with it. I was finally going to get some closure, I hoped.
*****
"You are beautiful." I looked. Of course I did. He was standing a respectful distance away, and he was quite beautiful in his own right. White, I would have guessed him at 45, but he was very fit, even muscular, and he was one of those men who were always, and would always be, hot as fuck. Dark hair with a little frosting in it and in his beard.
He was semi-casual, but you could tell the olive-drab shorts, lightweight cotton with a drawstring, and the cream linen shirt weren't off the rack of any department store.
"Thanks," I said. "É tudo o que tem a dizer?"
"I think you said, 'Is that all you have to say,' right? I speak Spanish, but my Portuguese is a little... rudimentary."
"It is fortunate that I speak both Spanish and English, in that case," I said.
"It is. That way you can understand if I say, can I buy you a drink? Just checking to see on a scale of 1-10 how open are you to talking to a slightly drunk stranger? I'm harmless, I promise, but I can totally just leave you alone."
I gave him an encouraging smile. Bruh had A+ immaculate vibes. "Tell me why you're in Rio," I said.
"Well, I'm on holiday. I came with a tour group, but I ditched them," he said. "I decided prowling around on my own was more interesting. Then I saw you. What are you doing here?"
"I'm on an adventure," I said.
"That sounds mysterious and fun," he said. "Can I come?"
I actually did have a use for him. If he could pull it off, he was a definite adventure companion candidate. "Yes. See that big mean-looking mofo over there?"
He looked. "Yeah, what about him?"
"I don't like his tatt," I said.
He looked. "No, me either."
"I need to talk to him outside," I said. "He's been watching me all night. Go tell him you can hook him up with me if he'll meet us outside."
He laughed. "Okay, I can do that, but what's going to happen when you get him outside? What if he isn't interested?"
"You just stand back and watch," I said. "Whatever happens, don't get involved, okay?"
He shrugged. "Yeah, but I'm not going to let you get hurt."
I laughed. "I'm not going to be hurt."
I walked slowly to the door. The dress I was wearing had large arms and I was showing plenty of side-boob as I strutted out past our target.
I was standing there in the shadows of a narrow opening between two buildings I'd scouted earlier, while my new friend and my target approached. They were conversing. That came to a sudden end.
I stepped in front of them and gave Mr. Bodyguard a two-piece spicy to the belly. The right robbed all air from his body, and the ability to acquire any more, and the left hook to the liver brought a shrill wheezing cry as he dropped to his knees. A front kick put him on his back and I mounted him, pulling his head up into a vicious can-opener.
"Jasmine Montez," I said. "Where is she?"
My new friend was watching with his mouth hanging open. "Never heard..." his voice ended in an agonized shriek as I cranked his neck tighter.
"Where is she?"
"Petrópolis," he gasped. He gave me an address. I gave him an elbow, right between the eyes, and stood. I walked to my new friend, took his arm and we walked away.
"What did he do?" he asked. "Was it the hideous tatt?"
"He is no longer important. What's your name?"
"I don't think we should use real names," he said. "I'll be Holmes and you be Watson." He thought that was hilarious. Dude had a sense of humor, along with his extreme hotness. He offered me his hand.
It was weird as fuck. When I touched him, I got this feeling... It was almost euphoric as I felt a wave of lassitude, almost as if I didn't want to let go. I didn't, holding his had as we walked. This was one hella attractive dude.
Yeah, I know. I hear it from people all the time: "The age-gap thing never works out." "He's white." "You'll be all alone when you're old." It's bullshit. Black women married to white men are four times less likely to divorce. My father was white, and 50 when I was born. My mother was black and 30, and she was his princess all his life. He passed at 76, and she never really recovered. They loved each other that much. She made a bunch of bad life choices, and I barely got out before she self-destructed. The drugs and alcohol made the pain of losing him bearable, until they killed her.
Some animals mate for life, and some humans, too.
I was the opposite of worrying about being alone. I liked myself.
Not that I was looking to mate. Not today. Well, only briefly, if things went perfectly, and in a different sense of the word. Holmes offered me his arm and we walked up the narrow street.
*****
It was quite a place: a high-rise, with a doorman and an elevator operator. I was escorted by Holmes. The man talked. Seriously. "Do you know, I'm the most boring person you'd ever meet, back home," he confided. "I own all the new car dealerships in the borough of Rhondda Cynon Taf. I decided I was boring and now, Sherlock, you're taking me on an adventure in Rio." He seemed delighted, like a big kid on Christmas. I had also wondered what the accent was. Welsh! Crazy shit happens.
"I'm pretty boring, myself," I told him. "I'm a clinical psychologist, and I rarely go on adventures."
He looked shocked. "What?" I asked.
"I thought you were some sort of spy."
Now that was funny. We both got a laugh out of that. "Nope, just a woman on a mission."
"What are we doing?" he asked.
"We're looking for a girl," I said.
"Are we going to kick her ass? Does she have an ugly tatt? What did she do?"
I laughed. "No, we're not going to be violent with her. At least, I don't think we are. Are you good at violence?"
"Kiddo, when I was a boy, I rode my bike all over town without a helmet, and didn't come home until dark. I played rugby in college, spent three years in the military and I know how to swing a cricket bat; I've been in more bar fights than I can remember, consumed more alcohol and drugs than you can imagine. I'm a man of peace, but if someone won't let me be peaceful, I'm here for that, too."
"Damn, Holmes got quite the resume." I admired him. "Good to know."
All the way across town and into the lobby, he entertained me with his banter. I was beginning to think this man might be one of the most open and comfortable-with-himself persons I'd ever met. I rang the bell and we waited.
Jasmine opened the door, screamed when she saw me and slammed it shut. I heard the lock click and the chain rattle as she secured it.
"Jasmine, let me in or I'm gonna have Holmes kick your door down. You'll just have to get it repaired, and I'll be inside anyway. I just want to talk."
"Go away. Please," she said, her voice muffled behind the door.
"No. Open the door, or move back. One way or another I'm coming in."
I heard the chain again, and she peeked out with one eye. "What do you want?"
"Is that all you have to say to me?" I asked.
"I don't want to say anything to you. I don't want you to be here."
"Tough tiddie," I said. "I'm here. Holmes is here."
She opened the door a little farther and looked at him with wide frightened eyes. He was impressive. The man had obviously been working out his whole life.
"Why are you here? How... how did you find me?"
"You told Pam you were here. I heard about it and tracked you down."
"What? How did you really find me, Parker?"



"I just told you. I left out some shit, but that's how."
"I haven't spoken to Pam since the last time I saw you," she said.
Okay, that was weird. All the arrows pointed straight to Dre. How did he know where she was and who told him?
"Do you ever talk to Dre Holden?" I asked.
She looked shocked and frightened. "I... I haven't even heard that name in years," she said.
"Sounds like someone wanted you found and used Watson to find you," Holmes said.
"Are you into some sketchy shit, Jasmine?" I asked.
She burst into tears, and it was a minute before we could get her calmed down. I was cuddling her on the sofa, Holmes was standing near the door when it crashed open. Of course, it was Dre. He was holding a very business-like 9mm.
"Hello, Jasmine." He looked smugly around the room. "I've been looking for a while. Nice of Parker to lead me to you."
While gloating, it's always best to be in a secure situation, and Dre had miscalculated. I saw movement, and Holmes, who had been standing about four feet from Dre, suddenly had the gun and Dre was on his back on the floor.
I moved quickly, giving Dre a curb stomp, and he was out. "You know how to use that?" I asked.
"No, no I don't. I assume you do? You had better take it."
I had to laugh. "Dude, you are quick. Where did you learn to disarm someone like that?"
"Umm... I didn't learn to disarm people. I've never seen an armed person who wasn't in the military or law enforcement. It just seemed like the thing to do."
I glanced at Jasmine and she looked as if she was going to pass out. I helped her to a chair and knelt in front of her. "Jasmine, do you have any zip-ties?"
She did, and I strapped the, now stirring, Dre's wrists and ankles together. I nodded to a kitchen chair, and Holmes dragged it over. We put Dre in the chair and fastened him in with one of Jasmine's belts. By the time we were finished, he was coming around.
"You always had a million-dollar first step," I mentioned. "It was the nickel finish that kept you from being big-time."
He spit out a little blood. "What's your next move?" he asked.
I ignored him. "Jazzy, what are you into?" I asked.
"I don't know what you mean." She started to cry.
"I'm asking you why Dre would be looking for you."
"I... I... I saw something," she said, finally getting it out while looking fearfully at Dre.
"Don't worry about him," I said. "What did you see?"
"When I left our house, I went over to Mike and Jada's. The door was open, and Dre and another guy were in there with Mike. Mike was blackmailing the guy I didn't know. Dre was with the guy being blackmailed. They murdered Mike. I got it on my phone. Later, I found out the guy who was being blackmailed was the mayor.
"I went to Phillipe's and he and Lucy helped me get away and come here. I've never told anyone." She looked fearfully at Dre again.
Interesting. "So the whole thing was staged, huh, Dre? The assault, the arrest, releasing me, telling me Jasmine was here, following me, hoping I had resources you didn't? Wow, that was quite the setup. Congratulations. What am I going to do with you?"
"You could earn a lot of money," he said.
"Someone's willing to pay for you?" Holmes asked.
This had to end. He knew my name, and the charade was getting inconvenient. I took his arm and steered him aside. "I'm obviously Parker, she's Jasmine. Do you want to give me your name or do you want me to make one up for you?"
"It's Rhys," he said. "Rhys Anwyl." He spelled it.
"Okay, well, I'm glad you can spell that," I said. I walked back to the involuntarily seated Dre.
"I think he means I could make a lot of money by giving him Jasmine," I said. "Why didn't you offer me money in the first place, Dre?"
He grinned. "You wouldn't have taken it."
"No, you're right," I said.
"My hands and feet are going numb," he said. "You either need to kill me or take these off."
"How likely do you think it is that someone will come into this apartment in the next few days?" I asked Jasmine.
"No one will come here," she said.
"Sweet." I turned to Dre. "I think I'll do both. I'll kill you by leaving you here as you watch your hands and feet fall off just before you die."
Rhys and Jasmine both looked at me with wide horrified eyes. I gestured with Dre's gun. "Go pack your shit, Jasmine. We're not coming back here."
She scurried away and I got a bottle of water out of Jasmine's fridge. "Thirsty?" I held the bottle up to Rhys.
"Oddly, I am," he said. I got him a bottle and we sat and contemplated our captive.
"You aren't going to leave me like this," he said.
"Are you a psychic now, Dre?"
He laughed bitterly. "I know you."
I leaned forward and hissed at him. "You don't know shit. What happened to you, Dre? You used to have some principles, at least. Now you're someone I wouldn't tell where Anne Frank is hiding. What a piece of shit you turned out to be."
Jasmine came out with a mountain of luggage, and she and Rhys began to carry it out. While they were busy, I went in and found a pair of Jasmine's dirty panties and a bra. I took them out and stuffed the panties into Dre's mouth by jerking on his hair and lower lip. He cried out and the panties shut that down. I tied it in place with the bra and went out. Jasmine had a car, but we weren't taking that.
We walked about a mile and I called the team from ADS, who had been helping me find Jasmine. They agreed to pick Dre up and make sure he never bothered any of us again. My pet psychopaths. Rhys got us a cab, and we talked while we waited.
"I'm really glad you didn't kill him by making his hands fall off," Rhys said.
That cracked me up, and he and Jasmine began to catch it until we were all laughing like maniacs on the sidewalk.
I wiped my eyes. "Whew. Well, that felt good, laughing like that. Where y'all wanna go?"
"I know a place," Jasmine said. The trippers always "know a place," and they will take you there.
We were all feeling giddy, our close escape, victory over our adversary singing in our veins, and she took us miles away. She sent the cab away with her stuff and we walked, both of us safely tucked under one of Rhys' massive arms. She would dart ahead, then back to us. The streets were full of happy people, and we wondered along after her, stopping for all the exotic sights, smells, sounds, until my sense of direction completely disappeared.
People laughed, danced, music played, and we were lost in a haze of good feeling. At one point, Jasmine pulled out a blunt and we shared it. We wondered through the market stalls, the blue-tiled walls echoing the sounds of happy people. We got some fruity drink that seemed to be nearly all rum, and always Jasmine was there, dancing along ahead of us.
She led us to a hidden door, and inside. It was a large open space; bamboo screens the only dividers. The furniture felt like sinking into eiderdown, and she made us more fruity drinks.
She sat on the other side of Rhys on the sofa and we kinda snuggled into that man. He didn't seem to mind.
"Parker, I need to apologize to you," Jasmine said.
"You do," I agreed.
"I never meant... I was mad at you, but... I never meant to leave you, Parker. I was scared. I knew something like this would happen... I just thought no one would ever find me."
"They won't, now," I said. "You could go back. The former mayor is dead, and Dre won't be returning from wherever it is he's going."
"That's good, but this is home now," she said.
"You own this?" Rhys asked.
"Well, no, but the owner lets me live here," she explained. "Any time I want."
"Jesus, Jazzy, you running with the high rollers?" I asked.
She laughed. "I guess, if you and Rhys are high rollers."
"I am, how about you, Rhys?"
"The highest." He burst out laughing. "Jasmine, I'm a car salesman from Wales."
"Say," I mentioned, "Y'all know the joke about the two ladies from Wales?"
"Spill," Jasmine said.
"Well, there was an English gentleman who overheard two women speaking to each other with an accent. He asked them, "Are you ladies from Scotland?" "Wales," they replied. "I beg your pardon," he said. "Are you whales from Scotland?"
It took them a second, but then we were all laughing uncontrollably. Jasmine ordered pizza, made us all a paloma and we sat on her sofa and talked.
"Parker, I want you to know I'm so sorry for leaving that way," she said. "I knew you would think I was so mad at you that I just left, but I didn't. I wouldn't do that to you. I just... I was afraid..."
I squeezed her. "I get it, baby-doll. Yeah, I was mad. Not gonna lie. I get it, though." Rhys was looking at us oddly. "What?" I asked.
"I have no idea what you're talking about," he said.
"Jasmine and I were lovers," I explained. "We lived together. I thought she ghosted me. I came here to figure all that out."
"You're both gay?" he asked.
We laughed together. "Neither of us are lesbians, if that's what you mean," Jasmine said. "We were in love. I was, at least. Parker is the most loving, gorgeous, sexy person I've ever met. I fell in love with her the day we met."
"Oh, I see why," he said. "I just met her today."
"If only she wasn't so extra," Jazzy said, giving me a side-eye. She was flirting with me, the little urchin.
"Am I really extra, or are you basic?"
"Hey now, play nice," Rhys said. "I happen to enjoy extra, and you both have it."
"Ooh, Rhys like us. He wanna date us." I teased him.
"Yes, please," Jasmine said.
His mouth was hanging open. "First, he will have to recover the power of speech," I said.
He laughed. "Okay, I can see I'm way behind. I'll catch up, though, never doubt it." I really didn't. The way he moved and took that gun out of Dre's hand still had me shook.
Jasmine cocked her head to one side like she always did. "Will you date one of us at a time, or both together?" she asked.
He looked from her to me, and I gave him an encouraging nod. "Yes," he said.
That set us off again. The pizza arrived and we dug in. Jasmine produced another blunt and we sparked up.
"What's the story with you, Rhys?" Jasmine asked. "How did you get with Parker?"
"She picked me up in a bar," he said.
I laughed. "He told me I was beautiful and asked what brought me to Rio. I told him I was on an adventure, he asked if he could join, then helped me find you."
"I'm very glad you did," she said. "Give us a biography of Rhys."
"Technically, that would be an autobiography, but yeah, Spill, bruh."
"Really?" he asked. "It's a long boring story."
"I want another drink, then yeah," Jazzy said.
We settled in and he started...
*****
"Don't you have anything to say?" she asked.
I had plenty to say, but it wouldn't be to her, I decided. What do you say to the delusional? I'm sure she believed every word she'd been saying. I was just overwhelmed by the levels of bullshit, built up layer by layer, over how long? I had been speechless for a moment, my mind whirling. I had to shake myself to snap out of it.
"So, what you're telling me is you think it's not only okay, but somehow sort of... noble to deceive members of your family? Are we not family, Dezerea? You, me, the kids, your parents, sisters, my parents? I mean, we all thought we were. Evidently, you didn't get the memo."
"Don't be ridiculous, we are, and we all have our deceptions, don't we, Rhys?"
"That we do," I said. "We have them for reasons. When I think the kids are ready to know everything and there's a reason, I'll tell them. There's nothing nefarious about it. If you think they're ready, we'll begin today. No, wait. Other... matters have intervened, haven't they?"
"Nothing has changed," she said.
"According to who?"
"Me. Nothing has changed, you'll see."
"Okay, I'll be waiting to see," I said.
I wasn't going to be waiting. Things had already changed. I was ready. I got that way when I found out that my wife was having an affair with a friend of a friend. Unless you are among the quite wealthy, you have to plan. I was doing well, but it had been a rough stretch in the car market, and I was just now beginning to see the light at the end of the tunnel.
I began with asking myself how I would live without her. My life would change, drastically, and not only the emotional part. She made more money than I did, although not much. We'd get by, but neither of us were going to exactly thrive unless there was an economic boom. That's what happens when your income suddenly decreases by half. We owned our house and both cars, hers a year old, mine six. Splitting off on our own meant one of us was going to have to pay for somewhere to live, which isn't cheap, no matter how much you make. Shit was fucked up, but I'd started from scratch before. It was depressing as hell. There were the kids, though. That hadn't changed.
Out on their own, graduated from college, good jobs, married, though no grandkids yet. We had a special bond with those two boys. They came to our house and hung out with us, constantly. They would be devastated. I was going to do my best, but this wasn't on me; it was on Dez.
I had arranged to divide our lives, I had a condo leased, three miles from the facility where I worked, all my shit moved. This was it. I wanted to feel righteous, right, just a human reaction to cruelty. I guess I did, but I would have rather died before I knew the gut-wrenching misery I knew at that moment.
I stood up, looked around, all the familiar scenes I had thought were permanent, haunting me with memories of happier times. I walked to the door and looked back. Weak? Maybe, but it had been beautiful to me. "Bye, Dez," I said.
"Rhys? Wait..."
I didn't wait. I called Marlo as I drove. "Hey, Dad. What you doing?" he asked. He was the most chill person I had ever encountered, so long as you let him be.
"Driving," I said. "You busy?"
"Nope. TikTok and kinda watching a show you'd hate with Elana. You need something?"
"Just you," I said, feeling myself choke up.
"Dad? You okay? Something happen?"
"Whew. Yeah, bud. I don't even know how to start. Everyone's okay, physically, so yeah."
"Dad, just tell me,"
"Okay, I'm driving right now because I've moved out of the house. Your mom... let's just say we're not a thing anymore, okay? I'm not going to tell you a bunch of tales. It would all be one-sided. If you want to talk to your mother, and she tells you what's up as she sees it, I'll do the same."
"No, that's not okay," he said. "What the hell do you mean 'not a thing?' Moving out? That sounds bad. Does that mean you're going to divorce Mom? Why? Good God, Dad, this is not what you're about."
"No, it's not. Thanks for believing that. That means a lot to me, Marlo."
"Dad... Okay, it doesn't matter how many nice ways you tell me to mind my business. This IS my business. What happened, Dad? Did you do something? Did she? You're not going to shut me up."
I laughed. "Marlo, I'm not trying to shut you up. I told you; I'm driving away from the house. This just happened. My head is not anywhere it needs to be to have this conversation be productive of anything. I did need to let you know what's happening. I'll text you my address."
"Dad..."
"I love you. You're precious to me," I told him. "Just give me a minute, okay? Call your mother. Go over there if you want. Maybe what she says to you will make sense, then you can straighten me out, okay? I gotta call your brother."
That conversation went even worse, if possible. Jansen was a sociology professor, warm, emotional, a heart as big as the sky. His wife, Trish, was possibly the sweetest girl I'd ever met. A perfect passenger princess, but she had fire in her, too. He was also very much his mother's son.
"Okay, Dad, you do what you need to do," he said. "Something's not right here. I'll talk to Mom. You know I'm not necessarily on anyone's "side" here, right?"
"Yes. I fully understand. You can let me know. This is going to be rough, bud. I'm very sorry. I love you more than you can imagine. Let Trish know I love her, too."
It was a long lonely night. Noises I wasn't used to would have kept me awake, even if my relentless mind didn't. I decided I needed some ambient noise, so I made it on my phone. My life was going to be pared down a good bit, but unless something major happened, it would continue without interruption. Go to work, come home to an empty place, try to entertain myself until I could go to bed. Lie awake and stare into the darkness, scroll through my phone.
Day after day, night after night, endlessly. A pit of despair. Or, I could start climbing out. Maybe I had something to do with Dez looking for intimacy elsewhere, maybe I didn't. I'd never know. What I could do was try to perfect and become the sort of guy who attracted women who didn't have affairs.
It took three days for the boys to get us together. Dez was incredibly angry. She'd been blowing up my phone with all the imaginable bullshit. I read what she said, but I never replied or answered when she called. I was too busy.
I had decided to take up outdoor sports. Of course, this necessitated actually being in shape. I wasn't a slob, but a long way from my athletic peak. I was working out harder than I had in a decade, and I was very sore when I pulled up at the house.
It was a scene straight off a TV set. We were all seated in a little circle, both Elana and Trish were there, flanking Dezerea, with me facing her. I could detect Janson's mind at work.
There was some awkward small talk, then Dez opened the party. "Rhys, can I tell you what's on my mind? When I'm done, you can tell us what's on your mind."
"Yeah, we could do that," I said. "That presumes I'm at all interested in what's on your mind, though, or interested in telling you what's on mine. What role do the kids have to play in any of this?"
That produced an explosion, and Trish came over and squirmed her way into my chair with me, wrapping her arms around me and laying her head on my shoulder.
"Dad, I think everyone here, with the possible exception of Mom, knows you well enough to know what you're thinking. Our lives are all wrapped up in yours and we're concerned. Please, just sit here with me and listen. Do you trust me? That I'm not going to let anything bad happen to you?"
She turned my face so that I was looking into those huge brown eyes. I saw nothing but love and compassion.
"I do trust you, sweetheart," I told her. "I just don't think you're omnipotent. You're lots of very wonderful things, but not that."
She giggled. God she was cute. "You're here. Let's do it," she said.
I sighed. She knew she owned me. "Okay. I'm in your hands."
"Mom?" She looked at Dez.
"Rhys... I... you know how much I love you..."
"Oh my God, Mom!" Marlo couldn't hold it. "Do you think that's anything in the same universe as what you need to be saying here? I don't think he does know. I don't think any of us do."
"Okay, let's just listen," Jansen said. "Mom, you're going to have to avoid making statements and value judgments that seem preposterous. How does Dad know you love him?"
"Good lord, Jansen, how can you even ask that? I married him, we've been together more than 30 years. I bore his children. I've done my best to be the mother and wife I should be. I show him every day."
"Okay, fair, continue," Elana said.
"Am I allowed to speak?" I asked.
"Not yet," Jansen said, and everyone else gave me permission. I took it.
"I would agree with everything you said, Dez. You have been a great mother and wife. For all I know, you still intend to be a good mother. But for eight months, you've sucked as a wife. You sucked on a colossal scale. You may love me; I am not a mind reader, but if so, that's a different sort of love than I want."
"Until you found out, did you think I loved you?" she asked.



"I did."
"Were you happy?"
"Ecstatic."
"So for six months, you were sure I loved you, you were happy, and I was having my... thing with Jeff? Nothing had changed for you, had it?"
"No, I would say I felt exactly the same," I said.
"So why are you so upset?" she asked. "Nothing has changed. I don't love you any less than I did all those years. More, in fact."
I could feel an adrenaline spike. I didn't like it, because it meant I was losing control. "The level of sophistry and bullshit contained in that statement is incomprehensible to me," I said.
I had been keeping an eye on the kids, and I had seen a growing look of sympathy for what she was saying on their faces. When I spoke, it was as if they were jarred back to an unpleasant reality. Dez was clearly appalled, but I didn't care.
"Would you care to explain that, Dad?" Trish asked.
"I will have trouble," I said. "Where do I even start? She's been having an affair and is now trying to shift the foundation of discussion to the fact that she says she loves me, and that I should, somehow, intuit that, even in the face of her affair. She even had you nodding along. It's ridiculous. The premise doesn't support the conclusion. She had an affair. She loves me. Don't you find something about that incongruous?"
"I do," Elana said. "Who cheats and lies to people they say they love?"
"I never told anyone a single lie," Dez insisted. "And how is it cheating if nothing is taken from the person being 'cheated?'"
"Delusional," I said. "How am I supposed to explain shit to someone who doesn't even seem to have a common frame of reference? Are you actually proud of yourself, Dez?"
"No, I'm not," she said. "I can see how much this has hurt you, Rhys. I don't think this should be such a big deal, but it obviously is. I have hurt you badly and I am so sorry for that."
"What the hell are you even talking about, Mom?" Marlo had obviously heard too much. "Obviously, you're sorry you hurt Dad, but you can't throw a rock at someone's head, then be like, "Oops! Sorry your head was in the way."
"I think what we're all waiting to hear is that you're sorry you betrayed Dad and slept with some dirtbag," Trish said.
I could see Dezerea mustering her forces. "First of all," she said, "Jeff isn't 'some dirtbag.' How could you call him that? I am not attracted to 'dirtbags.' He's a sophisticated and courteous man."
"Right. He sleeps with married women." Jansen interjected. "Mom, could you try to be just a little more thoughtful, here? No one believes a word you're saying. Dude is a dick, and that's it. Is he married, too?"
"He is, indeed," I said. "He has a lovely wife and she seems very nice."
"How do you know that?" she asked.
"Internet," I said.
"Well, he loves his wife and they have a wonderful marriage," she said.
"Why, if she's all that and he's all that," Elana said, "why is he banging you and not her?"
Dez flushed red. "It has nothing to do with that," she said.
"Oh, wow," Marlo said. "That's not vague, at all."
"The important thing is that our relationship had nothing to do with Rhys and our marriage," Dez insisted. "Rhys isn't with me 24 hours a day. We have our own lives, our own friends, our own hobbies."
"Banging strange men is your hobby?" I asked. "Why wasn't I informed?"
"Because I knew this was exactly how you'd react," she said. "And it isn't 'men.' You and Jeff are the only men I've ever... slept with."
"Would you care to explain why Dad isn't the only man you've ever 'slept with?'" Trish asked.
"I was getting there," Dez complained. "If you would all stop interrupting me, I could explain."
"Bruh, there is no 'explain' for that," Elana said. "Were you drunk, drugged, raped? I don't want to hear a bunch of bullshit excuses, Mom. You said you were going to apologize to Dad and beg him to forgive you. Now you want to make a bunch of excuses?"
Dez broke, right there. She burst into tears. "None of you are ever going to listen to me. You're right. I fucked up, but it doesn't have to end the world. You are all acting like I killed someone."
"Dez, if you had killed someone, I would have helped you hide the body," I told her. "It would have been kinder to kill me."
She sobbed away over there, and Jansen went over and put his arm around her. "Hiding from accountability never works," he said. "Trust me. Where's your courage, Mom? Have you completely lost faith in yourself?"
"I'm getting old, fat, undesirable." She choked it out. "Rhys is just getting better looking every year while I fall apart. I see the women looking at him."
"What the hell are you even talking about?" Marlo couldn't hold it. "Mom, you are the only person on the planet who thinks you're 'old, fat and undesirable.' You're hot as hell, and you know it. Does Dad not give you enough compliments? You've seen women look at him; does he look at them?"
She shot me a side-eye look. "Sometimes..."
"Okay, you got me," I said. "I walk down the street and there are all those hot young women in their size-four outfits. Dezerea, if you see a beautiful woman walking down the street, do you look? Do you think, "Wow, she's gorgeous?" So do I. I have even thought some man was exceptionally good looking on the odd occasion. Do you think I harbor secret gayness?"
"Don't be ridiculous," she said. "I'm not accusing you of anything, Rhys."
"Okay, what, then?" I asked.
She took a deep breath. "I am sorry for all this, Rhys. I never wanted to hurt you. I have, and I'm sorry I did that. Do you think you can forgive me?"
I thought for a minute. "I have no idea," I finally said. "Not at this moment, no."
"Dad, would you go to a therapist with Mom?" Jansen asked.
I looked at Dez. "Is that what you want?"
"I hadn't thought of it, but yes. I would like to do that."
"Set it up," I told her. "I'll go."
"Will you come back home?" she asked.
"No. I'm fine, for now."
She obviously hated that, but the kids talked her around and we all had a root beer float before we left. It was good just to hang out with my family, a semblance of normalcy in a chaotic time.
*****
Counselling was a trip. Stephanie was a slightly heavy black woman, probably 50, and she informed us that she'd been married to the same man for 25 years. She was hilarious, charming, and she felt like someone you could tell anything without any judgment.
She never took sides, mostly just listening, asking pertinent questions when we stalled. It quickly became apparent that we had diametrically opposed views. Dez loved me, but having an affair hadn't hurt me, she believed.
"Ask him if he felt any less love, felt any less passion, if we made love any less than he felt for the last ten years," she said to Stephanie.
"Well? Do you want to answer that?" Steph asked.
"You want me to argue? Disagree? Give reasons why you shouldn't cheat on your partner?"
"See, that's what I mean?" Dez said. "Rhys, why won't you even consider that 'cheating' means something you deserve was taken from you and given to someone else."
"It was," I said.
"Explain that," Steph said.
"I deserve respect. I'm respectful. I give that and I expect it in return. If you don't get back what you give, you're being cheated."
"I do respect you," Dez said. "When have I ever disrespected you?"
I looked at Steph. "How do I even answer that?"
"Dezerea, are you committed to this relationship?" Steph asked her.
"Completely," Dez answered.
"Well, then I think you should abandon the games you're trying to play," Steph said. "Are you familiar with the "reasonable person" legal standard?"
"I am," I said.
"What? What are you talking about?" Dez asked.
"When courts are deciding legal liability, they decide negligence based on what a 'reasonable person' would do in a given situation," Steph explained. "That is applicable to you and Rhys because for this therapy to work, it has to be three reasonable people working at it."
"Okay," Dez said.
"Okay, so asking your husband how you have disrespected him after having an affair with someone else while married to him and concealing it from him is not the question of a reasonable person."
"Why not?" Dez asked.
"Because any reasonable person understands that lying to and cheating on your spouse is very disrespectful to them," Steph said.
"I never..." Dez began, but Steph cut her off.
"I just told you to stop with the bullshit, Dezerea," Steph was smiling when she said it, but you could tell she was done.
Dez sighed. "I was hoping we could address exactly what 'lying' and 'cheating' mean," she said. "You have a definition I don't agree with."
"Reasonable people," I mentioned. "Do you think reasonable people share your carelessness with definitions?"
"Give us your definition, Rhys," Steph said.
"Well, lying is not telling the truth, and cheating is when you break the rules," I said.
"Is your definition of those words biased by the current circumstances you're experiencing?" Steph asked.
"No... well, how can I know that?" I asked. "If I'm biased, and I'm not saying I'm not, how would I ever know? I think I would have given you the same definitions six months ago before I knew anything about the current circumstances, but we'll never know."
"Dezerea, what do "lying and cheating" mean to you?" Steph asked.
"The same things, I guess," she said. "I have never said anything to Rhys that wasn't true. Is not telling someone something the same as lying to them?"
"Do you think it is?" Steph asked her.
"I don't think it always is," she said. "No one tells their partner everything."
"I guess I agree with that," I said. "I don't tell people things I think they won't be interested in, but "Honey, I'm banging someone not you" seems like if you don't tell your husband, that is a lie, because it concerns him deeply."
"That's just the thing," she said. "It didn't concern you. Your life didn't change, it got better."
"You may feel it is better, I don't," I told her. "Since we're talking about my life, my opinion is the only one that matters."
"Do you feel like you were not getting enough love? That you were shortchanged in bed?" she asked. "Have you not actually experienced a growth in quantity and quality in our sex life?"
"What does that have to do with anything?" I asked. "I have never complained about either, and is the fact that some of the sex you've been having hasn't been with me lost on you?"
"No, it isn't," she said. "I'm just pointing out at least one important thing that has become even better. We've been in such a good place lately, and I love you more than ever."
Steph stood up. "I think we've made as much progress in this session as we could expect the first time. Dezerea, I am going to need to meet with you, just the two of us, once a week for the foreseeable future. Rhys, do you feel you need some individual sessions? I'll let you know when we're ready for another couples session."
"I think I do," I said. "Do you do whole-life counselling? I think I need to start there."
"You can both talk to the receptionist on the way out." She handed each of us a note for the front desk, and we went our way. I saw her three times and felt like I had all the information I needed. I never heard from her about the couple's sessions, so I assume she was never satisfied with her individual sessions with Dez. That was three years ago, and I've been divorced for two. There was a short boom in the car market, and I moved on.
I decided last month I was falling into a groove I didn't like, so here I am.
*****
There was an extended silence when Rhys stopped speaking. Jazzy looked like she was in a trance, and I kinda had to shake myself awake.
"Damn, Rhys, that's quite a story," I managed. "Are you still close with your kids?"
"Oh, yes. Maybe closer than ever."
"Do you see your ex?" Jasmine asked.
"Occasionally," he said. "Sometimes the kids plan something and include her."
"How does that feel?" I asked.
"Well, weird," he said. "It's better now than it was at first. I could hardly stand to be in the same room with her for a while. We've progressed until we can be polite to each other. She's still angry at me because "I wouldn't even try."
I laughed. "Yeah, I got people who stalk me and are furious about shit they did to me."
Jasmine looked a little upset. "Is that me?" she asked.
I grabbed her and squeezed her. "Noo, baby-doll. I was hella mad at you, but I get it now. Are you mad at me?"
"No. I never was," she said. "I have been carrying around a load of guilt about you, but I love you. I always did."
I leaned over Rhys and whispered to her. "Let's fuck Rhys."
She giggled. "Really?"
"Yeah, look at him, He's hot as. He's a good dude, too."
She giggled again. "I want a shot at you, too."
"You got it."
"Hey. Are you two conspiring?" he asked.
"Well, we are women," Jasmine said, "so yes. I'm pretty sure you'll like it, though."
I leaned a little closer to Rhys and let my hand rest on his thigh, while at the same time, Jazzy was pressing those maddening lips onto his neck, nibbling, sticking her little pointed pink tongue behind his earlobe.
He had a little deer-in-the-headlights sort of look as I slid my hand higher and she opened one of his shirt buttons and slid her hand inside. She got a look, and I was curious. "What?" I asked.
"Jesus, Parker, he's a mutant," she said. "Bumps are growing all over his body." She giggled and opened his shirt the rest of the way. I felt like my eyes were on stalks, like a snail. Dude was jacked! Sixpack? Oh, yeah. His chest and arms were massive and his back looked as broad as a barn.
"Wow! Rhys wasn't kidding about the working out." I admired him for a moment as my hand slid up one massive thigh. His shorts had just enough leg room I could get in. He gasped when I got me a handful of dick.
It began to swell almost as soon as I touched it. "God, Parker, what are you two..." I glanced up just in time to see that Jasmine had shed her top and was preventing any further speech by feeding him one of her gorgeous little tiddies. God, I'd missed those.
I took advantage of his distraction to open his drawstring and tug down his shorts, letting that dick spring free. It was perfection: not too long and not too short, but fat. I liked fat, but Jazzy was tiny. I wondered how she would take it. I had to taste it.
He gasped when I slid the tight wet seal of my lips down as far as I could comfortably go and laved the sensitive underside of his head with my tongue. I was watching his face, and the look of intense pleasure was so empowering: the fact that I could give him such pleasure thrilled me as I hadn't been in a while.
Jasmine's face appeared beside me and I noticed she was now entirely naked. "Share, bitch," she said.
I popped it out and aimed it toward her. She went to work with all her usual enthusiasm, and I took the opportunity to get naked. I saw Rhys' eyes go wide when he noticed me, but I had a destination in mind.
I slid beneath Jasmine and between her legs as she knelt over Rhys, and there it was. She was just as smooth and gorgeous as I remembered. She made a little muffled squeal around that fat dick as my tongue parted her folds and penetrated her a little bit.
That turned into another as I found the little button of her clit and gave it a swipe. That caught Rhys' attention, and he looked like he was a man who had died and gone to heaven when I caught glimpses of his face.
"Don't make him come, Jazzy," I told her. "We needa save that."
She dragged her little erotic cheerio of a mouth up his cock with agonizing care, leaving him squirming, and giggled, pushing him in a half-reclining position. "Watch, and learn," she said.
We had always been fascinated with each other's bodies. She was that tiny little Latina, fiery, all hair, eyes, lips and hunger, hard body, tiny little tiddies, hip-dips and the roundest ass I'd ever seen. She was the most physical person I'd ever met. She wanted to be touching me back when we were together, often in a sexual way, constantly. I was just as fascinated with her.
My tiddies and ass were bigger, my skin was darker and I was almost a foot taller than she was. We fit together perfectly, complimented each other, and never anywhere more than sexually. She was a freak. What did that make me... whatever.
We were completely lost to the world when he stirred over there. "Can I play, or am I just a spectator?"
Jasmine and I locked eyes and we both started laughing. "Bruh, you a grown man. We invited you here. If we don't like something, we'll tell you. You should do the same. We're here to play. You too."
He looked like he just won the lottery. The night turned into something life-changing, peaks so high I fell forever, exhaustion finally claiming me and I drifted away, resting, but a fever burning that woke me up through the night to turn to one, or both of them.
I drifted in a haze, realizing that it had been light for some time. I heard birds. There was a big warm body snuggled up against me to my right and a tiny hard one to my left. Jasmine was sleeping on her belly, as she often did, I remembered, that hauntingly beautiful face turned toward me, raven-black strings of her hair across her face. I smoothed it behind her ear, and she sighed softly.
I looked over at Rhys. He was awake, and he smiled at me. "I needa pee," I whispered.
"Yeah, me too," he whispered back. He slid out, I followed, and we went looking for bathrooms. There was an ensuite, and he went outside the room and found one.
I took a shower while I was in there, and when Rhys came in toweling his hair, I realized that he had done the same. I found my panties, he put on his shorts and we wandered out in search of something to sustain life.
There was coffee and pastries, and we sat together at the bar, me leaning against him. "How you feeling, big boy?" I asked.
He smiled and I felt a flutter. God he was charming. "Like I'm dreaming and I don't want to wake up," he said.
"You good with both of us?" I asked him.
"I'm not sure what you mean," he said.
"Well, you seemed sorta... I don't know even what to call it. Your ex wanted to involve someone else in your sex life and you sorta went off. You feel different about this?"
"I'm not married anymore," he said. "You're not married, are you? Is Jasmine?"
I laughed. "No, neither of us is married, dude. So it wasn't necessarily the sex to which you objected?"
He was quiet for a minute. Finally, he stirred. "I don't know. No, I objected to her having sex with someone other than me because we were married, Parker. We did all the usual. Forsaking all others, all that jazz. I didn't sign up to share. If I had, maybe it would have been different."
I slid my arm around him and squeezed. "Yeah, I get it. Just asking. I've never been married."
"Me either." Jasmine came padding over, barefoot and naked. She took my breath away. "I do have some ideas, though."
I laughed. "Yeah, me too. We finna sit here, me never being married, you never being married and Rhys kinda being bad at it, and talk about marriage? Okay, hit me."
"I'm not getting married," she said. "I'm having too much fun being single. Would you get married, Parker?"
"Hmm... Hard to say. In the right set of circumstances, yeah. I can feel the ticking of that biological clock."
"How old are you, Rhys?" Jasmine asked. "If you don't mind me asking."
"I don't mind. I'm 53," he said.
She looked a little shocked. "Damn, you're doing okay, dude. I never would have guessed. Parker is 38, and I'm 35."
"What if I didn't want him to know, bitch?" I asked.
She giggled. "Too late. I know all your secrets. What are we going to do today?"
*****
Fifteen days later, we were still in Rio. My ticket had expired and I didn't even try to change it, Rhys's cruise was gone and he'd lost his ride, and I had never enjoyed my life more than I was. It couldn't last. Jazzy was too much of a free spirit. There wasn't enough stability for me to be committed, and I knew she would sense it. Someday, she'd come and tell me she was moving on, the next chapter of her life starting, off to new adventures. It would be painful, bittersweet, but I knew I'd always remember us this way. The moment was all that mattered to me, for some reason.



Rhys? There might be something there. There was something there. Neither of us seemed like we were ready for our relationship to end, but we hadn't really talked about it. I could feel a vibe with him, and it was a good one. He was beginning to feel like someone I wanted in my life permanently. Someday, who knows? For now, I was content. I'd see where it went. Life had possibilities.



        